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PROLOGUE PART 1

THE SWORD

The Palatine Chapel, Aachen, Germany, A.D. 811

CHARLEMAGNE, CONQUEROR OF EUROPE, knelt before the stone altar. He was seventy, but with his reddish beard and full head of hair, he looked much younger. His lanky frame still held much of the strength that had made him a feared warrior.

Although usually surrounded by his knights, he chose to pray alone. He prayed for the peace to continue. And, as always, he prayed for forgiveness for his son, now forty, but still a boy in his father’s eyes—a foolish boy. He had killed the son of Ogier the Dane, who had been one of Charlemagne’s most trusted knights. Charlemagne regretted that any man should lose a son, but especially a man who had served him so well.

Charlemagne bowed his head, his lips moving as he recited the Scripture.

He sensed something behind him. Instantly, with an instinct honed in battle, he ducked his head and hurled himself sideways. A sword cleaved the air where his neck had been and struck an iron candle stand, slicing it cleanly in two as though it were a stick of kindling.

As Charlemagne scrambled to his feet, the burning candles fell onto the linen altar cloth, setting it ablaze. In the glare of the flames, Charlemagne recognized his attacker: it was Ogier the Dane, and the sword he held, known as Curtana, had been a gift from Charlemagne himself. Its blade—some said it had been forged from magical metal—had a distinctive notch six inches from the tip, a notch created forty years earlier, when Charlemagne and the Dane had been young men, and the best of friends. …

Charlemagne did not want this fight. If he could have stopped it with an apology, he would have done so. But the look in his former friend’s eyes told him that words would be useless. Ogier wanted blood. Blood for blood.

Charlemagne drew his sword, known as Joyeuse. Both men grunted as they swung their weapons, the blades glinting in the firelight, the clash of metal echoing off the chapel’s stone walls.

The two old knights, breathing heavily, circled each other warily in the swirling smoke, each looking for an opening. Ogier swung his sword, just missing Charlemagne’s jaw but slicing off a piece of the king’s beard.

Ogier swung again and Charlemagne jumped back, holding out Joyeuse to block the strike. The swords clanged together. Charlemagne stumbled backward, tripping on a prayer rug that had bunched beneath his feet. He fell to the stone floor, sprawled on his back, helpless. Ogier began to raise his sword, preparing to strike the fallen king. As he did, Charlemagne saw a brilliant light. He thought at first it was firelight reflecting from Ogier’s blade, but in the next instant, the light, dancing in the swirling smoke, seemed to form itself into…Could it be?

An angel.

Charlemagne stared, transfixed, at the face smiling at him, shimmering through the smoke with unearthly beauty. Charlemagne smiled back at the angel; if this was death, he welcomed it. Ogier, disconcerted by the man’s smile, paused. Then, with a grunt, he swung Curtana down toward the head of his former king. As he did, Charlemagne reached toward the angel, using the right hand in which he still held Joyeuse.

The two blades met. Charlemagne lost his grip. Joyeuse tumbled to the stone floor. The king was now unarmed; Ogier’s next blow would surely be fatal. Holding Curtana in both hands, the Dane raised it for a stabbing, downward thrust. And then he stopped, staring at its blade.

Curtana had lost its tip, broken off at the notch that Charlemagne had put into the blade all those years before.

The sword was blunt now, useless for stabbing. The tip, a piece six inches long, lay on the floor by Charlemagne’s shoulder.

Ogier, panting, stared at his sword—the sword that had served him faithfully for decades, in fight after fight. Then he looked at Charlemagne.

“It is not your day to die,” he said. “Curtana does not want to kill you.”

He laid the sword on the stone floor at Charlemagne’s feet.

“It was your sword at the start,” he said. “Now it is yours again.”

Charlemagne looked at the sword, then back at his old friend.

“You must go,” he said. “Before my knights pursue you. Go, and live in peace.”

Ogier nodded. “And you,” he said.

Charlemagne looked down at the sword’s broken tip. He picked it up, seeing light reflected in its smooth surface. He looked up, hoping to see the angel again, but saw only smoke drifting in the glow of the fire.

The angel was gone. So was Ogier.

Only Curtana remained.
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PROLOGUE PART 2

THE EYES

Osborne House, Isle of Wight, England, January 22, 1901

QUEEN VICTORIA LAY DYING.

At eighty-one years old, she had reigned over the vast British empire for sixty-three years and seven months, longer than any other British monarch. She had assumed the throne as a teenager, in an age of sailing ships and horse-drawn carriages; she was leaving a world that knew telephones, electric lights, and motorcars.

The queen lay on a large four-posted bed, her eyes closed, her face peaceful. Close by stood her physician, Sir James Reid, and the white-haired Bishop of Winchester, who murmured a prayer. Gathered around were members of the royal family, including the queen’s son, Crown Prince Albert Edward; upon her death, he would become king. The only sounds in the room, aside from the archbishop’s soft voice, were the ticking of a clock and the whispers of some of the smaller children, too young to feel the sorrow of the moment.

Almost everyone stood near the queen’s bed. The lone exception was a tall, extraordinarily thin man, standing alone in a gloomy corner of the room. The man’s gaze appeared to be focused on the crown prince. There was no way to know for certain, because the man wore eyeglasses with wire rims and lenses tinted a dark shade, almost black. He always wore these glasses, even at night. This was one of a number of strange things about him.

People avoided the tall man.

The archbishop finished his prayer. Sir James stepped forward and bent over his patient. The room went utterly silent now, save for the ticking of the clock.

At exactly 6:30 in the evening, Sir James stood and solemnly raised his hand. The onlookers immediately understood the meaning of this gesture.

Queen Victoria was dead.

Some gasped; some moaned; others simply bowed their heads. The archbishop began the benediction.
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From inside the cluster of mourners, one of the younger children, a girl of five, peered around her mother’s dress at the tall man in the corner. She had been keeping an eye on him. Like most children who found themselves in his presence, she felt afraid of him, though if pressed she could not have said why.

As the little girl watched, the tall man beckoned toward the open doorway. A second man entered: short, bald, and stocky. The girl could tell by the hesitant way in which the shorter man approached that he, too, was wary of the tall man.

The man with the dark glasses leaned over and said something quietly to the short man, who then nodded and quickly left the room. Still bending over, the tall man turned toward the mourners, and as he did, his dark eyeglasses slid about an inch down the bridge of his long, thin nose. Immediately, he pushed them back up.

But for a half-second, the little girl caught a glimpse of what lay behind the tinted lenses.

She let out a scream.

Her mother, embarrassed, quickly swept up her daughter and carried her, still screaming, from the room. The rest of the mourners assumed that the child had been overcome by grief.

Later, when the girl had calmed down, she told her mother what she had seen. The mother dismissed it. A trick of the light, she said; an overactive imagination. No, insisted the girl. It was true. She had seen it! Finally the mother, embarrassed by her daughter’s outburst, ordered the girl to speak of it no more.

And so the girl spoke of it no more. But she could not rid herself of the memory of the tall man’s eyes. It came back to her over and over. It would come back to her for years, in her nightmares.
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CHAPTER 1

DISAPPEARANCE

London, 1902

JAMES SMITH, SURROUNDED BY A THRONG of home-bound commuters, climbed the steep stairs leading out of the South Kensington Underground station. Reaching the top, he felt the chill of the night air and pulled his overcoat tighter around him. He got his bearings and started toward Harrington Road. As he passed a newsstand, his eyes fell on a blaring black headline in one of the evening papers:

FOURTH DISAPPEARANCE
LINKED TO UNDERGROUND

James stopped and examined the illustration accompanying the story. It was a drawing of a middle-aged businessman in suit and tie, a man who looked like many in the crowd flowing past James now. James already knew the details of the story. Two nights earlier, the man had stayed late at his job at a bank on Surrey Street. He left the bank at 8:30 and was last seen by a coworker descending the steps to the Temple Underground station. The banker’s usual route home was to ride the train to Westminster, where he would leave the Underground and board one of the new motorized omnibuses for the rest of his journey.

But he never reached his home. As far as the police could determine, he never emerged from the Underground. He was the fourth passenger to vanish this way in the past two weeks.

All four of the missing had been on the District Line—the same line James had just ridden. And while Londoners were generally a stoic lot, James had sensed an unusual level of tension in his fellow passengers—wary glances, an uneasiness as the train rocked its way through the dark tunnel, a general eagerness to get back up to the street.

James was not a fearful person. By the time he was twelve years old, he had survived ordeals more deadly and frightening than most people, of any age, could ever imagine. In his current job he was routinely exposed to London’s dark and violent underworld. He remained calm in the face of danger; he was viewed by his coworkers as an exceptionally levelheaded man.

But even James had felt something in the tunnel. He wouldn’t call it fear, exactly. But there had been a feeling at the back of his neck as the train rumbled along a particularly dark stretch of track, and a jerk of his head when he thought he’d seen, out of the corner of his eye, something through the window: a quick and fluid movement; a shifting shadow.

It was nothing, he’d told himself. A trick of the light. But the image had stayed in his mind—the flicker of shadow. It awakened memories he did not welcome, memories that had slept for more than twenty years—memories of other shadows, in another place. …

James shook his head as if to fling these thoughts away. He had urgent business to attend to. This was no time to wallow in unpleasant memories, or in the mysterious Underground disappearances. Whatever unfortunate fate had befallen the banker and the other three, it could not possibly have anything to do with the purpose of James’s trip to South Kensington tonight.

He turned away from the newsstand, pulled his coat around him tighter still, and set off along Harrington Road.
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CHAPTER 2

THE SKELETON

Liege, Belgium, 1902

FOUR FIGURES SWEPT ACROSS the cobblestone plaza like wraiths, wrapped in heavy wool cloaks with pointed hoods that obscured their faces. A cold mist hung in the air, along with bitter smoke from coal fires. Of the hundred or so people crisscrossing the plaza, not one was smiling this foul day.

The figures—a man in the lead, followed by a woman, then two much larger men—approached St. Paul’s Cathedral, said to be modeled after Notre Dame. Its spires rose into the endless gray. Life-sized ornate carvings of saints, Popes, and revered patrons, stained by centuries of neglect, occupied recesses in the massive wall, judging all who entered.

The lead figure went to the cathedral’s massive door and raised his right arm, reaching toward the wrought-iron ring. The cloth of his robe slid down, revealing something barely recognizable as a hand—a mass of scar tissue, shaped like the gnarled root of a long-dead tree.

The woman reached out, restraining the leader’s arm.

“Not here,” she said.

The leader jerked his arm away.

“Do not touch me!” he spat, his heavily accented voice a dry rasp.

“But…”

“No!” said the leader. “You must never touch me!”

“I’m sorry,” said the woman. “But we don’t go in here.”

“Is this not the cathedral?”

“The old cathedral was torn down a century before this one was built. It is the museum we want, around back. That’s where we’ll find the curator.”

“And he will know where it is?” rasped the leader.

“He knows as much as anyone.”

The leader turned toward the woman. She fought the impulse to look away from his face, which was as hideously scarred as his hand, the shiny purplish skin drawn tight to the skull, hairless except for a few random tufts. A lone yellow eye glared from a deep socket; where the other eye would have been was only a hole. There was no nose; the mouth was a lipless cavern that could not fully close and thus revealed jagged teeth in a permanent mirthless grin.

He was called the Skeleton. It was said he had once been handsome.

“Take me to him,” he rasped.

The woman led the three around the cathedral. The museum entrance was a modest door at the back, with a sign displaying its hours. At the moment it was closed.

“I was afraid of this,” said the woman. “We’re quite late in the day.”

The Skeleton’s clawlike hand reappeared. He grasped the brass door-knocker and rapped it hard once, twice, thrice.

The door creaked as it opened. An elderly woman looked out, her eyes peering into the Skeleton’s hood. Seeing his face, she screamed and tried to close the door. But one of the large men had anticipated this; his hand was already on the door, pushing it open. The woman, still screaming, backed away.

The four figures, led by the Skeleton, moved quickly inside and closed the door. The elderly woman, seeing that her screams were useless, retreated into the cluttered museum.

From a back room, a frail voice called out to her, speaking in the Walloon dialect used in this part of Belgium. The curator appeared. He looked as old as time itself—hair as white as salt, and skin so wrinkled that he seemed to be wearing someone else’s body. His eyes, though, were an alert and piercing blue. The man glanced at his colleague, then studied all four hooded intruders. He showed no sign of fear.

“May I help you?” he said in accented English. “We’ve just closed for the night.”

The Skeleton turned to his companion.

“Tell him,” he rasped.

The female intruder stepped forward and pulled off her hood. She shook her hair, which fell past her shoulders in a glossy red cascade. Her jade green eyes sparkled in the candlelight.

“My name,” she said, “is Scarlet Johns. My employer”—she bowed toward the Skeleton—“has come a great distance in search of something. I believe you know where it is.”

“And what might that be?” said the old man.

“The tip of Curtana.”

The old man blinked, which was apparently as close as he came to showing surprise.

“And why do you think I might know where it is?” he said. “I am just a curator.”

Johns smiled. “You are a direct descendant of Gerard of Groesbeeck,” she said.

The old man blinked again. “I am impressed,” he said.

“You’ve spent a lifetime searching for the tip,” Johns continued. “As did your father before you.”

“And his before him,” said the old man. “And so on, back a thousand years to the day the sword was broken. In all that time, nobody has found the tip of Curtana. What makes you think I would know where it is?”

“If anyone does,” said Johns, “it is you.”

The curator studied her. His eyes flicked over the other three figures, lingering for a moment on the Skeleton, then back to Johns.

“And if I did know something,” he said, “why would I tell you?”

The Skeleton stepped forward. “Because I want you to,” he said.

For a moment the room was silent. Then the curator, his ice blue eyes on the Skeleton, said, “I don’t care who you are. I will not betray my ancestors. Do what you want; you will get nothing from me.”

Because of the severe damage to his face, the Skeleton was not physically capable of showing pleasure. But he was pleased with the curator’s answer.

“You are a brave man,” he said. With a swift motion he pulled back his hood, revealing his grotesque skull. The old woman whimpered. The curator struggled not to flinch as the Skeleton moved closer.

“But in my experience,” said the Skeleton, “bravery is no match for properly applied pain.” He leaned close, his lone yellow eye burning in his monstrous face. “And nobody,” he rasped, “has more experience with pain than I do.”
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CHAPTER 3

THE VISITOR

THE DOORBELL RANG, AND Mrs. George Darling sighed. She had just sat down for her first relaxing moment after a long and busy day. She put down the newspaper—another awful story about somebody disappearing in the Underground—and rose from her chair.

“Who is it?” shouted a high-pitched voice from upstairs, followed by a clatter of descending footsteps, followed by the appearance of her two sons, John and Michael.

“Who is it?” repeated Michael, who was three and, as always, was holding his stuffed bear.

“How would she know?” said John, who was seven and therefore knew a great deal more than Michael about everything. “She hasn’t opened the door yet, you ninny.”

“Mum!” cried Michael. “John called me a—”

“I heard what he called you,” said Mrs. Darling, glaring at John as she reached the front door, “and I will discuss it with him later. But right now you will both behave.” She opened the door, and her frown turned instantly to a smile at the sight of the tall figure standing there.

“James!” she said. “What a wonderful surprise! Do come in!”

“Are you sure?” James said. “I know it’s late, but…”

“Nonsense!” she said, taking his arm and pulling him into the foyer. “John, Michael,” she said. “This is Mr. Smith.”

Michael eyed James warily. “Who are you?” he said.

“Michael Darling, that is a rude question,” said Mrs. Darling. “Mr. Smith is a very dear friend to your father and me. And we are delighted to see him at any hour, especially after…James, how long has it been?”

“Years, I’m afraid, Molly,” said James.

“Molly?” said John. He giggled.

She turned to her son. “It’s the name I went by when I was a girl.”

James blushed. “I’m sorry!” he said. “I didn’t realize …”

“There’s no need to apologize,” said Molly. “It’s just that George considers Molly a childish nickname. These days he prefers to call me by my given name, Mary. But that would sound odd coming from you. Please, call me Molly.”

“Molly!” said John, giggling again.

“Are you a barrister?” asked Michael. “Our father is a barrister. He wears a wig. But he’s not a lady.”

“Michael!” said Molly.

“Well, are you a barrister?” repeated Michael.

“No,” said James, with a glance toward Molly. “I work for Scotland Yard.” He saluted the boys. “Inspector Smith, at your service.”

“An inspector from Scotland Yard!” said John, delighted. He peered up at James through his round eyeglasses. “Are you looking for a murderer?” he said.

James grinned. “Not at the moment, no. But I am on a top secret assignment.”

“Really!” said John.

“Yes. I’m looking for children who skip their baths.”

“Oh,” said John, disappointed.

“I’ve had my bath!” said Michael. “Yesterday, I think.”

James was about to say something more when a third child descended the stairs—a girl of eleven, with long brown hair and a face that might be called delicate, except for the boldness in her startlingly green eyes.

“My goodness,” said James. “Is that…”

“Yes,” said Molly. “That’s Wendy. I imagine she was just a baby when you saw her last. Wendy, this is Mr. Smith.”

“How do you do?” said Wendy, offering a curtsy.

“Please forgive my staring,” said James. “But you look so much like your mother when I first met her.”

“What was she like?” said Wendy, with a disarmingly frank look that James had seen many times on her mother’s face. “Was she an obedient child?”

“Obedient?” said James, barely stifling a laugh.

“Wendy!” said Molly. “Mr. Smith did not come here to discuss my childhood behavior. Now, you three go upstairs. Wendy, please put your brothers to bed, and then yourself. I’ll be up to tuck everyone in after Mr. Smith and I have talked.”

Reluctantly, the children obeyed. James, watching them climb the stairs, said, “They’re fine children, Molly. I can see you in Wendy, and George in the boys.”

“And mischief in all three,” sighed Molly.

“And how is George?” said James.

“He’s doing well,” said Molly. “Very busy with his career. He’s at some sort of dreadful law banquet tonight, as he often is.” She paused. “But you didn’t come to ask about George, did you, James?”

“No,” admitted James, giving Molly a somber look. “Something’s come up.”

“I’ll make tea,” said Molly.

A few minutes later they were in the sitting room, cups in hand. James took a sip, swallowed, and began.

“Are you familiar with Baron von Schatten?”

Molly frowned. “The German? Yes. George and I saw him briefly at an embassy dinner. Odd man. Wearing darkened glasses, indoors? And at night?”

“The glasses are far from the only odd thing about him,” said James.

“What do you mean?”

“Molly, this is a man who, only a few years ago, had no connection whatsoever with the royal family. He appeared as if from nowhere, and somehow managed to ingratiate himself with Prince Albert Edward. The prince’s staff and advisers were wary of von Schatten, of course, but the prince seemed oddly tolerant of him. Almost deferential.”

James took another sip of tea.

“Then, one by one,” he continued, “those same staff and advisers suffered misfortunes—illnesses, injuries, even two deaths. All of these incidents appeared to be either natural or purely accidental. But each one removed another barrier between von Schatten and the prince, so that when the prince became king, von Schatten was his most trusted—in fact his only—adviser. It is now almost impossible for anyone else, including his family, to get close to him. For all intents and purposes, von Schatten is, next to the king, the most powerful man in England.”

“I had no idea,” said Molly.

“Very few people do,” said James.

“How do you know all this?” said Molly.

“Six months ago,” said James, “I was given an unusual assignment: to take a menial position on the palace staff, without revealing my identity as an inspector. My instructions were to find out as much as I could about von Schatten and his relationship to the king.”

“Spying on the king?” said Molly.

“I questioned it myself,” said James. “But Chief Superintendent Blake told me that the orders came from the highest levels of government. They’re worried about von Schatten’s influence, Molly. Very worried. And they have good reason to be.”

“What do you mean?”

James, leaning forward, lowered his voice. “Molly,” he said, “do you know what von Schatten’s profession was, before he came to England?”

Molly shook her head.

“He was an archaeologist,” said James. “Quite a well-known one, in fact. But his career ended suddenly ten years ago, when he had a serious accident. It’s the reason he must always wear those dark glasses. Or so he says.”

“What sort of accident?”

“Von Schatten is vague about the details,” said James. “But it happened at an archaeological site in the North African desert. Von Schatten was exploring the ruins of a temple—a temple that had stood for thousands of years, only to collapse twenty-three years ago in a mysterious explosion.”

Molly went pale. “Rundoon,” she whispered.

“Yes,” said James. “Rundoon. Von Schatten was exploring the Jackal.”

“But it was destroyed!” said Molly. “The rocket…”

“The temple was severely damaged, yes,” said James. “Obliterated, in fact, aboveground. But there was a crater, and at the bottom of that crater a hole, a sort of cave in the sand. Von Schatten went down there. He went alone—the guides would not go within a mile of that cursed place. He was gone for several days. When he finally came out, he claimed to have fallen and hit his head and lost consciousness for a time. He had no visible injuries. But he was…changed.”

“How so?” said Molly.

“For one thing, he could no longer stand sunlight. That can happen temporarily, of course, after days in total darkness. But the affliction stayed with von Schatten. He is never seen outside, and his eyes are always hidden behind those impenetrably dark glasses. But there was more: his personality had changed. Before, he had been outgoing; now he was reserved, sullen—an utterly different person. His family, his colleagues, said it was as if”—James lowered his voice—“as if someone else were inhabiting his body.”

For a moment, the two just stared at each other. Then Molly shook her head.

“It can’t be,” she said, her own voice a whisper. “After all this time…It just can’t be.”

“I wish you were right,” said James. “But after what I learned at the palace …”

He leaned forward, his eyes boring into Molly’s.

“Molly,” he said. “I think it’s him.”
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“And that,” said Wendy, “is why the moon changes its shape.”

“Because an elephant is eating it?” scoffed John. “That’s silly!”

“I’m sorry, but that’s your bedtime story,” said Wendy, rising from the rocking chair at the end of the boys’ beds.

“That’s the worst bedtime story ever,” said John.

“Well, it’s the one you get tonight,” said Wendy. It was true; she usually told a much longer story. But tonight she was more interested in what was going on downstairs.

“How does the moon come back?” said Michael.

“I don’t know, said Wendy impatiently. “Perhaps the elephant spits it back out.”

“But then it wouldn’t be round!” said John. “There would be just pieces of moon, covered with elephant spit.”

“Good night,” said Wendy, going to the bedroom door.

“But what does the elephant stand on?” said Michael.

“I said good night,” said Wendy, closing the door behind her, leaving the two boys to complain to each other about the declining quality of bedtime stories.

Wendy walked to her own bedroom, paused, then continued down the hallway to the top of the stairs. She listened for a moment, then descended on quiet bare feet to the staircase landing. Now she could hear her mother and Mr. Smith talking. She couldn’t make out the words, but her mother’s tone was clear: she was upset about something.

Wendy frowned. Her mother was not easily upset. What was this mysterious Mr. Smith telling her? What had brought him here at this hour?

On tiptoe, Wendy started down the stairs.
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Molly was shaking her head. “I thought this was over,” she said.

“We all did,” said James.

“After Rundoon,” said Molly, “when years and years passed, and there were no more starstuff falls…Father was convinced—all the Starcatchers were—that the Others had finally been defeated, along with that awful creature …” She stopped, not wanting to say the name.

“Ombra,” said James.

Molly flinched, remembering the dark, shifting shape that caused her and her family so much torment and terror. “Yes,” she whispered. “Ombra.”

“But what if he survived?” said James.

“No,” said Molly. “He was on the rocket. It was destroyed in the explosion.”

“Yes. But remember that Peter escaped that rocket. And so did his shadow. Perhaps Ombra did, too, somehow.”

“And you think he now controls von Schatten? That he has taken his shadow?”

“No,” said James. “That’s the curious thing. Von Schatten casts a shadow.”

“But wasn’t that how Ombra controlled people? By taking their shadows?”

“It was,” said James. “He did it to me, once.” James shuddered at the memory. “But this is something different. I think something happened to Ombra in the explosion, something that weakened him, left him unable to function on his own. I think he stayed down there, deep in the hole in the sand, in the dark, waiting. And when von Schatten came along, Ombra somehow…inhabited him, and now controls him.”

“But how can you know that?”

“I watched him in the palace, Molly. I got close to him only once; he keeps the palace staff at a distance, dealing with them through his assistant, an unpleasant man named Simon Revile. But I was able to observe von Schatten from a distance a number of times. He is always close to the king, and makes physical contact with him often.”

“He touches the king?”

“It’s very subtle—an elbow brushing an elbow, a hand resting for a moment on a shoulder. But once you know to look for it, you see it often. And each time, the king responds. Again, it’s subtle—a flutter of the eyelids, a slight twitch of the head. But it’s there, Molly; it’s definitely there. I think this contact is how Ombra, through von Schatten, is controlling the king.”
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Molly shook her head. “I’m sorry, James,” she said. “But this is simply too far-fetched. Perhaps something did happen to von Schatten in Rundoon. Perhaps he has a strange relationship with the king. But to say that he’s being inhabited by that creaturehow can you possibly know that?”

James leaned toward Molly, and when he spoke, his tone was urgent.

“I told you that on one occasion I managed to get close. I won’t go into the details of how I did it, save to say I’m fairly skilled at picking locks. And late one night, through some luck and some lying, I managed to get to the hallway outside the king’s bedchamber. The door was open and the hallway was dim; if I stood in the right place, I was able, without being seen myself, to observe the king, von Schatten, and Revile, and to overhear some of their conversation. Von Schatten did most of the talking, and he seemed to be talking to Revile—almost as if the king weren’t there.”

“Talking about what?”

“The king’s coronation,” said James. “Von Schatten was very concerned about the date. He stressed several times that they needed to have something ready for the coronation. Then he talked about something else, and I didn’t follow most of it, but it had something to do with Belgium, and the missing piece.”

“The missing piece of what?”

“I don’t know—only that von Schatten wants it found soon. He was speaking softly, and I was missing some of the words, so I decided to try to move a little closer. And that was when it happened.”

“What happened?”

“He felt me, Molly.”

“What?”

“He felt my presence. And…and I felt his. It was Ombra.”

“But how can you be certain?”

“Molly, Ombra took my shadow once; he controlled me. I shall never, as long as I live, forget that horrible feeling, the cold filling my body, and this…this unspeakable evil filling my mind. This was the same sensation, Molly. And the worst of it was that as I sensed him, he sensed me. He knew exactly who I was. I’m sure of it. He stopped talking immediately and walked quickly toward the doorway.”

“What did you do?”

“I ran. I admit it, Molly: I was terrified. I ran down the hallway and kept running until I was out of the palace. I felt such a coward. But I couldn’t help myself.…It was as if I were a boy again, a frightened little boy.”

“I don’t blame you at all,” said Molly, remembering her own experiences fleeing from the dark shape. “But what did you do then?”

“I went back to the Yard, first thing the next day,” said James. “My intention was to report to my superiors.” He smiled ruefully. “That did not go at all well.”

“What happened?”

“Molly, think about it. They’re police officers; they live in the world of crime and criminals. Of fact, and evidence. They know nothing about starstuff, or the Starcatchers, or the Others, or Ombra. When I tried to suggest to them that von Schatten was no ordinary man, that he was influenced by something evil, something inhuman, they looked at me as if I were a madman, or a child telling ghost stories. They don’t believe me, Molly. They would never believe me. I’m facing disciplinary action simply for having brought this up.”

“Oh dear,” said Molly. “How awful.”

James waved his hand. “My career at Scotland Yard doesn’t matter. This is far more important than that. Whatever von Schatten—or Ombra—intends to do, he must be stopped, Molly. And only the Starcatchers can stop him.”

“James, the few Starcatchers who are left are old and feeble.”

“But your father …”

“My father is very ill, James. He is in no condition, mentally or physically, to cope with something like this.”

“But there must be somebody,” said James.

Molly shook her head. “When the starstuff falls stopped, the group you knew as the Starcatchers gradually ceased to exist. Essentially there are no Starcatchers anymore, James.”

James studied her for a moment, then softly said, “There’s you, Molly.”

Molly shook her head. “I’m not a Starcatcher anymore, James. I’m a mother of three and the wife of a prominent barrister who does not approve of talk of starstuff and evil creatures and the like. Childhood fantasies, he calls them.”

“But they were real, Molly. Surely George knows that. He was there, at Stonehenge, in Rundoon. …”

“Yes,” said Molly. “He was there. But he is determined that we put that part of our lives behind us.”

“We can’t, Molly. It has come back. We must confront it.”

Again, Molly shook her head.

“I don’t think so, James,” she said. “I know you believe you felt something in the palace, but what if you were mistaken? I can’t just give up the life I’ve been leading all these years to chase after something you might have imagined.”

“I didn’t imagine it, Molly.”

Molly looked down. “I’m sorry, James,” she said. “I can’t.”

James stared at her for a moment, then said, “I can’t believe that Molly Aster would say such a thing.”

Molly looked up and met James’s gaze. “I’m not Molly Aster anymore,” she said. “I’m Mrs. George Darling.”

James looked at her for a few moments, then nodded.

“All right,” he said. “Then I’ll ask a favor of you.”

“Of course.”

“Just think about what I’ve told you tonight. Perhaps something will occur to you—someone else I could go to, someone who might be able to help.”

“But I don’t—”

“Please, Molly. I’ve nobody else to turn to. The coronation date is approaching. And I fear that von Schatten, now that he knows who I am, will use his position against me. Just give it one day of thought, Molly.”

“All right,” said Molly reluctantly. “I promise I’ll think about it.”

“Thank you,” said James, rising. “I’ll come back tomorrow evening for your answer, if that would be all right.”

“All right,” said Molly, remembering that her husband had yet another social function the next evening. As she walked James to the door, she said, “Do you need a taxicab?”

“No,” said James, “I’ll take the Underground.”

“Do be careful, then,” she said. “Those awful disappearances …”

“Oh, I’ll be fine,” said James.

He turned and gave her hand a squeeze. “It’s good to see you again, Molly.”

“And you, James. Do you ever see the others? Prentiss? Thomas? Ted?”

“We get together from time to time,” said James.

“They’re all doing quite well. Ted, if you can believe it, is a fellow at Cambridge. Dr. Theodore Pratt.”

“Good for Ted,” she said. “Give them all my best.”

“I will,” said James. He hesitated, then said, “Do you ever think about…Peter?”

Molly blushed. “Sometimes,” she said. “And you?”

“Quite often,” he said. “I find myself wondering if I’ll ever see him again.”

“I don’t know,” said Molly slowly, “if that would be such a good thing, after all these years.”

James looked at her for a moment, then said, “Well, good night, then, Molly. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Yes,” said Molly. “Tomorrow.”

James opened the door and stepped out into the fog-darkened London night; in a moment he was gone. Molly closed the door and stood looking at it, her mind swirling with troubled thoughts. She jumped at the sound of a footstep behind her.

“Wendy!” she said, turning to see her daughter at the base of the stairs. “What are you doing down here? Why aren’t you in bed?”

Wendy responded with questions of her own.

“Mother,” she said, “what is a Starcatcher?” She stepped forward, her green-eyed gaze fixed on her mother’s face.

“And who is Peter?”
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CHAPTER 4

THE RESCUE

THREE MEN SPRAWLED in a small white boat, adrift under a glaring sun. Only one of the three, a huge black man, was awake, his eyes scanning the vast empty sea. The other two were slumped over, dozing, the noon heat raising blisters on their already red backs. A fourth man was in the water behind the boat, clinging to the transom, seeking relief from the heat in the tepid tropical water.

The boat bore the name Inganno. Its sail, sewn of red-and-white-striped canvas, was meant to both move the boat and be visible to distant rescuers. But now it hung in tatters from a broken mast, useless. There were no oars; the boat bobbed in the gentle swells, carried by the current.

Suddenly the huge man, whose name was Cheeky O’Neal, sat up and pointed.

“What’s that?” he said.

One of the dozing men, whose name was Frederick DeWulf, raised himself up and squinted through a salt-crusted right eye. “Don’t see nothing,” he said.

“There!” said O’Neal, pointing toward a dark speck on the horizon. “That’s land!”

“Are we there yet?” said the other dozing man, Rufus Kelly, waking up from his nap.

“Paddle!” shouted O’Neal. DeWulf and Kelly leaned over the sides and started paddling with their bare hands. O’Neal turned to the man in the water, whose name was Angus McPherson, and said, “And you: kick!”

Propelled by the men, the boat began advancing, very slowly, toward the island. O’Neal’s gaze was riveted on the distant speck. Then he saw something else—something moving. He shaded his eyes for a better look.

“There’s something flying toward us,” he said softly.

“A bird?” said DeWulf, peering into the bright sky ahead. All four men were looking now, and one by one they saw it, a dark shape swooping across the water toward them at astonishing speed, growing larger and larger. …

“That’s no bird,” said Kelly. “That’s …”

“That’s a boy,” said O’Neal. “A flying boy!”

McPherson quickly hauled himself into the boat for a better look. The four men stared as the boy zoomed toward them. As he drew near, they saw a second flying shape—a tiny, brilliant ball of light, as if a piece of the sun had broken loose. The glowing orb darted and zipped about the boat, and the startled men heard the sound of bells.
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The boy swooped to an easy midair stop, hovering a few feet above the men’s heads. He looked to be twelve or thirteen years old; he had red hair, and freckles still visible in his deeply tanned face. He was studying the men in the boat but listening to the sounds coming from the shimmering, darting orb, which had perched on his shoulder, and which the men could now see was what looked like a tiny winged woman.

“No they’re not, Tink,” the boy said. “They’ve just been at sea for a while.”

More bells, and then the boy said, “I can’t just leave them out here.” Speaking to the men, the boy said, “My name is Peter. Who are you?”

The men in the boat looked to O’Neal, who said, “We’re crewmen from the freighter Inganno. She sank three weeks and two days ago. Terrible storm. We lost our oars, and our mast broke, as you see. We’re in a bad way…Peter.”

More bells, ominous in tone. Peter looked at the tiny flying woman, then shook his head.

“They need help, Tink,” he said. This was not what Tink wanted to hear. She flashed red and flew off.

“We’re trying to get to that island,” said O’Neal, pointing. “Is that your island?”

“I live there,” said Peter. “With the Mollusks.”

“The Mollusks?”

“You’ll meet them.”

“Then you’ll help us get there?”

Peter, hovering, studied them a moment, then said, “I will. You’ll get food and water. But the Mollusks won’t let you stay.”

“Fair enough,” said O’Neal. “Men, paddle for the island.”

Peter smiled and said, “You don’t need to paddle.”

“What do you mean?” said O’Neal.

“My friends can help you.”

“What friends?” asked O’Neal, his eyes searching the sky.

“These friends,” said Peter, gesturing toward the water.

The men looked down and saw, poking out of the water all around the boat, the heads of a dozen lovely long-haired women, looking at them with interest. Then, moving as one, the heads ducked under, and long green tails flicked the surface.

“Mermaids,” whispered DeWulf.

“Aye,” agreed McPherson.

“These are interesting waters,” said Kelly.

“The mermaids will swim your boat to the island,” said Peter. “But don’t try to touch them. They don’t like to be touched, and you wouldn’t enjoy their bite.”

“Put your hands inside the boat,” said O’Neal, but the others, eyeing the mermaids warily, had already done so. The mermaids gathered at the stern of the boat and put their hands on it. Moments later, propelled by a dozen powerful tails, the boat was skimming toward the island, faster than it had ever moved by sail. Peter flew ahead, following Tink, an angry red dot out in front.

Cheeky O’Neal, with a glance back at the mermaids, lowered his voice, so that only the other three men could hear him. “Mermaids,” he said. “And a flying boy.”

The other three nodded, their eyes on the distant speck of land, which was growing steadily larger.
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The island was breathtakingly beautiful, its jungle green volcanic mountainsides rising steeply into the vivid blue sky. As the mermaids expertly navigated the lifeboat through an opening in a coral reef, the four men looked across a placid lagoon to a vertical rock cliff with a foaming waterfall plunging hundreds of feet onto a jumble of boulders below. To the left of the cliff stretched a curved beach, easily a mile long, its bright white sand leading up to a line of tall palms guarding the entrance to the jungle.

Peter had flown ahead to tell the Mollusks about the men in the lifeboat. Now he stood on the beach with a dozen bronze-skinned warriors, all holding spears, all watching the approaching boat.

“Look friendly, men,” said Cheeky O’Neal.

As the boat reached the island, some of the warriors waded into the lagoon and hauled it up onto the beach. The mermaids, with a flash of tails, disappeared. The four men climbed out of the boat; O’Neal was almost a foot taller than the other three. The four stood on the sand, watching the Mollusks, waiting.

An older warrior stepped forward. He was tall and broad-chested, and although there were age lines at the corners of his deep-set dark eyes, his hair was glistening black, and he had the look of a man who could still hunt, or fight. Speaking to O’Neal, he said, in flawless British-accented English, “I am Fighting Prawn, chief of the Mollusks. Who are you?”

“My name is O’Neal. This is DeWulf, Kelly, and McPherson.” The men nodded as their names were spoken.

“Peter tells me your ship sank,” said Fighting Prawn.

“That’s right,” said O’Neal. “We …”

“How long ago?” said Fighting Prawn.

“Three weeks and two days.”

Fighting Prawn studied the four men for a moment, his eyes lingering on the red, sunburned flesh of DeWulf, Kelly, and McPherson. Then he nodded and said, “You must be thirsty and hungry.” He said something in an odd-sounding language to his men, then told O’Neal, “These men will take you to our village. You will be given food and drink. When you are fed and rested, we will see about repairing your boat and giving you supplies so that you can be on your way.”

“With all respect, chief,” said O’Neal, “we’re a long way from anywhere. I don’t know if that little boat can …”

Fighting Prawn raised his hand, silencing O’Neal.

“You will not stay here,” he said.

O’Neal bowed slightly. “As you say, chief,” he said, glancing at his three companions.

Surrounded by warriors, the four men started up the beach. Peter turned to follow, but Fighting Prawn caught him by the arm. The two had become close friends, having known each other for more than twenty years, although neither had aged in that time.

“Peter,” said Fighting Prawn. “When you found these men, did you see any sign of fresh water in the boat?”

“Not that I recall,” Peter said. “Why?”

“Fish bones? Seaweed?”

Peter shook his head. “Why?”

“They claim to have been in the boat for more than three weeks. What did they eat and drink? Why are their lips not cracked, their bellies not swollen? And why is their skin so red, instead of brown, like yours?”

“So you think …”

“These men have not been in that boat more than three days. Certainly not three weeks.”

“But why would they lie?” said Peter.

Fighting Prawn’s eyes traveled up the beach, to the men in the company of his warriors.

“I don’t know,” he said. “But 1 want to watch them closely.”

His gaze returned to Peter’s.

“Something is not right.”
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CHAPTER 5

REVILE’S REPORT

AT THE END OF AN ENDLESS HALLWAY on the third floor of Buckingham Palace was a room the servants knew better than to enter. The room was impressive—high ceiling, marble floors, gold-leaf furniture—but none of these features were visible now, for the room was also quite dark. Black velvet curtains covered the tall windows completely; the only light in the room came from a single flickering candle.

Simon Revile stood close to the candle, drawing what comfort he could from it. Revile was a short, stocky man with a remarkably toadlike face, his unnaturally wide mouth underscoring a flattened nose that separated his huge eyes, a bit too far apart.

Adding to the effect were Revile’s cauliflower ears, attached flat to his head like a pair of large dried apricots.

Revile knew he was unpleasant to look at. This did not trouble him. In fact, he enjoyed causing discomfort in others. He enjoyed even more causing fear, and pain. Especially pain.

At the moment, however, it was Revile who was uncomfortable, as he always was in this dark and drafty room—the lair of Baron von Schatten. Upon being summoned, Revile had, as always, let himself in, closed the door, then walked toward the candle. Now he stood by the tiny flame, his eyes darting about, trying to locate von Schatten. Revile knew he was lurking somewhere in the darkness.

“Have you something to report?”

Revile jumped at the voice, which sounded as though it came from the bottom of a deep well. Revile half-turned toward the sound, not wanting to look directly at the tall form of von Schatten, who stood only a few feet away, though he had made no sound approaching.

“Yes,” said Revile. “A coded dispatch from Belgium.”

“The Skeleton,” said von Schatten.

“Yes,” said Revile. “It seems he won the cooperation of a museum curator. The Skeleton is on his way to Aachen, on the German border.”

Revile, despite his discomfort, smiled, imagining what the Skeleton had done to the curator. Revile took great pleasure in the thought of other people’s pain.

“And the tip?” said von Schatten.

“He did not say. But I assume its recovery is imminent.”

“It had better be,” said von Schatten.

Out of the corner of his eye, Revile saw von Schatten shift position. He did this often. On those rare occasions when he stood still, his upper body moved in an odd manner, almost as if it were flickering, like the flame of the candle in front of Revile.

“The coronation date has been fixed for the twenty-sixth of June,” said von Schatten. “By then we must have the tip.”

“Yes, Baron.”

“And by then we must also reach the vault. What progress can you report on that effort?”

“It proceeds slowly, Baron. The rock—”

“It must go faster.”

“Yes, but the diggers are working to the point of exhaustion.”

“Then work them harder,” hissed von Schatten. Revile flinched, feeling von Schatten’s breath on his neck.

The breath was cold.

“Yes, Baron,” said Revile, inching forward, toward the security of the candle flame. Von Schatten would get only so close to the flickering light.

“If necessary, you will enlist more diggers,” said von Schatten.

“We’re doing that, Baron. In fact we enlisted one last night. The one you recognized here at the palace.”

“Good,” said von Schatten. “I shall visit him soon. Meanwhile, you will push the diggers harder. We must reach the vault before the coronation.”

“Yes, Baron,” said Revile, feeling, despite his fear, a spasm of pleasure at the thought of the pain he would inflict on the diggers.

“And you will remind our friend in Belgium of the urgency of his mission. The vault is useless to us without the tip.”

“Yes, Baron. I’ll send the dispatch immediately.” Revile, eager to escape, turned toward the door to go, only to find his path blocked by von Schatten, whose dark eyeglasses reflected the flickering candle flame.

“Do not disappoint me, Simon,” said von Schatten. “You would not want to disappoint me.” Von Schatten’s right hand reached out and touched Revile’s arm, and for an instant Revile felt the awful cold filling him. …

The tip and the vault by coronation day. It was von Schatten’s voice, but it came from inside Revile’s mind.

And then the hand pulled away, and the cold was gone. Revile almost cried out in relief.

“I won’t disappoint you, Baron,” he said, stumbling toward the door.

Yanking open the door, he stepped into the hallway and quickly closed the door behind him. Gasping for breath, he half walked, half ran away from von Schatten’s room, the unwelcome voice echoing in his mind.

The tip and the vault by coronation day.


[image: image]

CHAPTER 6

MOLLY GOES LOOKING

FOR THREE DAYS, Molly waited for James to return to her home, as he’d promised. In truth, she wasn’t looking forward to it. She intended to tell him that there was nothing more to discuss. Her ailing father, Lord Aster, could not possibly help james pursue his suspicions, and she was far too busy with her duties as wife and mother.

The more she’d thought about everything he’d told her, the more she’d convinced herself that James had to be mistaken about von Schatten. Whatever James had felt in the palace—or thought he’d felt—there had to be some rational explanation for it. She suspected it was just a case of nerves—that James, feeling the pressure of his difficult palace assignment, had felt a cold draft and overreacted.

She would never voice her beliefs to James, of course. She was too fond of him to hurt his feelings. No, she would simply tell him that she could not become involved. She did not want anything to disrupt her safe and tidy life. She definitely did not want her husband to know that James had come around talking of ghosts from the past. George would be furious if he knew his wife had even agreed to see James a second time.

George would be even more furious if he knew that young Wendy was now pestering her mother with questions about James and the Starcatchers. Molly had sternly refused to answer these questions. She’d forbidden Wendy to say anything more about James’s visit, or to speak to anyone about it, especially her father. But Wendy was a stubborn child and deeply curious; Molly worried that, given the chance, she would try to learn more.

So in Molly’s mind it was settled: when James returned, she would firmly, but politely, turn him away.

When he failed to arrive the night after his initial visit, Molly sent a letter to his office by the morning post. She hoped for an answer by the evening post, but none came. There was none the next day either, nor the next.

With each passing hour, Molly’s anxiety increased. James had seemed deeply upset, and had gone to the trouble of seeking her out. He was not the kind of person to simply drop the matter. If he’d changed plans, or decided he did not need her, he would have at least written to her. Why hadn’t he? Could it possibly be that he was, after all, in real danger?

On the fourth day, she could stand it no longer. With George at work, Molly left the children with their nanny, announcing that she was meeting a friend for lunch. Instead, she went to Scotland Yard, taking the Underground from South Kensington to Westminster. This meant she rode the District Line, which was where the mysterious disappearances had been taking place. But she felt safe making the trip at midday, when the tunnels and platforms were fairly busy.

Scotland Yard proved more of a challenge than Molly expected. She was a well-spoken lady from a good family, and she could be quite forceful when she wanted to be. Even so, it took her several hours to talk her way into the office of Chief Superintendent Blake, whom James had identified as his superior.

Blake, a distinguished-looking man with thinning gray hair and piercing blue eyes, rose reluctantly from a cluttered desk. His greeting was polite enough, but his tone left no doubt that he was irritated by her intrusion.

“And how may I help you, Mrs. Darling?” he said.

“I am concerned about one of your inspectors,” she said. “James Smith.”

She saw Blake react. It was subtle—a flicker of the eyes—and he recovered quickly. But it was there; Molly was sure of it.

“And what is the nature of your concern?” said Blake.

Molly had given considerable thought to what she would say. She didn’t want to reveal that James had told her about his spying mission in the palace, and she certainly didn’t want to say anything about Ombra or the Starcatchers. So she told Blake only that James was an old friend, that he had visited her home three nights earlier to discuss “an important matter.” He had promised to return the following night, and had failed to do so. She had posted several letters, and these had gone unanswered.

Blake listened, nodding. When she finished, he said, “I appreciate your concern, Mrs. Darling. But there is no cause for worry. Inspector Smith is fine. In fact, he is on holiday.”

“But…are you sure? He said nothing to me about going on holiday. And he promised to return to my—”

“Yes, it was a bit sudden,” said Blake. “But overdue. Inspector Smith has been working very hard of late, and we…that is, I thought it would do him good to get away for a month or two.”

“A month or two? This is very odd, Chief Superintendent,” said Molly. “I’m certain he intended to visit me. For him to just leave …”

“Perhaps he changed his mind,” said Blake evenly, his eyes fixed on hers.

Molly returned his gaze, saying nothing, thinking, Something is wrong.

“Perhaps,” Blake continued, speaking slowly, “I could be more helpful to you if you were to tell me about this ‘important matter’ raised by Inspector Smith.”

Molly shook her head. “I’m afraid it’s…personal,” she said.

“I see,” said Blake. He gestured at the clutter of papers on his desk and said, “Then if you’ll excuse me …”

“Of course,” said Molly, moving to the door. “Thank you for your time.”

“Not at all,” said Blake, making no effort to sound sincere. As Molly reached the door, he said, “One last thing, Mrs. Darling.”

Molly stopped, turned. “Yes?”

“In this line of work,” said Blake, “we deal constantly with unfortunate people whose lives have been…disrupted.”

Molly frowned, wondering what Blake was getting at.

“I have found,” continued Blake, “that often people bring these disruptions upon themselves.”

“What are you suggesting?” said Molly.

“I’m suggesting,” said Blake, “that it’s best not to go looking for trouble. Because if you do, sooner or later, you will find it.”

Molly blinked. “Are you threatening me, Chief Superintendent?” she said.

Blake waved a hand dismissively. “Of course not,” he said. “I’m simply making an observation. I’m only thinking of your own well-being, Mrs. Darling. Yours, and your family’s.”

Molly met his gaze, held it for a moment. “Yes, I’m sure you are,” she said. Without another word, she left the office, feeling Blake’s eyes on her until she closed the door.

The visit had taken longer than she expected; night had fallen by the time Molly left Scotland Yard headquarters. She hurried to the Westminster tube stop, praying she would get home before George. She descended the steep stairway, paid her fare, and made her way to the District Line platform, joining the scattered dozens of passengers waiting for the next train to rumble out of the dark tunnel.

She felt uneasy—in part because of Blake’s thinly veiled threat, and his obvious lie about James. What was he hiding? Where was James?

But something else was bothering Molly: a feeling she was being watched. She glanced around the platform, seeing random groups of office workers and laborers, people on their way home at the end of a workday. Nothing out of the ordinary. And yet there was something else, something she could feel, a sense of menace in the thick air around her. Molly shivered.

Don’t be a ninny, she told herself. You’re imagining things.

Still, she felt it.

Molly glanced to her left. At the end of the platform, close to the tunnel mouth, stood a bobby wearing the traditional police uniform with its distinctive domed helmet. Molly walked toward him, stopping twenty feet away, ashamed of herself for her fearfulness, yet feeling safer nearer the bobby and farther from the other passengers. She waited there, alone, for a few minutes. Then she heard the low sound of a train coming from the blackness of the tunnel at the far end of the platform. It grew steadily louder, and the train hurtled into view, seemingly going far too fast before shuddering to a stop with an earsplitting screech of brakes. The front car was almost empty. A few feet away, the car’s gateman was sliding open its mesh gate. She started toward it.

“Madam!” shouted a deep voice behind her.

Molly turned. It was the bobby. He was coming toward her, a big man with a lush mustache.

“Hold up, please, madam!” he said, still approaching.

“But …” said Molly, gesturing toward the train. Down the platform, she saw a few people who’d gotten off and were heading for the stairs. The waiting passengers had all boarded, except for Molly.

“Get on, madam, if you’re getting on,” said the gateman.

Molly started toward the door.

“Wait!” shouted the bobby, his voice deep and com-manding. Molly hesitated.

“Suit yourself, madam,” said the gateman, as he began sliding the mesh gate closed.

The bobby had reached Molly now. He reached out and grabbed her coat sleeve with a massive hand. Molly’s eyes met his and she knew—she knew—that she could not let him hold her there. She drew back her right foot and kicked him hard on the shin. As he bent over in pain, she yanked her arm free with all her strength, ripping her sleeve but freeing herself. She ran to the car, reaching the door just as the gateman was about to latch it closed. She pounded on the gate.

“Let me in!” she said. “Please!”

The gateman looked up from the latch; he had not seen the struggle between Molly and the bobby.

“Make up your mind,” he muttered, reluctantly sliding the gate open. Molly lunged inside, gasping, her heart pounding. She looked back fearfully, but the gateman had already closed the gate; the bobby had not boarded the train. Molly looked out the window and almost screamed when she saw him on the platform only a few feet away, staring at her.

The brakes hissed. The train started moving. The bobby’s eyes stayed on Molly as the car slid past. And then he was gone from sight, and the train, gaining speed, rumbled into the dark tunnel ahead.




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/p135-001.jpg
CAPTAIN HOOK!
1 PROFOSE A PEAL. Ny NEN WiLL

REPAIR YOUR SHIP ANP PROVISION 1T

SO YOU TAN LEAVE THE ISLANP

PERMANENTLY. IN RETURN YOU WILL

TAKE FOUR SHIFWRESKED SAILORS

WITH YOU. SENP & NAN TO OUR VILLAGE

ANP WE WILL ARRANGE A PARLEY.

FIGHTING PRAWN





OEBPS/images/p3-001.jpg
th*u /1
KMWORD MERCY






OEBPS/images/p19-001.jpg
ETER \\[ d |

SWORD OF MERCY






OEBPS/images/p252-001.jpg





OEBPS/images/logo.jpg





OEBPS/images/p421-001.jpg





OEBPS/images/p12-001.jpg
(/B sy SR |
Brae

NTAVE  mstpona

THIS LABEL APPLIES TO TEXT STOCK.





OEBPS/images/p347-001.jpg





OEBPS/images/p190-001.jpg





OEBPS/images/p246-001.jpg





OEBPS/images/p20-001.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
DAVE RAFIBACIENE

BARRY “PEARSON
BT






OEBPS/images/ht.jpg
WORD ©F MERCY





OEBPS/images/break.jpg





OEBPS/template.xpgt
               



OEBPS/images/Steel_trapp_color.jpg
B HYPERION BOOKS






OEBPS/images/science_fair_color.jpg
From best-selling authors Ridley Pearson
and Dave Barry comes one hysterical
middle school adventure.

* Hilarious. . ”
—The New York Times

Available wherever books are sold

W disneybooks com

Boep HYPERION BOOKS
©Disey





OEBPS/images/p47-001.jpg





OEBPS/images/kk4_color.jpg
Walt Disney World® is Closed for the Day,
but the Adventure Has Just Begun. ...

COMING APRIL 2011!
TKINGDOM
KEIPERS 1Y

THE 4™ BOOK INTHE HESI—S[HINE
SERIES FROM RIDLEY PEARSON

Get Online and Join the Ride at:
www.thekingdomkeepers.com

Available wherever books are sold






OEBPS/images/kk_series_color.jpg
Walt Disney World® is Closed for the Day,
but the Adventure Has Just Begun. ...

THE BEST—SELLING SERIES
FROM RIDLEY PEARSON

Get Online and Join the Ride at:
www.thekingdomkeepers.com






OEBPS/images/p97-001.jpg





OEBPS/images/p56-001.jpg





OEBPS/images/peter_starcatcher_color.jpg
HOLDONTO
YOUR SHADOW. . ..

* COLLECT ALL
THE BOOKS IN

THE THRILLING
SERIES!

For more information and
to watch exciting videos, visit:
www.peterandtheswordofmercy.com

Available wherever books are sold

Boep HYPERION BOOKS
©Disey





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
2
y
\\L].H

WORD OF MERCY

s DAVE BARRY
a4 RIDLEY PEARSON

Iltustrations by GREG CALL

“Pengp » Hyperion Books
New York






