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For my fierce and fabulous cousin, Emmeline









‘Every doorway, before you go through, should be peered
 round, for you cannot know for certain where enemies
 may be sitting waiting inside.’


– The Words of Odin, Poetic Edda, Snorri Sturluson


(translated by Anthony Faulkes)









Hey Diary,


Remember when Sim told me he could open doors in time, and I didn’t believe him? Well, it’s true! He’s a time key. I’ve seen it with my own eyes. Can you believe it? My best friend is an actual time traveller!


Sim says that when something important happens, nearby doors pick up a special sound – ‘a unique resonant frequency’ – that turns them into time doors. When a time key plays music that harmonises with the time door’s sound, it will open back to that time.


Not everyone can do it – worst luck. You have to be good at music. Only time keys can open time doors because only they can hear them. Most time keys are children or younger adults because your hearing gets worse as you get older. Mrs L – Sim’s mum – used to be a time key but she can’t hear the doors any more. That’s why time keys travel in pairs. If you stop being able to hear the doors while you’re in the past, you’d be stranded. If there are two of you, so long as one of you can open the doors, you can both get back. 


Sim time travels with his cousin Jeopardy, who is nice as long as you agree with her. The three of us are becoming a time team. It’s awesome. They practise music and do fight training – because the past is a dangerous place! I help with the research and the investigating.


What needs investigating? A secret society called the Council of Keys is what. They are seriously shady. The Council controls the time doors and it has loads of rules about who can go through. Sim and his family broke the Council’s rules a long time ago and have to live in hiding as renegade keys.


So, you see, history has got interesting!


Nelson


(A time traveller’s best friend)









Dear Calli,


I fear you think badly of me. Please believe I have my reasons for abandoning you and the kids in Egypt. Before you showed up, I was dealing with a situation. 


An insider at the Council of Keys Music College warned me that they were sending a hunter to test my children for resonance recognition. My boys, Kai and Alex, are not keys and know nothing of the doors, but little Jeopardy is full of music. I was afraid they would take her, so I brought her to London. I had this crazy idea that we’d have adventures together, dodging the Council’s hunters. But Aria Harridan, head hunter, proposed a deal: Jeopardy’s freedom in exchange for the golden scarab. 


I should’ve told you, but I didn’t know if I could trust you. You’ve been gone so long.


In Luxor I tried to bargain with the Council, telling them I had tried and failed to find the scarab. 


I swore to undertake any other task they desired, in exchange for Jeopardy’s freedom. The mission they set me is impossible.


If I fail to return, tell Jeopardy that I’m a good-for-nothing bad egg, that she’s better off without me. She shouldn’t find that hard to believe. I’m not a good dad. 


Please believe me when I say, I would never give you and Sim up to the Council.


The Lasenby Rooms are safe. Make yourself at home.


And take care of my magnificent little girl.


Emmett
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A Hidden Door
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A spark of curiosity ignited in Sim’s brain as he watched his cousin from the bedroom doorway. Jeopardy was standing in the dressing area of her dad’s antique Chinese marriage bed, dressed in her black-and-yellow-striped jumper and leggings, playing her trumpet with one hand and pulling at cupboard doors with the other.


‘What are you doing?’


Jeopardy turned, flicking her long plait of auburn hair over her shoulder in annoyance, her hazel eyes flashing. ‘I thought you were out.’


‘We just got back.’ Sim stepped into his uncle’s bedroom. ‘Nelson is setting up the computer on the desk in the library.’


‘I’ll come in a minute.’ Jeopardy waved him away.


‘You don’t normally play your trumpet in here.’ Sim took in the green-striped wallpaper, bedding trunk, wooden floorboards, faded rug, and the peculiar cabin of a bed. His mum had been sleeping in here ever since they’d returned from Egypt and found Uncle Emmett gone.


‘I can if I want.’


‘Yes,’ Sim agreed softly, ‘but you don’t.’


‘So?’


‘If you’re looking for a clue, about where your dad’s gone . . .’ He shrugged. ‘Maybe I can help?’


Jeopardy shook her head. ‘You’ll tell your mum,’ she said flatly.


‘I won’t, if you don’t want me to –’ Sim didn’t blink – ‘I promise.’


Jeopardy considered him for a long moment.


‘Alright. Come in and shut the door.’ She perched on the edge of her dad’s bed as Sim sat down beside her. ‘When I first came here, to the Lasenby Rooms, before you and Auntie Calli joined us, Dad said this room was out of bounds. At night, I’d hear him playing his violin in here. I keep thinking back to that time, when it was just me and him.’ A distant look softened her determined expression. ‘There must be a reason Dad wouldn’t let me come in here.’ She blinked, turning to Sim. ‘I think this room has secrets.’


‘Secrets that’ll tell us where he’s gone?’ Sim knew Jeopardy was worried about her dad, though she tried to mask it.


‘Maybe.’ Jeopardy replied. ‘I’ve read his letter a hundred times. He’s in trouble. I know it.’ She kicked at the wooden frame with her boot. ‘I’ve been over every centimetre of this stupid bed. I’ve pressed every knob, pushed all the panels . . .’ She swiped her trumpet through the air. ‘Nothing.’


‘Mum’s probably searched it too,’ Sim said thoughtfully, looking around.


The Lasenby Rooms were an underground apartment consisting of a library-sitting room, a bathroom, this bedroom, the orchid room that Jeopardy had turned into a second bedroom, and a lift up into Liberty department store that you needed a special key to use. There were no windows because the apartment was situated deep in the basement of the huge old shop, hidden and forgotten, right in the heart of London.


‘Dad doesn’t hide things where they can be easily found.’ Jeopardy paused. ‘I thought he might’ve hidden his secrets in another time.’


‘You think there’s a time door in here?’ Sim jumped up. ‘Wouldn’t Mum would know if there was?’


‘Auntie Calli isn’t a key any more. If there is a time door, she wouldn’t be able to hear it, find it, or open it.’ Jeopardy said, bluntly. ‘I waited for you all to go out, to see if I could.’


‘And did you?’ A thrill of excitement shot up Sim’s spine. ‘Hear anything, I mean?’


‘I thought I did but I couldn’t work out where it was coming from.’ She shot him a sour look. ‘Then you barged in.’


‘Don’t you want my help?’ Sim felt confused.


‘No. I mean. I do, but . . .’ Jeopardy studied her trumpet as if there were dirt on the valves. ‘Look. Emmett may not be the best dad in the world, but he’s my dad. If there is a secret time door in here . . . it should be me that finds it.’


‘Oh,’ Sim said, suddenly understanding the reason for his cousin’s secretive behaviour. ‘I get it. I’d feel the same if my dad were alive. I’d want to be the one to find it too.’


Jeopardy’s grateful smile dissolved into a frustrated scowl. ‘Yeah, well, my trumpet is too loud. When I play, it’s hard to hear the time door, and . . .’ Her cheeks flushed pink. ‘I know what the ringing sounds like, but I’ve only heard it when I wasn’t playing. I haven’t opened a time door on my own yet.’ She avoided his eyes. ‘I don’t know how.’


Sim thought about the time doors in Egypt. His mum described hearing a ringing sound and playing her flute, harmonizing with it, to open the door. But Sim had a different experience. The resonance of time doors gave him a headache. It made him feel sick. It wasn’t something he heard. It was something he felt. He couldn’t explain how he opened them. ‘We both need practice.’ He nudged her. She rewarded him with a reluctant smile. ‘Let me help.’


‘Alright, but, if we find a time door, I want to go through it on my own.’


They both knew this was against the rules. Time keys were meant to time-travel in pairs, for safety.


‘Because . . .’ Jeopardy added hurriedly, ‘if Dad is doing something dodgy. I want to be the first to know. I don’t want to get Dad in worse trouble than he’s already in.’


‘Got it.’ Sim nodded. ‘You go through alone.’


Drawing in a deep breath, Jeopardy lifted the trumpet to her lips and played the first movement from Haydn’s Trumpet Concerto in E flat.


The sound his cousin could draw from a knot of brass tubes was hauntingly pure. It stopped all Sim’s thoughts. He became aware of an uncomfortable throbbing sensation at the back of his skull. He lifted a finger to show he’d detected something, then took several paces out of the cabin bed. The throbbing receded. He closed his eyes and moved to his left. It disappeared. He took two steps to his right. The throbbing returned. Another couple of paces around the outside of the wooden bed and it intensified. A few steps more and his head was ringing with pain. ‘Here,’ he gasped, forcing his eyes open as his stomach twisted. His vision was speckled with shadows. There were no walls anywhere near him. He slapped at the wooden exterior of the bed. It was solid. There was no sign of a door. ‘I don’t understand.’ His bones were resonating so hard that his legs turned to jelly. He fell to his knees. ‘It should be here.’


Jeopardy stopped playing.


The relief of the retreating resonance drew a grateful groan from Sim.


‘Are you OK?’ Jeopardy squatted down beside him.


‘Will be in a minute,’ Sim mumbled. ‘You’re definitely right. There’s a time door hidden in here somewhere.’


‘Sim!’ Jeopardy kicked at the corner of the rug. ‘Move!’


Sim crawled off the rug as she peeled it back.


‘A trapdoor!’


Sim struggled to his feet as Jeopardy grabbed the sunken handle and lifted it. Peering into the dark, he saw a room the size of a bathroom with empty racks along one wall. ‘It’s a wine cellar!’


‘This is it!’ Jeopardy’s eyes were sparkling with the discovery. ‘It’s a time trapdoor!’ She closed it, lifting her trumpet. ‘Stand back.’ 


[image: Jeopardy in a striped top stands beside Sim who is kneeling in front of a large open trapdoor set into the ground.]


As she played, Sim rolled away, closing his eyes as the nausea and pain returned with a vengeance. Then the trumpet suddenly stopped. When he opened his eyes the trapdoor was closed and his cousin had vanished.




‘Jeopardy?’ Sim reached into his pocket, gripping the tuning fork he carried everywhere. He could use it to open the time door if he wanted, but he’d made a promise and he meant to keep it. Instead, he left the room.


‘There you are,’ Nelson called out as Sim entered the library. ‘Come here. Check this out.’


Nelson was Sim’s best friend and the cleverest person he knew. He had plugged in and started up the old laptop on the grand wooden desk on the other side of the room. ‘I worked out the password to the department store’s Wi-Fi. We’re online.’


‘How did you do that?’


‘Oh, you know,’ Nelson grinned over his shoulder, as his brown fingers tapped away at the keyboard, ‘internet skills.’ He frowned. ‘Where’s Jeopardy?’


‘Busy.’ Sim grabbed a chair, pulling it up to sit beside his best friend. ‘She’ll join us in a bit.’


‘Let’s scan the Egyptian news and see if there are any reports about your night-time visit to the Valley of the Kings. It would be useful to know if you’re on a wanted list. In case you ever need to go back.’


As the minutes ticked by, Sim found himself glancing at the bedroom door. He was getting increasingly nervous about his cousin. Every morning, when his mum led him and Jeopardy through their martial arts training, she warned them of the dangers of going through a time door alone.


‘Are you alright?’ Nelson asked, peering at Sim over his glasses.


‘I . . . er . . . yes . . .’


The door at the other end of the library burst open. 


‘I know what Dad’s doing!’ Jeopardy declared, marching into the room, her pale cheeks flushed pink and her hazel eyes aflame. 


Sim jumped up, relieved to see his cousin. She was carrying a bundle of papers and a fat old book.


‘He’s searching for the Gjallarhorn!’ Jeopardy exclaimed excitedly.


‘What’s the Gjallarhorn?’ Nelson asked.


‘It’s a legendary Viking horn that heralds Ragnarök.’


‘Ragnarök?’ Sim asked, glancing at Nelson. ‘Isn’t that the end of the world?’
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The Gjallarhorn
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‘When did the trapdoor lead to?’ Sim asked Jeopardy.


‘Trapdoor?’ Nelson turned around looking mystified. ‘What trapdoor?’


‘In Dad’s room, under the rug.’ Jeopardy put down her armful of papers on the coffee table, keeping hold of the leather-bound book that had A Renegade’s Atlas of Doors written on the spine. ‘He’s got a desk down there.’


‘Rewind a second.’ Nelson held up his hands. ‘There’s a secret trapdoor in your dad’s room?’


‘A time trapdoor.’ Sim nodded. ‘Open it now and all you’ll see is an empty wine cellar.’


‘Clever!’ Nelson turned to Jeopardy. ‘Do you know when it opens into?’


‘No, but Dad is always saying Arthur Liberty gave us permission to live here. Dad talks about him as if they were friends.’ She looked up at the imposing portrait of a portly gentleman in a brown suit and orange tie, hanging above the fireplace. ‘My guess is it opens in the early 1900s, when they were building these rooms.’


‘Do you think he knows about your dad’s mission to find the whatsit-horn?’ Nelson asked.


‘Gjallarhorn,’ Jeopardy corrected. 


‘What if the Gjallarhorn is the thing the Council wants Uncle Emmett to find for them?’ Sim said. ‘In his letter, he said he’d sworn to undertake any task they set him.’


‘It’s possible. But –’ Jeopardy waved at the parchment rolls and papers on the table – ‘the Gjallarhorn is mentioned in all of these. Most of the scrolls are in a foreign language. Dad has translated them. I recognize his handwriting. He must’ve been working on this for ages.’


[image: A thick-covered book lies closed with a rectangular label on the front cover and dust scattered around the edges.]


‘A Renegade’s Atlas of Doors.’ Sim read the title out as he brushed his fingertips over the spine of the book. ‘You found it!’


‘Yes.’ Jeopardy hugged the book to her chest.


‘What is it?’ Nelson asked.


‘A collection of maps showing all the known time doors in the world.’ Jeopardy opened it. ‘This map was drawn by Francis Drake. Look, here’s where he signed his name.’ Sim and Nelson crowded round to see the yellowing parchment. ‘This one is by Napoleon.’ She turned to the back of the atlas. ‘Some of the maps are new. This is one Dad made of Copenhagen in Denmark.’


‘Do you think Francis Drake and Napoleon were time keys?’ Sim asked Jeopardy.


‘Maybe.’ She nodded


‘You guys!’ Nelson gasped as an idea struck him. ‘If there’s a time trapdoor in the other room, and it’s safe, you could take me through.’ Sim and Jeopardy looked at each other. ‘Oh, come on. There can’t be any danger if the time door just leads to a wine cellar.’


‘What time door?’


The three of them jumped and Jeopardy clapped the atlas shut.


Sim’s mum was standing in the doorway dressed in her usual black sportswear, her long hair scraped back into a ponytail. They hadn’t heard her come in. She was carrying two bulging bags of groceries as if they were as light as a feather.


‘Hello, Mrs L,’ Nelson greeted her guiltily.


‘Hi, Mum,’ Sim said.


‘Aunt Calli.’ Jeopardy stepped forward. ‘There’s a trapdoor under the rug in Dad’s bedroom.’


‘I know.’ Callidora put the shopping bags down. ‘It leads to an empty cellar.’


‘It’s a time door.’ Jeopardy held up the book. ‘I found A Renegade’s Atlas of Doors down there and a bunch of Dad’s stuff, on a desk.’


‘Oh! Well done, Jeopardy.’ Callidora rushed across the room. ‘May I?’ She held out her hands. Jeopardy gave her the atlas. Sim’s mum opened it with reverence, turning the pages hungrily. ‘I last saw this book fifteen years ago. It had far fewer maps then.’ She looked at Jeopardy. ‘Your dad’s been busy. There are doors in here that I know nothing about.’


[image: Callidora Lockier stands in a doorway holding a long object and a bag, silhouetted by bright light from behind while facing into a shadowed library lined with tall shelves.]


‘Do you think Dad would mind if I added the time doors we discovered in Egypt?’ Jeopardy asked.


‘Emmett would love that.’ Callidora handed the atlas back, turning her attention to the parchments and papers on the coffee table. ‘What’s this?’


‘Dad’s work,’ Jeopardy replied.


‘Jeopardy thinks Uncle Emmett’s gone off looking for the Gjallarhorn,’ Sim said.


‘The Gjallarhorn?’ Callidora sat down on the sofa and sifted through the papers. ‘But that’s an old Norse myth. Emmett’s been fascinated by it since we were kids, but it’s not real.’


‘What kind of horn was it?’ Jeopardy asked.


‘Usually an ox’s horn or one fashioned from metal to look like one – basically valveless trumpets. They drank out of them, as well as using them to sound battle charges.’


‘Uncle Emmett must think the Gjallarhorn is real,’ Sim said.


‘He’s made pages of notes, translations, and found references to it in old scrolls.’ Jeopardy nodded her agreement. 


‘We think finding the Gjallarhorn could be the impossible task that the Council set Emmett?’ Nelson told Callidora.


‘I think it’s unlikely.’ Callidora looked puzzled. ‘Even if it did exist, why would they want it?


‘Would it be valuable?’ Jeopardy asked. ‘That’s usually enough for Dad.’


‘It would be priceless –’ Callidora nodded – ‘and terrifyingly powerful.’


‘Dad wouldn’t give anything dangerous to the Council –’ Jeopardy looked nervous – ‘would he?’


‘I’m sure he wouldn’t.’ Callidora patted Jeopardy’s leg.


‘Do you think Uncle Emmett’s gone to the Viking Age?’ Sim asked.


‘I’m not sure what I think,’ Callidora admitted.


‘We’ve got to find him.’ Jeopardy looked pleadingly at her. ‘Whatever he’s up to, he’s doing it to protect me. I’ll never forgive myself if anything happens to him.’


‘We will find him,’ Callidora assured her. ‘You’ve discovered a helpful clue.’ She looked at Sim and Nelson. ‘If Emmett is journeying to Viking times, then we’d all better learn as much as we can about life back then.’ She pointed to the east wall of the library. ‘Sim, get out my history books. Nelson, get onto the internet. Jeopardy, go through the atlas and find every time door that leads to the period between the ninth and twelfth centuries.’


Retrieving the groceries, Callidora took them to the dining table that served as a kitchen work-surface, then returned with a magnifying glass to examine the parchments from Emmett’s desk.


‘I wish I were a time key,’ Nelson said, as Sim pulled a book called Beyond the Northlands from the shelf. ‘You’re so lucky. Imagine getting to meet real Vikings.’


‘Weren’t Vikings sea pirates who raided peaceful villages, robbing and murdering people?’ Sim replied. ‘I don’t want to meet one. And to be honest, I’m surprised Uncle Emmett would dare.’ He dropped his voice to a whisper. ‘He’s more quick-witted than brave; if you know what I mean.’


‘It says here –’ Nelson’s nose was an inch from his screen – ‘the Viking age lasted nearly three hundred years, and because they were excellent sailors, they weren’t just in Scandinavia. They settled in England, Ireland, Iceland, Greenland, Russia . . . there were even Vikings on the coast of Africa!’ He looked at Sim, his brown eyes magnified by his glasses. ‘Finding one man, in a span of three hundred years, across half the planet . . .’ He let out a whistle. ‘That’s a tiny needle in a giant haystack.’


‘I can only find two doors to Viking times in the atlas,’ Jeopardy said from the sofa. ‘There is one near York, in a village called Stillingfleet. It’s the St Helen’s Church door.’


‘I might’ve found something,’ Sim said, holding up a slim volume. ‘The Journal for the History of Astronomy,’ he read, ‘Volume 1, Issue 2 (August 1970).’


‘Astronomy?’ Jeopardy frowned. ‘What’s that got to do with Vikings?’


‘It was in Emmett’s pile of papers. There’s a piece of card marking this article.’ Sim held up the page so they could see the title: ‘The Riddle of the Golden Horns. It’s about two Viking horns, made of solid gold, covered in runes, dug up in Denmark.’


‘That’s Viking writing,’ Nelson said excitedly. 


‘The article says the horns tell the story of an eclipse,’ Sim said, scanning the words. ‘I guess that’s why it’s in an astronomy journal.’


‘An eclipse could be a way of showing the end of the world,’ Jeopardy said. ‘But Dad is looking for one horn, not two.’


‘Can I see?’ Callidora took the journal.


‘Let’s see what the internet can tell us about two gold Viking horns found in Denmark.’ Nelson spun round in his seat and began tapping frantically at his keyboard. He hit a button with a flourish and results scrolled onto the screen. ‘Bingo.’ He clicked on a link. ‘The Golden Horns of Gallehus.’


‘Where’s Gallehus?’ Jeopardy came to stand by Nelson’s shoulder. Callidora was right behind her, with the atlas in her hands.


‘Denmark,’ Nelson replied. ‘Near the border with Germany.’


‘Wait, go back.’ Sim leaned over. ‘Look. It says the horns have been stolen three times!’


‘When were they first stolen?’ Callidora asked. ‘And where from?’


‘1802,’ Nelson replied. ‘From Copenhagen Castle.’


‘Wait! There’s a map of Copenhagen in the atlas. Dad drew it.’ Jeopardy took it from Callidora, turning the pages excitedly. ‘Do you think one of the two Gallehus horns could be the Gjallarhorn?’


‘Emmett seems to think so,’ Callidora replied thoughtfully. ‘The Viking age is a famously dangerous period of history. Your dad wouldn’t risk his neck going there unless he had no choice. But he wouldn’t have if the Gjallarhorn can be found in 1802.’


‘He’s in Copenhagen!’ Jeopardy grabbed Sim’s arm. ‘I know it.’


Nelson was typing. ‘There’s a flight at nine-thirty tonight with seats still available.’ He looked at his watch. ‘If we took the tube to Victoria, we’d be at Gatwick airport in under an hour and have time to eat dinner in the departure lounge before the flight.’


‘Book them.’ Callidora took a credit card from her purse. As she passed it to Nelson, Sim saw it had the name ‘Miss Charlotte Granger’ on it, and he wondered how many fake identities his mum had created while being on the run from the Council.


‘Erm . . .’ Nelson looked uncomfortable. ‘How many seats should I book? Three,’ he paused, ‘or four?’


‘Nelson can come,’ Sim said hurriedly. ‘Can’t he, Mum?’


‘Please, Auntie Calli,’ Jeopardy begged. ‘We need Nelson. He’s our tech expert.’ 


Callidora studied the three of them for a moment. ‘He’ll need his passport.’


‘I carry it with me.’ Nelson pulled his passport out of his school bag.


‘You know you’re not a key, Nelson,’ Callidora told him ‘You can’t go through a time door.’ 


‘I know,’ he replied earnestly. ‘I promise I won’t.’


‘Alright. I’ll call your mum and tell her that we’re taking a cultural trip to Copenhagen for a few days. If she says yes, you can come.’


‘Brilliant!’ Nelson was elated. ‘Thank you, Mrs L.’


‘See if you can find out the exact date those horns were stolen in 1802,’ Callidora said.


Nelson spun back to face his computer and typed. ‘Fourth of May,’ he declared triumphantly.


‘That’s today!’ Jeopardy exclaimed.


‘That means Emmett will be trying to pass through this time door tonight!’ Callidora pointed to the map of Copenhagen in the atlas. ‘If we’re lucky, we might catch him.’


‘You think he’ll go into the castle on the night the horns were stolen?’ Jeopardy asked.


‘No, he’ll wait outside.’ Callidora’s eyes were shining. ‘Because Emmett knows it’s easier to rob a thief than to rob a castle.’
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The Council of Keys
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Kabir Burman pressed his eye to the keyhole of one of the twin doors of York Minster’s Chapter House, peering into the octagonal room. Both were time doors: one door took you back to medieval times, when the Chapter House was first built; the other to the reign of Queen Victoria. However, it was the present that interested Kabir.


The Council of Keys had called a meeting. All eight members were seated on the other side of the door.


During the day the Chapter House was lit by its impressive stained glass windows, but it was five o’clock in the morning on May the fourth, and the sun had not yet risen. The octagonal room was dimly lit by electric spotlights attached to the ornately carved stone ribs of the vaulted ceiling.


Kabir could see Kane Wolfe lounging against his stall, one irreverent foot up on the stone seat. He appeared relaxed, but Kabir knew not to trust appearances. Wolfe was quick to lose his temper. The youngest chairman the Council had ever elected, he was the only one of them still able to open time doors.


Seated opposite Kane Wolfe was Saxton Tartar, a man as ancient and deadly as a dragon. His skeletal body sat straight as a pole; chin tucked, eyes closed. Saxton Tartar had been the chairman before Kane Wolfe but had moved aside for the young leader. Kabir didn’t know why. Beside Saxton Tartar was sitting a muscle-bound brute called Larrikin Penhooligan. He was a time key hunter and Kabir’s master, but he didn’t scare the boy half as much as Saxton Tartar.


[image: Mopsus kneels examining the ornate metal door with a tool while Kabir stands behind him observing, both facing the pointed archway entrance with patterned ironwork.]


‘We shouldn’t be here,’ moaned Mopsus at Kabir’s shoulder. Mopsus Mudge was a shrimp of a boy with a bowl haircut and a permanently worried expression. ‘We shouldn’t be out of the dorm. If we get caught . . .’


‘Then go back to bed,’ Kabir whispered. ‘I didn’t ask you to come.’


Mopsus took a step backwards, but curiosity made him pause. ‘What’s going on in there?’ 


‘Shh.’ Kabir waved him away. ‘I need to listen.’


‘How long has Emmett Walsh been in Copenhagen?’ asked Kane Wolfe.


‘Three days,’ replied Crimson Malefactor, whose hair was as red as her name. She was the headmistress of the Council of Keys College. ‘Our Danish doorman has been keeping an eye on him. He’s alone. Neither his daughter nor his sister are with him.’


‘Alone?’ Antony Hazard asked, tugging gently at his beard with his thumb and forefinger. ‘Do we know why he’s in Copenhagen?’ Hazard had the air of a romantic poet, as if there was a melancholy symphony always playing in his head.


Saxton Tartar spoke, with a voice like ash. ‘He’s been sniffing around the time door in the castle grounds. It opens into 1802 on the night the Kunstkammer was robbed by a penniless goldsmith. It is an incident of no significance to us.’


‘It was significant enough to create a time door,’ Antony Hazard pointed out.


‘The history books show no sign of changing.’ Wilfred Boron, the silver-haired librarian who was Mopsus’s master, placed his hand on three large cloth-bound volumes on the bench beside him. ‘Whatever Emmett Walsh is trying to do, it’s not troubling time.’


‘And what do we think he is trying to do?’ Kane Wolfe looked around the chamber. 


There was silence.


Wolfe propped his chin on his steepled fingers and closed his eyes. ‘Where is Callidora Lockier?’ he asked in a low growl.


‘We don’t know. When she left Luxor –’ Crimson Malefactor cleared her throat nervously – ‘we believe she and the girl, Walsh’s daughter, must have returned to London. But her flat above the Sir John Soane’s Museum is empty.’


All eyes turned to Larrikin Penhooligan, whose hulking frame filled the entire stone seat.


‘I was in prison!’ Penhooligan protested. ‘The Egyptian police arrested us as we came out of Tutankhamun’s tomb. How was I supposed to follow her?’


Kabir thought back to Ancient Egypt and the way Callidora Lockier had fought his master. It hadn’t been a fair fight. She was half his height and weight. Penhooligan should have crushed her like a gnat, but Callidora Lockier had moved with the speed and agility of a ninja. Kabir had never seen anything like it.


‘I don’t understand your interest in that particular renegade,’ Saxton Tartar said to Wolfe. ‘What sets her apart from the other reprobates who flout the laws of the doors? She used a time door to Tudor London thirteen or so years ago, without permission, and has evaded capture, but that hardly warrants your attention, Chairman.’


Kane Wolfe fixed Saxton Tartar with a cold stare. His reply was as soft as an assassin’s footstep. ‘I have my reasons.’


Kabir shivered.


‘Emmett Walsh lied when he told us he’d failed to discover the location of the golden scarab,’ Crimson Malefactor said. ‘His sister knew where it was. We can’t trust him.’


Penhooligan agreed with a grunt. ‘A bunch of Egyptian kids tricked my idiot key, Burman, with a fake scarab. She must’ve taken it.’


Kabir bristled at being called an idiot. It was true that he’d been tricked, but the fight in the tent had been a whirlwind of chaos. Penhooligan had been unable to understand the language of the Egyptians because he wasn’t a time key, but Kabir could. He was able to tune in and understand the speech of people in any place or period. He’d distinctly heard the boy beside Tutankhamun call out ‘Mum’ when Callidora Lockier had arrived, but no one in the Chapter House had mentioned the boy. Kabir stored this nugget of information away in the back of his brain.


‘I think we can assume Callidora Lockier has the golden scarab,’ Kane Wolfe said, anger making his voice bristle. ‘I want it, and I want her.’


‘Emmett Walsh made a deal in exchange for his daughter’s freedom,’ Penhooligan said.


‘Which he obviously has no intention of honouring.’ Crimson Malefactor sliced the air with her long turquoise-painted fingernails. ‘Otherwise he wouldn’t be gallivanting about Copenhagen on his own. We should seize his daughter and bring her to the College. She is an active time key.’


There was a murmur of agreement.


‘Enough.’ Kane Wolfe turned to the woman sitting to his right. Aria Harridan, Head Key Hunter, was dressed in a black leather suit. The oversized collar of her white shirt lay on the lapels of her jacket, accentuating her blood-red lipstick. ‘Emmett Walsh’s time is up. Let the fool pass through the Copenhagen door to 1802 then see to it that he doesn’t return. The Napoleonic Wars are about to begin. He will not survive them.’


Aria Harridan’s reply was a snarl of pleasure.


Kabir felt the hairs on the back of his neck rising. His greatest fear was being locked out of his own time. It was a horrible way to end your life.


‘Is that necessary?’ Wilfred Boron asked, his high brown forehead crinkling with concern. ‘Emmett Walsh is getting older. His days of opening time doors are numbered.’


‘We are the orchestrators of time, Boron,’ Kane Wolfe said as he stood up. ‘Our mission is of unparalleled importance.’ He turned, looking at each of them. Every Council member sat up a little straighter. ‘No family of renegade keys can be allowed to obstruct us.’


[image: Saxton Tartar gestures while addressing the group seated in a circle. Callidora Lockier listens beside him, with Kane Wolfe and Penhooligan seated nearby. Crimson Malefactor sits across from them with Aria Harridan close at his side. Wilfred Boron occupies the edge of the group, while the librarian sits silently among them. Dust floats in the dim room as they face one another in tense stillness.]


‘The rule of the Council must be obeyed,’ Saxton Tartar agreed, getting to his feet. ‘We will make an example of them.’


Wilfred Boron bowed his head apologetically.


‘Produce a history report on everything of interest happening in and around Copenhagen in 1802,’ Kane Wolfe said to him. ‘I want to know what Emmett is doing. I don’t trust him.’


‘Yes, sir,’ the librarian replied, rising.


‘Aria, take the private jet to Copenhagen,’ Wolfe ordered. ‘Crimson, arrange for the flight clearance.’


‘Yes, Chairman,’ Crimson Malefactor simpered.


Kabir pushed himself back from the door. ‘Quick,’ he hissed to Mopsus. ‘They’re coming.’ 


The two boys turned and ran.
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