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FLAMES IN SNOW
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"I brought snow with me from America,” Pamela said, pressing her smiling face against the cold glass windowpane of the carriage.


Ellen leaned to look out at the London street filling with snow, miniature albino comets streaking by. In the seat across from them, Bram Stoker leaned forward as well, the smoke of his cigar infusing the air. The slushy ruts in the street were deepening, and the three passengers clung to their seats as the horses’ charge swerved the carriage back and forth.


“Ah! There’s my darling!” cried Ellen, pointing a gloved finger at the back window. Pamela twisted around to peer out.


Two houses back, a small Jack Russell terrier leapt from the curb into the snow-sodden street, giving merry chase to their carriage, biting at snowflakes. Big Ben rang out, each ring reverberating midnight’s toll in the cold air, and clumsy partygoers piled into the street. Exuberant and chatty, guests wrangled hats and scarves as they stalked their carriages. Happy New Year! Pamela and her friends were lucky to have caught this cab just before the witching hour. Uncle Brammie and Ellen had traveled to Belgravia after the Lyceum theatre performance to pick up Pamela at her job reciting folktales, an exhausting venture after arriving that morning from a transatlantic voyage. A long day for all.


After a hard turn at the corner, Pamela stared out the window. No black-and-white dog raced alongside them. What if he was hit by another carriage?


“Oh no, I think we lost him,” Pamela said, scrambling to keep from lurching against Ellen’s side at another jolt.


Ellen just laughed, her strawberry blonde hair escaping her purple velvet hat. She was the beauty of the age, a profile featured in all the popular magazines and cabinet cards. In her prime, the actress was as gay and youthful as she was twenty years ago. Many aspired to be in her company; Pamela knew how lucky she was to be in her orbit.


Surrendering to the comfort of nestling against her, Pamela said, “No, Miss Ellen, truly—I think we’ve lost him.”


Ellen chortled, “You’ll see, Pixie.”


Pixie. No one called Pamela that except Ellen, and sometimes Ellen’s daughter, Edy, a long time ago.


Pamela smiled at Uncle Brammie, who winked at her. Six feet tall, he barely cleared the roof of the carriage. In his mid-forties, he dressed like an expertly tailored banker, reinforcing his status as the manager of the Lyceum Theatre. Pamela still wore her Gelukiezanger costume from that afternoon’s performance: a crow-feather turban and a thickly pleated pink cashmere dress under her coat.


“How did your performance go tonight, Miss Smith?” Uncle Brammie asked. She was never Pixie to him.


“It was a mixed bag, Uncle Brammie,” Pamela said. “I introduced myself to the mistress of the house as Gelukiezanger, the Jamaican folktale storyteller. She asked me what sort of name that was.”


“I can understand her confusion,” Uncle Brammie said.


“Gelukiezanger is Dutch for happy vocalist,” Pamela said, trying not to be belligerent as she saw Ellen and Uncle Brammie exchange a smile. “I think it’s a perfect stage name. At any rate, she asked if I was going to perform Dutch singing, instead of the West Indies stories.”


“Dutch singing?” Ellen asked. “For a young girl’s birthday party?”


“Exactly, Miss Terry,” Pamela said. “Then, she asked if I was Jamaican. I reassured her I was born here in London to American parents but would be performing the Jamaican folktales taught by my nanny in St. Andrews.”


This was not the first time there was confusion over Pamela’s lineage. Pamela heard Ellen once claim she was Japanese, others whispered she was Black, still more said she was from India. She was short, round, with unruly hair and “vulgar” clothes, and her loud laugh and ability to see fairies defined her as American to her English friends.


“So, you bring us snow from New York City,” Uncle Brammie said. “How are people to go out in this weather?”


“It snowed the night of my Stieglitz exhibition, too,” Pamela said, wiping condensation off the windowpane.


“And how was the reception, Pamela?” Uncle Brammie asked. “Was Manhattan as you remembered?”


“Yes, was your artwork a raving success?” Ellen chimed in. “How could it not be when you’re exhibited at the Macbeth Gallery?”


Her carefree tone and toss of her head caused Pamela’s stomach to sour. Pamela’s family had helped her arrange the gallery show, hoping to get Mr. Stieglitz interested in her work. She knew she was lucky at twenty years of age to have this opportunity. But then she had ruined it; no one had warned her that performing her Jamaican folktales with her paintings would be so disastrous. Maybe Aleister Crowley’s curse was in full effect. If only that would-be magician would stop stalking her.


The carriage hit a pothole, and for a moment the entire left side lifted in the air before coming down hard with a crash. All three cried out, and as they righted themselves, laughed in surprised barks. When the driver called back with apologies, Uncle Brammie answered with a few curse words flavored by his Irish accent.


Good. Maybe Pamela would not need to tell them about the reception. If she could just keep the news from Edy—Ellen’s critical daughter. Edy gave her enough criticism about going to New York before the exhibit disaster.


“My trunk is still there,” Pamela said looking back to make sure it wasn’t in the street. Albert, her stuffed alligator, was in the valise at her feet. Arriving at the dock that morning, clearing customs, shoving through the hoards to find her trunks, getting a cab, making sure she had what she needed for tonight’s show. What madness to perform the day she’d arrived.


A dog’s bark brought her back. The terrier was charging down the middle of the street. Wobbling lights of a new contraption, an automobile, beamed onto the charging animal. Pamela’s palms hit the window as the dog rushed to confront the car, leaping in the arc of headlights, stretching out in full flight as he soared. The car skidded sideways to miss him, car horn blaring. Once it came to a standstill, the dog rushed to try to bite its tires.


“Ho, there, dog!” the carriage driver called out. Their carriage came to a jerky stop.


Ellen tugged off one glove and cracked open the door. She whistled between two fingers, sharp and loud, and the dog’s head snapped up. He dashed toward the carriage, giving little yelps of joy. Once Ellen patted him on his head, the terrier bolted away to challenge the horses.


The cabman cried, “Look out!” as they jolted forward.


Uncle Brammie’s eyebrows went up. “You will lose him one day.”


Pamela loved hearing Uncle Brammie’s Dublin accent, even if he insisted it was “Trinity Oxford,” not Irish. It was the voice of Celtic fairy tales and monster stories.


Ellen laughed. “Oh, no! Mussie follows my carriage everywhere, day or night, going to the theatre or leaving it, strange town or otherwise. Especially since I have this.” She motioned to the floor where a small square piece of patterned carpet lay at their feet. “That is his magic carpet. He lies on it in my dressing room. Sometimes, just as we are leaving for the theatre, my maid pretends to forget it and Mussie will dart back up and drag it back to the carriage door. He looks for it when we arrive and insists on bringing it to my dressing room.”


Uncle Brammie sighed. “And now every extra and walk-on thinks they’re entitled to keep a goat, pig, or monkey in their dressing room.”


Ellen playfully swatted him with her gloves. “Now, Ma,”—Ellen’s nickname for him—“both Pixie and I have had a very long day performing. If we need a dog or an alligator to be guardian angels, let it be.”


The difference between Ellen’s performance and Pamela’s was that the Lyceum Theatre held two thousand seats while the parlor for the debutante’s birthday party was crowded with just sixty guests. Uncle Brammie had arranged this private performance with the parents, patrons of the Lyceum, and the townhouse rooms were packed with upper-class dilettantes and dandies. Coming into the room to perform, Pamela was struck by a sudden memory of her mother boasting of being a “parlor actress” to her high-society, Brooklyn family. And here she was, her daughter, performing in a London parlor.


Right through the blood.


Her mother had died in Jamaica when Pamela was fifteen and attending art school in Brooklyn. Settling back on the uncomfortable carriage seat, she tried to remember her mother’s face from a decade ago. She conjured up the only photograph of her: a stern, delicate woman looking beyond her, not at her. Would she have approved of Pamela performing Nana’s folktales?


That afternoon she had staged her show as usual: sitting cross-legged before three lit candles, with her stuffed baby alligator, Albert, by her side. Pamela had Albert as a pet, but he had expired at a young age, preserved now as her good luck talisman.


“Careful, he be full of good and bad luck,” Nana had said.


Nana would have been proud of today’s storytelling. Even if the Jamaican patois Pamela used during her recital in New York was so thick some said they couldn’t understand her. But the performance today was a success, from the opening sing-song onward, she felt it. The captivated crowd sat spellbound during her story of the spider and the fish. When she reached the moment where the spider, Annancy, dressed in a coat of tails, tricked old Grannie Fish into thinking he was a doctor, even the dour men standing in the back of the room laughed. Unlike in New York, where Mark Twain was the only one to guffaw, this afternoon’s performance elicited chuckles as well as clucks of the tongue. Afterward, guests initially recoiled at the after-supper seating arrangements, where Albert had his own seat at the table. Soon, several young men tried to buy the stuffed alligator off Pamela, but she just laughed and taught them how to call an alligator. Their attempts to make the chumpf sound took up her attention until Ellen and Uncle Brammie arrived.


Pamela had jumped up from her seat when she saw them, relieved to be free from the constant gaze of strangers. If only Edy had been there, like in the old days of the Lyceum Theatre tours. Before all the bad blood spilled between them.


Now the dog leapt ahead of them as they passed elegant townhouses and settled back into their seats. They were almost down Embassy Row, where elegant doors marked with wreaths and candles glimmered in upper story windows. The cream of society clamored amongst themselves, street sparrows appearing by their sides. They were local boys working as hired guides, leading stumbling passengers, dangling coal lamps, and encouraging their charges to their carriages. Curbside hansom cabs dotted with snow queued up to stately homes.


The carriage jerked again, causing the trio to smash against one another. Bram’s top hat, Pamela’s turban, and Ellen’s flowered hat all flew off. Pamela’s hair sprang out around her head like an unruly halo. She had to pull it back with both hands so she could see. After sorting themselves out, Ellen picked up Pamela’s feathered turban and placed it on Bram’s large head. With his full, red beard and mustache, he was an Irish genie.


Feeling inspired, Pamela took Ellen’s hat and perched it backwards on her own head, while Bram placed his top hat on Ellen, tilting it sideways.


The three imitated one another with elaborate poses; Uncle Brammie wiggled his fingers as “Pamela the sorcerer,” and Ellen wagged her finger as “Bram the nagging manager.” Pamela performed Ellen’s neat trick at curtain call of shaking her head and clutching her heart while signaling with the other hand to the audience to stand for an ovation. Uncle Brammie and Ellen burst out laughing. Pamela’s heart skipped a few beats. Her surrogate parents. Don’t scare them by telling them how much you want this moment to last.


Staying with Ellen at her home in Barkston Gardens was a fleeting privilege. Ellen had a maid, a cook, and a number of bedrooms perfect for company, but there was always a queue for the next guest. Pamela was no longer employed by the Lyceum Theatre and had no idea how long this job with the Golden Dawn designing tarot cards would last. She needed housing.


Last year, Uncle Brammie put her on payroll at the Lyceum Theatre, designing theatre programs and playing extra roles. But when the promise of designing sets or costumes faded, she asked to be introduced to the Golden Dawn, a society dedicated to the study of magic. In London in 1898, the worlds of magic and science were combining forces to see what was fact and what was fiction. The President of the Golden Dawn decided to develop a tarot deck that would serve as a study source for magical skills. Pamela had been hired to cocreate it, and she was to illustrate the first twenty-two cards of a seventy-eight-card deck. So far, she and a Mr. Waite had only collaborated on the first two, the Magician and the Fool. It had been a fraught partnership. And dangerous.


Uncle Brammie adjusted her feathered turban so that it looked even more ridiculous, cheering any thoughts of danger away. Pamela dipped Ellen’s wide-brimmed hat down on her head so it obscured her eyes.


“Perhaps I could earn a living staging tableau vivants,” Pamela said. “No more storytelling or drawing, I’ll just costume scenes for parties.”


Bram took off her turban and handed it back to Pamela with a flourish. “So, child, speaking of earning a living, when are you going to finish the tarot deck job?”


Ellen stretched her tall, lithe frame, and draped her arm around Pamela’s shoulder. “Yes, I loved your first two tarot cards, Pixie.”


Ellen’s reassuring gesture only reminded Pamela that Ellen didn’t know much about the war between Pamela and the black magicians. How the Golden Dawn chiefs fought over her appointment to create the cards, how Aleister waged a war against her, how her tarot muses showed signs of magical powers. She couldn’t explain all that to Ellen. Pamela wiggled out of Ellen’s arm to sit against the door.


Uncle Brammie squinted. “I know you had a rough time of it with some of the magicians with the Golden Dawn but . . .”


But one of them tried to kill me.


He continued, “But your two first cards are brilliant. This week, Mrs. Horniman has asked me when you intend to finish the tarot deck. You know this project with the Golden Dawn will pay you much better than a theatre job, Pamela. Is working backstage at the Lyceum Theatre or performing parlor shows making full use of your talents? Designing costumes and scenery for other theatres without being credited for it? Is this your future?”


Ouch. Uncle Brammie, always direct. He never had any qualms expressing what Pamela should do next, and right now that was to continue to design tarot cards with A. E. Waite. The funds came from Annie Horniman, the richest heiress in England and president of the Golden Dawn. Just today, on the carriage ride to Belgravia, Pamela had seen Horniman’s Tea adverts outside Victoria Station. But there had been such angst and dark magic in the creation of her Fool and Magician—just the beginning of her twenty-two-card deck.


A student of the dark arts, the magician Aleister Crowley had been dead set against Pamela being chosen as the artist, threatening her with demons and terrifying monsters until finally trying to kill her in the Vault, the Golden Dawn’s magical chamber. Until that point, the members of the Golden Dawn had no idea how much danger Pamela was in while creating the tarot deck. Aleister had threatened to harm the incarnates she had chosen for her muses. Henry Irving, theatre star and manager, her Magician, and William Terriss, matinee star, her Fool, were targeted by the black magic he conjured.


Pamela was about to answer Uncle Brammie when Mussie barked again. This time he was yapping in front of a great bonfire raging in the middle of the street ahead of them. The huge bonfire created a massive traffic jam, blocking the street. The horses reared, whinnying, and the carriage bumped backwards. The fantastical colors of the bonfire were of vivid yellows and blues; a familiar scent she could not place came over her.


“Uncle Brammie, I have to see this, please.”


His dark eyes flashing, Uncle Brammie was about to refuse when Ellen handed him his hat and took her own from Pamela.


“Let’s have an adventure, yes, Ma?” she asked.


Who could refuse Ellen Terry?


Uncle Brammie pounded the roof with his hands. “We’ll come out for a look,” he said.


The driver calmed the horses and shouted down. “If you do, steady on. It’s treacherous.”


Pamela jumped down first, not waiting for the small step unit from the driver, and landed off-balance. Being barely five feet tall, ladders and chairs usually presented a challenge. Ellen, on the other hand, waited for Bram to help her gingerly down into the sloppy mess of snow.


A small crowd of passengers from the stalled carriages milled around the bonfire, the street completely cut off by the blaze. A tightness gripped Pamela’s chest. Mussie approached the fire with caution, tail drooping, head jutting forward, ears folded back. Pamela looked back at Uncle Brammie and Ellen conversing by the carriage.


A pop exploded in the center of the fire. As the blaze whirled, Pamela pulled forward as if a rope was jerking her toward the flames. Like the lure of Pandora’s box, something deep in the heart of the bonfire called to her. A dark form emerged from the flames, an outline of a large box. An oversized coffin. It grew and twisted until it loomed, an eight-foot-tall casket, pulsing in the inferno.


She moved closer. She knew this spell; this was magic from her Nana’s bonfires on the beach in Jamaica. Her caretaker may not have been blood, but Pamela was still taught the signs when witches, dupies, the bat woman, and the loogaroo were near.


The casket wasn’t burning, the fire rolled right over it. But the energy rolling off the coffin snapped around her waist, jerking her nearer the roiling bonfire, the flickering tongues of flames waving overhead like outstretched arms. Where had she seen this casket in fire before?


Dread filled her mouth, then a dry, acid taste. It was the seven-sided crypt, the Vault, from the Golden Dawn headquarters. The chamber where Aleister had appeared as a devil.


As she looked closer into the flames, the Vault opened, claws grasping at the side of the panel before a pair of gleaming arms flailed out. A body floated outside the Vault: a slim, dark man with winged feet, claws, a mask for a face, and a disc on his head. Mercury, god of thieves and tricksters. Naked, he was exactly like the statue at the British Museum: eyes a ghostly white, and holding a short staff entwined by two serpents.


From far away, Mussie barked and snatches of conversation from carriages floated in. But those sounds died away as a loud hum began in her head. She couldn’t move. The terrible white eyes in Mercury’s mask glowed as he directed the snakes from his staff. The snakes thrust forward, gliding on the smoky air, threading their bodies on the backs of drifting tufts of charred wood smoke. They wended their way toward Pamela, swimming on an invisible river.


A scream rose in her throat. She swung at the flying snakes and batted them away.


“Your Magician and Fool will protect you.” A deep bass voice echoed in her ear. Only one person spoke like that—Henry Irving, her Magician.


Pamela shut her eyes. In the blackness, her Magician and Fool appeared. Her Fool, leaping off a cliff, her Magician, summoning forces. Within herself she shouted, I have magic and I will use it!


The bonfire dimmed, consuming all of the Vault and Mercury except for his gleaming, alabaster eyes. As Mercury turned into smoke, he writhed upwards into the dark night sky. When the ribbon of fumes was almost gone, two white eyes fell into the pit of red coals. The eyeballs sat in the flames, fantastically blinking.


“Ownership has Responsibilities,” the deep voice said.


She rushed to the edge of the dying bonfire and kicked snow at the charred remains. Mussie and Uncle Brammie were at her side, helping to bury the embers. They kicked and hoisted mounds of soft snow into the remains of the yellow flames. Other spectators began to throw snowballs, scooping up snow from the outer ridges of the fire. A frenzied jostling of swinging arms, accompanied by grunts and groans filled the air as the blaze finally drowned in snow.


After one last kick at the coals, Uncle Brammie walked Pamela back to the carriage.


“Did you see him? Mercury?” she asked. “It was Aleister, wasn’t it? Did you hear me call out?”


Uncle Brammie held her arm, steadying her faltering steps, “We’ll talk of this later. For now, not a word to Miss Terry.”


Back in the carriage, Pamela concentrated on removing the icy clumps in Mussie’s fur. A lump in her throat made swallowing difficult. Almost giving way to tears, she rested her head against Ellen’s shoulder. Mr. Irving’s voice echoed in her head. Ownership has Responsibilities. She didn’t ask for ownership of her second sight. Maybe he was talking about her art, how she couldn’t seem to finish most of her projects. Or when she did, few people took them seriously. The horses settled to a slow clip-clop.


All right, Aleister, I’m back. And I will claim ownership of my tarot cards.


Mussie’s yip brought her around. His paw on her lap, his eager face looking outside the window. The dark interior of the cab swayed. Uncle Brammie and Ellen comforted her with kind and soothing words. She looked out the window where Mussie was gazing. Inky swirls pulsed midair in the snow until they formed a beautiful woman’s face undulating right outside the glass. It was the ghostly form of Maud Gonne, her childhood infatuation, floating alongside the carriage, escorting her home.













CHAPTER TWO

WATKINS BOOKS
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Aleister Crowley frequented Watkins Books, the quaint bookstore on Charing Cross Road, at least once a week. The young magician’s ritual consisted of looking up at the three bearded gargoyles flanking the doorway and extending his middle finger while bowing. It was this gesture to dons at Cambridge that had led to his early departure from the university. Now it was a fitting greeting to the gargoyles since they were said to be modeled on the Golden Dawn chiefs.


The center ghoul, fashioned after Dr. Felkin, received the brunt of his animosity. The treacherous Golden Dawn chief, with his well-groomed beard and bushy eyebrows, peered down at him. Felkin had been the main one on the committee excommunicating him. Aleister exhaled puffs of the frosty January air and opened the door with so much force it banged against the wall.


Inside, the afternoon light came in through the bookshop’s front window. A small fire puffed away in the fireplace against the wall, smoke dancing with dusty motes in the slanting sunlight. Only four bookshelves ran the length of the room, the scent of old leather perfumed with inked parchment permeated the air. To fill out a sparse inventory, art books were splayed open between stacks of jewel-toned tomes, their gilt titles facing out.


Most of the books were products of John Watkins’s printing. The printing press in the basement provided the main source of John’s income. A recent review in the Theosophist claimed Watkins’s published books were: “of paper, printing, and binding, all excellent.” Nothing was mentioned about the contents of the book. Aleister was just one of many struggling authors. Since he was part of the University of Rejected Sciences, finding someone willing to publish his work was difficult.


Walking in the center of the room, Aleister saw himself in the ornate mirror on the wall above the cash register. He patted his thick, dark hair. How astute Watkins was to place another mirror on the opposite wall. It channeled magical energy and the means to catch sticky hands stealing books. He approached two men lounging at the register’s counter.


John Watkins was a solid plug of a man. His shiny, bald head and bespectacled, blue eyes made him look much older than twenty-three-year-old Aleister, even though there was only ten years’ difference between them. Next to him draped the limp, posturing William Butler Yeats. Yeats, a mousey-looking Irishman, also wore spectacles and could have been any number of Irish bank clerks working in London at the time. He drummed his fingertips, stained by his ever-present cigarette.


Aleister spotted the display table next to the counter and Watkins stood straight up. Yeats’s framed photograph, a prized cabinet card given to rising stars of the literary world, was next to a stack of his latest poetry, The Wind among the Reed. A placard engraved with “1899 Royal Academy Prize for Best Book of Poems” perched on top.


Goddammit, Watkins, you’re stocking The Wind instead of Jephthah?


Jephthah, Aleister’s book, was proposed to several publishers, to no avail. After visiting Watkins several times to try to butter him up to print and publish his writing, it was gutting to see Yeats gloating over a poetry prize. Wasn’t it enough that this dreary Irishman continued to be an exalted member of their joint club, the Golden Dawn, without this damn Wind poetry being published to high praise?


Aleister stood apart from the men for a moment and collected his thoughts, concentrating on the phrase that had been bringing him comfort these past lonely months of exile.


The key to the Hermetic Order of the Golden Dawn will be mine, as master, not member.


“Count Vladimir Svareff!” Watkins said, the corners of his mouth twitching. That was the name Aleister used on his first visit here. It had seemed a good idea at the time, but now Watkins teased him with it each time they met.


Aleister sauntered over and rested an elbow on the counter, ignoring Yeats. “Watkins, any new listings in your catalog for me to look over?” Then he turned to Yeats and feigned surprise, clasping his shoulder with a firm hand. “Yeats? How is my old club, the Spookical Research Society, doing? Have you skyred over to magical Maud lately?”


William Butler Yeats was known as one of the most talented magicians in the Golden Dawn. His ability to astral travel, or skyr, long distances to commune with the object of his obsession, Maud Gonne, was legendary. Still, even though Yeats was madly in love with Maud, she had turned down all three of his marriage proposals, skyring ability or not.


Yeats shrugged off Aleister’s hand and blew cigarette smoke into his face. “Miss Gonne has more magic in her pinky than you will ever have, despite your congress with demons.”


Aleister laughed. “Ah, the manly women of the Golden Dawn will unsex us all. Really, Yeats, do you know how to play the man’s role? Miss Gonne has often told you to desist, so now you float to her, like devil to angel. I, on the other hand, can play both angel and devil, as one must in order to heal the rift with heaven.”


He plucked the cigarette from Yeats’s hand and brought it to his lips, taking a long draw. Handing the cigarette back, Yeats crushed it out in the metal ashtray on the counter.


Watkins waved his hands. “Now, now, let’s not have you two in a quarrel.”


Aleister crumbled the traces of tobacco clinging to his fingers and flung the pulverized crumbs onto Yeats’s face. The whirling crumbs became stinging gnats, biting his nose and cheeks.


With a flick of his forefingers, Yeats blew the gnats back to Aleister, stippling his face with dots of bleeding ink.


The magician turned away and shook his head, sending the blots of ink flying. He took out his handkerchief and wiped his face with care. He faced Yeats, maintaining his neutral expression. “Of course, you have ink congealed in your veins, not blood. Is this one of your Golden Dawn tricks? Or are you saving your cheap theatrics for your tarot cards?”


Yeats adjusted his glasses. “Our tarot cards will be a journey of enlightenment beyond your imagination. All you’ve revealed is your desire to overthrow an organization you have no business leading. Typical anarchist.”


“But this mutt-of-a-child you’ve hired for the tarot cards is capable of tapping into the reserves of magic? Is her path dotted with fairies and unicorns and the dreary music of your singing poetry?”


Watkins hurried out from behind the counter and positioned himself between them. “Now, you two, enough of this.”


Aleister waved his smudged handkerchief as dabs of ink ran together. He held the cloth taut and two small images appeared: Pamela’s Magician and Fool. With a shake of Aleister’s wrist, Yeats’s cabinet card image appeared to take over the tarot images. As Aleister handed the handkerchief to Yeats, smoke ate away at the corners of the fabric. In seconds, the cloth was in full flame. The image of Yeats’s head in the center burned, distorted and twisted, turning into charred remains raining onto the counter.


The cloth’s ashes flew up, covering Yeats’s spectacles. “The holes in your head will burn through all your abilities.”


Yeats’s brown eyes held a steady gaze as he cleaned his glasses. “You don’t scare me.”


“Oh, I’m not intending to scare you, only warn you that if this Miss Smith doesn’t discontinue the tarot cards, her safety will be in question,” Aleister replied.


He felt Watkin’s hand on his shoulder.


“Mr. Crowley or Count Svareff, let’s have no threats here,” Watkins said.


“Ah, John, I didn’t come here to threaten anyone,” Aleister replied, “but to offer you the opportunity to publish some real poetry—my Jephthah. It is a lofty and subtle tragedy written by a gentleman of the University of Cambridge, with poetry and invocations set in the dialogue of a play.”


Yeats walked away from them, bending down to investigate a bookshelf’s contents.


Aleister called out to him, “Jephthah has real Magick in it, Yeats. Magick and poetry, only I can manage.”


Yeats snorted. “Is that like the sex Magick that got you kicked out of the Golden Dawn?”


“The Golden Dawn has missed an opportunity to disturb the sleep of the world,” Aleister replied. “We could have been leaders instead of royal sheep to the malignant Queen.”


Yeats stood tall. “I may be Irish but I’m still a loyal subject of the Queen.”


“Yes,” Aleister said. “Loyal to a decrepit Queen, peopling the thrones of the world with her offspring, insisting we create by their rules. I’ve found a spirit who knows the way to battle the Queen’s censorship. It will be done with the magic of a newfound science.”


 “You’ve found a portal of demons,” Yeats replied. “Inspiring you to thoughts of anarchy, nothing more.”


Aleister closed his eyes and crossed his arms. “‘And of those demons that are found / In fire, air, flood or underground/ Whose power hath a true consent / With Planet or Element/ Sometime let gorgeous tragedy / In sceptr’d Pall come sweeping by.’”


Yeats grunted. “From your Jephthah, no doubt. You see war coming. Not very original.”


Just as Aleister was about to reply, something smacked him on the back of his head. He cradled his skull, as a sensation of typed words made their way through his cranium. The fiery ulcer emblazoned a pathway to his eyes, taking over his sight until he could only see the letters forming: Royal Academy Prize—Yeats.


Yeats had embedded the phrase inside his skull. Aleister’s blood pumped faster, the pounding sensation stronger.


Lifting up his right hand, he walked before the four rows of bookshelves. He shook his fist to each shelf. The wind in the chimney moaned, and the complete inventory of books disappeared until all that was left were empty shelves etched with dusty outlines of books. A graveyard of cherished tomes.


Watkins shouted.


Yeats yelped as his glasses fell off his face, but he caught them at the last second. When they were back on his face, the lenses filled with the typewritten words of Jephthah. He snatched them off and shook them, the lettering still filling the glass.


Aleister slapped his thigh and howled with laughter. “Just imagine what I can do to Miss Smith if she continues the tarot cards.”


Watkins held up his hand. “I’m lost here, Mr. Crowley. What do you care if the girl makes tarot cards?”


Of course, John knew nothing about the properties of magic. He didn’t know magic wasn’t a boundless ocean of energy just waiting to be transformed. It was a limited resource to be mined only by just the right psychic with access into both worlds, the seen and unseen. Pamela’s first two cards had siphoned off most of the lake’s magical reserve Aleister had allocated for himself. He would need a lot of magic for his magical reign, and the idiot child’s tarot cards were gulping it down.


“You see, Watkins,” Aleister said, “she’s an idiot savant who shouldn’t be in charge of anything with magical text.”


Yeats crossed his arms, “She’s just a confused artist. Leave her alone.”


Aleister stood in front of Yeats and leaned down to whisper in his ear, “If you think she is addled now, just wait!”


He walked to the door, shouting over his shoulder. “Yeats will pay for all your disappeared books.”


“You chronic rotter!” Watkins roared. “I will snake you out until you pay for each and every one of my missing books!”


Aleister threw open the front doors, and after walking through them, slammed them shut with such a force that Yeats’s framed photograph fell off the counter and smashed. Saluting the gargoyles as he passed, he glanced in the front window. Someone was moving.


Yeats ambled to the center of the aisles. With a lift of the poet’s open palms, all the books appeared and flew through the air: art books, atlases, periodicals, poetry compilations, novels, anthologies—their spines, the backbones of birds; their pages, wings. They swooped and dipped through the air, buzzing past one another until they settled back in place. Only the outlines in dust were smudged as books lined up back in order.


Royal Academy Prize—Yeats throbbed in the back of Aleister’s skull as he made his way down Charing Cross Road.













CHAPTER THREE

EARMARKED
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Waite giggled and wiped his walrus mustache. “Ah, German fountain pens, sixteen hundreds with two quills! Exquisite.”


Pamela watched Waite wander over to another display case. How was she to get through designing the next seventy-six tarot cards with him? So far, there had been only two meetings since she was back in London, but already her patience was strained. Who could she go to for help with him? The first night back when Maude astral traveled next to her carriage gave her hope she was being watched over. But that was over a month ago with no reoccurrence.


She tapped her foot, thinking of his nickname, “Wait for It Waite.” But even as he moved at a snail’s pace, she felt the vibration from him all the Golden Dawn chiefs had: a dark frantic clawing. Metallic. Powdery.


You would never know it to look him, a balding, middle-aged man looking at the fountain pens in the NEWLY ACQUIRED glass showcase at the British Museum. He moved on to timepieces. I am going to explode. Standing next to her, Ahmed Pascal Kamal, director of new acquisitions, emitted a low hum. In his diplomat style coat and his Egyptian fez, the forty-two-year-old Ahmed was a combination of Cairo and London.


He raised his eyebrows as she turned to him. “Mr. Waite is aware we have a noon reservation?” he asked.


“Yes, Mr. Kamal,” Pamela replied. She walked over to Waite just as he was starting for another display case. “Mr. Waite, please, we can’t keep Mr. Irving and Mr. Terriss waiting.”


“Rightly so, Miss Smith.” His faded blue eyes and red splotches on his cheeks belied his dark energy. “How fortuitous you are to have a rendezvous with Mr. Irving. Lifetime fan, I am.” He trotted over to her and offered his bent arm. Looking to Ahmed, she saw him shake his head and look away.


Rather than take Waite’s arm, she leaned in closer to him, looking at his elbow. “No, I don’t see any lint, Mr. Waite.” She blew on his bent elbow nonetheless, as if to help dispense imaginary fluff. Transparent strands of otherworldly fuzz flew off his coat and flew back at her transformed as powder puffs, hitting her face. She should know better; magic doesn’t understand a dumb show. Waite and Ahmed looked blankly at her; they had seen nothing.


“There we are. Shall we go?” Pamela said, charging ahead through the Great Court.


A young boy did a double take seeing Ahmed’s fez. Her own exotic, black-crow-feather collar got no response. Usually she was the odd one in a crowd.


It was a fifteen-minute walk from the museum to the Savoy Hotel. Today, in the frigid January cold, it took thirty as Waite talked nonstop about publishing houses and bookstores. They finally arrived in the foyer of the Savoy restaurant. It was an impressive setting: red carpets, marble columns lining the room, gaslit chandeliers. As she prepared to go into the restaurant, Waite pressed a small book into her hands.


“Please give my poems to Mr. Irving with my compliments,” he said with a plaintive urgency. “Until our next meeting, Miss Smith.” He turned and shuffled away.


He had let it be known all morning in the research room that he wanted to be invited along to this luncheon. Wasn’t he the main collaborator on their tarot cards? Pamela had to reassure him this was a Lyceum Theatre reunion with Mr. Irving and William Terriss. Still, that didn’t explain to him why Ahmed Kamal was invited.


At the Savoy restaurant reservation desk, the maître d’ greeted every society woman with the solicitude of a butler and charm of a Frenchman. They were handled with brusque politeness and shown to Mr. Irving’s table.


Once seated, Ahmed and Pamela watched the aristocratic women in full regalia rustle behind their tables like preening birds competing for the title of tallest hairstyle, tiniest corseted waist, or most elaborate skirt. Perhaps her coat’s crow-feather collar and Ahmed’s fez were not so out of place.


She was accustomed to the world of dining room etiquette from time with her Brooklyn family and touring with the Lyceum Theatre. Ahmed’s rigid posture, blinking eyes, and the smoothing of his goatee showed he was not. This was a very different Ahmed from the cool authority she worked side by side with at the British Museum.


“Fascinating crowd here, isn’t it, Mr. Kamal?” Pamela asked, sitting straight up. Even though her feet barely brushed the ground, she did not want to be mistaken for a child, which happened during her last transatlantic dining.


“If by fascinating, you mean that it is relaxing to dine among strangers—men and women—we have had very different upbringings,” Ahmed answered, relaxing his hands on the table. Ahmed’s English had a slight Parisian lilt. Egyptian, French, English, he was a hybrid, like herself.


Pamela watched him as Lady Glizzard entered. Accompanied by two Irish wolfhounds, she was escorted to her table by three wait staff, the maître d’ paving the way. Once seated, a waiter presented a bowl of pate on the floor for the giant canines. Straddling the bowl, and with much grunting, the hounds devoured the contents in seconds.


“For example, dogs should not eat in the same room, much less before us. Your family allowed dogs at the table?” Ahmed asked, a small glimmer of a smile cracking.


Pamela smiled back. “No, but John Jacob Astor’s dog, named Kitty, was allowed at eat at every banquet he attended.”


“This Mr. Astor is an important man?” Ahmed asked.


She didn’t know how to answer him. On her father’s side, her grandfather, Cyrus P. Smith, was the mayor of Brooklyn. Smith Street in Brooklyn Heights was supposedly named after him, and there were many nights in restaurants where the Smith family name was celebrated. On her mother’s side, the Colman side, the lineage of publishers, painters, and artists went back to the 1600s. Her American family was anchored alongside Mr. Astor and Mrs. Astor’s network of blue bloods. How could she explain to him the world of New York social registry—top families qualified by industry fortunes, not titles?


“Yes, Mr. Astor has many streets and buildings named after him,” Pamela answered.


Ahmed often helped Pamela’s research requests at the British Museum. Every day she had questions only he could answer. Where were the Sola Busca tarot cards? What does an Egyptian Horos crown look like? Sometimes, when Waite insisted she use an image she disagreed with, pounding music filled her head and her mouth was full of wood shavings. To shake her out of this mood, Ahmed would find books or scrolls she was looking for, often off-limits to the general public. As curator to the Egyptian exhibits, he had personal access to artifacts unexamined or unpacked. A few times, after hours, he had even given her private access to steles and mosaics still in crates.


There was a quick bark from the dogs as Lady Glizzard tossed them a morsel. Her oversized hat, the size of a lampshade, held a tableau of a white dove bedding in cherries. As her dogs finished licking their chops, they sat in front of her. They focused on her hat’s embalmed dove, their great heads following every movement her hat made as she talked to her dining companions.


Ahmed’s eyes sparkled. “What is that phrase you use here?” he asked. “Birds may rest in my bones?”


“Birds may roost in my bonnet, not bones,” Pamela answered. Ahmed shook his head in puzzlement. “It’s a sort of self-praise, proclaiming you are such a good person that birds, carrying messages from heaven, feel at home in your hat.”


“Well,” Ahmed answered, “I hope the dove in that hat over there does not take it into her head to fly over here and take on your crow feathers,” Ahmed teased. “What are your crows’ feathers telling you? What to order for lunch?”


Pamela’s loud laughter spilled out into the room, causing a few heads to turn in their direction. “Oh, my crow feathers are telling me ‘Birds of a feather flock together.’”


“Ah. Miss Smith,” Ahmed replied, “perhaps I have seen one too many a hawk take on a hapless bird to believe they all roost together.”


As silence fell between them, glances were thrown their way. The British Empire’s new restaurants may have many nationalities dining in proximity to one another, but it was unusual to see a young woman with a man wearing a fez. Pamela could tell by his renewed fidgeting he was anxious for the men to arrive.


Tea arrived, and after being poured, his lips pursed. He hated English tea.


“Do you often dine in restaurants with your family in Egypt, Mr. Kamal?” she asked.


Ahmed looked down at his plate. “When I am in Egypt, I am served at our home or in the homes of others. We do not dine out.”


Pamela asked, “Did the women in your family have meals at other families’ homes?”


“My mother and aunt came from a good family. They mostly entertained at home.”


“Did they speak French and English too?”


“The women in my family spoke Arabic, but they did not read nor write.”


“They did not read or write? In the country where the oldest library in the world was founded by a woman?” she asked.


Ahmed sat back in his chair. “Ah, your favorite subject, women and learning. So, you have heard of Al Quaraouiyine in Fez, then?”


He would lecture her, especially anything to do with Egypt, with a combination of humor and exasperation. Pamela toyed with the crow feathers at her jaw. She knew his banter well.


“The library of Al Quaraouiyine was founded in the eight hundreds by a Turkish woman named Fatima,” Pamela said. “Was it Fatima.. . .” She faltered, her fingers motionless in the collar’s feathers.


“El-Fihriya, not Fatima,” Ahmed said, sipping his tea. “And she was Tunisian, not Turkish.”


“Well, the library was world-famous for all Egyptians,” she retorted.


“Except Fez is in Morocco, Miss Smith, not Egypt, and there is a world of difference between Morocco and my city, Cairo.”


“How is it that a woman once owned a massive library in your family’s part of the world,” Pamela asked, “and yet now most Egyptian women cannot read nor write?”


“Such concerns for my region of the world, from Egypt to Morocco,” Ahmed answered, his condescension almost brotherly.


She almost playfully kicked him under the table but checked herself. She knew he would see such an act as being disrespectful to him in public. It had been enough of a struggle to get him to accept this luncheon date. Uncle Brammie’s vague invitation only said they had a “number of subjects to discuss.” Undoubtedly, Mr. Irving and Mr. Terriss would talk about theatre and Uncle Brammie, the Golden Dawn.


Ahmed’s face relaxed. “Did Mr. Irving teach you about Al Quaraouiyine when he was teaching you hieroglyphics?”


“No, Miss Farr taught me that during her Golden Dawn course.”


She knew Ahmed was impressed by Miss Florence Farr. Florence, an actress, belonged to the Golden Dawn and often visited the British Museum Egyptian rooms, much to his distraction. In Florence’s presence, he blushed and became tongue-tied, not at all the assertive historian he was with Pamela.


The room hushed as a woman in the corner began to play the harp.


“Mr. Kamal, do you believe, like Miss Farr, that mummies can speak?”


He smiled. “I believe many things try to communicate,” he answered. “A casket, a coffin may ring with past vibrations of sorrow. A crown may echo with a crowd’s joy or a murderer’s cry. How you hear it is in the paint, in the secret clues echoed within to send a message. With all the forces following you, Miss Smith, I would not be surprised to learn that many things speak to you.”


Pamela saw he was not teasing her about her gifts, as some of the Golden Dawn members did. “And what do you think these forces are saying to me?” she asked.


He smiled. “‘What can we do to help this girl with this insatiable curiosity? This girl who is not afraid to research Egyptian symbols and curses?’”


A cooing at the entrance set several heads and hats swiveling. Uncle Brammie was in the lead, behind him the taller figure of Henry Irving and spry William Terriss. Uncle Brammie saw her and gave his signature two-fingered salute. He had greeted her that way ever since she had drawn a picture of him as a ship’s captain wearing a hat with “SS Dracula” inscribed on the brim.


The dapper trio made their way in between tables, a chorus of oohs and ahs followed by a round of applause. As they arrived at the table, Henry took off his hat and made a courteous bow to the room, escalating the applause. People leapt up from their chairs.


“Bravo, Irving!”


“Bravo, Terriss!”


Terriss took his seat, knowing his employer should have the last bow. The headwaiter pulled out a chair. Henry joined the table and pulled a white handkerchief from his sleeve, waving it to his adoring public. A renewed burst of energy greeted the familiar gesture, made famous at the end of The Corsican Brothers duel when he killed Terriss’s character. Finally, the clapping stilled and people resumed their conversation.


Looking around the dining room, Henry conspiratorially whispered to her, “Well, Miss Smith, our public seems to have remembered The Corsican Brothers duel.”


Blood rushed to her face. Henry Irving, her magician and mentor, included her in this aside. Her heart felt an extra squeeze as it pumped faster.


Terriss half-smiled, “They enjoyed my death scene, at least.” Then, he winked at her. The handsome and virile Terriss was the only one who could tease Henry Irving. Terriss, a matinee idol who worked extra jobs training horses so he could provide for his sick wife and children, was also a major childhood crush for Pamela.


Henry smiled and motioned the waiter over to the table, his pencil poised over his pad as though receiving military maneuvers.


The order was given for the table by Henry’s rumbling voice, afterward adding, “Please see to it that we are not to be disturbed for the next half hour.”


Uncle Brammie moved his chair closer to Pamela, saying, “I’m still waiting to hear how your gallery show in New York City went.”


Pamela felt the veins in her temple pound. She hadn’t seen him since they were last in the carriage New Year’s Eve. How to explain to him that her reception was a catastrophe. She especially did not want to talk about it in front of Henry Irving or William Terriss. Ahmed had heard the story already; he knew enough to look away.


“Miss Smith is humble and doesn’t wish to boast,” Henry said. “Let’s leave banging the drum for another time.”


Uncle Brammie lifted his shoulders and replied, “You’re right, Mr. Irving.” He looked at Pamela and smiled gently. “Later, Miss Smith?”


Terriss said, “Ah, lass, I’ll take any chance I have to talk about my misfortunes. It’s what made me. Failed cowboy, sailor, farmer, explorer. Perfect material for an actor. That’s why you picked me as muse for your Fool, I’m sure.”


She almost blurted out the story of William diving off a bridge to save her as child, but she caught sight of Henry’s half-closed eyes and set mouth. This was Henry’s luncheon.


Henry cleared his throat. “Well, I will say Miss Smith’s casting of her tarot cards seems right; she could not have found a better subject for the fool,” he teased. “Being cast as the Magician—”


“Miss Pamela,” Ahmed said, “has applied herself most diligently in creating her first two tarot cards. She will surpass all your expectations.”


The other men at the table turned to Ahmed as his serious tone resonated. Uncle Brammie rested his elbows on the table. “I’m sure we will be proud of her when all of Miss Smith’s work is revealed. After all, I was the first to recognize her artistic merits. And now she is like family to my wife and I and little Noel.”


It was true. When she was but fifteen, with her father’s help, she had submitted her portfolio to Bram Stoker, general manager at the Lyceum Theatre. After he had hired her to create postcard watercolors of Sir Henry and Ellen to use in marketing the theatre’s American tours, she was promoted to company member. But her aspirations to be hired as a set designer were met with stony silences by Henry. She was just eighteen when she first asked to be considered. And even though she had attended art school in Brooklyn and had a portfolio of numerous projects, she was “not qualified.”


“Oh, Uncle Brammie, I so wish to make you all proud of me,” Pamela replied.


Uncle Brammie mumbled, “Mr. Stoker. Not Uncle Brammie.”


Terriss took a butter knife off the table and playfully held it to his breast.


“Ah, woe is me! The mad school-girl crush of Miss Pamela, gone, gone, gone! I may have saved her life years ago, but her artistic triumphs have blotted all that out.”


Ahmed knit his eyebrows together. “You saved her life, Mr. Terriss? Is this a play on words?”


Brammie grunted. “No, Mr. Kamal. The short story is: I introduced Miss Smith’s family to the scenic painters at the Lyceum Theatre. Afterward we walked across the Waterloo Bridge. This one”—Bram gestured to Pamela—“leaned over to grab her hat that had fallen off, and she went after it. Terriss happened to be there and jumped in after her to save her. It nearly killed both of them.”


Pamela glanced around the room, taking in the women giving fawning looks. She was the envy of the dining room. Here were the idols of her youth: Henry Irving, her mentor and father figure; Bram Stoker, her artistic lifeline; William Terriss, her heroic matinee idol; and Ahmed Kamal, her equal and supporter. To be in the company of these men all at once was thrilling.


Ahmed cocked his head at Bram. “I see. She is like a cat with many lives. Is this why she is creating these cards?”


“Mr. Kamal, Pamela being hired for the tarot cards is the reason for our luncheon.” Uncle Brammie took a deep breath and continued. “We believe she may be in great danger. The Golden Dawn and Lyceum Theatre have agreed to join resources to protect her. We’d like to ask the British Museum to also pledge their support.”


So, Uncle Brammie does believe Aleister appeared in the bonfire.


The waiter arrived to serve, but Henry waved him away. “Mr. Kamal, we believe Pamela may be in great danger creating these tarot cards. When Miss Smith first returned to London, Aleister seemed to present himself to her in fire, as he has done previously. Mr. Stoker was with her to witness it. Terriss and I have also been approached by otherworldly entities. We think the creation of her first two cards, the Magician and the Fool, may have unleashed—something.”


Henry and Terriss simultaneously touched their right earlobes. A slight welt began to appear, then a white series of lines emerged.


The letters P, C, and S combined together into a faint symbol.


My first sigil. At the Pratt Institute of Art in Brooklyn, she had fallen in love with the Japanese style of calligraphy and had worked for hours on her signature. Once she perfected it, she worked the symbol of her three initials into the design of almost everything she drew. From an ancient grimoire, she found a spell that could imbue her symbol with magical intent. Her intent had been to always own her artistic creation while setting it free. She had never shared her intent of the symbol, as sigil spell required. She only knew from the spellbook that her magical symbol could be used as a gateway. She just didn’t know which gateway or how to use it.


Uncle Brammie took out a pencil and pad from his vest pocket and quickly sketched something on a piece of paper. He handed the pencil to Pamela and slid the pad over to her. “Miss Smith, I’ve seen something like this on Mr. Irving’s and Mr. Terriss’s ears. Perhaps you can tell us what it means.”


She saw in his eye a request and a command. She took his pencil slowly and wrote three letters. PCS. Artfully she drew them in an interlocking column.


Ahmed was the first to speak, “Pamela Colman Smith. PCS. I see it now, the symbol of your cojoined initials.”


Henry asked, “Is this just a signature, Miss Smith? Or is it something else?”


The harp in the corner of the room played louder and the letters on the pad throbbed in different colors. Pamela looked at Henry and Mr. Terriss, the gray-blue tattoo on each of their earlobes vibrating. She could taste the tattoo’s color, dry and chalky. Her face burned with excitement and embarrassment. Do Henry and Terriss hate having my initials marked on them? Do they think I am stalking and harassing them?


She looked at the three men staring at her, and she stared back. The mashed-up symbol was plain to see on their ears.


Ahmed leaned forward staring at Terriss. He softly said, “I see them. Her symbols.”


Uncle Brammie replied, “I also see them at the theatre. On occasion.”


Pamela lowered her voice. “It is true that I created a symbol of my initials, but I never intended it to be marked on anyone.”


Terriss laughed. “So, why are they on our ears? And why only at certain times?”


She took a deep breath. “I researched what a sigil is, the emblem of a magician, when I was creating the Magician tarot card. I decided to create my own sigil.”


“And what did you conjure while creating this sigil?” Uncle Brammie asked.


Pamela replied, “If my initials were a real sigil, I could not tell you its meaning. I always ask for protection and guidance for all my muses and my creations. I ask that my art be used for good.”


“Do you think your tarot cards could be used for evil?” Henry asked.


The waiter came back with wine goblets on an oval, black metal tray and placed the crystal glasses on the table. He bowed and turned to go when Henry took hold of his arm. On the underside of the man’s tray was a painted advert. It was the symbol for Crowley’s Ale—a large, black crow, adorned with the same crow feathers as Pamela’s coat collar.


“A crow for Crowley Ale. How interesting,” Henry said, releasing the waiter’s arm, who then moved away. “Miss Smith, what sort of feathers are those in your collar? Crow?”


“These feathers are from my Nana in Jamaica,” Pamela replied. “I’ve had them since I was ten years old.”


Folding his hands together, Henry asked, “Miss Smith, is this a coincidence that you are wearing crow feathers, or are you signaling Aleister’s magic?”


“No, I want nothing to do with Mr. Crowley or his magic!” Pamela replied.


“My dear Miss Smith,” Uncle Brammie said, looking at the other men. “We are concerned you may be playing with the dark arts unaware. Aleister may try to channel Egyptian magic, Thoth magic, to create his own deck to combat yours. We want to be sure you are not unconsciously calling in his bad magic.”


Ahmed lowered his eyes. “Mr. Crowley has access to Thoth magic? What is this Golden Dawn group?”


“It is a collective of educated men and women exploring the world of magic, Mr. Kamal,” Uncle Brammie answered, puffing his chest out.


Terriss grinned at Ahmed. “I’m a plain man, Mr. Kamal. I feel the same way about this group gathering to study magic. A bunch of hooey if you ask me.”


Ahmed might understand second sight and magic. Mr. Terriss never will.


Uncle Brammie shifted in his seat. “As a proper young lady, your background may not have prepared you for someone like Mr. Crowley.”


Pamela was accustomed to his advice: “Don’t let the married men on tour escort you back to the hotel,” “Keep out of the men’s dressing room.” Fatherly warnings, even though she had never been romantically pursued by anyone at the theatre. Short, round, and outspoken, the opposite of Ellen Terry, Florence Farr, and Maud Gonne, the professional beauties of the day, she was the “character” in every group. And as the character, she was the confidant. Whispered confessions to her late at night revealed sordid stories from the Lyceum’s ingénues and Golden Dawn neophytes. Assaults during auditions in rival theatres green rooms. Aleister trying to rape young recruits in the Vault before his ejection from the group.


Henry placed his hand over hers on the table. “We received word Mr. Crowley is out for vengeance against those who exiled him from the Golden Dawn, especially the women. We want to make sure we take every precaution to look out for you and for whoever may be your next muses.”
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