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Prologue: Prague, 1868

Bartimaeus

At dusk, the enemy lit their campfires one by one, in greater profusion than on any night before.
The lights sparkled likefiery jeweds out in the grayness of the plains, so numerousit seemed an
enchanted city had sprung up from the earth. By contrast, within our wals the houses had their
shutters closed, their lights blacked out. A strange reversa had taken place—Prague itself was dark
and dead, while the countryside around it flared with life.

Soon afterward, the wind began to drop. It had been blowing strongly from the west for hours,
carrying word of the invaders movements—the rattling of the Sege engines, the calling of the troops
and animals, the sighing of the captive spirits, the odors of the incantations. Now, with unnatural
speed, it died away and the air was steeped in silence.

| wasfloating high above the Strahov Monastery, just inside the magnificent city walls|'d built
three hundred years before. My leathery wings moved in strong, dow beats, my eyes scanned the
seven planesto the horizon.= 1t did not make for happy viewing. The mass of the British army was
cloaked behind Concealments, but its ripples of power aready lapped at the base of Castle Hill. The
auras of avast contingent of spiritswere dimly visblein the gloom; with every minute further brief
trembles on the planes signaled the arrival of new battalions. Groups of human soldiers moved
purposefully over the dark ground. In their midst ood acluster of great white tents, domed like rocs
eggs, about which Shields and other spells hung cobweb-thick.

[1] The Seven Planes: The seven accessible planes are superimposed upon each other, and each reveals
certain aspects of reality. Thefirst includes ordinary material things (trees, buildings, humans, animals, etc.), which
arevisibleto all; the other six contain spirits of various kinds going quietly about their business. Higher beings
(such as me) can useinner eyesto observe all seven planes at once, but more lowly creatures have to make do
with seeing fewer. Humans are remarkably lowly. Magicians use contact lenses to see planes two to three, but
most people only see the first plane, and this makes them ignorant about all kinds of magical activity. For example,
there's probably something invisible with lots of tentacles hovering behind your back right NOW.

[2] Doubtless, this was where the British magicians were skulking, at a safe distance from the action. My
Czech masters were just the same. In war, magicians always like to reserve the most dangerous jobs for themselves,
such as fearlessly guarding large quantities of food and drink afew miles behind the lines.



| raised my gaze to the darkened sky. It was an angry black mess of clouds, smeared with
dresks of yellow to thewest. At ahigh atitude and scarcely visblein thedying light, | spied six faint
dotscircling well out of Detonation range. They progressed steadily widdershins, mapping out the
wallsafind time, checking the strength of our defenses.

Speaking of which... | had to do the same.

At Strahov Gate, farthest flung and most vulnerable outpost of the walls, the tower had been
raised and strengthened. The ancient doors were sedled with triple hexes and awedth of trigger
mechanisms, and the lowering battlements at the crest of the tower bristled with watchful sentries.

That at least wastheidea.

To thetower | flew, hawk-headed, leather-winged, hidden behind my shroud of wisps. |
alighted barefoot, without a sound, on aprominent crest of stone. | waited for the swift, sharp
chalenge, the vigorous display of instant readiness.

Nothing happened. | dropped my Concealment and waited for some moderate, belated
evidence of dertness. | coughed loudly. Still no joy.

A glimmering Shield protected part of the battlements, and behind this crouched five sentries.s
The Shield was anarrow affair, designed for one human soldier or three djinn a most. As such, there
was agood ded of fidgeting going on.

[3] Each sentry was aminor djinni, scarcely better than a common foliot. Times were hard in Prague; the
magicians were strapped for slaves and quality control was not what it should have been. The chosen semblances
of my sentries proved as much. Instead of fearsome, warlike guises, | was presented with two shifty vampire bats, a
weasel, a pop-eyed lizard, and asmall and rather mournful frog.

"Will you stop pushing?'

"Ow! Mind those claws, you idiot!"

"Just shove over. | tell you, my backsde'sin plain view now. They might spot it."

"That could win usthe beattle onitsown."

"Keep that wing under control! Y ou nearly had my eye out.”

"Changeinto something smaller, then. | suggest anematode worm."

"If you elbow me one moretime..."

"It'snot my fault. It's that Bartimaeus who put us here. HE's such apomp—"

It wasapainful display of laxity and incompetence, in short, and | refrain from recording it in full.
The hawk-headed warrior folded itswings, stepped forward, and roused the sentries attention by
banging their heads together smartly.«

[4] Five heads knocking into one another in quick succession. It was like an unusual executive toy.



"And what kind of sentry duty do you call this?" | snapped. | wasin no mood to mess about
here; sx months of continua service had worn my essence thin. "Cowering behind a Shield, bickering
likefishwives... | ordered you to keep watch."

Amid the pathetic mumbling and shuffling and staring at feet that followed, the frog put up its
hand.

"Please, Mr. Bartimaeus, Sir," it said, "what's the good of watching? The British are
everywhere—sky and land. And we've heard they've got awhole cohort of afrits down there. Isthat
true?'

| pointed my beak at the horizon, narrow-eyed. "Maybe."

The frog gave amoan. "But we ain't got asingle one, have we? Not since Phoebus bought it.
And thereé's marids down there, too, we've heard, more than one. And the leader's got this Staff—real
powerful, it is. Tore up Paris and Cologne on the way here, they say. Is that true?’

My crest feathers ruffled gently in the breeze. "Maybe."

Thefrog gaveaydp. "Ohh, but that's just dreadful, ain't it? Weve no hope now. All afternoon
the summonings have been coming thick and fast, and that means only one thing. They'll attack
tonight. Well al be dead by morning.”

Well, he wasn't going to do our morale much good with that kind of talk.= | put ahand on his
warty shoulder. "Listen, son... what's your name?"

[5] i.e, accurate.

"Nubbin, Sr."

"Nubbin. Wédl, don't go believing everything you hear, Nubbin. The British army's strong, sure.
Infact, I'verarely seen stronger. But let'ssay it is. Let's say it's got marids, whole legions of afrits, and
horlas by the bucket-load. Let's say they're dl going to come pouring at ustonight, right here at the
Strahov Gate. Well, let them come. We've got tricks to send them packing.”

"Such aswhét, Sr?'

"Tricksthat'll blow those afrits and marids right out of the air. Trickswevedl learned in the heat
of adozen battles. Tricks that mean one sweet word: survival."

Thefrog's bulbous eyesblinked a me. "Thisismy firs bettle, Sr."

| made an impatient gesture. "Failing that, the Emperor's djinn say his magicians are working on
something or other. A last line of defense. Some hare-brained scheme, no doubt.” | patted his
shoulder inamanly way. "Fed better now, son?"

"No, gr. | fed worse."

Fair enough. | was never much cop at those pep talks. "All right,” | growled. "My adviceisto



duck fast and when possible run away. With luck, your masterswill get killed before you are.
Persondly, that'swhat 1'm banking on."

| hope this rousing speech did them some good, for it was at that moment that the attack came.
Far off, there was areverberation on dl seven planes. Weadl felt it: it was asingle note of imperious
command. | spun around to look out into the dark, and one by one, the five sentries heads popped
up above the battlements.

Out on the plains, the great army surged into action.

At their head, soaring on the updrafts of a sudden ferocious wind, camethe djinn, armored in
red and white, carrying dender pikeswith slver tips. Their wings hummed; their screams made the
tower shake. Below, on foot, aghostly multitude: the horlas with their carved bone tridents, skipping
into the huts and houses outside the wallsin search of prey.s Beside them, vague shadows flitted,
ghuls and fetches, wraiths of cold and misery, insubstantial on every plane. And then, with agrest
chattering and champing of jaws, athousand imps and foliots rose from the earth like adust sorm or
amonstrous swarm of bees. All these and many others came a-hurrying toward the Strahov Gate.

[6] They found no one, as their disappointed keening soon attested. The suburbs were deserted. Almost as
soon as the British army crossed the Channel, the Czech authorities had begun preparing for the inevitable attack
on Prague. As afirst precaution, the population of the city was removed to within the walls—which, incidentally,
were the strongest in Europe at the time, amarvel of magical engineering. Did | mention | had ahand in their
construction?

Thefrog tapped my e bow. "Good job you had aword with us, Sr," hesaid. "'I'm
overwhemingly confident now, thanksto you."

| scarcely heard him. | was staring far off beyond the terrible hogt, to alow rise near the domed
white tents. A man was standing on it, holding up astick or a staff. He was too remote for me to take
in many details, but | could sense his power dl right. Hisauralit up the hill about him. As| watched,
severd lightning bolts speared from the boiling clouds, impaling themselves upon thetip of the
outstretched gtaff. The hill, the tents, the waiting soldiers, were briefly lit, asif by day. Thelight went
out, the energy absorbed into the staff. Thunder rolled about the beleaguered city.

"So that's him, isit?' | muttered. "The famous Gladstone."

The djinn were nearing the walls now, passing over waste ground and the wrecks of newly
dismantled buildings. Asthey did so, aburied hex wastriggered; jets of blue-green fire erupted
upward, incinerating the leaders where they flew. But thefire died back, and the rest came on.

Thiswasthetrigger for the defendersto act: ahundred imps and foliots rose from thewalls,
uttering tinny cries and sending Detonations toward the flying horde. Theinvadersreplied in kind.
Infernos and Fuxes met and mingled in the haf dark; shadows looped and spun againgt the flares of
light. Beyond, Prague's fringes were aflame; thefirgt of the horlas thronged below us, trying to snap
the sturdy Binding spellsthat I'd used to secure thewdls foundations.

| unfurled my wings, ready to enter the fray; a my side, the frog swelled out itsthroat and
uttered a defiant croak. The next instant alooping bolt of energy stabbed from the magician's staff far
off on the hill, arced through the sky and smashed into the Strahov Gate tower, just below the
battlements. Our Shield was ruptured like tissue paper. Mortar and stone shattered, the roof of the



tower gave way. | was blown spinning into the air—and fell, dmost to earth, colliding heavily with a
cartload of hay baesthat had been drawn inside the gates before the siege began. Above me, the
wooden structure of the tower wason fire. | could not see any of the sentries. Imps and djinn milled
about confusedly in the sky above, exchanging bursts of magic. Bodies dropped from the sky, igniting
roofs. From nearby houses, women and children ran screaming. The Strahov Gate shook with the
scratching of the horlas tridents. It would not hold for long.

The defenders needed my help. | extricated mysdf from the hay with my usua haste.

"When you've picked the last bit of straw from your loincloth, Bartimaeus," avoice said, "you're
wanted up at the castle.”

The hawk-headed warrior glanced up. "Oh—nhullo, Queezle."

An degant she-leopard was sitting in the middle of the street, staring at me with lime-green eyes.
As| watched, she negligently rose, walked afew pacesto the sde, sat down again. A gout of burning
pitch dammed into the cobblestones where sheld been, leaving asmoldering crater. "Bit busy,” she
remarked.

"Yes. Were done for here. | jumped down from the cart.

"Lookslikethe Binding spdlsin thewals are breaking,” the leopard said, glancing at the
trembling gate. "There's shoddy workmanship for you. Wonder which djinni built that?*

"Can'tthink," | said. " So, then—our magter cals?!
The leopard nodded. "Better hurry, or helll stipple us. Let's go on foot. Sky'stoo crowded.”

"Lead on." | changed, became a panther, black as midnight. We ran up through the narrow
streets toward Hradcany Square. The roads we took were empty; we avoided the places where the
pani c-stricken people surged like livestock. More and more buildings were burning now, gables
collapaing, sdewadlsfalingin. Around the roofs smadl impswere dancing, waving embersin their
hands.

At the cadtle, imperid servants stood in the square under flickering lanterns, gathering random
pieces of furnitureinto carts, beside them ostlers were struggling to tether horsesto the struts. The sky
above the city was peppered with bursts of colored light; behind, back toward Strahov and the
monastery, came the dull thump of explosions. We dipped through the main entrance unopposed.

"The Emperor's getting out, ishe?" | panted. Frantic imps were passing us, balancing cloth
bundles on their heads.

"He's more concerned about his beloved birds," Queezle said. "Wants our afritsto airlift themto
safety.” The green eyesflicked a mein rueful amusement.

"But dl the afrits are dead.”

"Exactly. Well, dmog there."



We had arrived in the northern wing of the castle, where the magicians had their quarters. The
taint of magic hung thick about the stones. Down along flight of stairsthe leopard and panther ran,
out dong a bal cony overlooking the Stag Moat, and in through the arch that led to the Lower
Workroom. Thiswas abroad, circular room that took up amost the entire ground floor of the White
Tower. | had been summoned here often over the centuries, but now the usual magical
paraphernaia—the books, the incense pots, the candel abra—had been swept aside, to make way for
arow of ten chairsand tables. On each tablewas acrystd orb, flickering with light; on each chair, a
hunched magician peering into his or her respective orb. There was absolute sillence in the room.

Our master was standing at awindow, staring through a telescope into the dark sky.» He
noticed us, made a gesture for silence, then beckoned usinto aside room. Hisgray hair had turned
white with the strain of the last few weeks; his hooked nose hung thin and pinched, and hiseyeswere
asred asanimp's.s He scratched at the back of hisneck. "Y ou don't need to tell me,” he said. "I
know. How long have we got?"

[7] The telescope contained an imp whose gaze allowed humans to see by night. These are useful devices,
although capricious imps sometimes distort the view, or add perverse elements of their own: streams of golden
dust, strange dreamlike visions, or ghostly figures from the user's past.

[8] Comparing mastersis rather like comparing facial spots. some are worse than others, but even the best
don't exactly tickle your fancy. This one was the twelfth Czech magician I'd served. He wasn't overly crud, but he
was a bit sour, asif lemon juiceran in his veins. He was also thin-lipped and pedantic, obsessed with his duty to
the Empire.

The panther flicked itstail. "1'd give us an hour, no more."

Queezle looked back toward the main room, where the silent magicianstoiled. "Y ou're bringing
out thegolems, | see" shesaid.

The magician nodded curtly. "They will cause great damageto the enemy."
"It won't be enough,” | said. "Even with ten. Have you seen the size of the army out there?”"

"Asever, Bartimaeus, your opinionisill consdered and unlooked for. Thisisadiverson only.
We plan to get His Highness away down the eastern steps. A boat iswaiting at theriver. The golems
will ring the castle and cover our retreat.”

Queezlewas il staring at the magicians, they stooped low over their crystas, mouthing
continuous silent ingtructionsto their crestures. Faint moving imagesin the crystal's showed each one
what hisor her golem saw. "The British won't bother with the mongters,” Queezle said. "They'll find
these operators and kill them."”

My master bared histeeth. "By then the Emperor will be gone. And that, incidentally, ismy new
charge for both of you—to guard His Highness during his escape. Understood?"

| held up apaw. The magician gave a heartfelt Sgh. "Y es, Bartimaeus?"
"Wdll, gr," | said, "if | might make a suggestion. Prague's surrounded. If we try to escape the city

with the Emperor, wéell al die horribly. So why don't we just forget the old fool and dip awvay
instead? There's alittle beer cellar on Karlova Street with adried-up well. Not deep. The entranceis



abit smdl, but—"
Hefrowned. "Y ou expect meto hidein there?'

"Well, it would betight, but | reckon we could squeeze you in. Y our pot belly might give us
trouble, but it's nothing agood shove wouldn't fix—Ow!" My fur crackled; | broke off sharpish. As
aways, the Red-hot Stipples made me lose my train of thought.

"Unlikeyou," the magician snarled, "I know the meaning of loyaty! | do not need to be
compelled to act honorably toward my master. | repeat: you are both to guard hislife with your own.
Do you understand?’

We nodded reluctantly; aswe did 0, the floor shook with a nearby explosion.

"Thenfollow meg" hesaid. "Wedon't have much time."

Back up the stairs we went, and through the echoing corridors of the castle. Bright flashes
illuminated the windows, fearsome cries echoed al around. My master ran on hisspindly legs,
wheezing with each step; Queezle and | loped alongside. At last we came out onto the terrace where
for yearsthe Emperor had maintained hisaviary. It was alarge affair, delicately constructed from
ornate bronze, with domes and minarets and feeding ledges, and doors for the Emperor to stroll
between. Theinterior wasfilled with trees and potted shrubs, and aremarkable variety of parrots,
whose ancestors had been brought to Prague from distant lands. The Emperor was besotted with
these birds; in recent times, as London's power grew and the Empire dipped from his hands, he had
taken to gtting for long periods within the aviary, communing with hisfriends. Now, with the night sky
rent by magica confrontation, the birds were in panic, swirling around the cage in aflurry of feathers,
squawking fit to burst. The Emperor, asmall plump gentleman in satin breeches and a crumpled white
chemise, waslittle better off, remondtrating with his bird handlers and ignoring the advisorswho
massed about him.

The Chief Minigter, Meyrink, pae, sad-eyed, was plucking at hisdeeve. "Y our Highness,
please. The British are pouring up Castle Hill. We must get you to safety—"

"l cannot leave my aviary! Where are my magicians? Summon them herel”
"Sir, they are engaged in battle—"

"My afrits, then? My faithful Phoebus..."

"Sir, as| have dready informed you severd times—"

My master shouldered hisway through. "Sir: | present Queezle and Bartimaeus, who will assist
usin our departure, then save your wondrous birds aswell."

"Two cats, man? Two cats?" The Emperor's mouth went al white and pursed.s

[9] It wasrather catlike in itsalf, if you get my meaning.



Queezleand | rolled our eyes. She became agirl of unusua beauty; | took Ptolemy'sform.
"Now, Y our Highness," my master said, "the eastern steps..."

Great concussonsin the city; haf the suburbs were now dight. A small imp came bowling over
the parapet at the end of theterrace, itstail aflame. It skidded to ahat beside us. "Permisson to
report, Sir. A number of savage afrits are fighting their way up to the castle. The chargeisled by
Honorius and Patterknife, Gladstone's persona servants. They are very terrible, Sir. Our troops have
broken before them."” It paused, looked at its smoldering tail. "Permission to find water, Sr?"

"And the golems?' Meyrink demanded.

Theimp shuddered. "Y essr. They have just engaged with the enemy. | kept well avay from the
cloud, of course, but | believe the British afrits have falen back alittle, in disarray. Now, about the
water—"

The Emperor gave awarbling cry. "Good, good! Victory isours!
"The advantage isonly temporary,” Meyrink said. "Come Sir, we must go."

Despite his protests, the Emperor was bundled away from the cage, toward awicket gate.
Meyrink and my master were at the head of the group, the Emperor behind, his short frame hidden
among the courtiers. Queezle and | brought up the rear.

A flash of light. Over the parapet behind us two black figures came leaping. Tattered cloaks
whipped about them, yellow eyes burned in the depths of their cowls. They moved acrossthe terrace
in greet drifting bounds, touching ground only rarely. In the aviary, the birds fell into sudden slence.

| looked at Queezle. "Y oursor mine?'

The beautiful girl smiled at me, showing her sharp teeth. "Mine." Shefdl back to meet the
advancing ghuls. | ran on after the Emperor's entourage.

Beyond the gate, anarrow path followed the moat north, under the castle wall. Down below, the
Old Town wason fire; | could see the British troops running through the streets, and Prague's people
fleeing, fighting, faling before them. It al seemed far away; the only sound that cameto uswasa
distant sighing. Flocks of imps drifted here and there like birds.

The Emperor ceased hisloud complaints. The group hurried in silence through the night. So far,
s0 good. We were at the Black Tower now, at the top of the eastern steps, and the way ahead was
Clear.

A flutter of wings, Queezle landed beside me, ashen-faced. She was wounded in the side.
"Trouble?' | sad.

"Not the ghuls. An &frit. But agolem came, destroyed it. I'm fine."
Onward down the gairsin the sde of the hill. Light from the burning castle was reflected in the

waters of the VlItavabeow, giving it amelancholy beauty. We met no one, no one pursued us, and
soon the worgt of the conflict waseft behind.



Astheriver neared, Queezle and | gave each other hopeful looks. The city waslost, aswasthe
Empire, but escape here would alow us some smdll restoration of personal pride. Although we
loathed our servitude, we also thoroughly didiked being beaten. It looked asif we were going to get

avay.
The ambush came when we were nearly at the bottom of the hill.

With ascuttle and arush, six djinn and a band of imps hopped out onto the steps below. The
Emperor and his courtiers cried out and fell back in disarray. Queezle and | tensed, ready to spring.

A light cough behind us. As one, we turned.

A dim young man stood five steps above. He had tight blond curls, big blue eyes, and wore
sandas and atogain the late Roman style. He had arather sappy, coy expression on hisface, asif he
couldn't hurt afly. However, as an extradetail that | couldn't help but notice, he dso carried a
mongtrous scythe with aslver blade.

| checked him out on the other planes, in the faint hope that he might actualy be an eccentric
human on hisway to afancy-dress party. No such luck. It was an afrit of some potency. | swallowed.
Thiswasn't good at al.u

[10] The measliest afrit isworth avoiding, and this one was formidable indeed. On the higher planes, his
forms were vast and terrifying, so presumably appearing in such aweedy first-plane guise appealed to his twisted
sense of humor. | can't say | was laughing, though.

"Mr. Gladstone's compliments to the Emperor,” the young man said. "He requests the pleasure
of hiscompany. Therest of you rabble can make yoursaves scarce.”

That sounded reasonable. | looked at my master beseechingly, but he furioudy motioned me
forward. | sghed, took areluctant step toward the afrit.

The young man tsked loudly. "Oh, hop it, smdl-timer. Y ou haven't achance.”

Hisderison stoked my fury. | pulled mysdf up. "Beware," | said coldly. "Y ou underestimate me
at your peril "

The afrit batted his eyelashes with an ostentatious lack of concern. "'Indeed? Have you aname?"

"A name?' | cried. "'l have many names! | am Bartimaeus! | am Sakhr d-Jinni! | am N'gorso the
Mighty and the Serpent of Silver Plumes!”

| paused dramatically. The young man looked blank. "Nope. Never heard of you. Now if youll
jus—"

"1 have spoken with Solomon—"
"Oh, pleasg!” The afrit made adismissive gesture. "Havent we dl? Let'sfaceit, he got around.”

"I have rebuilt thewalls of Uruk, Karnak, and Prague—"



The young man smirked. "Prague? What, these ones here? The onesit took Gladstone five
minutes to break down? Sure you didn't work on Jericho, too?"

"Yes, hedid,” Queezle put in. "One of hisfirst jobs. He keeps quiet about it, but—"

"Look, Queezle—"

The afrit fingered his scythe. "Last chance, djinni,” he said. "Vamoose. Y ou can't win thisone.”

| shrugged in aresigned sort of way. "Well see.”

And 0, sad to say, we did. Very quickly, too. My first four Detonations were deflected by the
twirling scythe. Thefifth, which I'd made ared humdinger, rebounded directly a me, sending me
crashing off the path and down the hill in ashower of essence. | tried to rise, but fell back in pain. My

wound was too grest; | could not recover intime,

Up on the path, the imps were pouring onto the courtiers. | saw Queezle and aburly djinni spin
past, hands at each other's throats.

With insulting nonchalance, the afrit ambled down the dope toward me. He winked and raised
theslver scythe.

And at that moment, my master acted.

He'd not been a particularly good one, al told—he'd been too fond of the Stipplesfor
sarters—but from my point of view hislast deed was the best thing he ever did.

Theimpsweredl around him, vaulting over his head, ducking between hislegs, reaching for the
Emperor. He gave acry of fury and from apocket in hisjacket produced a Detonation stick, one of
the new ones made by the achemists of Golden Lane in response to the British threat. They were
shoddy, mass-produced rubbish, inclined to explode too fast, or often not at al. Either way, it was
best, when using them, to throw them speedily in the generd direction of the enemy. But my master
was atypicd magician. He wasn't used to personal combat. He gabbled the Word of Command all
right, but then proceeded to hesitate, holding the stick above hishead and feinting at the imps, asif
undecided which one to choose.

He heditated afraction too long.

The explosion tore haf the sairs away. Imps, Emperor, and courtiers were blown into the air
like dandelion seeds. My master himsdlf vanished utterly, asif he had never been.

And with his death, the bonds that tethered me withered into nothing.

The afrit brought the scythe blade down, exactly where my head had lain. It drove usdesdy into
the ground.

Thus, after several hundred years and a dozen masters, my tiesto Prague were broken. But as



my grateful essencefled indl directions, and | looked down upon the burning city and the marching
troops, on the wailing children and the whooping imps, on the death throes of one empire and the
bloody baptism of the next, | must say | didn't fed particularly triumphant. | had afeding it wasall
going to get awholelot worse.

Part One

1
Nathaniel

London: agreat and prosperous capital, two thousand years old, which in the hands of the
magicians aspired to be the center of theworld. In size at least it had succeeded. It had grown vast
and ungainly on therich feasts of empire.

The city sprawled for several miles on ether Sde of the Thames, a smoke-bound crust of
housing, dotted with palaces, towers, churches, and bazaars. At dl timesand in al places, it
thrummed with activity. The streets were clogged and crowded with tourists, workers, and other
human traffic, whilethe air buzzed invigbly with the passage of imps busy about their masters errands.

On the crowded quays extending into the gray waters of the Thames, battalions of soldiersand
bureaucrats waited to set sail on journeys across the globe. In the shadows of their ironclad sailing
ships, colorful merchant vessals of every size and shape negotiated the cluttered river. Bustling
carracks from Europe; sharp-sailed Arab dhows, laden with spices; snub-nosed junks from Ching;
elegant, dim-masted clippers from America—all were surrounded and impeded by thetiny riverboats
of the Thames watermen, who competed loudly for the custom of guiding them into dock.

Two hearts powered the metropolis. To the east was the City district, where traders from distant
lands gathered to exchange their wares, to the west, hugging asharp bend in theriver, lay the politica
mile of Westmingter, where the magicians worked ceasdesdy to extend and protect their territories
abroad.

The boy had been in centra London on business;, now he was returning to Westminster on foot.
Hewalked a an easy pace, for though it was till early morning, it was already warm, and he could
fed the sweat beading beneath hiscollar. A dight breeze caught the edges of hislong black coat and
whipped it up behind him as he went. He was aware of the effect, which pleased him. Darkly
Impressive, it was, he could sense heads turning as he passed. On really windy days, with his coat
flapping out horizontaly, he had the feding he didn't look quite so stylish.

He cut across Regent Street and down between the whitewashed Regency buildingsto
Haymarket, where the street sweepers were busy with broom and brush outside the theater fronts
and young fruit sellers were dready beginning to parade their wares. One woman supported atray
piled high with fine, ripe, colonia oranges, which had been scarce in London since the southern
European wars began. The boy approached; as he passed, he flipped a coin dexteroudy into the
gmall pewter bowl hanging from her neck and, with an extension of the same movement, plucked an



orange from the top of the tray. Ignoring her thanks, he went hisway. He did not break stride. His
codt trailed impressively behind him.

At Trafdgar Square, aseries of tal poles, each striped with adozen spiraling colors, had
recently been erected; gangs of workmen were at that moment winching ropesinto place between
them. Each rope was heavily laden with jaunty red, white, and blue flags. The boy stopped to ped his
orange and consider the work.

A laborer passed, sweating under the weight of amass of bunting.
Theboy hailed him."Y ou, fellow. What'sdl thisinaid of ?"

The man glanced sideways, noticed the boy'slong black coat, and immediately attempted a
clumsy salute. Half the bunting dipped out of his hands onto the pavement. "It's for tomorrow, sr," he
sad. "Founder's Day. Nationd holiday, sir.”

"Ahyes. Of course. Gladstone's birthday. | forgot.” The boy tossed a coil of ped into the gutter
and departed, leaving the workman grappling with the bunting and swearing under his breath.

And so down to Whitehall, aregion of massive gray-clad buildings, heavy with the odor of
long-established power. Here, the architecture a one was enough to browbest any casua observer
into submission: great marble pillars; vast bronze doors, hundreds upon hundreds of windowswith
lights burning a every hour; granite statues of Gladstone and other notables, their grim, lined faces
promising therigors of justice for al enemies of State. But the boy tripped with light steps past it dll,
pedling his orange with the unconcern of one born to it. He nodded to a policeman, flashed his passto
aguard, and stepped through a sde gate into the courtyard of the Department of Internd Affairs,
under the shade of a spreading walnut tree. Only now did he pause, gulp down the remainder of his
orange, wipe his hands on his handkerchief, and adjust his collar, cuffs, and tie. He smoothed back his
hair afina time. Good. He was ready now. It wastimeto go to work.

More than two years had passed since the time of Lovelace's rebellion, and the sudden
emergence of Nathanid into the elite. By now, he was fourteen years old, taller by a head than when
he had returned the Amulet of Samarkand to the protective custody of agrateful government; bulkier,
too, but till lean-framed, with hisdark hair hanging long and shaggy around his face after the fashion
of the day. Hisface wasthin and pale with long hours of study, but his eyes burned hot and bright; all
his movements were characterized by abarely suppressed energy.

Being akeen observer, Nathaniel had soon perceived that among working magicians,
gppearance was an important factor in maintaining status. Shabby attire was frowned upon; indeed it
was asure-fire mark of mediocre talent. He did not intend to give thisimpression. With the stipend
that he received from his department, he had bought atight-fitting black drainpipe suit and along
[talian coat, both of which he considered dangeroudy fashionable. He wore dim, dightly pointed
shoes and asuccession of garish handkerchiefs, which provided an explosion of color acrosshis
breast. With this outfit carefully in place, he would walk around the Whitehd | cloisterswith alanky,
purposeful stride, reminiscent of some wading bird, clutching sheaves of paper in hisarms.

His birth name he kept well hidden. To his colleagues and associates, he was known by his adult



name, John Mandrake.

Two other magicians had borne this name, neither of great renown. Thefirgt, an alchemist inthe
days of Queen Elizabeth, had turned lead to gold in a celebrated experiment before the court. 1t was
afterward discovered that he had managed this by coating gold pdletswith thin films of lead, which
vanished when gently heated. His ingenuity was applauded, but he was beheaded nonetheless. The
second John Mandrake was afurniture-maker's son who had spent hislife researching the many
variants of demonic mite. He had amassed alist of 1,703 increasingly irrelevant subtypes before one
of them, a Lesser Frilled Green Hornetwing, stung him in an unguarded area; he swelled to the size of
achaselounge and so died.

Theinglorious careers of his predecessors did not concern Nathanid. In fact, they gave him
quiet satisfaction. He intended to make the name famous for himself aone.

Nathaniel's master was Ms. Jessica Whitwell, amagician of indeterminate age, with cropped
white hair and aframe that was dender, tending to the skeletal. She was reckoned one of the four
most potent magiciansin the government, and her influence was long. She recognized her apprentice's
talent and set about developing it fully.

Living in aspacious gpartment in his master's riverside townbouse, Nathaniel led an ordered,
well-directed existence. The house was modern and sparsely furnished, its carpets lynx-gray and the
walls stark white. The furniture was made of glass and slvered metdl, and of paewood felled in
Nordic forests. The whole place had acool, businesdike, amost antiseptic fed, which Nathaniel
cameto admire strongly: it Sgnaled contral, clarity, and efficiency, al hdlmarks of the contemporary

megidan.

Ms. Whitwell's style even extended to her library. In most magica households, librarieswere
dark, brooding places—their books bound in exotic animal skins, with embroidered pentacles or
curse runes on the spines. But thislook, Nathaniel now learned, was very last century. Ms. Whitwell
had requested Jarodav's, the printers and bookbinders, to provide uniform bindings of white leather
for dl her tomes, which were then indexed and stlamped with identifying numbersin black ink.

In the center of thiswhite-walled room of neat white books was arectangular glasstable, and
here Nathaniel would sit two days every week, working on the higher mysteries.

In the early months of histenure with Ms. Whitwell, he had embarked on a period of intensive
study and, to her surprise and gpproval, mastered successive grades of summoning in record time. He
had progressed from the lowest level of demon (mites, moulers, and goblin-imps), to medium (the full
range of foliots), to advanced (djinn of various castes) in amatter of days.

After watching him dismissabrawny djinni with an improvisation that administered adgp oniits
blue rump, his master expressed her admiration. "Y ou're anatural, John,"” shesaid. "A naturd. You
displayed bravery and good memory at Heddleham Hall in dismissing the demon there, but | little
realized how adept you'd be at generd summonings. Work hard and you'l go far."

Nathaniel thanked her demurdly. He did not tell her that most of thiswas nothing new to him,
that he had already raised a middle-ranking djinni by the age of twelve. He kept his association with



Bartimaeus strictly to himsdf.

Ms. Whitwell had rewarded his precocity with new secrets and tuition, which was exactly what
Nathaniel had long desired. Under her guidance, he learned the arts of congtraining demonsto
multiple or semipermanent tasks, without recourse to cumbersome tools such as Adelbrand's
Pentacle. He discovered how to protect himsalf from enemy spies by weaving sensor webs around
himsdlf; how to dispel surprise attacks by invoking rapid Fluxes that engulfed the aggressve magic
and carried it away. In avery short space of time, Nathaniel had absorbed as much new knowledge
as many of hisfellow magicianswho werefive or Sx years older. He was now ready for hisfirst job.

It was the custom for dl promising magiciansto be given work in lowly departmenta positions
asaway of ingtructing them in the practical use of power. The age at which this occurred depended
on the talent of the apprentice and the influence of the master In Nathanidl's case, there was another
factor, too, for it was well known about the coffee bars of Whitehal that the Prime Minister himsalf
was following his career with akeen and benevolent eye. This ensured that, from the outset, he was
the object of much attention.

His master had warned him of this. "Keep your secretsto yourself,” she said, "especialy your
birth name, if you know it. Keep your mouth shut like aclam. They'll pry it al out of you otherwise.”

"Who will?* he asked her.
"Enemiesyou haven't yet made. They liketo plan ahead.”

A magician's birth name was certainly a source of great weskness if uncovered by another, and
Nathaniel guarded hiswith great care. At first, however, he was considered something of a soft touch.
Pretty female magicians gpproached him a parties, lulling him with compliments before inquiring
closdly into his background. Nathaniel fended off these crude enticementsfairly easily, but more
dangerous methods followed. Animp once visted him while he dept, cooing gentle wordsinto his ear
and asking for his name. Perhaps only the loud tolling of Big Ben acrosstheriver prevented an
unguarded revelation. Asthe hour struck, Nathaniel stirred, woke, and observed the imp squatting on
the bedpost; in an ingtant, he summoned atame foliot, which seized the imp and compresseditto a
sone.

Inits new condition, theimp was sadly unable to reved anything about the magician who had
sent it onits errand. After this episode, Nathaniel employed the foliot to guard his bedroom
conscientioudy throughout each night.

It soon became clear that John Mandrake'sidentity was not going to be compromised easly,

and no further attempts occurred. Soon afterward, when he was still scarcely fourteen, the expected
gppointment was made and the young magician joined the Department of Internal Affairs.

2

Nathanie€l



In his office, Nathaniel was welcomed by a glare from the secretary and ateetering pile of new
papersin hisin-box.

The secretary, atrim, well-kempt young man with oiled ginger hair, paused in the act of leaving
theroom. "Y ou're late, Mandrake," he said, pushing his glasses higher with a swift, nervous gesture.
"What's the excuse thistime? Y ou've got responsihilities, too, you know, just the same as us
full-timers." He hovered by the door and frowned fiercely down hislittle nose.

The magician threw himsdf back into his chair. He was tempted to put hisfeet up on the desk,
but rejected this as being too showy. He restricted himsdlf to alazy smile. "I've been at an incident
scenewith Mr. Talow," he said. "Been working there since six. Ask him if you like, when he getsin;
he might tell you afew details—if they're not too secret, that is. What have you been up to, Jenkins?
Photocopying hard, | hope.”

The secretary made a sharp noise between his teeth and pushed his glasses higher up hisnose.
"Keepit up, Mandrake," he said. "Just keep it up. Y ou may be the Prime Minister's blue-eyed boy
now, but how long's that going to last if you don't deliver? Another incident? The second this week?
Y ou'll soon be back scrubbing teacups again, and then—well see” With something between ascuttle
and aflounce, he departed.

The boy made aface at the closing door and for afew seconds sat staring at nothing. He rubbed
his eyeswearily and glanced at hiswatch. Only nine forty-five. Already it had been along day.

A teetering pile of papers on his desk awaited his attention. He took a deep breath, adjusted his
cuffsand reached out for the topmost file.

For reasons of hisown, Nathanidl had long been interested in Interna Affairs, a subdepartment
of the sprawling Security apparatus headed by Jessica Whitwell. Internal Affairs conducted
investigationsinto various kinds of crimind activity, notably foreign insurgency and domestic terrorism
directed againgt the State. When hefirgt joined the department, Nathaniel had merely undertaken
humble activities such asfiling, photocopying, and tea-making. But he did not carry out these tasksfor

long.

Hisrapid promotion was not (as his enemies whispered) smply the product of raw nepotism. It
wastrue that he benefited from the goodwill of the Prime Minister and from the long reach of his
mester, Ms. Whitwell, whom none of the magiciansin Internal Affairswanted to displease. Y et this
would have availed him nothing if he had been incompetent or merely averagein his craft. But
Nathaniel was gifted, and more than that, he worked hard. His € evation was swift. Within months he
had maneuvered hisway through a succession of humdrum clericd jobs, until—not yet fifteen—he
had become assstant to the Internal Affairs Minister himself, Mr. Julius Tallow.

A short, burly man of bullish build and temperament, Mr. Talow was abrupt and abrasive a the
best of times, and inclined to sudden outbursts of incandescent rage, which sent his minions scurrying
for cover. Aside from histemper, he was additionaly distinguished by an unusud yelowish
complexion, bright as daffodils at noonday. It was not known among his staff what had caused this
affliction; some clamed it was hereditary, that he was the offspring of aunion between magician and
succubus. Othersregected this on biologica grounds, and suspected he was the victim of malignant



magic. Nathanid subscribed to the latter view. Whatever the cause, Mr. Talow concealed his
problem as best he could. His collars were high, hishair hung long. He wore a broad-brimmed hat at
all times and kept akeen ear open for levity on the subject among his staff.

Eighteen people worked in the office with Nathaniel and Mr. Tdlow; they ranged from two
commoners, who performed adminitrative duties that did not impinge on magical matters, to Mr.
Ffoukes, amagician of thefourth level. Nathaniel adopted a policy of bland politenessto everyone,
with the single exception of Clive Jenkins, the secretary. Jenkins's resentment of hisyouth and
standing had been clear from the outset; in turn, Nathanid treated him with a cheery impudence. It
was perfectly safe to do so. Jenkins had neither connections nor ability.

Mr. Tallow had soon realized the extent of his assstant's talents, and directed him to an
important and taxing task: the pursuit of the shadowy group known as the Resistance.

The motives of these zeal ots were transparent, if bizarre. They were opposed to the benevolent
leadership of the magicians and eager to return to the anarchy of Commoners Rule. Over the years,
their activities had become increasingly annoying. They stole magicd artifacts of dl descriptionsfrom
cardess or unlucky magicians, and later used them in random assaults on government personsand
property. Severa buildings had been badly affected, and anumber of peoplekilled. In the most
audacious attack of al, the Res stance had even attempted to nate the Prime Minigter. The
government's response was draconian: many commoners had been arrested on suspicion, afew were
executed and others deported by prison hulk to the colonies. Y et despite these sensible acts of
deterrence, the incidents continued, and Mr. Talow was beginning to fedl the displeasure of his
superiors.

Nathanid accepted his challenge with great eagerness. Y ears before, he had crossed paths with
the Resistance in away that made him fed he understood something of its nature. One dark night, he
had encountered three child commoners operating a black market of magical objects. It wasan
experience Nathaniel had not enjoyed. The three had promptly stolen his own precious scrying glass,
then very nearly killed him. Now he was keen for ameasure of revenge.

But the task had not proved easy.

He knew nothing of the three commoners beyond their names. Fred, Stanley, and Kitty. Fred
and Stanley were paperboys, and Nathanidl's first act had been to send minute search orbsto trail al
newspaper salersin the city. But this surveillance had thrown up no new leads: evidently, the duo had
changed their occupation.

Next, Nathaniel had encouraged his chief to send afew handpicked adult agents out to work
undercover in London. Over severd months, they immersed themsdlvesin the capital's underworld.
Once they had been accepted by the other commoners, they were instructed to offer "stolen artifacts'
to anyone who seemed interested in them. Nathaniel hoped this ploy might encourage agents of the
Resistance to bresk cover.

It was aforlorn hope. Most of the stool pigeonsfailed to rouse any interest in their magical
trinkets, and the only man who was successful vanished without making hisreport. To Nathanidl's
frudtration, hisbody waslater found floating in the Thames.



Nathaniel's most recent strategy, for which heinitialy had high hopes, was to command two
foliots to adopt the semblance of orphan waifs and to send them out to roam the city by day.
Nathaniel strongly suspected that the Resistance was largely composed of child street gangs, and he
reasoned that, sooner or later, they might try to recruit the newcomers. But so far, the bait had not
been taken.

The office that morning was hot and drowsy. Hies buzzed against the windowpanes. Nathaniel
went so far asto remove his coat and roll up his extensive deeves. Suppressing hisyawns, he plowed
through amass of paperwork, most of which was concerned with the latest Resistance outrage: an
attack on ashop in aWhitehall backstreet. At dawn that day, an explosive device, probably asmall
sphere, had been tossed through a skylight, grievoudly wounding the manager. The shop supplied
tobacco and incense to magicians, presumably thiswaswhy it had been targeted.

There were no witnesses, and surveillance spheres had not been in the area. Nathaniel cursed
under hisbreath. It was hopeless. He had no leads at all. He tossed the papers aside and picked up
another report. Rude dogans at the expense of the Prime Minister had again been daubed on londly
walls throughout the city. He sSighed and signed a paper ordering an immediate cleanup operation,
knowing full wel the graffiti would regppear asfast as the whitewash men could work.

Lunchtime came at last, and Nathaniel attended a party in the garden of the Byzantine embassy,
held to mark the forthcoming Founder's Day. He drifted among the guedts, feding listless and out of
sorts. The problem of the Resistance was preying on hismind.

Asheladled strong fruit punch from asilver tureen in acorner of the garden, he noticed ayoung
woman standing close by. After eyeing her warily for amoment, Nathaniel made what he hoped was
an degant gesture. "I understand you had some success recently, Ms. Farrar. Please accept my
congratulations.”

Jane Farrar murmured her thanks. "It was only a small nest of Czech spies. We bdieve they had
comein by fishing boat from the Low Countries. They were clumsy amateurs, easily spotted. Some
loyd commonersraised thedarm.”

Nathaniel smiled. "Y ou arefar too modest. | heard that the spiesled the police on amerry dance
around hdf of England, killing severa magiciansin the process.”

"Therewere afew smdl incidents."

"It isanotable victory, even s0." Nathaniel took asmall sip of punch, pleased with the
backhanded nature of his compliment. Jane Farrar's master was the police chief Mr. Henry Duvall, a
great rival of JesscaWhitwell. At functions such asthis, Ms. Farrar and Nathaniel often exchanged
feline conversation, al purred compliments and carefully sheathed claws, testing each other's mettle.

"But what of you, John Mandrake?' Jane Farrar said, swestly. "Isit true that you've been
assigned respongbility for uncovering thisirritating Resstance? That isno smdl metter either!”

"1 am only amassing information; we have anetwork of informersto keep busy. It is nothing too
exating.”



Jane Farrar reached for the silver ladle and gtirred the punch gently. " Perhaps not, but unheard
of for someone asinexperienced as you. Well done. Would you care for another tot?"

"Thank you, no." With annoyance, Nathaniedl felt the color rush to his cheeks. It wastrue, of
course: he was young, he was inexperienced; everyone was watching to see whether hefailed. He
fought back a strong desire to scowl. "I believe we will see the Resistance broken within six months,”
hesad thickly.

Jane Farrar poured punch into aglass and raised her eyebrows at him with an expression that
might have been amusement. "Y ou impressme,” she said. "Three years they've been hunted, without
anything like a breakthrough. And you will break them within sx months! But you know, | believe you
can doit, John. You are quite alittle man aready."

Another flush! Nathaniel tried to master his emotions. Jane Farrar was three or four years older
than hewas, and just astdl, perhapstaler, with long, straight, light brown hair hanging to her
shoulders. Her eyes were adisconcerting green, aive with wry intelligence. He could not help fedling
gawky and indlegant beside her, despite the splendors of hisruffed red handkerchief. He found
himsdlf trying to judtify his statement, where he should have kept silent.

"We know the group consists mainly of youths," he said. "That fact has been repeatedly
observed by victims, and the one or two individual s we have managed to kill have never been older
than us." (He placed alight stress on thislast word.) " So the solution is clear. We send agents out to
join the organi zation. Once they have won the traitors trust, and gained accessto their leader... well,
the matter will be over swiftly."

Againtheamused smile. "Areyou sure it will be so smple?’

Nathanidl shrugged. "' nearly gained access to the leader myself, years ago. It can be done.”

"Really?" Her eyeswidened, showing genuineinterest. "Tell me more." But Nathanid had
regained control of himself. Safe, secret, secure. Thefewer tidbits of information he divulged the
better. He cast his eyes acrossthe lawns.

"l see Ms. Whitwell has arrived unattended,” he said. "As her loyd apprentice | should make
myself useful. If you would excuse me, Ms. Farrar?”

Nathanie |eft the party early and returned to his office in arage. He promptly retired to a private
summoning chamber and blurted out the incantation. The two foliots, ill in orphan guise, appeared.
They looked disconsolate and shifty.

"Well?' he snapped.

"It'sno good, master,” the blond orphan said. "The street kidsjust ignore us.”

"If werrelucky," the touded orphan agreed. "Those that don't tend to throw things at us."

"What?" Nathanid was outraged.

"Oh, cans, bottles, smdl rocks and things.”



"l don't mean that! | mean what's happened to aspot of common humanity? Those children
should be deported in chains! What's the matter with them?'Y ou're both sweet, you're both thin,
you're both faintly pathetic—surely they'd take you under their wings.”

Thetwo orphans shook their pretty little heads. "Nope. They treat uswith revulsion. It'samost
asif they can seeusasweredly are”

"Impossible. They don't have lenses, do they?'Y ou must be doing it wrong. Are you sure you're
not giving the game awvay somehow? Y ou're not floating or growing horns or doing something el'se
stupid when you see them, are you?"

"No, gr, honest we're not.”
"No, gr. Although Clovis did once forget to remove histail."
"You snesk! Sr—that'salie”

Nathaniel clapped ahand to hishead. "I don't care! | don't care. But it'll be the Stipplesfor you
both if you don't succeed soon. Try different ages, try going about separately, try giving yoursalf small
disabilitiesto raise their sympathy—but no infectious diseases, as| told you before. For now, you're
dismissed. Get out of my sght.”

Back at hisdesk, Nathaniel grimly took stock. It was clear the foliots were unlikely to succeed.
They were alowly demonic rank... perhaps that was the problem—they weren't clever enough to
fully impersonate ahuman's character. Certainly the notion that the children could see through their
semblance was absurd; he dismissed it out of hand.

But if they failed, what next? Each week, new Resistance crimestook place. Magicians houses
were burgled, cars robbed, shops and offices attacked. The pattern was obvious enough:
opportunistic crimes, carried out by smdll, fast-moving units who somehow managed to stay clear of
patrolling vigilance spheres and other demons. All very well. But still no breskthrough came,

Nathanid knew that Mr. Talow's patience was running out. Little teesng comments, such as
those from Clive Jenkins and Jane Farrar, suggested that other people knew this, too. He tapped his
pencil on his notepad, his thoughts drifting to the three members of the Res stance he had seen. Fred
and Stanley... the memory of them made him grind his teeth and tap the pencil ever harder. He would
catch them one day, seeif he didn't. And there wasthe girl, too. Kitty. Dark-haired, fierce, aface
glimpsed in the shadows. The leader of the trio. Were they in London till? Or had they fled
somewherefar off, to lurk beyond the reaches of the law? All he needed was a clue, asingle meady
clue. Then held pounce on them, faster than thought.

But he had nothing whatsoever to go on.
"Who are you?" he said to himsdlf. "Where are you hiding?’

His pencil brokein hishand.



3
Kitty

It was anight ripe for enchantment. A huge full moon, resplendent with the tinctures of apricots
and wheat, and surrounded by apulsing hao, held sovereignty over the desert sky. A few wispy
cloudsfled before its mgestic face, leaving the heavens naked, glistening blue-black, like the belly of
some cosmic whae. In the distance, the moonlight Iapped the dunes; down in the secret valey, the
golden haze penetrated the contours of the cliffsto bathe the sandstone floor.

But the wadi was deep and narrow, and to one side an outcrop of rock sheathed an areaiin inky
darkness. In this sheltered place asmdll fire had been lit. The flames were red and meager; they cast
littlelight. A starveling trail of smoke rose up from thefire and drifted away into the cold night air.

At the edge of the well of moonlight, afigure sat cross-legged before thefire. A man, muscular
and bald, with glistening, oiled skin. A heavy gold ring hung from his ear; hisface was blank,
Impassive. He stirred; from a pouch looped around hiswaist, he took a bottle, fixed with ametal
stopper. With a series of languid movements that nevertheless suggested the ferd, easy strength of a
desert lion, he uncorked the bottle and drank. Tossing it aside, he stared into the flames.

After afew moments, an odd scent extended out across the valley, accompanied by distant
zZither music. The man's head nodded, drooped. Now only the whites of his eyes showed; he dept
where he sat. The music grew louder; it seemed to come from the bowels of the earth.

Out from the darkness someone stepped, past thefire, past the deeper, into thelit ground at the
center of the valey. The music swelled; the very moonlight seemed to brighten in homage to her
beauty. A davegirl: young, exquisite, too poor to afford adequate clothing. Her hair hung in long,
dark ringlets that bounced with every tripping step. Her face was pale and smooth as porceain, her
eyeswide and studded with tears. At firgt tentatively, then with asudden loosening of emotion, she
danced. Her body dipped and spun, her flimsy drape struggled vainly to keep up with her. Her
dender amswove enticementsin the air, while from her mouth issued a strange chanting, heavy with
londlinessand desire.

The girl finished her dance. She tossed her head in proud despair and gazed up into the
darkness, toward the moon. The music died away. Silence.

Then, adistant voice, asif borne on thewind: "Amaryllis..."

The girl started; she looked thisway and that. Nothing but the rocks and the sky and the amber
moon. She gave apreity sigh.

"My Amayllis..."
In ahusky, tremulous voice, she answered: "Sir Bertilak? Isthat you?'
"Itisl.”

"Where are you? Why do you taunt me so?"



"1 hide behind the moon, my Amaryllis, lest your beauty burn my essence. Shield your face with
the gauize that presently lies so uselesdy upon your breast, that | might venture near to you."

"Oh, Bertilak! With all my heart!" The girl did as she was bid. From the darkness came severd
low muitterings of approval. Somebody coughed.

"Darling Amaryllis Stand away! | descend to earth.”

Giving alittle gasp, the girl pressed her back against the contours of anearby rock. She tossed
her head in proud expectation. A crack of thunder sounded, fit to disturb the dumbers of the dead.
Open-mouthed, the girl looked up. At astately pace, afigure descended from the sky. Hewore a
slvered jerkin across his bare torso, along flowing cape, puffed pantaoons, and apair of elegant
curled dippers. An impressive scimitar was tucked into his jeweled belt. Down he came, head back,
dark eyesflashing, chinjutting forward proudly beneath hisaguiline nose. A pair of curving
bone-white horns rose from the edges of hisforehead.

Helanded gently near where the girl was draped against the rock and, with acasud flourish,
flashed agleaming smile. Faint femae sighs sounded al around.

"What, Amaryllis—are you struck dumb? Do you forget so soon the face of your beloved
genie?'

"No, Bertilak! Wereit seventy years, not seven, | could never forget asingle oiled hair upon
your head. But my tongue falters and my heart pounds with fear, lest the magician wake and catch us!
Then hewill bind my dender white legsin chains once more, and immure you in his bottle!™

At this, the genie gave abooming laugh. "The magician degps. My magicis grester than his, and
ever shall be. But the night isgrowing old, and by dawn | must be away with my brothers, the &frits,
riding on the currents of the air. Come to my arms, my darling. In these short hours, while | sill have
human form, |et the moon be witnessto our love, which shdl defy the hatred of our peoples even unto
the ending of theworld."

"Oh, Bertilak!"
"Oh, Amaryllis, my Swan of Araby!"

The genie strode forward and enfolded the dave girl in amuscular embrace. At this point the
achein Kitty's bottom became too much to bear. She shifted in her seat.

Genie and girl now began an intricate dance, involving much swirling of clothing and extending of
limbs. There was a smattering of applause from the audience. The orchestra set to with renewed
gudgto. Kitty yawned like a cat, dumped lower and rubbed an eye with the palm of one hand. She felt
for the paper bag, tipped out the last few sadted peanuts and, cupping them to her mouth, crunched
unenthusiagticaly.

The anticipation that ways came before ajob was upon her, digging like aknifeinto her sde.
That was normal, she expected it. But layered on top of thiswas the boredom of sitting through the
endless play. No doubt, as Anne had said, it would provide a perfect aibi—but Kitty would rather
have been working out her tension on the Streets, keeping moving, dodging the patrols, not witnessing



such awful pap.

On stage, Amaryllis, the Chiswick missionary lassturned dave girl, was now singing asongin
which (once again) she expressed her unremitting passion for the genie lover in her arms. Shedid so
with such force on the high notes that the hair rippled on Bertilak's head and his earrings spun. Kitty
winced and glanced dong the shrouded silhouettes in front until she came to the outlines of Fred and
Stanley. Both looked highly attentive, eyestrained on the stage. Kitty curled her lip. Presumably they
were admiring Amaryllis.

Just s0 long asthey remained dert.

Kitty's gaze wandered down into thewell of darkness by her side. At her feet was the lesther
bag. The sight made her somach lurch; she closed her eyes, inginctively patting her coat to fed the
reassuring hardness of the knife. Relax... al would befine,

Would theintervd never come? She raised her head and surveyed the dusky reaches of the
auditorium, where, on either side of the stage, the magicians boxes hung, heavy with gold fretwork
and thick red curtainsto shield the occupants from the commoners eyes. But every magician intown
had seen this play years ago, long before it had opened to the sensation-hungry masses. Today the
curtains were drawn back, the boxes empty.

Kitty glanced at her wrist, but it was too dark to make out the time. Doubtless there were many
forlorn partings, crud ravishments, and joyful reunions|eft to endure before the interva. And the
audience would love every minute of them. Like sheep, they thronged here night after night, year after
year. Surely al of London had seen Swans of Araby by now, many people more than once. But il
the buses puttered in from the provinces, bringing new customersto gasp at dl the shabby glamour.

"Darling! Beslent!" Kitty nodded with approval. Nice one, Bertilak. Hed cut her off inthe
middle of her aria

"What isit? What do you sensethat | cannot?"

"Higt! Do not speek. We arein peril..." Bertilak rotated his noble profile. Helooked high, he
looked low. He seemed to sniff the air. All was <till. The fire had burned right down; the magician
dumbered; the moon had been obscured behind a cloud and cold starstwinkled in the sky. Not a
sound came from the audience. To her great disgugt, Kitty found she was holding her breath.

Suddenly, with aringing oath and arasp of iron, the genie drew his scimitar and clutched the
trembling girl to hischest. "Amaryllis They come! | see them with my powers.”

"What, Bertilak? What do you see?’
" Seven savage imps, my darling, sent by the queen of the afritsto capture me! Our ddliance
displeases her: they will bind us both and drag us naked before her throne to await her awful pleasure.

Y ou mugt fleel No—we have no time for soft words, though your limpid eyesimplore me! Go!™

With many atragic gesture, the girl disentangled hersdf from hisarms and crept to the lft of the
stage. The genie tossed aside his cape and jerkin in bare-chested readiness for béttle.



From the orchestral pit came adramatic discord. Seven terrifying imps leaped out from behind
the rocks. Each was played by amidget wearing aleather loincloth and a skin-coat of luminous green
paint. With horrid whoops and grimaces, they drew stiletto daggers and fell upon the genie. A battle
ensued, accompanied by afrenzy of screeching violins.

Viciousimps... awicked magician... It was asubtle job, this Swans of Araby, Kitty could see
that. Ideal propaganda, gently acknowledging popular anxieties rather than denying them flat out.
Show usalittle of what we fear, she thought, only take away itsteeth. Add music, fight scenes,
lashings of star-crossed love. Make the demonsfrighten us, then let us watch them die. We arein
control. At the end of the show, all would no doubt be made well. The wicked sorcerer would be
destroyed by the good magicians. The wicked afrits would be cast down, too. Asfor Bertilak, the
rugged genie, doubtless held be aman after dl, an eastern princeling transformed into a monster by
some crud enchantment. And he and Amarylliswould live happily ever after, watched over by the
wise council of benevolent magicians....

A sudden sick feding swelled in Kitty. It was not the tension of the job, thistime; it came from
deeper down, from the reservoir of fury that bubbled away perpetudly inside. It was born of knowing
that everything they did was utterly forlorn and usdess. It would never change anything. The crowd's
response told her this. Watch! Amaryllis has been seized: animp has her under hisarm, kicking and
weeping. Hear the crowd gasp! But see! Bertilak the heroic genie hastossed oneimp over his
shoulder into the smoldering fire! Now he pursues the captor and—one, two—makes short work of
him with his scimitar. Hoorah! Hear the crowd cheer!

It didn't matter what they did in the end; it didn't matter what they stole, what daring attacks they
made. It would make no difference. Tomorrow the queues would still be forming in the streets outside
the Metropolitan, the sphereswould still be watching from above, the magicianswould sill be
elsawhere, enjoying the trappings of their power.

So it had dways been. Nothing she had ever done had made any difference, right from the
beginning.

4
Kitty

The noise on the stage receded; in its place she heard bird-song, the hum of distant traffic. In her
mind's eye, the darkness of the theater was replaced by remembered light.

Threeyearsago. The park. The bdl. Their laughter. Disaster on itsway, like lightning from a
blue sky.

Jakob grinning as he ran toward her; the bat's weight, dry and wooden in her hand.
Thedrike! Thetriumph of it! Dancing with ddlight.

The disant crash.



How they ran, hearts thudding. And then—the creature on the bridge...

She rubbed her fingersinto her eyes. But even that terrible day—wasit truly the beginning? For
thefirgt thirteen years of her life, Kitty had remained unaware of the exact nature of the magicians
rule. Or perhaps she was not consciously aware of it, for looking back she redlized that doubts and
intuitions had managed to negotiate their way into her mind.

The magicians had long been at the zenith of their power and no one could remember atime
when thiswasn't so. For the most part, they kept themselves removed from the experience of the
ordinary commoner, remaining in the center of the city and in the suburbs, where broad, |leafy
boulevards idled between secretive villas. What lay between was |eft to everyone el se, streets clogged
with smal shops, waste ground, the factories and brickworks. Magicians passed through occasiondly
inther great black cars, but otherwise their presence was mainly felt in the vigilance spheresfloating
randomly above the streets.

"The spheres keep us safe,” Kitty's father told her one evening, after alarge red orb had silently
accompanied her home from school. "Don't be frightened of them. If you're agood girl, they'll do you
no harm. It's only bad men, thieves and spies, who need to be afraid.” But Kitty had been frightened;
after that, livid, glowing spheres often pursued her in her dreams.

Her parents were visited by no such fears. Neither of them was overly imaginative, but they
were robustly conscious of the greatness of London and of their own small placein it. They took for
granted the superiority of the magicians and fully accepted the unchanging nature of their rule. Indeed,
they found it reassuring.

"I'd lay down my life for the Prime Minigter," her father used to say. "He'sagreat man.”

"He keeps the Czechs where they belong,” her mother said. "Without him, we'd have the hussars
marching down Clapham High Road, and you wouldn't want that, dear, would you?"

Kitty supposed not.

They had lived, the three of them, in aterrace house in the south London suburb of Balham. It
wasasmal home, with asitting room and a kitchen downstairs and atiny bathroom out back.
Updairswas alittle landing and two bedrooms—Kitty's parents and her own. A long, thin mirror
stood on the landing, before which, on weekday mornings, the whole family stood in turn, brushing
hair and arranging their clothes. Her father in particular fiddled endlesdy with histie. Kitty could never
understand why he kept on tying and untying it, kept on weaving the strip of fabricin, up, around and
out, Snce the variations between each attempt were practically microscopic.

"Appearances are very important, Kitty," he would say, surveying the umpteenth knot with
furrowed brow. "In my job you've got only one chance to impress.”

Kitty's father was atall, wiry man, stubborn of outlook and blunt of speech. He was shop-floor
manager in alarge department store in central London and very proud of thisresponsibility. He
supervised the Leathers section: abroad, low-ceilinged hall, dimly lit by orange lights and filled with
expensve bags and briefcases made from cured anima skin. The leasther goods were luxury items,
which meant that the vast mgjority of customerswere magicians.



Kitty had visited the shop once or twice, and the darkly overpowering smell of the processed
leather always made her head spin.

"Stay out of the magicians way," her father said. "They're very important people, and they don't
like anyone getting under their feet, even pretty little girlslike you.”

"How do | know who'samagician?’ Kitty asked. She was seven at the time, and wasn't sure.

"They're lwayswell dressed, their faces are stern and wise, and sometimes they have fine
walking sticks. They wear expensive scents, but sometimes you can il catch hints of their magic:
strange incenses, odd chemicals.... But if you sméll that, the chances are you'll be too close! Stay out
of their way."

Kitty had promised faithfully. She scampered to far corners whenever customers entered the
Leather hal and watched them with wide, curious eyes. Her father'stips did not help much. Everyone
vigting the store seemed well dressed, many carried sticks, and the stench of leather masked any
unusual scents. But she soon began to pick out the magicians by other clues: a certain hardnessin the
vigitors eyes, their air of cool command and, above all, asudden stiffening in her father's manner. He
aways seemed awkward when talking with them, his suit newly wrinkled with anxiety, histie
nervoudy askew. He gave little bobs and bows of agreement asthey spoke. These signswere very
subtle, but they were enough for Kitty, and they disconcerted and even distressed her, though she
hardly knew the reason why.

Kitty's mother worked as areceptionist at Pamer's Quill Bureau, along-established firm hidden
among the many bookbinders and parchment makers of South London. The Bureau provided special
quill pensfor the magiciansto usein their conjurations. Quills were messy, dow, and difficult to write
with, and fewer magicians than ever bothered to use them. The staff of Palmer's used balpoints
instead.

Thejob dlowed Kitty's mother glimpses of the magicians themselves, snce occasondly one
would visit the Bureau to ingpect anew consgnment of pens. She found their proximity thrilling.

"Shewas S0 glamorous,” shewould say. "Her clotheswere the finest red-gold taffeta—I'm
sure they came from Byzantium itself! And she was so imperious, too! When she snapped her
fingers, everyone jumped like cricketsto do her bidding.”

"Sounds rather rudeto me," Kitty said.

"You're so very young, love," her mother said. "No, she was agreat woman.”

One day, when Kitty wasten years old, she came home from school to find her mother sitting
tearfully in the kitchen.

"Mum! What's the matter?'

"It'snothing. Well, what am | saying?—I am hurt alittle. Kitty, | am afraid... | am afraid that |
have been made redundant. Oh dear, what are we goingto tell your father?*



Kitty sat her mother down, made her apot of tea, and brought her a biscuit. Over much
suffling, Spping, and sighing, the truth came out. Old Mr. Palmer had retired. Hisfirm had been
acquired by atrio of magicians, who didiked having ordinary commoners on their staff; they had
brought in new personnel and sacked half the origind employees, including Kitty's mother.

"But they can't do that," Kitty had protested.

"Of coursethey can. It'sther right. They protect the country, make usthe greatest nation in the
world; they have many privileges'—her mother dabbed at her eyes and took another durp of
tea—"but even 50, it is alittle hurtful, after so many years..."

Hurtful or not, that was the last day that Kitty's mother worked at Palmer's. A few weeks later,
her friend Mrs. Hyrnek, who had a so been dismissed, got her ajob asacleaner in aprinting works,
and life resumed its structured course.

But Kitty didn't forget.

Kitty's parents were avid readers of The Times, which brought daily news of the army’slatest
victories. For years, it seemed, the wars had been going well; the Empire's territories expanded by the
season, and the world's wealth was flowing back into the capital . But this success came at aprice,
and the paper continualy advised al readersto be on the lookout for spies and saboteurs from enemy
gates, who might beliving in ordinary neighborhoods, while al the time quietly working on wicked
plots to destabilize the nation.

"Y ou keep your eyes open, Kitty," her mother advised. "No one takes heed of agirl like you.
Y ou never know, you might see something.”

"Especiadly around here," her father added, sourly. "In Baham."

The areawhere Kitty lived was famousfor its Czech community, which was |ong established.
The high street had severd little borscht cafes, marked by their thick net curtains and colorful
flowerpots on the silIs. Tanned old gentlemen with drooping white mustaches played chess and skittles
in the streets outside the bars, and many of the locd firmswere owned by the grandchildren of the
émigréswho had come to England back in Gladstonestime.

Hourishing though the areawas (it contained severd important printing firms, including the noted
Hyrnek and Sons), its strong European identity drew the constant attention of the Night Police. As
she grew older, Kitty became used to witnessing daytime raids, with patrols of gray-uniformed
officers breaking down doors and throwing belongingsinto the street. Sometimes young men were
taken away in vans; on other occasions the familieswere |eft intact, to piece together the wreckage of
their homes. Kitty always found these scenes upsetting, despite her father's reassurances.

"The police must maintain apresence,” heingsted. "Keep troublemakers on their toes. Believe
me, Kitty, they wouldn't act without good intelligence on the matter.”

"But, Dad, those were friends of Mr. Hyrnek."



A grunt. "He should pick his pas more carefully then, shouldn't he?"

Kitty'sfather wasin fact dways civil to Mr. Hyrnek, whose wife had, after dl, gotten Kitty's
mother anew job. The Hyrneks were a prominent local family, whose business was patronized by
many magicians. Their printing works occupied alarge Site close to Kitty's house, and provided
employment for many people of the area. Despite this, the Hyrneks never seemed especially well-off;
they lived in abig, sorawling, rundown house set alittle back from the road, behind an overgrown
garden of long grass and laurel bushes. Intime, Kitty cameto know it well, thanksto her friendship
with Jakob, the youngest of the Hyrnek sons.

Kitty wastdl for her age and growing taller, dender beneath her baggy school jersey and
wide-legged trousers, stronger than she looked, too. More than one boy had regretted afacetious
comment to her face; Kitty did not waste words when a punch would do. Her hair was dark brown,
veering to black, and straight, except at the ends, where it had atendency to curl in an unruly fashion.
Sheworeit shorter than the other girls, midway down her neck.

Kitty had dark eyes and heavy black brows. Her face openly reflected her opinions, and since
opinions came thick and fast to Kitty, her eyebrows and mouth were in constant motion.

"Y our faceis never the sametwice," Jakob had said. "Er—that's a compliment!" he added
hastily, when Kitty glowered a him.

They sat together in the same classroomsfor severa years, learning what they could from the
mixed bag of disciplines on offer to the common children. Crafts were encouraged, since their futures
lay in the factories and workshops of the city; they learned pottery, woodcutting, metalwork, and
smple mathematics. Technica drawing, needlepoint, and cookery were dso taught, and for those like
Kitty, who enjoyed words, reading and writing were on offer, too, with the proviso that this skill
would one day be properly employed, perhapsin a secretarid career.

History was another important subject; daily, they received indtruction in the glorious
development of the British State. Kitty enjoyed these lessons, which featured many stories of magic
and far-off lands, but couldn't help sensing certain limitations in what they were being taught. Often
shewould put up her hand.

"Yes, Kitty, what isit this time?' Her teachers tones often displayed adight weariness, which
they did their best to disguise.

"Please, dr, tell us more about the government that Mr. Gladstone overthrew. You say it had a
parliament aready. We've got a parliament now. So why was the old one so wicked?'

"W, Kitty, if you'd been listening properly, you'd have heard me say that the Old Parliament
was not wicked so much aswesk. It was run by ordinary people, like you and me, who did not have
any magica powers. Imaginethat! Of course, that meant that they were constantly getting harassed
by other, stronger countries, and there was nothing they could do to stop it. Now, which wasthe
most dangerous foreign nation in those days... let me see now... Jakob?”

"Don't know, gr."



" Speak up, boy, don't mumble! Wdll, I'm surprised to hear you say that, Jakob, you of dl
people. It was the Holy Roman Empire, of course. Y our ancestors! The Czech Emperor ruled most
of Europe from his castlein Prague; he was so fat he sat on awheeled throne of steel and gold and
was pulled about the corridors by a sngle bone-white ox. When he wished to leave the castle, they
had to lower him out by reinforced pulley. He kept an aviary of parakeets and shot a different colored
one each night for his supper. Y es, you may well be disgusted, children. That wasthe kind of man
who ruled Europein those days, and our Old Parliament was helpless against him. He governed a
terrible assembly of magicians, who were wicked and corrupt and whose leader, Hans Meyrink, is
said to have been avampire. Their soldiers rampaged—Ves, Kitty, what isit now?"

"Wel, gr, if the Old Parliament was so incompetent, how come the fat Emperor never invaded
Britain, because he didn't, did he, sr? And why—"

"l can answer only one question at atime, Kitty, I'm not amagician! Britain was lucky, that'sal.
Prague was aways dow to act; the Emperor spent much of histime drinking beer and engaging in
terrible debauchery. But he would have turned his evil gaze to London eventudly, believe you me.
Fortunately for us, there were afew magiciansin London in those days, to whom the poor powerless
ministers sometimes came for advice. And one of them was Mr. Gladstone. He saw the dangers of
our situation and decided on a preemptive strike. Can you remember what he did, children?

Y es—Sylvester?!

"He persuaded the ministers to hand over control to him, sir. He went in to see them one evening
and talked so cleverly that they elected him Prime Minister there and then.”

"That'sright, good boy, Sylvester, you'll get astar. Yes, it wasthe Night of the Long Counsd.
After alengthy debate in Parliament, Gladston€e's € oquence won the day and the ministers
unanimoudy resigned in hisfavor. He organized a defensive attack on Prague the following year, and
overthrew the Emperor. Yes, Abigail 7'

"Did hefreethe parakeets, Sr?'

"I'm sure he did. Gladstone was a very kind man. He was sober and moderate in al histastes
and wore the same starched shirt each day, except on Sundays, when his mother cleaned it for him.
After that, London's power increased, while Prague's diminished. And as Jakob might redlize, if he
weren't dumped so ruddly in his seat, that was when many Czech citizens, like hisfamily, immigrated
to Britain. Many of Prague's best magicians came, too, and helped us create the modern State. Now,

perhaps—"
"But | thought you said the Czech magicianswere dl wicked and corrupt, Sir."

"Well, | expect al the wicked oneswerekilled, don't you, Kitty? The others were just misguided
and saw the error of their ways. Now thereésthe bell! Lunchtime! And no, Kitty, I'm not going to
answer any more questions just now. Everyone stand up, put your chairs under your desks, and
pleaseleave quietly!"

After such discussionsin school, Jakob was frequently morose, but his moodinessrarely lasted
long. He was a cheerful and energetic soul, dight and dark-haired, with an open, impudent face. He



liked games, and from an early age spent many hourswith Kitty, playing in the long grass of his
parents garden. They kicked footballs, practiced archery, improvised cricket, and generally kept out
of theway of hislarge and boisterousfamily.

Nominally, Mr. Hyrnek was the head of the household, but in practice, he, like everyone else,
was dominated by hiswife, Mrs. Hyrnek. A bustling bundle of maternd energy, dl broad shoulders
and capacious bosom, she sailed around the house like a galleon blown by an erratic wind, forever
uttering raucous whoops of laughter, or calling out Czech curses after her four unruly sons. Jakob's
elder brothers, Karel, Robert, and Alfred, had dl inherited their mother'simposing physique, and their
Sze, strength, and deep, resounding voices dways awed Kitty into slence whenever they came near.
Mr. Hyrnek was like Jakob, small and dight, but with leathery skin that reminded Kitty of ashriveled
apple's. He smoked a curved, rowan-wood pipe that |eft wreaths of sweet smoke hanging around the
house and garden.

Jakob was very proud of hisfather.

"He'sbrilliant,” hetold Kitty, asthey rested under atree after agame of fives againgt the sde
wall of the house. "No one e'se can do what he does with parchment and leather. Y ou should see the
miniature pell-pamphl ets he's been working on latd y—they're embossed in gold filigreein the old
Prague style, but reduced to thetiniest scale! Heworksin little outlines of animals and flowers, in
perfect detail, then embedstiny pieces of ivory and precious stonesinside. Only Dad can do stuff like
thet."

"They must cost afortune when he'sfinished,” Kitty said.

Jakob spat out agrass shoot he was chewing. "Y ou're joking, of course," he said flatly. "The
magicians don't pay him what they should. Never do. He can barely keep the factory working. Look
at al that—" He nodded up at the body of the house, with its dates skew-whiff on the roof, the
shutters crooked and ingrained with dirt, the paint pedling on the veranda door. " Think we should be
living in aplacelikethis? Come off it!"

"It'salot bigger than my house," Kitty observed.

"Hyrnek'sis the second biggest printer in London," Jakob said. "Only Jarodav'sis bigger. And
they just churn stuff out, ordinary leather bindings, annual amanacs, and indexes, nothing specid. It's
we who dedl inthe ddicate work, thered craft. That'swhy so many magicians cometo uswhen they
want their best books bound and personalized; they love the unique, luxurious touch. Last week, Dad
finished a cover that had a pentacle fashioned in tiny diamonds on the front. Ludicrous, but there you
go; that'swhat the woman wanted."

"Why don't the magicians pay your dad properly? Y ou'd think they'd worry he'd stop doing
everything so well, makeit lousy qudity.”

"My dad'stoo proud for that. But the real point isthey've got him over abarrel. HE's got to
behave, or they'll close us down, give the businessto someone ese. We're Czechs, remember;
suspicious customers. Can't be trusted, even though the Hyrneks have been in London for a hundred
andfifty years™"

"What?' Kitty was outraged. "That's ridiculous! Of course they trust you—they'd throw you out



of the country, otherwise."

"They tolerate us because they need our skill. But what with al the trouble on the Continent, they
watch usal thetime, in case were in league with spies. There's a permanent search sphere operating
in Dad'sfactory, for instance; and Karel and Robert are dways being followed. Weve had four
policeraidsin thelast two years. The last time, they turned the house upside down. Grandmamawas
taking abath; they dumped her out in the street in her old tin tub.”

"How awful." Kitty threw the cricket ball high into the air and caught it in an outstretched palm.

"Wadll. That's magiciansfor you. We hate them, but what can you do? What's the matter? Y ou're
twisting your lip. That means something's bothering you.”

Kitty untwisted her lip hurriedly. "l wasjust thinking. Y ou hate the magicians, but your whole
family supports them: your dad, your brothers working in his workshop. Everything you make goesto
them, oneway or another. And yet they treat you so badly. It doesn't seem right. Why doesn't your
family do something ds?'

Jakab grinned ruefully. "My dad's got asaying: The safest place to swim isright behind the

shark." We make the magicians beautiful things and that makes them happy. It means they keep of f
our backs—just about. If we didn't do that, what would happen? They'd be on usin aflash. You're

frowning again.”

Kitty was not sure she approved. "But if you don't like the magicians, you shouldn't cooperate
with them,” she perssted. "It's mordly wrong."

"What?" Jakob kicked out & her leg with genuineirritation. "Don't give methat! Your parents
cooperate with them. Everyone does. Ther€'s no dternative, isthere? If you don't, the police—or

something worse—paysavist in the night and spirits you away. Therés no dternative to
cooperation—isthere? Isthere?"

"Spose not."

"No, thereisn't. Not unless you want to end up dead.”

5
Kitty
The tragedy had occurred when Kitty was thirteen years old.

It was high summer. There was no school. The sun shone on the terrace tops; birdstrilled, light
spilled into the house. Her father hummed as he stood before the mirror, adjusting histie. Her mother
left her aniced bun for her breskfagt, waiting in the fridge.

Jakob had cdled on Kitty early. She opened the door to find him flourishing his bat.



"Cricket," he said. "It's perfect for it. We can go to the posh park. Everyone will be at work, so
therelll be no one thereto clear usout.”

"All right," Kitty said. "But I'm batting. Wait till | get my shoes™

The park stretched to the west of Balham, away from the factories and shops. It began asa
rough area of waste ground, covered with bricks, thistles, and old rusted sections of barbed wire.
Jakob and Kitty, and many other children, played there regularly. But if you followed the ground
west, and clambered over an old metal bridge above arailway, you found the park becoming
increasingly pleasant, with spreading beech trees, shady walks and lakes where wild ducks swam, al
dotted across agreat sward of smooth green grass. Beyond was awide road, where arow of large
houses, hidden by high walls, marked the presence of magicians.

Commoners were not encouraged to enter the pleasant side of the park; storiesweretold in the
playgrounds of children who had gone there for adare, and never come back. Kitty did not exactly
believe these tales, and she and Jakob had once or twice crossed the metal bridge and ventured out
asfar asthelakes. On one occasion awell-dressed gentleman with along black beard had shouted at
them across the water, to which Jakob responded with an e oquent gesture. The gentleman himsdlf
did not appear to respond, but his companion, whom they had not previoudy observed—a person
very short and indistinct—had set off running around the side of the lake toward them with surprising
hagte. Kitty and Jakob had only just made good their escape.

But usudly, when they looked acrossthe railway line, the forbidden side of the park was empty.
It wasashameto let it go to waste, especidly on such addightful day when dl magicianswould be at
work. Kitty and Jakob made their way there at good speed.

Their heds drummed on the tarmac surface of the metal bridge.
"No one about,” Jakob said. "Told you."

"Isthat someone?' Kitty shielded her eyes and peered out toward acircle of beeches, partly
obscured by the bright sun. "By that tree? | can't quite makeit out.”

"Where? No.... It'sjust shadows. If you're chicken, welll go over by that wall. It'l hide usfrom
the houses across the road.”

He ran across the path and on to the thick green grass, bouncing the bal skillfully on the flat
surface of the bat as he went. Kitty followed with more caution. A high brick wall bounded the
opposite Sde of the park; beyond it lay the broad avenue, studded with magicians mansions. It was
true that the center of the grass was uncomfortably exposed, overlooked by the black windows of the
houses upper stories, it wasaso truethat if they hugged closeto thewall it would shield them from
thisview. But this meant crossng the whole breadth of the park, far from the metal bridge, which
Kitty thought unwise. But it was alovely day and there was no one about, and she let hersdlf run after
Jakob, feding the breeze drift againgt her limbs, enjoying the expanse of blue sky.

Jakob cameto ahdt afew metersfrom thewall besde aslvered drinking fountain. He tossed
theball into the air and thwacked it straight up to an amighty height. "Herell do,” he said, ashe
waited for the ball to return. "Thisisthe sumps. I'min bat."



"Y ou promised me!"
"Whose bat isit? Whose bal?"

Despite Kitty's protests, natural law prevailed, and Jakob took up position in front of the
drinking fountain. Kitty waked alittle way off, rubbing the bal againgt her shortsin the way that
bowlers did. She turned and looked toward Jakob with narrow, appraising eyes. He tapped the bat
againg the grass, grinned inangly, and wiggled his bottom in an insulting manner.

Kitty began the run-up. Slowly at first, then building up pace, bal cupped in hand. Jakob tapped
the ground.

Kitty swung her arm up and over and loosed the ddlivery at demonic speed. It bounced against
the tarmac of the path, shot up toward the drinking fountain.

Jakob swung the bat. Made perfect contact. The ball disappeared over Kitty's head, high, high
into the air, so that it became nothing but a dot againgt the ky... and findly fdll to earth halfway back
across the park.

Jakob did adance of triumph. Kitty considered him grimly. With aheavy, heartfelt Sigh, she
began the long trudge to retrieve the ball.

Ten minutes|ater, Kitty had bowled five bals and made five excursonsto the other side of the
park. The sun beat down. She was hot, sweaty, and irate. Returning at last with dragging steps, she
pointedly tossed the ball on the grass and flopped herself down after it.

"Bit knackered?" Jakob asked considerately. "Y ou amost got the last one.”

A sarcadtic grunt wasthe only reply. He proffered the bat. Y our go, then.”

"Inaminute." For atime, they sat in silence watching the leaves moving on the trees, listening to
the sound of occasional cars from beyond thewall. A large flock of crows flew raucoudy acrossthe
park and settled in adistant oak.

"Good job my grandmamas not here," Jakob observed. "Shewouldn't like that."

"What?'

"Those crows."

"Why not?' Kitty had dways been alittle scared of Jakob's grandmama, atiny, wizened
creature with little black eyesin animpossbly wrinkled face. She never left her chair in the warm spot
of the kitchen, and smelled heavily of paprikaand pickled cabbage. Jakob claimed she wasa 102
yearsold.

Heflicked abeetle off agrass stak. "She'd reckon they Were spirits. Servants of the magicians.
That's one of their preferred forms, according to her. It'sal stuff shelearned from her mum, who

came over from Prague. She hates windows being |eft open at night, no matter how hot it gets." He
put on an aged, quivering voice." 'Closeit up, boy! It letsthe demonsin.’ She'sfull of thingslike that."



Kitty frowned. "Y ou don't believe in demons, then?"

"Of course | do! How dse dyou think the magicians get their power? It'sdl in the spell books
they send over to get bound or printed. That'swhat magicisal about. The magicians el their souls
and the demons help them in return—if they get the spellsright. If they don't, the demonskill ‘'em
dead. Who'd be amagician? | wouldn't, for al their jewels."

For afew minutes, Kitty lay sllently on her back, watching the clouds. A thought occurred to
her. "So, let me get thisright..." she began. "If your dad, and his dad before him, have aways worked
on spell books for magicians, they must have read alot of the spells, right? So that means—"

"| can see where you're going with this. Y eah, they must have seen stuff, enough to know to
keep well clear of it, anyway. But alot of it'swritten in weird languages, and you need more than just
thewords; | think there are things to draw, and potions and dl sorts of horrid extrasto learn, if you're
going to master demons. It's not something anybody decent wantsto be part of; my dad just keeps
his head down and makes the books." He sighed. "Mind you, people have dways assumed my family
isinonit dl. After the magiciansfell from power in Prague, one of my grandpapa’s uncles was chased
by amaob and thrown from ahigh window. Landed on aroof and died. Grandpapa came to England
soon after and started the business again. It was safer for him here. Anyway..." He sat up, stretched.
"Whether those crows are demons, | very much doubt. What would they be doing Sitting in atree?
Come on—" Hetossed her the bat. Y our turn, and | bet | get you out first ball.”

To Kitty'svast frudtration, this was exactly what he did. And the next time, and the next. The
park rang with the metalic bong of cricket ball on drinking fountain. Jakob's whoops resounded high
and low. At last, Kitty threw down the bat.

"Thisignt fair!" shecried. Y ouve weighted the bal, or something.”

"It's cdled sheer ill. My turn.”

"Onemorego."

"All right." Jakob tossed the bal with an ostentatioudy gentle underarm throw. Kitty swung the
bat with savage desperation, and to her vast surprise made contact so firmly that shejarred her arm
up to her elbow.

"Yes! A hit! Catch that oneif you canl™ She began adance of victory, expecting to see Jakob
pelting off acrossthe lawn... but he was quite Sationary, standing in an uncertain posture and gazing
up into the sky somewhere up behind her head.

Kitty turned and looked. The ball, which she had contrived to swipe high up over her shoulder,
plummeted serenely out of the sky, down, down, down, behind thewall, out of the park, into the
road.

There followed aterrible smash of breaking glass, asqued of tires, aloud, metalic crump.

Silence. A faint hissing sound from behind the wall, as of steam escaping from abroken machine.

Kitty looked at Jakob. He looked at her.



Thenthey ran.

Hard across the grass they went, making for the distant bridge. They ran side by side, heads
down, fists pumping, not looking back. Kitty was till holding the bat. It weighed her down; with a
gasp shetossed it from her grip. At this, Jakob gave agulping cry and skidded to ahalt.

"Youidiot! My namésonit—" He darted back; Kitty dowed, turned to watch him pick it up.
As shedid so, she saw, in the middle distance, an open gate in the wall, leading to the road. A figure
in black limped into view; it good in the center of the gateway, looking into the park.

Jakob had seized the bat and was coming on again. "Hurry up!" she panted, ashefdl in
alongside. "There's someone..." She gave up, hadn't the breath to speak more.

"Almost there—" Jakob led the way past the edge of the lake, where flocks of wild fowl
sguawked and plumed out in fear across the water; under the shadows of the beech trees, and up a
dight rise toward the meta bridge. "WEell be safe... once were over... hidein the craters... aren't far
now..."

Kitty had a strong desire to look behind her; in her mind's eye she saw the figure in black running
after them acrossthe grass. The image gave her a crawling sensation down the skin on her spine. But
they were going too fast for it to catch them; it would be al right, they were going to get away.

Jakob ran up onto the bridge, Kitty following. Their feet pounded like jackhammers, sending up
ahollow clatter and the hum of vibrating metal. Up to the top, down the other side...

Something stepped from nowhere onto the end of the bridge.

Jakob and Kitty both cried out. Their headlong rush came to an abrupt halt; they stopped dead,
crashing hard againgt each other in their supreme, indtinctive effort to avoid colliding with the thing.

It stood astall asaman, and indeed carried itsdlf asif thiswere so, stlanding upright on two long
legs, with arms outstretched, and fingers clasping. But it was not aman; if anything, it looked more
likeahorribly distorted kind of monkey, oversized and very stretched. It had pale green fur acrossits
body, except around its head and muzzle, where the fur grew dark green, dmost black. The
malevolent eyeswere ydlow. It cocked its head and smiled at them, flexing its tapering hands. A
dender ribbed tail thrashed behind it like awhip, making theair sng.

For abrief moment, neither Jakob nor Kitty could speak or move. Then...

"Back, back, back!" Thiswas Kitty; Jakob was dumbstruck, rooted to the spot. She grasped
the collar of hisshirt and pulled him, turning as she did so.

Handsin pockets, tie tucked neatly into a moleskin waistcoat, a gentleman in ablack suit stood
blocking the other exit from the bridge. He was not the dightest bit out of bresth.

Kitty's hand remained clawed in Jakob's collar. She could not let him go. She faced oneway, he
the other. She fdlt his hand reach out and, scrabbling at the fabric of her T-shirt, clutch it fast. There
was no sound but their terrified breathing and the swishing of the mongter'stail through theair. A crow
passed overhead, cawing loudly. Kitty heard blood pounding in her ears.



The gentleman did not seem in ahurry to speak. He wasfairly short, but stocky and of powerful
build. Hisround face had, &t its center, an uncommonly long, sharp nose and, even in those moments
of abject terror, suggested to Kitty something of asundia. The face seemed without expression.

Jakob was trembling at her side. Kitty knew he would not spesk.

"Please Sr—" she began hoarsdly. "W-what do you want?"

Therewas along pause; it appeared asif the gentleman was loath to address her. When he did,
it was with terrifying softness. "Some years ago,” he said, "'l purchased my Rolls-Royce at auction. It
was in much need of repair, but even so, it cost me aconsderable sum. Sincethen | have spent a
great ded more on it, fitting new bodywork, tires, engine, and above al an origina front windscreen
of tinted crystal, to make my machine perhaps the finest example in London. Call it ahobby for me, a
smdl diverson from my work. Only yesterday, after many months of searching, | located an origind
porcelain number-plate and affixed it to the bonnet. At last, my vehicle was complete. Today | took it
out for aspin. What happens? | am attacked, from nowhere, by two commoners brats. Y ou smash
my windscreen, you make me lose control; | collide with alamppost, destroying bodywork, tires, and
engine, and shattering my number-plate in adozen places. My car isruined. It will never run again...”

He paused for breath; afat pink tongue flicked across hislips. "What do | want? Well, first | am
curious to know what you haveto say."

Kitty looked from sdeto sidein search of ingpiration. "Erm... would 'Sorry' be agtart?'
"Sorry?

"Yes, gr. It was an accident, you see, and we didn't—"

"After what you've done? After the damage you've caused? Two vicious little commoners—"

Tears sudded Kitty's eyes. "That's not s0!" she said desperately. "We didn't mean to hit your
car. Wewerejust playing! We couldn't even seethe road!”

"Playing? Inthis private park?'

"It'snot private. Well, if itis, it shouldn't be!" Againg her better judgment, Kitty found herself
amogt shouting. "There's no one el se enjoying it, isthere? We weren't doing any harm. Why
shouldn't we come here?"

"Kitty," Jakob croaked. " Shut up.”

"Nemaides—" the gentleman addressed the monkey-thing on the opposite sde of the
bridge—"come a step or two closer, would you? | have some business | wish you to take care of ."

Kitty heard the gentle tapping of claws on metd; felt Jakab cringing at her sde.
"Sir," shesaid quietly, "were sorry about your car. Truly we are.”

"Then why," said the magician, "did you run away and not stay to admit responsibility?'



A smdl, smdl sound: "Pleasg, Sr... we were scared.”
"How very wise. Nemaides... | think the Black Tumbler, don't you?

Kitty heard acracking of giant knuckles, and adeep, thoughtful voice. "Of what velocity? They
areof under averagesize.”

" think rather severe, don't you? It was an expensive car. Take care of it." The magician seemed
to fed his part in the matter was concluded; he turned, hands still in pockets, and began to limp of f
back toward the distant gate.

Perhapsif they could run... Kitty dragged at Jakob's collar "Come on—!"

Hisface was adeathly white; she could scarcely catch the words. "There's no point. We
can't—" He had loosened his grip on her now; his hands hung hapless at hisside.

A tap-tap-tapping of clawson metd. "Face me, child.”

For amoment, Kitty consdered |etting Jakob go and running, herself aone, down off the bridge
and away into the park. Then she despised the thought, and hersdlf for thinking it, and turned
deliberately to face the thing.

"That's better. Direct frontal contact is preferable for the Tumbler.” The monkey face did not
seem particularly full of mdice; if anything, itsexpresson was dightly bored.

Mastering her fear, Kitty held up asmall, pleading hand. "Plesse... don't hurt ug”

The yellow eyeswidened, the black lips made arueful pout. "I am afraid that isimpossible. |
have been given my orders—namely to effect the Black Tumbler upon your persons—and | cannot
rgject this charge without great danger to mysalf. Would you have me become subject to the
Shrivding Fre?’

"Indl honesty, | would prefer that.”

The demon'stail twitched back and forth like that of an irritated cat; it bent aleg and scratched
the back of the opposite knee with an articulated claw. "No doubt. Well, the Situation is unpleasant. |
suggest we get it over with asrapidly as possible.”

It raised one hand.

Kitty put her arm around Jakob's waist. Through flesh and fabric, shefet the jerking of his heart.

A circle of billowing gray smoke expanded from a point just in front of the demon's outstretched
fingers and shot toward them. Kitty heard Jakob scream. She had just enough timeto seered and

orange flamesflickering in the heart of the smoke beforeit hit her in the face with aburst of hest, and
everything went dark.



Kitty

"Kitty... Kitty!"

"Mmm?'

"Wake up. It'stime."

Sheraised her head, blinked, and with arush awoke to the roar of the theater interva. Thelights
in the auditorium had come on, the great purple curtain had descended across the stage; the audience
had fragmented into hundreds of red-faced individuasfiling dowly from the sdls. Kitty wasawash in
alake of sound that beat against her templeslike atide. She shook her head to clear it, and looked at
Stanley, who was leaning over the gal in front, a sardonic expression on hisface.

"Oh," shesaid, confusedly. "Yes. Yes, I'm ready."

"Thebag. Don't forget it."

"I'm hardly likely to, am 1?"

"You were hardly likely to fall adeep.”

Breathing hard and brushing aloop of hair from her eyes, Kitty snatched up the bag and stood
to dlow aman to squeeze in front of her. She turned to follow him out dong the row of sals. Asshe
did 0, she caught sight of Fred for amoment: his dull eyeswere, as aways, hard to decipher, but
Kitty thought she detected atrace of derision. She compressed her lips and shuffled her way into the
ade

Every inch of space between the stalls was crowded with people thronging varioudy toward the
bars, thetoilets, theicecream girl ganding inapoal of light against awall. Movement in any direction
was difficult; it reminded Kitty of a cattle market, with the beasts being shepherded dowly through a
maze of concrete and metal fencing. She took a deep breath and, with a succession of muttered
apologies and judicioudy applied elbows, joined the herd. Sheinched her way between assorted
backs and bellies toward a set of double doors.

Midway across, atap on her shoulder. Stanley's grinning face. "Didn't think much of the show, |
takeit?'

"Of course not. Dire."

"| thought it had a couple of good points.”

"Youwould."

Hetutted in mock surprise. "At least | wasn't degping on thejob.”

"Thejob," Kitty snapped, "comes now."



With sat face and hair disheveled, she spilled out through the doors into the side corridor that
looped around the edge of the auditorium. She was angry with hersaf now, angry for dozing, angry
for dlowing Stanley to get under her skin so easily. He was dways looking for any sign of weakness,
trying to exploit it with the others; thiswould only give him more ammunition. She shook her head
impatiently. Forget it: thiswas not thetime.

She weaved her way into the theater foyer, where agood many members of the audience were
spilling out into the street to sip iced drinks and enjoy the summer evening. Kitty spilled with them.
The sky was deep blue; the light was dowly fading. Colorful flags and banners hung from the houses
opposite, ready for the public holiday. Glasses clinked, people laughed; with silent watchfulness, the
three of them passed among the happy crowd.

At the corner of the building, Kitty checked her watch. "We have fifteen minutes.”

Stanley said: "Theres afew magicians out tonight. See that old woman swilling gin, the onein
green? Something in her bag. Powerful aura. We could snatchit.”

"No. We stick to the plan. Go on, Fred.”

Fred gave anod. From the pocket of hisleather jacket he produced a cigarette and lighter. He
dawdled forward to a point that gave aview aong aside road and, while lighting the cigarette,
scanned dong it. Seemingly satisfied, he set off down it without a backward glance. Kitty and Stanley
followed. The street contained shops, bars, and restaurants; afair number of people strolled past,
taking the air. At the next corner, Fred's cigarette gppeared to go out. He paused to relight it, again
peering closaly in dl directions. Thistime, his eyes narrowed; casudly he strolled back the way he had
come. Kitty and Stanley were busy window-shopping, a happy couple holding hands. Fred passed
them. "Demon coming,” he said softly. "Keep the bag hidden.”

A minute passed. Kitty and Stanley cooed and clucked over the Persian carpetsin the window.
Fred inspected the flower displaysin the next shop dong. From the edge of her eye, Kitty watched
the corner of the road. A little old gentleman, well dressed and white-haired, came around it, humming
amilitary air. He crossed the road out of sight. Kitty glanced at Fred. Almost imperceptibly, he shook
his head. Kitty and Stanley remained where they were. A middle-aged lady wearing alarge flowery
hat appeared around the corner; she waked dowly, asif contemplating theills of theworld. Sighing
heavily, she turned toward them. Kitty smelled her perfume as she passed, astrong, rather vulgar
scent. Her footfals died away.

"Okay," Fred said. He returned to the corner, made a quick reconnaissance, nodded and
disappeared around it. Kitty and Stanley peded themsalves away from the window and followed,
dropping each other's hands asif they had sprouted plague. The lesther bag, which had been held
under Kitty's coat, regppeared in her grasp.

The next road was narrower and there were no pedestrians nearby. On the left, dark and empty
behind ablack railing, lay the ddlivery yard for the carpet shop. Fred was douching againgt therailing,
looking up and down the street. " Search Sphere'sjust passed down theend,” he said. "But we're
clear. Your turn, Stan.”

The gate to the yard was padlocked. Stanley approached and examined it closely. From an
obscure portion of his clothing he drew apair of sted pincers. A squeeze, atwist, and the chain



snapped open. They entered the yard, Stanley in the lead. He was staring hard at the ground in front
of them.

“Anything?' Kitty sad.

"Not here. The back door's got afuzz over it: some kind of spdll. We should avoid it. But that
window's safe.” He pointed.

"Okay." Kitty stole to the window, scanned insde. From what little she could see, the room
beyond was a storeroom; it was piled with carpets, each rolled and tightly wrapped in linen. She
looked at the others. "WdI?' she hissed. " See anything?'

"Of coursg, this," Stanley said lightly, "iswhy it's so stupid you being in charge. Y ou're helpless
without us. Blind. Nope—there's no traps.”

"No demons," Fred said.

"Okay." Kitty now had black gloves on her hands. Shetensed afigt, droveit into the lowest
pane of glass. A crack, abrief tinkling of glass upon the sill. Kitty reached through, flipped thelaich,
raised the window. She vaulted up and into the room, landing silently, eyesflicking sdeto sde.
Without waiting for the others, she passed among the pyramids of linen, breathing the rich fustiness of
the shrouded carpets, arriving swiftly at a haf-open door. From the bag, atorch: the beam of light
illuminated alarge, richly appointed office, with desks, chairs, paintingson thewall. In acorner, low
and dark, asafe.

"Hold it." Stanley caught Kitty'sarm. "Therésalittle glowing thread at foot-level—runs between
the desks. Trip-spdll. Avoid.”

Angrily, she pulled hersdlf free from hisgrip. "'l wasn't just going to go blundering in. I'm not
Supid.”

He shrugged. "Sure, sure.”

Stepping high above the invisible thread, Kitty reached the safe, opened the bag, produced a
smdl white sphere and laid it on the ground. Carefully, she retreated. Back at the door, she spoke a
word; with a soft sgh and arush of air, the sphere imploded into nothing. Its suction pulled nearby

pictures off thewalls, the carpet off the floor, the safe door off its hinges. Camly, stepping over the
invisblethread, Kitty returned to kned by the safe. Her hands moved quickly, piling objectsinto her

bag.
Stanley was hopping with impatience. "What have we got?'
"Mouler glasses, couple of dementd spheres... documents... and money. Lotsof it."
"Good. Hurry up. Welve got five minutes."

"I know."

Kitty shut the bag and | eft the office without haste. Fred and Stanley had aready departed



through the window, and were hovering impatiently outside. Kitty crossed the room, jumped out into
theyard, and et off toward the gate. A moment later, with an odd intuition, she glanced over her
shoulder—just in time to see Fred tossing something back into the storeroom.

She stopped dead. “"What the hell wasthat?'
"No timeto chat, Kitty." Fred and Stanley hurried past her. "Play's sarting.”
"What did you just do?"

Stanley winked asthey trotted out onto the road. "Inferno stick. Little present for them.” At his
Sde, Fred was chuckling.

"That wasn't the plan! Thiswasaraid only!" She could smell the smoke dreedy, drifting on the
air. They rounded the corner past the front of the shop.

"We can't take the carpets, can we? So why leave them to be sold to the magicians? Can't have
pity for collaborators, Kitty. They deserveit.”

"We could get caught...”

"Wewon't. Relax. Besides, alittle boring break-in won't make the headlines, will it? But a
break-in and fire will."

White with rage, fingers clenched on the handles of the bag, Kitty strolled beside them up the
road. Thiswasn't about publicity—this was Stanley chalenging her authority again, more serioudy
than before. 1t was her plan, her strategy, and he'd ddliberately undercut it. Sheld have to take action
now, No question. Sooner or later, he'd get them Al killed.

At thefront of the Metropolitan Thesetre, an intermittent bell was ringing, and the dregs of the
audience were dipping back indgdeits doors. Kitty, Stanley, and Fred joined them without bresking
pace, and afew momentslater subsided in their seats once more. The orchestrawas warming up
again; onstage, the safety curtain had been raised.

Still shaking with fury, Kitty placed her bag between her feet. Asshe did so, Stanley turned his
head and grinned. "Trust me," he whispered. "Well be front-page news now. There won't be anything
bigger than ustomorrow morning.”

7
Simpkin

Haf amile north of the dark waters of the Thames, the merchants of the world gathered daily in
the City Didtrict to barter, buy, and sell. Asfar asthe eye could see the market stalls stretched,
huddled under the eaves of the ancient houses like chicks beneath their mother'swing. Therewas no
end to the richness on display: gold from southern Africa, silver nuggets from the Urds, Polynesian
pearls, flakes of Batic amber, precious stones of every hue, iridescent silksfrom Asia, and a



thousand-other wonders. But most valuable of al were the magicd artifacts that had been looted from
old empires and brought to London to be sold.

At the heart of the City, a the junction of Cornhill and Poultry Streets, the supplicating cries of
tradersfdl harshly on the ear. Only magicians were alowed into this centra zone, And
gray-uniformed police guarded the entrances to the fair.

Each std| here was crammed with items that claimed to be extraordinary. A cursory survey
might reved enchanted flutes and lyresfrom Greece; pots containing burid dirt from the roya
cemeteries of Ur and Nimrud; frail gold artifacts from Tashkent, Samarkand, and other Silk Road
towns, triba totems from the North American wagtes, Polynesian masks and effigies; peculiar skulls
with crystals embedded in their mouths, Stone daggers, heavy with the taint of sacrifice, slvaged from
the ruined temples of Tenochtitlan.

It wasto this place that, once aweek, late on Monday evenings, the eminent magician Sholto
Pinn would make his stately way, to survey the competition, such asit was, and purchase any trifles
that took hisfancy.

Mid-June, and the sun was lowering behind the gables. Although the market itself, wedged
between the buildings, was firmly encased in blue shadow, the street till reflected sufficient warmth
for it to be apleasant gtroll for Mr. Pinn. He wore awhite linen jacket and trousers, and a
broad-brimmed straw hat upon hishead. Anivory cane swung loosgly in one hand; the other dabbed
occasondly at his neck with an extensive yellow handkerchief.

Mr. Pinn's smart attire extended even to his polished shoes. Thiswas despite thefilth of the
pavements, which were thick with evidence of a hundred hurried mea s—discarded fruit, falafel
wraps, nut and oyster shells, and scraps of fat and gristle. Mr. Finn minded it not: wherever he chose
to walk, the debris was swept away by an invisble hand.

As he progressed, he ingpected the stalls on ether side through histhick glass monocle. Hewore
ahabitua expression of bored amusement—protection againgt the approaches of the merchants, who
knew himwell.

"Sefior Pinn! | have here an embalmed hand of mysterious provenance! 1t was found in the
Sahara—I suspect it to be therdic of asaint. | haveresisted al comers, waiting for you..."

"Please halt amoment, Monsieur; seewhat | havein this strange obsidian box..."
"Observe this scrap of parchment, these runic symbols..."

"Mr. Rinn, gr, do not listen to these bandits Y our exquisite taste will tell you..."
"...thisvoluptuous Satue...”

"...these dragons teeth..."

"..thisgourd...”

Mr. Pinn smiled blandly, scanned the items, ignored the merchants cries, moved dowly on. He



never purchased much; most of his supplies were flown directly to him from his agents working across
the Empire. But even so, one could never tell. The fair was always worth alook.

The row ended with agtal piled high with glass and earthenware. Most of the sampleswere
quite obvioudy recent forgeries, but atiny blue-green pot with a sealed stopper caught Mr. Pinn's
eye. He addressed the attendant casudly. "Thisitem. What isit?"

The sdler was ayoung woman wearing a colorful headscarf. "Sir! It isafaience pot from
Ombosin Old Egypt. It was found in a deep grave, under aheavy stone, next to the bones of atall,

winged man."
Mr. Pinn raised an eyebrow. "Indeed. Do you have this marvel ous skeleton?”
"Alas, no. The bones were dispersed by an excitable crowd.”
"How convenient. But the pot: it has not been opened?”’

"No, gr. | believeit containsadjinni, or possibly a Pestilence. Buy it, openit, and seefor
yoursdf!"

Mr. Pinn picked up the pot and turned it over in hisfat white fingers. "Hmm," he murmured. "It
seems oddly heavy for its Sze. Perhaps acompressed spell.... Yes, theitem isof some smal interest.
What isyour price?'

"For you, Sr—ahundred pounds.”

Mr. Pinn gave a hearty chuckle. "I am indeed wedlthy, my dear; | am aso not to be trifled with."
He snapped afinger, and with arattling of pottery and a scrabbling of cloth, an unseen person
clambered swiftly up one of the polesthat supported the stall, skittered across the tarpaulin, and
dropped lightly down upon the woman's back. She screamed. Mr. Pinn did not look up from the pot
in hishand. "Bartering isdl very well, my dear, but one should always begin at asensiblelevel. Now,
why don't you suggest another figure? My assistant, Mr. Simpkin, will readily confirm if your priceis
worth conddering.”

A few minutes later the woman, blue-faced and choking from the grip of invisible fingersaround
her neck, finally ssammered out anomina sum. Mr. Finn flipped afew coins onto the counter and
departed in good humor, carrying his prize securely in his pocket. Heleft the fair and strode away
down Poultry Street to where his car was waiting. Anyone blocking his path was brushed aside
cursorily by theinvisble hand.

Mr. Pinn heaved his bulk into the car and signaled the chauffeur to move off. Then, settling back
into his seet, he spokeinto thinair. "Simpkin."

"Yes, maser?

"I shal not be working late tonight. Tomorrow is Gladstone's Day, and Mr. Duvall isgiving a
dinner in our founder's honor. Regretfully, | must attend this dollop of tedium.”

"Very good, master. Severa crates arrived from Persepolis shortly after lunch. Do you wish me



to gart unpacking them?"

"1 do. Sort and labd anything of lesser importance. Leave unopened any parcel sslamped with a
red flame; that mark indicatesamajor treasure. Y ou will dso find a crate of stacked sandalwood
dabs—take care with that; it contains a hidden box with a child mummy from the days of Sargon.
Persgan cusomsareincreasingly vigilant and my agent must become ever moreinventivein his
smuggling. Isthet dl dear?’

"Madter, itis. | shal obey with zedl."

The car drew up before the golden pillars and bright displays of Pinn's Accoutrements. A rear
door opened and closed, but Mr. Pinn remained inside. The car drew away into the Piccadilly traffic.
A short while later, akey rattled in the lock of the shop's front door; it opened, then drew softly shut

again.

Minutes later, an extensive system of blue warning nodes extended up around the building on the
fourth and fifth planes, coiled together at the top of the house and sedled itself. Finn's Accoutrements
was secured for the night.

Evening drew on. Traffic lessened on Piccadilly and few pedestrians passed the shop. Simpkin
thefoliot picked up ahooked rod in histail and drew hinged wooden shutters down acrossthe
windows. One of them squeaked alittle asit descended. With atut of annoyance, Simpkin removed
his semblance of invighility, reveaing himsdf to be smal and lime green, with bow legs and afussy
expression. He located a can behind the counter and extended histail up to oil the hinge. Then he
swept the floor, emptied the bins, adjusted the mannequin display and, with the shop tidied to his
satisfaction, dragged severd large crates in from the backroom.

Before settling down to histask, Simpkin double-checked the magica darm system with great
care. Two years previoudy avicious djinni had succeeded in getting in under hiswatch and many
precious items had been destroyed. He had been lucky that the master had forgiven him, far luckier
than he deserved. Even S0, the memory of his punishments gtill made his essence tremble. It must

never happen again.

The nodes wereintact and vibrated warningly whenever he stepped near the wals. All waswell.

Simpkin gained entry to the first crate, and began removing the wool-and-sawdust packing. The
first item he came to was small and wrapped in tarry gauze; with expert fingers he removed the gauze
and surveyed the object dubioudly. It wasadoll of sorts, made of bone, straw, and shell. Simpkin
scratched anote in the accounts with along goose quill. Mediterranean Basin, 4,000 years old
approx. Curiosity value only. Of insignificant worth. He placed it on the counter and continued
ddving.

Time passed. Simpkin was on the penultimate crate. It was the one stuffed with sandalwood,
and hewas carefully picking through it in search of the smuggled mummy when hefirst heard the
rumbling sounds. What were they? Car traffic? No—they stopped and started too abruptly. Perhaps
rolls of distant thunder?

The noises grew louder and more disguieting. Smpkin laid down his quill and listened, hisround
head dightly to one sde. Strange, digointed crashes... punctuated by heavy thudding. Where did they



come from? Somewhere beyond the shop, that was obvious, but from which direction?

He hopped to hisfeet and cautioudy approaching the nearest window, raised the shutters briefly.
Beyond the blue security nodes, Piccadilly was dark and empty. There were few lightsonin the
houses opposite and little traffic. He could see nothing to explain the sounds.

Helistened again. They were stronger now; in fact, they seemed to be coming from somewhere
behind him, back within the recesses of the building.... Smpkin lowered the shuitter, histail swishing
uneasly. Retresting alittle, he stretched behind the counter and retrieved alarge and knobbly club.
With thisin hand, he padded to the storeroom door and peered inside.

The room was as normd: filled with stacks of crates and cardboard boxes and shelves of
artifacts being prepared for show or sale. The dectric light in the celling hummed gently. Simpkin
returned to the shop floor, frowning in puzzlement. The noises were quite loud now—something,
somewhere, was being smashed. Should he perhaps dert the master? No. An unwise thought. Mr.
Pinn didiked being bothered unnecessarily. It was best not to disturb him.

Another reverberating crash and the sound of breaking glass, for the first time, Simpkin's
atention was drawn to the right-hand wall of Pinn's, which joined on directly to adelicatessen and
wine merchant's. Very strange. He stepped forward to investigate. At that moment three things

happened.

Half thewall exploded inward.

Something large stepped into the room.

All light in the shop went out.

Trandfixed in the center of the floor, Simpkin could see nothing—neither on thefirst plane, nor
on any of the other four to which he had access. A swath of ice-cold darkness had engulfed the shop,
and deep within it, something moved. He heard afootstep, then ahorrendous crashing noise from the
direction of Mr. Pinn's antique porcelain. Another step followed, then aripping and arending that
could come only from the racks of suitsthat Simpkin had so carefully hung that very morning.

Professond distress overcame hisfear: helet out agroan of fury and, flexing the club, scraped it
accidentdly againg the Counter.

The footsteps stopped. He sensed something peering in hisdirection. Simpkin froze. Darkness
coiled about him.

Heflicked his eyes back and forth. From memory, he knew he was only afew meters away
from the nearest shuttered window. If he stepped backward now, perhaps he could reach it before—

Something stepped across the room toward him. It came with aheavy treed.
Simpkin tiptoed backward.

There was a sudden splintering noise midway across the room. He halted, wincing. That wasthe
mahogany cabinet that Mr. Pinn was so fond of! Regency period, with ebony handles and lapis|azuli



inlays What aterrible disaster!

Heforced himsdlf to concentrate. Only a couple of yards more to the window. Keep going... he
was dmost there. The heavy tread came after him, each step aringing concussion againgt the floor.

A sudden clatter and screeching of torn metal. Oh—now that was too much! Those racks of
protective slver necklaces had taken him an age to sort!

In his outrage, he paused again. The footsteps were closer now. Simpkin hurriedly tottered a
little farther and his searching fingerstouched the metal shutters. He felt the warning nodes vibrating
beyond it. All he had to do was break hisway through.

But Mr. Pinn had ingtructed him to remain within the shop at al times, to protect it with hislife.
True, it was not an officia charge, made in a pentacle. He hadn't had one of those for years. So he
could disobey it, if he chose.... But what would Mr. Pinn say if heleft his post? The ideadidn't bear
thinking abot.

A shuffling step beside him. A cold taint of earth and worms and clay.

If Simpkin had obeyed hisingincts and turned tail and fled, he might yet have saved himsdlf. The
shutters could have been broken through, the darm nodes torn open, he could have fallen out into the
road. But years of willing subjugation to Mr. Pinn had robbed him of hisinitiative. He had forgotten
how to do anything under his own valition. So he could do nothing but stand and tremble and utter
hoarse squesks of ever escalating pitch asthe air about him grew grave-cold and dowly filled with an
unseen presence.

He shrank back against the wall.
Right above him, glass shattered; hefelt it cascading to thefloor.
Mr. Pinn's Phoenician incense jars! Priceless!

Hegaveacry of rageand, in hisfind moment, remembered the club held in his hand. Now,
blindly, with al his strength, he swung it & lagt, lashing out at the looming dark that bent down to
receive him.

8
Nathaniel

When dawn broke on the morning of Founder's Day, investigators from the Department of
Interna Affairshad long been busy in Ficcadilly. Ignoring the conventions of the holiday, which
prescribed casual wear for dl citizens, the officials were dressed in dark gray suits. From adistance,
asthey clambered ceaselessy over the rubble of the ruined shops, they resembled antstoilingon a
mound. In every direction men and women were a work, bending to the floor, straightening, placing
fragments of debrisin plastic bags with tweezers or ingpecting minute stains upon thewalls. They
wrote in notebooks and scribbled diagrams on parchment strips. More peculiarly, or so it seemed to



the crowd loitering beyond the yellow warning flags, they uttered orders and made curt signasinto the
empty air. These directions were often accompanied by little unexpected air currents, or faint rushing
noises that suggested swift and certain movement—sensations that nagged uncomfortably at the
imaginations of the onlookers until they suddenly remembered other engagements and went

esawhere.

Standing atop the pile of masonry that spread from Pinn's Accoutrements, Nathaniel watched
the commoners depart. He did not blame them for their curiosity.

Piccadilly wasin turmoil. All the way from Grebe'sto Pinn's, each shop had been
disembowel ed, its contents scrambled and disgorged out into the road through broken doors and
windows. Foodstuffs, books, suits, and artifacts lay sad and ruined amid amess of glass, wood, and
broken stone. Inside the buildings the scene was even worse. Each of these shops had an ancient,
noble pedigree; each had been ravaged beyond repair. Shelves and counters, stands and draperies
lay bludgeoned into fragments, the val uable produce smashed and crushed and ground into the dust.

The scene was overwhelming, but it was also very odd. Something appeared to have passed
through the partition walls between the shops, in aroughly straight line. Standing indoors a one end of
the devastation zone, it was possible to gaze right down the length of the block, through the shells of
al five shops, and see workers moving in the rubble at the other end. Also, only the ground floors of
the buildings had suffered. The upper reaches were untouched.

Nathanid tapped his pen againgt histeeth. Strange.... It was unlike any Resistance attack he had
ever seen. Far more devastating, for one thing. And its exact cause was quite unclear.

A young woman appeared amid the debris of anearby window. "Hey, Mandrake!"

"Yes, Fennd?'

"Tdlow wantsto spesk with you. Hesjust inside.”

The boy frowned dightly, but turned, and treading delicately to avoid getting too much brick dust
on his patent leather shoes, descended the rubble into the murk of the ruined building. A short, burly
figure, wearing adark suit and a hat with awide brim, stood in what had once been the center of the
shop. Nathaniel approached.

"You wanted me, Mr. Tdlow?'

The minister gestured brusquely dl around. "1 want your opinion. What would you say happened
here?'

"Noidea, gr,” Nathanid said brightly. "But it's very interesting.”

"I don't care how interesting itis," the minister sngpped. "1 don't pay you to be interested. |
want asolution. What do you think it means?"'

"l can't say yet, Sir."”

"What good isthat to me? It's not worth afarthing! People are going to want answers,



Mandrake, and we have to supply them."
"Yes, gr. Perhapsif | could continuelooking around, sir, | might—"
"Answer methis,” Tdlow said. "What do you think did it?"

Nathaniel sghed. He did not missthe desperation in the minister'svoice. Talow wasfedling the
pressure now; such abrazen attack on Gladstone's Day would not go down well with their superiors.
"Demon, Sr," hesaid. "An afrit could wresk such destruction. Or amarid.”

Mr. Tdlow ran ayellowish hand wearily across hisface. "No such entity wasinvolved. Our
boys sent spheresinto the block while the enemy was still within. Shortly before they vanished, they
reported no sign of demon activity."

"Forgive me, Mr. Talow, but that can't be true. Human agencies couldn't do this."

The minister cursed. "' So you say, Mandrake. But in al honesty, how much have you yet
discovered about how the Resistance operates? The answer is not very much.” Therewasan
unpleasant edge to histone.

"What makes you think thiswas the Resistance, sir?' Nathaniel kept his voice calm. He could
seetheway thiswas going: Tallow would do his best to foist as much blame as possible onto his
assgant's shoulders. "It's very different from their known attacks," he continued. "A completely
different scale”

"Until we get evidence otherwise, Mandrake, they are the most likely suspects. They're the ones
who go in for random dedtruction like this™

"Yes, but just with mouler glasses, smdl-time stuff. They couldn't wreck awhole block,
especidly without demons magic.”

"Perhaps they had other methods, Mandrake. Now, run me again through the events of last
night.”

"Yes, dr; it would be apleasure.” And acomplete waste of time. Inwardly fuming, Nathaniel
consulted hisvellum notebook for afew moments. "Well, Sir, a some time around midnight, witnesses
living in the gpartments across Piccadilly summoned the Night Police, describing disturbing noises
coming from Grebe's Luxuries a one end of the block. The police arrived, to find alarge hole blown
inthe end wall, and Mr. Grebe's best caviar and champagne scattered al over the pavement. A
terrible waste, if | may say o, Sr. By thistime, tremendous crashes were coming from Dasheh's Silk
Emporium two doors down; the officers peered through the windows, but al the lights had been
extinguished insde and the source was not clear. It might be worth mentioning here, air,” the boy
added, looking up from the notebook, "that today dl dectric lightsare fully functioning in the
buildings."

The minister made an irritable gesture and kicked at the remnants of asmal doll made of bone
and shell, lying in the debris of the floor. " The sSgnificance being?

"That whatever entered here had the effect of blocking out dl light. It's another oddity, sir. Be



that asit may.... the Night Police commander sent hismeningde. Six of them, Sr. Highly trained and
savage. They entered through the window of Coot's Delicatessen, one after the other, close to where
the crashing noise was sounding. After that, it all went quiet.... Then there were six small flashes of
blue light from insde the shop. One &fter the other. No big noise, nothing. All wasdark again. The
commander waited, but his men didn't come back. A little later, he heard the crashing again,
somewhere up near Pinn's. By thistime, about 1:25 A.M., magicians from Security had arrived and
had sealed the whole block in anexus. Search sphereswere sent in, as you mentioned, sir. They
promptly vanished... Not long afterward, at 1:45, something broke through the nexus at the rear of the
building. We don't know what, because the demons stationed there have disappeared, too."

The boy closed the notebook. "And that's dl we know, sir. Six police casualties, plus eight
Security demons gone.... Oh, and Mr. Pinn'sassstant.” He glanced over at the far wall of the building,
where asmall hegp of charcod gently smoldered. "Thefinancia costs are of coursefar greater.”

It was not clear that Mr. Talow had gained much from the account; he grunted irritably and
turned away. A black-suited magician with a gaunt, sallow face passed through the rubble, carrying a

smdl golden cage with animp gtting init. Every now and then the imp shook the bars furioudy with its
claws.

Mr. Tallow addressed the man as he passed. "Ffoukes, has there been any word back yet from
Ms. Whitwel?'

"Yes, dr. She requests results in double-quick time. Her words, Sir.”

"l see. Doesthe imp's condition suggest any pestilence or poison remaining in the next shop?”'

"No sr. Heisaslimber asaferret, and twice asevil. Thereisno danger.”

"Very wdl. Thank you, Ffoukes."

AsFfoukes moved off, he spoke sdelong to Nathaniel. "Y ou're going to have to work overtime
on thisone, Mandrake. The P.M.'snot at al happy, from what | hear." He grinned, departed; the
rattle of theimp's cage faded dowly into the distance.

Stony-faced, Nathaniel swept his hair back behind one ear, and turned to follow Talow, who
was picking hisway among the rubble of the room. "Mandrake, we will inspect the remains of the
police officers. Have you eaten breakfast?!

"No, gr."

"Just aswell. We must go next door, to Coot's Delicatessen.” He sighed. "1 used to get good
caviar there"

They cameto the partition wall leading to the next establishment. It had been staved clean
through. Here, the minister paused.

"Now, Mandrake," he said. "Use that brain of yours that we've heard so much about, and tell
me what you deduce from this hole."



Despite himsdlf, Nathaniel enjoyed tests such asthis. He adjusted his cuffs and pursed hislips
thoughtfully. "It gives us some idea of the perpetrator's Size and shape," he began. "The Celling's
thirteen feet high here, but the hol€s only ten feet tall: so whatever madeit isunlikely to belarger than
that. Breadth of hole three and ahaf feet, so judging by the relaive dimensions of height and width,
I'd say it could be man-shaped, athough obvioudy much bigger. But more interesting than that isthe
way the hole was made—" He broke off, rubbing his chin in what he hoped was a clever, mulling sort
of way.

"Obvious enough so far. Go on."

Nathaniel did not believe Mr. Talow had dready made such cdculations. "Well gr, if the enemy
had used a Detonation or some similar explosive magic, the bricksin the way would have been
vaporized, or shattered into small fragments. Y et here they are, snapped and broken at the edges
certainly, but many of them still mortared together in solid chunks. I'd say whatever brokein here
samply pushed itsway through, sir, swiped thewall asde asif it didn't exist.”

Hewaited, but the minister just nodded, asif with unutterable boredom. " So...?"

"So, ar..." The boy gritted histeeth; he knew he was being made to do his leader's thinking for
him, and resented it with apassion. " So... that makes an afrit or marid lesslikely. They'd blast their
way through. It's not aconventiona demon we're dealing with." That wasit; Talow wasn't getting a
word more out of him.

But the minister seemed satisfied for the moment. "My thoughts exactly, Mandrake, my thoughts
exactly. Wdll, well, so many questions.... And over hereis another.” He levered himself up and over
the space in the wal into the next shop. Glowering, the boy followed. Julius Talow wasafool. He
appeared complacent, but like aweak swvimmer out of his depth, hislegswerekicking frantically
under the surface, trying to keep him afl oat. Whatever happened, Nathaniel did not intend to sink with
him.

Theair in Coot's Ddlicatessen carried a strong taint, sharp and unpleasant. Nathaniel reached
into his breast pocket for his voluminous colored handkerchief and held it under his nose. He stepped
gingerly into thedim interior. Vats of olives and pickled anchovies had been broached and the
contents spilled; their smell combined nastily with something denser, more acidic. A trace of burning.
Nathaniel's eyes stung alittle. He coughed into his handkerchief.

"S0 herethey are: Duval's best men.” Talow's voice was heavy with sarcasm.

Six conical piles of jet-black ash and bones were dotted here and there across the shop floor. In
the nearest, a couple of sharp canine teeth were clearly visble; so the end of along thin bone,
perhaps the policeman'stibia. Most of the body had been completely consumed. The boy bit hislip
and swallowed.

"Got to get used to thiskind of thing in Interna Affairs" the magician said heartily. "Fed freeto
dep outsdeif you're feding faint, John."

The boy's eyes glittered. "No, thank you. I'm quite dl right. Thisisvery—"

"Interesting? Isn't it, though? Reduced to pure carbon—or near as makes no odds; just the odd



tooth escaped. And yet each little mound tellsa story. Look at that one near the door, for instance,
spread out more than the others. Implies he was moving fast, legping for safety, maybe. But he wasn't
fast enough, | fancy.”

Nathaniel said nothing. He found the minister's callousness harder to ssomach than the remains,
which were, after al, very neetly piled.

"So, Mandrake," Tdlow said. "Any ideas?’

The boy took adeep, grim breath and leafed swiftly through his well-stocked memory. "It's not
aDetonation," he began, "nor aMiasma; nor a Pestilence—they're dl much too messy. Might have
been an Inferno—"

"Do you think so, Mandrake? Why?'

"—| wasgoing to say, g, it might have been an Inferno, except that there's no damage
anywhere around the remains. They're dl that's burned, nothing ese.”

"Oh. So what then”?'
The boy looked a him. "I really have noidea, sir. What do you think?'

Whether Mr. Talow would have managed areply, the boy doubted; the minister was saved
from responding by thefaint tinkling of an unseen bell and ashimmering inthe air beside him. These
signs announced the arrival of aservant. Mr. Tallow spoke a command and the demon materialized
fully. For unknown reasons, it wore the semblance of asmal green monkey, which sat cross-legged
on aluminous cloud. Mr. Talow regarded it. "Y our report?”

"Asyou requested, we have scanned the rubble and dl levels of the buildings on each plane at
the most minute dimension of scale," the monkey said. "We can find no traces of magica activity
remaining, except thefollowing, which | shal enumerate:

"One Faint glimmerings of the nexus boundary, which the Security team erected around the
perimeter.

"Two: Residua traces of the three demi-afrits that were sent insde the boundary. It seemstheir
essences were destroyed in Mr. Pinn's establishment.

"Three: Numerous auras from the artifacts of Pinn's Accoutrements. Most of these remain
scattered in the road, dthough severd small items of value have been appropriated by your assstant,
Mr. Ffoukes, when you weren't looking.

"That isthe sum total of our researches.” The monkey twirled itstall in arelaxed fashion. "Do
you require any further information at this stage, master?"

The magician waved ahand. "That will be dl, Nemaides. Y ou may go.”

The monkey inclined itshead. It stuck itstail straight up into the air, clasped it with al four feet
asif it were arope, and clambering up at speed, vanished from view.



The minister and his assstant remained silent for amoment. At last Mr. Talow broke the silence.
"You see, Mandrake?' he said. "It isamystery. Thisisnot magicians work: any higher demon would
have |eft traces of its passing. Afrits auras remain detectable for days, for example. Y et thereisno
trace, none! Until we find evidence otherwise, we must assume that Resistance traitors have found
some non-magical means of attack. Well, we must apply ourselves, before they strike again!”

"Yes ar."

"Yes... Well, | think you have seen enough for one day. Go and do some research, consider the
problem.” Mr. Talow gave him aside glance; hisvoice held thinly concealed implications. "Y ou are,
after dl, officidly in charge of this case, this being a Resistance matter."

The boy bowed gtiffly. "Yes, gr."

The minister waved hishand. "Y ou have my leave to depart. Oh, and on your way out, would
you mind asking Mr. Ffoukesto step indde for amoment?"

A thin smile briefly flickered on Nathanid'sface. " Certainly, sir. It would be apleasure.”

9

Nathaniel

That evening, Nathanidl set off for home in amood of black despondency. The day had not
gonewd|l. A barrage of messages throughout the afternoon had proclaimed the agitation of the senior
ministers. What was the latest on the Piccadilly outrage? Had any suspects been arrested? Was a
curfew to be enforced on this, aday of national rejoicing? Who exactly wasin charge of the
investigation? When were the police to be given more powersto ded with the traitorsin our midst?

While hetoiled, Nathanidl had sensed the side glances of his colleagues and the sniggering of
Jenkins behind his back. He trusted none of them; al were eager to see him fail. Isolated, without
alies, hedidn't even have aservant he could rely on. Thetwo foliots, for instance, had been useless.
He had dismissed them for good that afternoon, too dispirited even to give them the Stippling they
deserved.

What | need, he thought, as he departed his office without abackward glance, isa proper
servant. Something with power. Something | know will obey me. Something like Talow's Nemaides,
or my master's Shubit.

But thiswas easier said than done.

All magicians required one or more demonic entities astheir personal daves, and the nature of
these daves was asure indicator of status. Great magicians, such as Jessica Whitwell, commanded
the services of potent djinn, which they summoned fast asafinger sngp. The Prime Minister himself
was served by no less than a blue-green afrit—although the word-bonds necessary to snareit had



been wrought by severd of hisaides. For everyday, most magicians made use of foliots, or imps of
greater or lesser power, who generdly attended their masters on the second plane.

Nathaniel had long been eager to employ aservant of hisown. He had first summoned a
goblin-imp, which appeared in ayellow guff of brimstone; it was secured to his service, but Nathaniel
soon found itstics and grimaces unendurable and dismissed it from hissight.

Next he had tried afoliot: dthough it maintained a discreet appearance, it was compulsively
mendacious, trying to twist every one of Nathanidl's commandsto its advantage. Nathaniel had been
forced to frame even the smplest ordersin complex legal language that the creature could not pretend
to miscongtrue. It was when he found himself taking fifteen minutesto order his servant to run abath
that Nathanidl's patience expired; he blasted the foliot with hot Palpitations and banished it for good.

Severd more attempts followed, with Nathanid recklessy summoning ever more powerful
demonsin his search for theideal dave. He had the necessary energy and skill, but lacked the
experience to judge the character of his choices before it wastoo late. In one of his master's
white-bound books, he had located a djinni named Castor, last summoned during the Italian
Renaissance. It duly appeared, was courteous and efficient and (Nathaniel was pleased to note)
effortlesdy more elegant than the ungainly imps of his colleaguesin the office. However, Castor
possessed afiery pride.

Oneday, animportant socia function had been held at the Persian Consulate; it was an
opportunity for everyoneto display their servants, and thustheir aptitude. At first al went well. Castor
accompanied Nathaniel at his shoulder inthe form of afat, pink-faced cherub, even going so far asto
wear adrape that matched its master'stie. But its coy appearance aroused the distaste of the other
imps, which whispered insults as they passed. Castor could not ignore such provocation; in aflashiit
bounded from Nathanidl's Sde, seized a shish kebab from a platter and, without even pausing to
remove the vegetables from the skewer, hurled it like ajavein through the chest of the worst offender.
In the ensuing pandemonium, severd other imps legped into the fray; the second plane became awash
with whirling limbs, brandished slverware, and contorted bog-eyed faces. It took the magicians many
minutesto regain control.

Fortunately Nathaniel had dismissed Castor on the instant, and despite an investigation, it was
never satisfactorily resolved which demon had begun the fight. Nathaniel would have dearly liked to
punish Cagtor for its actions, but summoning it again wasfar too risky. He reverted to less ambitious
daves.

However, try as he might, nothing Nathanid summoned had the combination of initiative, power,
and obedience that he required. More than once, in fact, he was surprised to find himself thinking
amost widfully of hisfirst servant...

But he had resolved not to summon Bartimaeus again.

Whitehal wasfilled with flocks of excitable commoners, straggling down to theriver for the
evening's naval sail-past and fireworks digplay. Nathaniel made aface; dl afternoon, while he had
been hunched at his desk, the sounds of marching bands and happy crowds had filtered through the
open window, breaking his concentration. But it was an officialy sanctioned nuisance and he could do



nothing about it. On Founder's Day, ordinary people were encouraged to celebrate; the magicians,
who were not expected to swallow propaganda so wholeheartedly, worked as usudl.

All around him were red and shiny faces, happy amiles. The commoners had dready enjoyed
hours of free eating and drinking at the specia stalls set up throughout the capita, and had been
captivated by the free shows arranged by the Ministry of Entertainment. Every park in central London
contained wonders: stilt-walkers; fire-eaters from the Punjab; rows of cages—some with exotic
beasts, some containing sullen rebels captured in the North American campaigns, piles of treasures
collected from around the Empire; military displays, fetesand carousdls.

A few of the Night Police were in evidence aong the street, dthough even they were doing their
best to fit in with the generd frivolity. Nathaniel saw severa holding sticks of bright pink candy floss
and one, teeth bared in an unconvincing smile, posing with an elderly lady for her husband's tourist
snap. The mood of the crowd seemed relaxed, which was arelief—the eventsin Piccadilly had not
overly agitated them.

The bright sun was till high over the sparkling waters of the Thames as Nathaniel crossed
Westmingter Bridge. He squinted up; through his contact |enses, among the whedling gulls, he saw the
demons hovering, scanning the crowds for possible attack. He bit hislip, kicked savagdly a a
discarded falafel wrap. It was exactly the kind of day the Res stance would choose for one of their
little sunts: maximum publicity, maximum embarrassment for the government.... Wasit possible the
Piccadilly raid had been one of theirs?

No, he couldn't accept it. It wastoo different from their norma crimes, far more savage and
dedtructiveinitsscade. And it wasn't thework of humans, whatever that fool Talow might say.

He arrived on the south bank and turned |eft, away from the crowds, into arestricted residential
area. Below the quay, the magicians pleasure yachts lay bobbing unattended, Ms. Whitwell's
Firestorm the largest and most streamlined of thelot.

As he approached the apartment block, the blaring of a horn made him start. Ms. Whitwell's
limousi ne was parked againgt the curb, its motor ticking. A stolid chauffeur stared out in front. From a
rear window, his master's angular head protruded. She beckoned him.

"Atlast. | sent animp, but you'd |eft dready. Get in. We're going to Richmond.”

"The Prime Miniger—?"

"Wantsto see usdirectly. Hurry up.”

Nathanid trotted to the car a speed, heart hammering in his chest. A sudden demand for an
audience like this did not bode well.

Almost before hed dammed the door, Ms. Whitwell signaled to the chauffeur. The car set off
abruptly dong the Thames embankment, jerking Nathaniel back in his seat. He composed himsdlf as
best he could, aware of his master's eyes upon him.

"Y ou know what thisisabout, | suppose?' shesaid, dryly.



"Y es, maam. Thismorning'sincident in Ficcadilly?'

"Naturaly. Mr. Devereaux wants to know what we are doing about it. Notice | said ‘we," John.
As Security Minigter, I'm responsible for Interna Affairs. | will be under some pressure over this. My
enemieswill seek to gain advantage over me. What will | tell them abouit this disaster? Have you
made arrests?"

Nathanid cleared histhroat. "No, maam.”

"Who isto blame?"

"We... are not atogether certain, maam.”

"Indeed. | spoketo Mr. Talow this afternoon. He blamed the Resistance quite clearly.”
"Oh. Is... e'm, isMr. Tdlow coming to Richmond, too, maam?"

"Heisnot. | am bringing you because Mr. Devereauix hasaliking for you, which may stand in
our favor. Mr. Talow isless presentable. | find him bumptious and incompetent. Hah, he cannot even
be trusted to work a spdll correctly, as his skin color attests.” She snorted down her pale, thin nose.
"You are abright boy, John," she went on. "Y ou understand that if the Prime Minister loses patience
with me, | will lose patience with those below. Mr. Talow is consequently aworried man. He
trembles as he goes to bed. He knows that worse things than nightmares can come to aman as he
deeps. For the moment, he shields you from the full glare of my displeasure, but do not be
complacent. Y oung as you are, you can be blamed for things quite easily. Already, Mr. Talow seeks
to displace respongbility onto you.”

Nathanid said nothing. Ms. Whitwell considered him for awhilein slence, then turned to glare
out at theriver, where aflotillaof small nava vessals had begun to pass seaward with much fanfare.
Some were ironclads bound for the far colonies, their wooden hulls encased with metal sheeting,
otherswere smdller patrol boats, designed for European waters, but all had sails unfurled, flags
waving. On the banks, crowds cheered, streamers were shot high aboveto fall into theriver likerain.

At that time, Mr. Rupert Devereaux had been Prime Minister for almost twenty years. Hewasa
magician of secondary abilities, but aconsummeate palitician, who had succeeded in remaining in
power through his ability to play his colleagues off one another. Several attempts had been madeto
overthrow him, but his efficient spy network had succeeded in almost every casein snaring the
congpirators before they struck.

Recognizing from thefirst that hisrule depended, to some degree, on maintaining alofty
detachment from hislesser ministersin London, Mr. Devereaux had established his court at
Richmond, some ten milesfrom the heart of the capita. Senior ministers were invited out to consult
with him on aweekly bas's; supernatural messengers maintained a congtant flow of orders and
reports, and so the Prime Minister kept himsalf informed. Meanwhile, hewas ableto indulge his
inclination toward fine living, a habit for which the secluded nature of the Richmond estate was
admirably suited. Among his other pleasures, Mr. Devereaux had developed a passion for the stage.
For some years he had cultivated the acquaintance of the leading playwright of the day, Quentin



Makepeace, agentleman of boundless enthusiasm, who regularly attended Richmond to give the
Prime Minister private one-man shows.

Ashe grew older and his energieslessened, Mr. Devereaux rarely ventured forth from
Richmond at dl. When he did so—perhaps to review troops departing for the Continent, or to attend
afirg night theatrica performance—he was accompanied at dl times by abodyguard of ninth-level
meagicians and a battalion of horlas on the second plane. This caution had become more marked since
the days of the Loveace conspiracy, when Mr. Devereaux had very nearly died. His paranoia had
grown up like aweed in good muck, twisting and twining itsdlf tightly around al those who served
him. None of hisministers could fed entirely secure with ether their employment or their lives.

The gravel road passed through a succession of villages made prosperous by Mr. Devereaux's
bounty, before ending at Richmond itself—a cluster of well-gppointed cottages set about a broad
green dotted with oaks and chestnut trees. At one side of the green was atall brick wall, punctured
by awrought-iron gate that had been reinforced with the usual magical securities. Beyond this, ashort
drive between rows of box yew ended at the redbrick courtyard of Richmond House.

The limousine hummed to a standdtill before the entrance steps, and four scarl et-coated servants
hurried forth in attendance. Although it was gill daylight, bright lanterns hung above the porch and
shone merrily in severd of thetal windows. Somewhere far off, astring quartet played with
melancholic egance.

Ms. Whitwell did not immediately signa for the car door to be opened.

"It will beafull council,” shesaid, "so | needn't tell you how to behave. No doubt Mr. Duvall will
be at his most aggressive. He seeslast night as agreat opportunity to gain a decisve advantage. We
must both be suitably composed.”

"Yes, maam."
"Don't let me down, John."

She tapped on the window; a servant leaped forward to open the car door. They passed
together up shdlow sandstone steps and into the foyer of the house. The music was stronger here,
drifting lazily among the heavy drapes and Eastern furnishings, swelling occasiondly, dying back again.
The sound seemed quite close, but there was no sign of the musicians. Nathaniel did not expect to see
them. On previous occas ons when he had visted Richmond, smilar music had aways been playing; it
followed you wherever you went, a permanent backdrop to the beauty of house and grounds.

A manservant ushered them through a series of luxurious chambers, until they passed under a
high white arch and into along, open, sunlit room, evidently a conservatory appended to the house.
On either side stretched brown flowerbeds, neat and empty and decorous, and studded with
ornamental rosebushes. Here and there, invisible personstilled the earth with rakes.

Insde the conservatory, the air was warm, stirred only by aduggish fan hanging from the celling.
Below, on asemicircle of low couches and divans, reclined the Prime Minister and his retinue,
drinking coffee from small, white Byzantine cups and listening to the complaints of animmensemanin



awhite suit. Nathanidl's ssomach churned to see him there: this was Sholto Pinn, whose business had
been ruined.

"l regard it as the most despicable outrage,”" Mr. Pinn was saying. "A gross affront. | have
sugtained such losses...”

The couch nearest to the door was empty. Ms. Whitwell sat here, and Nathaniel, after a
hesitation, did likewise. His quick eyes scanned the occupants of the room.

Fird: Pinn. Ordinarily, Nathanid regarded the merchant with suspicion and didike, since he had
been aclosefriend of the traitor Lovelace. But nothing had ever been proved, and clearly he wasthe
injured party here. His lament rumbled on.

"..that | fear | may never recover. My collection of irreplaceablerdlicsisgone. All | haveleftis
afaence pot containing ausdessdried paste! | can scarcely...”

Rupert Devereaux himsdf lounged on a high-backed couch. He was of average height and build,
originaly handsome, but now, thanksto his many and varied indulgences, dightly heavier around the
jowlsand belly. Expressions of boredom and annoyance flitted perpetualy across hisface as he
listened to Mr. Rinn.

Mr. Henry Duvall, the Chief of Police, sat nearby, armsfolded, hisgray cap resting squarely on
his knees. He wore the digtinctive uniform of the Graybacks, the elite cadre of the Night Police of
which hewas commander: aruffed white shirt; asmog-gray jacket, squared, crisply pressed and
decorated with bright red buttons; gray trousers tucked into long black boots. Bright brass epaul ettes
like claws gripped his shoulders. In such an ouitfit, his hulking frame gppeared even bigger and
broader than it was, silent and seated, he dominated the room.

Three other ministers were present. A bland, middle-aged man with lank blond hair sat studying
his nails—this was Carl Mortensen of the Home Office. Beside him, yawning ostentatioudy, sat Helen
Madbindi, the soft-gpoken Information Minister. The Foreign Secretary, Marmaduke Fry, aman of
capacious appetites, was not even pretending to listen to Mr. Pinn; he was engaged in loudly ordering
an extraluncheon from adeferentid servant.

"...dX croquette potatoes, green beans, diced lengthways..."

"..for thirty-five years I've built up my supplies. Each one of you has benefited from my
experience...”

"...and another cod roe omelette, with ajudicious sprinkling of black pepper.”

On the same couch as Mr. Devereaux, separated from him by ateetering pile of Persian
cushions, sat a short, red-haired gentleman. He wore an emera d-green waistcoat, tight black trousers
with sequins sawn into the fabric, and an enormous smile. He appeared to be enjoying the debate
hugely. Nathanidl's eyeslingered on him for amoment. Quentin Makepeace was the author of more
than twenty successful plays, the latest of which, Svans of Araby, had broken box office records
acrossthe Empire. His presence in the company was somewhat incongruous, but not entirely
unexpected. He was known to be the Prime Minister's closest confidante, and the other ministers
tolerated him with wary courtesy.



Mr. Devereaux noted Ms. Whitwell's arrival and raised an acknowledging hand. He coughed
discreetly; instantly Mr. Pinn'sflow of grievances ceased.

"Thank you, Sholto,” the Prime Minister said. "Y ou are most articulate. We are al deeply moved
by your predicament. Perhaps now we may get some answers. JessicaWhitwell is here, together with
young Mandrake, whom I'm sure you dl remember.”

Mr. Duvall grunted, his voice heavy with irony. "Who does not know the great John Mandrake?
Wefollow his career with interest, particularly his efforts against the troublesome Resistance. | hope
he brings news of abreakthrough in this case."

All eyesfixed upon Nathaniel. He gave a brief, siff bow as courtesy required. "Good evening,
srs, madams. Erm, | have no firm news as yet. We have been carefully investigating the scene,
and—"

"l knew it!" The medas on the Police Chief's chest swung and clicked with the force of his
interruption. "Y ou hear that, Sholto? 'No firm news.' Hopeless.”

Mr. Pinn regarded Nathanidl through his monocle. "Indeed. Most disappointing.”

"It isabout time Internd Affarswastaken off thiscase," Duvdl continued. "We a the police
could do abetter job. It's time the Resi stance was crushed.”

"Hear, hear." Mr. Fry looked up briefly, then returned to the servant. "And a strawberry roulade
for dessert...”

"It certainly is" Hlen Mabindi said gravely. "1 have mysdlf suffered some losses—avauable
collection of African spirit maskswas taken recently.”

"Some of my associates,” Carl Mortensen added, "were burgled, too. And the backroom of my
Persian carpet supplier was set on firelast night.”

From his corner, Mr. Makepeace smiled equably. "In truth, most of these crimes are terribly
small scale, arethey not? They do not truly hurt us. The Resistance arefools: they dienate the
commoners with their explos ons—people are frightened of them.”

"Small scale? How can you say that,” Mr. Duvall cried, "when one of the most prestigious streets
in London has been devastated? Our enemies around the world will be rushing home to communicate
the good news—that the British Empire istoo weak to prevent attacks on its own doorstep. That'll go
down well in the backwoods of America, | can tell you. And on Gladstone's Day, aboveal.”

"Which isaridiculous extravagance, incidentaly,” Mortensen said. "A waste of vauable
resources. | don't know why we honor the old fool."

There was achuckle from Mr. Makepeace. "Y ou wouldn't have said that to hisface,
Mortensen.”

"Gentlemen, gentlemen..." The Prime Minister stirred himself. "We should not bicker. In one
respect, Carl is correct. Founder's Day is a serious business and must be done well. We befuddle the



popul ation with gaudy trividities. Millions are taken from the Treasury to finance the free food and
games. Even the Fourth Feet has delayed embarking for Americato provide alittle extra spectacle.
Anything that spoils the effect—and wounds Mr. Pinn into the bargain—needs to be quickly
addressed. Currently, it isthejob of Internd Affairsto investigate crimes of this nature. Now, Jessica,
if youwould careto report..."

Ms. Whitwell gestured at Nathanidl. "Mr. Mandrake has been conducting the case with Mr.
Talow. He has not yet had time to report to me. | suggest we hear him out.”

The Prime Minister smiled benignly at Nathanid. "Go aheed, John."

Nathaniel swallowed. His master was|eaving him to fend for himsdf. Very well, then. "It'stoo
early totdl what caused thismorning'sdisruption,” he said. "Maybe—"

Sholto Pinn's monocle popped out of hiseye. " 'Disruption'?” heroared. "Thisisa
catastrophe! How dare you, boy?"

Nathaniel persevered doggedly. "It'stoo early, Sr," he sad, "to tell whether thiswasin fact the
Resstance at dl. It might well not be. It might be agents from aforeign power, or the pique of a
homegrown renegade. There are odd aspects about the case—"

Mr. Duvdl held up ahairy hand. "Ridiculous! It's a Resstance attack for sure. It hasdl the
halmarks of their crimes”

"No, sr." Nathaniel forced himself to meet the police chief's gaze. He was not going to kowtow
any further. "Res stance atacks are smal-scde, generdly involving low-level magica attack—mouler
glasses, Elementa Spheres. They are dways conducted againgt political targets—against magicians,
or the businesses that supply us—and have awhiff of opportunism about them. They are dways
hit-and-run. The Piccadilly incident was different. It was ferociousin itsintensity and was sustained for
many minutes. The buildings were wrecked from the inside out—the outer wallsremaining largely
intact. In short, | believe something was exerting high-level magica control over the destruction.”

Ms. Whitwell spoke then. "But there was no evidence of impsor djinn."

"No, maam. We methodically combed the area, looked for clues, and found nothing. There
were no conventional magical traces, which seemsto rule out the presence of demons; nor wasthere
any sgn of human involvement. Those persons present during the attack were killed by strong magic
of asort, but we have been unable to identify its source. If | might speak fredly—Mr. Talow is
ploddingly meticulous, but his methods throw up no new leads. Should our enemy strikeagain, |
believe that we will continue to ssumble dong in hiswake, unless we change our tactics.”

"We need more power to the Graybacks," Mr. Duval said.
"With respect,” Nathaniel said, "six of your wolves were not enough last night.”
There was ashort silence. Mr. Duvall's small black eyes appraised Nathaniel up and down. His

nose was short, but unusually broad, his chin blue with stubble, protuberant as a snowplow. He said
nothing, but the look in the eyeswas clear.



"Well, that is plainly spoken,” Mr. Devereaux said findly. "So, what is your suggestion, John?"

Thiswasit. He had to seize the chance. They were dl waiting for himtofail. "I think thereis
every reason to believe last nights assailant will strike again,” he said. "It has just attacked
Piccadilly—one of the most popular tourist destinationsin London. Perhapsit seeksto humiliate us, to
spread uncertainty among visitors from abroad, to undermine our international standing. Whatever the
reason, we need high-level djinn on patrol acrossthe capitd. | would station them near other
prominent shopping areas, and tourist Sites such as museums and gdleries. Then, if anything happens,
wewill bein apodtion to act quickly."

There were snorts of disapproval from the assembled ministers and agenera outcry. The
suggestion wasridiculous: vigilance spheres were aready on patrol; the police were out in force, too;
high-leve djinn required much expenditure of energy.... Only the Prime Minister remained
quiet—aong with Mr. Makepeace, who sat back in his seat wearing an expression of greeat
merriment.

Mr. Devereaux caled for sllence. "It seemsto methe evidenceisinconclusive. Isthis outrage the
work of the Resistance? Perhaps, perhaps not. Would more surveillance be useful ? Who knows?
Wi, | have cometo adecison. Mandrake, you have proved yoursalf more than capablein the past.
Now do so again. Organize this surveillance and track down the perpetrator. Hunt out the Resistance,
too. | want results. If Interna Affairsfals'—here he eyed Nathaniel and Ms. Whitwell
meaningfully—"wewill haveto let other departments take over. | suggest you head off now and pick
your demons with due care. For the rest of us—it is Founder's Day, and we should be celebrating.

Let usgo to dinner!™

Ms. Whitwdll did not spesk until the purring car had left Richmond village far behind them. ™Y ou
have made an enemy in Duvdl," shesad a last. "And | don't think the others care for you much
ether. But that is now the least of your worries." Shelooked out at the dark trees, the rushing
countryside at dusk. "'l have faith in you, John," shewent on. "Thisideaof yours may bear somefruit.
Tak to Talow, get your department working, send out your demons." She ran along, thin hand
through her hair. "l cannot concentrate on this problem myself. | have too much to do preparing for
the American campaigns. But if you succeed in discovering our enemy, if you bring some pride back
to Internd Affairs, you will bewell rewarded..." The statement held the implication of its opposite.
Sheleft it hanging; she did not need to say therest.

Nathanid fet impelled to respond. Y es, maam,” he said huskily. "Thank you."

Ms. Whitwell nodded dowly. She glanced at Nathaniel and despite his admiration and respect
for hismaster, despite hisyearsliving in her house, he suddenly felt that she was eyeing him
dispassionately, asif from agreat distance. It was the look that an airborne hawk might givea
scrawny rabhbit, while consdering whether it was worth the plunge. Nathanid was suddenly overly
conscious of hisyouth and frailty, of hisraw vulnerability beside her power.

"We do not have much time," his master said. "For your sake, | hope you have a competent
demon readily to hand.”



10

Bartimaeus

Asaways, of course, | tried to resist.

| exerted dl my energiesto counteract the pull, but the wrenching words were just too strong;
each syllable was a harpoon spearing my substance, drawing it together, dragging me off. For three
short seconds, the gentle gravity of the Other Place helped me hang back... then, dl a once, its
support weakened and | wastorn away like a child from its mother's breast.

With extreme suddenness, my essence was compacted, extended to an infinite length and, a
moment later, expelled out into the world and the familiar, hated confinements of a pentacle.

Where, following theimmemorid laws, | materidized ingantly.

Choices, choices. What should | be? The summons was a powerful one—the unknown magician
was certainly experienced, and thus unlikely to be cowed by aroaring buggane or a cobweb-eyed
specter. So | decided upon addicate, fastidious guise to impress upon my captor my formidable
sophigtication.

It was asnappy piece of work, if | say so mysdf. A large iridescent bubble, glimmering al over
with apearly sheen, rotated in midair. Soft fragrances of aromatic woods drifted forth, with—faintly,
asif bornefrom agreat distance—the ethereal music of harps and violins. Insde the bubble, with little
round spectacles perched upon her shapely nose, sat a beautiful maiden.w She peered calmly ouit.

[1] Her face was based on avestal virgin I'd met in Rome, awoman of admirably independent outlook. Julia
used to sneak away from the Sacred Flame by night to bet on the chariots at the Circus Maximus. She didn't really
wear spectacles, of course. | added them here to give the face a bit more gravitas. Cal it artistic license.

And let off acry of astonished fury.

"You"

"Now, hold on, Bartimaeus—"

"You!" The ethered music cut off with an unpleasant squel ch; the soft aromatic fragrances
turned rank and sour. The beautiful maiden's face grew crimson, her eyes bulged like apair of
poached eggs, the glassin the spectacles cracked. Her rosebud mouth opened to revea sharp yellow
teeth champing up and down with rage. Flames danced inside the bubble and its surface swelled
dangeroudly, asif about to burdt. It spun so fast, the air began to hum.

"Jud ligen for aminute—"

"We had an agreement! We each made avow!"

"Now, strictly speaking, that's not quite true—"

"No? Have you forgotten so soon? And it is soon, isn't it? | lose track in the Other Place, but



you look bardly different from before. You're ill akid!"

Hedrew himsdf up. "I am an important member of the government—"

"Y ou're not even shaving. What isit?—two years later, maybe three?

"Two years, eight months."

"So you're fourteen now. And aready youre summoning me again.”

"Y es, but wait aminute—I never made avow back then. | just let you go. | never said—"

"That you'd not call me back? That was the firm implication. 1'd forget your true name, you'd
forget mine. Ded. But now..." Insde the whirling bubble, the beautiful maiden's face wasfast
regressing down an evolutionary dope—a prominent beetling brow had appeared, ajagged nose, red
ferd eyes... thelittle round glasses were somewhat out of place, and aclaw reached up within the
bubble, seized the glasses, and shoved them into the mouth, where sharp teeth crunched them into
powder.

The boy raised ahand. " Just sop messing around and listen to me for amoment.”

"Listen to you? Why should | do that, when the ache from last time has barely gone? | can tell
you | was anticipating rather longer than two years—"

"Two years, eight months."

"Two meady human yearsto get over the traumaof meeting you. Sure, | knew someidiot witha
pointy hat would one day call meup again, but | hardly thought it would be the sameidiot aslast
time!”

He pursed hislips. "I don't have apointy hat."

"Youreafool! I know your birth name and you bring me back into the world against my will.
Wil that's fine, because I'm going to crow it from the rooftops before I'm done!

"No—you vowed—"

"My vow isover, finished, void, annulled, returned to sender marked unopened. Two can play
at your game, boy." The maiden'sface was gone. Instead, a bestial shape, dl teeth and spiny hair,
snapped at the bubbl€'s surface asif trying to break free.

"If you'll just give meaminuteto explain! I'm doing you afavor!"

"A favor? Oh boy, thisisgoing to be priceless! ThisI've got to hear."

"In that case keep quiet for half asecond and let me speak.”

"All right! Fine! Il bequiet.”



"Good."
"I'll be dlent asthe grave. Your grave, incidentaly.”
"In that case—"

"And well seeif you can even remotely come up with an excuse worth hearing, because |
doubt—"

"Will you shut up!" The magician raised asudden hand and | felt a corresponding pressure on
the outside of the bubble. | stopped ranting sharpish.

He took adeep breath, smoothed back his hair and adjusted his cuffs unnecessarily. "Right," he
said. "I'm two years older, as you o correctly guessed. But I'm two years wiser aswell. And |
should warn you | won't be using the Systemic Visg, if you misbhehave. No. Have you ever
experienced the Inverted Skin? Or the Essence Rack? Of course you have. With a persondlity like
yours, it's guaranteed.z Well, then. Don't try my patience now."

[2] Hewasright, sadly. I'd suffered both in my time. The Inverted Skin is particularly vexing. It makes motion
difficult and conversation almost impossible. Plays hell with your soft furnishings, too.

"Weve been through dl thisbefore,” | said. "Remember?'Y ou know my name, | know yours.
You fireapunishment a me, | fireit right back. Nobody wins. We both get hurt."

The boy sighed, nodded. "True. Perhaps we should both cam down." He crossed hisarmsand
gave himsdlf over to afew moments grim contemplation of my bubble.s

[3] Which now hung dead till afew feet off the floor. The surface was opaque, the monster inside having
vanished in a huff.

| regarded him blegkly in my turn. Hisface still had the old pale and hungry look, or at least the
bit | could see did, since half of it was curtained by a veritable mane of hair. | swear he hadn't been
withinamile of apair of scissorssincel'd last set eyes on him; hislocks cascaded around his neck
like agreasy black Niagra

Asfor therest, he was lessweedy than before, true, but he hadn't so much gotten bulkier as
been dumsly stretched. He looked as if some giant had grabbed his head and feet, yanked once,
then gone off in disgust: historso was narrow asaspindle, hisarms and legs gangly and ill-fitting, his
feet and hands quietly reminiscent of an gpe's.

The gangly effect was heightened by his choice of clothes: aswanky suit, so tight it looked asif it
had been painted on, aridiculous long black coat, dagger-sharp shoes, and a flouncy handkerchief the
size of asmadl tent hanging from his breast pocket. Y ou could tell he thought he looked terribly
dashing.

There were some cast-iron insult opportunities here, but | bided my time. | took aquick look
around the room, which appeared to be some forma summoning chamber, probably in agovernment
building. Thefloor waslaid with akind of artificia wood, entirely smooth, without knots or defects,
evidently perfect for pentacle construction. A glass-fronted cupboard in one corner held an array of
chalks, rulers, compasses, and papers. Another beside it was filled with jars and bottles of severa



dozen incenses. Aside from these, the chamber was completely bare. The walls were painted white.
A sguarewindow high in onewall looked onto ablack night sky; adrab cluster of bare bulbs dangling
from the celling illuminated the room. The only door was made of iron and was bolted on theinsde.

The boy cameto the end of hismusing, adjusted his cuffs again, and furrowed his brow. He put
on adightly pained expression: he was either attempting to be solemn or had bad indigestion—exactly
which was hard to say. "Bartimaeus," he said ponderoudy, "listen well. Believe me, | profoundly
regret summoning you again, but | had little choice. Circumstances have changed here, and we will
both benefit from renewing our acquaintance.”

He paused, seeming to think | might have a constructive remark to make. Not achance. The
bubble remained dull and motionless.

"In essentids, the Stuationissmple,” hewent on. " The government, of which | am now apart,«
isplanningamgjor land offensvein the American coloniesthiswinter. Thefighting islikely to be
codtly to both sides, but since the colonies are refusing to bow to London's will, there sadly seems
little choice but to authorize bloodshed. The rebels are well organized and have magicians of their
own, some with power. To defeat them, we are sending out alarge force of magician warriors, with
their djinn and lesser demonsin tow.”

[4] Here he smoothed back his hair once more. This act of pompous preening reminded me vaguely of
someone, but | couldn't quite think who.

| stirred at this. A mouth opened in the sde of the bubble. "Y ou will lose thewar. Have you
been to America? | dwelled there, off and on, for two hundred years. The whole continentisa
wilderness—it goes on seemingly forever. The rebelswill retreat, draw you into an endless guerrilla
campaign, and bleed you dry."

"Wewill not lose, but you areright that it will be difficult. Many men and many djinn will perish.”
"Many men, cartainly.”

"Thedjinnfal just asfast. Hasit not aways been s0? Y ou've been in enough battlesin your
time. Y ou know how it goes. And thisiswhy I'm doing you afavor.

"The Senior Archivigt has been through the records and has tabulated alist of demonsthat might
be useful for the American campaign. Y our nameisamong them.”

A great campaign? Lists of demons? Sounded unlikely to me. But | trod carefully, tried to draw
more out of him. The bubble twitched, an action not unlike ashrug. "Good," it said. "I liked America.
Better than this hog-pit of London you call home. No foul urban mess—just grest tracts of sky and
grasdand, with white-peaked mountains risng up forever..." To emphasize my satifaction, | made a
happy buffalo face appear insde the bubble.

The boy gave that old familiar thin-lipped smilethat I'd known and didiked so heartily two years
before. "Ah. Y ou've not been to Americafor awhile, have you?'

The buffalo eyed him askance. "Why?"



"There are cities there too now, ranged along the eastern seaboard. A couple even approach
Londonin size. That'swherethetroubleis. Beyond the cultivated strip is the wilderness you refer to,
but we're not interested in that. Y ou'll be fighting in the cities.”

The buffalo studied a hoof with feigned indifference. "Doesn't bother me none.”

"No? Wouldn't you rather work here for me? | can get you off the war list. It would be afixed
term, just afew weeks. Bit of surveillance duty. Far less dangerous than open warfare.”

"Survelllance?' | wasscathing. "Ask animp.”
"The Americans have afrits, you know."

This had gonefar enough. "Oh please” | said. "I can handle mysdlf. | managed to get through the
battle of Al-Arish and the Siege of Prague without you there to hold my hand. Let'sfaceit, you must
bein big trouble, or you'd never have brought me back. Especidly given what | know—eh, Nat?"

It seemed for an ingtant asif the boy was going to explode with fury, but he mastered himself in
time. He blew wesarily through his cheeks. "All right,” hesaid. "'l admit it. | haven't summoned you here
just to do you afavor."

The buffao rolled its eyes. "Wel now, theré's ashock.”

"I'm under pressure here a home," the boy went on. "I need resultsfadt. If not"—he clenched his
teeth hard together—"1 may be... disposed of. Believe me, I'd love to have summoned ade—adjinni
with better manners than you, but theré's no time for me to research one properly.”

"Now, that hasthering of truth," | said. "That American story is complete cobblers, isn't it?
Trying to earn my gratitude in advance. Well, tough. I'm not falling for it. I've got your birth name and
| intend to useit. If you've got haf abrain, you'll dismiss me pronto. Our conversationisat an end.”
To emphasizethis, the buffalo head raised its muzzle skyward and swiveled haughtily ingde the
bubble.

The boy was hopping with agitation. "Oh, come on, Bartimaeus..."
"No! Beg dl you like, thisbuffao's not listening.”

"Il never beg you!" Now hisanger was unleashed in al itsfury. Boy, it was an awvesome torrent
of petulance. "Listen closdly,” he snarled. "I | don't get help, I'll not survive. That may not mean

anything to you—"
The buffalo looked over its shoulder, eyeswide. " Such powers! Y ou read my mind!"

"But this just might. The American campaign does exist. Therésnoligt, | admit, but if you don't
help meand | lose my life, I'll make sure before | go that your nameis recommended to the troops
out there. Then you can blab my birth name far and wide for al the good it'll do you. | won't be
around to suffer. So those are your options," he concluded, folding his arms once more, "asmple bit
of survelllance or exposure to battle. Up to you."



"Isthat 07" | said.

He was breathing hard; hishair had flopped down in front of hisface. "Yes. Y ou betray me a
your peril."

The buffdo turned around and gave him along, hard stare. In truth, abit of survelllance was
infinitely preferable to joining awar—bettles have anasty habit of getting out of control. And furious
though | waswith the youth, | had always found him amarginaly more sympathetic master than most
of them. Whether hewas o till wasfar from clear. Aslittle time had passed, it was possible he had
not been wholly corrupted. | unzipped the front of the bubble and leaned out of it, hoof on chin.
"Well, seemslike youvewon again," | said quietly. "Seemslike I've got no choice.”

He shrugged. "Not much, no."

"Inthat case," | went on, "the least you can doisfill meinalittle. | can see you've goneup inthe
world. What's your posting?'

"I work for Internd Affairs."

"Interna Affairs? Wasn't that Underwood's department?’ The buffalo raised an eyebrow.
"Aha.... Someone's following in his old master'sfootsteps.”

Theboy bit hislip. "I'm not. That's got nothing to do with it."
"Maybe someone's dill alittle bit guilty about hisdeeth...."s

[5] Owing to acomplex series of thefts and deceptions, Nathaniel had (more or less) inadvertently brought
about his master's demise two years before. At the time, it had preyed on his conscience. | was intrigued to see
whether it did so till.

The boy flushed. "Rubbish! It's a complete coincidence. My new master suggested | take the
job."

"Ahyes, of course. Thefragrant Ms. Whitwell. A delightful creature."« | gppraised him closdly,
warming to my task. "Did she advise you on your fashion sense aswel|? What's with those comical
skin-tight trousers, anyway? | can read the label on your underpants right through them. Asfor those
cuffs—"

[6] Thisiscalled irony. Whitwell was in fact a thoroughly unpleasant specimen. Tall and bone-thin, her limbs
were like long dry sticks. | was surprised she didn't catch fire when she crossed her legs.

Hebrigled. "Thisshirt was very expensve. Milanese slk. Big cuffsare the latest fashion.”

"They look like lacy toilet plungers. It'sawonder you don't get blown backward in adraft. Why
don't you cut them off and make them into a second suit? It couldn't be worse than the one you're
wearing. Or they'd make a pretty Alice band for your hair."

It was notabl e that these jibes about his clothes seemed to annoy him more than the Underwood
one. His priorities had certainly shifted over the years. He struggled to master hisfury, picking
restlesdy at his cuffs, repestedly smoothing back hishair.



"Look at you," | said. "So many new little habits. | bet you're copying them off one of your
precious magicians.”

His hand shot down from hishair. "No, I'm not."

"Y ou probably pick your nose the way Ms. Whitwell does, you're so desperate to belike her."

Bad though it wasto be back, it was nice to see him writhe with fury once again. | let him hop
about ingde his pentacle for amoment or two. " Surely you hadn't forgotten,” | said cheerily. "You
summon me, the backchat comes free. It's part of the package.”

He groaned into his hands. " Suddenly desth doesn't seem quite so terrifying.”

| felt abit better now. At least our ground rules were firmly reestablished. " So tell me about this
aurveillancejob,” | said. "Y ou say it'ssmple?’

He compaosed himsdlf. "Yes"

"And yet your job, your very life, hangsin the balance over it."

"That'sright.”

" S0 there's nothing remotely dangerous or complex about it?"

"No. Wdll..." He paused. "Not much."

The buffao tapped its hoof grimly. "Go on..."

The boy sighed. "There's something out there in London that's highly destructive. Not amarid,
not an afrit, not adjinni. It leaves no magical traces. It tore up haf of Piccadilly last night, causing
terrible devagtation. Pinn's Accoutrements was destroyed.”

"Redlly? What happened to Smpkin?"

"Thefoliot? Oh, he perished.”

"TsK. That'sashame."m

[7] | meant this wholeheartedly. I'd been robbed of my revenge.

The boy shrugged. "1 share some responsibility for security in the capital, and blame has come
my way. The Prime Minigter isfurious, and my master refusesto protect me.”

"Areyou surprised? | warned you about Whitwell."
Helooked sullen. "Shelll cometo regret her didoyalty, Bartimaeus. Anyhow, we're wasting time.

| need you to keep watch and track down the aggressor. | am organizing other magiciansto send their
djinn out, too. What do you say?"



"Let'sgetit over with," | said. "What isthe charge and what are your terms?"

He glowered at me from between hislusciouslocks. "I propose asimilar contract to last time.
Y ou agree to serve me, without reveaing my birth name. If you are zedl ous and keep abusive remarks
to aminimum, your duration of servicewill berdatively short.”

"I want a definite duration. No vagaries.”
"All right. Six weeks. That's amere heartbesat to you."
"And my exact duties?"

"Generd multipurpose protection of your master (me). Surveillance of certain Stesin London.
Pursuit and identification of an unknown enemy of considerable power. How's that?"

"Surveillance, okay. The protection clauseisabit of adrag. Why don't we leave that out?'

"Because then | won't be able to trust you to keep me safe. No magician would ever take a
chance on that.= Y ou'd stab me in the back first chance you got. So—do you accept?’

[8] He was wrong there: one magician had dispensed with all protective clauses and put histrust in me. That
was Ptolemy, of course. But he was unique. Nothing like that would ever happen again.

II| Cb,"

"Then prepare to accept your charge!™ Heraised hisarms and jutted out his chin, a pose that
failed to be asimpressive asintended because his hair kept falling in front of his eyes. Helooked
every one of hisfourteen years.

"Hold on. Let me help. It'slate, you should be tucked up in bed." The buffalo was now wearing
the maiden's spectacles perched upon its muzzle. "How abouit this...?" | intoned it in abored, officia
voice "'l shdl serve you once again for six full weeks. Under sufferance, | promise not to reveal your
name during thet time—"'"

"My birth name."

"Oh, dl right—"your birth name during that time to any human who comes my way.' How about
that?'

"Not quite enough, Bartimaeus. It's not a question of trust, more one of completeness. | suggest:
"...during that time to any human, imp, djinni, or other sentient spirit, whether in thisworld or another,
on any plane; nor to let dip the syllables of the name in such away that an echo might be overheard,
nor to whisper them into a bottle, cavity, or other secret place where their traces might be detected by
magica means, nor to write them down or otherwise inscribe them, in any known language, so that
their meaning can be descried.' "

Fair enough. | repeated the words grimly. Six long weeks. At least held missed one implication
of the phrasing | had chosen: once the weeks were up, I'd befreeto talk. And talk | would, if I got
the dightest chance.



"Very wdl," | said. "It isdone. Tell me more about this unknown enemy of yours."

Part Two

11
Kitty

On the morning after Founder's Day, the westher took amarked turn for theworse. Drab gray
clouds piled over London and athin rain began to fal. The streets quickly emptied of al but essentia
traffic, and members of the Resistance, who would ordinarily have been abroad seeking out new
targets, congregated at their base.

Their meeting point was asmall but well-stocked shop in the heart of Southwark. 1t sold paints
and brushes and other such supplies, and was popular among artistically minded commoners. A few
hundred yards north, beyond arow of decrepit stores, the great Thames flowed; beyond that was
centra London, where magicians thronged. But Southwark was relatively poor, filled with small-time
industry and commerce, and magiciansrardly set foot init.

Which suited the inhabitants of the art shop very well.

Kitty was standing behind the glass counter, sorting reams of paper by size and weight. On the
counter to one side of her was apile of parchment ralls, tied up with string, asmall rack of scalpels,
and six large glassjars, bristling with horsehair brushes. To the other Side, rather too closefor
comfort, was Stanley's bottom. He was Sitting cross-legged on the counter, head buried in the

morning paper.

"They blame us, you know," he said.
"For what?' Kitty said. She knew quite well.

"For that nasty business up in town." Stanley bent the paper in haf and folded it neetly on his
knee. "And | quote: 'Following the Piccadilly outrage, Internal Affairs spokesman Mr. John Mandrake
has advised dl loyd citizensto be dert. Thetraitorsresponsible for the carnage are dlill & largein
London. Suspicion has fallen on the same group that carried out a series of earlier attacksin
Westmingter, Chel sea, and Shaftesbury Avenue.' Shaftesbury Avenue... Hey, that's us, Fred!”

Fred only grunted. He was Sitting in awicker chair between two easdls, leaning back against the
wall so that it teetered and wobbled on two legs. He had been in the same position for amost an
hour, staring into space.

" "The so-called Resistance is thought to be made up of disaffected youths,' " Stanley went on, "
'highly dangerous, fanatica and addicted to violence—Blimey, Fred, isit your mother writing this?
They seem to know you so well—'they should not be approached. Please inform the Night Police...
blah de blah... 'Mr. Mandrake will be organizing new nighttime patrol... curfew after 9 p.m. for public



safety'.... The usua story." He tossed the paper down upon the counter. "Sickening, | cdl it. Our last
job barely getsamention. The Piccadilly thing'stotally stolen our thunder. 1t's not good enough. We
need to take action.”

Helooked across at Kitty, who was busily counting sheets of paper. "Don't you reckon, boss?
We should load up with some of those goodiesin the cellar; pay avisit to Covent Garden or
somewhere, Cause a proper stir."

Sheraised her eyes, glowered a him under her brows. "No need, is there? Someone's done it
for us™

"Someone, yes.... Wonder who?' Helifted the back of his cap, scratched with precision. "'l
blame the Czechs, me." He looked at her out of the corner of hiseye.

He was goading her again, rubbing up againgt her authority, testing for weaknesses. Kitty
yawned. Hed haveto try abit harder than that. "Maybe," she said lazily. "Or it might be the Magyars
or the Americans... or ahundred other groups. No shortage of contenders. Whoever it was, they hit a
public place and that isn't our way, as you well know."

Stanley groaned. "Y ou're not till sore about the carpet fire, are you? Bor-ring. We wouldn't
have gotten amention at dl if it wasn't for that."

"People were hurt, Stanley. Commoners.”
"Collaborators, more like. Running to save their masters rugs.”

"Why can't you just—" She subsided; the door had opened. A middlie-aged woman,
dark-haired, with alined face, entered the shop, shaking droplets off her umbrella. "Hello, Anne,"
Kitty said.

"Hdlo, dl." The newcomer glanced around, sensing the tension. "Nasty weether having an
effect? Bit of an atmosphere here. What's wrong?*

"Nothing. We'refine" Kitty attempted arelaxed smile. It wouldn't do to spread the dispute
further. "How did you get on yesterday?"

"Oh, rich pickings." Anne said. She hung her umbrellaon an easdl and strolled to the counter,
ruffling Fred's hair en route. She was dowdy of frame, alittlerolling in her gait, but her eyeswere
quick and bright asabird's. "Every magician ever spawned was out at the river last night, watching
the sail-past. Remarkable how few of them guarded their pockets." She raised ahand and made a
quick snatching motion with her fingers. "Nicked a couple of jewe swith strong auras. The Chief will
be interested. He can show them to Mr. Hopkins."

Stanley tirred. "Got 'em here?' he asked.

Anne made aface. "l sopped at the mews on the way down and |eft them in the cellar. Think I'd
bring them here? Go and make me acup of tea, you stupid boy."

"It might be the last Stuff we get for awhile, though,” Anne continued, as Stanley hopped down



from the counter and disappeared into the back of the shop. "That Piccadilly hit was sensationd,
whoever did it. Likelobbing arock into awasps nest. Did you see the skieslast night? Swarming
with demons™

From his chair, Fred growled in agreement. "Swarming,” he said.

"It'sthat Mandrake again,” Kitty said. "The paper says."

Anne nodded grimly. "Hes nothing if not persistent. Those fake kids—"

"Hold it." Kitty nodded at the door. A thin, bearded man entered from the rain. He browsed
awhile among the pencils and notebooks; Kitty and Anne busied themsaves about the shop, and even
Fred exerted himself to some menid task. Finally the man made his purchases and | ft.

Kitty looked at Anne, who shook her head. "He was okay."

"When'sthe Chief coming back?' Fred said, discarding the box he was carrying.

"Soon, | hope," Anne said. "He and Hopkins are researching something big.”

"Good. We're just stlewing here."

Stanley returned, bearing atray of cups of tea. With him was athickset young man with
tow-colored hair, one arm supported by ading. He grinned a Anne, patted Kitty on the back, and
took acup fromthetray.

Annewas frowning at theding. "How?' shesaid smply.

"Got into afight." Hetook aswig of tea. "Lagt night, at the meeting house behind the Black Dog
Pub. Commoners action group, so called. | wastrying to get them interested in somered positive
action. They were scared; refused point-blank. | got abit angry, told them what | thought of them. Bit
of ascrap.” Hemade aface. "It'snothing.”

"Youidiot, Nick," Kitty said. "You're hardly going to recruit anyone that way."

He scowled. "Y ou should have heard them. They're terrified.”

"Cowards," Stanley durped loudly from his cup.

"Of what?" Anne asked.

"Y ou nameit: demons, magicians, spies, spheres, magic of any kind, police, reprisas....
Usdess"

"Wdll, it'sno wonder," Kitty said. "They don't have our advantages, do they?'
Nick shook his head. "Who knows? They won't take risksto find out. | dropped hints about the

kinds of thing we did—mentioned that carpet shop the other night, for instance—but they just went dl
quiet, drank their beers, and refused to answer. Theresno commitment anywhere." He plunked his



cup down angrily on the counter.

"We need the Chief back," Fred said. "Héll tell uswhat to do.”

Kitty's anger rose to the surface once more. "No one wantsto get involved in stuff like the
carpet job—it's messy and dangerous and above all it affects commoners more than magicians. That's
the point, Nick: we've got to show them we're doing more than just blowing stuff up. Show them
were leading them somewhere—"

"Listen to her,” Stanley crowed. "Kitty's getting soft.”

"L ook, you little cregp—"

Anne clinked the edge of her cup twice againgt the glass counter, so hard it cracked. She was
looking toward the shop door. Sowly, without following her gaze, everyone dispersed around the
room. Kitty went behind the counter; Nick returned to the backroom; Fred picked up hisbox again.

The shop door opened and a young thin man in a buttoned raincoat dipped around it. He
removed his hood, revealing ashock of dark hair. With adightly timid smile, he approached the
counter, where Kitty was ingpecting the receiptsin thetill. "Morning,” she said. "Can | help you?"'

"Good morning, miss." The man scratched his nose. "1 work for the Security Ministry. | wonder
if I might ask you acouple of questions.”

Kitty put the receipts down and rewarded him with her full attention. "Fire away."

The smile broadened. "Thank you. Y ou may have read about some unpleasant incidentsin the
news recently. Explosions and other acts of terror not far from here.”

The newspaper was beside her on the counter. "Yes" Kitty agreed. "I did."

"These wicked acts have injured many ordinary decent people, as well as damaged the property
of our nobleleaders” the man said. "It isimperative we find the perpetrators before they strike again.”

Kitty nodded. "Absolutely.”

"We are asking honest citizensto look out for anything suspicious—strangersin your area, odd
activities, that sort of thing. Have you noticed anything untoward, miss?"

Kitty considered. "It'stricky. There are dways strangers around here. We're near the quays, of
course. Foreign sailors, merchants... it's hard to keep track.”

"Y ou haven't seen anything specific that you can bring to mind?’
Kitty thought hard. "I'm afraid not."

The man'ssmileturned rueful. "Wel, cometo usif you do see anything. There are great rewards
for informants.”



"l mogt certainly shall."

His eyes studied her face; he turned away. A moment later, he had dipped out and was walking
across the street to the next shop. Kitty noticed he had forgotten to pull his hood back over his head,
despite the pouring rain.

One by one, the others emerged from aides and recesses. Kitty gave Anne and Fred questioning
looks. They were both white-faced and perspiring. "I takeit he wasn't aman,” she said dryly. Fred
shook his head.

Annesad: "A thing with abeetles head, al black, with red mouth parts. Itsfederswereright
out, dmost touching you. Ugh, how could you not tell?!

"That's not one of my talents" Kitty said shortly.

"They'reclogngin,” Nick muttered. His eyes were wide; he spoke dmost to himsdlf. "We need
to do something definite soon, or they'll get us. Just one mistakeisdl it'll take...."

"Hopkinshasaplan, | think." Annewastrying to be reassuring. "Hell get usthe breskthrough.
Youll see”

"l hope s0," Stanley said. He cursed. "'l wish | could see likeyou, Anne."

She pursed her lips. "It's not a pleasant gift. Now then, demon or no demon, | want to itemize
the stuff | stole. Who wantsto cometo the cellar? | know it'swet, but it's only a couple of streets
away...." Shelooked around.

"Red feders..." Fred gave ashudder. "Y ou should have seen 'em. Covered with little brown
hars...."

"That was too close," Stanley said. "If it had overheard ustalking..."

"Just one mistakeisal it'l take. Just one, and well be—"

"Oh, shut up, Nick." Kitty dammed the counter hatch back and stomped off across the shop.
She knew shewas only fedling what they dl felt: the claustrophobia of the hunted. On aday likethis,
with the rain drumming endlesdy down, they were dl reduced to loitering helplesdy indoors, agtate
that exacerbated their permanent sense of fear and isolation. They were cut off from the rest of the
teeming city, with wicked, clever powers set againgt them.

Thiswas no new sensation for Kitty. Sheld never been clear of it, not once, for three long years.
Not since the attack in the park, when her world turned upside down.

12

Kitty



Perhaps an hour had passed before a gentleman walking his dog had found the bodies on the
bridge, and contacted the authorities. An ambulance had arrived soon afterward, and Kitty and Jakob
were removed from public view.

She had woken in the ambulance. A small window of light switched on far away, and for atime
shewatched it approaching on along dow curve through the darkness. Little forms moved insde the
light, but she couldn't make them out. Her earsfelt asif they were stuffed with cork. The light grew
steadily, then with asudden rush, and her eyes were open. Sound returned to her earswith a painful

pop.
A woman's face peered down at her. "Try not to move. You'll bedl right.”
"What—what—7?"
"Try not to spesk.”

With sudden panic, memory returned: "That monster! That monkey!" She struggled, but found
her arms pinned to the trolley.

"Please, dear. Dont. Youll bedl right.”

She lay back, every musclerigid. "Jakob..."

"Y our friend? He's here, too."

"Hesdl right?'

"Jugt try to rest.”

And whether it was the motion of the ambulance or the weariness deep insde her, she had soon
dept, waking in the hospitd to find nurses cutting her clothes away. The front of her T-shirt and shorts
were charred and crispy, flaking into the air like wisps of burned newspaper. Once attired in aflimsy
white shift, she was, for ashort while, the focus of attention: doctors swarmed around her like wasps
around jam, checking her pulse, respiration, and temperature. Then they suddenly drew back, and
Kitty was|eft lying isolated in the empty ward.

After along while, anurse passed by. "Weve informed your parents,” she said. "They're coming

to take you home." Kitty looked at her with incomprehension. The woman halted. "Y ou're quite well,"
shesad. "The Black Tumbler must have just missed you, caught you only with its aftershock. Y ou're

avery lucky girl."
Thistook amoment to sink in. "Then Jakob's al right, too?
"Hewasn't so lucky, I'm afraid.”

Terror welled up insde her. "What do you mean? Whereis he?'

"He's nearby. He's being cared for.”



She began to cry. "But he was standing beside me. He's got to bedl right.”

“I'll bring you something to eet, dear. That'll make you fed better. Why don't you try reading
something to take your mind off it? There are magazines on the table.”

Kitty did not read the magazines. When the nurse had gone, she dipped out of the bed and
stood, unsteadily, on the cool wooden floor. Then, step by step, but growing in confidence in her own
strength, she crossed the quiet ward, walking through bright patches of sunlight under thetdl, arched
windows, till she cameto the corridor outside.

On the opposite side of the corridor was a closed door. A curtain had been drawn across the
ingde of itswindow. Checking quickly left and right, Kitty flitted forward like aghost, until she stood
with her fingers on the handle. She listened, but the room beyond was silent. Kitty turned the handle
and went in.

It wasan ary room, smdl, with asingle bed init, and alarge window that overlooked the
roofscapes of South London. The sunlight blazed ayellow diagona across the bed, snipping it nestly
intwo. The upper hdf of the bed wasin shade, thefigure lying adeep there likewise.

The room was heavy with norma hospita smells—medicine, iodine, antiseptics—but underlying
them al was another scent, asmoky one.

Kitty shut the door, stole on the balls of her feet across the floor, hovered by the bed. She
looked down at Jakob, her eyesfilling with tears.

Her firgt thought was anger at the doctors for shaving off hishair. Why did they have to make
him bald? It would take an age to regrow it, and Mrs. Hyrnek doted on hislong black curls. He
looked so strange, particularly with the odd shadows thrown upon hisface.... Only then did she
reglize what the shadows were.

Where hishair had protected him, Jakob's skin was its norma swarthy color. Everywhere el se,
from the base of hisneck right up to his hairline, it was seared or stained with roughly verticad wavy
streaks of black and gray, the color of ash and burned wood. There wasn't an inch of his ordinary
skin color left on hisface, except faintly at the eyebrows. These had been shaved away: two little
pink-brown crescents showed there. But hislips, his eyelids, the lobes of hisearswere al discolored.
It was more like atriba mask, an effigy made for acarniva parade, than aliving face.

Under the bedclothes, his chest rose and fell raggedly. A little wheezing sound came from
between hislips.

Kitty reached out and touched a hand lying on the blanket. His pams, which he had raised to
ward off the smoke, were the same streaked color as hisface.

Her touch aroused aresponse: the head turned from side to side; discomfort flickered acrossthe
livid face. The gray lips parted; they moved asif they were trying to spesk. Kitty took her hand away,
but bent closer.

"Jekob?'



The eyesflicked open with such suddenness that she could not prevent hersdf from jerking back
in shock, colliding painfully with acorner of the bedside table. Sheleaned forward again, though
ingtantly aware he was not conscious. The eyes gazed straight ahead, wide and sightless. Againgt the
black-gray skin, they stood out pae and clear like two milky-white opal stones. It was then she
wondered if he were blind.

When the doctors arrived, bringing with them Mr. and Mrs. Hyrnek, and Kitty's mother
clamoring behind, they found her knegling by the bedside, hands clasping Jakob's, her head resting
againg the blanket. It was only with difficulty that they pried her free.

At home, Kitty pried hersdf in turn from the anguished questioning of her parents and climbed
the stairsto the landing of the little house. For many minutes she stood in front of the mirror, looking at
hersdlf, at her ordinary, unblemished face. She saw the smooth skin, thethick dark hair, the lipsand
eyebrows, the freckles on her hands, the mole on the side of her nose. It was all exactly the same as
aways, asit smply had no right to be.

The mechanism of the Law, such asit was, swung laborioudy into action. Even while Jakob ill
lay unconsciousin the hospital bed, the police called on Kitty's family to take a statement, much to her
parents anxiety. Kitty recounted what she knew tersely and without elaboration, ayoung
policewoman taking notes dl thewhile.

"We hope therell be no trouble, officer,” Kitty'sfather said, as she finished.

"We wouldn't want that," her mother added. "Redly we wouldn'."

"Therewill be an invedtigation,” the policewoman said, dill scribbling.

"How will you find him?" Kitty asked. "I don't know his name, and I've forgotten the name of
the... thing."

"We can trace him by hiscar. If he crashed as you say, the vehicle will have been picked up by
some garage or other, taken to be serviced. Then we can establish the truth of the matter.”

"You've got thetruth,” Kitty said flatly.
"We don't want any trouble," her father said again.

"WElIl bein touch,” the policewoman said. She snapped her notebook shuit.

The car, aRolls-Royce Siver Thruster, was quickly located; the identity of its owner followed.
HewasaMr. dulius Tallow, amagician working for Mr. Underwood at the Ministry of Internd
Affairs. While not particularly senior, he waswell connected and afamiliar figure around the city. He
cheerfully admitted that it had been he who had unleashed the Black Tumbler on thetwo childrenin



Wandsworth Park; indeed, he wanted it known that he was proud to have done so. He had been
peacefully driving past when he had been attacked by the individuas concerned. They had smashed
hiswindscreen with amissile so that helost control, then approached him aggressively, wielding two
long staves of wood. It was evident that they intended to rob him. He had acted in self-defense there
and then, striking them down before they had a chance to attack. He considered hisresponse a
restrained one, given the circumstances.

"Well, he'sobvioudy lying,” Kitty said. "We were nowhere near the road to start with—and if he
acted in self-defense at the roadside, how does he explain our being found up at the bridge? Did you
ares him?'

The policewoman looked surprised. "He'samagician. It isn't that Smple. He denies your
charges. The case will be heard at the Courts of Justice next month. If you wish to take the matter
further, you must attend and speek against Mr. Tdlow then."

"Good," Kitty said. "l can't wait."
"She won't be attending,” her father said. " She's done enough damage dready.”

Kitty snorted, but said nothing. Her parents abhorred theidea of confrontation with the
magicians and strongly disapproved of her act of trespassin the park. On her safe return from
hospital, they had seemed dmost angrier with her than with Talow—adtate of affairsthat had
awoken her strong resentment.

"Well, it'sup to you," the policewoman said. "I'll send the details anyway."

For aweek or more there was little word on Jakob's condition in the hospital. Visitswere
forbidden. In an effort to get news, Kitty findly plucked up the courage to trudge down the road to
the Hyrnek house for the first time since theincident. She waked up the familiar pathway diffidently,
unsure of her reception; guilt weighed heavily on her mind.

But Mrs. Hyrnek was polite enough; indeed, she clasped Kitty to her ample bosom and hugged
her tightly before ushering her indoors. Sheled her into the kitchen, over which, asaways, the smell
of cooking hung strong and pungent. Bowls of haf-chopped vegetables sat in the center of the trestle
table; acrossthe wall stretched the great oak dresser, laden with gaudily decorated plates. Odd
utensils of every description hung from the dark walls. Jakob's grandmamasat in her high chair beside
the great black stove, tirring a saucepan of soup with along-handled spoon. All was as normdl,
down to the last familiar crack inthe celling.

Except that Jakob was not there.

Kitty sat at the table and accepted amug of strongly scented tea. With aheavy sigh and a creak
of protesting wood, Mrs. Hyrnek sat opposite her. For some minutes, she did not spesk—in itsdf a
unigue occurrence. Kitty, for her part, did not fed she could tart the conversation. Up by the stove,
Jakob's grandmama continued stirring the steaming soup.

At last, Mrs. Hyrnek took aloud durp of tea, swallowed, spoke abruptly. "He woke up today,"



shesaid.
"Oh! Ishe—?"
"He'saswell as could be expected. Which isn't well.”
"No. But if he'swoken, that's good, isn't it? Hell be okay?'

Mrs. Hyrnek made an expressve face. "Hah! It wasthe Black Tumbler. Hisface will not
recover.”

Kitty fet thetearswelling. "Not at dl?*
"The scorching istoo fierce. Y ou should know this. Y ou have seeniit.”

"But why should he—?" Kitty furrowed her brows. "I mean—I'm al right, and | was hit, too.
We were both—"

"You? You were not hit!" Mrs. Hyrnek tapped her fingers against her face and looked at Kitty
with such ferocious condemnation that Kitty shrank back against the kitchen wall and did not dare
continue. Mrs. Hyrnek eyed her for along moment with a basilisk's gaze, then resumed sipping her
tea

Kitty spokeinasmall voice. "1—I'm so sorry, Mrs. Hyrnek."
"Do not be sorry. You did not hurt my son.”

"But isthere no way of changing it back?" Kitty said. "I mean, surely if the doctorsdon't have
treatments, the magicians could do something?”

A shake of the head. "The effects are permanent. Even if they weren', they would not choose to
helpus"

Kitty scowled. "They must help us! How can they not? What we did was an accident. What
Mr. Tdlow did was acdculated crime." Her anger rose within her. "Hewanted to kill us, Mrs.
Hyrnek! The Courts must seethat. Jakob and | can tell them, next month at the hearing—heéll be
better by then, won't he? Well shoot Talow's story full of holes and they can take him to the Tower.
Then they'll find someway of helping Jakob'sface, Mrs. Hyrnek, you'll see.”

Even amid the passion of her speech, she was aware of how hollow her words sounded. But
Mrs. Hyrnek's next words were unexpected, neverthel ess.

"Jakob will not be going to the hearing, dear. And neither should you. Y our parents do not want
you to, and they are quiteright. It isnot wise."

"But we have to, if wereto tdl them—"

Mrs. Hyrnek reached across the table and laid her great pink hand upon Kitty's own. "What do
you think will happen to Hyrnek and Sonsif Jakob engagesin alawsuit with amagician? Wel? Mr.



Hyrnek would lose everything in twenty-four hours. They'd close usdown, or transfer their trade to
Jarodav's or another of our competitors. Besides..." She smiled sadly. "Why bother? We wouldn't
have any chance of winning."

For amoment, Kitty was too stunned to reply. "But I've been requested to appear,” she said.
"And 0 has Jakob."

Mrs. Hyrnek shrugged. " Such an invitation can be easily declined. The authorities would prefer
not to be troubled by such atrifling matter. Two common children? It isawaste of their precioustime.
Take my advice, dear. Do not go to the Courts. No good can come of it."

Kitty stared at the callused tabletop. "But that means letting him—Mr. Talow—off, scot-free,”
shesad quietly. "I can't—it wouldn't beright.”

Mrs. Hyrnek stood suddenly, her chair screeching againgt thetiles on thefloor. "Itisnot a
question of 'right,’ girl," shesaid. "It isaquestion of common sense. And anyway"'—she seized abowl
of chopped cabbage in one hand and advanced to the stove—"it is not entirely certain Mr. Talow is
going to get off quite asfredly asyou think." With ajerk of the wrigts, shetipped the cabbage hissing
and bubbling into avat of boiling water. By the side of the stove Jakob's grandmama nodded and
grinned through the steam like agoblin, stirring, stirring, stirring the soup with her knotted, bony
hands.

13
Kitty

Three weeks passed, in which, through a combination of stubbornness and pride, Kitty resisted
all effortsto dissuade her from the path she had chosen. The harder her parentstried to threaten or
cgjole her, the more entrenched she became: she was determined to attend the Courts on the
scheduled day to see that justice was done.

Her resolve was strengthened by word of Jakob's condition: he remained in the hospitdl,
conscious, lucid, but unableto see. Hisfamily hoped that his Sight would return in time. The thought of
the aternative made Kitty tremble with grief and rage.

If her parents had had the power, they would have declined the summons when it arrived. But
Kitty wasthe plaintiff: her sgnature was needed to halt the case, and this shewould not give. The
process of Law continued, and on the appropriate morning, Kitty arrived at the Great Gate of the
Courts at 8:30 sharp, dressed in her smartest jacket and best suede trousers. Her parents were not
with her; they had refused to come.

All about her was amotley throng, jostling and elbowing her asthey waited for the doorsto
open. At the lowest end of the spectrum, afew guttersnipes barged back and forth, selling hot
pastries and piesfrom large wooden trays. Kitty kept tight hold of her shoulder bag whenever they
passed near. She noticed severa tradesmen too, ordinary people like her, decked out in their best
auits, dl pale-faced and sickly with nerves. By far the largest group consisted of worried-looking
magicians, resplendent in their Piccadilly suits and forma capes and gowns. Kitty scanned their faces,



looking for Mr. Talow, but he was nowhere to be seen. Burly Night Police kept watch on the fringes
of the crowd.

The doors opened, awhistle blew; the crowd streamed in.

Each vistor wasfunneled past an officid in auniform of red and gold. Kitty gave her name; the
man scanned a piece of paper.

"Courtroom twenty-seven,” he said. "Stairs on the left, hard right at the top. Fourth door aong.
Hurry dong there.”

He pushed her forward and she was past him, under a high stone arch and out into the cool
marble hals of the Judicial Courts. Stone busts of great men and women gazed down dispassionately
from nichesin thewadlls, sllent people hurried to and fro. The air hummed with seriousness and hush
and adigtinct smell of carbolic soap. Kitty climbed the stairs and made her way along abusy corridor
until she arrived at the door of Courtroom 27. Outside it was awooden bench. A sign above
instructed al claimantsto St and wait to be called.

Kitty sat and waited.

For the next fifteen minutes, asmall, pensive group of people gathered one by one outside the
courtroom. They stood or sat in silence, absorbed in their own thoughts. Most were magicians: they
immersed themselvesin sheaves of legdistic documents, written on paper headed with complex stars
and signs. They did their best to avoid one another's eyes.

The door to Courtroom 27 opened. A young man wearing a smart green cap and an eager
expression poked his head around it.

"Kathleen Joned" he said. "I's she here? She's next up.”
"That'sme." Kitty's heart was pounding; her wriststingled with fear.
"Right. Julius Tdlow. Ishe here? We need him, too."

Slencein the corridor. Mr. Tallow had not arrived.

The young man made aface. "Well, we can't hang around. If heisn't here, heisn't. Miss Jones, if
you would be so kind..."

He ushered Kitty ahead of him through the door and closed it softly behind them.
"That's your seat over there, Miss Jones. The court's ready to begin."

The courtroom was of intimate sze, square, and filled with a stained, melanchaly light that
filtered in through two giant arched windows of colored glass. The picturesin the windows both
depicted heroic knight-magicians. One, encased in armor, was in the process of running asword
through the belly of agreat demonic beast, adl claws and knobbly teeth. The other, wearing ahelmet
and what |ooked like along white shift, was exorcising a hideous goblin, which wasfaling through a
sguare black hole that had opened in the ground. The other wallsin the room were lined with dark



wooden panels. The ceiling was wood, too, carved to resemble the stone vaults of achurch. The
room was fearsomely old-fashioned. Aswas perhaps the intention, Kitty felt awed and terribly out of
place.

Agangt onewal ran ahigh platform, upon which was a huge wooden throne resting behind a
long table. At one end of the table was a small desk, where three black-suited clerks sat, busily
tapping at computers and leafing through piles of paper. Kitty passed in front of this platform,
following the direction of the young man's outstretched arm, toward a solitary high-backed chair
slhouetted in front of the windows. Here, she sat. Another smilar chair faced her from the opposite
wal.

Across from the platform, a couple of public benches were separated from the court by abrass
railling. To Kitty's surprise, afew spectators were aready gathering there,

The young man consulted hiswatch, took a deep breath, then yelled so loudly that Kitty jumped
whereshesat. "All rise!" heroared. "All rise for Ms. Fitzwilliam, Magician Fourth Level and Judge of
thisCourt! All rise!”

A grinding of chairs, a scuffling of shoes. Kitty, clerks, and spectators got to their feet. Asthey
did so, adoor opened in the paneling behind the throne and awoman entered, black-robed and
hooded. She sat herself on the throne and threw back her hood, revealing hersdf to be young, with
brown bobbed hair and too much lipstick.

"Thangyoo, ladies and gennlemen, thangyoo! All Sit, please!” The young man saluted toward the
throne and marched off to Sit in adiscreet corner.

The judge presented asmall cold smile to the assembled court. "Good morning, everyone. We
dart, | believe, with the case of Julius Talow, Magician Third Leve, and Kathleen Jones, a
commoner from Balham. Miss Jones has chosen to attend, | see; whereisMr. Talow?!

The young man legped to hisfeet like ajack-in-the-box. "He's not here, maam!" He saluted
smartly and sat down.

"l can seethat. Whereishe?!

The young man legped to hisfeet. "Haven't the foggiest idea, maam!™

"Wdll, too bad. Clerks, put Mr. Talow down for contempt of court, pending. We shdl begin..."
Thejudge put on apair of spectacles and studied her papersfor afew moments. Kitty sat
sraight-backed, rigid with nerves.

The judge removed her spectacles and looked across at her. "Kathleen Jones?'

Kitty leaped up. "Y es, maam.”

"Sit down, st down. Weliketo keep it asinformal aswe can. Now, being young—how old are
you, Miss Jones?'

"Thirteen, maam."



"| see. Being young, and of common stock as you undoubtedly are—I see here your father isa
sales assistant and your mother a cleaner" —she spoke these words with dight distaste—"you might
very well be overawed by these august surroundings.” The judge gestured at the court. "But | must tell
you not to fear. Thisisahouse of justice, where even the less equa among us are welcome, provided
they spesk truthfully. Do you understand?’

Kitty had afrog in her throat; shefound it hard to answer clearly. 'Y es, maam.”
"Very well. Then we shall hear your side of the case. Please proceed.”

For the next few minutes, in arather raspy voice, Kitty outlined her sde of events. She began
awkwardly, but warmed to her theme, going into as much detail as she could. The court listened in
slence, including the judge, who stared at her impassively over her spectacles. The clerks tapped
away at their keyboards.

She concluded with an impassioned description of Jakob's condition under the spell of the Black
Tumbler. Asshefinished, aheavy slencefilled the courtroom. Someone somewhere coughed. During
the speech, it had begun to rain outside. Drops tapped gently at the windows; the light in the room
was watery and smudged.

Thejudge sat back in her chair. "Clerks of the Court, do you have dl that down?"
One of the three menin black raised his head. "We do, maam."

"Very wdl." Thejudge frowned, asif dissatisfied. "In the absence of Mr. Tdlow, | must
reluctantly accept thisverson of events. The verdict of the court—"

A sudden ferocious knocking sounded on the courtroom door. Kitty's heart, which had |egped
sky-high at the judge's words, descended to her boots in ahegp of foreboding. The young maninthe
green cap sprang across to open the door; as he did so, he was amost bowled off hisfeet by the
muscular entrance of Julius Talow. Dressed in agray suit with thin pink pingtripes and with hischin
thrust forward, he strode across to the vacant chair and sat decisively uponiit.

Kitty gazed at him with loathing. He returned the look with aveiled smirk and turned to facethe
judge.

"Mr. Tdlow, | assume," shesaid.

"Indeed, maam." His eyeswere downcast. "I humbly—"

"Youre late, Mr. Talow."

"Yesmaam. | humbly extend my apologiesto the Court. | was kept busy at the Ministry of
Interna Affairsthis morning, maam. Emergency Situation—smal matter of three bull-headed foliots
loose in Wapping. Possibleterrorist action. | had to help brief the Night Police on the best methods
for dedling with 'em, malam.” He adopted an expansive posture, winked at the crowd. "A pile of fruit,

lathered with honey—that's what does the trick. The sweetness draws them near, you see, then—"

The judge banged her gavel down upon the bench. "'If you don't mind, Mr. Talow, that is quite



beside the point! Punctudity isvitd for the smooth running of justice. | find you guilty of contempt of
court and hereby fine you five hundred pounds.”

He hung his head, the picture of bulky contrition. "Y es, maam."

"However..." Thejudgesvoice lightened somewhat. "Y ou have arrived just in time to state your
side of the matter. We have heard Miss Joness version dready. Y ou know the charges. How do you

respond?”

"Not guilty, maam!" He was suddenly bolt upright again, swelling with aggressive confidence.
The pingtripes on his chest expanded like plucked harp strings. "'I'm sorry to say, maam, that | have
to recount an incident of dmost incredible savagery, in which two thugs—including, | am sorry to say,
that prim young madam sitting yonder—waylaid my car with intent to rob and injure. It was only pure
chance that, with the power | am fortunate enough to wield, | was able to fend them off and make

good my escape.”

He continued to develop hisliefor dmost twenty minutes, providing harrowing accounts of the
chilling threats made by histwo lants. Frequently he digressed into little anecdotes that reminded
the court of hisimportant rolein government. Kitty sat white-faced with fury throughout, clenching her
fingernailsinto her palms. Once or twice she noticed the judge shake her head at some unpleasant
detail; two of the clerks were heard to gasp in outrage when Mr. Tallow described the cricket ball
hitting hiswindscreen, and the spectators in the galery oohed and aahed with increasing regularity.
She could tell which way the case was going.

At last, when with sickening salf-effacement Mr. Tallow described how he had ordered the
Black Tumbler to be fired only at the ringleader—Jakob—through his desire to keep casudtiesto a
minimum, Kitty could no longer restrain hersdlf.

"That'sanother lie!" she cried. "It came straight at me, too!™

The judge rapped the bench with her gavd. "Order in the Court!"

"But it's so obvioudy untrue!” Kitty said. "We were standing together. The monkey-thing fired at
us both, as Tallow ordered. | was knocked out by it. The ambulance took me to hospitd.”

"Slence, Miss Joned"

Kitty subsided. "I'm... sorry, maam.”

"Mr. Tdlow, if you would be so good asto continue?'

The magician wound it up soon afterward, leaving the spectators whispering excitedly among
themsalves. Ms. Fitzwilliam brooded awhile on her throne, occasiondly bending down to exchange

whispered asides with the Clerks of the Court. Finally, she tapped the table. The room fell silent.

"Thisisadifficult and distressing case," the judge began, "and we are hampered in it by the lack
of witnesses. We have only one person'sword against the other. Yes, Miss Jones, what isit?"

Kitty had put up her hand politely. "Thereis another witness, maam. Jakob."



"If 50, why isn't he here?'
"He's not wdl, maam.”

"Hisfamily could have made a submission on his behaf. They have chosen not to do so. Perhaps
they fed their caseisweak?"

"No, maam," Kitty said. "They're scared.”
"Scared?’ Thejudge's eyebrows arched. "Ridiculous! Of what?"

Kitty hesitated, but there was no help for it now. "Reprisals, maam. If they spesk out against a
magicianin court.”

At this, the room erupted with a barrage of noise from the spectators benches. The three clerks
ceased typing in amazement. The young man in the green cap was gawping in hiscorner. Ms.
Fitzwilliam's eyes narrowed. She had to bang the table repeatedly to quiet things down.

"Miss Jones,” shesaid, "if you dare utter such nonsense | shal have you up on a charge mysdlf!
Do not speak out of turn again.” Kitty saw Julius Tallow grinning openly. She fought to hold back the
tears.

Thejudge stared a Kitty sternly. "Y our wild accusation only increases the weight of evidence
that has dready built up so heavily againgt you. Do not speak!™ Overcome with shock, Kitty had
automaticaly opened her mouth again.

"Each time you speak you further damn your case,” the judge went on. "Quite patently, if your
friend was confident with your story, he would be here in person. Equaly patently, you were not hit
by the Black Tumbler asyou have just claimed, otherwise you could hardly—how shdl | put it?>—be
so well turned out today.”

The judge paused to take asip of water.

"1 dmost admire your audacity in taking your claim to the court,” she said, "together with your
temerity in chalenging such aprominent citizen asMr. Talow." She gestured across at the magician,
who wore the complacent expression of a siroked cat. "However, such considerations cannot carry
theday in acourt of law. Mr. Talow's case rests on his good reputation and the expensive garage il
required to pay for the damage that you caused. Y our case rests on nothing except wild accusations,
which | believeto befabricated.” (Gasps from the crowd.) "Why? Smply because if you are
mendacious with regard to the Tumbler—which you say hit you, when clearly it did not—thereisno
reason for the court to accept the rest of your story. Moreover, you can produce no witnesses, not
even your friend, the other ‘injured party.” As your outbursts have proved, you are clearly of a
pass onate and turbulent nature, liable to erupt in arage at the dightest opportunity. When | consider
these points, it can only lead meto aglaring fact that | have done my best to ignore. It isthis: when dll
issaid and done, you are both a minor and acommoner, whose word can hardly stand againgt that of
atrusted servant of the State."

Thejudge at this point took a deep breath and a subdued cry of "Hear, hear," rose from the
public benches. One of the clerks looked up, muttered, "Well said, maam,” and buried hisnosein his



computer again. Kitty dumped in her chair, weighed down by leaden despair. She could not look at
thejudge, the clerks or, least of dl, the odious Mr. Talow. She stared instead at the shadows of the
raindrops trickling across the floor. All she wished for now was to escape.

"In conclusion"—the judge assumed an expression of the utmost dignity—"the court finds against
you, Miss Jones, and rejects your charge. If you were older, you would certainly not escape a
custodial sentence. Asit is, and since Mr. Tallow has aready applied his own gppropriate punishment
to your gangland group, | will restrict myself to fining you for wasting the court'stime.”

Kitty swallowed. Please let it not be much, pleaselet it not be—
"Y ou are hereby fined one hundred pounds.”

Not too bad. She could cope with that. She had almost seventy five poundsin her bank
account.

"In addition, it is customary to transfer the winner's costs acrossto the losing side. Mr. Tdlow
owes five hundred poundsfor hislate arrival. Y ou must pay this, too. Thetota dueto the court is
therefore sx hundred pounds.”

Kitty reded in shock, feding the tears coming strongly now. Furioudy she fought them back.
She would not cry. She would not. Not here.

She managed to turn the first sob into aloud, rumbling cough. At that moment the judge banged
the gave twice.

"Court dismissed.”

Kitty ran from the room.

14
Kitty

Kitty had her cry in one of thelittle cobbled side roads running off the Strand. Then she wiped
her face, bought areviving bun from a Persian café on the corner opposite the Judicia Courts, and
tried to work out what to do. She certainly could not pay the fine and doubted her parents could
ether. That meant she had a month in which to find six hundred pounds, or she—and perhaps her
parents, too—would be bound for the debtors prison. She knew this, because before she had
managed to exit the echoing courtrooms, one of the black-suited clerks had appeared, tugged
respectfully at her elbow, and thrust an order for payment, with theink still wet uponit, into her
trembling fingers. It spelled out exactly what the pendtieswere.

The thought of informing her parents gave Kitty sharp painsin her chest. She couldn't face going
home; she would walk beside theriver fird.

The cobbled lane ran down from the Strand to the Embankment, a pleasant pedestrianized



walkway following the bank of the Thames. It had stopped raining, but the cobbles were dark and
flecked with water. On ether side the usud shops stretched: Middle Eastern fast-food joints, tourist
boutiques stuffed with kitsch memorabilia, herbalists whose cut-price baskets of dogwood and
rosemary bulged hafway out into the street.

Kitty had nearly reached the Embankment when a rapid tapping behind her heralded the sudden
gppearance of agtick, followed by an ancient man, half hobbling, half ssumbling out of control down
the cobbled dope. She jumped back out of hisway. To her surprise, instead of careering onward and
ending up in theriver, the man hated, with much scuffling and gasping, directly beside her.

"Ms. Jones?' The words wheezed out between each gasp of breath.

She spoke heavily. "Yes." Some other clerk with anew demand.

"Good, good. Let—Ilet me get my voice back.”

Thistook afew seconds, during which time Kitty observed him closdly. Hewas athin, bony,
and aged gentleman, bald on top, with asemicircle of dirty-white hair acting as aruff to the back of
his skull. Hisface was painfully thin, but his eyes were bright. He wore aneat suit and apair of green
leather gloves; his hands wobbled as he leaned upon his stick.

At last: "Sorry about that. Afraid I'd lost you. Started along the Strand first. Turned back.
Intuition.”

"What do you want?" Kitty had no timefor intuitive old men.

"Y es. Getting to the point. Good. Well. | wasin the gallery just now. Courtroom twenty-seven.
Saw you in action." Heregarded her closely. So?

"Wanted to ask. One question. Simple one. If you don't mind."

"] don't want to talk about it, thank you." Kitty made to move off, but the stick shot out with
surprising speed and gently barred the way. Her anger fizzed indde her; in the mood shewasin,
kicking an old man down the street did not seem beyond possibility. "Excuse me" shesaid. "I've got
nothing to say."

"Understand that. Really. Might be to your advantage, though. Listen, then decide. The Black
Tumbler. Sitting at the back of the court. Bit deaf. Thought you said the Tumbler hit you.

"I did. It did."

"Ah. Knocked you out, you said.”

"es"

"Hames and smoke dl around you. Searing heat?"

"Yes. Now |—"



"But, Court didn't accept it."

"No. Now | redly must go." Kitty sidestepped the outstretched stick and trotted the last few
yards down to the Embankment. But to her surprise and fury the old man kept up with her, continually
jabbing his stick out at an angle so that it became entangled with her legs, or tripped her feet, or
forced her to take outsize stepsto avoid it. At last she could take it no longer; seizing the end of the
stick, she yanked hard, jerking the gentleman off balance so that he collapsed against the river wall.
Then she et off at abrisk pace, but once more heard the frantic tapping close behind her.

Shewheded around. "Now, |ook—"

Hewas hard on her hedl's, whey-faced, gasping. "Ms. Jones, please. | understand your anger.
Truly. But | amonyour side. What if | ssid—?What if | said that | could pay the fine? That the Court
haslevied? All six hundred pounds. Would that help?*

Shelooked at him.
"Ah. That interestsyou. | get aresult.”

Kitty felt her heart beating wildly in confusion and anger. "What are you talking about? Y ou're
trying to set me up. Get me arrested for conspiracy or—or something...."

He amiled; his skin stretched tight againgt his skull. "Ms. Jones. That isnot theideaat dl. | am
not rushing you into anything. Listen. My nameis Pennyfesther. Hereismy card." He reached into the
pocket of his coat and handed a small business card to Kitty with aflourish. It was decorated with
two crossed paintbrushes above the words T. E. Pennyfeather, Artists Materials. Therewasa
telephone number in the corner. Uncertainly, Kitty took it.

"Good. I'm going now. Leave you to your walk. Good day for it. Sun coming out. Ring if
interested. Within aweek."

For thefirst time, Kitty made an attempt at being polite, without quite knowing why. "But, Mr.
Pennyfeather,” she said. "Why should you help me? It doesn't make sense.”

"No, but it will. Ahh! What—?" His cry was occasioned by two young men—evidently
magicians from the expense of their clothes—who, in striding down the street, laughing loudly and
tucking into lentil takeaways from the Persian café, had barged right past him, knocking him amost
into the gutter. They proceeded merrily, without abackward glance. Kitty stretched out ahand to
Steady the old man, but drew back at the flash of anger in hiseyes. Herighted himsalf dowly, leaning
heavily on his stick and muttering under his breeth.

"Forgiveme," hesaid. "Ah, those—they think they own the place. As—as perhapsthey do. For
the moment.” He looked aong the Embankment; away into the blue distance people went about their
business, vigting stals or passing up into the cluttered side streets. On theriver, four tethered coa
barges drifted downstream, the bargees reclining and smoking on the side. The old man bared his
teeth. "Few of these fools suspect what flies above them inthe open air,” he said. "Or guess what
hops behind them in the street. And if they guess, they dare not challengeit. They let the magicians
srut among them; let them build their palaces upon the broken backs of the people; let them tread al
notions of jugtice into the mud. But you and |—we have seen what the magicians do. And what they



doit with. Perhaps we are not as passive as our fellows, eh?”

He smoothed down hisjacket and grinned suddenly. "Y ou must think for yoursdlf. | will say no
more. Only this: | believe your story. The whole of it—of course | do—but most particularly about
the Black Tumbler. Who, after al, would be so stupid asto make that point up if they had no injury?
Ah, thisiswhat isso interesting. | will await your cdl, Ms. Jones."

With that, the old man turned on his hedl and made off at abrisk pace back up the side stret,
dtick tap-tap-tapping on the cobbles, ignoring the sharp entreeties of an herbdist sanding inthe
doorway of his shop. Kitty watched him until he turned onto the Strand and out of sight.

Waiting in the darkness of the cdllar, Kitty drifted through the events of long ago. How distant it
al seemed; how naive she had been, standing in the courtroom demanding justice. She flushed angrily:
the memory was painful even now. Justice from the magicians? The very ideawas laughable. Clearly,
direct action wasthe only feasible dternative. At least they were doing something now, showing their
defiance.

She glanced a her watch. Anne had been gone in the secret chamber sometime. Intotal, eleven
new magica artifacts had been stolen on Founder's Day—nine minor wegpons and two jewel s of
unknown purpose. Now Anne was storing them away. Outside, the rain had intensified. During the
short walk from the art shop to the deserted courtyard, they had al gotten soaked. Evenin the cellar
they were not safe from the water: a steady stream of dripswasfaling from adeep crack inthe
plaster ceiling. Directly below sat ablack bucket of extreme age. It was dmost brim-full.

"Empty it out, would you, Stanley?" Kitty said.

Stanley was sitting on the coa bin, shoulders hunched, head pressed on hisknees. He hesitated
just amoment longer than necessary; finally he jumped down, picked up the bucket and steered it,
with some difficulty, to agrille besde thewall. He duiced the water away.

"l don't know why he doesn't get that pipe fixed," he growled, returning the bucket to its
position. The maneuver had taken only afew seconds, but dready a smal puddle had gathered
between the worn bricks of the cdllar floor.

"Because we want the cellar to gppear unused,” Kitty said. "That's obvious."
Stanley grunted. "The tuff's Sitting uselessin there. It'sno placefor it."

From his station near the entrance arch, Fred nodded. He was fingering an open flick-knifein his
hand. "Should let usgoin," hesaid.

At thefar end of thelittle room, which was only dimly lit by asingle bulb, apile of logs had been
precarioudy stacked. Thewall behind it appeared solid, if alittle crumbling, but they al knew how the
mechanism worked: how ametal lever could be depressed into the floor; how, at the sametime, the
brickwork above the logs could be made to swing open a atouch. They knew the dull grating noise,
the cold, chemical smdl emanating from indde. But they didn't know exactly what the secret recess
contained, as only Anne, who was the quartermaster of the group, was dlowed into their leader's



chamber. The others dways remained outside, on guard.

Kitty shifted her back againgt thewall. "Theresno point using it al yet," she said. "Weneed to
save as much as possible, wait till we have more support.”

"Likethat's ever going to happen." Stanley had not returned to the cod bin, but was pacing
fretfully around the cdllar. "Nick'sright. The commoners are like oxen. They'll never do anything.”

"All those weaponsin there," Fred said wistfully. "We should be doing more with them. Like
Mart did."

"Didn’t do him much good,” Kitty remarked. "Prime Miniger'sill dive, isn't he? And where's
Mart? Food for the fishes."

Sheld intended it to wound, and it did. Stanley had been close friends with Martin. Hisvoice
rose apitch, harsh and resentful: "He was unlucky. The sphere wasn't strong enough, that'sdl. He
could have had Devereaux and haf the cabinet. Where's Anne? Why can't she hurry up?”

"You'rekidding yoursdlf." Kitty pursued the point bitterly. "Their defenses were too strong. Mart
never had a chance. How many magicians have wekilled in dl these years? Four? Five? And none of
them any good. I'm telling you, wegpons or not, we need a better strategy.”

"I'll tell him you said that," Stanley said. "When he gets back.”

"You would, you little snegk.” Kitty's voice was scathing. Even o, the thought of it made her
dhiver.

"I'm hungry," Fred said. He pressed the button on the hasp of hisknife, flicked out the blade
agan.

Kitty looked at him. ™Y ou had amassive lunch. | saw you."

"I'm hungry again.”

"Tough."

"l can't fight if I've not et." Fred suddenly leaned forward; hisfingerstwisted, blurred; there was
awhizzing noisein theair, and the flick-knife buried itsalf in the cement between two bricks, three
inches above Stanley's head. Stanley dowly raised his head and considered the quivering handle; his
facewasalittle green.

"See?' Fred said. "Lousy shot." Hefolded hisarms. "That's because I'm hungry.”

"It seemed pretty good to me," Kitty said.

"Good? | missed him."

"Give him hisknife back, Stanley." Kitty suddenly felt very tired.



Stanley was struggling unsuccessfully to pull the knife free of the wall when the hidden door
opened above the log pile and Anne emerged. The smal bag she had taken in with her was nowhere
to be seen.

"Squabbling again?' she sad tartly. "Come dong, children.”

The walk back to the shop wasjust as wet as the outward journey, and the spirits of the group
were lower than ever by the time they arrived. Asthey entered in agout of spray and steam, Nick ran
forward, hisface shining with excitement.

"What isit?" Kitty asked. "What's happened?"

"Just got word," he said breathlesdy. "From Hopkins. They're coming back within the week.
Going to tdl us something of the first importance. A new job. Bigger than anything we've ever done.”

"Bigger than Westmingter Hall?' Stanley sounded skeypticd.

Nick grinned. "Saving Mart's memory, bigger even than that. Hopkinssletter doesn't say whét,
but it's going to shake everything up, he says. It'swhat we've always wanted, every one of us. We're
going to do something that'll transform our fortunes at astroke. It's dangerous, but if we do it right, he
says, well knock the magicians off their perch. London will never bethe same again.”

"About time," Anne said. "Stanley, go and put the kettle on.”

15

Bartimaeus

Picture the scene. London in therain. Gray sheets of water tumbled from the sky, breaking upon
the pavementswith aroar louder than cannon fire. A strong wind buffeted the rain thisway and that,
blowing it under porches and eaves, cornices and capstones, drowning each possible refuge with a
freezing Soray. There was weter everywhere, bouncing off the tarmac, swilling dong the gutters,
congregating in basement corners and above the drains. It overflowed the city's cisterns. It cascaded
horizontaly through pipes, diagondly acrossroof dates, verticaly down wals, staining the brickwork
like sweeping washes of blood. It dripped between joists and through cracksin cellings. It hung in the
ar intheform of achill white mist, and above, invisibly, in the black reaches of the sky. It seeped into
the fabric of buildings and the bones of their cowering inhabitants.

In dark places underground, rats huddled in their lairs, listening to the echoes of the drumming
overhead. In humble houses, ordinary men and women closed the shutters, turned lights on and
clustered about their hearth fires with sleaming cups of tea. Even in their londly villas, the magicians
fled the endlessrain. They skulked to their workrooms, bolted fast the iron doors and, conjuring
clouds of warming incense, lost themsdlvesin dreams of distant lands.

Rats, commoners, magicians. al safely undercover. And who could blame them? The streets



were deserted, all London was shut down. It was close to midnight and the storm was getting worse.
No oneintheir right mind would be out on anight like this.
Ho hum.

Somewhere amid the driving rain was a place where seven roads met. In the center of the
crossroads stood a granite plinth, topped by a statue of alarge man on ahorse. The man waved a
sword, hisface frozen in the midst of aheroic cry. The horse was rearing up, back legs splayed, front
legs out. Perhaps it was signaling dramatic defiance, perhapsit was preparing to hurl itsdf into battle.
Perhaps it was smply trying to didodge the fat bloke on its back. WeIl never know. But see: under
the belly of the horse, Sitting right at the center of the plinth, itstail tucked elegantly againg its
paws—alarge gray cat.

The cat affected not to notice the bitter wind that rippled its sodden fur. Its handsome yelow
eyes gazed out steedily into the murk, asif piercing therain. Only the dight downward tilt of itstufted
ears Sgnaled dissatisfaction with its circumstances. One ear flicked occasiondly; otherwise, the cat
might have been carved from stone.

The night darkened. Therainintensified. | tucked my tail in grimly and watched the roads.

Timetrickled on.

Four nightsis not aparticularly long time even for humans, let alone for us higher beingsfrom the
Other Place.w Y et thelast four nights hed redlly dragged. For each one of them | had been patrolling
the central regions of London, hunting for the unknown marauder. 1'd not been done, admittedly; |
had the company of afew other unlucky djinn and abarrel-load of foliots. Thefoliotsin particular had
caused incessant trouble, forever trying to bunk off by hiding under bridges or dipping down
chimneys, or getting Startled out of their skins2 by thunderclaps or one another's shadows. It was dll
one could do to keep them inline. And dl thewhileit had rained continualy, hard enough to cause a
canker in one's essence.

[1] Wheretime, strictly speaking, doesn't exist. Or, if it does, only in acircuitous, nonlinear sort of way....
Look, it'sa complicated concept and I'd love to discuss it with you, but perhaps now's not quite the best moment.
Remind me abouit it later.

[2] Literaly so, I'm afraid. All rather messy and inconvenient.

Nathanidl, needlessto say, had not been sympathetic. He was under pressure himsalf, he said,
and he needed results soon. In histurn he was having difficulty marshaing the smal group of
magicians from his department who were providing the other djinn for the patrols. Reading between
thelines, they were openly mutinous, didiking being ordered around by an upstart of ayouth. And
let'sfaceit, who could blame them? Neverthel ess, each night djinn and foliots dike assembled glumly
on the gray date roofs of Whitehall and were directed out on our patrols.

Our am wasto protect certain prominent tourist regions of the city, which Nathanid and his
immediate superior, acertain Mr. Talow, consdered under threat. A list of possible siteswas given
to us: museums, galleries, swanky restaurants, the aerodrome, shopping arcades, statues, arches, and



other landmarks.... Taken in toto, it pretty much accounted for most of London. This meant we had to
work our interlocking circuits continuoudy dl night to have any chance of keeping check.

Not only wasthistedious and tiring (and very wet), it was aso an unnerving business, sncethe
nature of our opponent was both mysterious and maign. Severa of the more nervy foliots began a
whispering campaign straightaway: our enemy was arogue aftrit; itsef was—worse—amarid; it
wrapped acloak of darknessaround it at al times, so itsvictims could not see their deaths
gpproaching; no, it destroyed buildings with its breeth;s it carried with it the odor of the grave which
parayzed human and spirit dike. To improve morde| tried starting a counterrumor that it was nothing
but asmall imp with agrouchy persondity, but this, sadly, didn't stick; the foliots (and a couple of the
djinn) went out into the night wide-eyed and tentative of wing.

[3] I've known magicians with similar powers, especidly first thing in the morning.

One smdll bonus for me was the appearance, among the djinn, of none other than my old
asociate from my daysin Prague—Queezle. She was newly endaved to one of the other magiciansin
Nathaniel's department, a sour and desiccated individua named Ffoukes. Despite his gtrict regime
however, Queezle retained her old vigor. We made it our business to hunt together wherever

possble.s

[4] I liked Queezle. She was fresh and youthful (amere 1,500 yearsin your world) and had been lucky with
her masters. Her first summoning was by a hermit living in the Jordanian desert, who ate honey and dried tubers
and treated her with austere courtesy. When he died, she had escaped further service until afemale French
magician (1400s) uncovered her name. This master, too, was unusually clement and never so much asjabbed her
with the Stimulating Compass. By the time she reached Prague, Queezl€'s personality was thus less embittered than
that of hoary old lags like me. Released from service there by the death of our master, she had since served
magicians in Chinaand Ceylon, without great incident.

Thefirg two nights of hunting, nothing happened, except for two foliots getting swept away
while hiding under London Bridge. But on the third night, loud crashing sounds were heard shortly
before midnight, emanating from the west wing of the Nationd Gdlery. A djinni named Zeno wasfirgt
on the scene, with me not far behind. Smultaneoudy, severad magicians, including my madter, arrived
in aconvoy; they encased the gdllery in adense nexus and ordered usinto battle.

Zeno displayed admirable bravery. Without hesitation, he flew siraight to the source of the
disturbance and was never seen again. | was close on his hedls, but owing to adicky leg and the
complex layout of the gdlery corridors, lagged behind, got lost, and didn't manage to reach the west
wing until much later. By thistime, having wrought cons derable damage, the marauder had departed.

My excuses cut no ice with my master, who would have worked some inventive punishment on
me had | not had the protection of knowing his name. Asit was, he vowed to encase mein aniron
cube should I neglect to engage the enemy next timeit gppeared. | made soothing answers, perceiving
he was addled with anxiety: his hair was disheveled, his cuffs hung limp, his drainpipe trousers sagged
loose upon hisframe asif he had lost weight. | pointed this out to him in asympathetic sort of way.

"Eat more,” | advised. "Y ou're too thin. Currently, the only bit of you that's growing outward is
your hair. If you don't watch out, you'll overbalance soon."

He rubbed hisred, degpless eyes. "Will you stop going on about my hair? Eating isfor people
who have nothing else to do, Bartimaeus. I'm living on borrowed time—as are you. If you can
destroy the enemy, al well and good; if not, at least get some information about its nature. Otherwise



the Night Police are likely to take charge."
"S0? What's that to me?"
He spoke serioudy. "It'l mean my downfdl.”
"So? What's that to me?”

"Everything, if | bind you into theiron cube before| go. Infact, I'll makeit aslver one—even
more painful. And it'll happen, unless| get results soon.”

| ceased arguing then. There waslittle point. The boy had changed somewhat since I'd last seen
him, and not for the better. His master and his career had worked an unpleasant alchemy upon him: he
was harder, harsher, and atogether more brittle. He a so had even less of a sense of humor than
previoudy, which was itsalf aremarkable achievement. One way or another, | looked forward to the
end of my sx weeks.

But until then, survelllance, danger, and therain.

From my position beneath the statue, | could see down three of the seven roads. Each one was
lined with swanky shop fronts, dark and shadowy, secured by metd grilles. Frail lamps shonein
alcoves above the doors, but the rain was stronger than the light, and their radiance did not travel far.
Water duiced aong the pavements.

A sudden movement in the left-hand road: the cat's head turned. Something had dropped onto a
first-floor window ledge. It perched there for amoment, ablack smudgein the gloom—then, ina
sngle snewy movement, poured itsdlf over the ledge and down thewall, zigzagging through the
grooves between the bricks like a thin rope of hot treacle. At the base of the wall, it dropped onto the
pavement, became asmall black smudge again, grew legs, and began to splitter-splatter along the
pavement in my direction.

| watched dl this. | did not move an inch.

The smudge reached the crossroads, waded through the spreading puddles, and jumped onto
the plinth. Hereit was fully revedled as an dlegant spaniel with big brown eyes. She halted in front of
the cat, paused, shook hersdlf vigoroudly.

A shower of water sprayed out and hit the cat directly inthe face.

"Thanksfor that, Queezle," | said. ™Y ou must have spotted | wasn't quite wet enough.”

The spanid blinked, stuck her head coyly on one side, and gave an apol ogetic bark.

"And you can drop that old routine right now,” | went on. "I'm not some human dunderhead

who's going to be charmed by limpid eyesand aclot of wet fur. Y ou forget | can see you quite clearly
on the seventh plane, dorsal tubesand al.”



"Can't hdp mysdlf, Bartimaeus." The spanid raised ahind leg and scratched hersdf nonchdantly
behind one ear. "It's dl this undercover work. It's becoming second nature to me. Y ou should think
yoursdlf lucky you're not sitting under alamppost.”

| did not dignify this remark with aresponse. " So whereve you been?' | said. "Y ou're two hours
later than agreed.”

The spaniel nodded wearily. "Fase darm at the silk warehouses. Pair of foliots thought they'd
seen something. Had to search the whole place thoroughly before giving the dl clear. Stupid
firg-timers. Of course | had to reprimand them.”

"Nipped their ankles, did you?'

A smadll crooked smileflickered across the spanie's muzzle. " Something like that."

| shifted acrossto dlow Queezle abit of room on the center of the plinth. Not that it was any
less damp there particularly, but it seemed a comradely thing to do. She shuffled up and huddied
dongsde

"Can't redly blamethem,” | said. "They'rejumpy. It'sal thisrain. And what happened to Zeno.
Being summoned night after night doesn't help either. It wears your essence down after awhile.”

Queezle gave me a side glance out of those big brown puppy-dog eyes. " Your essence, too,
Bartimaeus?'

"1 was spegking rhetoricdly. I'm dl right.” To proveit | arched my back in abig luxuriant cat
dretch, the kind that runs from whisker tip to tail tuft. "Ahhh, that's better. Nope, I've seen worse than
thisand so have you. Just some pumped-up imp lurking in the shadows. It's nothing we can't handle,
oncewefind him."

"That'swhat Zeno said, as| recall.”

"l don't remember what Zeno said. Where's your master tonight? Safely under cover?”

The spanid gave asmdl growl. "He dlamsto bewithin sgnding distance. The Whitehdl office,
alegedly. Infact, he's probably holed up in some magician's bar with abottlein one hand and agirl in
the other."

| grunted. " That sort, ishe?"
"Yup. What'syourslike?'
"Oh, the same. Worsg, if anything. Hed have girl and bottlein the same hand."s

[5] Manifestly untrue. Despite his crimped shirts and flowing mane (or perhaps because of them) | had seen
no evidence as yet that Nathaniel even knew what a girl was. If he'd ever met one, chances are they'd both have
run screaming in opposite directions. But in common with most djinn, | generally preferred to exaggerate my
master's foibles in conversation.

The spanidl gave asympathetic whimper. | got dowly to my feet.



"Well, weld better swap circuits,” | said. "I'll sart by patrolling up to Soho and back. Y ou can
head between the posh shops down Gibbet Street to the Museum district behind.”

"l might rest abit," Queezlesaid. "I'm tired.”

"Yes. Wdll, good luck.”

"Good luck." The spanie rested her head gloomily across her paws. | trotted out into the driving
rain, to the edge of the plinth, and bent my legs, ready for the off. A little voice sounded behind me:
"Bartimaeus?'

"Yes, Queezle?

"Oh, nothing."

"What?'

"It'sjust... well, it'snot just thefaliots. I'm jumpy, too."

The cat trotted back and sat beside her for amoment, curling itstall around her affectionately.
"Youdont needtobe" | said. "It'saready past midnight and neither of us has seen anything. On
every occas on when this thing has attacked, it's done so by midnight. Y our only fear should be the

boredom of along, tediousvigil."

"l suppose s0." Therain drummed dl around, like asolid thing. We were cocooned withinit.
"Between oursaves," Queezle said softly, "what do you think it is?'

My tail twitched. "I don't know, and I'd rather not find out. So far it'skilled everything it's come
across. My adviceiskeep vigilant watch, and if you see something unusua coming, scamper the other
way pronto.”

"But we haveto destroy it. That's our charge.”

"Well, destroy it by running away."

"How?'

"Um... Make it chase you, then lureit into heavy traffic? Something like that. | don't know, do 17?
Just don't do what Zeno did and attack it head on."

The spaniel heaved asigh. "l liked Zeno."

"A little too eager, that was histrouble.”

Therewas aheavy slence. Queezle said nothing. Theincessant rain beat down.
"Wdl," | sad at last. "I'll seeyou.”

"Yan



| hopped down from the plinth and ran, tail out, through the rain and across the waterl ogged
street. A single jump took me up onto alow wall beside a deserted café. Then, in aseries of legps
and bounds—wall to porch, porch to ledge, ledgeto tiles—I negotiated my athletic feline way, until |
had sprung up onto the guttering of the nearest, lowest roof.

| took aquick look back, down into the square. The spanie was aforlorn and lonely speck,
hunched in the shadows benesth the horsesbelly. A gust of rain blocked her from my view. | turned
and st off dong the roof crests.

Inthat part of town, the ancient houses huddled close together, leaning forward like gossping
hunchbacks so that their gables dmost met above the street. Evenintherain, it was thus an easy
meatter for an agile cat to makeitsway swiftly in whatever direction it fancied. And so | did. Anyone
lucky enough to be peering out of their shuttered window might have glimpsed aflash of gray lightning
(nothing more) legping from chimney pot to weathervane, streaking across dates and thatch, never
putting a paw wrong.

| hated for abreather in the valey between two steeply pitching roofs and scanned the skies
longingly. It would have been quicker for meto get to Soho by flying, but | had ordersto remain near
the ground, keeping my eye out for trouble there. No one knew exactly how the enemy arrived or
departed, but my master had a hunch it was somehow earth-bound. He doubted it was anything like a
djinni a al.

The cat rubbed some moisture from its face with apaw and prepared for another jump—abig
onethistime, a proper road'swidth. At that moment, everything was illuminated by a sudden burst of

orange light—I saw thetiles and chimney pots beside me, the lowering clouds above, and even the
raindrop curtains hanging al around. Then darknessfel again.

The orange Flare was the agreed emergency signd. It came from close behind.
Queezle.
She had found something. Or something had found her.

Thetimefor ruleswas past. | turned; even as| did so, | made the change: an eagle with black
crest and golden wingtips launching itself in haste into the sky.

| had traveled only two blocks from the place where the portly horseman guarded the seven
roads. Even if she had moved, Queezle would not be far away. It would take less than ten secondsto
get back. No problem. | would beintime.

Three seconds later, | heard her scream.
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The eagle hurtled down out of the night, angling painfully into the teeth of the gale. Over the roofs
to the lonely crossroads, down to the statue, | alighted on the edge of the plinth, where rain spattered
harshly against the stone. Everything was exactly asit had been aminute or two before. But the
spaniel had gone.

"Queezle?' No answer. Nothing but the howling of the wind.

A moment later, perched on the horseman's hat, | scanned the seven roads on each of the seven
planes. The spaniel was nowhere to be seen; nor were there any djinn, imps, hexes, or other magica
effusions. The streets were deserted. | was quite aone.

In doubt, | returned to the plinth and subjected it to aminute ingpection. | thought to detect a
faint black mark upon the stonework, roughly where we had been sitting, but it wasimpossibleto tell
whether or not it had been there before.

All of asudden | felt very exposed. Whichever way | turned on the plinth, my back was
vulnerable to something creeping up quietly out of therain. | took off promptly and spiraled up around
the statue, the crashing of the raindrops thrumming in my ears. Up above rooftop level | rose, safely
out of reach of anything lurking in the street.

It wasthen that | heard the crash. It wasn't anice, restrained sort of crash—Ilike abottle
breaking on abald man's head, say. It sounded rather asif alarge forest oak had been uprooted and
tossed casualy aside, or an entire building had been swatted impatiently out of the path of something
very big. Unpromising, in other words.

Worsedill, | could tell the direction from which it came. If therain had been just alittle louder,
or the crashing just alittle quieter, | might have been able to migudgeit and head off bravely to
investigate in the wrong direction. But no such luck.

Anyway, there was dwaysthe smal possihility that Queezle might till bedive.

So | did two things. Firgt, | sent up another Flare, hoping against hope that it would be spotted
by another watcher in our group. The nearest, if memory served, was afoliot, based somewhere
down near Charing Cross. He was ameager individual, devoid of vaor or initiative, but any
reinforcements would be welcome now, if only as cannon fodder.

Next, | proceeded in anortherly direction, at chimney height aong the road from which the
sound had come. | was heading for the museum quarter. | flew about as dowly asan eagle can
without faling out of theair.= All thewhile | scanned the buildings below. It was an area of luxury
shops, small, dark, discreet. Old painted signs above the doors hinted at the delights within:
necklaces, rolls of silk, jeweled pocket watches. Gold featured prominently in thisdistrict, diamonds
likewise. It was to these establishments that magicians came to buy those little extras that emphasized
their status. Rich tourists flocked heretoo.

[1] If it's possible to flap your wings gingerly, that's exactly what | did.

The tremendous crash had not been repeated; dl the shop fronts seemed hedlthy enough, their
acovelightsburning, their wooden signs cresking in the wind.



Rain fell around me. down into the street. In places the cobbles had disappeared benegath the
stippled surface of the water. There was no sign of anyone, morta or otherwise. | might have been
flying above a ghost town.

The road widened alittle, to pass on either sde of asmall circle of grass and pretty flowers. It
seemed an incongruous sight in the narrow street, perhaps alittle out of place. Then you noticed the
old broken post in the center of the grass, the flagstones hidden among the flowers, and realized its
origina purpose.@ Tonight it was al looking very water-blown and windswept, but what interested
me, and made me circle around to land upon the post, were the markingsin the grass.

[2] The name of theroad, Gibbet Street, kind of gave the game away, too. The London authorities had
always been good at setting examples for the commoners, although in recent years the bodies of felons were hung
up only in the prison district, around the Tower. Elsewhere it was thought to deter tourism.

They werefootprints, of asort. Large ones. Vagudy spatula-shaped, with theimprint of one
Sseparate toe visible at the wider end. They crossed the grass circle from one side to the other, each
print driven down deep into the earth.

| shook moisture from my head feathers and drummed my claws againgt the post. Perfect. Just
perfect. My enemy wasn't just mysterious and powerful, he was big and heavy, too. The night was
getting better and better.

| followed the direction of the footsteps with my eagle eye. For the first few steps beyond the
grassthey were dill partialy visble, asindicated by adesultory trail of deposited mud. Beyond that
they disappeared, but it was clear that none of the shops on elther side had suffered from the
attentions of any marauder. My quarry was evidently heading elsawhere. | took off and continued on
along the road.

Gibbet Street cameto its end at awide boulevard that ran from Ieft to right into the darkness.
Directly opposte was atdl, imposing fence of metd railings, each post twenty feet high, two inches
thick, and of solid iron. There was a set of double gatesin the fence, and these were hanging open. In
fact, to be accurate, they were hanging open off a nearby lamppost, together with asubstantia portion
of theadjoining rails. A great twisted hole gaped in the fencing. Something had ripped it intwo inits
hurry to get insde. How nice to be so eager. By contragt, it was with extreme reluctance that |
approached, flying dowly acrossthe Street.

| dighted on awrenched and tortured tip of metal. Beyond the ruined gate was a broad
driveway leading up to an expansive flight of steps. Above these was agiant portico of eight imposing
columns, attached to avast building, tall asacastle, dull asabank. | recognized it of old: the fabled
British Museum. It stretched outward in either direction, wing upon wing, farther than my eyes could
see. It wasthe size of acity block.s

[3] The British Museum was home to amillion antiquities, severa dozen of which were legitimately come by.
For two hundred years prior to the magicians rule, London's rulers had made it their habit to filch anything
interesting they could from countries where their traders called. It was something of a national addiction, based on
curiosity and avarice. Lords and ladies taking the Grand Tour of Europe kept their eyes open for small treasures
that could be stuffed unnoticed into handbags; soldiers on campaign filled their chests with looted gems and
reliquaries; every merchant returning to the capital carried an extra crate of valuablesin hishold. Most of these
items made their eventual way to the ever-expanding collections of the British Museum, where they were set out
on display with clear labels in many languages so that foreign tourists could come and see their lost valuables with
minimum inconvenience. In due course, the magicians looted the museum of its magical items, but it remained an
imposing cultural charnel house.



Wasit me, or was everything fairly big around here? The eagle fluffed up itsfeathers vigoroudy,
but couldn't help feding rather small. | considered the position. No prizes for guessng why the
unknown, big-footed and evidently rather strong enemy had come here. The museum held enough
materia worth destroying to keep it busy for aweek. Whoever wished to hegp embarrassment upon
the British government had chosen well, and it was safe to say that my master's wretched career
would not continue much longer if the marauder completed an uninterrupted night'swork.

Which of course meant that | had to follow it insde.«

[4] Revenge was another motive for me now. | no longer held out much prospect of seeing Queezle alive
again.

The eagle glided forward, low over the driveway and up over the steps, to land between the
columns of the portico. Ahead wasthe great bronze door of the museum; typicaly, my quarry had
decided to ignore it and had staved itsway through the solid stonewall instead. This sort of thing
wasn't stylish, but had a bowe-looseningly impressive quality that made me spend acouple of extra
minutes engaged in flagrant delaying tactics such as checking the rubble of the portico carefully for
danger.

The holein the building gaped wide and black. From arespectful distance, | peered inside, into
alobby of akind. All was gtill. No activity on any plane. A tumble of shattered wood and masonry
and agplintered sign cheerfully proclaming WELCOME TO THE BRITI showed where something
had shoveled its determined way. Dust hung thickly inthe air. A wal on the left had been broken
through. | listened hard. In the distance, behind the pummeling of therain, | fancied | could hear the
digtinctive sound of priceless antiquities being broken.

| sent another Flare into the sky in case that shirking foliot choseto glancein my direction. Then
I made my change and stepped into the building.

Theferocious minotaurs glanced imperioudy around the ruined lobby, steam rising fromits
nogtrils, its clawed hands flexing, its hooves pawing at the dirt. Who dared chalengeit? No one!
Well, because, as expected, there was nothing in the room. Right. Fine. That meant | had to try the
next one. No problem. With a deep breath, the minotaur tiptoed tentatively through the debristo the
splintered wall. It peeped around with great caution.

[5] Guaranteed to strike fear into a human enemy, there's nothing better than a bull-headed minotaur if you
want a bit of the old shock and awe. And after centuries of careful honing, my particular minotaur guise was a
doozy. The horns had just the right amount of curl and the teeth were nicely sharpened, asif filed. The skin was
blue-black ebony. I'd kept the human torso, but had gone for a satyr's goat legs and cloven hooves, which are that
bit scarier than pimply knees and sandals.

Darkness, rain drumming on the windows, amphorae and Phoenician pots lying scattered on the
floor. And somewhere distant—breaking glass. The enemy was still several rooms ahead. Good. The
minotaur stepped bravely through the hole.

The next few minutes saw arather dow game of cat and mouse, with this process repested
severd times. New room, empty, sounds farther on. The marauder went on its merrily destructive
way; | tralled uncertainly initswake, lesskeen than | rictly might have been to catch up withit. It
wasn't exactly your traditional Bartimaeus panache, I'll admit. Cal me overcautious, but Zeno'sfate
lay heavy on my mind and | wastrying to think of afoolproof plan to avoid being killed.



The extent of the carnage | was passing made it seem unlikely that | was dedling with any human
agency, so what would it be? An afrit? Possible, but oddly out of style. Y ou'd expect afritsto use lots
of magical attacks—high-class Detonations and Infernos, for instance—and there was no evidence of
anything here except sheer brute force. A marid? Same again, and surely 1'd have sensed their magica
presence before now.« But | was getting no familiar feedback. All the rooms were dead and cold.
Thiswasin line with what the boy had told me about the previous attacks: it did not seem that spirits
wereinvolved at all.

[6] Marids radiate so much power that it is possible to track their recent movements by following residual
magical trails: they leave them hanging in the atmosphere much as a snail deposits slime. It isn't wiseto use this
analogy to amarid's face, of course.

To be absolutdy sure, | sent asmall magica Pulse bubbling ahead of me through the next jagged
hole, from which loud noises were emanating. | waited for the Pulse to return, either weaker (if no
magic lay ahead) or stronger (if something potent lurked in wait).

To my congternation, it did not come back at al.

The minotaur rubbed its muzzle thoughtfully. Odd, and vaguely familiar. | wassurel'd seen this
effect somewhere before.

| listened at the hole; once again, the only sounds were distant ones. The minotaur snesked
through—

And cameout in alarge galery, double the height of the other rooms. Therain beat againg tdl
rectangular windows high up on either sde, and from somewhere in the night, perhaps some distant
tower, afaint white light shone down upon the contents of the hall. It was aroom filled with ancient
Statues of colossal size, dl swathed in shadow: two Assyrian gatekeeper djinn—winged lionswith the
heads of men, which had once stood before the gates of Nimrud;» amotley assembly of Egyptian
gods and spirits, carved in adozen kinds of colored stone and given the heads of crocodile, cat, ibis,
and jackd ;s huge carved representations of the holy scarab beetle; sarcophagi of long-forgotten
priests; and, above all, fragments of the monolithic statues of the great pharaohs—shattered faces,
arms, torsos, hands, and feet, found buried in the sands and carried by sail and steamship to the gray
lands of the north.

[7] These were stone representations only; in the glory days of Assyria, the djinn would have been real,
asking riddles of strangersin amanner similar to the Sphinx, and devouring them if the answer was incorrect,
ungrammatical, or smply spoken in arustic accent. They were punctilious beasts.

[8] Thislast one, old Anubis, aways unnerves meif | spot it out of the corner of my eye. But gradually I'm
learning to relax. Jabor islong gone.

On another occasion, | could have had anogtalgic trip here, looking for images of distant friends
and masters, but now was not the time. A clear corridor had been driven halfway through the hal;
severa smdler pharaohs had dready been bunted aside and lay like ninepinsin indignant hegps on the
margins, while acouple of godswerein closer proximity to each other than they would have cared for
inlife. But if these had given little trouble, some of the larger statues seemed to be putting up more
resstance. Halfway down the hdl, and directly in the path that the enemy wastaking, rose agiant
seated figure of Ramses the Greet, more than thirty feet high and carved from solid granite. The top of
its headdress was gently shaking; muffled scraping sounds came from the darkness below, suggesting
that something wastrying to force Ramses from its path.«



[9] Ramses wouldn't have been surprised that his statue was proving so troublesome; he had the biggest
ego of any human it's been my misfortune to serve. This despite being small, bandy-legged, and with aface as
pockmarked as arhino's bottom. His magicians, however, were strong and inflexible—for forty years| labored on
grandiose building projects on his behalf, along with a thousand other benighted spirits.

Even an utukku would have figured out after acouple of minutesthat the easiest thing to do was
to walk around something so big and just head off on itstravels. But my enemy wasworrying away at
the statue like asmdl dog trying to lift an €ephant's shinbone. So perhaps (a positive thought) my
adversary was very supid. Or perhaps (less postive, this) it was Smply ambitious—intent on causing
maximum destruction.

Anyway, it was evidently happily occupied for the present. And this gave me the opportunity to
take acloser look a what | was up againgt. Without a sound, the minotaur minced through the
blackness of the hdl until it cameto atal sarcophagus that so far remained untouched. It peered
around it, toward the base of Ramses statue. And frowned in perplexity.

Mogt djinn have perfect night sight; it's one of the countless waysin which we are superior to
humans. Darkness haslittle meaning for us—even on thefirst plane, which you see, too. But now,
though | scrolled through the other planes with the speed of thought, | found | could not penetrate a
deep well of blackness centered on the statue's base. It swelled and shrank around its edges, but
remained asinkily inscrutable on the seventh plane as on the first. Whatever was causing Ramsesto
shake was deep within the darkness, but | could see nothing of it.

However, | could certainly judge roughly where it would be, and since it was being good enough
to remain stationary, it seemed the time had come for a surprise attack. | looked around me for an
gppropriate missile. In aglass cabinet nearby was an odd black stone, of irregular outline, small
enough to lift, but large enough to brain an &frit nicdly. It had alot of scribbling down oneflat Sde,
which | didn't havetimeto read. It was probably a set of rulesfor visitorsto the museum, since it
seemed to be written in two or three languages. Whatever, it would do the job.

The minotaur carefully and quietly lifted the glass case off the floor and over the top of the rock,
setting it down again without asound. It checked across: the blackness still welled aggressively against
Ramses feet, but the statue remained immobile. Good.

With abend and alift, the rock was in the minotaur's brawny arms, and | was heading back
acrossthe gdlery, looking for a suitable vantage point. A smalish pharaoh met my eye. | didn't
recognize him: he can't have been one of the more memorable ones. Even his satue had adightly
apol ogetic expression. But he was sitting high up on acarved throne on top of adais, and hislap
looked big enough for aminotaur to stand on.

Still holding the rock, 1 hopped up, first onto the dais, then onto the throne, then onto the
pharaoh's [ap. | squinted over his shoulder; perfect—I was a stone's throw away from the pulsating
blackness now, high up enough to get just the right trgjectory. | tensed my goat legs, flexed my
biceps, gave asnort for luck, and tossed the stone up and over, asif from a Siege catapullt.

For asingle second, maybe two, itsinscribed surface flashed in the light from the windows, then
it plummeted down in front of Ramses face, down to the base of the statue and into the center of the
black smog.

Smack! A crack of stone on stone, rock on rock. Small black piecesflew out of the smog in al



directions, pinging off the masonry and cracking glass.
Wéll, I'd hit something, and it was hard.

The black cloud boiled asif in sudden rage. Bri€fly, it drew back; | caught a glimpse of
something very large and solid at its heart, thrashing a giant arm about in mindless fury. Then the cloud
closed up again and swelled outward, lapping againgt the nearest satues asif blindly seeking the
perpetrator of the crime.

In point of fact, the heroic minotaur had made itsalf scarce: | was crouching down aslow as
possible in the pharaoh'slap, peeping out through acrack in the marble. Even my horns had drooped
alittle so as not to be exposed. | watched the darkness move now, aswhatever wasinsdeit began
itshunt: it shifted decisively away from Ramses base, welling back and forth against nearby statues. A
series of heavy impacts sounded: the noise of hidden footfalls.

Whileit istrueto say that my hopesfor my first attack hadn't been sky-high, given that my
adversary was cgpable of smashing through solid walls, | was alittle disgppointed that the stone
hadn't made more of an impact. But it had given me atiny glimpse of the creature within, and
snce—if | couldn't destroy it—one of my charges wasto get information on the marauder, thiswas
something worth following up. A smal stone had made asmal dent in the darkness... Thisbeing so,
what would a large stone do?

The billowing cloud was moving off to investigate a suspicious group of statues on the opposite
sdeof the hall. With unlikely stealth, the minotaur descended from the pharaoh's 1ap and proceeded,
inaseries of little darting movements between hiding places, acrossthe galery to where alarge
sandstone torso of another pharaoh stood beside the wall..io

[10] The cartouche on its chest proclaimed it to be Ahmose of the 18th Dynasty, "he who unitesin glory."
Since hewas currently lacking his own head, legs, and arms, this boast rang alittle hollow.

The torso was high—about fifteen feet tall. | squeezed into the shadows behind it, on my way
plucking asmall burid pot off anearby stand. Once suitably concealed, | stuck out a hairy arm and
tossed the pot to the ground ten feet or so away. It broke with a satisfyingly crisp crack.

Ingtantly, asif it had been waiting for just such a sound, the cloud of darkness shifted position
and began flowing rapidly in the direction of the noise. Eager footfdls sounded; questing tentacles of
blackness extended out, whipping against the statues that they passed. The cloud drew closeto the
smashed pot; it paused there, billowing uncertainly.

It wasin position. By thistime, the minotaur had clambered halfway up the sandstone torso,
braced its back against thewall behind, and was pushing at the statue with dl the might of its cloven
hooves. The torso began to shift immediately, rocking back and forth, and making adight scraping
sound asit did so.u1 The cloud of blackness caught the noise; it darted in my direction.

[11] My adversary should have borne the principles of leverage in mind when trying to shift Ramses. As|
once told Archimedes, "give me alever long enough and | will move the world." In this case, the world was atad
ambitious, but a six-ton headless torso suited me just fine.

Not fast enough. With onefind heave, the torso's center of balance shifted irrevocably; down it
came, whistling through the dark hall, dap-bang into the cloud.



Theforce of theimpact blew the cloud into amillion ragged wisps, they shot out in al directions.
| jumped clear, landing nimbly to the Side. | turned eagerly, scanning the scene.

The torso was not flat against the ground. It had cracked across the middle; itstop end was
severd feet off thefloor, asif it were resting on something large.

| walked toward it carefully. From my angle | couldn't get aview of what waslying comatose
beneath. Still, it looked asif I'd been successful. In afew moments | could head off, Sgnd the boy,
and get ready for my dismissal.

| drew close and bent down to look beneath the statue.

A giant hand shot out, faster than thought, grablbed me by one hairy leg. It was blue-gray,
possessed of three fingers and athumb, hard and cold as buried stone. Veins ran through it as through
marble, but they pulsed with life. Its grip crushed my essence like avise. The minotaur bellowed with
pain. | needed to change, to withdraw my essence from the fist, but my head was spinning—I could
not concentrate long enough to do so. A terrible coldness extended outward, wrapped itsdlf around
me like ablanket. | felt my fires dwindling, my energy leaching out of melike blood dripping froma
wound.

The minotaur swayed, collgpsed like an empty puppet upon the floor. The chilly solitude of
death was dl about me.

Then, unexpectedly, the stone wrist flexed, the grip was loosed; the minotaur's body was hurled
highinto the air, in an ungainly arc, to be dashed hard againgt the nearby wall. My consciousness
flickered; | fell, crashing tail over hornsto the floor below.

| lay there for amoment, dazed, uncomprehending. | heard scraping sounds, as of a sandstone
torso being shifted, and did nothing. | felt the floor shake, asif that torso was being summarily
dropped to one side, and did nothing. | heard first one, then another, firm concussion, as of great
stone feet righting themselves, and il did nothing. But dl the while the hideous burning chill of the
great hand's touch was dowly lessening, and my fireswere being restoked. And now, asthe great
stone feet moved purpossfully toward me and | sensed something fixing mewith acold intent, enough
energy returned for action.

| opened my eyes, saw a shadow looming.

With atortured effort of will, the minotaur became the cat once more; the cat leaped high into
theair, out of the path of the descending foot, which drove deep down into the fabric of the floor. The
cat landed a short way off, hacklesraised, tail flared like atoilet brush; with ayowl it leaped again.

Asit legped, it looked to the Sde and caught aview of its adversary full on.

The black wisps were re-forming about it dready, gathering like mercury globulesinto the
cresture's permanent concedling shroud. But enough remained free for meto seeit there, itsoutline

exposed in the moonlight, following my progresson with aswift turn of its head.

At first glance, it was asif one of the statuesin the hal had cometo life: avast figure, roughly



humanoid in shape, standing three meterstall. Two arms, two legs, ahulking torso, ardatively smal,
smooth head gtting atop it dl.

It existed only on thefirst plane; on the others, darkness was utter and absol ute.

The cat landed on the scaly head of Sobek, the crocodile god, and perched there for a moment,
hissing defiance. Everything about the figure radiated an dien otherness; | felt my energy being sapped

samply by seeingiit.

It stepped toward me with surprising speed. For an ingtant, its face—such asit was—was
caught in the light from the window, and that was where the comparison with the ancient statuesfdll
down. Those statues were exquisitely carved, without exception; that was what the Egyptians were
redlly good &, aong with organized rdligion and civil engineering. But asde from its scae, the most
obvious thing about the creature was how crude it was, how artificial. The skin surface was covered
inirregularities: with lumps, cracks, and flat aress, asif it had only roughly been patted into shape. It
had no ears, no hair. Where you'd expect its eyesto be, it had two round holesthat looked as if
they'd smply been punched in its surface with the blunt end of agiant pencil. It had no nose, and only
agreat dash of amouth, which hung dightly open in the stupid, voracious manner of ashark's. Andin
the center of itsforehead was an oval shapethat | knew I'd seen before, not very long ago.

Thisova wasfairly smal, fashioned out of the same dark blue-gray substance astherest of the
figure, but was asintricate as the face and body were crude. It was an open eye, without lids or
lashes, but complete with crosshatched irisand round pupil. And in the center of that pupil, just before
the cloak of blackness swathed it from my view, | caught the flash of adark intelligence, watching me.

The blackness made alunge; the cat gave abound. Behind me, | heard Sobek splintering. |
landed on the floor then shot toward the nearest door. It wastimeto go; | had discovered what |
needed. | did not flatter mysdlf | could do anything more here.

A missile of somekind shot over my head, collided with the door, bregking it in. The cat plunged
through. Jarring footsteps came behind.

| wasinasmall, dark room hung with fragile ethnic drapes and tapestries. A tall window at the
end promised away out. The cat ran toward it, whiskers back, earsflat against its head, claws
scrabbling on the floor. 1t jJumped, then jerked to the side at the last minute with avery uncatlike
curse. It had seen the glowing white lines of a high-strength nexus beyond the window. The magicians
hed arrived. They'd sedled usin.

The cat wheeled around, seeking another exit. Finding none.
Bloody magicians.
A bailing cloud of darknessfilled the doorway.

The cat hunched down defengively, pressing itsdf againgt the floor. Behind it, rain drummed
againg the windowpanes.

For amoment neither cat nor darkness moved. Then something small and white erupted from
the cloud, shooting across the room: the crocodile head of Sobek, ripped from its shoulders. The cat



gprang aside. The head crashed through the window, fizzing asit struck the nexus. Hot rain drovein
through the hole, seaming from its contact with the barrier; with it came a sudden draught. The
tapestries and sheets of fabric on the walls fluttered outward.

Footsteps. An gpproaching darknessthat swelled to fill the room.

The cat dunk back into acorner, pressing itsdlf as small asit would go. Any moment now, that
eyewould seeme....

Another gust of rain: the edges of the tapestries flicked up. Anideaformed.

Not avery good one, but | wasn't fussy right then.

The cat |lesped at the nearest hanging fabric, afragile piece, possbly from America, showing
sguareish humans amid a sea of stylized corn. It scrabbled its way to the top, where careful cords
attached it to thewall. A flash of claw—the fabric wasfree. Ingantly, the wind caught it; it blew
outward into the room, colliding with something in the midst of the black cloud.

The cat was dready on the next tapestry, dashing it loose. Then the next. In amoment, haf a
dozen sheets of fabric had been whipped into the center of the room, where they danced palely like
ghosts amid thewind and driving rain.

The creature in the cloud had ripped the first sheet away, but now another was blown upon it.
From dl sides, fragments of materia dipped and spun, confusing the cregture, obscuring itsview. |
sensed the great armsflailing, the giant legs blundering back and forth within the confines of the room.

Whileit was thus occupied, | aimed to creep elsewhere.

Thiswas easier said than done, as the black cloud now seemed to fill the room, and | didn't
want to bump into the death-bringing body within it. So | went cautioudy, hugging thewalls.

I'd made it about hafway to the door when the creature, evidently reaching a peak of frustration,
lost all sense of perspective. There was a sudden pounding of feet and agreat blow struck againgt the
left-hand wall. Plaster dropped from above and a cloud of dust and debrisfell into theroomto join
the generd whirl of wind, rain, and antique fabrics.

On the second blow, the wall collapsed, and with it the entire celling.

For asplit second, the cat was motionless, eyeswide, then it curled into a protective ball.

Aningtant later, adozen tons of stone, brick, cement, steel, and assorted masonry crashed
down directly upon me, burying the room.

17

Nathaniel



The smal man gave an apologetic smile. "We have removed most of the rubble, madam,” he
sad, "and have so far found nothing.”

JessicaWhitwell's voice was cold and cam. "Nothing, Shubit?Y ou realize what you aretelling
meisquiteimpossible. | think someoneisshirking.”

"I humbly believe that not to be so, madam.” He certainly seemed humble enough right then,
standing with his bandy legs dightly bent, his head bowed, his cap scrunched tightly in hishands. Only
the fact that he was standing in the center of a pentacle reveaded his demonic nature. That and his|left
foot—ablack bear's tufted paw poking out from his trousers—which from oversight or caprice he
had neglected to transform.

Nathaniel regarded the djinni baefully and tapped his fingers together in what he hoped was a
brooding and quizzica manner. He was sitting in ahigh-backed easy chair of studded green leather,
one of several arranged around the pentacle in an elegant circle. He had ddliberately adopted the
same pose as Ms. Whitwell—straight-backed, legs crossed, elbows resting on the arms of the
chair—in an attempt to replicate her air of powerful resolve. He had an uncomfortable feding it did
not begin to disguise histerror. He kept hisvoice aslevel ashe could. "Y ou must search every cranny
of theruins" he sad. "My demon must be there.”

The smdl man cast him asingle look with his bright green eyes, but otherwiseignored him.
JessicaWhitwell spoke: ™Y our demon might well have been destroyed, John,” she said.

"l think | would havefdt itsloss, madam,” he said politely.

"Or it might have escgped itsbonds." The rumbling voice of Henry Duval rose from ablack
chair opposite Nathaniel. The Police Chief filled every inch of it; hisfingers tapped impetiently on the
arms. The black eyes glinted. "With over-ambitious apprentices, such things have been known to

happen.”
Nathaniel knew better than to rise to the chdlenge. He remained silent.

Ms. Whitwell addressed her servant once more. "My apprentice is right, Shubit,” she said. "You
must scan the debris again. Do o, at all speed.”

"Madam, | shdl." He bowed his head, vanished.

There wasamoment's sllence in the room. Nathanid kept hisface calm, but his mind was awhirl
with emotion. His career and perhaps hislife were in the balance, and Bartimaeus could not be found.
He had staked everything on his servant, and judging by the expressions of the othersin the room,
they believed he was about to lose. He glanced around, witnessing the hungry satisfaction in Duval's
eyes, theflinty displeasure in his master's and, from the depths of alesther asamchair, the furtive hope
inMr. Tdlow's. The head of Interna Affairs had spent much of the night distancing himself from the
whole surveillance enterprise, and pouring criticism down upon Nathanidl's head. In truth, Nathaniel
could not blame him. First Pinn's, then the Nationd Galery, now (and worst of dl) the British
Museum. Internd Affairswasin desperate straits, and the ambitious police chief was preparing to
make his move. No sooner had the extent of the damage to the museum become clear than Mr.
Duvdl had inssted on being present in the cleanup operation. He had watched everything with
ill-concedled triumph.



"Well..." Mr. Duval clapped his hands upon hisknees and prepared torise. "'l think | have
wasted enough time, Jessica. In summary, following the efforts of Internal Affairs, we have aruined
wing of the British Museum and ahundred artifactslost within it. We have atrail of destruction across
the ground floor, severd priceless statues destroyed or broken, and the Rosetta stone pulverized to
dust. We have no perpetrator of this crime and no prospect of finding one. The Resistanceisasfree
asabird. And Mr. Mandrake haslost hisdemon. Not awildly impressivetaly, but one | must
communicate to the Prime Minister nevertheless”

"Please remain seated, Henry." Ms. Whitwell's voice was so venomous that Nathanid fdt his
skin crawl. Even the police chief seemed transfixed by it: after amoment's hesitation, he rel axed back
into the chair. "The exploration isnot yet finished,” she went on. "We shal wait afew minutes more."

Mr. Duval snapped hisfingers. A human servant glided forward from the shadows of the
chamber, carrying asilver tray with wine upon it. Mr. Duvall took aglass, swilled the wine around it
musingly. Therewasalong silence.

Julius Talow ventured an opinion from beneath hiswide-brimmed hat. "It isapity my demon
was not at the scene,” he said. "Nemaidesis an able creature and would have managed some
communication with me before dying. This Bartimaeus was evidently most feeble."

Nathanid glared a him but said nothing.

"Y our demon,” Duval said, looking a Nathaniel suddenly. "What level wasit?!

"Fourth-leve djinni, ar."

"Sippery things." He swilled hisglass. The wine danced in the neon light of the celling. "Guileful
and hard to control. Few people of your age manageit.”

Theimplication was clear. Nathanie ignored it. "1 do my best, Sir."”

"They require complex summonings. Some misguotationskill magicians, or dlow the demonto
run amok. Can be destructive—result in whole buildings being destroyed...” The black eyes glittered.

"That hasn't happened in my case," Nathanid said evenly. He gripped his fingers together to stop
their sheking.

Mr. Tdlow sniffed. "Clearly the youth has been promoted beyond his ability."

"Quite s0," Duvdl sad. "Firgst sengble thing you've ever said, Tadlow. Perhaps Ms. Whitwell,
who promoted him, has acomment to make on that?' He grinned.

JessicaWhitwell rewarded Talow with alook of pure maevolence. "'l believe you are
something of an expert on misguoted summonings, Julius” she said. "Wasn't that how your skin
acquired itsddightful color?!

Mr. Tdlow pulled hishat brim down alittle lower over hisydlow face. "It was no fault of ming,"
he said sullenly. "Therewas a printing error in my book."



Duvdl amiled, drew the glassto hislips. "Head of Interna Affairs, and he misreads hisown
book. Dear me. What hope do we have? Well, we shall see whether my department can shed any
light on the Resistance, when it is given its extra powers.” He took a short swig, emptied the glassin
one. "l shdl first suggest—"

Without sound, smell, or other theatrica device, the pentacle was occupied once more. The
small, apologetic man was back again, thistime with two bear's paws instead of feet. He carried an
object delicately in both hands. A bedraggled cai—Ilimp and comatose.

He opened his mouth to speak, then—remembering his affectation of humility—dropped the cat
so that it swung from one hand by itstail. He used the other hand to doff his cap in appropriately
sarvile manner. "Madam,” he began, "we found this specimen in the space between two broken
beams; in asmdl pore, it was, madam; tucked right in. We overlooked it thefirst time.”

Ms Whitwdl frowned with distagte. "Thisthing... isit worthy of our atention?’

Nathaniel'slenses, like his master's, could shed no further light: to him, it wasacat on dl three
planes. Nevertheless, he guessed what he was seeing, and it seemed dead. He bit hislip.

The smal man made aface; he swung the cat back and forth by itstail. "Depends on what you
cdl ‘worthy, madam. It isadjinni of adisreputable cast, that's certain. Ugly, unkempt; it gives off an
unpleasant stench on the sixth plane. Furthermore—"

"l assume,” Ms. Whitwdl interrupted, "that it is<till dive.”

"Y es, madam. It requires merely an appropriate timulusto avake."

"Seetoit, then you may depart.”

"Gladly." The smal man tossed the cat unceremonioudy upward; he pointed, spoke aword. A
jarring arc of green eectricity erupted from hisfinger, caught the cat head-on, and held it, jerking and
dancinginmidair, dl itsfur extended. The smal man clapped his hands and descended into the floor.
A moment passed. The green eectricity vanished. The cat plummeted to the center of the pentacle,
wherein defiance of dl norma lawsit landed on its back. It lay there amoment, legs pointing outward
infour directionsfrom amid abal of gatic fluff.

Nathaniel roseto hisfeet. "Bartimaeud”

The cat's eyes opened; they bore an indignant expression. "No need to shout.” It paused and
blinked. "What's happened to you?"

"Nothing. Y ou're upside down."

"Oh." With aflurry of mation, the cat righted itsdlf. It glanced around the room, noticing Duvall,
Whitwell, and Tdlow gtting impassively in their high-backed chairs. It scratched itsdf cardessly with
ahindleg. "Got company, | see”

Nathaniel nodded. Benegth his black coat he was crossing hisfingers, praying that Bartimaeus
did not choose to reved anything inappropriate, such as hisname. "Be careful how you answer me,”



he said. "We are among the great." He made the warning sound as portentous as possiblefor his
superiors sake.

The cat looked silently at the other magicians for amoment. It raised a paw, leaned forward
conspiratorialy. "Between you and me, I've seen greater.”

"So, | imagine, havethey. Y ou look like apompom with legs.”

The cat noticed itsfluffy condition for the first time. It gave a hiss of annoyance and changed
ingtantly; ablack panther sat in the pentacle, smooth-furred and gleaming of coat. It flicked itstall
neetly around its paws. " So then, you wish my report?’

Nathaniel held up a hand. Everything depended on what the djinni would say. If it did not have
strong ingght into the nature of their adversary, his position was vulnerable indeed. Thelevd of
destruction at the British Museum paralleled that in Piccadilly the week before, and he knew that a
messenger imp had dready visted Ms. Whitwell, communicating the Prime Miniser'swrath. That
boded ill for Nathaniel. "Bartimaeus," he said, "we know thismuch. Y our signal was seen outside the
museum last night. | arrived soon afterward, aong with others from my department. Disturbances
were heard insde. We sealed off the museum.”

The panther extended its claws and tapped the floor meaningfully. "Yes, | kind of noticed that."
"At approximately 1:44 A.M., oneinterior wall of the east wing was seen to collapse. Soon
afterward, something unknown broke through the security cordon, killing impsin thevicinity. We have

since searched the area. Nothing was found, except yourself—in an unconscious condition.”

The panther shrugged. "Well, what do you expect when abuilding fallson me? That I'd be
dancing amazurkain the ruins?'

Nathaniel coughed loudly and drew himsdf up. "Bethat asit may," he said gernly, "inthe
absence of other evidence, blame will fal on you asthe cause of al this devagtation, unless you can
give usinformetion to the contrary.”

"What!" The panther's eyes widened in outrage. "Y ou're blaming me? After what I've suffered?
My essenceisone big bruise, | tell you! 1've got bruises where bruises don't ought to be!”

"So then..." Nathanid said, "what caused it?'
"What caused the building to collgpse?"
IIYall

"Y ou want to know what caused all the devastation last night and yet disappeared from right
under your noses?"

"That'sright.”

"So you're asking mefor theidentity of the creature that arrives asif from nowhere, departs
again unseen and, whileit's here, wraps a cloak of blackness around it to protect it from the vision of



spirit, human or animal, on thisand every other plane? That's serioudy what you're asking?"
Nathanidl's heart had sunk down into hisboots. *...Yes."
"That'seasy. It'sagolem.”

Therewasasmal gasp from the direction of Ms. Whitwell and snortsfrom Talow and Duvall.
Nathanidl sat back in shock. "A... agolem?"

The panther licked a paw and smoothed back the fur above one eye. "Y ou'd better believeit,
buster."

"Y ou're sure about this?"

"A giant man of animated clay, hard as granite, invulnerable to attack, with the strength to rip
downwalls. Cloaksitself in darkness and carries the odor of earth initswake. A touch that brings
death to al beings of air and fire like me... that within seconds reduces our essences to smoldering
ash. Yes, I'd say | was pretty sure.”

Ms. Whitwell made adismissive gesture. "Y ou may be mistaken, demon.”

The panther turned its yellow eyes upon her. For ahorrid moment, Nathanidl thought it was
going to be cheeky. But if 50, it seemed to recongder. It bowed itshead. "Madam, | may. But | have
seen golems before, during my timein Prague.”

"In Prague, yes! Centuriesago." Mr. Duvall spokefor thefirst time; he appeared irritated by the
turn of events. "They disgppeared with the Holy Roman Empire. The last recorded use of them
againg our forceswasin the time of Gladstone. They drove one of our battalionsinto the Vitava,
below the ramparts of their castle. But the magicians controlling them were located and destroyed,
and the golems disintegrated on the Stone Bridge. Thisisal in the annas of the day."

The panther bowed again. "Sir, thismay wel be true.”

Mr. Duvdl banged a heavy fist down upon thearm of hischair. "It istrue! Since theimplosion of
the Czech Empire, no golems have been recorded. The magicians who defected to usdid not bring
the secrets of their construction, while those who remained in Prague were shadows of their
predecessors, amateurs in magic. Hence the lore has been logt.”

"Evidently not to everyone." The djinni swished itstail back and forth. "The golem's actions were
being controlled by somebody. He or she was observing through awatch-eye in the golem's
forehead. | saw the glint of hisor her intelligence when the black clouds drew back.”

"Pah!" Mr. Duval was unconvinced. "Thisisfanciful suff. The demon liesl”

Nathanidl glanced at his master; her face was frowning. "Bartimaeus," he said, "I charge you to
speak truthfully. Can there be any doubting what you saw?

Theydlow eyesblinked dowly. "None. Four hundred years ago, | witnessed the activities of the
first golem, which the great magician Loew created deep in the ghetto at Prague. He sent it out from



its attic of shrouds and cobwebsto ingtill fear into the enemies of his people. It wasitsdlf a creature of
meagic, but it worked against the magic of the djinn. 1t wielded the essence of earth with agreat
weight: our spellsfailedin its presence, it made us blind and wesek; it struck us down. The creature |
fought last night was of the samekind. It killed one of my fellows. | do not lie"

Duvdl snorted. "I have not lived aslong as| have by believing every tleademon told. Thisisa
blatant fabrication to protect its master.” He tossed his glass aside and, standing, glared around at the
company. "But golem or not makeslittle difference. It is clear that Internd Affairshaslost dl control
of the stuation. We shdl see whether my department can do any better. | shal gpply to the Prime
Minigter for an interview forthwith. Good day to you."

He strode to the door, straight-backed, the leather on his jackboots squeaking. No one said a
word.

Thedoor closed. Ms. Whitwel | remained till. The gtrip lightsin the cealling shone down harshly
upon her; her face was more cadaverous even than usud. She stroked her pointed chin thoughtfully,
the long nails making adight scratching noise upon the skin. "We must consider thiswith care” she
sad at lagt. "'If the demon speaks truthfully, we have gained vauable ingght. But Duval isright to be
skepticd, dthough he spesks from adesire to belittle our achievements. Creating agolem isadifficult
business, considered nigh onimpossible. What do you know of it, Talow?"

The minister made aface. "Very little, madam, thank goodness. It isa primitive kind of magic
that has never been practiced in our enlightened society. | have never cared to investigate.”

"Mandrake, what of you?'

Nathaniel cleared histhroat; he dways rdished questions of generd knowledge. "A magician
needs two powerful artifacts, malam,” he said brightly. "Each with adifferent function. First, he or she
requires a parchment inscribed with the spdll that brings the golem to life; once the body has been
formed of river clay, this parchment isinserted into the golem's mouth to animateit.”

His master nodded. "Exactly. That isthe spell that is considered lost. The Czech masters never
wrote the secret down."

"The second artifact,” Nathaniel continued, "isa specid piece of clay, created by separate spells.
It is placed in the monster's forenead and helpsfocusits power. It acts as awatch-eyefor the
magician, much as Bartimaeus described. He or she can then control the creature through acommon
crystd orb."

"Correct. So, if your demon speaks truthfully, we are looking for someone who has acquired
both a golem's eye and the animating parchment. Who might that be?"

"Noone." Tdlow interlinked hisfingers and, flexing, cracked the jointsloudly, like avolley of
rifle shots. "It is absurd. These objects no longer exist. Mandrake's creature should be consigned to
the Shriveling Fire. Asfor Mandrake, madam, this disaster is his respongihility.”

"Y ou seem very confident about your facts,” the panther remarked, yawning loudly and
displaying an impressive st of tegth. "It'strue that the parchments disintegrate when they are removed
from the golem’'s mouth. And by the terms of the spell, the monster must then return to its master and



subside back into clay, so the body doesn't survive either. But the golem's eyeis not destroyed. It can
be used many times. So there may well be one here, in modern London. Why are you so yellow?”

Talow'sjaw dropped in rage. "Mandrake—keep this thing under control, or I'll make you suffer
the consequences.”

Nathaniel removed hissmirk promptly. "Yes, Mr. Talow. Slence, davel”
"Oooh, pardon me, I'm sure.”

JesscaWhitwell held up ahand. "Despite its insolence, the demon is correct on one account at
least. Golem's eyes do exist. | saw one mysdlf, two years ago.”

Julius Talow raised an eyebrow. "Indeed, madam? Where?'
"In the callection of someonewe dl have reason to remember. Smon Loveace”

Nathaniel gave alittle sart; a cold shiver ran between his shoulder blades. The name still had
power over him. Talow shrugged. "Lovelaceislong dead.”

"I know..." Ms. Whitwell had an air of preoccupation. She sat back in her chair and swiveled it
to face another pentacle similar to the one in which the panther sat. The room contained severa, each
of subtly different design. She snapped her fingers and her djinni appeared, thistimein full bear's
guise. "Shubit," shesaid, "visit the Artifact Vaults benesth Security. Locate the Lovelace collection;
itemizeit fully. Among it, you will find acarved eye of hardened clay. Bring it to me at speed.”

The bear bent itslegs and vanished asit sprang.
Julius Tdlow gave Nathanid an unctuous smile. " That's the kind of servant you need,
Mandrake," he said. "No glibness, no chatter. Obeys without question. I'd get rid of this

smoothtongued serpent, if | wereyou.”

The panther swished itstail. "Hey, we've dl got problems, chum. I'm overly talkative. Y ou look
likeafield of buttercupsin asuit.”

"Thetraitor Lovelace had an interesting collection,” Ms. Whitwell mused, ignoring Talow'scries
of fury. "The golem's eye was one of severa noteworthy items we confiscated. It will beinteresting to

ingpect it now."

With aclicking of hairy joints, the bear was back, landing lightly in the center of itscircle. Its
paws were empty, except for its cap, which it held in fully humble pose.

"Y ep, that's the kind of servant you need," the panther said. "No chatter. Obedient. Absolutely
usdess. You walit: it'll have forgottenitscharge.”

Ms. Whitwell gave an impatient Sgnd. " Shubit—you have been to the L ovel ace collection?”

"Madam, | have"



"Isaclay eye among theitems?'
"No, madam. It isnot."
"Wasit among the goods labeled in the inventory?*

"It was. Number thirty-four, madam. 'A clay eye of nine centimeters width, decorated with
cabdigtic symbols. Purpose: golem'swatch-eye. Origin: Prague.' "

"Y ou may depart." Ms. Whitwell spun her chair back to face the others. "So," she said. "There
was such an eye. Now it isgone.”

Nathanid's face flushed with excitement. "It can't be a coincidence, malam. Someone's stolen it
and put it to use.”

"But did Loveace have the animating parchment in his collection?' Tallow asked irritably. "Of
course not! So where'd that come from?"

"That," JesscaWhitwell said, "iswhat we need to find out." She rubbed her dender white hands
together. "' Gentlemen, we have a new stuation. After tonight's debacle, Duvdl will pressthe Prime
Minister for greater powers at my expense. | must go to Richmond now and prepare to speak against
him. In my absence, | wish you, Talow, to continue organizing survelllance. Doubtless, the golem—if
that iswhat it is—will strike again. | now entrust thisto you done.”

Mr. Tdlow nodded smugly. Nathaniel cleared histhroat. "Y ou, er, you no longer wish meto be
involved, mdam?"

"No. Y ou are walking atightrope, John. | entrusted you with great responsi bility—and what
happens? The National Gallery and British Museum are ransacked. However, thanks to your demon,
we do have a clue to the nature of our enemy. Now we need to know the identity of whoever
controlsit. Isit aforeign power? A loca renegade? The theft of the golem's eye suggests that
someone has discovered the meansto create the animating spell. That must be where you start. Seek
out the lost knowledge, and do so quickly."

"Very well, maam. Whatever you say." Nathanidl's eyes were glazed in doubt. He had not the
first ideahow to begin thistask.

"We shdl attack the golem through its master,” Ms. Whitwell said. "When we find the source of
the knowledge, we will find the face of our enemy. And then we can act decisively.” Her voice was
harsh.

"Yes, maam.”

"Thisdjinni of yours seemsuseful...." She contemplated the panther, which was sitting washing
its pawswith its back to them, studioudy ignoring the conversation.

Nathaniel made agrudging face. "It'sdl right, | suppose.”

"It survived the golem, which is more than anything else has done. Takeit with you."



Nathanid paused amoment. " Sorry, maam, | don't think | understand. Where do you want me
to go?'

JessicaWhitwell stood, ready to depart. "Where do you think? The historic home of dl golems.
The place, where, if anywhere, thelore must have been preserved. | wish you to go to Prague.”

18
Kitty

Kitty rarely allowed considerations beyond the group to impinge upon her, but on the day after
therains ceased, shetook atrip to see her parents again.

That evening, at their emergency meeting, the Resistance would to learn about the great new
hope, the biggest job they had ever undertaken. The details remained to be discovered, but an air of
amogt painful anticipation prevailed at the shop, aweight of excitement and uncertainty that made
Kitty beside hersdlf with agitation. Bowing to her restlessness, she departed early, bought asmall
bunch of flowersfrom akiosk, and took the crowded bus to Balham.

The sireet was as quiet as ever, the little house trim and neat. She knocked loudly, fumbling for
her keysin her bag while supporting the flowers as best she could between shoulder and chin. Before
shelocated them, ashadow approached behind the glass and her mother opened the door, peering
around it hesitantly.

Her eyescamedive. "Kathleen! How lovely! Comein, love."

"Hi, Mum. Thesearefor you."

An awkward ritua of kissng and hugging ensued, mingled with the flowers being inpected and
Kitty's attempting to squeeze past into the hall. At last, with difficulty, the door was shut and Kitty was
ushered up and along to the familiar small kitchen, where potatoes were bubbling on the cooker and
her father was Sitting at the table polishing his shoes. With hands still full of brush and shoe, he stood
up, alowed her to kiss his cheek, then motioned her to an empty chair.

"We've got ahot pot on, love" Kitty's mother said. "It'll be ready in five minutes.”

"Oh, that's great. Cheers."

"S0..." After amoment's consideration, her father placed his brush upon the table and laid the
shoe sole-down besideit. He smiled at her broadly. "How's life among the pots and paints?*

"It'sfine. Nothing specid, but I'm learning.”
"And Mr. Pennyfeather?'

"Héesgetting alittlefrail. Doesn't walk so well now."



"Dear, dear. And the business? Most importantly, do you have the magicians custom? Do they
pant?"

"Not so much."

"That's where you have to direct your energies, girl. That's where the money is."

"Yes, Dad. We're directing our energies a the magicians now. How'swork?'

"Oh, you know. | made abig sde at Eagter.”

"Easter was months ago, Dad.”

"Businessisdow. How about acup of tea, Iris?’

"Not before lunch." Her mother was busying hersdlf collecting extra cutlery and setting the place
before Kitty with reverent care. Y ou know, Kitty," she said, "I don't see why you don't stop here
with us. It'snot so far. And it would be cheaper for you."

"Rent'snot high, Mum."

"Y es, but food and that. Y ou must spend so much on it, when we could cook for you. It'sa
wagte of money."

"Mmm." Kitty picked up her fork and tapped the table with it absently. "How's Mrs. Hyrnek?"
shesad. "And Jakob—have you seen him lately?"

Her mother had on alarge pair of oven gloves and was knedling before the oven; agust of
red-hot air, heavy with the fragrance of spiced meats, belched from its open door. Her voice echoed
srangdly as she rummaged within. "Jarmillaiswell enough,” she said. "Jakob worksfor hisfather, as
you know. | have not seen him. He does not go out. Alfred—could you fetch out the wooden mat?
Thisis piping hot. That'sit. Now drain the potatoes. Y ou should visit him, dear. HEd be glad for
company, poor boy. Especidly if it'syou. It'sashame you don't see him anymore.”

Kitty frowned. "That wasn't what you used to say, Mum."

"All that busnesswasa long time ago.... Y ou're much steadier now. Oh, and the grandmother
has died, Jarmilla says.

"What? When?"

"Last month sometime. Don't give me that |ook—if you came to see us more often, you'd have
known about it earlier, wouldn't you? Not that | can see it matters much to you in any case. Oh—do
ladleit out, Alfred. It'll go cold, else.”

The potatoes were overcooked, but the stew was excellent. Kitty ate ravenousy and, to her
mother's ddight, plowed through a second helping before her parents had finished their first. Then,
while her mother told her news of people she had never met or didn't remember, she sat quietly,
fingering asmall, smooth, and heavy object in her trouser pocket, ot in thought.



The evening following her trid had been deeply unpleasant for Kitty, asfirst her mother, then her
father, had expressed their fury at the consegquences. It wasin vain that Kitty reminded them of her
innocence, of the wickedness of Julius Tallow. It wasin vain that she swore to somehow find the
£600 necessary to placate the wrath of the Courts. Her parents were unmoved. Their argument
boiled down to afew eoquent points: (1) They did not have the money. (2) They would have to sl
their house. (3) Shewasastupid, arrogant brat to think of chalenging amagician. (4a) What had
everyonetold her? (4b) What had they told her? (5) Not to do it. (6) But she was too boneheaded to
listen. And (7) now what were they going to do?

The encounter had finished predictably, with the mother weeping, the father raging, and Kitty
rushing furioudy to her room. It was only when she was there, Sitting on the bed, staring hot-eyed at
the opposite wall, that she remembered the old man, Mr. Pennyfeather, and his strange offer of
assstance. It had entirely dipped her mind during the argument, and now, in the midst of her confusion
and digtress, it seemed dtogether unreal. She thrust it to the back of her mind.

Her mother, bringing her aconciliatory cup of tea some hours later, found achair wedged firmly
againg the door from within. She spoke through the thin plywood. "1 forgot to tell you something,
Kathleen. Y our friend Jakob is out of the hospitad. He went home thismorning.”

"What! Why didn't you say?" The chair was feverishly removed; aflushed face glared out from
under amane of unkempt hair. "l haveto seehim.”

"I don't think that will be possible. The doctors—" But Kitty was aready gone.

Hewas sitting up in bed, wearing abrand-new pair of blue pgamasthat ill had the creasesin
the deeves. Hisvariegated hands werefolded in hislap. A glass bowl of grapes sat untouched upon
the counterpane. Two bright white circles of fresh gauze were strapped across his eyes, and a short
fuzz of hair was growing upon his scalp. His face was as she remembered, stained by its dreadful
wash of gray and black.

As she entered, he brokeinto asmall, twisted smile.

"Kitty! That wasquick.”

Trembling, she approached the bed and took his hand. "How—how did you know it was me?"

"No one ese comes up the sairslike abull eephant theway you do. You dl right?"

She glanced a her unblemished, pink-white hands. "Y es. Fine."

"l heard about that." Hetried to maintain hisamile, falled narrowly. "Y ou're lucky.... I'm glad.”

"Yes. How areyou feding?'

"Oh, knackered. Sick. Like around of smoked bacon. My skin's painful when | move. And



itchy. That'll dl pass, they say. And my eyesare heding.”
Kitty felt asurge of relief. "That's great! When—7?"

"Sometime. | don't know...." He seemed suddenly weary, irritable. "Never mind dl that. Tell me
what's been going on. | hear you've been to the Courts.”

Shetold him the whole story, except her encounter with Mr. Pennyfeather. Jakob sat upright in
bed, smoky-faced and somber. At the finish, he sighed.

"You are s0 supid, Kitty," hesaid.

"Thanksfor that." Sheripped afew grapes off the bunch and stuffed them savagely into her
mouth.

"My mum told you not to. She said—"

"She and everyoneese. They aredl so right and I am so wrong." She spat grape seeds into her
palm and threw them into a bin beside the bed.

"Believe me, I'm grateful for what you tried to do. I'm sorry you're suffering on my account

"It'sno big ded. Well find the money."

"Everyone knows the Courts are rigged—it's not what you've done that counts there, it'swho
you are and who you know."

"All right! Don't go on about it." Kitty wasn't in the mood for lectures.

"l won't." He grinned, alittle more successfully than before. "I can fed your scowl through the
bandages.”

They sat in dlence for awhile. At lagt, Jakob said, "Anyway, you needn't think that Talow will
get off scot-free” He rubbed the side of hisface.

"Don't rub. What do you mean?"

"It'sjust so itchy! Meaning there are ways other than the Courts...."

"Such as?'

"Ahh! It'sno good, I'll haveto sit on my hands. Well, come in close—something might be
ligening.... Right. Talow, being amagician, will think he's away and clear. Hewon't give me another
thought now, if he ever has. And he certainly won't connect me with Hyrnek's.”

"Your dad'sfirm?"

"Well, whose dseisit? Of course my dad's firm. And that's going to be costly for Talow. Likea



lot of other magicians, he gets his books of magic bound at Hyrnek's. Karel told me: he's checked the
accounts. Talow places orderswith us every couple of years. Likes amaroon crocodile-skin binding,
does Talow, so we can add lack of taste to his other crimes. Well, we can afford to wait. Sooner or
later, helll send in another book for usto treat, or order something up... Ah! | can't bear it! I've got to
scratch!”

"Don't, Jakob—have agrape instead. Take your mind off it."

"It won't do any good. | wake up scratching my facein the night. Mum hasto wrap my handsin
bandages. But it's killing me now—you'll haveto cal Mum for some cream.”

"I'd better leave."

"Inaminute. But, | was saying—it won't just be the binding of Tallow's book that gets changed
nexttime.

Kitty wrinkled her forehead. "What—the spellsinsde?’

Jakob gave agrim smile. "It's possible to substitute pages, doctor sentences, or dter diagramsif
you know what you're doing. In fact, it's more than possible—it's downright easy for people my dad
knows. Well sabotage afew likely incantations and then... well see”

"Won't he notice?"

"Hell smply read the spell, draw the pentacle, or whatever it is he does, and then... who
knows? Nasty things happen to magicians when spells go wrong. It'saprecise art, my dad tellsme.”
Jakob settled back against the pillows. "It may be years before Talow fallsinto the trap—but so
what?I'minit for thelong haul. My facell ill be ruinedin four, five years time. | canwait." He
turned hisface awvay suddenly. "Y ou'd better get Mum now. And don't tell anyone what I've just told
you."

Kitty located Mrs. Hyrnek in the kitchen; she was Seving an odd, oily whitelotion, thick with
dark-green aromatic herbs, into amedicine jar. At Kitty's news, she nodded, her eyes gray with
wearness.

"I'vemadethelotionjustintime," she said, stoppering the jar hastily and seizing acloth from the
sdeboard. "Y ou'll see yoursdlf out, won't you?' With this, she bustled from the room.

Kitty had taken no more than two trailing steps toward the hall when alow, short whistle halted
her in her tracks. She turned: Jakob's aged grandmamawas sitting in her usud chair beside the stove,
alarge bowl of unshelled peaswedged upon her bony lap. Her bright black eyes dlittered at Kitty; the
numberless crinkles on her face shifted as she amiled. Kitty smiled back uncertainly. A withered hand
was raised; ashriveled finger curled and beckoned, twice. Heart pounding, Kitty approached. Never,
in all her many visits, had she spoken two words to Jakob's grandmama; she had never even heard
her speak. A ridiculous panic engulfed her. What should she say? She did not speak Czech. What did
the old woman want? Kitty felt herself suddenly part of afary tde, awaif trapped in the kitchen of a
canniba witch. She—



"This," Jakob's grandmamasaid in aclear, crigp South London accent, "isfor you." She delved a
hand somewhere into the pockets of her voluminous skirts. Her eyes did not leave Kitty'sface. "Y ou
should keep it close.... Ah, whereisthe beggar? Aha—yes. Here."

Her hand, when sheraised it to Kitty's, wastightly clenched, and Kitty felt the weight of the
object and its coldnessin her palm before she saw what it was. A smdl metal pendant, fashioned in
the shape of ateardrop. A little loop at the top showed where it could be affixed to achain. Kitty did
not know what to say.

"Thank you," shesad. "It's... beautiful "

Jakob's grandmama grunted. "Huh. It'sslver. More to the point, girl."

"It—it must be very vauable. |.... don't think | should—"

"Takeit. And wear it." Two leathery hands enclosed Kitty's, folding her fingers over the

pendant. "Y ou never know. Now, | have a hundred peasto shell. Perhaps a hundred and two—one
for each year, en? So. | must concentrate. Be off with you!”

The next few days saw repeated deliberations between Kitty and her parents, but the upshot
was aways the same—with dl their savings pooled, they were still severa hundred pounds short of
the Court'sfine. Sdlling the house, with the uncertainty that entailed, seemed the only solution.

Except, possibly, for Mr. Pennyfesther.

Ring if interested. Within a week. Kitty had not mentioned him to her parents, or to anyone
else, but hiswords were dways on her mind. He had promised to help her, and she had no problem
with that in principle. The question was, Why? She did not think he was doing it out of the goodness
of hisheart.

But her parents were going to lose their house if she did not act.

T. E. Pennyfeather cartainly existed in the telephone directory: hewaslisted asan "Artists
Supplier" in Southwark, aongside the same phone number that Kitty had on the card. So that much of
his story appeared to be true.

But what did he want? Part of Kitty felt very strongly that she should leave him aone; another
part couldn't see what she had to lose. If she didn't pay up soon, she would be arrested, and Mr.
Pennyfesther's offer wasthe only lifeline she had to seize,

At length, she made up her mind.

There was atelephone box two streets away from where she lived. One morning, she squeezed
hersdf into its narrow, muggy space, and rang the number.

A voice answered, dry and breathless. "Artists Supplies. Hello.”



"Mr. Pennyfeather?'
"Ms. Jones! | am ddlighted. | feared you would not ring.”

"Herel am. Ligten, I'm—I'minterested in your offer, but | must know what you want from me
before | go any further.”

"Of course, of course. | shdl explainto you. May | suggest we meet?”
"No. Tell me now, over the phone."

"That would not be prudent.”

"It would for me. I'm not putting mysdlf a risk. I don't know who you—"

"Quite so. | will suggest something. If you disagree, well and good. Our contact will be at an
end. If you agree, we shdl move on. My suggestion: we meet at the Druids Coffeehouse at Seven
Dids. Do you know it? A popular spot—aways busy. Y ou can talk to me in safety there. If in doubt
| suggest another thing. Seal my card in an envel ope together with the information about wherewe are
meseting. Leaveit in your room, or pogt it to yoursdlf. Whichever. Should anything happen to you, the
policewill find me. That may put your mind &t rest. Another thing. Whatever the outcome of our
mesting, | shal end it by giving you the money. Y our debt will be paid by the end of the day.”

Mr. Pennyfeather seemed worn out by thislong speech. While he wheezed gently, Kitty
considered the offer. It didn't take long. It wastoo good to resist.

"All right," shesaid. "Agreed. What time a the Druids?'

Kitty prepared carefully, writing anote to her parents and dipping it with the business card insde
an envelope. She placed it on her bed, propped againgt her pillow. Her parents would not be back till
seven. The meeting was scheduled for three. If al went well, she would have plenty of timeto return
and remove the note before it was found.

She came out of the tube at Leicester Square and set off in the direction of Seven Dids. A
couple of magicians shot past in chauffeur-driven limousines, everyone else struggled aong the
tourist-cluttered pavements, guarding their pockets against cutpurses. Her progress was dow.

To speed her way, shetook a shortcut, an aley that curved off behind afancy-dress shop and
bisected a whole block, opening out again on astreet near Seven Didls. It was dank and narrow, but
there were no buskers or tourigts al along its length, which in Kitty's view made it agrand highway.
She ducked down it and set off at agood pace, glancing at her watch as she did so. Ten to three.
Perfect timing.

Midway along the aley she had a shock. With a screech like abanshee, abrindled cat |esped
off aconcealed ledgein front of her face and disappeared through a grating in the oppositewall. The
sound of tumbling bottlesfollowed from within. Silence.



Taking a deep breath, Kitty waked on.
A moment later, she heard quiet footsteps stealing aong behind her.

The hairs on the back of her neck rose. She speeded up. Don't panic. Someone elsetaking a
short cut. Anyway, the dley's end was not far off. She could glimpse people moving in the main street

beyond.

The footsteps behind seemed to speed up with her. Eyeswide, heart pounding, Kitty began to
trot.

Then something stepped out from the shadows of adoorway. It was dressed in black and its
face was covered by a smooth mask with narrow ditsfor eyes.

Kitty cried out and turned.

Two more masked figures, tiptoeing behind.

She opened her mouth to scream, but did not have a chance to do so. One of her pursuers
made a quick motion: something left its hand—asmall, dark sphere. It hit the ground just at her fedt,
gplintering into nothing. From the place where it vanished ablack vapor rose, twirling, growing thick.

Kitty wastoo frightened to move. She could only watch as the vapor formed itself into asmall
blue-black winged creature, with long, dender horns and wide red eyes. The thing hovered for an
ingtant, tumbling head over hedsin theair, asif uncertain what to do.

The figure that had thrown the sphere pointed its hand at Kitty and cried out acommand.

The thing stopped twirling. A grin of wicked glee cracked itsface dmost in two.

Then it lowered itshorns, best itswingsinto afrenzy, and with aghrill cry of ddight, hurled itself
at Kitty's head.
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In an ingtant, the thing was on her, with light glinting on itstwo sharp hornsand its serrated
mouth gaping wide. Blue-black wings best in her face, small callused hands clawed at her eyes. She
fet itsfoul breath on her skin; its keening cry deafened her. She beat at it madly with her figts,
shouting out now, screaming....

And with aloud, moist popping sound, the thing burst, leaving nothing but a shower of cold
black droplets and alingering bitter smell.

Kitty collapsed againgt the nearest wall, chest heaving, looking wildly about her. There was no
doubt—the thing had gone, and the three masked figures had vanished too. On ether side, the dley



was empty. Nothing stirred.

Sheran now, asfast as she could, careering out into the busy street and weaving, ducking,
dodging her way among the crowd, up the gentle dope that led to Seven Dids.

Seven roads met here a a cobbled roundabout, which was surrounded on al sides by rambling
medieva buildings of black wood and colored plaster. In the center of the roundabout was a statue of
agenera on ahorse, below which arelaxed crowd was sitting, enjoying the afternoon sun. Opposite
him was another statue, this one of Gladstone in his attitude of the Lawgiver. He was dressed in robes
and held an open scroll, with one arm raised asif he were declaiming to the multitudes.
Someone—either drunk, or of anarchistic bent—had climbed the great man and placed an orange
traffic cone upon his mgestic head, giving him the look of a comedy storybook sorcerer. The police
had not yet noticed.

Directly behind Gladstone's back was the Druids Coffeehouse, amesting place for the young
and thirsty. The ground floor walls of the building had been ripped out and replaced with rough stone
pillars decorated with curling vines. A series of tables covered with white cloth spilled around the
pillars onto the cobbled road in Continenta fashion. Every table was occupied. Waitersin blue tunics
hurried back and forth.

Kitty cameto ahalt next to the statue of the generd and caught her breath. She surveyed the
tables. Three o'clock precisaly. Was he...? Therel—amost out of sight behind a pillar—the crescent
of white hair, the shiny bald pate.

Mr. Pennyfesther was sipping a café |atte when she gpproached. His stick lay flat acrossthe
table. He saw her, smiled broadly, indicated a chair.

"Ms. Jones! Right ontime. Sit, if you please. What do you care for? Coffee? Tea? A cinnamon
bun? They are very good."

Kitty ran adistraught hand through her hair. "Um, atea. And chocolate. | need chocolate.”

Mr. Pennyfeather clicked hisfingers, awaiter drew close. "A pot of teaand an éclair. A large
one. Now, Ms. Jones. Y ou seem alittle bresthless. Y ou have been running. Or am | wrong?"

Hiseyestwinkled, his smile widened. Kitty leaned forward furioudy. "It's no laughing matter,"
she hissed, with aglance at the nearby tables. "I've just been attacked! On my way to see you," she
added, to drive the point home.

Mr. Pennyfeather's amusement did not dacken. "Indeed? Indeed? That ismost serious! You
must tell me—ah! Hereisyour tea. What speed! And amost sizable éclair! Good. Have ahite, then
tel medl.”

"Three people trgpped mein an dley. They threw something—a container, | think—and a
demon appeared. It legped at me and tried to kill me and—are you taking this serioudy, Mr.
Pennyfeather, or shdl | get up and leave right now?" His continuing good humor was beginning to
enrage Kitty, but a her words his smile vanished.

"Forgive me, Ms. Jones. It isagrave matter. Y et you managed to escape. How did you do so?



"1 don't know. | fought back—hitting the thing when it was gouging a my face, but | didn't do
anything, redly. It just burst like a balloon. The men disappeared, too."

Shetook along drink of tea. Mr. Pennyfeather eyed her camly, saying nothing. Hisface
remained grave, but his eyes seemed ddighted, full of life.

"It'sthat magician—Tadlow!" Kitty went on. "I know it is. He'strying to do mein after what |
said in court. Hell send another demon, now that one'sfailed. | don't know what to—"

"Do have abite of that éclair,” Mr. Pennyfeather said. "That ismy first suggestion. Now then,
whenyou are cam, | will tell you something.”

Kitty atethe éclair in four bites, washed it down with teaand felt alittle cdmer. Shelooked
about her. From where she was seated, she had agood view of most of the customers of the
coffeehouse. Some were tourists, immersed in colorful maps and handbooks; the rest were
young—students probably, along with a smattering of families out for the day. There seemed no
immediate likelihood of another attack.

"All right, Mr. Pennyfegther,” shesaid. "Fireaway."

"Very well." He dabbed at the corners of his mouth with aneetly folded napkin. "1 shdl return to
that... incident in amoment, but | have something else to say first. Y ou will be wondering why | should
be interested in your troubles. Well—in fact | am not so much interested in your troubles as interested
inyou. By theway, the six hundred poundsis safely here'—he smiled and tapped his breast
pocket—"you shall haveit a the end of this conversation. So. | wasin the gdlery at Court and heard
your evidence about the Black Tumbler. No one else believed you—the judge in her arrogance, the
restin their ignorance. But | pricked up my ears. Why should you lie? | asked. No reason. Therefore
it must betrue”

"It was true,” Kitty said.

"But no onewho is hit by aBlack Tumbler—even by its outer edge—can fail to escapeits mark.
| know this."

"How?' Kitty asked sharply. "Are you amagician?'

The old man winced. "Please, you may insult mein any way you please—say | am bad, ugly, an
old fool who smells of cabbage, or what you will, but do not cal methat. It offends my soul. | am
certainly not amagician. But it isnot only magicians who have knowledge, Ms. Jones. Others of us
can read, even if we are not steeped in wickedness like them. Do you read, Ms. Jones?

Kitty shrugged. "Of course. At schoal.”

"No, no, that is not proper reading. The magicians write the books you see there; you cannot
trust them. However, | digress. Trust me—the Black Tumbler taints everything it touches. It touched
you, you say, but you were not tainted. That is aparadox.”

Kitty thought of Jakob's marbled face and felt awave of guilt. "l can't help that.”



"This demon that attacked you just now. Describeit.”
"Blackishwings. A big red mouth. Two thin, Sraight horns—"
"A broad belly, covered in fur? No tail ?*

"That'sright."”

He nodded. "A mouler. A minor demon of no great power. Even 0, it should certainly have
rendered you unconscious, owing to its disgusting smell.”

Kitty wrinkled her nose. "It smelled bad for sure, but not that bad.”

"Also, moulersdo not usudly burst. They latch on to your hair with their hands and remain
attached until their master dismissesthem.”

"Thisone just popped.”

"My dear Ms. Jones, you must forgive meif | am cheerful again. Y ou see, | am delighted with
what you aretelling me. It means, quite smply, that you possess something specid: aresilience to
megic."

He sat back in hischair, summoned awaiter and smilingly ordered another round of drinks and
cakes, obliviousto Kitty's ook of bafflement. For the entire time it took for the food to arrive he did

nothing but grin acrossthe table at her, giggling to himsdf every now and then. Kitty forced herself to
remain polite. The cash was till out of reach, in his coat pocket.

"Mr. Pennyfeather,” shesaid at last. "'I'm sorry, but | don't understand you at al.”

"It's obvious, surdy? Minor magic—we can't be sure about more powerful stuff yet—haslittle
or no effect on you."

Kitty shook her head. "Rubbish. The Black Tumbler knocked me out."

"l said little or no effect. Y ou are not immune. Neither for that matter am I, but | have
withstood the assault of three foliots a once, which | believeis quite unusud.”

This meant nothing to Kitty. Shelooked blank. Mr.

Pennyfeather made an impatient gesture. "What | am saying isthat you and |—and severa
others, for we are not done—are able to resist some of the magicians spells! We are not magicians,
but neither are we powerless, unlike the rest of the commoners'—he spat the word out with
undisguised venom—"in this poor, godforsaken country."

Kitty's head was spinning, but shewas till skeptical; she did not believe him yet.

"It doesn't make any senseto me," she sad. "I've never heard of this'reslience.” All I'm
interested inisavoiding jal.”



"Isthat 07" Mr. Pennyfeather placed hishand lightly inside his jacket. "In that case you may
have the money on the instant and be on your way. Fine. But | think you want something more than
this. | seeit inyour face. Y ou want severd things. Y ou want revenge for your friend Jakob. Y ou want
to change the way things are done here. Y ou want a country where men like Julius Talow don't
flourish and walk tal. Not al countries are like this—some places have no magicians! None! Think of
that next timeyou vist your friend in the hospital. I'm telling you," he went onin aquieter voice, "you
can make adifference. If you ligento me."

Kitty gazed into the mess at the bottom of her cup and saw Jakob's ruined face reflected back.
Shesighed. "'l don't know..."

"Be sure of one thing—I can help you with your vengeance.”

She stared up at him. Mr. Pennyfeather was smiling at her, but his eyes had the same bright,
angry gleam that she had seen when he had been jostled in the Street.

"The magicians have hurt you," he said softly. "Together, we can wield the sword of retribution.
But only if you assst mefirdt. You help me. | help you. Fair bargain.”

For an ingant Kitty saw Talow again, smirking across the courtroom, puffed up with
sdlf-confidence and the guaranteed protection of hisfriends. It made her shudder with disgust.

"Firg tell me how you need my help,” she said.

Somebody Sitting two tables away coughed loudly, and, asif aheavy curtain had suddenly falen
away ingde her mind, Kitty redlized the danger she wasin. There she was, Stting among strangers,
overtly discussing treason.

"Werremad!" she hissed furioudy. "Anyone might hear us! They'll summon the Night Police and
cary usawvay."

At thisthe old man actudly laughed. "No onewill overhear,” he said. "Do not fear, Ms. Jones. It
isdl under control."

Kitty scarcely listened. Her attention had been seized by ayoung, blond-haired woman sitting at
atable behind Mr. Pennyfeather'sleft shoulder. Though her glass was empty, she remained seated,
engrossed in her book. Her head was down, her eyes modestly lowered; one hand toyed with the
corner of apage. Suddenly Kitty became convinced that thiswas al asham. Shedimly recaled
noticing the woman when shefirgt sat down, Sitting in asimilar pose, and though Kitty had had her in
full view dl thiswhile, she did not remember her once actudly turning the page.

Next moment, shewas sure of it. Asif Kitty's gaze had brushed againgt her, the woman glanced
up, caught her eyes, and gave her acool little smile before returning to her book. There could be no
doubt—she had been listening to everything!

"Areyou dl right?' Mr. Pennyfeather's voice sounded outsde her panic.

Kitty could hardly speak. "Behind you..." she whispered. "A woman... aspy, an informer. She's
hearditdl.”



Mr. Pennyfeather did not turn around. "Blond lady?
Reading ayellow paperback? That would be Gladys. Don't worry, sheisone of us."
"One of—?7" The woman looked up again and gave Kitty abroad wink.

"To her left isAnne; on my right—just beyond this pillar—sits Eva. That's Frederick on my left;
Nicholas and Timothy are ranged behind you. Stanley and Martin couldn't get atable, o they'rein the

pub opposite.”

In adaze, Kitty looked around. A middle-aged, black-haired woman grinned at her from behind
Mr. Pennyfeather'sright shoulder; on Kitty's right, a spotty, unsmiling youth glanced up from a
dog-eared copy of Motorbike Trader. The woman beyond the pillar was obscured except for a
black jacket hanging on her chair. Risking acrick in her neck, Kitty checked behind her, catching a
glimpse of two more faces—young, serious—staring at her from other tables.

"No need to worry, you see,” Mr. Pennyfeather said. "Y ou're among friends. No one beyond
them could hear what we say, and there are no demons present or we'd know about it."

"How?'

"Time enough for questionslater. First | must make you an gpology. I'm afraid you have met
Frederick, Martin, and Timothy aready." Kitty looked blank again. It was fast becoming ahabit. "In
thealey,"” Mr. Pennyfeather prompted.

"Thedley?' Wat aminute—

"It was they who set the mouler on you. Not so fast! Do not leave! | am sorry that we scared
you, but we had to be sure, you see. Sure that you were resilient like us. We had the mouler glass
handy; it was asimple matter—"

Kitty found her voice. "Y ou swine! You'reasbad as Talow! | could have been killed."

"No. | told you—the worst amouler can do is knock you out. Its stench—"

"And that isn't bad enough?’ Kitty roseto her feet in fury.

"If you must go, don't forget this." The old man drew athick white envelope from his jacket and
tossed it contemptuoudy on the tabletop between the cups. Y oull find the six hundred pounds there.
Used notes. | don't break my word."

"l don't want it!" Kitty waslivid, incandescent; she wanted to smash something.

"Don't beafool!" The old man's eyesflared. "Do you want to rot in the Marsha sea prison?
That'swhere debtors go, you know. That packet completesthefirst part of our bargain. Consider it
an gpology for themouler. But it could bejust the beginning....”

Kitty snatched up the envelope, dmost knocking the cupsflying as she did so. "Y ou're crazy.
You and your friends. Fine. I'll takeit. It'swhat | came for anyway." She was gill sanding. She



pushed her chair back.

"Shall | tdl you how it began for me?* Mr. Pennyfeather was |eaning forward now, his gnarled
fingers pressing hard againgt the tablecloth, scrunching it up. His voice was low, urgent; he fought
againg hislack of breath in his eagernessto speak. "I waslike you at firs—the magicians meant
nothing to me. | was young, happily married—what did | care? Then my dear wife, heaven rest her
soul, attracted the attention of amagician. Not unlike your Mr. Talow, hewas: acrud, strutting
popinjay. He wished her for himself, tried to beguile her with jewels and fine Eastern clothes. But my
wife, poor woman, refused his advances. She laughed in hisface. It was abrave act, but foolish. |
wish now—I have wished thisfor thirty years—that she had gone with him.

"We lived in aflat above my shop, Ms. Jones, each day | worked late into the evening, sorting
my stock and completing my accounts, while my wife retired to our roomsto prepare our meal. One
night, | wasgitting at my desk asusud. A fire was burning in the grate. My pen scratched on the
paper. All at once, the dogs in the street began to howl; amoment later, my fire quivered and went
out, leaving the hot coals hissing like the dead. | roseto my feet. Already | feared... well, what it was |
did not know. And then—I heard my wife scream. Just once, ashriek cut off. | have never run so
fast. Up the dairs, tripping in my haste, through our door, into our little kitchen..."

Mr. Pennyfeather's eyes no longer saw her. They gazed at something else, far off. Mechanicaly,
hardly knowing what she did, Kitty sat down again and waited.

"Thething that had doneit,” Mr. Pennyfeather said a last, "had barely gone. | smelled its
presence lingering. Even as| kndlt beside my wife upon our old linoleum floor, the gas hobs on the
cooker burst back to life, the stew in the pot resumed its bubbling. | heard the barking of dogs,
windows down the road banging in a sudden breeze... then silence.” He ran afinger among the éclair
crumbs on a plate, gathered them up and popped them in his mouth. " She was a good cook, Ms.
Jones" hesaid. "1 remember that till, though thirty long years have passed.”

On the other side of the coffeehouse, awaiter spilled adrink on acustomer: the resulting uproar
seemed to detach Mr. Pennyfeather from his memories. He blinked, looked at Kitty again. "Well, Ms.
Jones, | shdl cut my story short. Sufficeit to say that | located the magician; for some weeks|
followed him subtly, learning his movements, giving in neither to the ravings of grief nor the urges of
impatience. In duetime | had my chance; | waylaid him in alonely spot and dew him. His corpse
joined the bobbing filth floating down the Thames. However, before he died, he summoned three
demons: one by one, their attackson me dl failed. It was in this manner that—somewhat to my
surprise, for | was resolved to diein my revenge—I discovered my resilience. | do not pretend to
understand it, but it isafact. | haveit; my friends haveit; you haveit. It isfor each of usto decide
whether we take advantage of thisor not.”

His voice ceased. He seemed dll of asudden worn out, hisfacelined and old.

Kitty hesitated afew moments before replying. "All right,” she said, for Jakob's sake, for Mr.
Pennyfeather's sake, and for the sake of his dead wife. "I won't go yet. I'd like you to tell me more.”
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Kitty

Over saverd weeks, Kitty met regularly with Mr. Pennyfeather and hisfriends, a Seven Didls,
at other coffee shops scattered across central London, and at Mr. Pennyfeather's flat above his
Artists Supplies shop, inabusy street just south of theriver. Each time, she learned more about the
group and their objectives, each time, she found hersdlf identifying with them more closdly.

It seemed that Mr. Pennyfeather had assembled his company haphazardly, relying on word of
mouth and reportsin newspapersto lead him to people with unusua capabilities. Some months he
haunted the courtrooms, looking for someone such as Kitty; otherwise he smply used taproom chat
to single out interesting rumors of people who had survived magica disaster. Hisart shop was
modestly successful; generdly heleft it in the hands of his assistants and prowled through London on
his surreptitious errands.

Hisfollowers had joined him over along period of time. Anne, avivacious woman of forty, had
met him dmogt fifteen years before. They were veterans of many campaigns together. Gladys, the
blond woman from the café, wasin her twenties; she had withstood aside blast from amagicians
dud ten yearsearlier, when gill agirl. She and Nicholas, astocky young man with abrooding
manner, had worked for Mr. Pennyfeather since they were children. Therest of the company were
younger; no one older than eighteen. Kitty and Stanley, both thirteen, were the youngest of all.

The old man dominated them al with his presence, which was a once inspiring and autocrétic.
Hiswillpower wasiron-strong and his menta energies untiring, but his body was gradudly failing him,
and thisroused him to outbursts of incoherent fury. In the early days such occasonswere rare, and
Kitty listened intently to hisimpassioned accounts of the greet struggle in which they were engaged.

Ordinarily, Mr. Pennyfeather argued, it wasimpossible to resist the magicians or their rule. They
did exactly asthey pleased, asal the company had discovered to their cost. They ran everything
important: the government, the civil service, the biggest businesses, and the newspapers. Even the
plays put on at the theaters had to be officially sanctioned in case they contained subversive messages.
And while the magicians enjoyed the luxuries of their rule, everyone e se—the vast mgority—got on
with providing the essential servicesthe magiciansrequired. They worked in the factories, ran the
restaurants, fought inthearmy... if it involved red work, the commonersdid it. And providing they did
it quietly, the magicians|eft them done. But if there was even the smadlest hint of dissatisfaction, the
magicians came down hard. Their spies were everywhere; one word out of place and you were
whisked off for interrogation in the Tower. Many troublemakers disappeared for good.

The magicians power madeit impossibleto rebd: they controlled dark forcesthat few had
glimpsed but which everyone feared. But Mr. Pennyfesther's company—this small handful of souls
gathered up and driven forward by hisimplacable hatred—was more fortunate than most. And its
good fortune camein severd forms.

To somedegree, dl of Mr. Pennyfeather'sfriends shared his resilience to magic, but how far this
stretched was impossible to say. Because of his pagt, it was clear Mr. Pennyfeather could withstand a
fairly strong attack; most of the others, such asKitty, had only been gently tested so far.

Some of them—these were Anne, Eva, Martin, and the surly and pockmarked Fred—had
another taent. Since early childhood, they had each regularly observed smdl demonstraveling hither
and thither through the streets of London. Some flew, others walked among the crowds. No one else



noticed them, and upon investigation, it appeared that to most people the demons were ether invisible
or masked by disguise. According to Martin—who worked in a paint factory, and was, after Mr.
Pennyfeather, the most fiery and passionate—a good many cats and pigeons were not what they
seemed. Eva(brown curly hair, fifteen, till at school) said she had once seen a stickle-backed demon
walk into agrocer's and buy abunch of garlic; her mother, who was with her, had seen nothing but a
bent old lady doing her shopping.

Penetrating illusionsin thisway was atrait that was very useful to Mr. Pennyfeether. Another
ability that he highly prized wasthat of Stanley, achipper, rather cocksure boy who, despite being
Kitty's age, had dready left school. He worked ddlivering newspapers. Stanley could not see
demons,; ingtead, he was able to perceive afaint, flickering radiance given off by any object containing
magical force. Asasmal boy, he had so ddighted in these auras that he had taken to stedling the
objects concerned; by the time Mr. Pennyfeather caught up with him (at the Judicia Courts) he was
aready an accomplished pickpocket. Anne and Gladys had asimilar ability, but it was not nearly so
marked asthat of Stanley, who could sense magica items through clothes and even behind thin
wooden partitions. Asaresult, Stanley was one of the key figures of Mr. Pennyfeather's company.

Instead of seeing magicd activity, the gentle, quiet Timothy seemed ableto hear it. Asfar ashe
could describeit, he sensed akind of humming intheair. "Likeabdl ringing," he said, when pressed.
"Or the sound you get when you tap an empty glass.” If he concentrated, and if there wasn't too much
other noise around, he could actualy trace the hum to its source, perhaps a demon or a magica
object of somekind.

When dl these abilities were set together, Mr. Pennyfeather said, they formed asmall but
effective force to set againgt the might of the magicians. It could not declare itsalf openly, of course,
but it could work to undercut their enemies. Magical objects could be traced, hidden dangers could
be avoided and—most important of all—attacks could be made on the magicians and their wicked
servants.

From thefirgt, these revelations enthralled Kitty. She observed Stanley as, on atraining day, he
picked out amagica knife from six ordinary specimens, each one concealed from him in a separate
cardboard box. She followed Timothy as he walked back and forth through Mr. Pennyfeather's shop,
locating the resonance of ajewe ed necklace that had been hidden in apot of brushes.

Magical objectswere at the center of the company's strategy. Kitty regularly observed members
of the group arriving at the shop with small parcels or bagsthat they passed to Anne, Mr.
Pennyfeather's second-in-command, to be stowed quietly awvay. These contained stolen goods.

"Kitty," Mr. Pennyfeather said to her one evening, "1 have studied our verminous leaders for
thirty years, and | believe | have learned their biggest weskness. They are greedy for
everything—money, power, status, you name it—and quarrel incessantly about them al. But nothing
arousestheir passons more than magicd trinkets."

She nodded. "Magic rings and bracelets, you mean?"
"Doesn't haveto be jewdry," Anne said. She and Evawere with them in the backroom of the

shop, sitting beside stacked rolls of paper. "Might be anything—staves, pots, lamps, pieces of wood.
That mouler glass we chucked at you; that counts as one, doesn't it, Chief?



"It doesindeed. Which iswhy we stoleit. Which iswhy we stedl all thesethings, whenever we

"I think that glass came from the house in Chelseg, didn't it?' Anne said. "The onewhere Eva
and Stanley shinned up the drainpipe to the upstairs window while the party was going on at the front
of thehouse."

Kitty was open-mouthed. "Isn't that terribly dangerous? Aren't magicians houses protected by ...
dl sorts of things?'

Mr. Pennyfeather nodded. "Y es, though it depends on the power of the magician concerned.
That one merely had magicd tripwires laced acrossthe room.... Naturally, Stanley evaded them
eadly.... We got agood cluster of objectsthat day."

"And what do you do with them?" Kitty asked. "Apart from throwing them at me, that is.”

Mr. Pennyfeather smiled. "Artifacts are amagjor source of every magician's power. Minor
officids, such asthe Assstant Secretary for Agriculture—I think he was the owner of the mouler
glass—can afford only weak objects, while the greastest men and women aspire to rare pieces of
terribleforce. They al do so because they are decadent and lazy. It is much easier to useamagica
ring to strike down afoe than it isto summon some demon from the pit todo it."

"Sofer, too," Evasad.

"Quite. So you seg, Kitty, the more items we can get ahold of, the better. It weakensthe
magicians consderably.”

"And we can usethem ingtead," Kitty added promptly.

Mr. Pennyfeather paused. "Opinion isalittle divided on this. Eva here'—he curled hislip back
dightly, showing histeeth—"believesit ismoraly dangerousto follow too closdy in the magicians
footsteps. She believes the items should be destroyed. | however—and it is my company, isit not, so
my word goes—believe that we must use whatever wegpons we can againgt such enemies. And that
includesturning their own magic againg them.”

Evashifted in her seat. "It ssemsto me, Kitty," she said, "that by using such things, we become
no better than the magiciansthemselves. It'sfar better to remain detached from the temptations of evil

things"

"Hah!" The old man gave adisparaging snort. "How e se can we undermine our rulers? We need
direct attacks to destabilize the government. Sooner or later, the people will rise up in support of us.”

"Wdl, when?" Evasaid. "There's been no—"

"We do not study magic like the magicians," Mr. Pennyfeather interrupted. "We arein no mord
danger. But by doing alittle research—alittle reading in stolen books, for instance—we can learn to
operate basic weagpons. Y our mouler glass, Kitty—that required only asimple Latin command. Thisis
enough for small... demonstrations of our displeasure. The more complex artifacts we can stockpile
safey, out of magicians hands.”



"I think we're going about it thewrong way," Evasaid quietly. "A few little explosons will never
make any difference. They'll dways be stronger. We—"

Mr. Pennyfeather dammed his stick hard upon hisworkbench, making both Evaand Kitty jump.
"Would you rather do nothing?' heyelled. "Very wel! Go back out among the herds of sheep, put
your head down and waste your lives"

"l didn't mean that. | just don't see—"

"My shopisclosing! Itislate. Y ou are no doubt expected home, Ms. Jones.”

Kitty's mother and father had been grestly relieved by her prompt payment of the court fine. In
keeping with their incurious personalities, they did not inquire too closely into where the money came
from, gratefully accepting Kitty's stories about a generous benefactor and afund for miscarriages of
justice. In some surprise, they watched Kitty's gradua detachment from her old habits as, throughout
the summer holidays, she spent more and moretime with her new friendsin Southwark. Her father, in
particular, did not hide his satisfaction. "Y ou're better off kegping away from that Hyrnek boy," he
sad. "Hell only get you into trouble again.”

Although Kitty continued to vist Jakob, her vistswere generdly brief and unsatisfactory.
Jakob's strength was along time returning, and his mother kept sharp vigil at his bedside, sending
Kitty packing as soon as she detected exhaustion in her son. Kitty could not tell him about Mr.
Pennyfeather; and Jakob, for his part, was preoccupied with his streaked and itching face. He grew
inward-looking and perhaps, Kitty thought, dightly resentful of her health and energy. Gradually, her
tripsto the Hyrnek household became | ess frequent, and after some months, they ceased.

Two things kept Kitty involved with the company. Firdt, gratitude for the payment of her fine.
Shefelt hersdlf to be under a definite obligation to Mr. Pennyfeather. For al that he never mentioned it
again, it was possible that the old man sensed her fedings on the matter; if so, he did not attempt to

gainsay them.

The second reason was in many ways the more important. Kitty wanted to learn more about the
"resilience” that Mr. Pennyfegther had discovered in her and to find out what it could do. Joining the
company seemed the only way of achieving this; it also promised her adirection, asense of purpose,
and the glamour of asmall and secret society hidden from theworld at large. It was not long before
she was accompanying the others out on foraging expeditions.

At first she was an onlooker, keeping watch while Fred or Eva scrawled anti-government graffiti
onwadls, or broke into magicians cars and housesin search of artifacts. Kitty would stand in the
shadows, fingering the silver pendant in her pocket, ready to whistle at any sign of danger. Later, she
accompanied Gladys or Stanley as they followed magicians home, tracing the aura of the objectsthey
carried. Kitty noted down the addresses in preparation for later raids.

Occasiondly, late in the evening, she would observe Fred or Martin departing the shop on
missions of adifferent kind. They wore dark clothes, their faces smudged with soot; they carried



smdll, heavy bags under their arms. No one referred openly to their objectives, but when the next
morning's newspaper carried reports of unexplained attacks on government properties, Kitty drew
her own conclusions.

Intime, because she wasintelligent and decisive, Kitty began to assume amore prominent role.
It was Mr. Pennyfeether's practice to send hisfriends out in smal groups, within which each member
had a different job; after some months, he let Kitty take charge of one such group, consisting of Fred,
Stanley, and Eva. Fred's mulish aggression and Eva’s outspoken opinions were notorioudy
incompatible, but Kitty managed to harnesstheir characters with such effectivenessthat they returned
from atour of the magicians warehouses with severa choice prizes—including a couple of large, blue
orbs, which Mr. Pennyfeather said were possibly Elementa Spheres, very rare and valuable.

For Kitty, time spent away from the company soon became infinitely tedious; she grew steadily
more contemptuous of the small-minded outlook of her parents and the propagandafed to her at
school. By contrast, she reveled in the excitement of the company's nightly operations, but these were
fraught with risk. One evening, amagician discovered Kitty and Stanley clambering out of his study
window with amagica box in their grasp. He summoned asmdll cresture in the shape of astoat,
which pursued them, belching gouts of fire from its open mouth. Eva, waiting in the Street below,
threw amouler glass at the demon, which, distracted by the appearance of the mouler, halted for a
moment, allowing them to get away. On another occasion, in amagician's garden, Timothy was
assailed by a sentry demon, which crept up and embraced him with itsthin blue fingers. It would have
gone badly for him had Nick not managed to lop off the creature's head with an antique sword he had
stolen moments before. Because of hisresilience, Tim survived, but complained theresfter of afaint
odor he could never shift.

Asde from demons, the police were acontinua problem and eventualy led to disaster. Asthe
company's thefts grew more ambitious, greater numbers of Night Police appeared on the Streets. One
autumn evening in Trafagar Square, Martin and Stanley noticed a disguised demon carrying an amul et
that gave off avibrant magical pulse. The creature made off on foot, but |eft a strong resonancein its
wake, which Tim was able to follow with ease. It was soon cornered in aquiet dley, wherethe
company westhered the demon’'s most ferocious assaults. Unfortunately, thismagica outburst
attracted the attention of the Night Police. Kitty and her colleagues scattered, pursued by things that
resembled apack of dogs. The following day, al but one reported back to Pennyfeather. That one
was Tim, who was never seen again.

Timothy's loss hit the company hard, and resulted in asecond, amost immediate, casualty.
Severd of the group, Martin and Stanley in particular, caled loudly for amore audacious strategy
agang themagicians.

"Wecould lieinwait in Whitehdl," Martin sad, "when they're driving into Parliament. Or hit
Devereaux when he leaves his paace at Richmond. That'll shake 'em up, if the P.M. goes. We need
something seismic now to sart the uprising.”

"Not yet," Mr. Pennyfeather said testily. "I need to do more research. Now get out and leave me
in peace."

Hewas adight boy, Martin, with dark eyes, athin, straight nose, and an intensity about him that



Kitty had never noticed in anyone el se before. He had lost his parents to the magicians, someone said,
but Kitty never learned the circumstances. He never looked anyone full in the eyes while speaking;
awaysalittle down and to the side. Whenever Mr. Pennyfeather refused his demandsfor action, he
would argue his case passionately at firgt, then suddenly withdraw into himsdlf, blank-faced, asif
unable to express the strength of hisfedings.

A few days after Tim's desth, Martin did not turn up for the evening's patrol; when Mr.
Pennyfeather entered his cellar, he discovered that his secret weapons store had been opened. An
Elementa Sphere had been taken. Hours later, an attack on Parliament took place. An Elemental
Spherewas thrown into the midst of the MPs, killing severd people. The Prime Minister himsalf
narrowly escaped. Sometime the next day, the body of a youth was washed up on the shingle of the
Thames.

Almogt overnight, Mr. Pennyfeather became more solitary and irritable, rarely visiting the shop
except on Res stance business. Anne reported that he was throwing himself deeper into his researches
in the stolen books of magic. "He wants to access better weapons,” she said. "Weve only scratched
the surface before. We need greater knowledge if we'reto get revenge for Tim and Martin.”

"How can he manage that?"' Kitty protested. She had liked Tim particularly, and the loss had
affected her deeply. "Those books are written in ahundred languages. HEll never make head or tail of
them.”

"He's made a contact,” Anne said. " Someone who can help us out.”

And indeed, it was around thistime that a new associate joined the group. Mr. Pennyfesther
vaued hisopinions highly. "Mr. Hopkinsisascholar,” he said, on introducing him to the group for the
first time. "A man of great wisdom. He has many indghtsinto the cursed ways of the magicians.”

"l domy best,” Mr. Hopkins said modestly.

"Heworksasaclerk at the British Library,” Mr. Pennyfeather went on, clapping him on the
shoulder. "'l was nearly caught when trying to, um... appropriate abook on magic. Mr. Hopkins
shielded me from the guards, dlowed meto escape. | was grateful; we began talking. | have never
met acommoner with so much knowledge! He hastaught himsalf many things by reading the texts
there. Sadly, his brother was killed by ademon years ago and, like us, he seeksrevenge. He
knows—how many languages, Clem?”’

"Fourteen,” Mr. Hopkins said. "And seven didects.”

"There! How about that? He does not have resilience as we do, sadly, but he can provide
back-up support.”

"I'll dowhat | can," Mr. Hopkins said.
Whenever Kitty tried to bring Mr. Hopkinsto mind, she found it was an oddly difficult task. It

wasn't that he was unusua in any way—aquite the opposite, in fact. He was extremely ordinary. His
hair, perhaps, was straight and mousy, his face was smooth, clean-shaven. It was hard to say if he



was old or young. He had no standout features, no funny quirks or unusua ways of speaking. All in
al, there was something so ingtantly forgettable about the man that even in his company, ashewas
actualy speaking, she would find hersdf switching off him, listening to the words, but ignoring the
speaker. It was adecidedly curiousthing.

Mr. Hopkins was treated with some suspicion by the company at first, primarily because,
lacking resilience, he did not go out on foraysto bring artifacts home. Instead, hisforte was
information, and in this he quickly proved hisworth to the group at large. Hisjob at thelibrary,
together, perhaps, with his oddly unmemorable character, alowed him to eavesdrop on the magicians.
Asareault, he was often able to predict their movements, allowing raidsto be carried out on their
properties while they were away; he heard tell of artifacts newly sold by Pinn's, enabling Mr.
Pennyfeather to organize appropriate burglaries. Above dl, Mr. Hopkins uncovered awider range of
incantations, alowing new weaponsto be used in awider range of Resistance attack. The accuracy of
histips was such that soon everyone cameto rely on him implicitly. Mr. Pennyfeather was ill the
group's leader, but Mr. Hopkinssintelligence wastheir guiding light.

Time passed. Kitty left school at the standard age of fifteen. She had what few qudificationsthe
school provided, but saw no future in the joyless factory work or the secretaria jobs offered by the
authorities. An agreeable aternative presented itself: at Mr. Pennyfeather's suggestion, and to the
satisfaction of her parents, she became an assistant working in hisart shop. Among a hundred other
tasks, shelearned to keep the ledger, cut watercolor paper, and sort brushes into adozen varieties of
bristle. Mr. Pennyfeather did not pay well, but Kitty was content enough.

At firdt, she enjoyed the danger of her activities with the company; she liked the warm and secret
thrill she got when passing government workers struggling to paint over some grafittied dogan, or
seeing an outraged headlinein The Times complaining about the latest thefts. After afew months, to
escape her parents scrutiny, she rented asmal room in arundown tenement five minutes from the
shop. She kept long hours, working in the shop by day and with the company at night; her complexion
grew pale, her eyes hardened by the perpetual threat of exposure and repeated loss. Each year
brought further casudties: Evakilled by ademon a ahousein Mayfair, her reslience unableto
withstand its attack; Gladys lost during awarehouse blaze, when a dropped sphere started afire.

Asthe company contracted, there came a sudden sense that the authorities were striving to hunt
them down. A new magician, named Mandrake, was active: demonsin the guise of children were
seen, making inquiries about the Res stlance and offering magicd goodsfor sde. Human informers
gppeared in pubs and cafés, flourishing pound notesin return for information. Therewasa
beleaguered air to the meetingsin the backroom of Mr. Pennyfeather's shop. The old man's hedlth
waswaning; he wasirritable and hislieutenants restless. Kitty could see that a crisis was coming.

Then came the fateful meeting, and the biggest chdlenge of dl.
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Kitty



"They're here"

Stanley had been keeping watch at agrille in the door, peering out into the main room of the
shop. He had been there some time, tense and till; now he sprang into action, pulled back the bolt
and opened the door. He stepped aside, pulling his cap from his head.

Kitty heard the familiar dow tapping of the stick approaching. She rose from her seet, arching
her back to smooth out the aches and chill. Beside her, the others did likewise, Fred rubbing his neck
and swearing under his bresth. Of late, Mr. Pennyfeather had grown more insstent on these little
courtesies.

The only light in the backroom came from alantern on the table; it was late, and they did not
want to attract the attention of passing spheres. Mr. Hopkins, who camein firdt, paused in the
doorway to let his eyes adjust, then moved aside to guide Mr. Pennyfeather through the door. Inthe
haf-light, their leader's shrunken form looked even more diminished than usud; he shuffledinlikean
animated skeleton. Nick's reassuring bulk brought up therear. All three entered the room, Nick
closing the door softly behind them.

"Evening, Mr. Pennyfeather, ar." Stanley's voice wasless chipper than normd; to Kitty'searsit
carried anauseating false humility. Therewas no reply. Slowly, Mr. Pennyfeather approached Fred's
wicker chair; each step seemed to give him pain. He sat. Anne moved acrossto placethelanternina
niche beside him; hisface was wreathed in shadow.

Mr. Pennyfeather rested his stick againgt his chair. Sowly, onefinger a atime, he plucked his
glovesfrom his hands. Mr. Hopkins stood beside him, neet, quiet, ingtantly forgettable. Anne, Nick,
Kitty, Stanley, and Fred remained standing. Thiswasafamiliar ritud.

"Well, well, st, sit." Mr. Pennyfeather placed hisgloves on hisknee. "My friends," he began, "we
have come along way together. | need not dwell on what we have sacrificed, or"—he broke off,
coughed—"for what end. It haslately been my opinion, reinforced by my good Hopkins here, that we
lack the resourcesto carry the fight to the enemy. We do not have enough money, enough weapons,
enough knowledge. | believe we can now rectify this."

He paused, made an impatient sgna. Anne hurried forward with aglass of water.

Mr. Pennyfeather gulped noisily. "That's better. Now. Hopkins and | have been away, studying
certain papers stolen from the British Library. They are old documents, nineteenth century. From
them, we have discovered the existence of an important cache of treasures, many of considerable
magica power. If we can gain possession of it, we stand to revol utionize our fortunes."

"Which magician hasthem?' Anne asked.

"At present, they are beyond the magicians reach.”

Stanley stepped forward eagerly. "Well travel wherever you want, Sir,” he cried. "To France, or
Prague, or... or the ends of the earth.” Kitty rolled her eyes skyward.

The old man chuckled. "We do not have to go quite asfar asthat. To be precise, we only have
to crossthe Thames." He dlowed the ripple of bemusement to subside. "These treasuresarenot in



somefar temple. They are very close to home, somewhere we have al passed a thousand times. | will
tell you—" Heraised his handsto quell the rising hubbub. "Please, | will tdl you. They are at the heart
of the city, the heart of the magicians empire. | am taking about Westmingter Abbey."

Kitty heard the others intakes of breath, and felt a shiver of excitement run up her spine. The
abbey? But no one would dare—

"Y ou mean atomb, sir?" Nick asked.
"Indeed, indeed. Mr. Hopkins—if you would explain further?'

The clerk coughed. "Thank you. The abbey isthe burid ste of many of the greatest magicians of
the past—Gladstone, Pryce, Churchill, Kitchener, to name but afew. They lie entombed in secret
vaults deep benegth the floors, and with them lie their treasures, items of power that the faltering fools
of today can only guessat.”

Asawayswhen Mr. Hopkins spoke, Kitty scarcely acknowledged him; she wastoying with his
words, with the possibilities they suggested.

"But they laid curses on their tombs," Anne began. "Terrible punishments await those who open
them.”

From the depths of hischair, Mr. Pennyfeather let out awheezing laugh. "Today's
leaders—poor excusesfor magicians, dl—certainly avoid the tombslike the plague. They are
cowards, every one. They quail at the thought of the revenge their ancestors might take, were they to
disturb their bones."

"The trgps can be avoided,” Mr. Hopkins said, "with careful planning. We do not sharethe
magicians dmost superstitious fear. | have been looking among the records and | have discovered a
crypt that contains marvelsyou could scarcely dream of. Listento this..." From his jacket, the clerk
produced afolded piece of paper. In dead silence, he opened it, drew asmall pair of spectacles from
his pocket and perched them on his nose. He read: " Six bars of gold, four jeweled statuettes, two
emerald-headed daggers, a set of onyx globes, apewter chalice, an—ah, thisisthe interesting bit—an
enchanted pouch of black satin, filled with fifty gold sovereigns—" Mr. Hopkins glanced up at them
over his spectacles. "This pouch is unremarkable to ook at, but consider this—no matter how much
gold isremoved from the pouch, it never grows empty. An unending source of revenue for your
group, | think."

"We could buy wegpons," Stanley muttered. " The Czechs would supply uswith stuff, if we could

"Money can get you anything,” Mr. Pennyfeather chuckled. "Go on, Clem, go on. That isn't all,
by any means."

"Let me see..." Mr. Hopkins returned to the paper. "The pouch... ah yes, and an orb of crystd,

in which—and | quote—'glimpses of the future and the secrets of all buried and hidden things can be
descried." "

"Imaginethat!” Mr. Pennyfeather cried. "Imagine the power that would give usl We could



anticipate the magicians every move! We could locate lost wonders of the past, forgotten jewes..."
"Wed be unstoppable,” Anne whispered.
"Wed berich," Fred said.
"If trug,” Kitty remarked quietly.
"Thereisdso asmdl bag,” Mr. Hopkinswent on, "in which demons may be trapped—that
might prove useful, if we can discover itsincantation. Also ahost of other, lesser items, including, let

me see, acloak, awooden staff, and sundry other personal effects. The pouch, the crysta ball, and
the bag are the pick of the treasures.”

Mr. Pennyfesther |eaned forward in the chair, grinning like agoblin. "So, my friends," he said.
"What do you think?Isthis a prize worth having?'

Kitty felt it wastimeto inject anote of caution. "All very well, sir,”" she said, "but how come
these marvels haven't been taken before? What's the catch?’

Her comment seemed to puncture the mood of eation dightly. Stanley scowled at her. "What's
the matter?' he said. "Thisjob not big enough for you? You're the one who's been moaning on about
needing better strategy.”

Kitty felt Mr. Pennyfeather's gaze upon her. She shivered, shrugged.
"Kitty'spointisvalid,” Mr. Hopkinssaid. "There is a catch, or rather a defense around the crypt.
According to the records, a Pestilence has been fixed to the keystone of the vault. Thisistriggered by

the opening of the door. Should anyone enter the tomb, the Pestilence balloons from the celling and
smitesdl thosein the vicinity"—he glanced back at the paper—" 'to rend the flesh from their bones." "

"Lovely," Kitty said. Her fingers toyed with the teardrop pendant in her pocket.
"Er... how do you propose we avoid thistrap?' Anne asked Mr. Pennyfeather politely.

"There are ways," the old man said, "but at present they are beyond us. We do not have the
meagical knowledge. However, Mr. Hopkins here knows someone who might help.”

Everyone looked at the clerk, who adopted an apologetic expression. "Heis, or was, a
magician,” Mr. Hopkins said. "Please’—his words had sparked a chorus of disapprova—"hear me
out. He is disaffected with our regime for reasons of his own, and seeks the overthrow of Devereaux
and the rest. He has the necessary skill—and artifacts—to enable us to escape the Pegtilence. He
aso"—Mr. Hopkins waited until there was silence in the room—"has the key to the relevant tomb."

"Who ishe?' Nick said.

"All | cantdl you isthat he's aleading member of society, a scholar, and a connoisseur of the
arts. He is an acquaintance of some of the greatest in the land.”

"What's hisname?' Kitty said. "Thisisno good.”



"I'm afraid he guards hisidentity very carefully. Asshould wedl, of course. | have not told him
anything about you either. But if you accept his assistance, he wishesto meet with one of you, very
soon. He will pass on the information we require.”

"But how can wetrust him?" Nick protested. "He could be about to betray us.”

Mr. Hopkins coughed. "I do not think so. He has helped you before, many times. Most of the
tip-offs | have given you have been passed on by this man. He has long wished to advance our ams.”

"1 examined the burid documents from thelibrary,” Mr. Pennyfeather added. "They seem
genuine. It istoo much effort for aforgery. Besdes, he has known of usfor years, through Clem here.
Why does he not betray usif he wishesthe Resistance harm? No, | believe what heis saying.” He got
unsteadily to hisfeet, hisvoice turning harsh, congested. "And it is my organization, after dl. You
would do well to trust my word. Now, are there any questions?'

"Just this" Fred said, snapping hisflick-knife open. "When do we start?"

"If al goeswell, we shdl raid the abbey tomorrow night. It just remains—" The old man broke
off, doubled over in asudden fit of coughing. His hunched back cast strange shadows on thewall.
Anne stepped across and helped him sit. For along moment he was too short of breath to speak

agan.

"l am sorry,” hesaid findly. "But you see how my condition goes. My strength islessening. In
truth, my friends, Westminster Abbey is the best opportunity | have. To lead you al to—to something
better. Thiswill be anew beginning.”

And an appropriate end for you, Kitty thought. Thisisyour last chance to achieve something
concrete before you die. | just hope your judgment holds up, that's all.

Asif he had read her mind, Mr. Pennyfeather's head twisted suddenly in her direction. "It just
remains,”" he said, "to vist our mysterious benefactor and discussterms. Kitty, Snceyou are o
sprightly today, you will go to meet him tomorrow."

Kitty returned hisgaze. "Very wdl," shesad.

"Now, then." The old man turned to regard them dl, one by one. "I must say | am alittle
disappointed. None of you has yet asked the identity of the person whose tomb we are about to
enter. Areyou not curious?' He laughed, wheezing.

"Er, whoseisit, Sr?' Stanley asked.

" Someone with whom you will dl befamiliar from your school days. | believe he dlill figures
prominently in most lessons. None other than the Founder of our State, the greatest and most terrible

of dl our leaders, the hero of Prague himsalf*—Mr. Pennyfeather's eyes glittered in the
shadows—"our beloved William Gladstone.”

Part Three



22
Nathaniel

Nathaniel's plane was due to leave the Box Hill aerodrome a six-thirty sharp. Hisofficid car
would arrive a the Ministry an hour earlier, at five-thirty. This meant that he had approximately haf a
day to prepare himsdf for the most important assgnment of hisbrief career in government: histrip to
Prague.

Hisfirst task wasto dedl with his servant and proposed traveling companion. On hisreturn to
Whitehdl, he found afree summoning chamber and, with aclap of the hands, summoned Bartimaeus
once more. When it materidized, it had rid itself of its panther guise, and wasin one of itsfavored
forms: ayoung dark-skinned boy. Nathaniel noted that the boy was not wearing its usua
Egyptian-gtyle skirt; instead, it was lavishly dolled up in an old-fashioned tweed traveling suit, with
spats, gaters and, incongruoudy, aleather flying helmet, complete with goggles, loose upon its head.

Nathaniel scowled. "And you can losethosefor Sarters. You're not flying."

The boy |ooked wounded. "Why not?"

"Because I'm traveling incognito, and that means no demons waltzing through customs.”

"What, do they put usin quarantine now?"

"Czech magicianswill be scanning dl incoming flightsfor magic, and they'll subject a British plane
to thefinest scrutiny of al. No artifact, book of magic, or idiot demon will get through. | shdl haveto
be a'commoner’ for the duration of my flight; you I'll have to summon once I've arrived.”

The boy raised its goggles, the better to look skepticd. "1 thought the British Empire ruled the
roost in Europe,” it said. "Y ou broke Prague years ago. How come they're telling you what to do?!

"They're not. We control the balance of power in Europe dtill, but officidly we have atruce with
the Czechs now. For the moment, we're guaranteeing no magica incursonsinto Prague. That'swhy
thistrip hasto be done subtly.”

"Speaking of subtle..." The boy gave abroad wink. "I did pretty well earlier, en?"

Nathanid pursed hislips. "Meaning what?"

"Well, | was on my best behavior this morning—didn't you notice? | could have given your
masters plenty of lip, but | restrained myself to help you out.”

"Redly?| thought you were your normd irritating sdif.”
"Areyou kidding? | was so aily, my feet practically dipped from under me. | can il taste that

false humility on my tongue. But that's better than being popped into one of dear Jessicals Mournful
Orbsagain." The boy shuddered. "My sucking up only lasted afew minutes, though. It must be



horrible kowtowing to them perpetually, as you do, and knowing that you could stop that game at
any time you wished, and go your own way—except that you haven't got the bottleto do it.”

"Y ou can stop right there. I'm not interested in your opinion." Nathaniel was having none of
this—demons often threw haf-truths at magiciansto disorientate them. It was best to close your ears
to their wiles. "Besides," he added, "Duvall, for one, isnot my master. | despise him.”

"And Whitwd|'s different, isshe? | didn't notice any great love between you."

"Enough. | must pack, and | haveto vist the Foreign Office before | go." Nathaniel looked at his
watch. "I shdl require you again in... twelve hours time, a my hotd in Prague. Until | summon you
again, | bind you into anexus here. Remain silent and invisible, in thiscircle, beyond the knowledge or
senses of dl sentient things, until | send for you.”

The boy shrugged. "If | mugt.”
"Youmug."

Thefigurein the pentacle shimmered and faded dowly, like the memory of adream. When it
was entirely gone, Nathaniel worked a couple of backup charms, to prevent anyone unknowingly
releasing the djinni if they choseto usethe circle, and left hurriedly. He had abusy few hours ahead of
him.

Before departing for hishome to pack, Nathaniel called in at the Foreign Office, abuilding not
dissmilar to the British Museum in size, bulk, and brooding gray power. Here, much of the
day-to-day running of the Empire took place, magicians relaying advice and instructions by means of
telephone and messenger to their counterpartsin smaller offices acrossthe world. As he climbed the
stepsto the revolving door, Nathaniel looked up at the roof. Even on the three planes that he was
ableto observe, the sky above the building was thick with the hurrying of insubstantia forms: fleet
couriers carrying ordersin magically coded envelopes, larger demons acting astheir escorts. As
aways, the sheer scale of the great Empire, which could be sensed only in sights such asthis, left him
awestruck and alittle preoccupied. In consequence, he had some trouble with the revolving entrance
door; in pushing vigoroudy the wrong way, he unfortunately sent an elderly, gray-haired lady
sprawling backward into the foyer on the other Sde, her armload of papers streaming out acrossthe
marbled floor.

After negotiating the door successfully, Nathanidl hurried forward and with adozen flustered
gpologies, helped hisvictim to her feet before beginning the task of scooping up the papers. Ashedid
S0, accompanied by acontinuous volley of reedy complaints from the old woman, he saw afamiliar
dim form emerge from adoor on the opposite side of the foyer and make her way across. Jane
Farrar, Duvdl's apprentice, as e egant and glisteningly dark-haired as ever.

Nathanid's face went scarlet; he speeded up frantically, but there were many papersto gather
and the foyer was not large. Long before he had finished, and while the old lady was still spiritedly
telling Nathaniel what she thought of him, Ms. Farrar had arrived on the scene. He glimpsed her shoes
out of the corner of one eye: she had hated and was watching. He could well imagine her air of
detached amusement.



With adeep breath, he stood and thrust the papers into the old woman's hands. " There. Once
again, I'msorry."

"1 should think so, too—of dl the careless, arrogant, most pestilentid little—"
"Y es, let me hep you through that door..."

With afirm hand he spun her around and, with a guiding shove between her shoulder blades, set
her speedily on her way. Brushing himsdlf down, he turned and blinked, asif invast surprise.

"Ms. Farrar! What apleasurethisis.”
She amiled alazy, secret amile. "Mr. Mandrake. Y ou seem alittle out of breath.”

"Do 1?Wdl, | am rather urgently engaged this afternoon. And then that poor old woman'slegs
gaveway, 0| tried to help..." Her cool eyes appraised him. "Wall... I'd better be getting dlong...."

He moved aside, but Jane Farrar suddenly stepped alittle closer. "I know you're busy, John,"
shesad, "but | would love to pick your brains about something, if | might be so bold.” Shetwizzled a
srand of long, black hair idly with afinger. "What luck for me. I'm so glad we met by chance. | heard
through the grapevine that you managed to summon afourth-leve djinni recently. Isthat really true?'
Shelooked at him with wide, dark eyes, brimming with admiration.

Nathaniel took adight step back. Hefelt perhgpsalittle hot, certainly alittle flattered, but till
very unwilling to discuss matters as private as his choice of demon. It was unfortunate that the incident
at the British Museum had been so public—speculation would berife about his servant now. But it
was never wise to be unguarded: safe, secret, secure. He gave aharried amile. "It istrue. Y ou were
not misinformed. It's nothing too difficult, | assure you. Now, if you don't mind—"

Jane Farrar gave alittle Sigh and adjusted a strip of hair becomingly behind oneear. "You are
clever," shesaid. "Y ou know, I'vetried to do exactly that—to raise ademon of the fourth level—but |
must be getting muddled somehow, because | just can't doiit. | can't think what the problemiis.
Couldn't you come dong with me now, and run me through the incantations? I've got asummoning
circledl of my own. It'sin my apartment, not far from here. It's very private—we wouldn't be
disturbed...." Shetilted her head dightly to one side and smiled. Her teeth were very white.

Nathaniel was conscious of abead of swedt trickling in an ungainly fashion down the sde of his
forehead. He contrived to smooth his hair back and brush the drip away in what he hoped was a
casua motion. Hefet distinctly odd: languorous, yet fired up and energetic dl a once. After all—it
would be an easy thing to help Ms. Farrar. Summoning adjinni was pretty straightforward when
you'd doneit afew times. It was no big deal. He suddenly redlized he rather desired her gratitude.

Shetouched hisarm gently with dender fingers. "What do you say, John?"

"Um..." He opened and shut his mouth, frowning. Something was holding him back. Something
about time, or lack of it. What wasit? Hed come to the Ministry to—to do what, exactly? It was so
hard to recdll.

She gave alittle pout. "Are you worried about your master? Shelll never find out. And | won't



tell mine. | know were not supposed to...."
"It'snot that,” hesaid. "It'sjust—"
"Well then."

"No—I've got to do something today... something important.” Hetried to tear his eyes avay
from hers; he couldn't concentrate, that was the problem, and his heart was beating far too noisily for
his memory to makeitself heard. She was wearing addightful fragrance, too, not your norma Rowan
Tree Rub-On, but a perfume much more oriental and flowery. It was very nice, but a bit
overpowering. The scent of her proximity muddled him.

"What is that something?' she asked. "Maybe | can help you withit."
"Um, I'm going somewhere.... To Prague...”

She pressed alittle closer. "Are you? What for?'

"Toinvedtigate... er..." He blinked, shook his head. Something was wrong.

"Tdl youwhat," she said, "we could St together and have anicetak. Y ou could tdl me
everything youre planning.”

"l suppose..."

"I've got alovey long couch.”
"Haveyou?'

"We can cozy up together and drink iced sherbet and you can tell me al about this demon you
summon, this Bartimaeus. 1'd be so impressed.”

As she spoke the name, allittle warning note sounded in his mind, cutting through his luxurious
befuddiement. Where had she learned Bartimaeuss name? It could only be from Duvall, her magter,
who had himsdlf learned it that very morning in the summoning chamber. And Duval—Duval wasno
friend of his. He would want to stymie anything Nathaniel was doing, even histrip to Prague.... He
dared at Jane Farrar with growing suspicion. Redization came flooding back, and for the first time he
noticed his sensor web emitting adull pulsein hisear, warning him of the presence of a subtle magic
on hisperson. A Charm, or perhaps a Glamour... Even as he thought this, the luster of her hair
seemed to fade alittle, the sparkle in her eyesflickered and dimmed.

"|—I'm sorry, Ms. Farrar,” he said huskily. "Y our invitation is very kind, but | must decline.
Please give my regardsto your master.”

Sheregarded him silently, thelook of doe-eyed admiration replaced, flegtingly, by one of
bottomless contempt. A moment later, the familiar, measured coolness had returned to Jane Farrar's
face. She amiled. "He will be pleased to receive them.”

Nathanid gave a short bow and Ieft her. When he glanced back, from the other side of the



foyer, she had dready gone.

Hewas dtill alittle disoriented by this encounter five minutes|ater, when he emerged from alift
on the third floor of the Ministry, crossed abroad, echoing corridor, and arrived at the Second
Secretary's door. He adjusted his cuffs, composed himself for amoment, knocked, and entered.

It was ahigh-ceilinged room of oak-paneled walls; light streamed in from eegantly tapering
windows overlooking the busy traffic of Whitehall. The room was dominated by three great wooden
tables, their upper surfacesinlaid with stretches of stippled green leather. Upon these were adozen
unfurled maps of varying Size: some of pritine paper, others of ancient, cracking vellum, dl pinned
carefully onto the leather tabletops. A small bald man, the Second Secretary of the Foreign Office,
was stooped over one such map, tracing some detail with hisfinger. He glanced up and nodded
affadly.

"Mandrake. Good. Jessicasaid you'd be calling. Comein. I've got the Prague maps ready for
you."

Nathanid crossed over to stand beside the Secretary, whose diminutive frame barely reached
theleve of hisshoulder. The man's skin was yelow-brown, the color of sun-stained parchment, and
had adry and dusty quality. He stabbed afinger down upon the map. "Now, that's Prague: afairly
recent map, as you can see—it shows the trenches left by our troopsin the Great War. You're
familiar withthecity in principle, | takeit."

"Yes, ar." Nathanid's efficient mind smoothly accessed the rlevant information. "The castle
district ison the West Bank of the Vltava, the Old Town on the East. The old magica quarter used to
be near the cadtle, didn't it, Sr?"

"That'sright." Thefinger shifted. "Over here, hugging the hill. Golden Lane was where most of
the Emperor's magicians and a chemists were based—until Gladstone'slads marched in, of course.
Nowadays, what magicians the Czechs do have are barracked out of the town center in the suburbs,
so thereslittle, if anything, going on near the castle. It'sall run down there, | believe. The other old
meagical center"—the finger moved east acrossthe river—"isthe ghetto, here. That was where Loew
created the first golems, back in Rudolf's day. Othersin that area continued the practice up until the
last century, 0 | imagineit'sthere, if anywhere, that the gppropriate lore will have been guarded.” He
glanced up a Nathaniel. "Y ou redlize thisisafool's errand, don't you, Mandrake? If they've had the
ability to create golemsdl thistime, why haven't they been doing so? Heaven knows, weve defeated
them in battle often enough. No, | can't seeit, mysdf.”

"I'm only acting on information recelved, gr," Nathanid said, respectfully. "Prague seemsthe
appropriate place to begin.” His neutral tone and posture concealed the fact that he agreed
wholeheartedly with everything the Secretary had said.

"Mm. Wéll, you know best." The Second Secretary's voice made it clear he thought Nathaniel
didn't. "Now... seethis packet? That contains your fake passport for thetrip. You'll be traveling as
Derek Smithers, ayoung apprentice working for Watt's Wine Company of Marylebone. Y our pack
contains documents confirming that, should Czech customs get fussy.”

"Derek... Smithers, sir?' Nathanid did not look too enthused.



"Y es. Only name we could get. Poor lad died of dropsy last month, at about your age; weve
snce appropriated hisidentity for government service. Now, you're officialy going to Praguewith a
view to importing some of their excellent beer. I've put alist of brewersin your packet for you to
memorize ontheflight.”

"Yes ar."

"Right. Above dl, you've got to be low-key on this mission, Mandrake. Don't draw attention to
yoursdf in any way. If you haveto use magic, do it quietly and do it quickly. | hear you might be using
ademon. If so, keep it under control.”

"Of course, Sir."

"The Czechs are not to know that you're a magician. Part of our current treaty with them isthat
we promise not to conduct any magicd activitiesin their territories. And vice versa.”

Nathaniel frowned. "But S, | heard that Czech infiltrators have been active in Britain recently.
Surely they're breaking the treaty."

The Secretary flashed an irritated Sde-glance a Nathaniel and tapped his fingers on the map.
"That iss0. They are quite untrustworthy. Who knows, they may even be behind this 'golem incident'
of yours, too."

"Inthat case—"

"l know what you're about to say, Mandrake. Of course, there's nothing we'd like better than to
march our armiesinto Wencedas Square tomorrow and show the Czechs what's what, but we can't
dothat right now."

"Why not, Sr?"

"Because of the American rebels. We're unfortunately atrifle stretched just at this moment.
Won't last long. Well mop up the Y ankees and then turn our attention back to Europe. But just at this
point, we don't want anything causing ructions. Got that?"

"Of coursg, Sir."

"Beddes, we're breaking the truce in adozen ways aswell. That's diplomacy for you. In truth,
the Czechs have been getting above themsdves for the last ten years. Mr. Devereaux's campaignsin
Italy and central Europe were inconclusive, and the Prague Council has begun to probe our Empire
for weaknesses. They're nipping at usthe way afleadoesadog. Never mind. All will comeright in
time...." The Second Secretary wore an expression in which hardness and complacency were equally
mingled. He turned his attention to the map again. "Now then, Mandrake," he said, briskly, "youll be
wanting a contact in Prague, | suppose. Someone to help you get your bearings.”

Nathaniel nodded. "Do you have someone there, Sr?"

"We do. One of our top agents.... Hisnameis Harlequin."



"Harlequin..." In hismind's eye, Nathaniel saw adender, masked figure, stedling with adancing
step among the shadows, carrying an air of carnival and menacein itswake....

"Indeed. That ishisagent'stitle. Hisread name| cannot tell you; possibly it is unknown evento
himsdlf. If you're visuaizing adender, masked gentleman, colorfully costumed, and spry of foot, then
think again. Our Harlequin isaplump, elderly man of funereal temperament. Also, heisgivento
wearing black." The Secretary made aface of refined distaste. "Prague does that to you, if you stay
theretoo long. It isameancholy city. Severa of our agents have been driven to suicide over the
years. Harlequin seems sound enough so far, but heisatrifle morbid in his sengbilities.

Nathaniel swept hishair out of hiseyes. "I'm sure | can handle that, sir. How will | meet him?"

"At midnight this evening, leave your hotel and make your way to the cemetery inthe
ghetto—that is here, by the way, Mandrake... see? Just dong from the Old Town Square. You areto
wear a soft cap, with ablood-red festher in it, and stroll among the tombstones. Harlequin will find
you. Y ou will recognize him by the digtinctive candle that he carries.”

"A didinctive candle.

"Thet'sright."

"What—isit particularly long or wonky, or what?"
"Hedid not furnish mewith that information.”

Nathanid made aface. "Pardon me, but it all seemsahit... meodramatic, doesn't it, Sr? All
these cemeteries and candles and blood-red feathers. Couldn't he just give me aring in my hotel room
when |'ve had a shower, and meet me in a.café downgairs?'

The Secretary smiled bleakly. He passed the packet across to Nathaniel and made hisway
behind the farthest table to a plush leather chair, in which he sat with asmall sigh. He swiveledit to
face the windows, where watery clouds could be seen hanging low over London. It was raining far off
to the west: smudged marksin the sky angled down into unseen folds of the city. The Secretary gazed
out for atime without spesking.

"Behold the modern city,” he said at last, "built to the finest modern templates. Look at the proud
buildings of Whitehdl: none of them more than ahundred and fifty yearsold! Of coursethere are
tatty, unreconstructed areas till—that isinevitable, with so many commoners about—but the heart of
London, wherewe work and live, is entirely forward-looking. A city of the future. A city worthy of a
great empire. Your Ms. Whitwell's gpartment, Mandrake—afine building; it exemplifies the modern
trend. There should be many more like that. Mr. Devereaux plans to bulldoze much of Covent
Garden next year, rebuild al those little timber-framed houses as glorious visions of concrete and
glass..."

The chair swiveled back toward the room; he gestured at the maps. " Prague now—that's
different, Mandrake. By dl accountsit isapeculiarly gloomy sort of spot, far too nostalgic for the
glories of its vanished padt. Bit of amorbid fixation on thingsthat are dead and gone: the magicians,
the alchemids, the great Czech Empire. Well, any doctor could tell you that's an unhealthy sort of
outlook—if Prague were a human, we'd lock her in a sanatorium. Now, | daresay we could shake



Prague out of her daydreams if we chose, Mandrake, but we don't choose. No. Far better to have
her mind muddled and mysterious, rather than clear-cut and farsighted like London's. And people
such as Harlequin, who keep an eye on thingstherefor us, have to think in the same way asthe
Czechs do. Or they wouldn't be any good to us, would they? Harlequin is a better spy than most,
Mandrake. Hence his colorful instructions. | suggest you follow them to the letter.”

"Yesgr, I'll certainly do my best.”

23

Bartimaeus

| could tell it was Prague as soon as | materidized. The shabby ostentation of the gold chandelier
hanging from the hotd-room ceiling; the ornate and grimy moldings around the uppermost edges of
thewalls; the dusty folds of the drapery above the smdl four-poster bed; the melancholy tinglein the
air—al| pointed only oneway. Asdid the expression of foul distemper upon my master's face. Even
ashemumbled out the last syllables of the summoning, he was|ooking around theroom asif he
half-expected it to rise up and bite him.

"Pleasant journey?' | inquired.

He completed afew protective bonds and stepped from the circle, signaling me to do the same.
"Hardly. There were still some magical traces on me when | went through customs. They collared me
and took meto a drafty backroom where | had to talk pretty fast—I said my wine warehouse was
right next to a government compound and occasional deviant spells permested the walls. In the end,
they bought it and let me go." He scowled. "I can't understand it! | changed al my clothes before
leaving hometo prevent any traces sticking to me!™

"Underpants, too?"
He paused. "Oh—I wasin ahurry. | forgot them.”
"That'll beit, then. Y ou'd be surprised what builds up down there."

"And look at thisroom," the boy continued. "Thisis meant to be their top hotel! | swesar it hasn't
been redecorated this century. Look at the cobwebs on those drapes! Appalling. And can you tell
what color that carpet's supposed to be? Because | can't." He kicked out at the bed irritably; acloud
of dust ballooned outward. "And what's this stupid four-poster thing, anyway? Why can't they just
have anice clean futon or something, like a home?'

"Cheer up! At least you've got your own facilities." | investigated aforbidding-looking side door:
It swung open with athegtrical squeak to reved adingily tiled bathroom, lit by asingle bulb. A
monstrous three-legged bath lurked in one corner; it was the kind brides are bumped off in, or where
pet crocodiles grow to vast size, fed on unusua meats.= A smilarly imposing toilet waited opposite,
its chain hanging from the ceiling like agalows rope.2 Cobwebs and mold fought keenly for dominion
of the far reaches of the ceiling. A complex series of meta pipeswound around each other acrossthe
wall, connecting bath and toilet and looking for dl theworld like the spilled intestines of a—



[1] Thisisone of Prague's odd qualities: something in its atmosphere, perhaps caused by five centuries of
gloomy sorcery, brings out the macabre potential of every object, no matter how mundane.

[2] Seewhat | mean?

| shut the door. "On second thought, | wouldn't bother looking in there. Just a bathroom.
Nothing specid. How'sthe view?'

He glowered a me. "Check it out.”

| parted the heavy scarlet curtains and looked out on a charming vista of alarge municipa
graveyard. Lines of neat headstones stretched away into the night, shepherded by rows of gloomy ash
and larch. At intervas, yellow lanterns hanging from trees gave off mournful light. A few hunched and
solitary individuas could be seen wandering the gravel paths between the stones; thewind carried
their sghs up to the window.

| drew the curtains smartly. "Yes.... Not exactly uplifting, | admit.”
"Uplifting? Thisisthe dreariest place I've ever been!”

"Well, what do you expect? Y ou're British. Of coursethey'll put you in alousy room with aview
of agraveyard.”

The boy was gitting at a heavy desk, inspecting some papers from asmall brown packet. He
spoke absently. "1 should get the best room for exactly that reason.”

"Areyou kidding? After what Gladstone did to Prague? They don't forget, you know."

Helooked up at this. "That was warfare. We won, fair and square. With minimum loss of civilian
life"

| was Ptolemy at this point, stlanding by the curtains, armsfolded, glowering a himin my turn.
"You reckon?' | sneered. "Tdl that to the people of the suburbs. There are still wastelands out there,
where the houses burned.”

"Oh, you'd know, would you?'

"Of course I'd know! | wasthere, wasn't 1? Fighting for the Czechs, | might add. Whereas
everything you've learned was concocted by Gladstone's Ministry of Propaganda after the war. Don't
lecture me about it, boy."

Helooked, for amoment, asif he might erupt into one of hisold furies. Then a switch seemed to
go off indgde him, and he instead became al cold and careless. He turned back to his papers,
blank-faced, asif what | had said was of no account and even bored him. | would have preferred the
anger, somehow.

"InLondon,” he said, amost to himself, "the cemeteries are outside the city boundaries. Much
more hygienic that way. We have specid funera trainsto take the bodies out. That's the modern
method. Thisplaceislivinginthepast.” | said nothing. He didn't deserve the benefit of my wisdom.



For perhaps an hour, the boy studied his papers by the light of alow candle, making smal notes
in the margins. Heignored me; | ignored him, except to subtly send a breeze across the room to make
the candle gutter over hiswork in an irritating manner. At half-past ten, he rang down to reception
and, in perfect Czech, ordered adish of grilled lamb and a carafe of wineto be ddlivered to hisroom.
Then he put down his pen and turned to me, smoothing his hair back with his hand.

"Got it!" | said, from the depths of the four-poster, where | was taking my ease, "1 know who
you remind me of now. It's been bugging me since you summoned me last week. Lovelace! You
fiddlewith your hair just like he did. Can't leaveit done."

"] want to talk about the golems of Prague,” he said.

"It'savanity thing—must be. All that oil.”

"Y ou've seen golemsin action. What kind of magician usesthem?"

"I reckon it showsinsecurity aswell. A constant need to preen.”

"Was it dways Czech magicianswho created them? Could aBritish one do it?’

"Gladstone never fiddled—with hishair or anything ese. He was dwaysvery Hill."

The boy blinked; he showed interest for thefirst time. "Y ou knew Gladstone?’

"Knew's putting it atrifle strongly. | saw him from afar. He was usualy present during battle,
leaning on his Staff, watching histroops cause carnage; herein Prague, across Europe.... Like | say,
he was very Hill; he observed everything, said little; then, when it counted, every movement was
decisve and considered. Nothing like your prattling mages of today."

"Really?" You could tell the boy was fascinated. No prizes for guessing who he modeled
himsdf on. "So," he said, "you kind of admired him, in your poisonous, demonic sort of way?"

"No. Of course not. He was one of the worst. Church bells rang across occupied Europe when
he died. Y ou don't want to be like him, Nathanid, take it from me. Besdes'—I plumped up adusty
pillow—"you havent got whet it takes."

Oh, he britled at that. "Why?"

"Y ou're not nasty enough by along way. Here's your supper.”

A knock at the door heralded the arrival of a black-coated servant and an elderly maid, bearing
assorted domed platters and chilled wine. The boy spoke courteously enough to them, asking afew
guestions about the layout of the streets nearby and tipping them for their trouble. For the duration of
their vist, | wasamouse curled cozily between the pillows; | remained in this guise while my master

scoffed hisfood. At last he clattered hisfork down, took alast swig from his glass and stood up.

"Right," hesaid. "No timefor talk. It'sa quarter past eleven. Weve got to go.”



The hotel was on Kremencova, ashort street on the edge of Prague Old Town, not far from the
great river. We exited and wandered north aong the lamp-lit roads, making our way dowly, steadily,
in the direction of the ghetto.

Despite the ravages of war, despite the dissolution into which the city fell after its Emperor was
killed and its power transferred to London, Prague till maintained something of its old mystique and
grandeur. Even |, Bartimaeus, indifferent as| normaly am to the various human hellholeswhere I've
been imprisoned, recognized its beauty: the pastel-colored houses, with their high, steep terra-cotta
roofs, congregating thickly around the spires and bell towers of the endless churches, synagogues, and
theaters; the grest gray river winding past, spanned by a dozen bridges, each created to adifferent
style by its own workforce of swegting djinn;=s aboveit dl, the castle of the Emperors, brooding
widfully onitshill.

[3] I wasinvolved in constructing the Stone Bridge, the noblest of all, back in 1357. Nine of us performed the
task, asrequired, in asingle night, fixing the foundations with the usua sacrifice: the entombment of adjinni. We
drew straws for the "honor" as dawn broke. Poor Humphrey is presumably there till, bored rigid, though we gave
him apack of cards with which to passthe time.

The boy was sllent as we went. Unsurprising, this—he had seldom left London in hislife before.
| guessed him to be gazing about in dumbstruck admiration.

"What an appdling place," he sad. "Devereauix's dum-clearance measures would comein useful
here

| looked at him. "Do | take it the golden city does not meet with your approva?'
"Wall... it'sjust SO messy, isntit?"

True, asyou worm your way deeper into the Old Town, the streets become narrower and more
labyrinthine, connected by a capillary system of snickelways and side courts, where the gable
overhangs become so extreme that daylight barely hits the cobblestones below. Tourists probably find
thiswarren charming; for me, with my dightly more soiled outlook, it perfectly embodies the hopeless
muddle of al human endeavor. And for Nathaniel, the young British magician used to the broad,
brutd Whitehall thoroughfares, it was al abit too messy, abit too out of contral.

"Great magicianslived here" | reminded him.
"That wasthen," hesaid, sourly. "Thisisnow.”

We passed the Stone Bridge, with its ramshackle old tower on the eastern side; bats were
swirling about its protruding rafters, and flickering candlelight shone in the topmost windows. Even at
thislate hour, plenty of traffic was abroad: one or two old-fashioned cars, with high, narrow bonnets
and cumbersome retracting roofs, passing dowly across the bridge; many men and women on
horseback, too; othersleading oxen, or driving two-whedled cartsfull of vegetables or beer kegs.
Mogt of the men wore soft black capsin the French style, fashions evidently having changed since my
time here so many years before.

The boy made adisparaging face. "That reminds me. I'd better get this charade over with." He



was carrying asmall leather rucksack; into this he now delved, pulling out alarge floppy cap. Further
rummaging reveaded a curled and rather crumpled feather. He held thisup so it caught the lantern light.

"What color would you call that?' he said.

| considered. "1 don't know. Red, | suppose.”

"What kind of red? | want adescription.”

"Erm, brick red? Fiery red? Tomato red? Sunburn red? Could be any or al.”

"Not blood-red, then?' He cursed. "I was so short of time—that wasdl | could get. Well, itlll
have to do." He pushed the feather through the fabric of the cap and placed the ensemble on his head.

"What'sthisinaid of 7' | asked. "I hope you're not trying to be dashing, because you look like an
idiot."

"Thisisdrictly business, | assureyou. It'snot my idea. Come on, it'samost midnight.”

We turned away from the river now, heading into the heart of the Old Town, where the ghetto
guarded Prague's deepest secrets.# The houses became smaller and more ramshackle, crowded in
upon each other so tightly that some were doubtless held up only by the proximity of their neighbors.
Our moods shifted in opposite directions as we went. My essence felt energized by the magic seeping
from the old stones, by the memories of my exploits of the past. Nathaniel, conversely, seemed to
become ever gloomier, muttering and grumbling under his outsi ze hat like a cantankerous old man.

[4] In Rudolf's time, when the Holy Roman Empire was at its height and six afrits patrolled the newly
fashioned walls of Prague, the Jewish community here supplied the Emperor with most of his money and much of
his magic. Forcibly restricted to the crowded alleys of the ghetto, and at once distrusted and relied on by the rest
of Prague society, the Jewish magicians grew powerful for atime. Since pogroms and slander against their people
were commonplace, their magic was largely defensive in outlook—as exemplified by the great magician Loew, who
created the first golem to protect the Jews against attack by human and djinni alike.

"Any chance," | said, "of telling me exactly what we're doing?'

Helooked at hiswatch. "Ten to midnight. | have to bein the old cemetery when the clocks start
chiming." Hetutted again. " Another cemetery! Can you believeit? How many are therein this place?
Well, aspy will meet methere. He will know me by this cap; | will know him by his—and |
quote—'unusud candle.' " He held up ahand. "Don't ask—I haven't got a clue. He may, perhaps, be
ableto point usin the direction of someone who knows something of golem lore.”

"Y ou think some Czech magician is causing thetroublein London?' | said. "That's not
necessarily so, you know."

He nodded, or at least his head did something abrupt under his enormous cap. "Quite. An
ingder must have stolen the clay eye from the Lovel ace collection: thereés atraitor working
somewhere. But the knowledge to use it must have come from Prague. No onein London's ever
doneit before. Perhaps our spy can hep us." He sighed. "'l doulbt it, though. Anyone who cdls himsdlf
Harlequin is obvioudy pretty far gone dready.”



"No more deluded than the rest of you, with your silly fake names, Mr. Mandrake. And what
am | to do, while you meet this gentleman?’

"Keegp hidden and keep watch. Were in enemy territory, and I'm not going to trust Harlequin or
anyoneese. All right, thismust be the cemetery. Y oud better change.”

We had arrived at acobbled yard, surrounded on al sides by buildingswith small, black
windows. Before uswas aflight of steps, leading up to an open metal gate, set in atumbledown
railing. Beyond rose adark and toothy mass—the uppermost headstones of Prague's old cemetery.

This graveyard wasllittle more than fifty meters square, by far thesmdlest inthecity. Yet it had
been used for many centuries, over and over, and this contributed to its distinctive flavor. In fact, the
sheer weight of burialsin this restricted space had led to bodies being interred one on top of another,
time and again, until the surface of the cemetery had risen six feet higher than the surrounding yard.
The headstones were packed in likewise, with large ones overhanging small, small half-buried in the
ground. With its higgledy-piggledy disregard for clarity and order, the cemetery was exactly the kind
of place calculated to unsettle Nathanid'stidy mind.s

[5] Actually, it made me shiver alittle, too, but for different reasons. Earth was very strong here—its power
extended upward into the air, leaching my energies away. Djinn were not welcome; it was a private place, working
to adifferent magic.

"W, get onwithit, then," hesad. "I'm waiting."
"Oh, that'swhat you're doing, isit?| couldn't tell under that hat."

"Turn yourself into aloathsome snake or plague rat, or whatever foul creature of the night you
desire. I'm going in. Get ready to protect meif necessary.”

"Nothing will give me greater plessure.”

| chose to be along-eared bat thistime, leather-winged, tufted of head. It'saflexible guise, |
find—fast-moving, quiet, and very much in keeping with the tone of midnight graveyards. | flittered off
into the clotted wilderness of jumbled stones. Asan initid precaution, | made a sweep of the seven
planes. they were clear enough, though so steeped in magic that each one vibrated gently with the
memories of past deeds. | noticed no traps or sensors, though afew protective hexes on buildings
nearby implied that magicians of asort till dwelled here.s There was no one about; at thislate hour,
the graveyard's tangle of narrow paths was empty, swathed in black shadow. Rusty lamps nailed to
therailings emitted haf-hearted light. | found an overhanging headstone and hung eegantly fromiit,
tucked insde my wings. | surveyed the main path into the cemetery.

[6] They were weak defenses. An armlessimp could have pried his way through. As a center of magic,
Prague was a century into a steep decline.

Nathanidl stepped through the gate, his shoes crunching gently on the path. Even ashe did so,
the dozen clocks of the churches of Prague began to chime, marking the beginning of the secret,
midnight hour.m The boy gave an audible sgh, shook his head disgustedly, and began to stroll
tentatively along the path, one hand outstretched, fegling hisway between the stones. An owl hooted
close by, possibly asaharbinger of violent death, possibly commenting on the ridiculous scale of my
measter's hat. The blood-red feather waved to and fro behind his head, glimmering faintly in the meager



light.

[7] For complex reasons possibly connected with astronomy and the angle of Earth's orbit, it is at the twin
points of midnight and noon that the seven planes draw closest together, allowing sensitive humans glimpses of
activity that would normally be invisible to them. At these times, therefore, there is the most talk of ghosts,
specters, black dogs, doppel gangers, and other revenants—which are generally imps or foliots doing errandsin
one guise or another. Because night particularly stimulates human imagination (such asit is), people pay less
attention to apparitions at noon, but they're still present: flickering figures glimpsed in heat haze; passersby who
on inspection lack a shadow; pale facesin the midst of crowds, which, when you look directly, are nowhere to be
seen.

Nathaniel paced. The bat hung motionless. Time passed as dowly asit aways doeswhen you're
hanging out in cemeteries. Once only was there movement in the street below therailing: astrange
four-legged, two-armed creature with akind of double head came shuffling out of the night. My
master caught sight of it and halted in doubt. It passed benesth alantern, to be revealed asacourting
couple, heads resting together, arms entwined. They kissed assiduoudy, giggled abit, moved off dong
the road. My master watched them go with an odd expression on hisface. | think he wastrying to
look contemptuous.

From then on, his pacing, never particularly energetic, became distinctly half-hearted. He scuffed
aong, kicking unseen pebbles, and wrapping hislong black coat about him in ahunched, uncaring
sort of way. His mind did not seem to be on the job. Deciding he needed a pep talk, | fluttered over
and hovered by a headstone.

"Perk it up,” | said, "you'relooking a bit lackluster. Y ou'll put this Harlequin bloke off if you're
not careful. Imagine you're on aromantic assignation with some pretty, young girl magician.”

| couldn't swear to it—it was dark and all—but | think he might have blushed. Interesting....
Perhaps thiswas fertile ground to furrow, in duetime.

"Thisis hopeless," hewhigpered. "It's nearly hdf-past twelve. If he was going to show, wed
have seen something by now. | think... areyou listening to me?"

"No." The bat's keen ears had picked up a scrabbling noise from way off acrossthe graveyard. |
rose alittle higher, peered out into the dark. "This might be him. Feather at the ready, Romeo."

| banked and swooped low among the stones, taking acircular courseto avoid direct collison
with whatever it was that was coming our way.

For his part, the boy adopted amore upright pose; with his hat at arakish angle, hands casually
behind his back, he dawdled dong the path asif in deep, profound thought. He gave no sgn that he
noticed theincreasingly persistent scuffling sounds, or the strange pale light that now approached him
from among the gravestones.

24
Nathanie€l

From the corner of hiseye, Nathaniel saw the bat flitter away toward an age-old yew tree,



which had somehow managed to survive centuries of buriasin one corner of the cemetery. A
particularly desiccated branch offered agood view of the path. The bat aighted under it and hung still.

Nathaniel took a deep breath, adjusted his hat, and strolled forward as noncha antly as he could.
All thewhile, his eyes were fixed on something moving in the depths of the cemetery. Despite the
profound skepticism he felt for the whole farrago, the dankness and solitude of thislonely place had
infected his spirits. Againgt hiswishes, he found his heart thudding painfully againgt his chest.

What wasit that he saw before him? A pale corpse light drifting nearer, agreenish milky whitein

color, staining the stonesit passed with an unhedlthy radiance. Behind it came amoving shadow,
hunched and shambling, weaving ever nearer through the stones.

Nathaniel narrowed his eyes. on none of the three observable planes could he see any demonic
activity. Thisthing, presumably, was human.

At last, the crunch of grave indicated that the shadow had stepped out upon the path. It did not
stop, but came smoothly onward, aragged cloak or cape drifting drearily behind. Asit drew close,
Nathaniel noticed apair of unpleasantly white hands protruding from the front of the cape, holding
something that |et off the feeble witch light. He tried hard to make out aface, too, but thiswas
concedled by aheavy black hood that curved down like an eagle'stalon. Nothing else of the figure
could be seen. He turned his attention to the object held in the pale hands, the thing that shed the
strange, white glow. It was acandle, firmly wedged into...

"Euuch!" hesad, in Czech. "Tha'sdisgusting.”

The figure stopped short. A high, thin voice sounded indignantly from under the cowl. " 'Ere,
what d'you mean?" It coughed hastily; a deeper, dower, atogether more eerie voice emerged at once:
"That isto say—What... do you mean?"

Nathanid curled hislip. "That horrible thing you're carrying. It'sfoul .

"Beware! Itisanitem of power."

"It'sunhygienic, that'swhat it is. Where did you get it?’

" cut it down from agalows mysdf, by the light of agibbous moon.”

"l bet it isn't even pickled. Yes Look—theres bitsfaling off it!"

"No, there aren't. That's drips of candlewax."

"Well, maybe, but it's gill wrong to be carrying it around with you. | suggest you tossit behind
those gravestones, then wash your hands.”

"Doyou redize" sad thefigure, who now had onefist wedged irritably againg hiship, "that you
arereferring to an object that has the power to send my enemiesinto a stupor and can detect watchful
magic at fifty paces? Thisisavauableitem. I'm not binning it."

Nathaniel shook hishead. ™Y ou ought to be locked up. That kind of behavior wouldn't be



tolerated in London, | can tell you."
The figure gave a sudden gart. "London? What's that to me?”
"Well, you're Harlequin, aren't you? The agent.”

A long pause. "Might be."

"Of course you are. Who ese would be wandering through the graveyard at thistime of night?|
don't need to see that icky candle thing to know it's you, do |? Besides, you're speaking Czech with a
British accent. Enough of thisl | need someinformation fast.”

Thefigure hed up itsfree hand. "One moment! | don't yet know who you are.”
"1'm John Mandrake, on government service. Asyou well know."

"That's not good enough. | must have proof.”

Nathanie rolled his eyes. "Seethat?' He pointed upward. "Blood-red feather."
Thefigure consdered it. "That ooks brick-red to me."

"It's blood-red. Or it will bein aminuteif you don't stop this nonsense and get down to

"Well... dl right, then. But firdt..." Thefigure adopted an eerie stance. "I must check that no
watchers are among us. Stand back!" It held up the object inits hand, spoke aword. Ingtantly, the
paefireflared outward, becoming aluminous hoop of light that hovered in the air between them. On
another command, and with a sudden rushing, the hoop expanded, rippling out in al directions across
the graveyard. Nathaniel glimpsed the bat drop like a stone from its perch upon the tree, just before
the band of light passed by. What happened to the bat he did not see; the hoop continued out beyond
the edge of the graveyard and swiftly faded into nothing.

Thefigure nodded. "It issafeto talk.”

Nathaniel pointed to the candle, which had resumed its previous dimensions. "I know that trick.
That's an llluminated Circlet, triggered by animp. Y ou don't need a dead man's extremities to pull that
off. Thisgothic suff isdl jiggery-pokery, suitable for gawping commoners. It won't work on me,
Harlequin."

"Perhaps...” A gaunt hand disgppeared insde the cowl and scratched something ruminatively.
"Even 50, | think you're being overly fastidious, Mandrake. Y ou're ignoring the fundamenta basis of
our magic. It isn't so clean and pure as you make out. Blood, ritual, sacrifice, degth... they are at the
heart of every incantation we utter. We dl rely on 'gothic stuff,' when dl's said and done.”

"Herein Prague, maybe," Nathaniel said.

"Never forget, London's power was built on Prague's. So then..." Harlequin's voice turned
suddenly businesdike. "The imp that reached me said you were here on atop secret misson. What is



it, and what information do you want from me?"

Nathaniel spoke quickly and with somerdlief, outlining the main events of the previous few days.
The man under the hood heard him out in silence.

"A golem abroad in London?" he said, when Nathanid drew to ahdt. "Wonders will never
cease. There'syour gothic stuff coming home to roost, whether you likeit or not. Interesting...”

"Interesting and intelligible?' Nathanidl asked, hopefully.

"l don't know about that. But | may have some detailsfor you—quick! Duck down!" With the
speed of asnake, he threw himsdlf to the ground; without hesitation, Nathanidl did likewise. Helay
with hisface pressed againgt the graveyard soil, listening to the sound of jackboots echoing on the
cobblestones outside. A faint scent of cigarette smoke drifted on the wind. The sounds faded. After
another minute or S0, the agent got dowly to hisfeet. "Patrol,” he said. "Fortunately, their sense of
smdll is deadened by those fags they smoke; weredl right for now."

"Y ou were saying..." Nathaniel prompted.

"Yes. Firgt, theissue of the golem's eye. Severd of these objects are kept in magical repositories
bel onging to the Czech government. The Prague Council prevents any accessto them. Asfar asl
know, they have not been used for magica purposes, but they are of high symboalic vaue, sincethe
golemswere instrumenta in causing great damage to Gladstone's army back in hisfirst European
campaign. Severa years ago, one of the eyeswas stolen, and the cul prit never found. |
speculate—and it isonly speculation, mark you—that thismissing eyeisthe one later found in the
collection of your friend Smon Lovelace"

"Pardon me," Nathanid sad, iffly, "but he was not my friend.”

"Well, he's nobody's friend now, is he? Because hefailed. If hed won, you'd al have been
hanging on hisevery word and inviting him to dinner.” The agent gave along, melancholy sniff of
disparagement from somewhere within the hood. "Hang on to thisaminute, | need adrink.”

"Euuch! It'sdl cold and clammy. Hurry up!”

"Coming." Harlequin's hands were rummeaging within his cloak in acomplex sort of way. A
moment later, they emerged, holding adark green bottle with a cork stopper. He pulled out the cork
and tilted the bottle into the depths of hiscowl. A gulping noise ensued, followed by the smell of

grong liquor.

"That's better." Unseen lips smacked, cork returned to bottle, and bottle returned to pocket.
"I'll take that back. Y ou didn't damageit, did you? It is abit fragile. Now," Harlequin went on,
"perhaps Lovelace intended to use the eye himsdlf; if so, his plan was thwarted by his death. Someone
else, maybe an associate of his—who knows?—has now stolen it from our government, and appears
to have got the thing to work.... Thisiswhereit gets difficult.”

"They need the formative spell, too,” Nathaniel said. "It iswritten on a parchment and inserted
into the golem's mouth before it comesto life. That's the bit that nobody's known for al these years.
No onein London, anyway."



The agent nodded. "The secret may have been logt; equaly, it may till be known in Prague, but
just remain unused. The Council does not want to enrage London at present; the British aretoo
strong. They prefer to send spies and small groups over to London to work quietly, gathering
information. Thisgolem of yours... it'stoo dramatic amove for the Czechs—they would expect
invasion to follow asadirect result. No, | think you are hunting for amaverick, someone working for
their own individud ends™

"Sowheredo | look?' Nathaniel asked. He couldn't help yawning as he spoke; he had been
awake snce the British Museum incident the previous night. It had been ataxing day.

"l must consider..." The agent remained logt in thought for afew moments. "1 need time to make
inquiries. We will meet again tomorrow night, when | will give you names" He wrapped his cloak
about himself with adramatic sveep. "Megt me—"

Nathaniel interrupted him. "1 hope you're not going to say 'in the shadow of the gibbet' or 'at
Execution Dock' or anything dreary like that."

Thefigure drew itsdf up. "Ridiculous. Thevery idea."

"Good."

"I was going to suggest the old plague pits on Hybernska Street.”

"No."

The agent seemed rather miffed. "All right," he growled.

"Six o'clock at the hot-dog stand in the Old Town Square. That mundane enough for you?"
"Thatll do nicely."

"Until then, then..." With abillow of the cloak and acreak of hidden knees, the figure turned and
swept itsway up the cemetery path, its corpse light flickering dimly into the distance. Soon the light
was gone, and nothing but a fleeting shadow and amuffled curse when it knocked into a gravestone
indicated it had ever been.

Nathaniel sat down on aheadstone, waiting for Bartimaeus to show. The meseting had been
satisfactory, if alittleirritating; now he had plenty of timeto rest before the following evening. His
weary mind drifted. The memory of Jane Farrar came back to him. How pleasant it had been to have
her so close.... It had affected him aimost like adrug. He frowned—of course it waslike adrug.
Sheldd worked a Charm on him, hadn't she? And heéld nearly fallen for it, completely ignoring his
sensor'swarning. What a fool hewas.

Thegirl had either wanted to delay him, or learn more about what he knew. Either way, she
would beworking for her master, Duvall, who evidently did not want Internd Affairs having any sort
of successin this matter. When he got back, he would doubtless face more hostility of the same kind.
Duval, Tdlow, Farrar... Even hismaster, Ms. Whitwell, was not to be relied on, if he didn't produce



the goods for her.
Nathaniel rubbed his eyes. He suddenly felt very tired.

"Bless, you look ready to drop.” The djinni was Sitting on an opposite gravestone, initsfamiliar
boy guise. It was crossing itslegsin identica fashion to Nathanid, and pulling an extravagant yawn.
"Y ou should have been tucked up hours ago.”

"Did you hear everything?"

"Most of it. | missed abit after helet loose that Circlet. It nearly hit me, and | had to take
evasive action. Good job those tree roots had didodged afew gravestones. | was able to drop into
an underground cavity while the probe passed over.” The boy paused to shake abit of gray dust out
of itshair. "Not that | generally recommend graves asa place to hide. Y ou never know what you
might find. But the occupant of this particular one was quite hospitable. Let me cuddle up to him for a
few moments." It gave aknowing wink.

Nathanidl shuddered. "How perfectly foul."
" Speaking of which," the djinni said. "That candle the bloke was carrying. Wasit redly...?"

"Yes. I'mtrying not to think about it. Harlequin is more than half-mad, which is no doubt what
comes of living in Prague too long." Nathaniel stood and buttoned up his coat. "But he does have his
uses. He's hoping to give us some contact names tomorrow night.”

"Good," the boy said, busly buttoning its coat in asmilar fashion. "Then perhaps well have a bit
of action. My recipe for informersis either to roast them over adow flame or hang them by aleg out
of ahigh window. That usualy makes a Czech spill the beans.”

"Therell be none of that if we can possibly avoid it." Nathaniel began to walk down the path out
of the graveyard. "The authorities mustn't know we're here, so we can't draw attention to ourselves.
That means no violence or obvious magic. Got that?'

"Of course." Thedjinni smiled broadly asit fell in step beside him. "Y ou know me.”

25
Kitty

At 9:25 on the morning of the great raid, Kitty was heading down a backstreet in London's
West End. She went quickly, dmost jogging; the bus had been held up by traffic on Westminster
Bridge, and she was running late. A small rucksack bounced on her back; her hair streamed behind
her as she wernt.

At precisdy 9:30, disheveled and alittle out of breath, Kitty arrived at the Stage Door of the
Coliseum Theatre, pushed gently, and found it unlocked. She took aquick look behind her at the
rubbish-strewn street, saw nothing, dipped inside.



A drab and dirty corridor wasfilled with buckets and obscure wooden congtructions
presumably destined for the stage. A little light filtered through a grubby window; therewas a strong
amdl of pantinthe gaeair.

Ahead was another door. Obeying her memorized ingtructions, Kitty soundlesdy crossed to it
and passed through into a second room, this one filled with quiet racks of costumes. The staleness of
the air increased. Someone's bygone lunch—pieces of sandwich and potato chips, and half-filled cups
of coffee—lay scattered on atable. Kitty entered a third room and found a sudden change: beneath
her feet was athick carpet and the walls were papered. The air now smelled distantly of smoke and
polish. She was near the front of the thegter, in the public corridors.

She paused and listened. In all the empty building, not a sound.

Y et somewhere above, someone was waiting.

She had received her ingtructions that morning, in an atmosphere of fevered preparation. Mr.
Pennyfeather had closed the shop for the day and had retired to the cellar storeroom to begin sorting
their equipment for the raid. Everyone e se was busy, too, assembling dark clothes, polishing tools
and, in Fred's case, practicing knife-throwing in the privacy of the cellar. Mr. Hopkins had given Kitty
directionsto the Coliseum. The mysterious benefactor, he said, had chosen the disused theater asa
suitably neutral venue, a place where magician and commoner might meet on equa terms. There she
would be given the ass stance they required to break into Gladstone's tomb.

Despite certain misgivings about the whole enterprise, Kitty could not help thrilling to the name.
Gladstone. Stories of his splendor were legion. Friend to the People, Terror of their Enemies... To
desecrate histomb was an act o unthinkable her mind scarcely comprehended it. And yet, if they
succeeded, if they returned home with the Founder's treasures, what wonders the Res stance might
yet accomplish.

If they should fail, Kitty was under no illusion about the consequences. The company was
crumbling. Pennyfeather was old: despite his passion, despite hisfury, his strength was dwindling.
Without his stern guidance, the group would splinter—they would dl return to their humdrum lives
benegth the magicians heds. But if they had the crystdl ball and the magic purse, what then? Perhaps
their fortunes might be turned around and new blood won to fight their cause. It made her heart pound
to think of it.

But first, she had to meet the unknown benefactor and win hisaid.

Kitty passed anumber of haf-open doors dong the corridor; through them she could see the
ghrouded reaches of the theater's auditorium. It was very still, every sound muffled by the heavy
carpet and the elegant furred paper on the walls. The carpet was awine-dark red, the wall paper
striped with pink and terra-cotta. Fading theatrical posters and chipped brass candel dboras, which
emitted awesk, flickering light, were the only decoration. Kitty walked swiftly until she reached the
dairs.



Up along, curving flight of shalow steps, then—doubling amost back upon hersdf—up a
second flight, dlong a silent corridor and o to the place where six curtained a coves waited along the
left-hand side. Each was the entrance to one of the boxes used by the magicians, overlooking the
stage.

Each acove had a number inscribed on a brass plague above the curtain. Without pausing, Kitty
made her way to thelast dcovein theline. Thiswas number 7; the place where the benefactor would
bewaiting.

Aswith al the others, the curtain wasfully drawn. Kitty stopped outside, listened, heard nothing.
A wisp of hair had falen down over her face. She smoothed it back and, for luck, touched the silver
pendant in her pocket. Then she grasped the curtain firmly and stepped through.

The box was empty except for two heavy golden chairsfacing the stage. A curtain had been
drawn across from the | eft, shielding the box from the auditorium below. Kitty frowned in perplexity
and frugtration. Had she mistaken the number, or come at the wrong time? No. Morelikdly, the
benefactor had gotten cold feet and hadn't shown up.

A smadll piece of paper was pinned to the arm of one of the chairs. Kitty stepped over to pull it
loose. As shedid s0, she became aware of adight shift inthe air, the faintest of noises behind her.
Her hand jerked to her coat. A small, sharp pressure was applied to the back of her neck. She froze.

A voice, quiet and reflective. "Please do not attempt to turn around a any time, my dear. The
pinprick you fed isthetip of adtiletto, forged in Romefor the Borgias. Sharpnessisnot itsonly
qudity—afinger's width up the blade isabead of poison; should this touch your wound, desth will
follow in thirteen seconds. | mention this smply so that we observe the proper niceties. Without
turning, please take hold of the chair, and align it facing thewall.... Good. Now sit. | shdll St close
behind you, then we shdl talk."

Kitty dragged the chair to face thewall, moved dowly around, and sat gingerly upon it, feding all
the while the little sharpness on her neck. She heard arustle of cloth, the squesk of leather shoes, a
soft Sigh as someone sat and took his ease. Shelooked at the wall and said nothing.

The voice came again. "Good. Now we are ready and | hope we can do business. Y ou
understand that the precautions | take here are merely safeguards? | do not wish you harm.”

Kitty remained looking at thewall. "Nor weyou," she said levely. "Nevertheess, we have taken
precautions, too."

Thevoice grunted. "Which are?’

"A colleague of mine waits outsde the theater. She carriesasmal leather bag. Within it are Six
smdl demonstrapped in an explosive gd. Itis, | beieve, an effective weapon of war and can level a
whole building. We stoleit recently from aMinistry of Defense storehouse. | mention thisto impress
you: we are capable of remarkable acts. But aso because, if | do not return within fifteen minutes, my
friend will activate the imps and toss them into the theater.” Kitty's face was expressionless. Thiswas
acompletelie.

A chuckle. "Nicely put, my dear. Well then, we must hurry. As Mr. Hopkins no doubt told you,



| am a gentleman of leisure with many contacts among the magicians; | have even dabbled inthe art
mysalf upon occasion. However, likeyou | am sick of their rulel™ A note of anger entered the voice.
"Owing to asmall financia disagreement, the government has robbed me of my wealth and my
estates! | am now a pauper, where once | dept on Tashkent silks! It isan intolerable situation.
Nothing would give me greater pleasure than to see the magiciansfal. That iswhy | will help your
cause."

These remarks had been spoken with great emotion; at each emphass, the stiletto point jabbed
the back of Kitty's neck. She moistened her lips. "Mr. Hopkins said you had vauable information for
LE”

"l do indeed. Y ou must understand, | have no sympathy for the commoners whose cause you
serve. But your activities unsettle the great ones of the government, and that pleases me. So, to
business. Hopkins has explained the nature of the proposition?’ Kitty nodded carefully. "Well now,
through my connections, | have had access to Gladstone's papers and have made some small study of
them. By deciphering certain codes, | discovered details of the Pestilence he left guarding his
remans”

"That seems ameager defense, for one of his power," Kitty said. "If | may say s0."

"You are anintelligent, opinionated girl," the voice said gpprovingly. "When he died, Gladstone
was old and weak, a spindly husk, capable of nothing more than that smple spell. Even o, it has
doneitsjob. No one has disturbed it, for fear of being raddled by the Pestilence. However, it can be
bypassed, if you bring proper precautions. | can give you that information.”

"Why should we trust you?* Kitty said. "I don't understand. Whet'sin thisfor you?"'

The voice did not seem to resent the questions. "If | wished to destroy your group,” it said
peaceably, "you would have been in police custody the moment you poked your head through this
curtain. Besdes, | have aready told you that | wish to see the magiciansfal. But you areright, of
course. There is something esein it for me. When | scoured Gladstones archive, | discovered thelist
of hisgrave goods. It contains objects to interest both you and me."

Kitty shifted alittlein the broad gold chair. "1t will take me at least two minutesto leave the
building,” shesaid. "l assure you, my friend isvery punctua.”

"I will be brief. Mr. Hopkinswill have told you of the wonders the crypt contains—you may
have them, magica weaponsand al. | do not need them; | am aman of peace. But | do collect
unusua objects, and | would be grateful to have Gladstone's cloak, which was folded and placed
upon his sarcophagus. It has no magica properties, so it isof no useto you. Oh, and if his oaken staff
has survived, | would like that, too. It isof negligible magica vaue—I believe he charged it with a
small hex for keeping away insects—but | would be pleased to seeit in my humble collection.”

"If we get the other treasures,” Kitty said, "wewill be glad to give thoseto you."

"Very wdl, we have an agreement. We will both prosper by it. Here is the equipment you need.”
With adight rustling, asmal black bag was pushed aong the carpet into view. "Do not touch it yet.
The bag contains a casket and hammer. These will protect you from the Pestilence. Full ingtructions
areincluded. Obey them, and you will live. Listen carefully,” the voice continued. "Tonight, a



eleven-thirty, the curators of the abbey will depart. Go to the cloistersdoor: | will arrangefor it to be
left open. A second door barsthe way to the abbey itsdlf; ordinarily it is secured by two medieva
deadlocks and adrawbar. | will leave this unlocked, too. Find your way to the north transept and
locate Gladstone's satue. Behind it, set in apillar, isthe entrance to the tomb. To gain entry, you
merely haveto turnthekey."

Kitty stirred. "The key?'

Something small and glinting fdll through the air to land beside the bag. "Guard it well," the voice
sad, "and do remember to cloak yoursdf in my magic before opening the tomb, or dl thistiresome
subterfuge will have been for nothing.”

"WEell remember,” Kitty said.

"Good." She heard the sound of someone rising from the chair. The voice spoke above her,
closebehind. "Thenthat isdl. | wish youwell. Do not turn around.”

The sharp sensation in the back of her neck lessened, but so softly, so sedthily, that Kitty at first
was hardly able to detect that it had gone. She waited afull minute, motionless, eyeswide and staring
in her head.

Findly, shelogt patience.
Sheturned in asinglefluid motion, her knife dready in her hand.

The box was empty. And when she ducked out into the silent corridor, key and bag safely in her
grasp, she saw no trace of anyonein the vicinity.

26
Kitty

At sometimein the distant past, long before the first magicians arrived in London, the great
church of Westminster Abbey had exerted considerable power and influence on the surrounding
town. Built over centuries by adynasty of forgotten kings, the abbey and its grounds extended over a
wide area, with apopulation of scholarly monks conducting its services, sudying initslibrary, and
working initsfields. The main church rose more than ahundred feet into the air, with snub-nosed
towersrising a the west end and at the center of the building, high above the sanctuary. The building
was congtructed of a strong white stone, which gradually became discolored with the smoke and
meagica effusons emanating from the growing city.

Y ears passed; the kingsfdll from power, to be replaced by a succession of parliaments, which
met at Westmingter Hall, not far from the abbey. The influence of the church dowly reduced, asdid
the waistlines of the surviving monks, who now fell on hard times. Many of the abbey outbuildings
deteriorated, and only the cloisters—four broad, enclosed walkways around a central open square of
grass—remained in good condition. When Parliament was itself taken over by anew authority—a
group of powerful magicians, who had little time for the traditions of the Church—it seemed asif the



ancient abbey itsdf might soon fal into ruin.

But onetradition saved the building. The greatest |eaders of the country, whether kings or
parliamentary ministers, had long been buried in the abbey crypts. Countless tombs and memorias
aready clustered among the pillars of the nave, while the ground bel ow was honeycombed with
crypts and sepul chres. The magicians, who courted eterna renown as much as any king before them,
decided to continue this practice; it became amatter of great honor for any individua to be interred
within the church.

Theremaining monks were cast out, asmal clergy ingtaled to conduct occasiond services, and
the abbey survived into the modern age aslittle more than a gigantic tomb. Few commoners went
there by day, and by night, even its perimeter was shunned. It had an unhedlthy reputation.

Security on the building was, therefore, comparatively wesk. There wasreally no likelihood of
the company meeting any kind of guard, when, at 11:30 precisdly, thefirst of them arrived at the
unlocked door of the cloisters outhouse, and noiselesdy dipped inside.

Kitty had wanted to vigt the abbey during its opening hoursto do a proper reconnaissance and
to view the exterior of Gladstone's tomb. But Mr. Pennyfeather had forbidden her. "We must arouse
no suspicions,” he said.

Infact, Kitty need not have worried. Mr. Hopkins had been hisnorma useful saif during the
course of that long and nervous day, rustling up numerous maps of the abbey and its environs. He
showed them the layout of the transept, below which most of the tomlbs were hidden; he showed
them the covered cloisters, where once the monks had sat to read or, in bad wegther, taken their
condtitutionas. He showed them the surrounding roads, highlighting guardhouses of the Night Police
and known routes of the vigilance spheres. He pointed out the doors that would be unlocked, and
suggested, in case of random patrols, that they assemble at the abbey one by one. It was al very well
organized by Mr. Hopkins.

"l only wish | had resiliencelikeyou,” he said sadly. "Then | could take part in the misson
mysdf.”

Mr. Pennyfeather was supervising Stanley, who was laboring under abox of weapons taken

from the cdllar. "Now, now, Clem," he cried. "Y ou have done your part! Leavetherest to us. Weare
the professonds at theft and stedlth.”

"Pardon me, sr,” Kitty said. "Are you coming, too?"

The old man'sface mottled with fury. "Of course! Thiswill be the crowning moment of my lifel
How dare you suggest otherwise? Y ou think | am too week?!

"No, no, sir. Of course not.” Kitty bent to the abbey maps again.
A great expectancy and unease had stolen across the company that day; al of them, even the

normaly equable Anne, were tetchy and highly strung. During the morning, the equipment was doled
out, and each person prepared their kit in silence. When Kitty returned with the benefactor's gifts, Mr.



Pennyfeather and Mr. Hopkins retired to the backroom of the shop to study the ingtructions. The
others prowled among the paints and easels, saying little. Anne prepared sandwiches for lunch.

That afternoon, Kitty, Fred, Stanley, and Nick walked to the cellar to practice their kills. Fred
and Stanley took turns throwing discs at a pitted beam, while Nick engaged Kitty in amock knife
fight. When they returned, they found Mr. Hopkins and Mr. Pennyfeather il locked in consultation.
At 5:30, in abrittle atmosphere, Anne brought in trays of teaand dmond biscuits. An hour later, Mr.
Pennyfeather emerged from the backroom. With great deliberation, he poured lukewarm teaiinto a
cup.

"We have deciphered theingtructions,” he said. "Now we aretruly ready." Heraisedthecupina
solemn toast. "To whatever tonight may bring! We have righteousness on our side. Be confident and
keen, my friends. If we are bold and do not falter, our liveswill never bethe same again!™

Hedrank, clicked his cup back decisvely on its saucer.

Thefinad discussons began.

Kitty was the second of the company to enter the abbey outhouse. Anne had preceded her less
than aminute before. She stared into the darkness, hearing Anne's breathing close by. " Shdl werisk a
light?" she whispered.

"Pencil torch,” Annesaid. "I'vegot it."

A thin beam lit the wall opposite, then, briefly, Kitty'sface. Kitty blinked and raised a hand.
"Keepitlow," shesad. "We don't know about windows."

Crouching down to the flagstoned floor, Anne swung the torch about her speculatively, casting
fleeting light upon piles of paint pots, spades, garden forks, ashiny new lawn mower, and sundry
other tools. Kitty shifted her rucksack from her back, plunked it down before her and checked her
watch. "Next one'sdue," shesaid.

Asif inanswer, afaint scrabbling sounded somewhere outside, beyond the door. Anne turned
off thetorch. They crouched in darkness.

The door was opened and closed, accompanied by the sound of heavy breathing. Air drifted
briefly through the room, bringing with it a powerful waft of aftershave.

Kitty rlaxed. "Hello, Fred," she said.

At five-minute intervals, the remainder of the company arrived. Last to appear was Mr.
Pennyfeather himself, aready weary and out of breath. He gave awheezed command: " Frederick
Stanley! Lanterns... on! There are—there are... no windows in this room. We have nothing to be
afradof.”

Inthelight of two powerful lanterns, the Six of them stood revedled: al carrying rucksacks,
wearing black. Mr. Pennyfeather had even painted his stick black, and had muffled itstip with aplug



of fabric. He leaned on it now, scanning the party one by one with dow dedliberation, gathering his
resources. "Very well," hesaid, at last. "Anne—headgear, please.”

Dark woolen balaclavas were produced and distributed. Fred eyed hisdistrustfully. "I don't like
thesethings," he growled. "They scratch.”

Mr. Pennyfeather clicked histongue impatiently. "Blackheads done will not be sufficient tonight,
Frederick. It istoo important. Put it on. Right—fina check. Then cloigters. So, Nicholas—you have
the casket with the Hermetic Mantle?'

III mlll
" And the hammer with which to grikeit?'
"That, too."

"Frederick—you have the jimmy? Good. And your useful array of knives? Excellent.
Stanley—rope and compass? Kitty—sticking plaster, bandages, and ointment? Good, and | have the
key to thetomb. Asfor weapons—we should all have at least one mouler glass and an Elemental
Sphere of some description. Very well.”

Hetook amoment to regain his breath. "A couple of things," he added, "before we go through.
The wegpons are to be used only asalast resort, if we are disturbed. Otherwise, we must be subtle.
Unseen. If the door to the abbey islocked, weretreat. In the tomb itself, we locate the treasures; |
will divide them out among you. Fill your bags and return the way we came. We will meet back inthis
room. If anything should go wrong, at the first opportunity make your way to our cdlar. Avoid the
shop. If, for any reason, | am a casudty, Mr. Hopkins can advise you further. He will wait a Druid's
Coffeehouse tomorrow afternoon. Any questions? No? Nicholas—if youwould..."

At the end of the outhouse was a second door. Nick passed to it silently and pushed. It swung
open; beyond was the ink-blue darkness of the open air.

"Wego," Mr. Pennyfeather said.

Thiswasthe order they went in: Nick, followed by Kitty, then Fred, Anne, Stanley, and Mr.
Pennyfeather bringing up the reer.

With the slence of batsthey flitted through the cloisters, flecks of moving graininess againgt the
wall of black. Faint dabs of alighter shade marked out the arched windows to their right, but the inner
court of the cloisterswas invisible to them. There was no moon to show the way. Their sneakered
feet scuffed the stone dabs with the gentle rustling of dead leaves nudged by the wind. Mr.
Pennyfeather's stick, muffled at its padded tip, tapped along behind. Up ahead, Nick's covered
lantern swung silently fromitslong chain, weaving itsillumination close to the ground like a
will-o-the-wisp; he carried it low, below the level of the windowsllls, for fear of watching eyes.

Kitty counted the arches as she went. After the eighth gray dab, the guide light darted to the
right, around the corner of the cloisters. She ducked around, too, and continued on without breaking



sride, counting the arches again. One, two... The weight of her rucksack pressed againgt her back;
she heard its contents shifting. She devoutly hoped the spheres were properly protected in their
wrapping cloth. Four, five... Automatically, she ran through the position of her other weapons. aknife
in her belt, athrowing disc in her jacket. These gave her amuch greater feding of security than any
meagical wegpon: they weren't tainted with the touch of demons.

Six, seven... They were at the end of the northern side of the cloisters. The guide light jerked and
dowed. Kitty nearly ran up againgt Nick's back, but stopped hersdlf in time. Behind, the rustling of
feet continued for amoment, then ceased.

She sensed Nick turn his head. His voice carried in a haf-whisper: "Nave door. Now well see.”

Heraised the lantern, sweeping it in front of him for an ingtant. Kitty glimpsed the black surface
of an ancient door, heavily pitted and studded with giant nails, their shadows legping and rotating as
theillumination passed. Thelight waslowered. Darkness, silence, afaint scrabbling. Kitty waited,
fingers brushing againgt the pendant in her pocket. She imagined Nick's fingers running acrossthe
dark grain and the imbedded nails, searching for the giant metd latch. She heard adight scuffle, and
the sounds of sustained and suppressed exertion—ittle gasps and curses from Nick, the rustling of his
jacket. Hewas evidently in difficulties.

"Come on." A soft clink; dim light spread across the flagstones. Nick had lowered the lantern to
the floor and was wrestling two-handed with the latch. Close behind, dmost directly in her ear, Kitty
heard Fred let out a muttered imprecation. She redized that in her tension, she was clamping her teeth
together so hard that her jaw ached. Was the benefactor wrong? Was the door still locked? I so,
they were stymied good and proper. It was their only way in and the door could not be destroyed.
They couldn't risk any kind of explosion.

Something brushed past her; from the scent, she knew it to be Fred.

"Let me. Shift over..." Morerustling as Nick stood aside, ashort burst of scrabbling, then a
grunt from Fred. A loud crack and thud followed ingtantly, together with a squed of rusted hinges.
Fred's voice held anote of satisfaction. "I thought there was a problem. That wasn't even stiff."

He returned to his pogition in the line; without further words, the company passed through the
door and closed it behind them. With that, they were in the nave of Westminster Abbey.

Nick adjusted the cover on hislantern, restricting it to the smallest of circular glows. They waited
afew moments, alowing their eyesto adjust. The church was not entirely dark: gradudly Kitty began
to glimpse the ghostly shadows of great arched windows opposite them, running aong the north wall
of the nave. Their outlines grew stronger, lit from outside by distant lights, including passing cars.
Strange figures were depicted on the window glass—but the light was not strong enough to see them
clearly. No sound came from the roads beyond; she felt asif she were enclosed in agiant cocoon.

Close beside her, Kitty made out a stone column, its upper regions lost in the arching shadows.
Other pillarsrose at intervals a ong the nave, surrounded near their bases by hulking patches of black,
oddly proportioned and very numerous. Thelook of them gave her an aching fedling in her gut: they
were dl memorials and tombs.



A subdued tapping suggested Mr. Pennyfeather was moving on. His words, though whispered
from beneath his balaclava, avoke ahost of echoesthat drifted sghing back and forth among the
stones. "Quickly, then. Follow me."

Across the open body of the nave, under the hidden roof, following the glowing light. Mr.
Pennyfeather went firdt, asfast as he was able, the others crowding at his hedls. Stanley dawdled to
theleft. Asthey passed ashapeless knot of blackness, heraised his lantern curiousy—and let out a
ydl of fright. He jumped back, the swinging light sending shadows racing around them.
Reverberations of hisyel danced intheir ears.

Mr. Pennyfeather spun around; Kitty's knife legped to her hand; silver discs gppeared in those of
Fred and Nick. "What isit?" Kitty hissed, above the banging of her heart.

A plaintive voicein the dark. "Right besde us—there... aghost..."
"Ghogtsdon't exist. Raise your lantern.”

With obvious reluctance, Stanley obeyed. In histrembling light, astone plinth was reveded
nestling in an acove. It had an arch in its Side, from which a skeleton had been carved emerging,
wreathed in shrouds and flourishing a spear.

"Oh..." Stanley said, inasmadl voice. "It'sagtatue.”
"Youidiot," Kitty whispered. "It's just someone's tomb. Could you have shouted any louder?"
"Comeon." Mr. Pennyfeather was aready moving off. "Werewagting time."

Asthey left the nave and rounded awide pillar to enter the north transept, the number of visible
memorias cluttering the aidesincreasad. Nick and Stanley raised their lanternsto shed light upon the
tombs; it was somewhere here that Gladstone's was to be found. Many of the statues were life-size
representations of the dead magicians. they sat in carved chairs, studying unrolled parchments; they
stood heroicaly inlong carved robes, their pae, sharp faces gazing sightlessly down upon the hurrying
company. One carried a cage with aforlorn frog stting within; this particular woman was depicted
laughing. Despite her stedly resolve, Kitty was unnerved. The sooner they |eft this place, the better.

"Here," Mr. Pennyfesther whispered.

A modest statue in white marble—a man standing on alow, circular pedestal. His brow was
furrowed, hisface amodd of stern preoccupation. He wore aflowing gown, and beneath it an
old-fashioned suit with ahigh starched collar. His hands wereloosely clasped in front of him. On the
pedestal was one word, engraved deeply in the marble:

GLADSTONE

Something of the reputation of the name cast its power upon them. They held back from the
statue, crowding close together at arespectful distance. Mr. Pennyfeather spoke softly: "The key to
thetombisin my pocket. The entranceison the pillar there. A smdl bronze door. Kitty, Anne—you
have the sharpest eyes. Find the door and locate the keyhole. According"—he suppressed a
cough—"according to the records, it should be on the |eft-hand side.”



Kitty and Anne rounded the statue and approached the pillar, Anne training her pencil torch on
the stonework ahead. With careful stepsthey walked around the column until the dull glint of metal
showed within the light. They stepped close. The metal panel was smal, only five feet high, and
narrow, too. It was entirely bare of ornament, except for a seam of tiny studs around its margins.

"Found it," Kitty whispered. A minuscule hole hdfway up, on the left-hand edge. Anne held the
torch close; the hole was plugged with cobwebs.

Mr. Pennyfeather led the others over: they stood gathered beside the pillar.
"Nicholas," hesaid. "Get the Mantle ready.”

For perhaps two minutes, Kitty stood with them in the darkness, breathing steadily through the
woolen fibers of her balaclava, waiting for Nick to prepare. Occasionaly amuffled drone indicated
the passage of alimousine somewhere out in Parliament Square; otherwise, al was still—except for
the sound of Mr. Pennyfeather coughing quietly into hisgloves.

Nick cleared histhroat. "Ready." At that moment, they heard the scream of Sirens, growing
louder, then passing drearily over Westminster Bridge into the night. They faded. Finaly, Mr.
Pennyfeather gave abrief nod. "Now," he said. " Stand close, or the Mantle will not protect you.”

Neither Kitty nor the others needed to be told. They crowded close into arough circle, inward
facing, their shoulderstouching. In their midst, Nick held aneat ebony casket; with his other hand he
flourished asmal hammer. Mr. Pennyfeather nodded. "I have the key here. The moment the Mantle
coversus, | will turn the key in the lock. When that happens, stand still—no matter what occurs.”

Nick raised the hammer and brought it down sharply on thelid of the ebony casket. Thelid
broke in two; the precise crack it made echoed like apistol shot. A stream of yellow particles flew
upward out of the casket, twirling and twinkling with their own light. They spiraled above the
company to a height perhaps of fifteen feet, then arched out and downward like water from a
fountain, hitting the stone floor, and disgppearing into it. Particles continued to rise from the box, loop
up, and rain down, forming afaint glimmering canopy that seeled them in, asif insde adome,

Mr. Pennyfeather held the tiny golden key. With great speed, he reached out, taking care that his
hand did not stray beyond the edge of the glittering dome, and inserted the key into the lock. He
turned it, then withdrew his hand asfast as arattlesnake.

They waited. No one moved amuscle. The sides of Kitty's face were swathed in cold swest.

Soundlessly, the small bronze door swung inward. Beyond was ablack space, and out of thisa
glowing green bulb of light came dowly floating. Asit drew level with the opening, it suddenly
acceerated, expanding asit did so, with apeculiarly repellent hiss. An ingstant later, a bright green
cloud had erupted out across the transept, illuminating al the statues and memoridslike alivid flame.
The company cowered within their protective Mantle as the Pestilence burned the air about them,
risng to haf the height of the transept walls. They were safe, provided they did not stir outsde the
dome; even o, asmel of such taint and decay drifted to their nogtrils that they struggled not to gag.

"l hope," Mr. Pennyfeather gasped, as the green cloud raged back and forth, "that the Mantl€'s
duration islonger than that of the Pestilence. If not—if not, Stanley, | fear the next skeletonsyou see



will be our own."

It was very hot insde the Mantle. Kitty felt her head beginning to swim. She bit her lip and tried
to concentrate: fainting now would certainly provefatd.

With surprising suddenness, the Pestilence blew itsdf out. The green cloud seemed to implode,
asif—lacking victims—it had been forced to consume its own essence. One moment the whole
transept was aglow with its unhedthy light; the next, it was sucked down into nothing and the
darkness had returned.

A minute passed. Swest dripped down Kitty's nose. No one moved amuscle.

Then, dbruptly, Mr. Pennyfeather began to laugh. It was ahigh, dmost hysterical sound that set
Kitty'steeth on edge. It held atone of exultation carried dightly beyond the norma bounds.
Ingtinctively, she jerked backward, away from him, and stepped out of the Mantle. Shefdt atingle as
she passed through the yellow canopy, then nothing. Shelooked about her for aminute, then took a
deep breath.

"Well, the tomb's open,” she said.

27

Bartimaeus

Evening was drawing closer; the proprietors of the smaller coffeshouses in the backstreets
around the square were ftirring themsalves a lagt, lighting lamps that hung from door beams, and
stacking up the wooden chairs that had spilled out across the pavement through the day. A pedl of
eventide bells was being tolled beneath the dark black spires of old Tyn Church, where my good
friend Tycho lies entombed,= and the streets murmured with Prague's people walking home,

[1] Tycho Brahe (1546—1601), magician, astronomer, and dudlist, perhaps the least offensive of my masters.
Well, in fact quite possibly the most offensive, if you were one of his human contemporaries, since Tycho wasa
passionate fellow, forever getting into fights and trying to kiss friends wives. That was how he lost his nose,
incidentally—it was cut off by alucky stroke during a duel over awoman. | fashioned him afine gold replacement,
together with a delicate tufted stick for burnishing the nostrils, and with this won his friendship. Thereafter he
summoned me mainly when he fancied a good conversation.

For much of the day, the boy had sat dumped at awhite-clothed table outside atavern, reading
asuccession of Czech newspapers and chegp pamphlets. If helooked up, he had agood view of the
Old Town Square, into which the street opened a dozen yards away; if helooked down, he had an
even better view of amediey of empty coffee cups and dishes strewn with sausage scraps and pretzel
crumbs, therelics of his afternoon's consumption.

| was gtting at the sametable, wearing alarge pair of dark glasses and a swanky coat smilar to
his. For token effect, | had placed a pretzel on my plate and broken it into afew pieces, to makeit
look like | wastrying. But of course | ate and drank nothing.=

[2] Mortal food clogs our essences something chronic. If we do devour anything—such as a human, say—it
generaly hasto be still alive, so that its living essence galvanizes our own. This outweighs the burden of



ingesting the useless bone and flesh. Sorry—not putting you off your tea, am 1?

The Old Town Square was one of the largest open areasin the east of the city, an uneven space
of bright cobblestone, spotted with pedestrians and flower stalls. Flocks of birds drifted lazily downin
front of the eegant five-story houses; smoke rose from athousand chimneys. It was as peaceful a
scene as could be wished for, yet | was not at ease.

"Will you stop fidgeting?" The boy dapped his pamphlet on thetable. "I can't concentrate.”
"Canthelpit,” | said. "We'retoo exposed here."

"Relax—werein no danger.”

| looked around furtively. " So you say. We should have stayed in the hotdl "

The boy shook his head. "I'd have gone mad if I'd stayed in that flegpit amoment longer. |
couldn't deep in that bed for dust. And atribe of bedbugs were feasting on me al night—I heard them
popping off me every time | sneezed.”

"If you were dusty, you should have had abath.”

Helooked embarrassed. "Didn't fancy that tub somehow. It was abit too... hungry-looking.
Anyhow, Prague's safe enough; there's hardly any magic here any more. Y ou've seen nothing al the
time we've been ditting here—no imp, no djinni, no spell—and we're in the center of town! No one's
likely to see you for what you are. Relax.”

| shrugged. "If you say 0. It won't be me running around the walls with soldiersjabbing pikes
into my trousers.”

Hewasn' listening. Hed picked up his pamphlet again and was frowning hisway throughiit. |
returned to my afternoon's occupation: namely checking and double-checking the planes.

Heresthe thing: the boy was absolutely right—we'd seen nothing magica dl day. Thiswas not
to say the authorities weren't represented: afew soldiersin dark-blue uniforms with shiny jackboots
and highly burnished capss had wandered repeatedly through the square. (Once, they had stopped at
my master's table and asked for our identification; my master produced hisfake ID, while | performed
a Glaze upon them, so they forgot the object of their query and wandered on.) But we'd seen none of
the magica sorties that were par for the coursein London: search spheres, foliots masquerading as
pigeons, etc.... It al seemed very innocent.

[3] Asarough rule of thumb, the jazzier the uniform, the less powerful the army. In its golden age, Prague's
soldiers wore sober outfits with little decoration; now, to my disgust, they minced about under a heavy weight of
pompous finery: afluffy epaulette here, an extra brass knobble there. Y ou could hear their metal bitsjingling like
bells on cats' collars from far off down the street. Contrast that with London's Night Police: their outfits were the
color of river-dudge, yet they were the onesto fear.

Y et, having said that, | could fed strong magic somewherein the vicinity, not far from wherewe
were, operating vigoroudy on dl the planes. Each onetingled with it, particularly the seventh, whichis
usua ly where the mogt trouble comes. It wasn't aimed at us—Yet; even 0, it made me nervous,
particularly because the boy—being human, young, and arrogant—sensed nothing and persisted in



acting like atourigt. | didn't like being in the open.
"We should have agreed to meet himin alonely spot,” | perssted. "Thisisjust too public.”

The boy snorted. "And give him the opportunity to come dressed asaghul again?1 think not. He
canwear asuit andtielike everyonedse"

Six o'clock drew near. The boy paid our bill and stuffed pamphlets and newspapers hurriedly
into hisrucksack. "The hot-dog stand it is, then," he said. "As before, hang back and protect me if

anything happens.”

"Okay, boss. Y ou're not wearing ared feather thistime. How about arose, or aribbon in your
har?'

"No. Thank you."
"Jugt asking."

We parted in the crowd; | pedled off, keeping close to the buildings on one side, while the boy
continued on out into the center of the square. Since most of the home-goersfor one reason or
another kept to the edges, this made him look dightly isolated. | watched him go. A flock of sparrows
erupted from the cobblestones near his feet and flapped away toward the rooftops high above. |
scanned them anxioudly, but there were no hidden watchers among them. All waswell, for now.

A gentleman with asmdl struggling mustache and an enterprising nature had affixed awheded
brazier to abicycle and had cycled to a vantage point near the middle of the square. Here, he had set
his codsaight, and was busily toasting spiced sausages for the hungry citizens of Prague. A smdll
queue had formed, and to this my magter attached himsdlf, glancing casudly around for the
appearance of Harlequin.

| positioned myself nonchalantly by one of the perimeter walls and surveyed the square. | didn't
likeit: too many windows ablaze with thelight of the dying sun; it wasimpossibleto tel who might be
looking down from them.

Six o'clock came and went. Harlequin did not appear.

The sausage queue shortened. Nathaniel waslagt in line. He shuffled forward, fumbling in his
pocket for some change.

| checked out the passersby in dl the distant fringes of the square. A small knot stood gossiping
below the town hall, but most people were till hurrying homeward, entering and departing down the
roads that fed into the square.

If Harlequin was anywhere close, he gave no sign.

My feding of unease grew. Therewas no magic visble, but ill that tingling sensation on every
plane.

Out of habit, | checked each exit road. There were seven.... That at least was good: plenty of



avenues of escape, should the need arise.

Nathaniel was now second in the queue. A small girl was ahead of him, demanding extra
ketchup on her sausage.

A tal man strode out across the square. He wore a suit and hat; he carried a battered satchdl. |
eyed him up. He seemed abouit the right height for Harlequin, though it was difficult to be sure.

Nathaniel had not yet noticed him. He was watching the smal girl stagger off under the weight of
her vast hot dog.

The man made for Nathanid, walking fast. Too fast, perhaps—amost asif he had some unseen
puUrpose...

| started forward.

The man passed close behind Nathaniel without giving him aglance. He marched away smartly
over the cobbles.

| relaxed again. Perhapsthe boy wasright. | was alittlejittery.

Now Nathaniel was purchasing his sausage. He appeared to be haggling with the vendor about
the amount of extra sauerkraut.

Where was Harlequin? The clock on the tower of the Old Town Hall showed twelve minutes
past six. Hewasvery late.

| heard adistant jingling, somewhere amid the pedestrians on the edges of the square—faint,
rhythmic, like the bells on Lapland deighs, heard far off acrossthe snow. It seemed to come from all
Sidesat once. It wasfamiliar to me, yet somehow different from anything | had heard before.... |
could not placeit.

Then | saw the specks of blue weaving their way through the bystanders at the entrance to every
one of the saven streets, and understood. Boots dapped on cobblestones, sunlight glinted on rifles,
meta paraphernaliajangled on the chests of haf of Prague's armed forces as they shouldered their
way into view. The crowd melted backward, voicesrising in darm. The soldiers stopped suddenly;
solid lines blocked each Street.

| was aready running out across the square.

"Mandrake!" | shouted. "Forget Harlequin. We haveto go."

The boy turned, holding his hot dog. He noticed the soldiersfor thefirst time. "Ah," he said.
"Tiresome."

"Tooright it is. And we can't go over the roofs, either. We're badly outnumbered there, too."

Nathaniel looked up, tresting himself to agrandstand view of several dozen foliots, which had
evidently scrabbled up the roofs on the far side, and were now crouching on the uppermost tilesand



chimneys of every housein the square, leering down a us and making offensive gestures with their
tals

The hot-dog sdller had seen the army cordons; with ayelp of fright, he leaped onto the saddle of
his bicycle and veered furioudy away across the cobblestones, leaving atrail of sausages, sauerkradt,
and hissing red-hot coas behind him.

"They're only human,” Nathanid said. "Thisisnt London, isit? Let's break our way through
them.”

We were running now, toward the nearest street—Karlova.
"] thought you didn't want me to use any violence or obvious magic,” | said.
"Those niceties are past. If our Czech friends want to start something, we can—oh."

We dtill had the cyclist in view when it happened. Asif crazed with fear, uncertain what to do, he
had made two random sorties back and forth across the square; suddenly, head down, feet pumping,
he changed tack, charging straight a one of the army lines. One soldier raised arifle; ashot rang out.
The cyclist gave atwitch, hishead dumped to one side, hisfeet dipped from the pedals and jerked
and juddered againgt the ground. Still carried by its own momentum, the bicycle continued forward at
agreat pace, brazier crashing and banging behind it, until it plowed straight into the breaking line of
soldiers and overturned, spilling body, sausages, hot coa's, and cold cabbage over the nearest men.

My master hdted, panting hard. "I need aShield,” hesaid. "Now."
"Asyouwish."

| raised afinger, willed the Shield around us both: it hung there shimmering, visible on the second
plane—an uneven, potato-shaped orb that shifted when we moved. "Now," the boy said savagely, "a
Detonation. Well blast our way through.”

| looked at him. "Are you sure about that? These men aren't djinn.

"Widll, just knock them aside somehow. Bruise them gently. | don't care. Aslong aswe get
through unscathed—"

A soldier disentangled himsdlf from the mess of sprawling limbs and took swift am. A shot: a
bullet whistled across the thirty-yard space, straight through the Shield and out again, parting
Nathaniel's hair on the crown of his head en route.

The boy glared a me. "And what sort of Shield do you call this?!

| made aface. "They'reusing slver bullets.s The Shield's not safe. Come on—" | turned,
reached out for the scruff of his neck, and in the same movement, made a necessary change. Thedim,
elegant form of Ptolemy grew and roughened; skin turned to stonework, dark hair to green lichen. All
across the square, the soldiers had afine view of a swarthy, bow-legged gargoyle sumping off at
Speed, dragging an angry adolescent beside him.



[4] Just as silver is deeply poisonous to our essences, so isit capable of cutting through many of our
magical defenses like a hot knife through butter. Low in magic though Prague had now become, it seemed they
hadn't forgotten all the old tricks. Not that silver bullets were mainly used on djinn in the old days—they were
generaly employed against a hairier enemy.

"Where are you going?" the boy protested. "We're cut off out herel”
The gargoyle gnashed its horny beak. "Quiet. I'm thinking."

Which was hard enough to doin al that kerfuffle. | sprinted back into the center of the square.
From every Street, soldiers were advancing dowly, rifles at the ready, boots thudding, regdiarattling.
Up on theroofs, the foliots chittered eagerly and began to stalk forward, down the steep inclines,
clawsontilesclicking like the sound of athousand insects. The gargoyle dowed and stopped. More
bullets whizzed past us. Dangling as he was, the boy was vulnerable. | swung him up in front of me;
stone wings descended about him, blocking off the line of fire. This had the extra advantage of
muffling hiscomplants.

A slver bullet ricocheted off my wing, stinging my essence with its poison touch.

Wewere surrounded on al sides: Slver at Street leve, foliots up high. Which |eft only one
option. The middle way.

| retracted awing briefly, held the boy up so he had aquick view of the square. "Take alook," |
sad. "Which house do you think has the thinnest walls?'

For amoment, he was uncomprehending. Then his eyes widened. "Y ou're not—"
"That one? With the pink shutters? Y es, maybe you'reright. Well, let's see...”

And with that, we were off, careering through a shower of bullets—me, beak forward, eyes
narrowed; him, gasping, trying to curl up into aball and shield his head with hisarmsall at once. On
foot, gargoyles can put together a pretty fine turn of speed, provided we pump our wings aswe run,
and I'm pleased to say we left athin scorched trail on the stones behind us as we went.

A brief description of my objective: aquaint four-story building, square, broad, with tall arches
at its base marking out a shopping arcade. Behind it rose the blesk spires of Tyn Church.s The owner
of this house loved it. Each window had twin shutters that had recently been repainted a delightful
pink. Long, low flower boxes sat on every slI, crammed to bursting with pink-white peonies, frilly net
curtains hung chastely acrossthe inside of each window. It was al remarkably twee. The shutters
didn't quite have hearts carved in their wood, but it was a close thing.

[5] I could almost hear old Tycho urging me on. He loved a gamble, Tycho did. He once bet me my freedom
that | couldn't jump across the Vitavain asingle bound on a given day. If | succeeded he was mine to do with as|
wished. Of course, the cunning hound had cal cul ated the date of the spring tides in advance. On the given day,
the river burst its banks and flooded a much wider areathan normal. | landed hoovesfirst in the drink, much to my
master's cruel amusement. He laughed so hard his nose fell off.

Soldiersran forward from two Sde Streets; they converged to cut us off.

Foliots skittered off gutters and descended on looping parachutes of arm skin.



| thought, on balance, the second floor was the one to aim for, midway between our enemies.

| ran, | jumped, my wings creaked and flapped; two tons of gargoyle launched proudly into the
ar. Two bulletsrose to meet us, dso, asmall foliot, somewhat ahead of hisfellows, descended into
our path. The bullets shot by on either side; for his part, the foliot was met by astony fist, which
concertinaed him into something round and flat, resembling an aggrieved pie plate.

Two tons of gargoyle hit awindow on the second floor.

My Shidd was il inforce. The boy and | were thuslargely protected from the glassand
timber, the bricks and plaster exploding al around us. Thisdidn't stop him from crying out in woe,
which was more or lesswhat the old lady Sitting in her Bath chair did aswe flew past her at the
topmost point of our arc. | had abrief glimpse of agentedl bedroom, in which ornamental lacework
was given undue prominence; then we were out of her life once more, exiting swiftly through the
oppositewadll.

Down wefédl, down into the cool shadows of abackstreet in astorm of bricks, through atangle
of washing that some thoughtlessindividua had hung on aline outside hiswindow. We landed heavily,
the gargoyle absorbing most of theimpact in hishoary calves, the boy flung from hisgrasp and rolling
off into the guitter.

| got wearily to my feet; the boy did likewise. The outcry behind uswas muffled now, but neither

soldiers nor foliotswould be long in coming. A narrow street led away into the heart of the Old Town.
Without aword, we took it.

Haf an hour later, we were dumped in the shady overgrowth of an untended garden, catching
our breath. No sounds of pursuit had been heard for many minutes. | had long since returned to
Ptolemy’'s more unobtrusive form.

"S0," | said. "That not-drawing-attention-to-oursalves business. How are we doing?”

The boy didn't answer. He was|looking at something gripped tightly in his hands.

"l suggest we forget Harlequin,” | said. "If he's got any sense, helll be emigrating to Bermuda
after dl thisfuss. Y oull never track him down again.”

"I don't need to," my master said. "Besides, it wouldn't do any good. He's dead.”

"Eh?' My famed e oquence had been sorely tested by events. It was at this point that | redlized
the boy was till holding his hot dog. It waslooking atrifle forlorn after its adventure, the sauerkraut
having been largely replaced by a scrumptious coating of plaster, wood, splinters of broken glass, and
flower petds. The boy was staring at it intently.

"Look, I know you're hungry,” | said. "But that's going a bit far. Let me find you aburger or
something.”

The boy shook his head. With dusty fingers he pried apart the bread. "This," he said dowly, "is



what Harlequin promised us. Our next contact in Prague.”
"A sausage?’

"No, you foal. This..." From undernegath the hot dog, he drew out asmall piece of card,
somewhat bent and ketchup-stained. "Harlequin was the hot-dog seller," he continued. "That was his
disguise. And now he'sdied for his country, so avenging himis part of our misson. But firs—thisis
the magician we mugt find."

He held out the card. Scrawled on it were just four words:
Kavka,

13 Golden Lane

28

Bartimaeus

To my greet relief, the boy appeared to learn something from our close shave in the Old Town
Square. | saw no more of the casua English tourist now; instead, for the rest of that dark,
uncomfortable evening, he alowed meto guide him through Prague's maze of crumbling dleysinthe
appropriate manner—the stealthy, painstaking progress of two spies abroad in an enemy land. We
made our way north with infinite patience, dodging the foot patrols that were now radiating out from
the square by enmeshing ourselves under Concedl ments or, on occasion, entering derelict buildingsto
skulk asthe soldiery tramped by. We were aided by darkness and the comparative scarcity of
meagical pursuit. A few foliots tripped across the rooftops, flashing out questing Pulses, but | diverted
these easily without detection. Beyond that, there was nothing: no demi-afrits unleashed, no djinn of
any capacity. Prague'sleaders were heavily reliant on their unobservant human troops, and of thisl
took full advantage. Less than an hour after we had begun our flight, we had crossed the Vitavaon
the back of avegetable lorry and were making our way on foot through aregion of gardens toward
the cadtle.

In the great days of the Empire, the low hill on which the castle stood had been illuminated, each
day at dusk, by athousand lanterns; these changed color, and occasionally position, at the Emperor's
whim, casting multifarious light upon the trees and houses clinging to its dopes.= Now the lamps were
broken and rusted to their posts. Except for afew feeble orange spots that marked out windows,
Castle Hill was dark before us, enfolded by night.

[1] Each lantern contained a sealed glass pod in which anirritable imp resided. The Master of Lamps, an
hereditary official among the court magicians, stalked along the hillside each afternoon, instructing his captivesin
the colors and intensity required for the night to come. By subtle phrasing of each charge, the nuances achieved
could be subtle or spectacular, but were aways in accordance with the mood at court.

We came at length to the base of a steep flight of cobbled steps. Up above was Golden
Lane—I glimpsed itslights glinting high againgt the gtars, on the very edge of the cold black dab of
hill. Beside the bottom of the stepswas alow wall, and behind thiswas amidden; | |eft Nathaniel
lurking there, while | flew, as abat, on aquick reconnai ssance up the steps.



The eastern steps had changed little, since that distant day when my master's death had rel eased
me from his service. Too much to hope that an afrit would legp out to grab my current master now.
The only presences| could detect were three fat owls, hidden in the avenues of dark trees on either
side of theway. | double-checked; they were owls even on the seventh plane.

Far off acrosstheriver, the hunt was ill in operation. | could hear soldiers whistles shrilling with
sad futility, a sound that gave athrill to my essence. Why? Because Bartimaeus was too fast for them,
that'swhy; because the djinni they wanted was far away dready, flitting and flapping the 256 steps up
Castle Hill. And because somewhere ahead of mein the night silence was the source of the
disurbancethat | till felt tingling on each plane—the odd, unidentified magicd activity. Thingswere
going to get interesting.

The bat passed the tumbled husk of the old Black Tower, once occupied by the Elite Guard, but
home now to no one but a dozen deeping ravens. Beyond it was my objective. A street, narrow and
unassuming, walled by a series of humble cottages—all tall stained chimneys, small windows, cracked
plaster-fronts, and plain wooden doors leading straight onto the road. The place was dwayslikethis,
even in the great years. Golden Lane worked under different rules.

Theroofs, dways sagging, were now beyond repair—amess of warped frames and loosetiles.
| settled on an exposed rib of wood on the endmost cottage and surveyed the street. In the days of
Rudolf, greediest of the emperors, Golden Lane was a center of great magica effort, the objective of
which was nothing less than the creation of the Philosopher's Stone.z Each house was rented to a
different dchemist and, for atime, the tiny cottages hummed with activity.s Even after the search was
abandoned, the street remained home to foreign magicians working for the Czechs. The government
wanted them close beside the castle, where it could keep an eye on them. And so the situation
remained, right through to the bloody night when Gladstone's forces took the city.

[2] A fabled pebble accredited with the ability to turn base metalsinto gold or silver. Itsexistenceis, of
course, utter moonshine, as might be discovered by asking any imp. We djinn can alter the appearance of things
by casting a Glamour or an Illusion; but to permanently shift the true nature of something is quite impossible. But
humans never listen to something that doesn't suit them, and countless lives were expended on this futile search.

[3] The magicians came from all over the known world—from Spain, from Britain, from snowbound Russia,
from the fringes of the Indian deserts—in the hope of winning incalculable reward. Each was master of a hundred
arts, each the tormentor of a dozen djinn. Each drove their savesfor yearsin the great quest; each, in turn, failed
utterly. One by one, their beards turned gray, their hands weakened and palsied, their robes grew faded and
discolored from ceasel ess summonings and experiments. One by one, they tried to give up their positions, only to
find Rudolf was unwilling to let them go. Those who attempted to dlip away found soldiers waiting for them on the
castle steps; others, attempting a magical departure, discovered a strong nexus around the castle, sealing them in.
They did not escape. Many ended in the dungeons; the rest took their own lives. It was, to those of us spirits who
watched the process, a deeply moral tale: our captors had been caught in the prison of their own ambitions.

No foreign magicians dwelled here now. The buildings were smdler than | remembered, huddled
together like seabirds on aheadland. | sensed the old magics, still seeped into the stonework, buit little
that was new. Except... the faint tremoring on the planes was stronger now, its source much closer.
The bat looked about carefully. What could it see? A dog, ferreting in ahole at the foot of one old
wall. A lit window, fringed by thin curtains; inddeit, an old man hunched beside afire. A young
woman, in the glare of adreetlight, waking carefully aong the cobblestonesin high-heeled shoes,
perhaps making for the castle. Blank windows, shut casements, roof holes, and broken chimneys.
Litter blowing inthewind. An upbest scene.

And number 13, hafway down the street, ahovd indigtinguishable from therest initsgriminess



and melancholy, but with aglowing green nexus of force surrounding it on the sixth plane. Someone
wasin, and that someone did not want to be disturbed.

The bat made aquick sortie up and down the street, carefully avoiding the nexus whereit curved
up into theair. Therest of Golden Lanewas dark and quiet, fully obsessed withitslittle activities of
evening. | swooped quickly back the way | had come, down to the bottom of the hill to rouse my
mader.

"I'vefound the place," | said. "Mild defenses, but we should be able to get in. Hurry, while no
onesaround.”

I've said it before, but humans are Smply uselesswhen it comesto getting about. The time it
took for that boy to climb those meady 256 steps, the sheer number of huffs and puffs and gratuitous
pauses for breath he needed, the remarkable color he became—I've never seenthelike.

"1 wish weld brought a paper bag or something,” | told him. ™Y our faceis glowing so muchiit can
probably be seen from the other sde of the Vltava. It's not even avery big hill."

"What—What—kind of—defenses are there?' His mind was gtrictly on the job.

"Himsy nexus" | said. "No problem. Don't you exercise at dl?"

"No. Notime. Too busy."

"Of course. Y ou'retoo important now. | forgot.”

After ten minutes or so, we reached the ruined tower and | became Ptolemy again. Inthisguise,
| led the way to a place where ashdlow incline dropped down onto the Street. Here, while my master
gasped and wheezed gently against the wall, we looked out at the hovels of Golden Lane.

"Appdling lack of condition,” I commented.

"Yes. They should... knock them dl down... and start again.”

"l wastaking about you."

"Which—which oneisit?'

"Number thirteen? That one on theright, three dong. White plaster front. When you've finished
dying, well seewhat we can do.”

A cautious wak aong the shadows of the lane took us to within afew meters of the cottage. My
measter was al for marching up to the front door. | reached out an arm. "Stop right there. The nexusis
directly in front of you. A fingertip farther and you'll set it off."

He stopped. ™Y ou think you can get ingde?"

"l don't think, boy. | know. | was doing thiskind of stuff when Babylon was a smdl-time cattle
gation. Stand aside, watch and learn.”



| stepped up to the frail glowing net of filaments that blocked our way, bent my head close. |
choseasmall hole between the threads and blew gently toward it. My aim wastrue: thetiny diver of
Obedient Breath« passed into the hole and hung there, neither dipping through, nor withdrawing. It
wastoo light to trigger the darm. The rest was easy. | expanded the diver dowly, gently; asit grew, it
pried apart the filaments. In afew minutes, alarge round hole had been crested in the net, not far
above the ground. | remodeled the Breath into the shape of ahoop and stepped nonchalantly through
it."There" | sad. "Your turn."

[4] A type of conjuration formed by an expiration of air from the mouth and a magic sign. Not remotely
connected to the Noisome Wind, which is created in arather different way.

Theboy frowned. "To do what? | till can't see anything.”

With some exasperation, | refigured the Breath to make it visible on the second plane. "Happy
now?" | said. "Just step carefully through that hoop.”

Hedid 0, but still seemed unimpressed. "Huh,” he said. ™Y ou could be making thisup for dl |
know."

"It'snot my fault humansare so blind,” | snapped. "Y et again you're taking my expertise for
granted. Five thousand years of experience a your command, and not even athank-you comes my
way. Fine. If you don't believe thereés anexusthere, I'll happily set it off for you. You'll seethe
magician Kavkacome running.”

"No, no." Hewas hasty now. "I believeyou."

"Areyou sure?" My finger hovered back toward the glowing lines.

"Yes! Cadm down. Now—well creepin a awindow and catch him unawares."
"Fine After you."

He stepped grimly forward, straight into the lines of a second nexus | hadn't noticed.= A loud
sren noise, seemingly conssting of adozen bells and chiming clocks, went off in the house. The noise
continued for several seconds. Nathaniel looked at me. | looked at Nathaniel. Before either of us
reacted, the noise was discontinued, and arattling noise sounded behind the cottage door. The door
was flung open and atall wild-eyed man wearing a skullcap rushed out,s shouting furioudy.

[5] Very subtle, it was. Seventh plane only, the thinnest of thin threads. Anyone could have missed it.

[6] Hedidn't just have a skullcap on; he wore other clothes as well. Just in case you were getting excited.
Look, I'll get to the details later; it's a narrative momentum thing.

"I told you," hecried. "Thisistoo early! It will not be ready until dawn! Will you not leave mein
p—Oh." Hetook heed of usfor thefirgt time. "What the devil ?*

"Close," | said. "Kind of depends on your point of view." | legped forward and grappled him to
the ground. In an ingtant, his hands were up behind his back and nicely tied by the cord of hisdressing
gown.m Thiswasto prevent any quick hand gestures that might have summoned something to hisaid.
@ His mouth was stuffed with a section of Nathanid's shirt, in case of uttered commands. Thisdone, |



bundled him to hisfeet and had him back indoors before my master could even open his mouth to
speak an order. That's how fast adjinni can act when necessary.

[7] See? He had adressing gown on. And pajamas, for that matter. All perfectly respectable.

[8] Also the rude ones, which might have upset the kid.

"Look at that!" | said proudly. "Not even any noticeable violence."

My master blinked. "Y ou've ruined my shirt,” hesaid. "Y ouvetornit in haf.”
"Shame," | said. "Now close the door. We can discussthisinsde.”

With the door closed, we were able to take stock of our surroundings. Mr. Kavkas house
could best be described by the term scholarly squalor. The entire floor, and every item of furniture
on it, was covered with books and |oose manuscripts: in places they formed intricate strata many
inchesthick. Thesein turn were covered with athin crust of dust, scatterings of pensand quills, and
numerous dark and pungent items, which had the nasty look of being leftovers from the magician's
lunches over the preceding month or two. Beneath dl thiswas alarge worktable, achair, aleather
sofaand, in the corner, a primitive rectangular sink, with asingletap. A few stray parchments had
migrated into the Sink; too.

It seemed that the first floor of the cottage was entirely taken up by the one room. A window at
the back looked down onto the hillside and the night: lights from the city far below shone dimly
through the glass. A wooden ladder extended up through aholein the celling, presumably to a
bedchamber. It did not look asif the magician had gone that way for sometime: on close inspection,
his eyeswere gray rimmed, his cheeks yellow with fatigue. He was also extremely thin, stlanding with
crumpled posture, asif adl energy had drained out of him.

Not a particularly imposing sight, then—either the magician or hisroom. Y et this was the source
of the trembling on the seven planes: | felt it, stronger than ever. 1t made my teeth rattle in my gums.

"Sit him down," my magter said. "The sofawill do. Push that rubbish out of theway. Right." He
sat on the corner of the worktable, oneleg on the floor, the other dangling casualy. "Now," he
continued, addressing his captive smoothly in Czech, "I haven't much time, Mr. Kavka. | hope you
will cooperate with me."

The magician gazed at him with histired eyes. He gave anoticeable shrug.

"l warn you," the boy went on. "'l am amagician of great power. | control many terrifying
entities. Thisbeing you see before you'—here | rolled my shoulders back and puffed my chest up
menacingly—"is but the meanest and least impressive of my daves™ (Here | dumped my shoulders
and stuck my stomach out.) "'If you do not give metheinformation | desire, it will be theworsefor
you."

Mr. Kavka made an incoherent noise; he nodded his head and rolled his eyes.

The boy looked a me. "What's that mean, d'you think?'



"How do | know? | suggest taking out the gag and finding out."

"All right. But if he utters one syllable of any kind of spdll, destroy him ingtantly!" To accompany
this, the boy attempted an expression of terrible malignity that made him look asif he had an ulcer. |
removed the gag. The magician coughed and spluttered for atime. He was no more coherent than
before.

Nathanid rapped his knuckles on an exposed bit of table. "Pay attention, Mr. Kavka!l | want
you to listen very carefully to dl my questions. Slence, | warn you, will get you nowhere. To begin—"

"1 know why you have come!" The voice erupted from the magician's mouth with al the force of
ariver in spate. It was defiant, aggrieved, endlesdy weary. ™Y ou do not need to tell me. It isthe
manuscript! Of course! How could it be anything else, when | have gpplied my dl to its mysteriesfor
thelast sx months? It has eaten up my life during thistime; see—it has robbed me of my youth! My
skin shrivelswith every scratch of the pen. The manuscript! It could be nothing elsel”

Nathaniel was taken aback. " A manuscript? Well, possbly. But let me make mysdlf cl—"

"1 have been sworn to secrecy,” Mr. Kavka continued; "I have been threstened with death—but
what do | care now? Once was quite enough. Twice—that isimpossible for any single man. See how
my energy haswithered—" He held up his bound wrists againgt the light; they were sticklike and
shaking, the skin so thin the light shone through between the bones. " That iswhat he has done to me.
Beforethis, | burned with life."

"Y es—but what—"

"I know exactly who you are," the man continued, speaking over my master asif he did not
exig. "An agent of the British government. | expected you in time, though not, | admit, someone so
young and hopelessly inexperienced. If you had arrived amonth ago, you might have saved me. Asit
Is, it meanslittle enough. | care not.” He gave aheartfelt Sgh. "It is behind you, on thetable.”

The boy looked back, reached out and picked up apaper. As he did so, he cried out in sudden
pain; dropped it ingtantly. "Aahh! It'scharged! A trick—"

"Don't show your youth and inexperience,” | said. ™Y ou're embarrassing me. Can't you see what
that is? Anyone with eyes could tell you it'sthe center of al the magica activity in Prague. It'sno
wonder it gave you ashock. Use that poncy handkerchief in your pocket and study it more closdly.
Thentdl mewhat itis”

| knew aready, of course. I'd seen such things before. But it did me good to see that
trumped-up boy shivering with fright, too startled to disobey my ingtructions, wrapping hishand in his
flouncy handkerchief, and picking the document up again with the utmost care. It was alarge-scale
manuscript, cut from calfskin, no doubt stretched and dried in accordance with the old methods—a
thick, creamy parchment, beautifully smooth and crackling with power. This power came, not from
the material, but from the words upon it. They were written in an unusua ink, equal partsred and
black,= and flowed beautifully from right to left, from the base of the page up toward thetop; line
upon line of intricate, calligraphic runes. The boy's eyes were wide with wonder. He sensed the
artistry, the labor that had gone into thiswork, even if he could not read the marks. Perhaps he would
have articulated this astonishment if hed been ableto get aword in. But the magician, old Kavka, was



gill snging like acanary, good and true.

[9] I speculate that these symbolize the power of earth (black) and the blood of the magician (red), which
givesthat earthitslife. But thisis only speculation: | am not privy to golem magic.

"Itign't finished yet," he said. "Y ou can see that. Another haf-line needsto be added. A full
night'swork before me: anight that will be my last in any case, snce hewill surdy kill me, if theink
itself does not drain my blood. Y ou see the pace at the top—that smadll, square box? His employer
will write hisown namethere. That isthe only blood he needs to expend to control the creature. It
works out very well for him, oh yes. Less so for poor Kavka."

"What is hisname?' | asked. Best to get right to the point, | find.

"The employer?' Kavkalaughed—a harsh sound, like aninsane old bird. "I do not know. | have
never met him."

The boy was il staring at the manuscript in adaze. "Thisisfor another golem™ he said dowly.
"1t'l be put in its mouth to animate it. HE's giving the paper hislifeblood, which will feed into the
golem...." Helooked up at Kavka, with horrified wonder on hisface. "Why areyou doing this?' he
asked. "It'skilling you."

| made an urgent gesture. "That's not what we need to know,” | said. "We've got to find out
who. Time's running out and dawn's not far off."

But the magician wastaking again, afaint dullnessin his gaze suggesting he no longer saw us
clearly. "Because of Karl, of course" hesaid. "And Mia. | have been promised their safereturnif |
creste these things. Y ou must understand that | do not believe this, but | cannot give up the one smdll
hope | have. Perhaps he will honor it. Perhaps not. Probably they are dready dead." He brokeinto a
hideous, wracking cough. "In truth—I fear thismust be s0."

The boy was blank. "Karl, Mia? | don't understand.”

"They arethe only family | have," the magician said. "How sad it isthey have beenlodt. Itisan
unjust world. But when you are offered achink of light, you climb toward it—even you, a cursed
Briton, must understand that. | could not ignore the only chance | had to see their faces again.”

"Where are they, your family?' Nathaniel asked.

"Hah!" The magician dtirred at this; abrief light flared in hiseyes. "How do | know? Some
godforsaken prison ship? The Tower of London? Or are their bones dready burned and buried? That
Isyour province, English boy—you tell me. Y ou are from the British government, | suppose?’

My master nodded.

"The person you seek wishes your government no good." Kavka coughed again. "But then—you
know this. That iswhy you are here. My government would kill me, if it knew what | had done. They
do not want anew golem created in case it brings another Gladstone down upon Prague, wielding
that terrible Staff."



"| takeit," the boy said, "that your relatives are Czech spies? They went to England?”

The magician nodded. "And were captured. | heard nothing of them. Then agentleman came
caling, said his employer would restore them to me, dive, if | reveded the secrets of the golem, if |
created the necessary parchment. What could | do? What would any father do?"

Uncharacteristically, my master was slent. Uncharacteristically, | was, too. | looked at Kavka's
emaciated face and hands, his dulling eyes, saw in them the endless hours spent stooped over his
books and papers, saw him pouring hislifeinto the page on the smdl off chance that hisfamily might
be returned to him.

"Thefirgt parchment | completed amonth ago,” Kavkasaid. "That was when the messenger
atered hisdemands. Two golemswere required now. Invain, | argued that it would kill me, that |
would not liveto see Miaand Karl again.... Ah, heiscrudl. He would not listen.”

"Tdl usabout this messenger,” the boy said suddenly, "and if your children are dive, | will return
themto you. | guaranteeit.”

The dying man made agreet effort. His eyesfocused on my master; their dimness was replaced
by a searching strength. He appraised Nathaniel carefully. "Y ou are very young to be making such
promises,” he whispered.

"] am arespected member of the government,” Nathanid said. "I have power—"

"Y es, but can you betrusted?' Kavka gave aheavy sigh. "You are British, after dl. | will ask
your demon—" He did not look away from Nathaniel as he spoke. "What do you say?Ishe
trustworthy?"

| puffed out my cheeks, blew hard. "Tricky one. HEsamagician. By definition held sell hisown
grandmother for sogp. But he's margindly less corrupt than some of them. Possibly. A bit.”

Nathaniel looked a me. "Thanks for that ringing endorsement, Bartimaeus.”

"Y ourewecome.”

But rather to my surprise, Kavkawas nodding. "Very wdll. | leaveit to your conscience, boy. |
will not live to seethem in any case. Intruth, | am worn away. | care not afig for you or him—you
can go on tearing each other'sthroats out until al Britain liesravaged. But | will tell you what | know,
and et that be an end." He began to cough weskly, his chinlow againgt his chest. "Be assured of one
thing. | will not complete this manuscript now. Y ou will not have two golems enlivening the streets of
London."

"Now, thet isapity,” adeep voice sad.

29

Nathaniel



Quite how he had arrived there, Nathanid could not have said. Neither externa nexus had been
triggered, and not one of them—Nathaniel, Kavka, even Bartimaeus—had heard him enter the house
itself. Y et there he was, leaning casualy againgt the loft ladder, brawny armsfolded across his chest.

Nathanid's mouth opened. No words came out—nothing but a horrified gasp of recognition.
The bearded mercenary. Smon Lovelace's hired n.

After thefighting at Heddleham Hall some two years earlier, the mercenary had evaded capture.
Government agents had hunted for him high and low, in Britain and across the Continent, but without
success—no trace was ever found. In time, the police moved on; they closed their filesand gave up
the search. But Nathaniel could not forget. One terrible image was seared on his memory: the
mercenary emerging from the shadows of Lovelace's study, carrying the Amulet of Samarkand, his
coat stained with the blood of a murdered man. For years, the image had hung likeacloud in
Nathanid's mind.

And now the assassin siood two meters away, cold eyes surveying them eachin turn.

Asbefore, heradiated amdign vitaity. Hewastal and muscular, blue-eyed and heavy of brow.
He appeared to have trimmed his beard alittle, but wore hisblack hair longer, halfway down his
neck. His clothes were jet-black—aloose shirt, a padded tunic, trousers broad above the knee, high
boots that swelled about the calf. His swaggering confidence battered against Nathanid like afig.
Nathaniel wasimmediately conscious of hisown paltry strength, of the weakness of hislimbs.

"Don't bother introducing us, Kavka," the man said. Hisvoice was lazy, deep, and dow. "We
three are old acquaintances.”

The old man gave along, sad sigh, which was hard to interpret. "It would be pointlessin any
case. | know none of your names.”

"Names have never been an issuefor us."
If the djinni was Sartled, it gave no Sign. ™Y ou got your boots back, | see” it said.
The dark brows knotted. "1 said that you'd pay for that. And so you will. Y ou and the boy."

Until thismoment, Nathaniel had been sitting on Kavka's desk, transfixed by shock. Now, ina
concerted effort to assert some authority, he pushed forward and stood upright, hands on hips.

"You'reunder arest," he sad, glaring fiercely at the mercenary as he spoke.

The man returned his gaze with such baeful unconcern that Nathaniel felt himsdlf shrinking and
cowering where he stood. In fury, he cleared histhroat. "Did you hear what | said?'

The man'sarm moved—so fast that Nathaniel barely registered it—and asword rested in his
hand. It pointed lazily in Nathanid's direction. "Whereis your wegpon, child?"

Nathaniel jutted out his chin defiantly and jerked athumb toward Bartimaeus. "There," he said.
"He's an afrit at my sole command. One word from me and helll tear you apart.”



Thedjinni seemed alittle taken aback. "Er, yes," it said doubtfully. "That'sright.”

A glacia smile spread benegath the beard. "Thisisthe creature you had with you before. It failed
to kill me then. What makes you think it have more luck thistime?'

"Practice makes perfect,” the djinni said.

"How true." Another flicker of movement, another blur about his person—and in his other hand
he held an S-shaped metal disc. "I have practiced long with this," the mercenary said. "It will cut
through your essence and till return to my outstretched hand.”

"By that point, you wouldn't have ahand left to catch with" Nathaniel said. "He'sfast, my afrit
is. Like agtriking cobra. HEd have you before that thing left your grasp.” He glanced between djinni
and mercenary. Neither looked overly convinced.

"No demonisasfast asme," the mercenary sad.

"Isthat 307" Nathanid replied. "Youjust try him."

Bartimaeusraised a hasty finger. "Now look here—"

"Give him your best shot.”

"l might just do that."

"See what happensto you."

"Hey, steady on," the djinni said. "This macho posturing isal very well, but leave me out of it,
please. Why don't you two have an arm wrestle, or compare biceps or something? Work your
tensonsout that way."

Nathanid ignored him. "Bartimaeus," he began, "'l order you—"

At that moment something unexpected happened. Kavka stood up.

"Stay whereyou arel" The mercenary's eyes swiveled, the sword point shifted.

Kavkadid not seem to have heard. He swayed dightly where he was, then tottered forward,
away from the sofa, across the paper-strewn floor. His bare feet made little crunching noisesas he
trod upon the parchments. In acouple of steps he had reached the table. A bone-thin arm shot out
and seized the golem manuscript from Nathaniel'sloose grasp. He stood back, hugging it to his chest.

The mercenary made asif to hurl hisdisc, but paused. "Put that down, Kavkal" he growled.
"Think of your family—think of Mia"

Kavkas eyes were closed; he was swaying again. He raised his face toward the celling. "Mia?
Sheislogt tome”

"Complete that paper tonight, and you will see her tomorrow, | swear it!"



The eyes opened. They weredull, but lucid. "What matter? | will be dead by dawn. My life
forceisdready drained away."

A look of intenseirritation had appeared on the mercenary's face. He was not the kind of man
who enjoyed negotiation. "My employer assures me that they are safe and well,” he said. "We can
remove them from prison tonight and fly them to Prague by morning. Think hard—do you wish all this
work to be wasted?"

Nathaniel glanced at the djinni. It was shifting position dowly. The mercenary did not appear to
have noticed. Nathanidl cleared histhroat, sought to distract him further. "Don't listen to him, Kavka,"
hesad. "Heslying."

The mercenary flashed Nathaniel alook. "It isameatter of intense displeasureto me," he said,
"that you were not caught this afternoon in the square. | gave the police the most careful ingtructions,
yet dill they bungled it. | should have tackled you mysdlf.”

"You knew we were here?' Nathanid said.

"Of course. Y our timing was most ingppropriate. Another day or two and it would have been
irrelevant—I'd have been back in London with the completed manuscript. Y our investigationswould
have cometo nothing. Asit was, | needed to keep you occupied. Hence my tip-off to the police.”

Nathanid's eyes narrowed. "Who told you I'd be coming?'

"My employer, of course,” the mercenary said. "I told the Czechs and they followed that
bumbling British agent around dl day, knowing he would eventualy lead them to you. Incidentadly,
they believe you to bein Prague to plant abomb. But dl that is academic now. They let me down.”

He had the sword and disc outstretched as he spoke, his eyesflicking between Nathanid and
the magician. Nathaniel's head was awhirl—hardly anyone had known he was coming to Prague, yet
somehow the mercenary had been informed. Which meant... No, he had to concentrate. He saw
Bartimaeus till inching Sdeways, subtleasasnail. A little farther and the djinni would be out of view,
in just theright position to attack.

"1 see you found another foul traitor to replace Lovelace," he snapped.

"Loveace?' The man's brows flickered with mild amusement. "He was not my main employer
even then. He was nothing but a s deshow, an amateur, much too eager for success. My master
encouraged him, asfar asit went, but Lovelace was not hisonly tool. Nor am | his only servant now."

Nathaniel was besde himsdf with fury. "Who isit? Who do you work for?"

" Someone who payswell. Surely that isobvious. Y ou are astrange little magician.”

At that moment, the djinni, which had shuffled successfully to the fringes of the mercenary's gaze,
raised its hand to strike. But in the same ingtant, Kavka acted. All thiswhile, he had been standing

beside Nathanidl, holding the golem parchment in his hands. Now, without aword, his eyestight shut,
he tensed suddenly, and ripped the manuscript in half.



The effect was unexpected.

An outpouring of magical force surged from the torn parchment and blasted around the cottage
like an earthquake. Nathaniel wastossed into the air amid amadstrom of flying objects: djinni,
mercenary, table, sofa, paper, pens, splashing ink. For asplit second Nathaniel could see the three
visble planes shaking at different rates: everything was multiplied three times. The wals shuddered,
thefloor tipped. The eectric light crackled and went out. Nathaniel crashed heavily against the floor.

The surge poured away, through the floorboards, down into the earth. The manuscript's charge
was gone. The planes steadied, the reverberations died. Nathanidl raised his head. He was dumped
benesath the upturned sofa, looking toward the window. The lights of the city till shonethrough it, but
seemed oddly higher than before. It took amoment to grasp what had happened. The entire cottage
had tipped, and was perched right on the edge of the hill. The floorboards ran down in agentle
gradient toward the window. As he watched, many little objects came diding pagt, to rest up against
thetilted wall.

The room was quite dark and filled with the rustling noise of gently settling paper. Where was
the mercenary? Where was Bartimaeus? Nathaniel lay very gill beneath the sofa, eyeswide asa
rabbit'sin the night.

He could see Kavkawell enough. The old magician waslying faceup on histilted sink with a
dozen sheets of paper floating down upon him in amakeshift shroud. Even from adistance, Nathaniel
could see that he was dead.

Theweight of the sofa pressed heavily upon one of Nathaniel'slegs, pinning it to thefloor. He
dearly wanted to shift it off, but knew it wastoo risky. Helay quiet, watched and listened.

A footstep; afigure coming dowly into view. The mercenary paused beside the body on the
snk, inspected it for amoment, uttered aquiet curse, and moved on to rummage through the
scattered furniture near the window. He went dowly, legs tensed againgt the gradient of the floor. He
no longer held his sword, but something silvery shonein hisright hand.

Finding nothing among the debris, the mercenary began to climb back across the room, head
swinging methodicaly from sideto Sde, eyes squinting in the darkness. In horror, Nathaniel saw that
he was drawing ever closer to the sofa. Nathaniel could not retreat: the sofa that protected him from
view aso trgpped him. He bit hislip, trying to recall the words of an appropriate summoning.

The mercenary appeared to notice the upturned sofafor the first time. For two seconds, he
stood very gill. Then, silver disc in hand, he bent his knees and crouched down to lift the sofafrom
Nathanid's cringing heed.

And Bartimaeus appeared behind him.

The Egyptian boy was floating above thetilted floor; its feet hung limp, its hand was
outstretched. A slver nimbus played about itsform, flashing upon the white cloth around itswaist and
shining darkly initshair. The djinni whistled once, ajaunty sound. In ablur of movement the
mercenary spun; the disc Ieft hishand; it whistled through the air, cut through the radiance a
Bartimaeus's side and looped out across the room.



"Nah-nah, you missed,” the djinni said. An Inferno erupted from itsfingers and engulfed the
mercenary where he stood. A gobbet of flame enveloped his upper body; he cried out, clutching at his
face. He sumbled forward, casting ared-yellow radiance on the room, glaring through hisfiery
clutching fingers.

Thewhistling disc reached the farthest point of the room; with achange of timbre, it doubled
back, shooting toward the mercenary's hand. En routeit diced through the Egyptian boy's side.
Nathaniel heard the djinni cry out; saw the boy's form flicker and shake.

The disc returned to the burning hand.

Nathaniel pulled hisleg clear of the sofa; he pushed it frantically from him and, sumbling on the
uneven floor, clawed himsdf to hisfest.

The Egyptian boy vanished. Initsplace, lit by the flames, alimping rat scurried into the shadows.
The burning man stalked after it, eyes blinking in the heat. His clothes were blackening on his body;
the disc glinted redly in hisfingers.

Nathaniel tried to command histhoughts. Next to him was the loft |adder, which had toppled to
lodge diagondly againgt the celling. He steadied himsdlf againgt it.

Therat hurried across an aged parchment. The paper cracked loudly under itsfest.

The disc diced the parchment in haf; the rat gave a squesk and rolled to the side.

Burning fingers moved; two more discs gppeared in them. Therat scampered away frantically,
but was not fast enough. A disc embedded itself in the floorboards, snaring the rat's tail beneath a
slver barb. Therat thrashed weskly, trying to pull itself free.

The mercenary stalked over. He raised a smoldering boot.

With afurious effort, Nathanidl didodged theloft ladder, causing it to fal heavily upon the
mercenary's back. Caught off-guard, the man lost hisbalance and fell Sdewaysin a shower of sparks.
He landed on the cottage floor, setting light to manuscriptsall around.

Therat gave agreat heave, pulled itstail free. With ajerking leap, it landed by Nathaniel'sside.
"Thanksfor that," it gasped. "Did you see how | lined him up for you?"

Nathanid was staring wide-eyed at the lumbering figure, who was hurling the ladder from himin
agpasm of rage, seemingly indifferent to the surrounding flames. "How can he survive?' he
whispered. "Thefirésal over him. He's burning up.”

"Just hisclothes, | fear," therat said. "His body's quite invulnerable. But weve got him by the
window now. Watch out.”

It raised asmall pink paw. The bearded man turned and saw Nathanie for thefirst time. He
snarled in rage, lifted ahand; something silver sparkled there. He reached back—

And was met with the full force of aHurricane head on: it rushed from the rat's paw, lifted him



off hisfeet, and sent him backward through the window, surrounded by a glittering cascade of broken
glass and burning scraps of paper that were whipped up with him off the floor. Out into the night he
fdl, outward and far away down the hill into the night, his descent marked by the flames till licking up
from his body. Nathanid saw him bounce once, digantly, then lie dill.

Therat was dready racing up the doping floor toward the cottage door. "Come on,” it cried.
"Think that'll stop him?Weve five minutes, maybe ten.”

Nathaniel scrambled after it, over piles of smoldering paper and out into the night, triggering first
one nexus, then the other. The drone of the darms rose up into the sky and roused the inhabitants of
Golden Lane from their melancholic dreams, but rat and boy were aready beyond the ruined tower
and racing down the castle steps asif dl the demons ever summoned were clamoring at their hedls.

L ate the following morning, wearing fresh clothes and amilliner'swig, and flourishing anewly
stolen pass, Nathaniel crossed the Czech border into British-controlled Prussia. Hitching into the town
of Chemnitz in abaker's van, he went straight to the British consulate and explained his position.
Phone calls were made, passwords checked, and hisidentity verified. By midafternoon he was
aboard a plane departing the local aerodrome for London.

Thedjinni had been dismissed at the border, since the stress of the prolonged summoning was
wearing Nathaniel out. He had had little deep for days. The aircraft waswarm, and despite hisdesire
to puzzle through the mercenary's words, his weariness and the hum of the engines had their effect.
Almost before the plane | eft the ground, Nathaniel was adeep.

An attendant woke him at Box Hill. "Sir, we have arrived. A car awaitsyou. Y ou are requested
to make haste.”

He emerged onto the exit sairs under alight, cold drizzle. A black limousine was waiting beside
thelanding strip. Nathaniel descended dowly, still scarcely awake. He half-expected to see his master
there, but the backseat was empty. The chauffeur touched his cap as he opened the door.

"Ms. Whitwell's compliments, Sir," hesaid. ™Y ou are to come to London immediately. The
Resistance have struck in the heart of Westmingter, and—Well, you will seethe resultsfor yourself.
Thereisno timeto lose. We have an unfolding disaster on our hands.”

Wordlesdy, Nathaniel climbed into the car. The door clicked shut behind him.

30
Kitty

Theflight of stairskept to the contour of the pillar above, circling down clockwise into the
ground. The passageway wastight and the ceiling low. Even Kitty was forced to stoop, and Fred and
Nick—who were practicaly bent double—had to descend sideways, in the manner of two awkward
crabs. Theair was hot and faintly foul.



Mr. Pennyfeather led theway, hislantern set to its strongest illumination. Everyone dsedid
likewise, their spirits rising with the renewed light. Now that they were safely underground, there was
no chance that anyone would see them. The dangerous part was over.

Kitty followed the scuffling Nick, with Stanley treading close behind. Even with hislantern at her
back, the shadows seemed intent on closing in; they darted and leaped incessantly at the corners of
her vison.

A goodly number of spiders had made their homesin crevices on either sde of the stairs. From
Mr. Pennyfeather's curses, it was evident that he was having to clear his path through a hundred years
of choking cobwebs.

The descent did not take long. Kitty counted thirty-three steps, and then she was stepping
through ahinged metd grille and out into an open space, ill defined by lantern light. She stepped aside
to dlow Stanley to exit from the stairwell, too, then pulled her balaclava off. Mr. Pennyfeather had
just done likewise. Hisface wasfaintly flushed, hisring of gray-white hair spiky and disheveled.

"Welcome," he whispered, in ahigh, hoarse voice, "to Gladstone's tomb.”

Kitty'sfirst sensation was of the sheer imagined weight of ground above her. The celling had
been constructed from neatly carved stone blocks; with the passing years, the alignment of these
stones had shifted. Now they bulged ominoudly in the center of the chamber, pressing down against
the wesk light asif they wished to snuff it out. The air wasfull of taint, and smoke twirled from the
lanterns and wreathed thickly againgt the celling. Kitty found hersdlf clutching indinctively a each
bresth.

The crypt itsdf wasfairly narrow, perhaps only four meterswide at its broadest point; itslength
was indeterminate, extending away into the shadow beyond the radiance of their lights. Itsfloor was
flagged and bare, except for athick carpeting of white mold that, in places, had extended hafway up
thewalls. The industrious spiders of the stairwell seemed not to have ventured through the grille: there
were no cobwebs to be seen.

Cut into the sdewall of the chamber, directly opposite the entrance, was along shelf, bare
except for three glass hemigpheres. Although the glasswas dirty and cracked, Kitty could just make
out the remnants of acirclet of dried flowersinsde each one: ancient lilies, poppies, and sticks of
rosemary, dotted with brackish lichen. The burid flowers of the great magician. Kitty shuddered and
turned to the main focus of the company's attention—the marble sarcophagus directly below the shdlf.

It was eight feet long and five feet high, plainly carved without ornament or inscription of any
kind, except for abronze plaque that had been affixed to the center of one sde. Itslid, aso of marble,
sat on top, though Kitty thought it looked dightly askew, asif it had been dropped into place hurriedly
and |eft unadjusted.

Mr. Pennyfeather and the others were crowding around the sarcophagus in great excitement.

"It'sin the Egyptian Syle," Annewas saying. "Typicad grandiosity, wanting to follow the
pharaohs. No hieroglyphs, though."



"What'sthis say?' Stanley was peering at the plague. "Can't make it out."

Mr. Pennyfeather was squinting, too. "It'sin some devilish tongue. Hopkins might have read it,
but it's no good to us. Now—" He straightened and tapped his stick against the sarcophagus lid.
"How can we get thisthing open?’

Kitty's brow furrowed with distaste and something approaching apprehension. "Do we need to?
What makesyou think the suff'sin there?"

Mr. Pennyfeether's nervousness reveded itsdlf in hisbrittleirritation. "Waell, it's hardly going to be
lying about on the floor—isit, girl? The old ghoul will have wanted it close by him, evenin degth. The
rest of theroom'sempty.”

Kitty held her ground. "Have you checked?"

"Ah! A waste of time! Anne—take alantern and check the far end. Make sure there aren't any
acovesinthefar sde. Frederick, Nicholas, Stanley—weéll need al our strength to shift this. Can you
get purchase on it, your side? We may need the rope.”

Asthe men gathered around, Kitty stood back to watch Anne's progress. It immediately
became obvious that Mr. Pennyfeather was correct. After afew steps, Anné's lantern illuminated the
far wall of the chamber, asmooth surface of clear stone blocks. She swept the light acrossit afew
times, checking for niches or the outline of doors, but there was nothing to be seen. Shrugging a
Kitty, shereturned to the center of the room.

Stanley had produced his rope and was assessing one end of thelid. "It'sgoing to be hard to
loop it," he said, scratching the back of his head. "Can't wind it around anything. And it'stoo heavy to
lift...."

"Wemight lug it sdeways,” Fred said. "I'm game."
"Nah, it'stoo heavy. Solid sone.”
"There may not be much friction,” Nick pointed out. " The marble's smooth enough.”

Mr. Pennyfeather wiped the swegt from his brow. "Well, boys—well haveto try. The only
aternativeisigniting asphere on it, and that might damage the goods. If you, Fred, set your boots
againg thewadll, well get extraleverage. Now, Nick—"

While the discussion proceeded, Kitty bent down to inspect the bronze plague. It was thickly
covered in nest little wedge-shaped marks, arranged together to form what were evidently words or
symbols. Not for the first time, Kitty regretted her own ignorance. Knowledge of obscure scriptswas
not something you were taught at school, and Mr. Pennyfeather had refused to allow his company to
study the spell books they had stolen. She wondered idly whether Jakob's father would have been
ableto read this script, and what it would have told him.

"Kitty, shift out of the way, will you? Therésagood girl." Stanley had taken hold of one corner
of thelid, Nick was on another, and Fred—who had an end dl to himself—had braced afoot against
thewadll, just beneath the shelf. They were readying themselvesfor thefirst effort. Biting her lip at



Stanley's facetiousness, Kitty got to her feet and moved away, wiping her face against her deeve.
Swest was beading her skin; theair in the crypt was very close.

"Now, boys! Push!" With snarls of effort, the men set to. Anne and Mr. Pennyfeather held
lanterns up around the three to illuminate their progress. Light glistened on contorted faces, grinning
teeth, dripping brows. Just for amoment, afaint grinding noise could be heard above their groaning.

"All right—rest!" Nick, Fred, and Stanley collapsed with gasping cries. Mr. Pennyfeather
hobbled around, clapping them soundly on the shoulders. "It moved! Definite movement! Well done,
my lads! No sign of theinterior yet, but well get there. Take a bregther, then well try again.”

And so0 they did. And yet again. Each time, their gasps grew louder, their muscles cracking with
the effort; each time, the lid moved sdeways alittle more, then stubbornly stopped again. Mr.
Pennyfeather urged them on, dancing about them like ademon, hislimp amost forgotten, hisface
contorted in the bouncing light. "Push—that'sit'—our fortune isinches below your noses, if you justll
put in the effort! Oh—push, damn you, Stanley! A little further! Break your backsfor it, boys!"

Picking up adiscarded lantern, Kitty idled about the empty crypt, scuffing her snegkersin the
thick white mold, marking time. She dawdled to the far end of the chamber, dmost to thewall, then
turned and dawdled back.

Something occurred to her, ahaf-perceived oddity waving vaguely at the back of her mind. For
amoment, she couldn't pin down what it was, and the cheer that came from the others after a
particularly successful heave provided further distraction. She spun on her hedls, looking back toward
thefar wall, and raised her lantern.

A wal—no more, noless.

Then what wasit that...?

Themold. Thelack of it.

All around her, underfoot, the white mold stretched; scarcely asingle flagstone remained free.
And on both sides, the walls had been subjected likewise. The mold was gradudly extending up
toward the celling. One day, perhaps, the whole room would be swathed init.

Y et on the far wall, there was not a single scrap of mold. The blocks were clean, their outlines as
sharp asif the builders had departed that very afternoon.

Kitty turned to the others. "Hey—"

"That'sit! Onemoreturn'l doit, ladg!" Mr. Pennyfeather was practically capering. 'l canseea
space now in the corner! Another heave and well be thefirst to see old Gladstone since they tucked
hisbones awvay!"

No one heard Kitty; no one paid her the dightest bit of attention.

She turned back to the far wall. No mold at all... It didn't make sense. Perhaps these clean
blocks were made of adifferent kind of stone?



Kitty stepped across to touch the blocks; as she did so, her shoe caught on the uneven floor and
shefél forward. Sheraised her handsto brace hersdlf against the wall—and fdll right throughit.

Aningtant later, she crashed hard against the flagstones of the floor, jarring her wrists and knee.
The lantern bounced from her outstretched hand and clattered down beside her.

Kitty screwed up her eyesin pain. Her knee was throbbing badly, and dl her fingerstingled with
the shock of thefall. But her strongest sensation was one of puzzlement. How had it happened? She
was sure shed fdlen againgt the wall, yet she seemed to have passed through it asif it wasn't there.

Behind her came afearsome grinding, followed by aterrific crash, severd whoops of triumph
and dso, somewhereamid it dl, acry of pain. She heard Mr. Pennyfeather'svoice. "Wel done, my
boys! Well done! Stop sniveling, Stanley—you're not badly hurt. Gather around—et'stake alook at
him!"

They'd doneit. This she had to see. Stiffly, painfully, Kitty raised hersaf on hands and kneesand
reached out for the [antern. She got to her feet and, as she did so, thelantern light illuminated allittle of
the space shewasin.

Despite hersdf, despite the time she had spent out on campaign, despite al the narrow escapes,
the traps, the demons, and the deaths of her friends, the shock of what she now saw set her gasping
and trembling again like the child she'd been on theiron bridge so many years before. Her pulse
thudded in her ears; her head swam. She heard along, high, piercing wail echoing acrossthe
chamber, and jumped, before redizing that it came from her own mouth.

Behind her, the eager celebrations went suddenly silent. Anne'svoice. "What was that? Where's
Kitty?"

Kitty was gtill staring straight ahead. "'I'm here," she whispered.
"Kitty!"

"Whereareyou?'

"Drat the girl—has she gone up the stairs? Nicholas, go and look.”
"Kitty!"

"I'm right here. At the far end. Can't you see?' She could not raise her voice; her throat felt too
tight. "I'm here. And I'm not done...."

The true end of the chamber was not much farther than the illusory one through which she had
falen, perhaps only three meters away from where she stood. The white mold had disregarded the
fase barrier and marched straight through: it clad the walls and floor and what lay on the floor, and
shone with asickly radiancein the cold light of her lantern. But despiteitsthick coating, it did not
obscure the objects that lay arranged in aneat row between the walls; their nature was al too clear.
There were six of them lying packed together, side by side, their heads flung out toward Kitty, their
legs pointing away toward the back wall of the chamber, their bony hands resting quietly on their
chests. The sedled conditions of the crypt had ensured that their flesh had not entirely rotted through;



instead it had shrunk about the skeletons, so that the jaws of the skulls were drawn downward by the
tightening skin, giving them permanent expressons of unbridled terror. The skin itself was blackened
likefossil wood or tortured lesther. The eyes had entirely shriveled away. All six were clothed
srangdly, in old-fashioned suits; heavy boots rested on their lolling feet. The ribcage of one poked
through his shirt. Their hair remained exactly asit had beenin life; it flowed from the dreadful heads
like river weed. Kitty noticed that one of the men still had amop of beautiful auburn curls.

Her companionswere gill caling out her name; their supidity amazed her.
"I'm here!” With asudden effort, she broke through the inertia of her shock, turning and
shouting back aong the chamber. Nick and Anne were both close by; at the sound of her voice, their

heads darted around, but their eyes remained blank and puzzled, passing over Kitty asif she were not
there. Kitty groaned in exasperation and stepped toward them; as she did so, astrange fizzling

sensation passed across her body.

Nick cried out. Anne dropped her lantern.

"Y ou'd better come and seethis,” Kitty said tersdly; then, when they did not reply: "What the
devil'swrong with you?'

Her anger snapped Nick out of hisshock. "L—I ook at you," he sammered. "Y ou're hdf in, half
out of thewadll.” Kitty looked down—sure enough, from thisside, theillusion held quite fast: her
stomach, chest, and front foot protruded from the stones asif they diced right through her. Her body
tingled at the margins where the magic touched.

"Doesn't even glimmer," Annewhispered. "I've never seen anillusion so strong.”

"Y ou can walk through,” Kitty said dully. "Theresthings behind it."

"Treasure?' Nick was eagernessitself.

IINOlII

In moments, the rest of the company had approached the wall and, after some dight hesitation,
stepped through the illusion one by one. The stones did not so much asripple. From the other side,
the barrier was quiteinvisible.

All sx gtared in shocked silence a theilluminated corpses.

"| vote we get out now," Kitty said.

"L ook at the hair,” Stanley whispered. "And their nails. Look how long they are.”

"Ladout likesardineson aplate...”

"How d'you think—?"

"Suffocated, maybe..."



"See his chest—that hole? That didn't come natural...."

"We don't need to worry. They're very old." Mr. Pennyfeather spoke with hearty assurance,
designed perhapsto comfort himsalf as much asthe others. "L ook at the color of the skin. They're
practicaly mummified.”

"Gladstonestime, you think?" Nick asked.

"Undoubtedly. The style of clothes provesit. Late nineteenth century.”

"But, six of them.... Onefor each of us...."

"Shut up, Fred."

"But why would they be—?"

"Some kind of sacrifice, perhaps...?"

"Mr. Pennyfeether, listen, we redly—"

"No, but why conceal them? It makes no sense.”

"Grave robbers, then? Punished by entombment.”

"We really need to go."

"That'smorelikdy. But again, why hidethem?'

"And who did it? And what about the Pestilence? That's what | don't understand. If they
triggered it...”

"Mr. Pennyfeather!" Kitty stamped her foot and shouted; the noise reverberated across the
chamber. The discussion stopped abruptly. She forced the words out through a tightened throat.
"There's something here that we don't know about. Some kind of trap. We should forget the treasure
and leave now."

"But these bones are old," Stanley said, adopting Mr. Pennyfeather's decisve manner. "Cam
down, girl."

"Dont patronize me, you little twerp.”
"l agree with Kitty," Anne said.

"Butmy dears—" Mr. Pennyfeather placed a hand upon Kitty's shoulder and rubbed it with
false good humor. "Thisisvery unpleasant, | agree. But we mustn't let it get out of proportion.
However these poor fellows died, they were placed here avery long time ago—probably while the
tomb was still open. That would be why theillusory wall that hides them has got no mold, see? It'sdl
grown up since then. The walls were clean and new when they met their end.” He gesticulated at the
corpseswith hisstick. "Think about it. These boys were lying here before the tomb was



sedl ed—otherwise the Pestilence woul d have been triggered when they brokein. And it
wasn't—because we've just seen it and dispersed it.”

Hiswords had a muted effect upon the group; there was some nodding and mumbling of
agreement. But Kitty shook her heaed. "We've got six dead men calling out to us,” she said. "We'd be
foolstoignorethem.”

"Huh! They're old.” Fromtherelief in Fred'svoice, it seemed the implications of this concept
had only just dribbled through to him. "Old bones." He stretched out aboot and nudged the nearest
skull derigvely; it rolled to the Sde, away from the neck, and rocked briefly on the flagstoneswith a
gentle sound like rattling crockery.

"You mugt learn, Kitty dear, to be lessemotiona,” Mr. Pennyfeather said, removing a
handkerchief from his pocket and wiping his brow. "We have aready opened the old devil's
sarcophagus—and the earth’'s not swallowed us up, hasit? Come and ook, girl: you havent seeniit
yet. A slken winding sheet laid out prettily on top—it done must be worth afortune. Five minutes,
Kitty. Five minutesisal well need to lift that sheet and whisk the purse and crystal ball away. We
won't disturb Gladstone's deep for long.”

Kitty said nothing; she turned and stalked white-faced through the barrier and back along the
chamber. She could not trust herself to peak. Her anger was directed as much at herself—for her
own weakness and unreasoning fear—as at her leader. Hiswords seemed facile to her; too glib and
easy. But she was not used to directly opposing hiswill; and she knew the mood of the group was
with him.

The tap-tap-tapping of Mr. Pennyfeather's ick came close behind her. He was dightly out of
breath. "I hope, Kitty dear, that you—you would do me the honor—of taking the crystal ball
itself—in your bag. | trust you, you see—I trust you implicitly. We shall dl be strong for five minutes
more, then leave this cursed place forever. Gather around, and get your knapsacks ready. Our
fortune awaitsug"

Thelid of the sarcophagus remained whereit had fallen, at an angle between the tomb and the
floor. A section of one corner had snapped off onimpact, and lay alittle gpart amid the mold. A
lantern sat on the floor burning merrily, but no light was cast up into the gaping black interior of the
tomb. Mr. Pennyfeather took up position at one end of the sarcophagus, leaned his stick up against
the stone, and grasped the marble for support. He smiled around at the company and flexed his

fingers
"Frederick, Nicholas—hold your lanterns up and over. I'd like to see exactly what I'm

touching." Stanley giggled nervoudly.

Kitty glanced back up the chamber. Through the dark, she could just glimpse theimpassve
outline of the fakewall, its dreadful secret hidden behind. She took a deep breath. Why? It made no
sense...

She turned back to the sarcophagus. Mr. Pennyfeather leaned in, took tentative hold of
something, and pulled.



31
Kitty

The silken sheet rose from the sarcophagus dmost soundlessy, with the faintest of dry whispers
and addlicate cloud of brown dust that erupted up like spores from a bursting puffbal. The dust
wheded in the crowding lantern light, then sank dowly. Mr. Pennyfeather gathered up the sheet and
rested it carefully on the marble rim; then, and only then, did he lean forward and look inside.

"Lower thelight," he whispered.
Nick did so; everyone craned their heads over and looked.

"Ahh..." Mr. Pennyfeather's Ssgh was that of agourmet at histable, whose meal stsbefore him
and who knows that gratificationisnear. A chorus of gasps and gentle cries echoed him. Even Kitty's
misgivings were momentarily forgotten.

Each one of them knew the face asif it were hisor her own. It was a centerpiece of lifein
London, an unavoidable presence in every public place. They had seen itsimage a thousand times, on
statues, memorids, on roadside murals. It wasinscribed in profile on school textbooks, on
government forms, on posters and placards erected on high billboardsin every market. It looked
down with austere command from plinthsin haf the leafy squares; it gazed up a them from the pound
notes drawvn crumpled from their pockets. Through al their hurrying and scurrying, through al their
daily hopes and anxieties, the face of Gladstone was a constant companion, watching over their little
lives

Here, in the tomb, they looked upon the face with athrill of recognition.

It was fashioned, perhaps, from gold, thinly beaten and findly shaped; a death mask fit for the
founder of an empire. While the body till lay cooling, skilled craftsmen had taken the likeness, made
the cagt, poured in the liquid metal. Upon burial, the mask had been set back on the face, an
incorruptible image to gaze forever into the darkness, while the flesh benegth it fell away. It wasan old
man's face: hook-nosed, thin-lipped, gaunt about the cheeks—where suggestions of the sdeburns
lingered in the gold—and incised by athousand wrinkles. The eyes, sunk back deep within the
sockets, had been left blank, the gold cut through. Two gaping holes stared blackly at eternity. To the
company, gazing open-mouthed, it seemed that they looked upon the face of an emperor from ancient
times, wreathed in hisawful power.

All about the mask was apillow of white hair.

Helay neatly, in a pose not dissmilar to the bodies in the secret annex, hands clasped upon his
stomach. The fingers were entirely bone. He wore ablack suit, still buttoned, taut enough above the
ribs, but sagging nagtily €l sewhere. Here and there, industrious worms or mitesin the materia had
started the process of decay, and smal patches of white shone through. The shoes were smal, black,
and narrow, wearing an additional patinaof dust over the dull leather.

The body rested on red satin pillows, on ahigh shdlf that took up half the width of the
sarcophagusinterior. While Kitty's eyes had lingered on the golden mask, the others had been drawn
to therather lower shelf dongside.



"Look at the glow..." Anne breathed. "It'sincrediblel”

"It's all worth taking," Stanley said, grinning stupidly. "I've never seen an auralike it. Something
here must beredly strong, but it'sal got power—even the cloak.”

Across the knees, and nesatly folded, was a garment of black and purple, topped by asmall gold
brooch. "The Cloak of State," Mr. Pennyfeather whispered. "Our friend and benefactor wantsthat.
Heswelcometoit. Look at theredt...."

And there they were, piled high upon the lower shdlf: the marvel ous grave goods they had come
to find. There was aclustering of golden objects—samall statuettes fashioned in the shape of animals,
ornate boxes, jeweled swords and daggers, afringe of black onyx globes, asmall triangular skull of
some unknown creature, a couple of sedled scrolls. Up by the head sat something small and domed,
covered in ablack cloth now gray with dust—ypresumably the prophetic crystal ball. Near the feet,
between aflask with a stopper carved like adog's head and adull pewter chalice, asatin purse sat
indde aglass container. Alongside was asmal black bag, fixed with a bronze clasp. Down the whole
length of the sarcophagus, close to the body itsdlf, ran aceremonia sword and, beside it, a staff of
blackened wood, plain and unadorned, except for a pentacle carved within acircle at the top.

Even without the others gifts, Kitty could feel the power emanating from this assembly. It
practicdly vibrated inthear.

Mr. Pennyfeather pulled himself together with agtart. "Right, action stations. Bags open and at
theready. We'retaking thelot." He glanced at hiswatch and gave agasp of surprise. "Almost one
o'’clock! Welve wasted far too much time dready. Anne—you first."

Heleaned hisbody against the lip of the sarcophagus, stretching insde and seizing objectsin
both hands. "Here. Egyptian thesg, if I'm not mistaken.... Thereésthe purse.... Careful withit, woman!
Bag full? Right—Stanley, take her place...."

While the sarcophagus was being despoiled, Kitty stood back, her rucksack open, armsloosely
at her sdes. The unease that had engulfed her upon the discovery of the bodies drifted in on her once
more. She kept glancing over toward the fake wall and back toward the entrance stairs, her skin
prickling and crawling with imaginary fears. This anxiety was accompanied by agrowing regret a the
night's activities. Never had her ideals—her desire to see the magicians vanquished and power
returned to the commoners—seemed so divorced from the redlity of Mr. Pennyfeather's group. And
what a grotesgue redlity it was. The naked greed of her companions, their excited cries, Mr.
Pennyfeather'sred, glistening face, the soft clinking of the valuables as they disappeared into the
outstretched bags—dll of it seemed suddenly repugnant to her. The Resistance wasllittle morethan a
band of thieves and grave robbers—and she was one of them.

"Kitty! Over here!”

Stanley and Nick had filled their bags and moved aside. It was her turn. Kitty approached. Mr.
Pennyfeather was now gtretching in farther than ever, hishead and shouldersinvisble within the
sarcophagus. He emerged briefly, handed her asmall funerary pot and ajar decorated with a snake
head and tipped himself forward again. "Here..." Hisvoice echoed oddly in thetomb. "Take the
cloak... and the staff, too. Both those are for Mr. Hopkins's benefactor, who has—oof!—guided us
sowell. | can't reach the other bits from this side; Stanley, can you take over, please?"



Kitty took the stick and shoved the cloak deep into her bag, recoiling alittle from its cold and
faintly greasy touch. She watched Stanley raise himself onto the lip of the sarcophagus and swing his
top haf down, reaching into the depths while hislegs waved momentarily in the air. At the opposite
end, Mr. Pennyfeather leaned againgt the wall, wiping his brow. "Just afew things|eft," he panted.
"Then we—oh, drat the boy! Why can't he be more careful ?*

Perhapsin an overabundance of enthusiasm, Stanley had fallen headfirst insde the sarcophagus,
knocking hislantern backward onto the floor. There was adull thud.

"Youlittlefoal! If you've broken anything..." Mr. Pennyfegther leaned forward to look insde,
but could see nothing in the well of darkness. Intermittent rustling sounds came from below, together
with sounds of uncoordinated movement. "Pick yourseaf up carefully. Don't damage the crystdl ball.”

Kitty rescued the lantern from where it wasrolling on the flagstones, muttering at Stanley's
stupidity. He had adways been an oaf, but thiswas priceless, even for him. She clambered over the
broken lid to hold the lantern above the sarcophagus, but jumped back in shock as, with great speed
and suddenness, Stanley's head popped up above the rim. His cap had fallen down over hisface,
obscuring it completely.

"Whoopd!" hesad, inahigh, irritating voice. "Clumsy, clumsy me."
Kitty's blood boiled. "What d'you think you're doing, startling melike that? Thisisn't agame!™
"Hurry it up, Stanley," Mr. Pennyfegther said.

"So sorry. S sorry.” But Stanley didn't seem sorry at dl. He didn't adjust his cap or emerge any
farther from the tomb.

Mr. Pennyfeather's mood turned dangerous. "I'll take my stick to you, boy," he cried, "if you
don't get moving."

"Move? Oh, | can do that." With that, Stanley's head began to jerk to and froinandly, asif toa
rhythm only it could hear. To Kitty's stupefaction, it then ducked down out of sight, paused amoment
and sprang up again with agiggle. This action appeared to give Stanley childish pleasure; he repeated
the motion, accompanying it with assorted whoops and cries. "Now you see me!l" he cried, hisvoice
muffled behind hiscap. "And now... you don't!"

"The boy's gone mad,” Mr. Pennyfeather said.

"Get out of there now, Stanley," Kitty said, in an atogether different tone. Suddenly,
unaccountably, her heart was beating fast.

"Stanley, am |?' the head said. "Stanley... mmm, suits me, that does. Good honest British name.
Mr. G. would approve.”

Fred was beside Kitty now. "Hey..." Hewas unusualy hesitant in manner. "How come hisvoice
has changed?'

The head stopped dead till, then tilted coquettishly to one side. "Well now," it said. "Ther€'s a



guestion. | wonder if anyone can guess.” Kitty took a dow step backward. Fred was right. The voice
no longer sounded much like Stanley's, if it ever had.

"Oh, don't try to leave, little girl." The head shook vigoroudy back and forth. "Thenit'll only get
messy. Let'stake alook at you." Skeleta fingers, extending from atattered black deeve, rose from
the sarcophagus. The head tipped sideways. With loving care, the fingers removed the cap from the
face and placed it on the head at arakish angle. " That's better," the voice said. "Now we can see
each other clearly.”

Benegath the cap, aface that was not Stanley's flashed with aglint of gold. A spray of white hair
showed al around.

Anne gave asudden wail and ran for the Saircase. The head gave ajerk of surprise. "The
bloody cheek! We haven't been introduced!" With a sudden flick of abony wrist, something was
scooped from ingde the sarcophagus and hurled forward through the air. The crystal ball landed with
acrack at the foot of the airs, rolling directly in Anne's path. She screamed and collgpsed back
upon thefloor.

Everyonein the company had watched the bal's precipitate flight. Everyone saw it land. Now
everyone turned dowly back to the sarcophagus, where something wasrising to itsfeet, stiffly and
awkwardly, with a clittering of bones. It sood upright at last, shrouded in darkness, brushing dust
fromitsjacket and tutting away dl the while like a persnickety old woman. "Will you look &t this
mess! Mr. G. would be quite distraught. And the worms have wreaked havoc with his underclothes.
There're holes down there where the sun don't shine."

It bent suddenly and extended an arm, long bone fingers plucking afdlen lantern from the floor
beside the sarcophagus. Thisit held up like awatchman, and by its light, considered each horrified
facein turn. The neck vertebrae rasped as the skull behind the mask moved, and the golden degth
meask flashed dully inddeitshdo of long white hair.

"So then." The voice from behind the mask had no consistent tone. With each syllableit shifted,
first high like achild's, then deep and husky; firs mae, then female, then growling like abeast. Either
the speaker could not decide, or relished the variety. "So then,” it said. "Here you are. Five londy
souls, far underground, with nowhere safe to run to. What, pray, are your names?"

Kitty, Fred, and Nick were standing motionless, hafway to the metd grille. Mr. Pennyfeather
was farther back, shrinking against the wall below the shelf. Anne was closest to the stairs, but
sprawling, sobbing soundlesdy. Not one of them could bring themsalvesto reply.

"Oh, come on." The golden mask tipped sdeways. "I'm trying to be friendly. Whichis
exceptionaly decent of me, | reckon, given I've just woken to find aleering lout with an outsize cap
rifling through my possessions. Worse still—look at this scuff on the funera suit! Hedid that with dll
histhrashing. Kidstoday, | ask you. Which reminds me. What year isit? Y ou. The girl. The onewho

isn't mewling. Speak up!"

Kitty'slipswere so dry, she barely got the words out. The golden mask nodded. "I thought it
had been along time. Why? Because of the boredom, you'll say. Yes, and you'd be right. But also the
ache! Ah, thepain of it youwouldn't believe! It got so's| couldn't concentrate, with the agony and the
solitude of it, and the noise of the worms gnawing in the dark. It would have driven alesser fellow



mad. But not me. | solved the pain years ago, and the rest | endured. And now, with abit of light and
some company to chat with, | don't mind telling you, | fed good." The skeleton clicked a bony finger
and jigged from side to sde. "Bit stiff—unsurprising, no tendons left—but that'll pass. All bones
present and correct? Check. All possessonstoo? Ah, no..." Thevoice grew wistful. "Some little mice
have come and spirited them away. Naughty little mice.... Caich them by their tailsand pull their
whiskersout.”

Kitty had been dowly inserting ahand into her bag, benegath the cloak and other objects, to
locate her Elemental Sphere. She had it now, clasped in aclammy pam. Beside her, she sensed Fred
doing likewise, but with less precision; she feared his rustling movements would soon be noticed. She
thus spoke more as a distraction than with any real hope.

"Please, Mr. Gladstone, gir," she sammered. "We have dl your possessions here, and will
happily return them to you exactly asthey were."

With an unpleasant grinding, the skull swiveled 180 degrees on its vertebrae to look behind it.
Seaing nothing, it cocked sidewaysin puzzlement and swiveled back. "To whom are you referring,
little girl?" it asked. "To me?"

"Er—yes. | thought—"
"Me—Mr. Gladstone? Are you mad, or featherheaded as a dabchick?!
"Wdl—"

"L ook at thishand." Five bonefingers were held up to the light and rotated on a knobbly wrist.
"Look at thispelvis. Look at thisrib cage." In each case, the fingers moved rotting cloth asde to
provide aglimpse of yellowed bone. "L ook at thisface." For an ingtant, the golden mask was tipped
askew, and Kitty caught aglimpse of the skull, with grinning teeth and hollow sockets. "In al honesty,
little girl, does Mr. Gladstone look diveto you?"

"Er—not redly."

"'Not really..." Theanswer's no! No, he doesn't. Why? you ask. Because he's dead. A hundred
and ten years dead and rotting in hisgrave. Not really. What kind of an answer isthat? Y ou redly
areclots, little girl, you and your friends. Spesking of which..." It pointed abony finger down &t the
bronze plaque on the side of the sarcophagus. "Can't you read?’

Dumbly, Kitty shook her head. The skeleton clapped itsfingersto itsforehead in derison. "Can't
read Sumerian, and she goes ferreting in Gladstone's grave! So you didn't see the bit about ‘leaving
the Glorious Leader to rest in peace?'

"No, wedidn't. We're very sorry."

"Or the bits about 'perpetua guardian, or 'savage vengeance,' or 'no apol ogies accepted ?!

"No, none of that." Out of the corner of her eye, Kitty saw Fred lower hisbag alittle, hisright
hand till hidden within it. He was ready now.



"Well, what can you expect, then? Ignorance reaps its own reward, which in thiscaseisan
unpleasant death. Thefirst lot apologized profusely, too. Y ou should have seen them get down on
their knees and bawl for mercy. That'sthem over there.” It jerked abony thumb in the direction of the
fdsewadl. "They were eager beavers, sure enough. Came within weeks. Onewas Mr. G.'s private
secretary, if | recdl, avery loyal specimen; held managed to make a duplicate key and stave off the
Pestilence somehow. | hid them away, just to betidy, and if you're good I'll do the same with you.
Wait right there.”

The skeleton hitched one siff trouser leg over the Side of the sarcophagus. Kitty and Fred
caught each other'seye. Asone, they drew the Elemental Spheresfrom their knapsacks and hurled
them at the skeleton. It raised aresentful hand; something invisible blocked the spheres flight; they fell
heavily to the floor, where, instead of exploding, they seemed to implode with damp, pathetic squedls,
leaving nothing but smal black stains upon the flagstones.

"I redly can't have amess being made here," the skeleton said reprovingly. "In Mr. Gladstone's
day, guests were more considerate.”

From his own bag, Mr. Pennyfeather drew forth asiver disc; leaning on his stick, hethrew it at
the skeleton from the side. It diced into the forearm of the dusty suit and stuck fast. The voice
emanating from behind the golden mask let out aghrill yell. "My essencel | felt that. Silver is
something | redly can't abide. See how you like being willfully assaulted, old timer.” A bright green
bolt erupted from the mask and lanced acrossinto Mr. Pennyfeather's chest, driving him back hard
againg thewall. He crumpled to the floor. The skeleton gave agrunt of satisfaction and turned back
to the others. "Thet'll learn him," it said.

But Fred was moving again, retrieving from secreted spots about his person one silver disc after
another and throwing them in the same blink of an eye. The skeleton ducked thefirgt, leaped over the
second and had alock of hair shaved off by thethird. It had extricated itself from the sarcophagus
now, and seemed to have rediscovered its power of movement; with every bound and step, it grew
more sprightly, until its outline dmost seemed to blur. "Thisisfun!" it cried, asit dodged and twirled.
"I really am mogt obliged to you fellowd!™

Fred's supply of missiles seemed inexhaugtible; he kept up a constant rain, while Nick, Anne,
and Kitty steadily retreated toward the tairs. All at once another green bolt stabbed out and struck
Fred across the legs, sending him crashing to the ground. In another moment, he was back on hisfest,
alittle unsteady, brows furrowed with pain, but very much dive.

The skeleton paused in surprise. "Well, now," it said. "Naturd resilience. Deflects magic.
Haven't seen that since Prague.” It tapped its gold mouth with abony finger. "What am | going to do,
| wonder? Let methink.... Ahal" With abound it was back at the sarcophagus and rummaging insde.
"Out of theway, Stanley; | need to get... yes! | thought s0." Its hand resppeared, holding the
ceremonid sword. "No magic involved here. Just alength of sturdy Empire stedl. Think you can
deflect this, Mr. Spotty? Well see.” 1t flourished the sword above its head and stalked forward.

Fred stood his ground. He drew hisflick-knife from hisjacket, opened it with asnick.
Kitty was at the metd grille, hovering in doubt at the foot of the stairs. Nick and Anne had

already disappeared above; she could hear their frantic ascent. She looked over toward Mr.
Pennyfeather, whose own resilience had stood him in good stead. He was shuffling on his hands and



knees toward her. Ignoring her ingtincts, which screamed at her to turn tail and run, she darted back
into the vault, grasped Mr. Pennyfeather around his shoulders and, exerting al her strength, dragged
him toward the gairs.

Out of sight behind her, she heard Fred give asnarl of fury. There was awhooshing sound,
followed by asoft impact.

Kitty pulled Mr. Pennyfeather onward with a strength she didn't know she had.

Through the grille and up thefirst few steps. She had Mr. Pennyfeather on hisfeet now; in one
hand he still grasped his stick; the other clenched Kitty's jacket. His breathing was rapid, shallow,
painful. He could not talk. Neither had alantern now; they went in utter darkness. Kitty supported
hersdf on the staff from the tomb. It fumbled on each step.

A voice came calling, somewhere behind and below them. "Y 0oo-hoo! Is anybody up there?
Little mice a-scuffling in the wainscot. How many mice? One mice... two. Oh dear, and one of them
lame"

Kitty's face was swathed in cobwebs. Mr. Pennyfeather's breathing was now a gasping whine.

"Won't you come down to me?' the voice implored. "I'm londly. Neither of your friends want to
talk anymore.”

She fdt Mr. Pennyfeather'sface closeto her ear. "l—l—haveto rest.”
"No. Kegp going.”
"l cant.”

"If you won't come down, then... I'll haveto come up!" Deep down in the earth, the metd grille
creaked.

"Comeon."

Another step. And another. She couldn't remember how many there were; in any case, she had
lost count. Surdly they were amost there. But Mr. Pennyfesther was dowing; he held her back likea
dead weight.

"Please," shewhigpered. "Onelast try."

But he had stopped atogether now; she sensed him crouched upon the stairs beside her, gasping
for each breath. Vainly shetugged at hisarm, vainly she beseeched him to respond.

"I'm sorry, Kitty..."
She gave up, leaned back againgt the curving stones, drew her knife from her belt, and waited.

A rudtle of cloth. A rattling in the dark. Kitty raised her knife.



Slence
And then, with a sudden rushing and asingle brief and gasping cry, Mr. Pennyfeather was pulled

into the darkness. One moment he was there, the next moment he was gone, and something heavy
was being dragged away from her and down the steps, bump, bump, bump.

Kitty was frozen to the spot for perhaps five seconds; then she was careering up the steps,
through veils of drifting cobwebs asif they did not exist, knocking repestedly into the wall, tripping on
the uneven sairs, spying at last arectangle of gray light ahead, faling out into the airy dimness of the
nave, where streetlights glittered against the windows and the statues of the magicians gazed down
implacably at her hopelessness and distress.

She fled away across the transept, narrowly avoiding several pedestals and actudly colliding
with arow of wooden chairs; the sound of their brattling collapse boomed back and forth acrossthe
enormous space. Passing one greet pillar, then another, she dowed and, with the entrance to the tomb
now agood way behind her, gave hersdf up to breathless weeping.

Only then did she redlize she might have turned the key in thelock.

"Kitty." A smal voicein the shadows. Kitty's heart pounded againgt her chest; with the knife
outstretched before her, she backed away.

"Kitty, it'sme." A thin beam of light from the pencil torch. Annesface, pae, gray-eyed. She
cowered behind ahigh, wooden lectern.

"Weve got to get out.” Kitty's voice was cracking. "Which way's the door?'

"Where's Fred? And Mr. Pennyfeather?'

"Which way's the door, Annie? Can you remember?”

"No. That is, | think that way, maybe. It's so difficult in the dark. But—"

"Come on, then. Turn off the torch for now."

Shewent on at ajog, Anne ssumbling after her. In the first moments of her panic, Kitty had
smply run unthinkingly, with no sense of direction. It had been the foul blackness below ground that
had done it—numbing her brain, siopping her from thinking clearly. But now, dark and musty though
it ill was, theair was at least fresh—it was hel ping her master her surroundings, orient her position.
A line of paewindows shone high above: they were back in the nave again, on the opposite Sdeto
the cloisters door. She halted, allowing Anneto catch up with her.

"It'sjust across here," she hissed. "Tread carefully.”

"Wheres—?"

"Don't ak." She gole forward afew more steps. "What about Nick?"

"He'sgone. | didn't see...”



Kitty swore under her breeth. "Never mind."

"Kitty—I dropped my bag."

"Well, that doesn't matter now, doesit? Weve lost everything." Even as she said it, she suddenly
became aware that she was dtill holding the magician's staff in her left hand. It surprised her
somewhat; throughout the desperate flight, she had not been a al aware of it. The rucksack, with the
cloak and other valuables, had been lost somewhere on the Sairs.

"What wasthat?'

They stopped dead, in the center of the nave's black space.

"l didn't hear—"

"Something scuttling. Did you—?"

"No... No, | didn't. Keep going.”

A few steps more; they sensed a column rising high in front of them. Kitty turned to Anne. "'Past
the pillar, well need the torch to pinpoint the door. I don't know how far we've come.”

"All right." At that moment, a skittering rush sounded directly behind them. Both squedled and
lurched in opposite directions. Kitty fell half against the pillar, lost her balance and collgpsed to the
floor. Her knife wasjarred out of her grasp. As quickly as she could she got to her feet and turned
around.

Darkness, somewhere afaint scraping. The pencil torch was lying on the ground, spilling a
miserly beam of light againgt the column. Anne was nowhere to be seen.

Sowly, dowly, Kitty backed away behind the pillar.

The door to the cloisters was somewhere close, she was sure of it, but exactly where she could
not tell. Still holding the staff, she dipped forward, hand outstretched, fegling her way blindly toward
the south wall of the nave.

To her surprise and dmost unsupportable relief, her fingers touched coarse wood and the cold
breath of true fresh air fell upon her face. The door was hanging open, alittle; she scrabbled at it
desperately to shove it aside, squeeze through.

It wasjust then that she heard the familiar noise; somewhere behind her in the nave. The
tap-tap-tapping of alame man's stick.

Kitty dared not breathe; she remained frozen where shewas, haf in and haf out of the abbey
door.

Tap, tap, tap. Thefantest of whigperings. "Kitty... hdp me..."

It couldn't be. It couldn't. She made to step out into the cloisters; paused.



"Kitty... please..." The voice was week, the footsteps fatering.
She closed her eyestight; took along, deep breath; dipped back inside.

Someone was shuffling along in the middle of the nave, tapping hesitantly with the stick. It was
too dark to make the figure out; it seemed confused, directionless, wandering thisway and that,
coughing feebly and cdling out her name. Kitty watched it from behind a column, jerking back
whenever it gppeared to turn toward her. From what she could see, it was the right shape, the right
sgzefor him; it moved in the right way. The voice sounded familiar, too, but despite dl this, her heart
misgave her. Thething wastrying to trap her, surely. Y et she couldn't just turn and run, and never
know for certain that she hadn't left Mr. Pennyfeather there, done and ill dive.

What she needed was the torch.

The meager beam of light was il shining redundantly againgt the next pillar, Annestorch lying
exactly whereit had falen. Kitty waited until the limping figure had passed alittle way dong the nave,
then she crept forward with feline stedlth, knelt, and collected the torch in her hand. She switched it
off and retreated into the darkness.

The figure seemed to have sensed the movement. Halfway acrossthe nave, it turned, emitting a
quavering Sgh. "Is... someone there?!

Hidden behind the pillar, Kitty made no sound.
"Please... it will find me soon." The taps started up once more. Steadily, they came nearer.

Kitty bit her lip. Shewould dart out, torch on; take alook, run. But fear held her rigid, her limbs
refused to move.

Tap, tap... then, with ahollow clattering, she heard the stick fal upon the stones, followed by
the muffled impact of abody collgpsing to thefloor.

Kitty cameto adecision. Holding the torch between her teeth, she drew something small from
her trouser pocket: GrandmamaHyrnek's silver pendant, cold and heavy in her hand. She grasped the
torch once more and stepped out from behind the column. She switched the torch on.

Right beside her, the skeleton leaned nonchdantly against the pillar, hand on hip, gold mask
glinting. "Surprise,” it said. And legped &t her.

With ascream, Kitty fell back, dropping the torch, thrusting her silver pendant out toward the
onrushing blackness. A swirl of air, acreak of bones, ahoarse cry. "Now, that's not fair." Theform
pulled up short. For thefirst time, she glimpsed its eyes. two red glowing dots flaring with annoyance.

Kitty backed away, gill holding the silver pendant before her. The two eyes crept with her,
keeping pace, but whedling and swerving in the darkness, as she waved the pendant from sdeto side.

"Put that down, littlegirl," the skeleton said in atone of great vexation. "It burns me. Must be
good qudity to do that, asit'sso small.”



"Back off," Kitty snarled. Somewhere behind her wasthe cloister door.

"Now, am | likely to do that? I'm on acharge, you know. In fact, I'm on two. Protect
Gladstone's possessions, first of al. Check. Well done, Honorius. No problem there. Destroy dl
invaders of the tomb, second. Marks so far? Ten out of twelve. Not bad, but room for improvement.
And you, littlegirl, are number eleven." It made asudden lunge; Kitty sensed the bony fingers
swiping in the dark; with acry, she ducked, held up the pendant. Therewas abrief flurry of green
gparks and an animal howl.

"Ow! Curseyou! Put it down!™

"Now, am | likely to do that?' Kitty felt acold breeze behind her, took two more retreating
steps and nearly collided with the open door. She edged around it, down the step and into the
cloiger.

The skeleton was a shadowy form hunched in the archway. It shook afist. "I should have
brought my sword for you, Kitty," it said. "I've haf amind to go back and fetch..." Thenit stiffened
and cocked its head. Something had caught its attention.

Kitty backed steadily away aong the corridor.

"The gars... I'd quite forgotten.” Thefigure in the arch gave asudden hop and stood on aledge,
looking up toward the sky. " So many of them... so bright and pearly blue." Even from the far end of
the cloigter, severd yards away and retregting fast, Kitty could hear it sniffing the air and muttering to
itself, and letting out little cries of fascination and delight. It appeared to have entirely forgotten her
existence.

"No stone. No worms. What a change that would make! No mold, no deathly dustly silence.
No none of it. So many stars... and so much space...”

Kitty rounded the corner and made a dash for the cloister door.

Part Four

32

Nathanie€l

Nathanid's limousine sped through the outer suburbs of South London, aregion of heavy
industry, of brickworks and achemidts factories, where afaint red smog hung permanently around the
houses and glowed evilly in the waning sun. For grester speed and convenience, the magicians
highway from the aerodrome had been raised on embankments and viaducts above the maze of
polluted dums. Theroad was little used, and nothing but rooftops stretched around; at timesthe car
appeared to be drifting one across a sea of dirt-red waves. Nathaniel gazed out acrossthis great

expanse, deep in thought.



The chauffeur was of the usud taciturn type, and despite Nathaniel's best efforts, had reveaed
little of the previous night's disaster. "I don't know much mysdlf, gr," he said. "But there was crowds
gathered in the street outside my flat thismorning. A lot of panic among the commoners, Sir. Very
frightened, they were. A disturbance.”

Nathaniel leaned forward. "What sort of disturbance?"

"l believeamongter isinvolved, Sir."

"A monster? Can you be specific? Not abig stone man, shrouded in darkness?!
"I don't know, sir. WEl be a the abbey shortly. The ministers are meeting there."

Westmingter Abbey? With grest dissatisfaction, Nathaniel had settled back in the seat and
composed himself to wait. All would be made clear in time. Quite possibly, the golem had struck
again, in which case his account of eventsin Prague would be anxioudy awaited. He sorted through
everything he knew, trying to make sense of it, setting successes againgt setbacks in an effort to see
whether he came out with credit. On balance, it was a close thing.

On the credit Side, he had landed a definite blow againgt the enemy: with the help of Harlequin,
he had discovered the source of the golem parchments and had destroyed it. He had learned of the
involvement of the terrible bearded mercenary and, behind him, some other shadowy figure who had,
if the mercenary wasto be beieved, aso been involved in the Lovelace conspiracy two years before.
The existence of such atraitor wasimportant news. Set againgt this, however, Nathaniel had not
discovered who the traitor was. Of course, it was hard to see how he could have done so, Since even
the wretched Kavka hadn't known the name.

Here, Nathanid shifted uncomfortably in his seat, remembering hisrash promiseto the old
magician. The Czech spies, Kavka's children, were—apparently—till divein aBritish prison. If so, it
would be extremely difficult for Nathaniel to securetheir release. But what did it matter? Kavkawas
dead! It didn't matter to him now one way or the other. The promise could quietly be forgotten.
Despite this clear-cut logic, Nathaniel found it hard to dismiss the maiter from his mind. He shook his
head angrily and returned to more important matters.

Thetraitor'sidentity was amystery, but the mercenary had given Nathaniel one important clue.
Hisemployer knew Nathanid was coming to Prague and had instructed the mercenary to take action.
But Nathanie's mission had been amost spontaneous, and kept very quiet. Hardly anyone was aware
of it.

Who, infact, had known? Nathaniel counted them out on the fingers of one hand. Himsdif;
Whitwell, of course—she'd sent him therein thefirst place; Julius Talow—hed been present at the
meeting. Then there was the Second Secretary of the Foreign Office, who'd briefed Nathaniel before
the flight—Whitwell had asked him to prepare the maps and documents. And that wasit. Unless...
hold on... afaint uncertainty nagged at Nathaniel. That encounter with Jane Farrar in the foyer, when
she'd used the Charm... Had he let anything dip there? It was so hard to remember; her spell had
fogged hismind alittle.... No good. He couldn't recall.

Even so, the range of suspects was remarkably small. Nathaniel chewed the edge of afingernail.
He had to be very careful from now on. The mercenary had said something €l se, too: hisemployer



had many servants. If the traitor was as close as Nathaniel now guessed, he had to watch his step.
Someone among the powerful was operating the golem in secret, directing it through the watch-eye.
They would not wish Nathanid to investigate further. Attempts might well be made on hislife. He
would need Bartimaeusto stick closeto him.

Despite these concerns, Nathanid was feding fairly pleased with himsdlf by the time the viaducts
lowered and the car neared central London. When all was said and done, he had prevented a second
golem's being unleashed on the capita, and for that, he would surely receive full praise. Inquiries could
be carried out and the traitor discovered. Thefirst thing he would do would be to report to Whitwell
and Devereaux. No doubt, they would drop everything and respond.

This happy certainty had begun to ebb alittle even before the car drew into Westminster Green.
Nearing the Thames, Nathaniel began to notice certain unusua things: pockets of commoners standing
in the street, deep in conference; here and there, what looked like debris in the road—smashed
chimneys, chunks of masonry and broken glass. Westminster Bridgeitsalf had a Night Police cordon
acrossit, guards checking the driver's pass before dlowing him through. Asthey crossed theriver,
Nathanid saw thick smoke risng from an office downstream: a clock-face on the Sde of the building
had been smashed, the hands ripped off and embedded in the walls. Other groups of bystanders
loitered on the embankment, in blatant disregard of vagrancy laws.

The car swept past the Houses of Parliament and up to the great gray mass of Westminster
Abbey, where the find remnants of Nathanidl's complacency shriveled down to nothing. The grass
before the west end was covered with officia vehicles—ambulances, Night Police vans, a host of
gleaming limousines. Among them was one with Devereaux's gold standard fluttering from the bonnet.
The Prime Minigter himsdf was here.

Nathaniel dighted and, flashing hisidentity card to the guards on the door, entered the church.
Insde, the activity wasintense. Interna Affairs magicians swarmed about the nave with impsin
attendance, measuring, recording, combing the stonework for information. Dozens of Security officials
and gray-coated Night Police accompanied them; the air hummed with muttered conversations.

A woman from Internd Affairs noticed him, gestured with her thumb. "They're up in the north
transept, Mandrake, by the tomb. Whitwe l'swaiting.”

Nathanidl looked at her. "What tomb?"
Her eyeswere dive with contempt. "Oh, you'll see. You'll see.

Nathaniel walked up the nave, hisblack coat dragging limply behind. A gresat trepidation was
upon him. One or two Night Police were standing guard beside a broken walking stick lying on the

flagstones; they laughed openly as he passed.

He emerged into the north transept, where statues of the Empire's great magiciansclustered ina
thicket of marble and aabaster. Nathaniel had been here many times before, to look with
contemplation upon the faces of the wise; it was with some shock then that he saw that haf the statues
were now defaced: heads had been ripped off and replaced back to front, limbs had been removed,;
one sorcerer wearing aparticularly broad hat had even been turned upside down. It was an appalling



act of vandalism.

Dark-suited magicians thronged everywhere, carrying out tests and scribbling notes. Nathaniel
wandered among them in adaze, until he arrived a an open space, where, Sitting in aring of chairs,
Mr. Devereaux and his senior ministers were assembled. They were dl present: the burly, brooding
Duvdl; the diminutive Mdbindi; the bland-festured M ortensen; the corpulent Fry. JesscaWhitwell
was there, too, scowling into space, amsfolded. On achair alittle removed from the others sat Mr.
Devereaux's friend and confidante, the playwright Quentin Makepeace, his cheery face solemn and
anxious. All weredlent, gazing at alarge luminous orb hovering severd feet off the floor tiles. It was
the viewing globe for avigilance sphere, Nathaniel could seethisat once; currently it depicted what
appeared to be an aerid view of part of London. In the distance, and rather out of focus, asmall
figure was legping from roof to roof. Small green explosions erupted whereit landed. Nathaniel
frowned, stepped closer to get a better |[ook—

"So, you're back from chasing shadows, areyou?' Y ellowed fingers caught hisdeeve; Julius
Talow stood beside him, sharp nose jutting, features arranged in an expression of distaste. "About
time. All hdl'sbroken loose here”

Nathaniel pulled himsdf free. "What's going on?"

"Did you discover the mysterious mastermind behind the golem?’ Tallow's voice dripped
sarcasm.

"Wdl, no, but—"

"How surprising. It might interest you to know, Mandrake, that while you were gdlivanting
abroad, the Resistance have struck again. Not some mystery golem, not amystery traitor wielding
forgotten powers, but the same human Resistance that you've been failing to ded with dl thistime.
Not content with destroying half the British Museum the other night, they've now broken into
Gladstone's tomb and unleashed one of hisafrits. Which, asyou can see, isnow happily at large
acrossthecity.”

Nathaniel blinked, tried to takeit dl in. "The Res stance did this? How do you know?"

"Because we've found the bodies. No giant clay golem wasinvolved, Mandrake. Y ou can give
that idea up right now. And well soon be out of our jobs. Duvall—"

He drew back. Nathanid's master, Jessica\Whitwell, had left her seat and was making her thin
and gately way toward him. He cleared histhroat.

"Maam, | need to speak to you urgently. In Prague—"

"l blame you for this, Mandrake." She bore down on him, eyesflashing furioudy. "Thanksto
your distracting me with your demon'slies, welook more incompetent than ever! | have been madeto
look afool and have lost the Prime Minister's favor. Duval was given control of my Security

department this morning. He has a so taken charge of anti-Resistance operations.”

"Madam, I'm sorry, but listen, please—"



"Sorry? Too late now, Mandrake. The British Museum debacle was bad enough, but this was
the lagt straw. Duvall has gotten just what he wanted. His wolves are everywhere now and he—"

"Maam!" Nathaniel could no longer restrain himsdlf. "1 located the Czech magician who created
the golem's parchment. He was making a second one—for atraitor in our government!" He ignored
Tdlow'sexpressons of incredulity.

Ms. Whitwell regarded him. "Who isthetraitor?"

"l don't yet know."

"Have you proof of your story? The parchment, for instance?"
"No. It was all destroyed, but | think—"

"Then," Ms. Whitwdll said, with crushing findity, "it isno good to me, and neither are you.
Londonisin an uproar, Mandrake, and a scapegoat needs to be found. | intend to distance mysalf
from you—and if Mr. Tadlow has any sense, hewill do the same.”

Sheturned on her heel and marched back to her chair. Talow followed, grinning at Nathaniel
over hisshoulder. After amoment's hesitation, Nathaniel shrugged and drifted closer to the swirling
surveillance orb. The demi-afrit relaying the image was attempting to get closer to the bounding figure
on the rooftops. Theimage zoomed in; Nathanid caught sight of ablack suit, white hair, agold face....
Then, quick asthought, agreen light shot from the figure: with an emerad flash, the sphere went dead.

Mr. Devereaux sighed. "A third sphere gone. Well be running out soon. Right—any comments
or reports?’

Mr. Mortensen, the Home Office Minister, stood up and swept alock of greasy hair over his
scalp. "Sir, we must take action againgt this demon at once. If we don't act, the name of Gladstone
will be dragged through the mud! Is he not our greatest |eader? The one to whom we owe our
prosperity, our dominance, our self-belief? And now what is he? Nothing but amurderous bag of
bones dancing across our capital, causing bedlam in itswake! The commonerswill not be dow to
notice this, you know; nor will our enemies abroad. | say—"

Marmaduke Fry, the Foreign Minister, spoke. "We have had several instances of mass panic,
which no amount of strong-arm stuff from Duvall's police has been able to prevent.” He cast ady side
glance a the Chief of Police, who grunted angrily.

"The creatureis evidently deranged,” added the Information Minister, Ms. Mdbindi, "and as
Mortensen says, that adds to the embarrassment of the Situation. We have our Founder's remains
capering on rooftops, dangling from flagpoles, dancing down the middle of Whitehdl and, if our
sources are to be believed, cartwheding repeatedly through Camberwel |l Fish Market. Also the thing
persstsin killing people, apparently at random. Y oung men and girls, it goesfor; mostly commoners,
but also people of consequence. It clamsit islooking for the ‘last two,” whatever that means.”

"Thelast two survivors of theraid,” Mr. Fry said. "That's obvious enough. And one of ‘em’'s got
the Staff. But our immediate problem isthat the commoners know whose corpse they're seeing.”



From the edges of the group came Jessica Whitwedl'sicy voice. "Let me get thisclear,” she said.
"Thoseredly are Gladstone's bones? It isn't just some guise?”’

Ms. Madbindi raised two fastidious eyebrows. "They're hisbones dl right. Weve entered the
tomb, and the sarcophagusis empty. There are plenty of bodies down there, believe you me, but our
Founder is very much gone."

"Strange, isn't it?" Mr. Makepeace spoke for thefirgt time. "The guardian afrit has encased its
own essence within the bones. Why? Who knows?"

"Why isnot important.” Mr. Devereaux spoke with heavy formality, driving afist into his cupped
pam. "Our first priority must beto get rid of it. Until it is destroyed, the dignity of our Stateis
hopelesdy compromised. | want the creature dead and the bones back in the ground. Every senior
minister must put ademon on the case from this afternoon. That meansdl of you. Lesser ministers
have conspicuoudy failed so far. Thething is Gladstone's, after dl; it has some power. Meanwhile,
thereistheissue of the Staff to consider.”

"Yes" Mr. Fry said. "In thelong run thisis much more important. With the American wars
coming up—"

"It mustn't be alowed to get into enemy hands. If the Czechs got hold of it—"

"Quite." Therewasabrief slence.

"Excuse me." Nathaniel had been listening to everything with silent respect, but hisfrustration
now got the better of him. "Thisis Gladstone's Staff of Office we're talking about? The one he used to
destroy Prague?’

Mr. Devereaux looked at him coldly. "I am glad you have finaly deigned to join us, Mandrake.
Yes, itisthe same Staff.”

"So if its Command Words can be mastered, we might harnessits energies for new campaigns?'
"We—or our enemies. Presently its whereabouts are unknown.”

"Arewe sure?' Heden Mabindi asked. "The... skeleton, or &frit, or whatever it is—it doesn't ill
have the Staff ?"

"No. It carries abag on its back—which we suspect holds most of Gladstone's treasures. But
the Staff itsdlf has vanished. One of the grave robbers must haveit.”

"I've sealed the ports and aerodromes,” Mr. Mortensen said. " Spheres are on watch along the

"Pardon me," Nathaniel asked. "But if this Staff has always been in the abbey, why have we not
utilized it before?"

Severd of the magicians shifted in their seats. Mr. Duvall's eyesflashed. "Thisis supposed to be
asenior meeting of the Council, not acreche. | suggest, Rupert, that this changeling be removed.”



"A moment, Henry." Mr. Devereaux seemed as annoyed as hisministers, but he ill spoke
civilly. "The boy hasapoint. The reason, Mandrake," he said, "isfor fear of adisaster such asthis.
On his deathbed, Gladstone swore vengeance on any who disturbed his tomb, and we al know that
his power was not easily transgressed. Exactly what hexes he wrought or demons he employed were
not known, but—"

"l have done alittle research into the business," Quentin M akepeace said, interrupting with an
easy smile. "Gladstone has dwaysinterested me. At the funeral, the tomb was sedled with a
Pestilence ingde—a potent little number, but nothing that could not easily be bypassed. But Gladstone
had made preparations for his sarcophagus himsdlf; contemporary sources say the auraof magic
emanating from hisbody killed severa imps officiating with the candles. If that was not warning
enough, not long after his deeth several magiciansin his government ignored his prohibitions and set
out to collect the Staff. They froze the Pestilence, descended into the tomb: and were never seen
again. Accomplices waiting outside heard something locking the door from within. No one since has
been foolish enough to test the grand old man's defenses. Until last night.”

"Y ou believe the Res stance accomplished this?' Nathaniel asked. "If there are bodies remaining,
they must furnish some clues. | would like—"

"Pardon me, Mandrake," Duvall said. "That isno longer your job. The police arein charge now.
Sufficeit to say that my Graybackswill be carrying out enquiries.”" The Police Chief turned to the
Prime Minigter. "1 think thisisthe moment, Rupert, for some harsh wordsto be said. Thisboy,
Mandrake, was meant to be pursuing the Resistance. Now Westminster Abbey, resting place of the
gresat, has been broached and Gladstone's tomb defiled. The Staff has been stolen. And the boy has
been doing nothing.”

Mr. Devereaux looked a Nathanidl. "Do you have anything to say?'

For amoment, Nathaniel considered recounting the eventsin Prague, but he knew it would be
hopeless. He had no proof. Besides, it was more than probabl e that the traitor was Sitting right there,
watching him. Hewould bide histime. "No, sir."

"1 am disappointed, Mandrake, deeply disappointed.” The Prime Minister turned away. "Ladies,
gentlemen," he said. "We must track down the remnants of the Res stance and recover the Staff.
Anyone who succeeds will be well rewarded. First, we must destroy the skeleton. Assemble your
best magiciansin'—he glanced a his watch—"two hours time. | want everything resolved. Isthat
clear?' There was a subdued murmur of assent. "Then this Council is adjourned.”

The gaggle of ministers departed the abbey, Ms. Whitwell and Tallow anxioudy taking up the
rear. Nathaniel made no moveto follow them. Very well, he thought, | shal distance myself from you,
too. I'll carry out investigations on my own.

A junior magician was Stting on apew in the nave, consulting her notebook. Nathanidl squared
his shoulders and approached with as much of aswagger as he could muster. "Hello, Fennd," he said,
gruffly. "Bad busness, this"

Thewoman looked startled. "Oh, Mr. Mandrake. | didn't know you were sill onthe case. Yes,



abad busness.”
He nodded back toward the tomb. " Found out anything about them?"

She shrugged. "For what it's worth. Papers on the old man identify him as one Terence
Pennyfeather. Owned an artists supply shop in Southwark. The others are much younger. They may
have worked with him in the shop. Don't yet know their names. | wasjust going down to Southwark
to consult hisrecords.”

Nathanid glanced at hiswatch. Two hourstill the summoning. He had time. "I'll come with you.
Onething, though..." He hesitated, his heart beating alittle faster. "Back in the crypt... Wasthere agirl
among them—dim, with dark, sraight hair?'

Fennd frowned. "Not the bodies | saw."

"Right. Right. Well then, shdl we go?'

Burly Night Police were stationed outside Pennyfeather's Art Supplies, and magiciansfrom
severd departments were busily combing the interior. Nathaniel and Fennel showed their passes and
entered. They ignored the hunt for stolen artifacts going on about them, and instead began sifting
through a pile of battered account books found behind the counter. Within minutes, Fenndl had
uncovered alist of names.

"It'salist of paymentsto employees,” shesaid. "A couple of months back. They might al be
Resistance. None of them are here today.”

"Let'shave alook.” Nathaniel scanned it quickly. Anne Stephens, Kathleen Jones, Nicholas
Drew... These names meant nothing to him. Wait—Stanley Hake and Frederick Weaver. Fred and
Stanley, clear asday. He was on the right track, but there was no sign of aKitty here. He flipped the
page to the next month's payments. Same again. He handed the ledger back to Fennel, tapping his
fingers on the glass counter.

"Heres another, Sir."

"Don't bother. I've dready seen—hold on."

Nathanid almost snatched the paper from Fenndl's hands, peered at it closdly, blinked, peered
again. Thereit was, the sameligt, but with asingle difference: Anne Siephens, Kitty Jones, Nicholas
Drew... No doubt about it: Kitty Jones, Kathleen Jones, one and the same.

During hismany months of hunting, Nathaniel had scoured officid records for evidence of Kitty,
and found nothing. Now it was clear he had been looking for the wrong name dl thistime.

"Areyou dl right, Mr. Mandrake?' Fennd was staring a him anxioudly.

Everything snapped back into focus. "Yes, yes, I'mfine. It'sjud..." He smiled at her, adjusted a
cuff. "l think | may have had agood idea."



33

Bartimaeus

It was the biggest joint summoning that 1'd been involved in since the grest days of Prague. Forty
djinn materiaizing more or less at once, in avast chamber built for that purposein the bowe s of
Whitehall. Aswith dl such things, it was amessy business, despite the best efforts of the magicians.
They weredl lined up intidy rows of identical pentacles, wearing the same dark suits and spesking
their incantations quietly, while the officiating clerks scribbled their names down at tablesto the Sides.
Wedjinn, of course, were less concerned with regimental decorum: we arrived in forty very different
guises, trumpeting our individudity with horns, tails, iridescent flanges, spikes, and tentacles; with
colorsranging from obsidian-black to ddlicate danddion-yelow; with amenagerie full of hollerings
and chitter; with amagnificent range of sulfurous guffs and stenches. Out of sheer boredom, | had
reverted to one of my old favorites, awinged serpent with silver feathers arching from behind my
head.w To my right wasakind of bird thing on stilt legs, to my left an eerie miasmaof blue-green
smoke. Beyond him was adavering griffin, and beyond him—more disconcerting than menacing, this
one—was a stumpy and immobile footstool. We al faced our masters, waiting for our charges.

[1] That used to bring the house down in the Y ucatan, where you'd see the priests tumbling down the
pyramid steps or diving into alligator-infested lakes to escape my mesmerizing sway. Didn't have quite the same
effect on the boy here. In response to my undulating menace, he yawned, picked his teeth with afinger and began
scribbling in anotepad. Isit me, or have kids today simply seen too much?

The boy hardly paid any attention to me; he was too busy writing down some notes.

"Ahem." The serpent of slver plumes gave a polite cough. "A-hem.” Still no response. How
impolite wasthis? Y ou call someone up, then take them for granted. | coughed alittle louder. "A-
thaniel."

That got aresponse. His head jerked up, then swiveled from sdeto side. "Shut up,” he hissed.
"Anyone could have heard that.”

"What isal this?' | said. "'l thought we had a private thing going. Now every man and hisimp
aejoiningin.”

"It'stop priority. We've got an insane demon on the loose. We need it destroyed.”

"It won't be the only mad thing abouit if you let thislot go.” | flicked my tonguein alefterly

direction. "Check out that one at the end. He'staken the form of afootstool. Weird... but somehow |
likehisgtyle"

"That is afootstool. No oné's using that pentacle. Now, listen. Things are moving fast. The
Res stance have broken into Gladstone's tomb and freed the guardian of histreasures. It'sat largein
London, causing merry hdl. You'l recognizeit by its mildewed bones and generd smell of decay. The
Prime Minister wantsit gone; that'swhy this group is being assembled.”

"All of us? 1t must be potent. Isit an afrit?'=



[2] I'd had afew close encounters with Gladstone's afrits during his war of conquest and it was fair to say |
wasn't anxious for another. They were a prickly lot, in general, made restless and aggressive by unpleasant
treatment. Of course, even if this afrit had started out with the loving personality of a gentle babe (unlikely), it
would not have been improved by a century's inhumation in atomb.

"Wethink so, yes. Powerful—and embarrassing. It waslast seen gyrating Gladstone's pelvison
Horseguards Parade. But listen, | want you to do something more. If you find the de—, the afrit, see
if you can get any information concerning the Resistance: particularly about agirl caled Kitty. | think
she may have escaped with a precious Staff. The creature may be able to give adescription.”

"Kitty..." The serpent'stongue flicked back and forth musingly. A Resistance girl of that name
had crossed our paths before. If | remembered correctly, she was afeisty specimen with big
trousers.... Well, severa years on, her feistiness evidently hadn't failed her.s | recaled something else.
"Wasn't she the one who nicked your scrying-glass?’

[3] I had no information on the trousers so far.

He made his patented bulldog-who's-sat-on-a-thistle face. "Possibly.”

"And now she's pinched Gladstone's Staff... Talk about going up in theworld.”
"There was nothing wrong with that scrying glass.”

"No, but you'll admit it'd never laid Europe to waste. That Staff's a formidable piece of work.
And you say it'sbeen lying in Gladstonestomb al thistime?"

"Apparently.” Theboy glanced carefully around him, but dl the neighboring magicianswere
busily delivering their chargesto their daves, shouting over the generd caterwauling. He leaned
forward in acongpiratorid manner. "It'sridiculous!" he whispered. "Everyone's dways been too
scared to open the tomb. And now some bunch of commoners has made afool of the whole
government. But | intend to find the girl and rectify that.”

| shrugged my hood. ™Y ou could aways just wish her well and leave her done.”

"And let her sdll the Staff to the highest bidder? Don't make me laugh!™ My master bent closer.
"I think | can track her down. And when | do... well, I'veread alot about that Staff. It's powerful, dl
right, but its Words of Command were fairly straightforward. It needs a strong magician to control it,
but in the right hands—who knowswhat it could achieve?' He straightened impatiently. "What'sthe
delay here? They should be giving the genera order to move off. I've got more important thingsto
do."

"They'rewaiting for Buttercup there in the corner to finish hisincantation.”

"Who? Tallow? What'sthat idiot playing a? Why doesn't hejust summon his green monkey

" Judging by the amount of incense he's employed, and the size of that book he's holding, he's
going for something big."

The boy grunted. "Trying to impress everyone with a higher-level demon, | suppose. Typical.



Hed do anything to keep Whitwdl'sfavor."
The winged serpent swayed back violently. "Whoa, therel”
"What's the matter now?"

"It was your face! Just for amoment there, you had aredly unpleasant sneer oniit. Horrible, it

wes.

"Don't beridiculous. Y ou're the one who's a giant snake. Tallow's been on my back too long,
that'sal." He cursed. "Him and dl therest. | can't trust anyone around here. Which remindsme..." He
bent closer once more; the serpent dipped its magjestic head to hear him. "'I'm going to need your
protection more than ever. Y ou heard what that mercenary said. Someonein the British government
tipped him off that we were coming to Prague.”

The plumed serpent nodded. " Glad you caught up. | figured that out long ago. By the way, have
you freed those Czech spiesyet?'

Hisbrow darkened. "Give me achance! I've got more urgent things to consider. Someone near
thetop's contralling the golem's eye, stirring up trouble here. They might try to slence me."

"Who knew you were coming to Prague? Whitwell? Talow?!
"Y es, and aminigter in the Foreign Office. Oh, and possibly Duval.”
"That hairy Police Chief? But he |eft the meeting before—"

"1 know hedid, but his apprentice, Jane Farrar, might have wormed the information out of me.”
Wasit the light, or had the boy flushed alittle?

"Wormed it? How'sthet, exactly?'
He scowled. "She used a Charm and—"

Rather to my disgppointment, thisinteresting story was suddenly disrupted by an abrupt and, to
the assembled magicians, disconcerting occurrence. The stocky, yelow magician, Talow, who was
ganding in apentacle at the end of the next row, had findly finished hislong and complex invocation,
and with aflex of his pingtriped arms, lowered the book from which he had read. A few seconds
passed; the magician waited, breathing hard, for his summonsto be heard. All at once, abillowing
column of black smoke began to issue from the center of the second pentacle, smal yellow forks of
lightning crackling iniits heart. It was abit hackneyed, but quite well doneinitsway.u

[4] Several of us hovering nearby had been half-watching with the detached interest of the connoisseur. It's
always interesting to study one another's styles when you get the chance, since you never know when you might
pick up anew tip on presentation. In my youth, | was aways one for the dramatic entrance. Now, in keeping with
my character, | gravitate more toward the subtle and refined. Okay, with the occasional feathered serpent thrown
in.

The magician went gog-eyed with foreboding; rightly so asit turned out. The smoke coaesced
into amuscular black form some seven feet high, complete with four waving arms.s It shuffled dowly



around the perimeter of the pentacle, testing for weaknesses.

[5] This guise suggested the djinni's career had included a spell in the Hindu Kush. Amazing how these
influences stay with you.

And toitsevident surprise, found one.«

[6] The words of a summons act as crucia reinforcements of the runes and lines drawn upon the floor. They
create invisible bands of power that circle the pentacle, knotting and reknotting, and looping in upon themselves,
until an impassable boundary is formed. However, just one word a smidgen out of place can leave afatal weakness
in the whole defense. As Tallow was about to discover.

The four arams froze for amoment, asif in doubt. Then adribble of smoke emerged from the
base of the figure and prodded the edge of the pentacle with experimenta care. Two such prodswas
all it took. The weak spot was pinpointed: alittle hole in the incantatory barrier. Ingtantly, the
pseudopodium extended forward and began to stream through the breach, narrowing almost to a
point asit passed through, expanding again on the other sde. Faster and faster streamed the smoke; it
swelled and grew and became a bulging tentacle that darted eagerly across the space to the other
pentacle, where the magician stood transfixed in horror. Thetrails of rosemary and rowan that he had
placed around its edges were scattered to the winds. The smoke ballooned up about his shoes,
rapidly encasing hislegsin athick black column. The magician made afew incoherent noises at this
point, but he didn't have time for much; thefigurein thefirst pentacle had now dwindled to nothing; al
its essence had passed through the gap and was enveloping its prey. In less than five seconds, the
whole magician, pingriped suit and dl, had been swalowed by the smoke. Severd triumphaist
lightning bolts were emitted near the head of the column, then it sank away into the floor like asolid
thing, taking the magician withit.

Aningant later, both pentacles were empty, except for ateltale scorch where the magician had
once stood, and acharred book lying besideiit.

Throughout the summoning chamber, there was sunned silence. The magicians stood
dumbfounded, their clerkslimp and sagging in their seats.

Then the whole place erupted into noise; those magicians who had adready suitably bound their
daves, my master among them, stepped from their pentacles and gathered around the scorch mark,
stewy-faced and jabbering. We higher beings began a cheery and approving chatter. | exchanged a
few remarks with the green miasma and the stilt-legged bird.

"Nice one."

"Sylishly done.

"That lucky beggar. Y ou could tell she could hardly bdlieveit.”

"Well, how often does a chancelike that come aong?'

"All too rarely. | remember onetime, back in Alexandria. There wasthis young apprentice—"

"Thefool must have mispronounced one of the locking injunctions.”



"Either that or aprinter'serror. Y ou saw he was reading straight out of abook? Well, he said
exciteris before stringaris; | heard him."

"No! Redly? A beginner's mistake."

"Exactly. It was the same with this young apprentice | mentioned; he waited till his master was
away, then—now, you're not going to believe this—'

"Bartimaeus—attend to me!" The boy strode back to his pentacle, coat billowing behind him.
The other magicians were doing likewise, dl acrossthe hal. There was a sudden sense of businesdike
intensity about them. My fellow davesand | reluctantly faced our magters. "Bartimaeus,” the boy said
again, and hisvoicewas shaking, "as | bade you, so you must do: go out into the world and hunt
down the renegade &frit. | bid you return to me only when it is destroyed.”

"All right, seady on." The plumed serpent eyed him with something like amusement. He was
getting dl uptight and officid with me suddenly, lots of "bids’ and "'bades'—this suggested he was
quite upset. "What's the matter with you?' | said. "Y ou're coming over al shocked. | thought you
didn't even likethe bloke."

Hisface colored. " Shut up! Not another word! | am your master, as you so regularly forget.
Youwill doasl command!"

No more conspiratoria confidences for us. The boy was back to his old foot-stamping ways
again. Strange what asmall jolt of redlity will do.

There was no point talking to him when he wasin amood like this. The plumed serpent turned
itsback, coiled in upon itsdf and, in company with itsfellow daves, vanished from the room.

34

Bartimaeus

There was plenty of activity above the roofs of London that evening. Aswell astheforty or so
heavy-duty djinn, such as me, who, after leaving the Whitehal chamber, had more or less
gpontaneoudy scattered in dl directions of the compass, the air was rife with imps and foliots of
varying leves of ineptitude. Barely atower or office block existed that didn't have one or two of them
skulking on lookout from its top. Down below, battalions of Night Police were marching, combing the
streets with some reluctance for sgns of the rogue afrit. In short, the capita was awvash with
government servants of every type. It was awonder the afrit wasn't tracked down inthefirst few
seconds.

| spent alittle time meandering vaguely around centra London in gargoyle form, without any
definite planin mind. Asaways, my inclination to stay out of harm'sway vied with my desireto
complete the job and hasten my release as swiftly as possible. Trouble was, afritsaretricky blighters:
very difficult tokill.

After awhile, lacking anything better to do, | flew acrossto an unappetizing modern



high-rise—amagician's fancy, constructed of concrete and glass—to speak to the sentries on duty
there.

The gargoyle dighted with baletic grace. "Here, you two. Has that skeleton passed by here?
Speak up." Thiswasrdatively polite, given that they were small blue imps—awaysatrying sort.

Thefirst imp spoke up promptly. "Yes"

| waited. It saluted and went back to polishing itstail. The gargoyle gave atired sigh and
coughed heavily. "Well, when did you seeit? Which way did it go?'

The second imp paused in adetailed examination of itstoes. "It came by about two hours ago.
Don't know where it went. We were too busy hiding. It's mad, you know."

"Inwhat way?"

Theimp consdered. "Wdll, dl you higher spirits are pretty nasty, of course, but most of you are
predictable. Thisone... it says strange things. And one minuteit's happy, the next—well, look what it
did to Hibbet."

"He seems happy enough.”
"That's Tibbet. It didn't catch Tibbet. Or me. It said it'd get us next time."
"Next time?"

"Y eah, it's been padt five times so far. Each timeit gives usaredly boring lecture, then ests one
of us. Five down, two to go. | tell you, the combination of fear and tedium takes some begting. Do
you think thistoenall'singrowing?'

"I have no opinion on the subject. When isthe skeleton due back?"
"In about ten minutes, if it keepsto his current schedule.”
"Thank you. At las—some definite information. | shall await it here.”

The gargoyle shrank and dwindled, and became ablue imp only moderately |ess hideous than
the other two. | took myself upwind of them and sat cross-legged on aledge overlooking the London
skyline. Chances were, another djinni would have caught up with the afrit before he returned here, but
if not, I'd have to have ago. Quite why he was going around and around the city was anyone's guess,
possibly hislong vigil in the tomb had sapped hiswits. Anyhow, there was plenty of backup in the
vicinity: | could see severd other djinn drifting about within acouple of Streets.

As| waited, afew idle thoughts ran through my mind. No question about it, alot of funny things
were hgppening in London, al a the sametime. First: the golem was causing trouble, instigator
unknown. Second, the Res stance had broken into a high-security tomb and made off with avauable
item. Third, and asadirect result of the second, we had an unbalanced afrit loose, too, causing
additional mayhem. All thiswas having aresult: 1'd tasted the fear and confusion among the magicians
during the generd summoning. Could it be coincidence? | thought it unlikely.



It didn't seem plausible to me that a bunch of commoners could have gained accessto
Gladstone'stomb all on their lonesome. | guessed instead that someone must have put them upto it,
given them afew tips so they got past the first safeguards and down into the vault. Now, either that
very helpful person didn't know about the guardian of the tomb, or maybe he (or she) did; ether way,
| doubted very much that the girl Kitty and her friends had much ideawhat they were going up
agand.

Stll, she at least had survived. And now, while the magicianstied themselvesin knotstrying to
catch up with Gladstone's roving skeleton, the dreaded Staff was at large in the world. Someone
was going to take advantage of this, and | didn't think it would be the girl.

[1] In the 1860s, when Gladstone's own remarkable health and vigor were fading, the old codger had
endowed his Staff with considerable power, the better for him to access easily. It ended up containing several
entities, whose natural aggression was exaggerated by being cooped up together in a single thimble-sized node
within the wood. The resulting weapon was perhaps the most formidable since the glory days of Egypt. I'd
glimpsed it from afar during Gladstone's wars of conquest, carving the night with sickle-shaped bursts of light. I'd
seen the old man's silhouette, static, high-shouldered, holding the Staff, he and it the single fixed points within the
parabolas of fire. Everything within its range—forts, palaces, well-built walls—it pounded into dust; even the afrits
cringed before its power. And now this Kitty had pinched it. | wondered if she knew precisely what she'd got
herself into.

| recalled the unknown intelligence that 1'd sensed watching me through the golem's eye, asthe
creaturetried to kill me at the museum. It was possible, if you looked at the whole affair
dispassionately, to imagine asimilar shadowy presence behind the abbey job, too. The same one? |
thought it more than likely.

As| waited, engaged inlots of clever speculation such asthis@ | scanned the planes
automatically, keeping watch for trouble. And so it chanced that, by and by, upon the seventh plane, |
saw an amorphous glow gpproaching through the evening light. It flitted here and there among the
chimney pots, sometimesflaring clearly asit passed into the shadows, sometimes getting lost in thered
gleam of the sunlit tiles. On planestwo to six the glow wasidentical; it had no obviousform. It was
something's aura, dl right—thetrail of something's essence—but its material shape wasimpossibleto
make out. | tried the first plane, and there, drained of al color by the descending sun, | caught my firgt

glimpse of alegping man-shaped form.

[2] There were plenty more incredibly intelligent thoughts, which | won't bother troubling your pretty little
heads with. Take it from meit was all good, damn good.

It sprang from gable to weethervane with the precison of amountain goet, teetering on the
smalest crest, spinning around like atop, then bounding on. Asit drew nearer, | began to hear thin
cries, likethose of an excited child, erupting fromitsthroat.

My fellow imps were possessed by sudden eventh-hour anxiety. They left off picking their
toenails and polishing their tails and began to skitter to and fro about the roof, attempting to hide
behind each other and sucking in their belliesin an attempt to look less obvious. "Uh-oh," they said.
"Uh-oh."

| spied one or two of my fellow djinn following the legping figure at a cautious distance. Quite
why they hadn't yet attacked, | couldn't fathom. Perhaps | would soon find out. It was coming my

way.



| got up, tucked my tail over my shoulder for neatness sake, and waited. The other imps darted
around me, squeaking incessantly. Eventually, | stuck out afoot and tripped one up. The other
cannoned into him and ended up on top. " Quiet,” | snarled. " Try showing abit of dignity.” They
looked at mein dlence. "That's better.”

"Tdl youwhat..." Thefirst imp nudged the other and pointed at me. "He could be next."
"Y egh. It might take him thistime. We could be saved!"

"Get behind him. Quick."

"Mefirg! After mel”

Therefollowed such an undignified display of scuffling and scurrying, as they fought with each
other to hide behind my back, that my attention for the next few moments was entirely taken up with
administering some well-deserved daps, the noise of which echoed around the town. In the midst of
this performance, | looked up; and there, standing astride a parapet at the edge of the tower-block
roof, not two meters away, was the renegade afrit.

| admit his appearance startled me.

| don't mean the golden mask, shaped with the deathly features of the great magician. | don't
mean the wispy hair drifting out behind it on the breeze. | don't mean the skeletad hands resting easily
on the hips, or the vertebrae pegping out above the necktie, or the dusty burial suit hanging so limply
off hisframe. None of that was particularly exciting; I've taken on the guise of a skeleton dozens of
times—haven't we al? No, what surprised me was the redlization that thiswas not a guise, but red
bones, redl clothes, and area golden mask up top. The afrit's own essence was quite invisible, hidden
somewhere within the magician'sremains. He did not have aform of his own—on this, or any of the
other planes. I'd never seen this done before.s

[3] Itisasimplefact that, upon materiaizing in the human world, we have to take on some form or other, even
if itisjust adrift of smoke or adribble of liquid. Although some of us have the power to be invisible on the lower
planes, on the higher, we must reveal a semblance: that is part of the cruel binding wrought by the magicians. Since
we have no such definite formsin the Other Place, the strain of doing thisis considerable and gives us pain; the
longer we remain here, the worse that pain gets, although changing form can alleviate these symptoms temporarily.
What we don't do is "possess' material objects: the less we have to do with earthen things the better, and
anyway, this procedure is strictly forbidden by the terms of our summoning.

Whatever the skeleton had been getting up to during the course of the day, it had evidently been
quite energetic, since the clothes were looking the worse for wear: there was atrendy dit acrossthe
knee,s aburn mark on one shoulder, and aragged cuff that looked asif it had been diced by claws.
My master would probably have paid good money for that ensembleif held seen it in some Milanese
boutique, but for an honest afrit it was a pretty shoddy affair. The bones below the cloth seemed
complete enough, however, the joints hinging smoothly asif they had been oiled.

[4] Lesstrendy was the bony patella poking out.

The skeleton regarded the heap of imps with its head cocked to one side. We stood stock till,
our mouths agape, frozen in the middle of our scuffle. At last it spoke.

"Areyou breeding?'



"No," | said. "Jugt a bit of rough-and-tumble."
"1 mean your numbers. There were two of you last time."
"Reinforcements,” | said. "They called me over to hear you speak. And to get eaten, of course.”

The skeleton pirouetted on the edge of the parapet. "How charming!” it cried gaily. "What a
compliment to my eloquence and clarity! Y ou imps are more intelligent than you look."

| glanced a Tibbet and hisfriend, who were both standing stock still, mouths wide and dribbling.
Rabbitsin headlights would have looked on them with scorn. "1 wouldn't count oniit,” | said.

In response to my searing wit, the skeleton gave atrilling laugh and an impromptu tap dance with
armsdoft. About fifty yards beyond, loitering behind achimney stack like two shifty teenagers, |
could see the other djinn, waiting and watching.s So | reckoned we pretty much had Gladstone's
bones surrounded.

[5] Onewas my friend from the mass summoning—the bird with stilt legs. The other was shaped like a
pot-bellied orangutan. Good honest traditional forms, in other words; no messing about with moldy bones for
them.

"You seem in avery upbeat mood,” | observed.

"And why shouldn't | be?' The skeleton cameto ahdlt, clicking its fingerbones like castanetsin
timetoitsshoes find climactic tap. "I'm free!" it said. "Free as can be! That rhymes, you know."

"Yes... well done” Theimp scratched its head with thetip of itstail. "But youre dill in the
world," | said dowly. "Or at least you are from where I'm sitting. So you're not redlly free, are you?
Freedom comes only when you break your bond and return home."

"That'swhat | used to think," the skeleton said, "while | wasin that smelly tomb. But not
anymore. Look at me! | can go wherever | want, do whatever | like! If | want to gaze at the stars—I
can gaze to my heart's content. If | want to stroll amid the flowers and the trees—I can do that, too. If
| want to grab an old man and throw him head over hedlsinto the river—no problem either! The
world calls me: Step right on up, Honorius, and do whatsoever you please. Now, imp; 1'd call that
freedom, wouldn't you?'

It made amenacing sort of scurry toward me asit said this, itsfingers making little clutching
spasms and amurderous red light suddenly flaring in the blank sockets behind the eyes of the golden
mask. | hopped back hurriedly out of range. A moment later, the red light faded alittle and the
skeleton's advance became amerry dawdle. "L ook at that sunset!” it Sghed, asif toitsdlf. "Like blood
and melted cheese"

"A ddightful image," | agreed. No question about it, those imps wereright. The afrit was quite
insane. But insane or not, afew things till puzzled me. "Excuse me, Sir Skeleton,” | said, "asahumble
imp of limited understanding, | wonder if you would enlighten me. Areyou il acting under acharge?’

A long curved fingernail pointed to the golden mask. "See him?' the skeleton said, and its voice
was now saturated with melancholy. "It'sdl hisfault. He bound meinto these bones with hislast
breath. Charged me to protect them forever, and guard his possessions too. Got most of them



here—" It swung around to revea a modern rucksack hanging incongruoudy onitsback. "And a<o,"
it added, "to destroy al invaders of histomb. Listen, ten out of twelve's not too bad, isit?1 did my
best, but the onesthat got away keep nagging at me.”

Theimp was soothing. "It's very good. No one could have done better. And | suppose the other
two were tough nutsto crack, eh?

Thered light flared again; | heard teeth grinding behind the mask. "Onewasaman, | think. |
didn't see. He was acoward; he ran while his comrades fought. But the other... Ah, she wasa spry
little whippet. I'd have loved to get her white neck between my fingers. But—would you credit such
guilein one so young? She had purest silver on her person; gave Honorius such ajarring in his poor
old bones when he reached out to stroke her."

"Diggraceful.” Theimp shook itshead sadly. "And | bet she never even told you her name.”

"She didn', but | overheard it—oh, and | so nearly caught her, too." The keleton gave alittle
dance of rage. "Kitty sheisand, when | find her, Kitty shell die. But I'min no hurry. Thereéstime
enough for me. My magter's dead, and I'm still obeying my orders, guarding hisold bones. I'm just
taking them aong with me, that'sal. | can go where | want, eat whatever imp | plesse.
Especidly"—the red eyesflared—"the talkative, opinionated ones."

"Mmm." Theimp nodded, mouth tight shut.

"And do you want to know the best of it?" The skeleton spun right around (away on the next
roof over, | saw the two djinn duck back behind the chimney stack) and bent down closeto me.
"Thereisno pan!”

"Mm-mmm?" | was il being quiet, but | tried to express sufficient interest.

"That'sright. None at all. Which isexactly what I'm teling any spirit whom | meet. This par—"
It pointed at the other imps, who had by now summoned enough gumption to creep off to the
oppositeend of theroof. "This pair have heard it al severa timesover. Y ou, no less hideous than
they, are privileged to hear it now aswdll. | wish to share my joy. These bones protect my essence: |
have no need to create my own, vulnerable form. | nestle snugly within, like achick insde my nest.
My master and | are thus united to our mutua advantage. | am obeying his command, but can still do
whatever | wish, happily and without pain. | can't think why no one'sthought of thisbefore.

Theimp brokeitsvow of slence. "Here's athought. Possibly becauseit involvesthe magician's
being dead?"' | suggested. "Most magicians aren't going to want to make that sacrifice. They don't
mind that our essences shrivel while we serve them; in fact, they probably prefer it, snceit
concentrates our minds. And they certainly don't want us wandering about doing any old thing we
wish, do they?'

The gold mask consdered me. "Y ou are amost impertinent imp,” it said at last. "l shall consume
you next, Snce my essence requires some stoking.s But you spesk sense, nevertheless. Truly | am
unique. Unlucky as| once was, trapped for long dark yearsin Gladstone's tomb, | am now the most
fortunate of afrits. Henceforward | shall roam the world, taking my leisurely revenge on human and
spirit dike. Perhaps one day, when my vengeanceis sated, | shal return to the Other Place—but not
just yet." It gave asudden lungein my direction; | somersaulted backward, just out of reach, landing



with my rear end teetering over the edge of the parapet.

[6] You could tell Honorius was far gone by the fact that he evidently hadn't bothered checking through the
planes. If he had, he'd have seen that | was animp only on the first three planes. On the rest, | was Bartimaeus, in
al my lustrous glory.

"So it doesn't bother you then that you've lost the Staff?" | said quickly, making frantic signas
with my tail to the djinn on the opposite roof. It was time we put an end to Honorius and his
megdomaniam Out of the corner of my eyel saw the orangutan scratch hisarmpit. Either thiswasa
subtle sgna promising swift aid, or ese he hadn't seen me.

[7] | have to say that his ramblings were not without interest, in an odd sort of way. Since time out of mind,
every one of us, from the toughest marid to the smallest imp, has been cursed by the twin problems of obedience
and pain. We have to obey the magicians, and it hurts us to do it. Through Gladstone's injunction, Honorius
seemed to have found away out of this cruel vise. But he had lost his sanity in the process. Who would rather
stay on Earth than return home?

"The Staff..." The skeleton's eyesflashed. "Y es, my conscience pricks mealittle. Still, what
matter? The girl Kitty will haveit. Sheisin London; and sooner or later | will find her." It brightened.
"Yes... And with the Staff in my hand, who knows what | could do. Now stand till, so that | can
devour you."

It reached out aleisurely hand, evidently not expecting further resistance. | suppose the other
Imps must have sat quietly, accepting their fate, not being avery decisive bunch. But Bartimagus was
meade of sterner stuff, as Honorius was about to learn. | gave alittle skip between the outstretched
arms, jumped up, and bounded over the horrid white head, ripping the death mask off as| did so.®

[8] My six imp'sfingers came in handy here; each one had a small sucker on the end.

It came away without difficulty, having been held on by only afew tightened strands of the
skeleton's dirty white hair. Honorius gave ayelp of surprise and wheded around, hisleering skull fully
exposed. "Hand that back!"

For answer, the imp danced away around the rooftop. ™Y ou don't want this," | called over my
shoulder. "It belonged to your master and he's dead. Euuch, and he didn't have very good teeth, did
he? Look at that one hanging by athread.”

"Give meback my face!"

"Your ‘face? That's not hedlthy talk for an afrit. Ooops, there it goes. Clumsy me." With al my
srength, | spun it away like asmdl gold Frisbee, off the edge of the building and down into the void.

The skeleton roared with rage and sent three Detonations off in rgpid succession, singeing the air
around me. Theimp flipped and sprang, over, under, over, and down below the parapet, where |
promptly used my suckersto cling to the nearest window.

From this vantage point, | waved again at the two djinn lurking over by the chimney, and
whistled as dhrilly as1 could. Evidently, Honorius's proficiency with his Detonations had been the
reason for their previous caution, but | was relieved now to see the gtilt-legged bird shift itsdlf,
followed reluctantly by the orangutan.



| could hear the skeleton standing on the verge above, craning its neck out in search of me. Its
teeth snapped and ground in anger. | pressed myself asflat as| could to the window. As Honorius
now discovered, one definite drawback to his residency in the boneswas that he could not change his
form. Any honest afrit would by now have grown wings and shot down to find me, but without a
nearby ledge or roof to hop to, the skeleton was stymied. Doubtless he was considering his next
move.

In the meantime, |, Bartimaeus, made mine. With great stedlth, | shimmied sideways aong the
window, acrossthe wall and around the corner of the building. There, | promptly clambered upward
and peered over the top of the parapet. The skeleton was il leaning out in a precarious manner.
From behind it looked rather less threatening than from the front: its trousers were ripped and torn,
and sagged so catastrophically that | was treated to an unwanted view of its coccyX.

If it would just hold that position amoment more...

The imp hopped up onto the roof and changed back into the gargoyle, which tiptoed across,
palms outstretched.

It was just then that my plan was shattered by the sudden appearance of the bird and the
orangutan (now complete with orange wings), who descended in front of the skeleton from the sky.
Each fired off aburst of magic—a Detonation and an Inferno, to be precise; the twin bolts dammed
into the skeleton, knocking it backward away from the precipice. With the swift thinking that ismy
halmark, | abandoned my ideaand joined in likewise, choosing a Convulsion for variety's sake.
Hickering inky bands swarmed over the skeleton, seeking to shake it to pieces, but to no avail. The
skeleton uttered aword, stamped itsfoot, and the remnants of al three attacks spun away fromiit,
shriveling and fading.

Bird, orangutan, and gargoylefell back alittle on al sdes. We anticipated trouble.
Gladstone's skull rotated creskily to address me. "Why do you think my master chose me for
the honor of inhabiting hisbones? | am Honorius, aninth-leve &frit, invulnerable to the magic of mere

djiinn. Now—leave me bel" Arcsof green force crackled out from the skeleton'sfingers, the gargoyle
legped from the roof to avoid them, while the bird and orangutan tumbled unceremonioudy out of the

y.

With abound, the skeleton dropped to alower roof and made off on its sprightly way. The three
djinn held ahurried midair consultation.

"l don't like this game much,” the orangutan said.

"Nor mg," said the bird. "Y ou heard him. HEsinvulnerable. | remember onetime, back in old
Siam. Therewasthisroyd afrit, see—"

"He's not invulnerableto slver,” the gargoyle interrupted. "He told me s0."
"Yep, but nor arewe," protested the orangutan. "It'll make my fur fall off."

"We don't haveto touch it, do we? Comeon."



A swift descent to the thoroughfare below resulted in aminor accident, when the driver of a
lorry saw usin passing, and jackknifed off the road. Nasty, but it could have been worse.«

[9] Thelorry, which was delivering a cargo of melons somewhere, careered into the glass front of a
fishmonger's, sending an avalanche of ice and halibut cascading out onto the pavement. The trap at the back of
the lorry opened, and the melons bounced out into the street, where, following anatural incline, they gathered
pace along the road. Severa bicycles were upended, or forced sidewaysinto the gutter, before the melons' descent
was halted by a glassware store at the foot of the hill. The few pedestrians who managed to avoid the rolling
missiles were subsequently knocked flying by the horde of alley cats converging on the fish shop.

My colleague paused in indignation. "What's the matter with him? Hasn't he ever seenan
orangutan before?’

"Not onewith wings, possbly. | suggest we become pigeons on thefirst plane. Now, break me
off three of thoserailings. They're not iron, are they? Good. I'm going to find ajeweler's.”

A quick examination of theretail district revealed something even better: averitable slveramith's,
boasting a complex window display of jugs, tankards, golfing trophies, and memorid platesthat had
evidently been assembled with loving care. Bird and orangutan, who had managed to secure three
long rails, held back fearfully from the shop, since the freezing aura of the silver raddled our essences
even halfway across the street. But the gargoyle had no timefor delay. | seized one of therailings,
gritted my teeth, and, hopping over to the window, staved the glassin.za With aquick stab of therall,
| lifted alarge slver tankard by its handle and backed away from the shop, ignoring plaintive cries
fromwithin.

[10] Imagine the discomfort of closely approaching araging fire: this was the effect so much silver had on
me—except that it was cold.

"Seethis?' | dangled the tankard at the end of therail before my bemused companions. "One
spear. Now we need two more."

It took twenty minutes of low-levd flying to locate the skeleton once again. Thiswas easy redly;
we just followed the sound of the screams. It seemed that Honorius had rediscovered the delights of
frightening people, and was sauntering adong the embankment, swinging from streetlights and popping
up behind the river wall to scare witless any passerby. It was a harmless enough hobby, but we had
our collective charge, and that meant we had to act.

Each one of us had ahomemade spear, complete with its silver object. The bird had adarts cup
swinging on theend of hisrail, while the orangutan, who had spent a couple of fruitless minutestrying
to balance alarge plate on the tip of his, had settled at last for atoastrack. | had hurriedly schooled
them both in tactics, and we approached the skeleton in the manner of three sheepdogs tackling an
obgtinate ram. The bird flew up aong the Embankment from the south, the orangutan flew down from
the north, and | came a him from the landward side. We cornered him in the region of Cleopatra's
Needle.m

[11] Cleopatra's Needle: asixty-foot Egyptian obelisk, weighing 180-odd tons, that has nothing to do with
Cleopatraat all. | should know, since | was one of the workers who erected it for Tuthmosis il in 1475 B.C. Aswed
plunked it in the sand at Heliopolis, | was rather surprised when | saw it in London 3,500 years later. | suppose
someone pinched it. Y ou can't take your eyes off anything these days.



Honorius saw the bird first. Another swinging jet of power shot out, cut between his bandy legs,
and vaporized a public convenience. In the meantime, the orangutan darted close and thrust the
toastrack between Gladstone's shoulder blades. A burst of greenish sparks, asmell of burning cloth;
the skeleton legped high into the air. It fell to earth with akeening cry, bounded away toward the
road, only to narrowly avoid aswipe from my oncoming tankard.

"Ahh! You traitord" Honorius's next attack shot past the gargoyl€e's ear; yet while he struggled to
keep my fleeing framein view, the bird stole close and tickled his bony leg with the darts trophy. As
he spun around to tackle this new danger, the toast-rack went to work again. And so it went.
However much the skeleton turned and twisted, one silver weapon or another was awaysin action
behind its back. Before long, its missiles became erratic, lacking force; it was more interested in
retreat than engagement. Howling and cursing, it fled across the Embankment's width, nearer and
nearer theriver wall.

Thethree of us closed in with great caution. For amoment | couldn't work out why thisfelt so
unusual. Then | redlized: it was a chase, and for once | was doing the chasing. Usudly it's the other
way around.

In minutes, we had the skeleton pressed up againgt the foot of the obdlisk. The skull rotated
frantically left and right, the red dots flaring, seeking avenues of escape.

"Honorius," | said, "thisisyour last chance. We understand the stresses you've been under. If
you can't demateridize voluntarily from those bones, doubtless one of today's magicians can freeyou
from your binding instead. Surrender now, and | will ask my master to research the necessary spell.”

The skeleton gave a screeching cry of contempt. " Ask your master? Will it redly be so easy?
Areyou on such equa terms? | doubt it very much. All of you are subject to the whims of human
measters, and | doneam free!”

"You'retrapped in afestering bag of bones,” | said. "Look at you! Not even ableto turninto a
bird or fish to get away."

"I'min abetter gate than you," the skeleton snarled. "How many years have you been working
for them? Change shape dl you like, the fact remains you're adave, with threats and manacles binding
you to your task. Ooh, look—now I'm an imp, now I'm adevil! Who cares? Big dedl!"

"Gargoyle, actudly,” | muttered. But only quietly; hispoint had hit home.

"If you had half achance, you'd be here with me, roaming London at will, teaching those
magicians athing or two. Hypocrite! | defy you!" The vertebrae cracked, the torso turned, white
bones reached up and grasped the granite column. With a heave and a gasp, Gladstone's skeleton
was climbing up the obdlisk, using the ancient carved hieroglyphs for footholds.

My companions and | watched it climb.

"Wheré's he think he'sgoing?' the bird asked.

The gargoyle shrugged. "Therés nowherefor him to go,” | said. "He'sjust postponing the
inevitable." | spoke angrily, since Honoriuss words had contained more than agrain of truth, and that



knowledge hurt me. "L et'sfinish him off."

But aswerose, spearslifted, slver ornaments glinting darkly in the dusk, the skeleton reached
the uppermost point of the ancient stone. There, it clambered avkwardly to itsfeet and raised its
ragged armstoward the west and the setting sun. Thelight shone through the long white hair and
danced on the hollow innards of the skull. Then, without another sound, it bent itslegs and launched
itself up and out over theriver in agraceful swan dive.

The orangutan hurled its spear after it, but redly there was no need.

The Thamesthat evening was a high tide and in full spate; the skeleton hit the surface far out and
was submerged instantly. Once only did it regppear, way downstream, with water gushing from the
eye sockets, jaw champing, arm bonesflailing. But till it made no sound. Then it was gone.

Whether the skeleton was carried straight out to sea, or drawn down into the mud at the bottom
of the Thames, the watchers on the bank could not say. But Honorius the &frit, together with
Gladstone's bones that housed him, was seen no more.

35
Kitty
Kitty did not cry.

If her yearsin the Res stance had achieved nothing el se, they had succeeded in hardening her
emotions. Weeping was no good to her now. The magnitude of the disaster was so greet that normal
responses were inadequate. Neither during the crisisin the abbey, nor immediately afterward—when
shefirgt hdted her desperate flight in aslent square amile away—did she dlow hersdlf to dump into

dif-pity.

Fear drove her on, for she could not believe that she had escaped the demon. At every corner,
using old Resi stance techniques, she waited thirty seconds, then peeped back the way she had come.
On every occasion, the road behind was empty of pursuit: she saw only dumbering houses, flickering
lanterns, Slent avenues of trees. The city seemed indifferent to her existence; the skieswerefilled with
impassive stars and the blank-faced moon. There was no one out in the depths of the night and there
were no Vigilance spheres abroad.

Her feet made the faintest tripping sounds as she jogged aong the pavement, keeping to areas of
shadow.

She heard little: once acar humming past on anearby road; once a distant Siren; once a baby
squaling thinly in an upper room.

Shedtill carried the staff in her [eft hand.

In her first hurried shdlter, aruined basement of atenement block within sight of the abbey's
towers, she had aimost abandoned the staff under a pile of rubble. But useless though it was—good



for nothing but killing insects, the benefactor had said—it was the only thing to have come out of the
horror with her. She could not let it go.

Sherested afew minutesin the cellar, but did not allow hersdlf to deep. By dawn, centra
London would be svarming with police. It would befata to remain there. Besides, if she shut her
eyes, she dreaded what she might see.

Throughout the degpest hours of night, Kitty worked her way east along the bank of the
Thames, before reaching Southwark Bridge. Thiswas the most exposed and dangerous part of the
wholejourney, particularly with the staff in tow. She had heard from Stanley how magical objects
radiated their nature to those with eyesto see, and she guessed that demons might perceive her
burden from far across the water. So she waited in bushes beside the bridge for many minutes,
plucking up her courage, before making a dash to the other side.

Asthefirg lights of dawn began to glow above the city, Kitty pattered under alittle arch and
into the mews courtyard where the weapons cellar was concealed. It was the only place she could
think of to gain immediate shelter, and the need for thiswas pressing. Her feet were sumbling with
weariness, worse, she was beginning to see things—flashes of movement in the corner of her
eye—that made her heart pound. She could not go to the art shop—that was clear enough, with Mr.
Pennyfeather now (how vividly sheimagined it) lying neetly stacked away for the authoritiesto find.
Vigiting her rented room was unwise, too (Kitty savagely returned to the practical businessin hand),
snce magiciansinvestigating the shop would learn of it and soon come caling.

Blindly, she located the cdllar key; blindly, sheturned it in the lock. Without pausing to switch on
the eectric light, she felt her way down anumber of twisting corridors, until she reached the inner
room, where the ceiling pipe till dripped into its overflowing bucket. Here, she tossed the staff down,
stretched out besideit on the concrete floor, and dept.

She awoke in darkness and lay there, ftiff and cold, for along time. Then sherosg, fdlt for the
wall and switched on the single bulb. The cellar was just asit had been the afternoon before—when
the others had been there, too. Nick practicing his combat moves, Fred and Stanley throwing discs.
She could 4till seethe holesin the joist where Fred's disc had struck. Much good it had @l done them.

Kitty sat beside the pile of logs and stared at the opposite wall, hands lying loosdly in her 1ap.
Her head was clearer now, though rather light from lack of food. She took a deep breath and tried to
focus on what she should do. Thiswas hard, for her life had been turned upside down.

For more than three years, her energies and emotions had helped to build the Res stance; now,
inasinglenight, asif by araging torrent, it had al been swept away. True, it had been arickety
enough congtruction at the best of times: none of them had agreed much on their strategies, and the
divisons between them had grown bigger in recent months. But now there was nothing left at al. Her
companions had gone, and with them the idedlsthey shared.

But what were theseidedls, exactly? The eventsin the abbey had not only changed her future,
they had transformed her sense of the pagt, too. Thefutility of the whole affair now seemed
trangparent. The futility—and the foolishness, too. When shetried to bring Mr. Pennyfeather to mind
now, she saw not the principled leader she had followed for so long, but little more than agrinning



thief, red-faced and sweating in the lantern light, rummaging through | oathsome placesin search of
wicked things.

What had they ever expected to achieve? What would the artifacts have truly accomplished?
The magicians would not have been toppled, even with acrysta ball. No, they'd been kidding
themsdves dl aong. The Resistance was nothing but a flea biting the ears of amadtiff: one swipe of a
paw and that was that.

She drew the silver pendant from her pocket and stared dully at it. GrandmamaHyrnek's gift
had saved her: nothing more, nothing less. It was the purest luck she had survived at dl.

In her heart, Kitty had long known that the group was dying, but the revelation that it could so
eadly be snuffed out till came as an overwhelming shock. A single demon had attacked—and thelr
resilience had come to nothing. All the group's brave words—all Mr. Hopkinss clever counsd, dl
Fred's boasting, all Nick's earnest rhetoric—were proved worthless. Kitty could hardly recal their
arguments now: her memories had been wiped clean by eventsin the tomb.

Nick. The demon had said (Kitty had no difficulty bringing its words to mind) that it had killed
ten out of twelveintruders. Taking the hitorical victimsinto account, that meant Nick had survived,
too. Her mouth curled into afaint sneer; he'd gotten out so fast that she hadn't even seen him go. No
thought from him of helping Fred, or Anne, or Mr. Pennyfeather.

Then there was the clever Mr. Hopkins.... As she thought of the bland-faced scholar, athrill of
anger ran through Kitty. Where had he been dl thistime? Far away, safe and sound. Neither he nor
the mystery benefactor, the gentleman whose information about Gladstone's defenses had proved so
sadly lacking, had dared be present at the tomb. If it hadn't been for their influence over Mr.
Pennyfesther in the last few months, the rest of the group would still be dive that morning. And what
had they gotten for their sacrifice? Nothing but a knobbly length of wood.

The staff lay beside her amid the debris on the floor. In asudden flurry of rage, Kitty got to her
fet, seized it in both hands and brought it down hard over her knee. To her surprise, she achieved
nothing but ajarring of both wrists: the wood was much stronger than it looked. With acry, she
hurled it againgt the nearest wall.

Almost as soon asit began, Kitty's anger was replaced by agreat emptiness. It was
conceivable, perhaps, that she could contact Mr. Hopkinsin due course. Discuss a possible plan of
action. But not today. For now, she needed something different, something to counteract the fedling of
being utterly alone. She needed to see her parents again.

It was dready late afternoon when Kitty emerged from the cellar into the mews courtyard and
listened. Faint Sirens and one or two bangs sounded, drifting distantly on the wind from central
London, where something was evidently afoot. She shrugged. So much the better. She would not be
disturbed. She locked the door, hid the key, and set off.

Despite traveling light—she had | eft the Saff lying in the cellar—Kitty took most of the evening
to walk to Balham, and the skies were darkening by the time she reached the familiar knot of roads
closeto her old home. By now she wastired, footsore, and hungry. Apart from acouple of apples



stolen from agrocer's sore, she had eaten nothing. Imagined tastings of her mother's cooking began
toroll tantalizingly over her tongue, accompanied by thoughts of her old room, with its comfy little bed
and the wardrobe with the door that didn't close. How long had it been since she'd dept there?

Y ears, now. If just for one night, she would gladly curl up there again.

Dusk wasfaling when she walked up the old street and, dowing her pace unconscioudy, drew
near to her parents house. A light was on in theliving room: thisdrew forth awrenching sob of relief,
but also a spur of anxiety. Unobservant though her mother was, she must not guess something was
wrong, not until Kitty had had a chance to work out what to do. She ingpected hersdlf in the blank
reflection of aneighbor's window, smoothed back her touded hair, and brushed down her clothes as
best she could. She could do nothing about the dirt on her hands, or the bags beneath her eyes. She
sighed. Not great, but it would have to do. With that, she stepped up to the door and knocked. Her
keys had been |ft back in her rooms.

After adight delay, during which Kitty was driven to knock again, afamiliar dim shadow
appeared in the hall. 1t hovered hadfway down it, asif uncertain whether to open the door. Kitty
tapped on the glass. "Mum! It'sme."

Diffidently, the shadow came near; her mother opened the door alittle and looked out. "Oh,"
shesad, "Kahleen."

"Helo, Mum," Kitty said, smiling asbest she could. "Sorry thisis unexpected.”

"Oh. Yes." Her mother did not open the door any farther. She was looking at Kitty with a
dartled, dightly wary expresson.

"Isanything wrong, Mum?" Kitty asked, too weary to care.
"No, no. Not at al."
"So can| comein, then?'

"Yes... of course." Her mother stood aside to alow Kitty to enter, presented a cold cheek to be
pecked, and shut the door carefully behind them.

"Wherée's Dad? In the kitchen? | know it's late, but I'm starving.”

" think perhaps the living room would be best, dear.”

"Okay." Kitty stepped down the hdl and into the smal lounge. Everything was much as she
remembered: the frayed carpet, denuded of color; thelittle mirror over the mantelpiece; the elderly
sofaand chair that her father had inherited from his father, complete with lacy antimacassars on the
headrests. On the little coffee table was a steaming tegpot and three cups. On the sofa sat her father.
In the chair opposite sat ayoung man.

Kitty stopped dead. Her mother quietly closed the door.

The young man looked up at her and smiled, and Kitty wasimmediately reminded of Mr.
Pennyfeather's expression when he had looked upon the treasures of the tomb. It was agleeful,



acquisitive smile, struggling hard to be contained.
"Hdlo, Kitty," the young man said.
Kitty said nothing. She knew what he was quite well.

"Kathleen." Her father's voice was barely perceptible. "Thisis Mr. Mandrake. From the, the
Department of Internd Affairs, | believe?"

"That'sright,” Mr. Mandrake said, smiling.
"Hewants—" Her father hesitated. "He wants to ask you some questions.”

A sudden wail came from her mother's mouth. "Oh Kathleen,” she cried. "What have you been
doing?"

Stll Kitty did not reply. She had asingle throwing disc in her jacket, but was otherwise
defensdess. Her eyesflicked acrossto the drawn curtains over the window. It was a sash opener;
she could climb out that way—if her father had oiled the latch. Or smash it in apinch—the coffee
table would go through it. Or there was the hall, with a choice of exits, but her mother was standing in
front of the door...

The young man gestured at the sofa. "Would you like to st down, Ms. Jones?' he said politely.
"We can discuss thingsin an agreeable manner if you wish." The edges of his mouth twitched. "Or are
you going to leap from the window at asingle bound?'

By articulating the very thought that was running through her mind, the magician—intentiondly or
not—caught Kitty off guard. Now was not the time. She flushed, pursed her lips, and sat on the sofa,
where she regarded the magician as camly as she could.

So this was the Mandrake whose servants had pursued the Resistance for so many months. She
would have known his profession amile off; his clothes were the giveaway—along black coat, a
ridiculoudy tight black suit, shiny patent leether shoes. An outsize red handkerchief rose up from his
breast pocket like aleaf of coral. Hishair grew long about hisface, which wasthin and pae. Kitty
redlized for thefirgt time how very young he truly was. ill in histeens, certainly no older than she,
perhaps considerably younger. Asif to offset this, he had steepled his handsin an assertive manner,
legs crossed, one foot twitching with the motion of alapcat'stail, and adopted a smile that would
perhaps have been urbane, had his eagerness not kept showing through.

Hisyouth gave Kitty alittle confidence. "What do you want, Mr. Mandrake?' sheaskedina
level voice.

The magician reached out, picked up the nearest cup and saucer and took asip of tea. With
ostentatious care, he placed the ensemble down upon the armrest of his chair and arranged it
carefully. Kitty and her parentswatched himin silence. "Very nice, Mrs. Jones," hesaid at lagt. "A
very tolerable beverage. Thank you for your worthy hospitaity.” This pleasantry dicited only asmall
sob from Kitty's mother.

Kitty did not ook &t her. Her gaze wasfixed on the magician. "What do you want?' she said.



Thistime, hereplied. "Firgt to tell you that you are, as of this moment, under arrest.”

"Onwhat charge?' Kitty knew her voice was shaking.

"Well, let me see...” The steepled fingers tapped together, beating out the list. "Terrorism;
bel onging to an outlaw group; treachery against Mr. Devereaux, his government and the Empire;
wanton damage of property; conspiracy to murder; malicious theft; desecration of asacred resting
place... | could go on, but it would only distress your mother. It isamelancholy Situation that two such
honest, loyal parents should have been cursed with a daughter like you.”

"l don't undergtand,” Kitty said levelly. "These are serious charges. What isyour evidence?"

"Y ou have been witnessed in the company of known criminas, members of the so-called
Resgtance."

"Witnessed? What does that mean? Who says so?"'

"Kathleen, you stupid girl, tdl him thetruth," her father said.

"Shut up, Dad.”

"These known criminds,” the magician went on, "were found thismorning, lying dead inavault in
Westmingter Abbey, which they had previoudy ransacked. One of them was a Mr. Pennyfeather,
whom | believe you work for."

"l always knew hewasabad lot," Kitty's mother whispered.

Kitty took adeep breath. "I regret to hear this, but | can hardly be expected to know everything
my employer got up to in hisown privatetime. Y ou'll have to do better than that, Mr. Mandrake."

"Then you deny associating out of hourswith this Pennyfeather?
"Certainly | do."
"What about hisfellow traitors? Two youths: Fred and Stanley by name?”

"Many people worked for Mr. Pennyfeather part-time. | knew them, but not well. Isthat it, Mr.
Mandrake? | don't believe you have any proof at al.”

"Well, if it comesto that..." The magician sat back in his chair and grinned. "One might ask why
your clothes are so covered in white stains. It dmost looks like grave-mold, when seenin acertain
light. One might ask why you were not at your employer's shop this morning, when it was your duty to
open the doors. One might possibly draw attention to documentsthat | have just been reading in the
Public Records Office. They rlateto acertain trid: Kathleen Jones versus Julius Tallow—amost
Interesting case. Y ou have a previous criminal record, Ms. Jones. Fined a considerable sum for an
attack on amagician. And then, not least, there's the witness who saw you fencing stolen goodsin the
company of the sadly deceased Fred and Stanley; awitness whom you attacked and left for dead.”

"Andwho is this precious witness?' Kitty snarled. "Whoever heis, he'slying.”



"Oh, I think he's very rdigble.” The magician gave alittle chuckle and pushed the hair back from
the Sdes of hisface. "Remember now?"

Kitty looked a him blankly. "Remember what?'

The magician's forehead runkled. "Well—Me, of course."

"Y ou? Have we met before?'

"Y ou don't recal? Well, it was severd years ago; | admit | was different then.”

"L essfoppish, perhaps?’ Kitty heard her mother give afaint moan of distress; the sound had as
little effect on her asif it had been uttered by a stranger.

"Don't cheek me, girl." The magician recrossed hislegs—with some difficulty, owing to the
tightness of histrousers, and smiled thinly. "Mind you—why not? Fire off al the chegp commentsyou
like. It won't make any differenceto your fate."

Now that the end had come, Kitty found she had no fear; only an overwhelming sense of
irritation at the jumped-up youth stting opposite. She folded her arms and looked him fully in the face.
"S0 go on, then," she said. "Enlighten me."

The boy cleared histhroat. " Perhaps this will refresh your memory. Three years ago in North
London... One cold December night... No?* He Sighed. "Anincident in aback aley?"

Kitty shrugged wearily. "I've had alot of incidentsin aleys. Y ou must have aforgettable face.

"Ah, but | never forgot yours." Hisanger leaped to the surface now; heleaned forward in his
seet, knocking the cup with an elbow, and spilling tea upon the chair. His eyesflashed guiltily at
Kitty's parents. "Oh—sorry."

Kitty's mother launched herself at the spot, dabbing with anapkin. "Don't worry, Mr.
Mandrake! Please don't worry."

"You see, Ms. Jones," the magician went on, lifting the cup off the chair arm so that Kitty's
mother could dab around it more effectively, "1 never forgot you, though | saw you only for a
moment. Nor did | forget your colleagues, Fred and Stanley, since it was they who robbed me, they
who tried to kill me."

"Robbed you?' Kitty frowned. "What did they take?"

"A vauable scrying glass”

"Oh..." A dim memory swam into Kitty'smind. " ou werethat kid in the dley? Thelittle spy. |
remember you now—and your glass. That was a shoddy piece of work."

"l made that!"

"We couldn't even get it to Sart.”



Mr. Mandrake gathered himsdlf with difficulty and spoke in adangeroudy controlled voice. |
notice that you have stopped denying the charges.”

"Oh, yes," Kitty said, and as she did so felt more conscioudy dive than she had done for many
months. "They'retrue, dl right. All of what you said, and more. I'm only sorry it'sal over now. No
wait—| deny onething. You said | |eft you for dead in that dley. That isn't so. Fred would have cut
your throat, but | spared you. Heaven knows why, you miserable little sneak. | should have donethe
world afavor.”

"She doesn't mean thisl" Her father had jumped to hisfeet and was standing between them, asif
his body would shield the magician from his daughter's words.

"Oh, but she does, she does." The boy was smiling, but his eyes danced with rage. "Go ahead,
let her talk."

Kitty had barely paused for breath. "I despise you and dl the other magiciang Y ou care nothing
for peoplelike usl We're just hereto... to provide your food and clean your houses and make your
clothes We dave away in your factories and workshops, while you and your demonslivein luxury! If
we cross your paths we suffer! Like Jakob did! You're al callous and wicked and heartlessand
van!"

"Van?' Theboy adjusted thetilt of his handkerchief. "How wonderfully hystericd. I'm just well
turned out. Presentation’'simportant, you know."

"Nothing's important to you—get off me, Mum." In her fury, Kitty had risen; her mother,
half-maddened by distress, was clutching at her from the side. Kitty pushed her away. "Oh" she
snarled, "and if you want atip on presentation, those trousers are far too tight.”

"Isthat s0?" The boy rosetoo, his coat billowing about him. "I've heard enough. Y ou'll be able
to refine your sartoria opinionsat leisurein the Tower of London.”

"No!" Kitty's mother sank to the floor. "Please, Mr. Mandrake..."
Kitty'sfather was standing asif his bones pained him. "'Isthere nothing we can do?’

The magician shook his head. "I'm afraid your daughter has long since chosen her path. | regret it
for your sakes, snceyou are loya to the State.”

""She has alway's been aheadstrong girl," Kitty'sfather said quietly, "but | never realized shewas
wicked, too. That incident with Jakob Hyrnek should have taught us something, but we always hoped
for the best, Irisand me. And now, with our armies going off to war in America, and threats as never
before on every side, to find our girl'satraitor, neck-deep in crime... Well, it's broken me, it redlly
has, Mr. Mandrake. | dwaystried to bring her up right.”

"I'm sureyou did,” the magician said hadtily. "Neverthdess—"
"| used to take her to watch the march-pasts, see the soldiers during the festivals. | had her on

my shoulders on Imperid Day, when the crowdsin Trafdgar cheered the Prime Minister for an hour.
Y ou might not remember that, Mr. Mandrake, you're so young yourself, but it was agrand occasion.



And now that little daughter of mines gone, and in her placeisthis surly vixen, who's got no respect
for her parents, her betters... or her country.” There was acatch in his voice as he finished.

"Youredly areanidiot, Dad,” Kitty said.

Her mother was till half-kneegling on the floor, besseching the magician. "Not the Tower for her,
Mr. Mandrake, please.”

"I'm sorry, Mrs. Jones—"

"It'sal right, Mum—" Kitty did not hide her contempt. "Y ou can get off your knees. Hewon't
be taking me to the Tower. | don't see how he can.”

"Ohyes?' The boy looked amused. "Y ou doubt that, do you?"
Kitty peered into thefar corners of the room. "Y ou seem to be aone.”

A faint smile. "Only in amanner of speaking. Now, then. An officid car waitsin the next sireet.
Areyou going to come with me quietly?"

"No, Mr. Mandrake, | am not." Kitty launched hersdf forward; swung afist. It caught the boy
on his cheekbone with adull crack; he capsized, sprawling into the chair. Kitty stepped over her
prone mother and made for the door, but afirm grasp on her shoulder jerked her back. Her father:
white-faced, eyes blank and staring.

"Dad—eave off!" Shewrenched at hisdeeve, but his grip wasiron-sirong.

"What have you done?' Helooked at her asif she were something monstrous, an abomination.
"What have you done?"

"Dad... Just let me go. Please, just let me go.”

Kitty struggled, but her father only gripped the harder. From her position on thefloor, her
mother reached out to clutch Kitty's leg hdfheartedly, asif uncertain whether she intended
supplication or restraint. Over in the chair, the magician, who had been shaking his head like afuddied
dog, turned his gaze toward them. His eyes, when they focused, were venomous. He spoke afew
harsh syllablesin astrange tongue and clapped his hands. Kitty and her parents stopped their struggle;
abrackish vapor seeped from nowhereinto the air. At its heart, adark form: blue-black, with dender
horns and leathery wings, appraising them with awicked leer.

The magician rubbed the side of hisjaw and flexed it. "The girl," he said. " Secure her and don't
let go. Y ou may grasp her hair as painfully asyou wish."

The creature chirruped harshly in answer, beat itswings, and flew out of its vapor nest. Kitty's
father gave alow moan; his grasp on Kitty's shoulder loosened. Her mother flung herself back against
the corner of the dresser and hid her face.

"Isthat the best you can do?' Kitty said. "A mouler? Please." She stretched out a hand, and
before the artled creature could even reach her, seized it by its neck, swung it around her head a



few times, and threw it back into the magician'sface, whereit burst with aflatulent sound. An eruption
of purple, bitter-smelling droplets peppered his suit and coat and the surrounding furnishings. He cried
out in shock; reaching for his handkerchief with one hand, he made a mystic sgn with the other.
Instantly, asmall red-faced imp appeared at his shoulder, bounded onto the dresser and opened its
mouth. A bolt of orange flame shot out at Kitty, catching her on her chest and knocking her back
againgt the door. Her mother screamed; her father cried out. The imp capered with triumph—and
stopped, mid-caper. Kitty was straightening up, dusting off her smoldering jacket and staring at the
meagician with agrim smile. With aquick movement, she drew her throwing disc from her jacket and
flourished it; the magician, who had lurched toward her in hisfury, stepped hurriedly back. "Y ou can
wear the tightest trousers you please, Mr. Mandrake," she said, "but the fact remains, you'rea
conceited smal-timer. If you follow me, I'll kill you. Good-bye. Oh, and don't worry, Mum,
Dad'—sheturned to look at each one camly—"I won't ruin your reputation any further. Y ou won't
semeagan.”

With that, and leaving parents, magician, and imp staring at her back, she turned, opened the
door, and passed through. Then she walked dowly and deliberately up the hall and out of the front
door into the warm evening. In the Street, she chose adirection arbitrarily and walked off, never
looking behind her. Only when she had rounded the nearest corner and had begun to run did her tears
findly begintoflow.

36
Nathanie€l

Nathanidl'sfury at the failure of his swoop knew no bounds. He returned to Whitehdl ina
vicious temper, urging his chauffeur to ever grester speeds and beating the |leasther seat with hisfist at
any mild delay. He dismissed the car outside Internad Affairs, and, despite the lateness of the hour,
stomped across the courtyard to his office. Here he sngpped on the lights, threw himself into his chair,
and began to think.

He had badly miscalculated, and the fact that he had been so close to success made hisfailure al
the more galling. He had been absolutely right to check the Public Recordsin search of Kathleen
Joness name: held uncovered the typescript of her trill—together with her home address—in less
than an hour. HEd been right to visit the parents, too. They were malleable fools, both of them, and
hisorigind plan—to get them to detain their daughter should she return home, while secretly informing
him—would have worked out perfectly, had the girl not arrived back earlier than expected.

Y et even that would have been fine, had she not unexpectedly displayed some kind of personal
defense againgt the minor demons. Perplexing... The parallels with the mercenary were obvious, of
course; the real question was whether their powers were their own, or the product of some spell. His
sensors had not detected anything.

If Bartimaeus had been with him, it might have shed some light on the source of the girl's power
and perhaps prevented her escape. It was agreat pity the djinni was on the other mission.

Nathanidl regarded hisjacket deave, now permanently marked with remnants of the mouler. He
muttered a curse. Conceited small-timer... It was hard not to admire the girl's strength of character.



Nevertheess, Kitty Joneswould pay dearly for that insult.

Alongside his anger, he was uneasy, too. He could, with great smplicity, have requested police
backup, or asked Whitwell to provide vigilance sphere surveillance of the parents house. But he had
not done so. He had wanted the successfor himsdf and himsdlf one. Retrieving the Staff would have
enhanced his status immeasurably—the Prime Minister would have lauded him to the skies. Perhaps
he would have been promoted, allowed to explore the powers of the Staff... Duvall and Whitwell
would have been left looking uncomfortably over their shoulders.

But the girl had gotten away—and should anyone learn about hisfailure, hewould be held to
account. The death of Talow had left his colleagues prickly, agitated and even more paranoid than
normal. It was not agood time to be found out. He had to locate the girl, and quickly.

At that moment, aringing in his ear warned him of an gpproaching magic. He stood dert and, an
ingtant later, saw Bartimaeus materiaizing in the midst of ablue cloud. It woreits gargoyle form.
Nathaniel rubbed his eyes and composed himsdif.

"Well?'Y ou have something to report?

"Lovely to seeyou, too." The gargoyle reached down, plumped the cloud into the shape of a
cushion, and sat with asigh. "Yep. Veni, vidi, vici and dl that. The afrit isno more. I'm knackered.
Though not, possibly, as much asyou. Y ou look dreadful.”

"Y ou disposed of the demon?' Nathaniel perked up. Thiswas good news. It would count for
much with Devereaux.

"Sure did. Drowned him in the Thames. Word is dready spreading. And by the way, you were
right—it was that Kitty who nicked the Staff. Have you caught her yet? No? Well, better stop making
faces and get busy tracking her down. Hey..." The gargoyle peered closer. "Y ou've got abruise on
your cheek. Someone's been fighting!”

"No | havent. It's not important.”

"Scrapping like astreet kid! Wasit over agirl? A matter of honor? Come on, you can tell me!™

"Just forget about it. Listen—I am pleased at your success. Now we must locate the girl."
Nathaniel prodded the bruise gingerly with afinger. It smarted.

The gargoyle sighed. "Easier said than done. Where, pray, do | sart?'

"I don't know. | need to think. For the moment, you are dismissed. I'll summon you againinthe
morning.”

"Very wel." Gargoyle and cloud drifted backward into the wall and vanished.

When dl was gtill once more, Nathaniel stood beside his desk deep in thought. Night pressed up
againgt the office window; there was no sound from the street outside. He was very weary; his body



cried out for its bed. But the Staff was too important to be lost o easily. Somehow, he must traceit.
Perhaps a reference book might—

Nathaniel was brought up short by a sudden knocking on the courtyard door.
Helistened, heart hammering in his chest. Another three knocks: gentle, but assertive.

Who would be calling at this hour? Visions of the terrible mercenary sprang into hismind; he
shrugged them away, squared his shoulders, and approached the door.

Moigtening hislips, he turned the handle and sivung the door aside—

A short, roundish gentleman stood upon the step, blinking in the light that spilled out from the
office. He was dressed in aflamboyant green velvet suit, white spats, and amauve traveling coat that
fastened at his neck. On his head was asmall suede hat. He beamed at Nathanidl's discomfiture.

"Hello, Mandrake, my boy. May | comein? It's parky out.”
"Mr. Makepeace! Um, yes. Please comein, Sir."

"Thank you, my boy, thank you." With ahop and askip, Mr. Quentin Makepeace wasinsde.
Hetook off hishat and tossed it across the room, to land with great precision upon abust of
Gladstone. He winked at Nathaniel. "Weve had enough of him, oneway and another, | think."
Chuckling at hislittle joke, Mr. M akepeace wedged himsdlf into achair.

"Thisisan unexpected honor, sr." Nathaniel hovered uncertainly. "Can | get you anything?'

"No, no, Mandrake. Sit down, sit down. I've just popped in for alittle chat." He smiled broadly
a Nathanid. "I hope | have not disturbed you in your work?!

"Certainly not, gr. | wasjust thinking of heading home.”

"Very good, too. 'Sleep is so vita, and yet so hard to come by," as the Sultan saysin the
bathhouse scene—that's Act 11, Scene 3 of My Love's an Eastern Maid, of course. Did you seeit?!

"I'm afraid not, sir. | wastoo young. My previous master, Mr. Underwood, did not attend the
theatreasarule

"Ah, acrying shame." Mr. Makepeace shook his head sadly. "With an education as defective as
that, it'sawonder you've turned out such apromising lad."

"I've seen Swans of Araby, of course, dr," Nathanid said hadtily. "A wonderful work. Very
moving.”

"Mmm. It has been called my masterpiece by severd critics, but | trust | shdl outdo it with my
next little effort. | have been inspired by the American troubles and turned my attention to the West. A
dark continent we know so little about, Mandrake. My working titleis Petticoats and Rifles; it
involves ayoung backwoods lass..." As he was speaking, Mr. Makepeace made severd intricate
signswith his hands; from between his palms rose a scattering of orange sparks that floated up and



outward to take up position at points about the room. No sooner were they stationary than the
playwright stopped talking in mid-sentence and winked at Nathaniel. " See whét 1've done, boy?’

"A sensor web, Sir. To detect watching ears or eyes.”

"Exactly s0. And dl, for the moment, is quiet. Now then, | didn't cometo talk to you about my
oeuvre, fascinating thoughit is. | wanted to sound you out—you being a promising lad—about a
certain proposition.”

"I would be honored to heer it, Sr."

"It goes without saying of course,” Mr. Makepeace said, "that the contents of thislittle talk will
be for usalone. It could do us both great harm if aword of it were breathed beyond these four walls.
Y ou have areputation for being just asintelligent as you are young and spry, Mandrake; I'm sure that
you understand.”

"Of course, gr." Nathaniel composed hisfesturesinto amask of polite attention. Beneath this, he
was perplexed, if flattered. Why the playwright had now accosted him in such secrecy, Nathaniel
could not imagine. Mr. Makepeace's close friendship with the Prime Minister was widely spoken of,
but Nathaniel had never thought that the author was much of amagician himsdf. Infact, onthebasis
of viewing acouple of the plays he had consdered it unlikely: privately, Nathaniel consdered them

appdling potboilers.

"Firgt, congratulations are in order,” Mr. Makepeace said. "The renegade afrit isgone—and |
believe your djinni played apart initsremova. Well done! Y ou may be surethe P.M. hastaken
notice. It isin fact on account of thisthat | have come to you this evening. Someone of your efficiency
may be ableto hedp mein atricky problem.”

He paused, but Nathaniel said nothing. It was best to be cautious when confiding in astranger.
M akepeace's objectives were not yet clear.

"Y ou were a the abbey thismorning,” Mr. Makepeace went on, "and you listened to the debate
among the Council. It would not have escaped your notice that our friend the Police Chief, Mr.
Duvadl, has etained great influence.”

"Yes, ar."

"As commander of the Graybacks, he haslong been in aposition of considerable power, and he
makes no secret of his desire to gain more. He has aready used the current disturbancesto gain
authority at the expense of your master, Ms. Whitwell."

"I've noticed some such rivary,” Nathaniel said. He did not think it prudent to say more.

"Very carefully put, Mandrake. Now, as a persond friend of Rupert Devereaux, | don't mind
telling you that I've been viewing Duvdl's behavior with agood ded of concern. Ambitious men are
dangerous, Mandrake. They destabilize things. Boorish, uncivilized individuas such as Duval—it will
shock you to learn he has never attended one of my premieresin hislife—are theworst of dl, snce
they have no respect for their colleagues. Duval has been building up his power base for years,
keeping in with the P.M., while undermining other senior figures a the sametime. Hisvaunting



ambition has long been obvious. Recent events, such as the unfortunate demise of our friend Tallow,
have greatly unsettled our senior ministers, and this perhaps gives Duval further opportunity to take
advantage. In fact—and | don't mind telling you this, Mandrake, snce you're so uncommonly clever
and loyad—uwith the amount of power Duval now has, | fear rebelion.”

Perhaps because of his background in theater, Mr. Makepeace had a peculiarly lively way of
talking: hisvoicefluted high and tremulous, then dived to become low and resonating. Despite his
caution, Nathaniel was fascinated; heleaned in closer.

"Yes, my boy, you heard correctly: rebellion iswhat | fear, and as Mr. Devereauix's most loyal
friend, | am anxiousto prevent it. | am looking for adliesin thisregard. Jessica Whitwell is powerful, of
course, but we do not get on. Sheisno greet lover of the theater. But you, Mandrake, you are rather
more my type. I've followed your career for quite sometime, ever since that unfortunate Lovelace
afair, infact, and | think we might do admirably well together."

"That isvery kind of you, Sr," Nathanid said dowly. Hismind was &fire: this waswhat hed
been waiting fo—adirect line to the Prime Minigter. Ms. Whitwell was no true ally; sheld aready
made it clear that she planned to sacrifice his career. Wdll, if he played this carefully, he might gain
rapid advancement. Perhaps he didn't need her protection, after all.

But this was dangerousterritory. He had to be on hisguard. "Mr. Duval isaformidable
opponent,” hesaid blandly. "It isadangerousthing to act againgt him."

Mr. Makepeace smiled. "How very true. But haven't you aready been doing something aong
those lines?| believe you paid avisit to the Public Records Office this afternoon—and then set off at
speed to an obscure address in Balham.”

The words were casud, but they made Nathaniel stiffen with shock. "Forgiveme," he
sammered, "how did you know—7?"

"Word reaches me about many things, my boy. Asafriend of Mr. Devereaux, | have long kept
my eyes and ears open. Do not ook so worried! | have no ideawhat you were up to, merdly that it
seemed a personal initiative." His smile broadened. "Duval isin charge of counterrevol utionary tactics
now, but | don't think you informed him of your activities?"

Nathaniel certainly had not. His head redled; he needed to gain time. "Er, you mentioned us
collaborating in someway, gr," he said. "What do you have in mind?’

Quentin Makepeace settled back into his chair. "Gladstone's Staff," he said. "That'sit, pure and
smple. The afrit has been dealt with, and much of the Resistance is dead too, it seems. All well and
good. But the Staff is a potent talisman; it confers great power on its bearer. | can tell you that, aswe
spesk, Mr. Duvadl isapplying al his effortsto find the person who took it. Should he do so"—the
magician fixed Nathanid directly with his bright blue eyes—"he might decide to useit himself, rather
than restore it to the government. | believe the Situation is as serious as that. Much of London might
be threatened.”

"Yes, dr." Nathanid said. "'l have read about the Staff and | believe its energies can be easily
accessed by afew smpleincantations. Duvall might well useit.”



"Indeed. And | think we should preempt him. If you find the Staff and return it to Mr. Devereaux
yourself, your standing will be greetly enhanced, and Mr. Duval will have suffered a setback. | will be
content, too, sncethe Prime Minister will continue to hel p finance my works worldwide. What do
you think of this proposa?'

Nathanid's head was awhirl. "An... interesting plan, r.”

"Good, good. So, we are agreed. We must act swiftly." Mr. Makepeace |eaned forward and
clapped Nathaniel on the shoulder.

Nathanid blinked. In his comraddy enthusiasm, Makepeace was taking his acceptance entirely
for granted. The proposa was beguiling, of course, but he felt uncertain, outmaneuvered; he needed a
moment to work out what to do. Y et he had no time. The magician'sknowledge of hisactivities had
caught him horribly off guard, and he was no longer in control. Nathaniel made areluctant decision: if
Makepeace knew of hisvist to Balham, there was no point concedling it anyway. "l have dready
conducted someinvestigations,” he said iffly, "and | believe the Staff might bein the hands of agirl,
oneKitty Jones."

The magician nodded approvingly. "I can see my high opinion of you was correct, Mandrake.
Any ideawhere she might be?"

"l—I nearly caught her a her parents house thisevening, gr. I... missed her by minutes. | don't
believe she had the Staff on her at thetime.”

"Hmm," Mr. Makepeace scratched his chin; he made no attempt to cross-examine Nathaniel on
the details. "And now shewill havefled. Shewill be hard to trace... unless we can encourage her out
of hiding. Did you arrest the parents? A few well-publicized tortures might draw the girl out.”

"No, gr. | did consider it, but they were not closeto her. | do not believe that she would give
hersdf up for them.”

"Even o, itisan option. But | have another possible idea, Mandrake. | have a contact who has
onefoot in London's murky underworld. He is acquainted with more beggars, thieves, and cutpurses
than you could cram into atheater. | shall talk to him tonight; seeif he can give usword on thisKitty
Jones. With ahit of luck, we shal be able to act tomorrow. In the meantime, | suggest you go home
to get some deep. And remember, we are playing for high stakes, my boy, and Mr. Duvdl isa
dangerousriva. Not aword of our little agreement to anyone.”

37

Bartimaeus

Midday, and the shadows were at their smdlest. The sky above was eggshdl| blue, flecked with
amiable clouds. The sun shone pleasantly upon the rooftops of the suburb. It was an upbesat hour, all
told, atime for honest enterprises and decent work. Asif in proof, afew industrious tradesmen
passed along the street, wheeling their barrows from house to house. They doffed their capsto old
ladies, patted the heads of little children, smiled politely asthey introduced their wares. Bargainswere



struck, goods and money exchanged; the tradesmen strolled away, whistling temperance hymns.
Hard to believe that anything wicked was about to happen.

Perched in the depths of atangled elderberry bush set back from the road, a hunched black
form surveyed the scene. It was amess of bedraggled feathers, with beak and legs protruding asif at
random. A medium-sized crow: abird of ill and unkempt omen. The bird kept its bloodshot eyes
trained firmly on the upstairs windows of alarge and rambling house at the other end of an overgrown
garden.

Onceagain, | wasloitering with intent.

Thething to remember about this summoning businessisthat nothing is ever Strictly speaking
your own fault. If amagician binds you to atask, you do it—and quickly—or suffer the Shriveling
Fire. With that kind of injunction hanging over your head, you soon learn to discard any scruples. This
means that during the five thousand years I'd been back and forth acrossthe earth, 1'd been
unwillingly involved in agood many shabby enterprises Not that | have a conscience, of course, but
even we hardened djinn sometimes fed alittle soiled by the things we're called upon to do.

[1] There was the sad overthrow of Akhenaton, for instance. Nefertiti never forgave me for that, but what
could | do? Blame the High Priests of Ra, hot me. Then there was that uncomfortable business of Solomon's magic
ring, which one of hisrivals charged me to pinch and chuck into the sea. | needed some fast talking on that
occasion, | can tell you. Then there were all the other countless assassinations, abductions, thefts, slanders,
intrigues, and deceits... come to think of it, actual bona fide nonshabby assignments are rather few and far
between.

This, on asmall scale, was one such occasion.

The crow squatted drably in histree, kegping other fowl at bay by the Smple expedient of letting
off aStench. | didn't want any company just then.

| shook my beak in mild despondency. Nathaniel. What was there to say? Despite our
occasond differences, I'd once hoped that he might turn out dightly different from the normd run of
meagicians. Hed shown alot of initiative in the padt, for instance, and more than a.crumb of atruism. It
had been barely possible that he might follow his own path through life, and not just go down the old
power/wealth/notoriety road that every one of hisfelows chose.

[2] Wdll, dll right: perpetual.
But had he? Nope.

The sgns now were worse than ever. Perhaps till unsettled by witnessing the demise of his
colleague Talow, my master had been curt to the point of rudeness when he summoned me that
morning. Hewas at his palest and most taciturn. No friendly conversation for me, no tactful
pleasantries. | received no further praise for my dispatch of the renegade afrit the night before, and
despite changing into afew beguiling female shapes, didn't get asinglerise out of him. What | did get
was a prompt new task—of the sort that fits squarely into the "nasty and regrettable” category. It was
adeparturefor Nathanid, thefirst time he'd sunk to these depths, and | must admit it surprised me.

But achargeisacharge. So here | was, an hour or two later, loitering in abush in Balham.



Part of my instructions was to keep the whole thing as quiet as possible, which waswhy | didn't
just bust my way through the calling.s | knew my prey was home and probably upstairs; so | waited,
with my little beady eyesfixed upon the windows.

[3] I rejected this procedure on aesthetic grounds al so. | dislike leaving a mess.

No magician's house, this. Peding paint, rotting window frames, weeds growing through holesin
thetiled porch. A sizable property, yes, but unkempt and alittle sad. There were even afew rusting
children'stoys buried in the foot-high grass.

After an hour or more of immobility, the crow was getting twitchy. Although my master had
wanted discretion, he had aso wanted speed. Before long | would have to stop dallying and get the
business over with. But idedlly | wanted to wait until the house had emptied, and my victim was aone.

Asif in answer to this need, the front door suddenly opened and alarge and formidable woman
sdlied forth, clutching a canvas shopping bag. She passed directly benesth me and headed off down
the street. | didn't bother trying to hide. To her, | wasjust abird. There were no nexuses, no magica
defenses, no signsthat anyone here could see beyond the first plane. It was hardly a proper test of my
powers, in other words. The whole mission was sordid from beginning to end.

Then—amovement in one window. A paich of dusty gray net curtainswas shoved asideand a
skinny arm reached through to unlatch the clasp and shove the casement up. Thiswas my cue. The
crow took off and fluttered up the garden, like apair of black underpants blown upon thewind. It
landed on the sill of the window in question, and with a shuffle of its scaly legs, inched dong the dirty
net curtains until it located asmal vertica tear. The crow shoved its head through and took alook
ingde

Theroom's primary purpose was evident from the bed shoved up againgt the far wall: arumpled
duvet indicated that it had recently been occupied. But the bed was now half-obscured by a colossal
number of small wooden trays, each one subdivided into compartments. Some held semiprecious
stones: agate, topaz, opd, garnet, jade, and amber, al shaped, polished, and graded by size. Others
held strips of thin metd, or wisps of carved ivory, or triangular pieces of colored fabric. All dong one
side of the room arough worktop had been erected, and thiswas covered by more trays, together
with racks of dender tools and pots of foul-smelling glue. In one corner, carefully stacked and
labeled, sat apile of bookswith new plain leather bindings of adozen colors. Pencil marks on the
bindings indicated where ornamentation was to be added, and in the center of the desk, bathed in a
pool of light from two standing lamps, one such operation wasin progress. A fat volumein brown
crocodile-skin was having a star-pattern of tiny red garnets added to its front cover. Asthe crow on
the windowsill watched, the fina gem had ablob of glue applied to its undersde and was set in place
by apair of tweezers.

Deeply engaged in thiswork, and thus oblivious to my presence, was the youth | had cometo
find. He wore arather worn-looking dressing gown and apair of faded blue pgjamas. Hisfeet, which
were crossed under his stool, were encased in ahuge pair of stripy bed-socks. His black hair was
shoulder length, and on a plit hairs—genera grease rating put even Nathaniel's noxious manein the
shade. The atmosphere of the room was heavy with leather, glue, and odor of boy.

Wil thiswasit. No time like the present, etc. Timeto do the deed.



The crow gave asigh, took hold of the net curtain in its beak, and with one quick motion of the
head, ripped the fabric in two.

| stepped through onto the inner sill and hopped onto the nearest stack of books, just as the boy
looked up from hiswork.

Hewas very out of shape; the flesh hung heavily on him, and hiseyesweretired. He caught sight
of the crow, and ran one hand through hishair in adistracted sort of way. A fleeting ook of panic
passed across hisface, then dulled into resignation. He set down his tweezers on the desk.

"What manner of demon areyou?' he said.

The crow was taken aback. "Y ou wearing lenses or something?”

The boy shrugged wearily. "My grandmama aways said demons came as crows. And normal
birds don't dice their way through curtains, do they?'

Thislast bit was admittedly true. "Well, if you must know," | said, "l amadjinni of great antiquity
and power. | have spoken with Solomon and Ptolemy, and hunted down the Sea Peoplesin the
company of kings. Currently, however, | am acrow. But enough about me." | adopted a more
efficient, businesdike tone. "Y ou are the commoner Jakob Hyrnek?' A nod. "Good. Then prepare—"

"l know who sent you."

"Er... Youdo?'

"I've guessed thiswas coming for along time.”

The crow blinked in surprise. "Blimey. | found out only thismorning.”

"It makes sense. He's decided to finish thejob." The boy shoved his hands deep into hisdressing
gown pockets and Sghed fedingly.

| was confused. "He has? What job was this? Listen—stop sighing like agirl and explain
yoursdlf."

"Killing me, of course" Hyrnek said. "'l assume you're amore efficient demon than the last one.
Although | have to admit he looked alot more scary. You're abit drab and weedy. And small.”

"Just hold hard amoment.” The crow rubbed its eyes with awing tip. "There's some mistake
here. My master never heard of your existence until yesterday. He told me so.”

It was the boy's turn to do the perplexed bit. "Why would Talow say that? |s he mad?”

"Tallow?" The crow was practically cross-eyed with befuddlement. "Sow down! What's he
got to do with it?'

"He sent the green monkey after me, of course. So | naturally assumed—"



| held up awing. "Let'sstart again. | have been sent to find Jakob Hyrnek at this address. Jakob
Hyrnek isyou. Correct? Right. So far so good. Now, | know nothing about any green monkey—and
let metell you, incidentally, that looks aren't everything. | may not seem much at present, but 'ma
good ded more viciousthan | appear.”

The boy nodded sadly. "I thought you might be."

"Too right, buster. I'm nagtier than any monkey you're likely to come across, that's for sure.

Now, wherewas 1? I've lost my thread... Oh, yes—I know nothing about the monkey and | certainly
haven't been summoned by Talow. Which would beimpossiblein any case”

IIWMI

"Because he was swalowed by an afrit last night. But that's by the by—"

Not to the boy, it wasn't. At thisnews, hisfacelit up: hiseyes widened, his mouth curved up and
outward in along, dow smile. Hiswhole body, which had been dumped over hisstool like a sack of
cement, suddenly began to straighten and gain new life. His fingers gripped the edge of the desk so
hard the knuckles cracked.

"Hée's dead? Y ou're sure?”’

"Saw it with these eyes. Wel—not these ones, exactly. | was aserpent at thetime."

"How did it happen?' He seemed uncommonly interested.

"A summoning went wrong. The fool misread the words, or something.”

Hyrnek's grin broadened. "He was reading from abook?"

"A book, yes—that's generally where incantations are to be found. Now, can we please get
back to the business at hand? | haven't got all day."

"All right, but I'm very grateful to you for theinformation.” The boy did his best to compose
himsdlf, but kept grinning inandy and breaking into little chuckles. It redly put me off my dride.

"Look, I'm trying to be serious here. | warn you to take heed—oh hdl!" The crow had taken a
menacing step forward and stuck itsfoot into a glue pot. After acouple of tries, | managed to shake it
off across the room, and began to scrape my toes clean againgt the corner of awooden tray. "Now,
listen," | snarled as| scraped, "I've come here—not to kill you, as you surmised—abut to take you
away, and | adviseyou not to resst.”

That knocked some senseinto him. "Take me away? Where?'

"You'll see. Do you want to get dressed? | can spareyou alittletime.”

"No. No, | can't!" All of asudden hewas upset, rubbing at hisface and scratching at his hands.

| tried to bereassuring. "I won't try to harm you—"



"But| never go out. Never!"

"Y ou have no choice, sonny. Now, how about a pair of trousers? Those pgjama bottoms ook
loose, and | fly at speed.”

"Please." Hewas desperate, pleading. "I never go out. | haven't done so for three years. Look
a me. Look at me. See?'

| looked at him blankly. "What? So you're a bit podgy. There's worse than you out there
walking the streets, and you'd solve the problem fast enough if you did some exercise instead of Sitting
on your backsde here. Embossing spell books in your bedroomis no life for agrowing boy. It'l play
hell with your eyesight, too."

"No—my skin! And my handsl Look at them! I'm hideous!" He was yelling now, thrusting his
hands toward my beak, and flicking his hair back from hisface.

"I'm sorry, | don't—"

"The coloring, of course! Look at it! All over me." And sure enough, now that he cameto
mention it, | did seeaseries of vertica gray-black bands running up and down his face and acrossthe
backs of hishands.

"Ohthat" | said. "What of it?1 thought you'd done that intentiondly."

Hyrnek gave asort of slly, sobbing laugh at this, the kind that implies far too much time spent
maundering in solitude. | didn't alow him time to spesk. "That'saBlack Tumbler, isnt it?" | went on.
"Well, the Banja people of Great Zimbabwe used to use that—among other spells—to make
themsalves ook more attractive. It was consdered very becoming for ayoung bridegroom to have a
full body-coat of stripes before the wedding, and the women went in for it, too, on amore localized
basis. Only the wedthy could afford it, of course, as the sorcerers charged the earth. Anyway, from
their point of view you look extremedy digible." | paused. "Except for your hair, which is pretty bad.
But so'smy magter's, and it doesn't stop him from flouncing about in broad daylight. Now,
then"—amid al of that, | thought I'd heard a door dam somewhere in the house—"it'stimeto go. No
timefor trousers, | fear; you'll have to chance your luck with the updrafts.”

| gave ahop aong the desk. The boy dipped off his seat in sudden panic and began to back
away. "No! Leave meadone!”

"Sorry, can't be done." He was making too much noise; | could sense movement in aroom
below. "Don't blame me—I haven't got any choice.”

The crow jumped onto the floor and began to change, swelling to ominous size. The boy
screamed, turned, and flung himself at the door. An answering shout came from beyond it; it sounded
maternd. | heard heavy feet hurrying up the dairs.

Jakob Hyrnek wrestled with the handle, but never completed asingletwist. A giant gold beak
descended on the collar of hisdressing gown; sted clawsrotated in the carpet, dicing up the boards
beneath. He was swung up and around, like a helpless cub dangling in its mother'sjaws. Mighty wings
flapped once, overturning trays and sending gemstones pattering against the walls. A rush of wind; the



boy was launched toward the window. A wing of scarlet feathers rose up to enclose him; glass
shattered dl around, cold air buffeted hisbody. He cried out, flailed wildly—and was gone.

Anyone arriving at the gaping wall behind us would have seen nothing, heard nothing, except
perhaps the shadow of agreat bird flitting across the grass and some distant screams ascending into

the sky.

38
Kitty

That afternoon, Kitty walked past the Druids Coffeehouse three times. On thefirst two
occasions, she saw nothing and no one of interest, but on the third, her luck changed. Behind agaggle
of excitable European tourists, who took up several outlying tables, she discerned the calm figure of
Mr. Hopkins, sitting quietly on hisown, and stirring his espresso with a spoon. He seemed engrossed
in his occupation, absently adding sugar cube after sugar cube to the dark black mix. But he never
touched adrop.

For along time, Kitty watched him from the shadows of the statue in the center of the square.
Asdways, Mr. Hopkinss face was bland and quite expressionless: Kitty found it impossible to read
what he wasthinking.

Her betrayd by her parents had left Kitty more exposed than ever, friendlessand aone, and a
second hungry night in the cellar had convinced her of the need to speak with the one dly she had any
hope of finding. Nick, shefirmly believed, would have gone deep into hiding; but Mr. Hopkins,
aways at one remove from the rest of the Resistance, might till be approachable.

And here, sure enough, he was, waiting in the gppointed place; yet Kitty sill hung back,
wracked with uncertainty.

Perhaps it was not strictly Mr. Hopkinss fault that the raid had gone so badly wrong. Perhaps
none of the old documents he had studied had mentioned Gladstone's servant. Nevertheless, Kitty
could not help but associate his careful advice with the terrible outcome in the tomb. Mr. Hopkins had
introduced them to the unknown benefactor; he had hel ped orchestrate the whole scheme. At the very
least, his strategy had been woefully lacking; at worst—he had recklesdy endangered them all.

But with the others gone, and the magicians on her hedls, Kitty had few options remaining. At
last, she stepped out from behind the statue and crossed the cobblestonesto Mr. Hopkinsstable.

Without agreeting, she pulled out achair and sat down. Mr. Hopkins looked up; his pae gray
eyes appraised her. His spoon made little scratching noises against the edges of the cup as he stirred.
Kitty stared at him impassively. A bustling waiter gpproached; Kitty made a cursory order and
alowed him to depart. She did not say anything.

Mr. Hopkins withdrew the spoon, tapped it on the cup'srim and laid it carefully on thetable. "l
heard the news," he said, abruptly. "I've been looking for you the last day and more.”



Kitty uttered amirthlesslaugh. "Y ou're not the only one."

"Let me say at once—" Mr. Hopkins broke off asthe waiter regppeared, set a milkshake and an
iced bun before Kitty with aflourish, and departed. "L et me say at once how... dreadfully sorry | am.
Itisan gppaling tragedy.” He paused; Kitty looked at him. "If it isany consolation, my... informant
was profoundly upset.”

“Thank you," Kitty said. "It isnt."

"The information we had—and which we shared openly and completely with Mr.
Pennyfeather—made no mention of aguardian,” Mr. Hopkins continued imperturbably. "The
Pestilence—yes, but nothing e se. Had we known, we would never of course have countenanced
such ascheme.™

Kitty studied her milkshake; she didn't trust hersdlf to speak. All of asudden, shefet quite sick.

Mr. Hopkins watched her for amoment. "Are all the others—" he began, then stopped. "Are
you the only one—?"

"1 would have thought,” Kitty said bitterly, "that with an information network as sophigticated as
yours, you would know by now." She sighed. "Nick survived, too."

"Ah?Redly? Good, good. And whereis Nick?'
"l have noidea. And | don't care. Heran, while the othersfought.”

"Ah. | see" Mr. Hopkins toyed with his spoon again. Kitty stared at her lap. She realized now
that she did not know what to ask of him, that he was as nonplussed as she was. It was no good: she
was quite done.

"Itisof courseinconsequentid now,” Mr. Hopkins began, and something in histone made Kitty
look up at him sharply. "Given the nature of the tragedy that has taken place, it isinconsequentia and
irrdlevant, of course, but | suppose—what with the unexpected dangers you encountered, and the
misfortune of losing so many of your admirable companions—that you did not manage to bring
anything of value out of thetomb?"

This statement was so rambling and circuitousthat it immediately had the opposite effect of what
its cautious speaker intended. Kitty's eyeswidened in disbelief; her brows dowly lowered into a
frown.

"You'reright,” shesaid crisply. "It isirrdlevant." She ate theiced bun in two mouthfuls and took
agp of her milkshake.

Mr. Hopkins began dtirring his coffee again. "But then, nothing was taken?' he prompted. "Y ou
were unable..." Hisvoicetrailed off.

When Kitty had sat down at the table, she had had the vague intention of mentioning the staff to
Mr. Hopkins; it was, after dl, of no useto her, and it was possible that the benefactor, who had
wanted it for his collection, might be prepared to give her some payment in return—money for



surviva was now uppermost on her mind. She had assumed, under the circumstances, that Mr.
Hopkinswould draw a decent line under the whole business, she had not expected to hear him
pressing her so openly for booty from the haul. She thought of Anne, deeth hard on their trail in the
darkened nave, agonizing about dropping her bag of treasures. Kitty'slipsbecame ahard line.

"We loaded up with the contents of the tomb," she said. "But we couldn't escape. Perhaps Nick
managed to get something out; | don't know."

Mr. Hopkinss pae eyes studied her. "But you yourself—you took nothing?'
"l dropped my bag."
"Ah. Of course. | see”

"1 had the cloak in it, among other things. Y ou'll have to gpologize most profusdly to your
informant; that was one of the objects he wanted, wasn't it?"

The man made anoncommittal gesture. "'l don't recall. | don't suppose you happen to know
what became of Gladstone's Staff, do you? | believe he did have hiseyes on that."

"l imagine that was left behind."

"Yes.... Only there was no mention of itsbeing located in the abbey, nor any sgn of itinthe
skeleton's possession asit travel ed about London.”

"Nick took it then.... | don't know. What does it matter? It's not valuable, isit? According to
you." Kitty spoke casualy, but she was watching the other's face as she did so. He shook his head.

"No. Quite so. My informant will be disgppointed, that isal. He did so have hisheart set onit,
and hewould have paid lavishly to haveit in hishands"

"We're all of usdisappointed,” Kitty said. "And mogt of usare dead. He can live with it."

"Yes." Mr. Hopkins tapped hisfingers agains the tablecloth; he gppeared to be thinking. "Well,"
he said, brightly, "what of you, Kitty? What are your plans now? Where are you staying?'

"l don't know. I'll think of something."
"Do you require hep? Somewhere to stay?"

"No, thank you. It would be better if we stayed out of each other'sway. The magicians have
traced my family; | don't want to put you—or your informant—at any risk." Nor did Kitty wish to
associate hersdlf any longer with Mr. Hopkins. His evident unconcern at her colleagues desths had
gartled her; now she wished to be asfar removed from him as possible. "In fact"—she pushed her
chair back—"1 should probably leave now."

"Y our concern does you credit. | obvioudy wish you continued fortune. Before you go,
however"—Mr. Hopkins scratched his nose, asif wondering how to phrase something alittle
difficult—"1 think perhaps you should hear something I've learned from one of my sources. It affects



you quite closdy."

Kitty paused in the act of risng. "Me?"

"I'm afraid s0. | heard thislittle more than an hour ago. It is very secret; most of the government
doesn't know about it themsalves. One of the magicians hunting for you—his name is John Mandrake,
| believe—has been researching your past. He has learned that some years back a Kathleen Jones
appeared at the Judicia Courts, charged with assault.”

"S0?" Kitty kept her face till, but her heart was suddenly beeting fast. "That was along time

ago.

"Indeed. Going through the record of thetrid, he discovered that you had launched an
unprovoked attack on asenior magician, for which you were fined. He regardsthis as one of the first
attacks by the Resistance.”

"Ridiculous!" Kitty exploded with fury. "It was an accident! We had no idea—"

"Furthermore," Mr. Hopkins went on, "he knows that you did not launch this attack alone."

Kitty sat very ill. "What? He doesn't think—"

"Mr. Mandrake believes—whether rightly or wrongly is perhaps beside the point—that your
friend... What was his name, now? Jakob something..."

"Hyrnek. Jakob Hyrnek."
"That'sit. He believes Master Hyrnek is associated with the Resistance, too."
"That'sridiculous—!"

"Even S0, & some point this morning, he sent his demon to take your friend away for
questioning. Oh dear; | thought it might upset you.”

It took Kitty afew secondsto gather hersdlf. When she spoke, it was hatingly. "But | haven't
even seen Jakob for years. He knows nothing."

"Mr. Mandrake will doubtless discover as much. Eventualy.”

Kitty's head spun. Shetried to gather her thoughts. "Where have they taken him?Isit... the
Towe?!

"1 hope, my dear, that you aren't thinking of doing anything rash," Mr. Hopkins murmured. "Mr.
Mandrake is consdered one of the strongest of the young magicians. A talented boy; one of the
Prime Minigter'sfavorites. It would not be advisable—"

Kitty forced hersdf not to scream. Every moment that they delayed, Jakob might be being
tortured; demons worse than the skeleton might be surrounding him, goading him with their claws...
And hewas whally innocent; he had nothing to do with her at al. What afool shewas! Her reckless



actions over the last few years had endangered someone for whom she would once have given her
life.

"1 would try to forget young Hyrnek," Mr. Hopkinswas saying. "Y ou can do nothing—"
"Please," shesad. "Isit the Tower of London?"'

"Asamatter of fact, it isnot. That would be the ordinary way of things. But | think Mandrakeis
trying to do things quietly by himsdlf; to get one up on rivasin the government. He has abducted your
friend in secret, and taken him to a safe house for questioning. It isunlikely to be heavily guarded. But
therewill be demons—"

"l have met Mandrake." Kitty interrupted him fiercely. She wasleaning forward urgently now,
knocking againgt the milkshake glass, which jerked sideways, dopping liquid onto the cloth. "I have
met him, defied him, and walked away without a backward glance. If this boy hurts Jakob," she sad;
"if hehurtshimin any way a dl, believe me, Mr. Hopkins, | will kill him with my own hands. Him and
any demon who standsin my path.”

Mr. Hopkinsraised his palms off the table and lowered them. It was a gesture that might have
meant anything.

"Onceagain,” Kitty said. "Do you know where this safe house is?*

The pale gray eyesregarded her for atime, then blinked. "Yes" he said blandly. "I do know the
address. | cangiveit to you."

39
Kitty

Kitty had never been insde Mr. Pennyfeather's secret storeroom, but she knew how to operate
the mechanism of the door. She trod down the meta lever hidden among the debris of the cellar floor,
and pushed smultaneoudy againgt the bricks above the log pile. The brickwork shifted with adow,
weighted inward swing; there was a sudden chemica smell and acrack opening inthewall.

Kitty squeezed through and alowed the door to close behind her.

Utter blackness. Kitty stood frozen. Then she stretched out her hands and felt hesitantly on
ether sde, searching for some kind of switch. Firgt, to her utter horror, she came upon something
cold and furred; even as she jerked that hand back, the other closed over a hanging thread.

She pulled it: aclick, ahum, and asoft yellow light came on.

Thefurry object, Kitty wasimmediately relieved to see, was the hood of an old coat, hung up on

apeg. Besdeit werethree dangling satchels. Kitty selected the largest one, placed the strap over her
head, and considered the rest of the room.



It wasasmdl chamber, ringed from floor to ceiling with rough wooden shelves. Here were the
remnants of Mr. Pennyfeather's collection: the magica artifactsthat Kitty and the rest of his company
had managed to steal over the preceding years. Many objects had dready been removed for the
abbey raid, but there were plenty of items remaining. Neat rows of explosve globes and mouler
glassesran Sde by sde with one or two Elemental Spheres, Inferno sticks, silver throwing stars, and
other easily manageable wegpons. They gleamed brightly in the light: Mr. Pennyfeather appeared to
have kept them well polished. Kitty imagined him descending to the cellar and gloating over his
collection aone. For some reason, the thought unnerved her. She set to work, packing as many items
asshecould in her satchel.

Next she cameto arack of daggers, tilettos, and other knives. Some, perhaps, had magic
within them; otherswere Smply very sharp. She sdected two, tucking aslver oneinto asecret casng
ontheinsde of her right shoe, placing the other in her belt. When she stood, her jacket hung down
over it, conceding it from view.

Another shelf held severd dusty glassbattles, of varying size, mostly filled with colorlessliquid.
They had been taken from magicians houses, but their purposes remained unknown. Kitty gave them
aglance, then moved on.

A remaining rack of shelveswasfilled high and low with objects that Mr. Pennyfesther had
found no usefor: jewdry, ornaments, robes and vestures, a couple of paintings from middle Europe,
Asian bric-a-brac, brightly colored shells, and stones with odd whorls and patterns. Stanley or Gladys
had observed some kind of magical aura on each one, but the Resistance had been unable to activate
them. In such cases, Mr. Pennyfeather had smply stored them away.

Kitty had intended to ignore these shelves, but as she returned to the secret door, she saw,
half-hidden at the back, asmall, dull disc, heavily covered with cobwebs.

Mandrake's scrying glass.

Without knowing quite why she did so, Kitty picked up the disc and dropped it, cobwebs and
al, into theinside pocket of her jacket. Then she turned to the door, which on this side was worked
with a conventiona handle. She tugged it open and stepped out into the cellar.

The staff was il lying where she had thrown it on the floor that morning. On sudden impulse,
Kitty picked it up and carried it back into the secret room. Usdless asit was, her friends had died
collecting it; the least she could do was stow it away securely. She dropped it in acorner, took alast
look around the Res stance's storeroom and clicked the light off. The door creaked mournfully shut
behind her as she strode across the cellar toward the stairs.

The safe house where Jakob was being held was in adesolate part of east London, half amile
north of the Thames. Kitty knew the areafairly well: it was aregion of warehouses and wastel ands,
many remaining from the aerial bombardments of the Great War. The Res stance had found it auseful
areafor operating: they had raided severd of the warehouses, and utilized some of the derelict
buildings as temporary hideouts. The magicians presence here was comparatively light, especidly
after dark. Only afew vigilance spheres tended to pass thisway, and those that did could generaly be
avoided. No doubt this obscurity was exactly why the magician Mandrake had chosen it, too: he



wished to conduct hisinterrogation undisturbed.

Kitty's plan, such asit was, wastwofold. If possible, she would extricate Jakob from the house,
using her wegpons and her natura resilience to hold Mandrake and any demons at bay. She would
then attempt to spirit him to the docks, and there take passage to the Continent. Remaining in London
was impractica for atime. If rescue and escape proved impossible, her dternative was less pleasant:
sheintended to give hersdlf up, providing Jakob was st free. The implications of thiswere clear, but
Kitty did not hesitate. She had lived too long as an enemy of the magiciansto have qualms about the
CONSEqUENCES NOW.

Keeping to the back roads, she made her way dowly across east London. At nine o'clock, a
familiar wailing drone sounded out from the towers of the city: in response to the abbey raid two
nights previoudy, acurfew wasin operation. People passed her on both sides of the street, heads
down, hurrying home. Kitty paid them little heed; she had broken more curfews than she could
remember. Even S0, she sat on abench in asmall deserted park for half an hour or more, waiting for
the kerfuffle to die away. It was best there were no witnesses when she drew near to her objective.

Mr. Hopkins had not asked her what she planned, and she had not volunteered the information.
Other than the address, she wanted nothing more to do with him. His callousindifference at the café
had appalled her. From now on, shewould rely on nobody but herself.

Ten o'dock came and went; the moon was out now, high and full above the city. Moving
cautioudy on plimsolled feet, satchel heavy againgt her side, Kitty flitted through the deserted streets.
In twenty minutes she had arrived at her destination: a short, dead-end road, a cul-de-sac, with small
factory workshops on either side. Pressed into the shadows at the corner, she took stock of the land
ahead.

The dtreet itsdf was narrow, lit by only two lamps, one afew yardsfarther on from Kitty's
corner, the other away near the end of the road. These, and the white moonlight shining down from
above, gave the buildings margind illumination.

The workshops were generdly low, of one or two stories. Some of them were boarded up;
others had their doors and windows caved in, gaping black and open. Kitty stood and watched them
for along time, breathing in the night's illness. It was agenera rule with her that she never passed
open, unknown spacesin the dark. But she could see and hear nothing untoward. All was very quiet.

At the end of the road, beyond the second streetlight, was a three-story building, somewhat
higher than the rest. Its ground floor had perhaps once been a garage of some kind: there was awide
opening for vehiclesto pass through, now poorly covered with netting. Above this, broad blank
windows marked out old offices or private housing. All these windows were black and
empty—except for one, where adim light shone.

Kitty did not know which of the buildings was Mandrake's safe house, but this—the only lit
window on the entire streest—immediately attracted her attention. She kept her eyesfixed onit for a
while, but could make out nothing, except possibly some kind of curtain or sheet drawn across. She
wastoo far away to observeit clearly.

The night was cold; Kitty sniffed and wiped her nose on her deeve. Her heart was beating
painfully against her chest, but sheignored its protests. It wastimeto act.



She crossed to the pavement opposite thefirst streetlamp and stole forward; one hand on the
wall, the other resting easily on her satchel. Her eyeswere never Hill: she scanned the road, the silent
buildings, the blackened windows up above, the curtained window far ahead. Every few steps, she
stopped and listened, but the city was sillent, closed in upon itsdlf; she moved on.

Kitty now drew opposite one of the gaping doorways, she kept her eyesfirmly onit asshe
passed, her spine-skin prickling. But nothing stirred.

She was close enough now to see that the lit window up ahead was covered with alength of
dirty sheet. Evidently, thiswas not very thick, because she now made out a shadow passing Sowly
behind it. Her brain struggled unsuccessfully to make sense of the image; it was human, that much she
could tell, but more than that wasimpossible to say.

She crept alittle farther down the street. On her immediate |eft was a broken doorway, the
interior agulf of solid black. Once again, Kitty's hackles rose as she tiptoed by; once again, she kept
her eyesfixed firmly on it; once again, she saw nothing to darm her. Her nose did twitch at afaint
scent, an anima smell drifting from the deserted house. Cats, perhaps; or one of the pariah dogs that
plagued the derdlict zones of the greet city. Kitty moved on.

She drew abreast of the second streetlight, and by its light studied the building at the end of the
road. Just insde the lip of the wide garage opening, before the rash of netting, she now saw anarrow
door set into the sdewall. From thisdistance, it even looked dightly gar.

Too good to be true? Perhaps. Over the years, Kitty had learned to treat anything this easy with
extreme caution. She would reconnoiter the whole areabefore finally committing to that extremely
inviting door.

She set off once more and, in the next five seconds, saw two things.

Thefirst was up at the lit window. For the briefest of moments, the shadow passed again behind
the sheet, and thistime its profile was clear. Her heart gave ajolt; she knew it for certain then. Jakob
wasthere.

The second was at ground levd, alittle way ahead, on the opposite side of the road. Here, the
dreetlight threw itslight in arough circle, spilling out across the street and onto the wall of the building
behind. Thiswall was punctured by a narrow window and, farther on, by an open doorway, and Kitty
now noticed, as she edged alittle closer, that light entering the window could be seen through the
doorway, gretching in aflat diagona acrosstheinterna floor. She aso noticed—and this made her
halt, mid-stride—that outlined negtly aong one edge of this splinter of light was the sllhouette of a
man.

Hewas evidently standing pressed flat againgt theinner wall of the building, just dong from the
window, because only the very edges of hisbrow and nose could be discerned in the silhouette. They
were rather prominent features—perhaps they protruded farther than their owner had alowed for,
just out into thelight. Aside from this, he was doing an extremely good job of lying in wait.

Scarcdly breathing, Kitty backed up against the wall. With a crashing weight, the redization
came: she had passed two doorways a ready—both had been broken open—and there were at |east
two more before the street's end. Chances were, each had its hidden occupant. Once she had



reached the house at the end, the trap would be sprung.
But whose trap? Was it Mandrake's? Or—anew and dreadful thought, this—Mr. Hopkinss?

Kitty ground her teeth in fury. If she went on, she would be surrounded; if sheretreated, she
would be leaving Jakob to whatever fate the magicians planned. The first option was possibly suicidd,
but the second could not be countenanced at any price.

She adjusted the satchel strap o that it hung more easily across her shoulder, and flipped the
bag open. Shetook hold of the nearest weapon—an Inferno stick—and edged forward, keeping her
eyesfixed on the slhouette in the doorway.

It did not move. Kitty kept closeto thewall.
From a concealed place just ahead of her stepped aman.

Hisdark gray uniform blended perfectly with the night: evenin full view, histal and bulky form
seemed only haf there, apirit conjured from the shadows. But his voice, harsh and deep, wasred

enough.

"Thisisthe Night Police. Y ou are under arrest. Place your bag on the ground and face thewall."

Kitty made no answer. She dowly backed away, angling out into the center of the road, away
from the open doorways behind her. The Inferno stick lay lightly in her fingers.

The policeman made no attempt to follow her. "Thisisyour last chance. Stop where you are and
lay your wegpons down. If you do not, you will be destroyed.”

Kitty retreated farther. Then: amovement to her right—the silhouette in the doorway. From the
corner of her eye, she saw it shift position. It bent forward and asit did so, the features changed. The
protuberant nose began to jut forward darmingly; the chin swung up to follow it; the bulging brow
receded; pointed ears rose from the top of the skull, flexing and shifting. For an instant Kitty glimpsed
the actud tip of ajet-black muzzlein the illuminated window, then it dropped to the floor out of view.

The slhouette had vanished from the doorway. From the room came a snuffling, and the sounds
of ripping cloth.

Kitty bared her teeth, flicked her eyes back to the policeman in theroad. He, too, was dtering;
his shoulders lurching down and forward, his clothes pedling away from the long, gray bristles erupting
aong his spine. His eyes shone yellow in the darkness; his teeth snapped angrily as the head
descended into shadows.

Thiswas enough for Kitty; sheturned and fled.

Something with four feet was pacing at the end of the street, in the dark beyond the lamplight.
She saw itsburning eyes and, in agulping mouthful, caught its stink.

She paused, momentarily uncertain. From adoorway to her right stole another low, dark form.
It saw her, snapped itsteeth and gave adart in her direction.



Kitty tossed the stick.

It landed on the pavement between the creature's front paws, cracking open and emitting atal
gout of flame. A whimper, avery human squed; the wolf reared up, front legs pawing like aboxer at
thefiery air, and fell back, twisting in retrest.

Kitty aready had a sphere—she couldn't tell what type—ready in her hand. She ran toward the
nearest closed ground-floor window, threw the sphere against it. An explosion of air dmost blew her
off her feet; glass shattered, bricksfell down into the road. Kitty vaulted through the newly opened
space, snagging her hand on a piece of jagged glass. She landed on her feet in the inner room.

Outside came a snarling and the scrape of claws on cobblestones.

Ahead of Kitty, in an otherwise naked room, anarrow flight of stairsrose in the darkness. She
ran for them, pressing her wounded hand against her jacket to dull the fresh pain of the cut.

On thefirst step, sheturned, faced the window.
A wolf leaped through the opening, jaws agape. The sphere hit it mid-muzzle.

Water exploded through the room, knocking Kitty off her feet against the bottom steps,
momentarily blinding her. When she could open her eyes, afloodtide was draining awvay around her
fedt, filling the ar with little gushing, sucking noises. The wolf wasgone.

Kitty pelted up the sairs.

The upper room had severa open windows. silver moonlight lay unrolled acrossthe floor.
Something in the street below howled. Kitty immediately scanned for exits, found none, cursed wildly.
Worse, she could not secure her back: the steps had opened directly onto the upper floor—there was
no trapdoor or other means of shutting off the route. From downstairs came the sound of something
heavy splashing into shallow water.

Backing away from the opening, Kitty approached the nearest window. It was old and rotten,
the wood around the pane hung dewed initsframe. Kitty kicked at it with ashoe. Wood and glass
fel away into space. Almost before it shattered on the road, she wasin the gap, silver light spilling
across her face, craning her neck upward, looking for a handhold.

Down in the road below, adark form whedled and snapped, heavy feet crunching on glass
fragments. She sensed it gazing up a her, willing her to fall.

Something bounded up the stairs with such prodigious strength that it most careered into the
oppositewall. Kitty caught sight of aroughened lintel afoot above the window. She tossed a sphere
across the room, reached out and swung hersalf upward, shoes scrabbling on the window rim,
muscles cracking, al thetime fedling the stinging pain from the cut in her palm.

An explosion below her. Y dlow-green plumes of firejetted out the window beneath her flailing
shoes, and for an ingtant the road wasllit asif by asickly sun.

Themagicd light died. Kitty hung on to the wall, searching for another handhold. She spied one,



tested it, found it secure. She began to climb. A little way above was a parapet; beyond that, perhaps,
aflat roof: thiswas her objective.

Lack of food and deep had sapped her energy; her arms and legs seemed filled with water.
After acouple of minutes, she paused for breath.

A scratching and scrabbling below her; adavering, curioudy near. Cautioudy, fingersdigging
into the soft bricks, Kitty looked over her shoulder, down aong the length of her body toward the
distant moonlit road. Hafway between her and the pavement was arapidly ascending form. For the
purposes of itsclimb, it had reverted alittle from itsfull wolf guise: paws had molded into long clawed
fingers, animal forelegs had reacquired human elbows, clambering muscles had snapped back into
position around the bones. But the face was unchanged: mouth agape, teeth shining in the silver light,
tonguelolling and frothing to the Sde. Its yellow eyeswere on her.

Thissight amost caused Kitty to lose her grip and tumble away into the void. Insteed, she
pressed hersdlf close to the bricks, supported her weight with one hand and eased the other into her
satchdl. Shetook hold of thefirst thing she found—a sphere of some kind—and, taking rapid aim,
dropped it toward her pursuer.

Glinting asit spun, the sphere missed the brindled back by inches, amoment later, it hit the
pavement, sending out brief jets of flame.

Thewolf made agurgling noisedeep initsthroat. It came on.

Biting her lip, Kitty flung hersdf back into her climb. Ignoring the protests of her body, she
clambered franticadly upward, fearing a any moment the clasp of claws around her leg. She could
hear the beast's scratching at her hedls.

The parapet... With acry, she pulled herself up onto it, sumbled and fell. The satchel was
twisted under her; she could not get accessto her missiles.

She twisted around onto her back. Even as she did so, the wolf's head dowly rose above the
edge of the parapet, snuffling avidly at atrace of blood smeared from her hand. Itsyellow eyesflicked
up, looked straight into hers.

Kitty'sfingersfumbled in thelining of her shoe; she drew out the knife.

She struggled to her feet.

With a sudden fluid leap, the wolf plunged over the edge of the parapet and onto the roof,
crouching amoment on al fours, head lowered, musclestensed. It stared up at Kitty out of the
cornersof itseyes, ng her strength, debating whether to spring. Kitty waved the dagger back
and forthwarningly.

"Seethis?' she panted. "It'sslver, you know."

Thewolf looked at her sdelong. Slowly, itsforelegsrose, its humped back € ongated and

sraightened. Now it was standing on its hind legs like aman, towering over her, swaying back and
forth, ready for the attack.



Kitty's other hand groped in her satchel for another missile. She knew she didn't have much time
before—

The wolf legped, dashing with its clawed hands, lunging with its red mouth. Kitty ducked,
twisted hersdf around and thrust upward with the knife. Thewolf emitted a curioudy high-pitched
noise, swung an arm out and caught Kitty painfully across the shoulder. Claws snagged through the
satchel strap; it fell away. Kitty stabbed again. The wolf bounded back out of reach. Kitty likewise
stepped away. Her shoulder was throbbing painfully from the cut. The wolf was clasping asmall
wound initsside. It shook its head sadly at her. It seemed only mildly inconvenienced. They circled
each other for afew seconds, lit by the silver moon. Kitty now had barely enough sirength to lift the
knife.

Thewolf stretched out a clawed foot and drew the satchd toward it across the roof, well out of
Kitty'sreach. It gave alow, rumbling chuckle.

A smal noise behind her. Kitty risked a quick turn of the head. On the other side of the flat roof,
tilesrose diagonally to alow gabled crest. Two wolves stood astride it; as she watched, they began a
rapid, skittering descent.

Kitty drew the second knife from her belt, but her left hand was weak from the shoulder wound,

her fingers could bardly grasp the handle. She wondered vagudly if she should throw hersdlf off the
edge of the roof—aswift desth might be preferable to the wolves claws.

But that was a coward's way out. She would do alittle damage before the end.

Three wolves advanced on her, two on four legs, one walking like aman. Kitty pushed her hair
back out of her eyes and raised her knivesfor the last time.

40
Nathaniel
"What aboring evening,” the djinni said. "Nothing's going to happen.”
Nathaniel paused in hiscircuit of the room. "Of courseit will. Beslent. If | want your opinion, I'll
ask for it." Hewas aware hisvoice carried no conviction. He glanced at hiswatch to reassure himsdlf.

"Thenight'sill young.”

"Sure, sure. | can seeyou'rewildly confident. Y ou've dready worn asmall furrow in the
floorboards. And | bet you're powerful hungry, too, sSince you forgot to bring provisions.”

"I won't need them. Shelll turn up soon. Now shut up about it.”

From its Sation at the top of an old wardrobe, the djinni, which was back in the form of ayoung
Egyptian boy, stretched its arms aboveits head and yawned extravagantly. "All great master plans
havethar drawbacks" it said. "They dl havethair little flaws, which make them tumble into ruin.
That's human nature: you're born imperfect. The girl won't come; you'll wait; you haven't brought any



food; therefore, you and your captive will garve."
Nathaniel scowled. "Don't worry about him. Hes dl right.”

"Actudly, | am quite hungry.” Jakob Hyrnek was sitting on a decrepit chair in one corner of the
room. Benegth an old army greatcoat, which the djinni had located in one of the safe house dttics, he
wore nothing but pajamas and a pair of king-size bed socks. "I didn't have any breakfast," he added,
rocking back and forth mechanically on hiswonky chair. I could do with abite."

"Thereyou are, you see," the djinni said. "He's peckish.”

"He's not, and if he knows what's good for him, hell stay quiet, too." Nathaniel resumed his
pacing, eyeing the captive as he did 0. Hyrnek seemed to have gotten over hisfear of the flight by
now, and since he'd been immediately shut up in the empty house, with no one elseto seehim, his
paranoiaabout hisface had quieted down abit, too. The actua captivity didn't appear to bother him
much, which dightly perplexed Nathaniel; then again, Hyrnek had been in a slf-imposed prison for
years.

The magician's gaze strayed toward the window, hidden behind its swathe of sheeting. He
quelled adesire to step across and peer out into the night. Patience. The girl would come; al it took
wastime.

"How about agame?' The boy on the wardrobe grinned down at him. "I could find usabal and
wall-hoop and teach you two the Aztec bal game. It's great fun. Y ou have to use your knees and
elbowsto get the ball through the hoop. That'sthe only rule. Oh, and the losers get sacrificed. I'm
very good at it, asyou'l discover.”

Nathanidl waved his hand weerily. "No."
"l Spy, then?"

Nathaniel blew out hard through his nose. It was difficult enough to remain calm without the
djinni'sjabbering. He was playing for high stakes here, and the consequences of failure did not bear
thinking about.

Mr. Makepeace had visited him early that morning in secret, bringing news. His underworld
contact believed he could gain access to the fugitive Kitty Jones and that it would be possible to tempt
her out of hiding, if asuitable goad could be discovered. Nathanid's swift and inventive mind had
immediately turned to her childhood friend Jakob Hyrnek, who had been mentioned in the records of
her trial and to whom Kitty had aproven loyaty. From what Nathaniel had seen of he—here he
gingerly fingered the purpling bruise on his cheek—the girl would not be afraid to come to Hyrnek's
ad if danger threstened.

The rest was easy. Hyrnek's capture had been rapidly effected, and Makepeace had conveyed
word of it to his contact. All Nathaniel had to do now was wait.

"Pss." Helooked up. The djinni was beckoning him over, dl the while nodding and winking with
furious confidentidity.



"What?'

"Come over here aminute. Out of earshot.” It nodded toward Hyrnek, who was rocking back
andforth in hischair alittle way acrossthe room.

With asigh, Nathanid stepped close. "Wdl?"

The djinni bent its head over the edge of the wardrobe. "I've been thinking," it whispered.
"What's going to happen to you when your precious Ms. Whitwell finds out about this? Because she
doesn't know you've snatched the boy, does she? | don't understand what game you're playing here.
Y ou're usualy such awdl-behaved little underling, a petted |apdog eager to please.”

The barb hit home. Nathanidl bared histeeth. "That timeispast,” he said. "Shewon't find out
until I havethe girl and the Staff under lock and key. Then shelll have to clap with the rest of them. Il
be too close to Devereaux for any of them to do anything other than cheer.”

The boy arranged itself to Sit neetly cross-legged, in amanner reminiscent of an Egyptian scribe.
"Y ou're not doing this on your own," it said. " Someone's helped you set it dl up. Someone who
knows how to find the girl and tell her we're here. You don't know where sheis, or you'd have caught
her yoursdlf by now."

"['ve got contacts."

"Contacts who know a greet ded about the Resistance, it would seem. Y ou'd better be careful,
Nat. Thingslikethat can work both ways. That hairy Police Chief would give hiscarnassdsto link
you somehow with those traitors. If he knew you were doing dedls with them..."

"I'm not doing dedldl™
"Ooh. That was ashout. You're agitated.”
"I'm not. I'mjust saying. I'm capturing her, aren't 1?1 just want to do it my own way."

"Fine, but who's your contact? How does he or she know so much about the girl? That's what
you should be asking."

"It's not important. And | don't want to talk any more about it." Nathanid turned his back. The
djinni wasright, of course: the ease with which Makepeace delved into the underworld was startling.
But the theater was a disreputable profession; Makepeace was bound to know all kinds of odd
commoners—actors, dancers, writers—who were only one notch above the crimind type. Uneasy as
he was with his sudden new aliance, Nathaniel was quite happy to regp the benefits of it, provided all
went well. But he would be in aparlous position should Duvall or Whitwell discover that he had been
acting behind their backs. That was the main risk he was running. Both of them had asked for updates
that morning about his activities; to both of them, he had lied. It gave him aprickly sensation at the
back of his neck.

Jakob Hyrnek held up aplaintive hand. "Excuse me, Sir?"

"What?'



"Please, Mr. Mandrake, I'm getting alittle bit chilly.”
"Well, get up and walk about, then. But keep those stupid socks out of my sight.”

Wrapping the coat tightly about him, Hyrnek began to shuffle about the room, his candy-colored
striped bed socks peeping out incongruoudy from under his pgjamas.

"Hard to believe anyone would risk her lifefor this specimen,” the djinni observed. "If | were his
mother, 1'd look the other way."

"Y ou haven't met thisKitty," Nathaniel said. "Shelll comefor him."

"Shewon't." Hyrnek was standing near the window now; he'd overheard thislast exchange. "We
used to be close, but not anymore. | haven't seen her for years.”

"Even 0," Nathanid said. "Shelll come.”
"Not since... my face wasruined,” the boy went on. His voice throbbed with sef-pity.

"Oh, give me abreak!" Nathaniel's tension exploded into annoyance. "Y our faceisfine! Y ou can
talk, can't you? Y ou can see? Hear? Wdll, then. Stop complaining. I've seen far worse."

"That'swhat | told him." The djinni negligently stood and hopped down from the wardrobe
without asound. "He'sfar too het up about it. Look at your face—that's permanent, too, and you're
not afraid to parade it before the world. Nope, for both of you its your hair that's the real downer.
I've seen better styles on the back end of abadger. Just give mefive minuteswith apair of shears—"

Nathanid rolled his eyes and sought to reassert some authority. He grabbed Hyrnek's collar and
spun him around. "Back to your chair," he snarled. "Sit down. Asfor you"—he addressed the
djinni—"my contact's man will have given the girl this address some hours ago. She will be on her way
now, amost certainly with the Staff, since that is her most powerful wegpon. When she entersthe stair
below, a sensory sphere will be triggered and sound the dert up here. Y ou areto disarm her as she
comes through the door, hand me the Staff, and prevent her escape. Got that?!

"Clear asdaylight, boss. Asit wasthe fourth and fifth times you told me."

"Just don't forget. Get the Staff. That's the important bit."

"Dont | know it?| was at thefdl of Prague, remember?”

Nathanid grunted and resumed his pacing. Even as he did so, there was a sound from the street
outsde. He turned to the djinni, wide-eyed. "What was that?"

"A voice. Man's"
"Did you heer—Thereitisagan!”

The djinni indicated the window. Do you want meto |ook?"



"Don't let yoursdlf be seen.”

The Egyptian boy sidled to the window; vanished. A scarab beetle crawled behind the sheet. A
bright light flared somewhere beyond the glass. Nathaniel hopped from one foot to the other. "Wl ?*

"| think your girl'sarrived."” The djinni's voice sounded smdll and distant. "Why don't you take a
peek?'

Nathanid ripped the sheet aside and looked out, in time to see asmall column of flameflare up
from the ground halfway down the road. It died back. On the previousy deserted street were many
running forms—some on two legs, some on four, and some that were evidently undecided about the
matter, but were till gamely lolloping aong under the bright moon. There was a sngpping and a
howling. Nathanid felt the color drain from hisface.

"Oh, hdl," hesaid. "The Night Police.”

Another small blast; the room shook mildly. A dight and agile two-legged form sprinted across
the road and legped through anewly blown holein the wal of abuilding. A wolf pursued her, only to
be engulfed by another explosion.

The scarab beetle whistled gpprovingly. "Nice use of an Elementa Sphere. Y our girl's good.
Even so, shelll hardly evade the whole battaion.”

"How many arethere?'

"A dozen, perhaps more. Look, they're coming over the rooftops.”
"Y ou think they'll catch—"

"Oh yes—and eat her. They're angry now. Their blood's up."

"All right—" Nathanid stood away from the window. He had come to adecison. "Bartimaeus,”
he said, "go out and get her. We can't risk her being killed."

The scarab beetle chittered in disgust. "Another lovely job. Wonderful. Areyou sure, now?
Y ou'll be going directly againgt that Police Chief's authority.”

"With luck, hewon't know it'sme. Take her to..." Nathanid's mind raced; he snapped his
fingers. "That old library—you know, the one we shdltered in, when L ovelace's demons were after us.
I'll take the prisoner and meet you later. We all need to get away from here."

"I'm with you on that one. Very well. Stand clear." The beetle skittered backward on the sl
away from the window, rose onto its hind legs and waved its antennae at the glass. A bright light, a
spurt of heat; alopsided hole melted in the middle of the pane. The beetle opened itswing cases and
hummed out into the night.

Nathanid turned back into the room, just in time to meet achair swinging into the Sde of his
face.



Hefdl to the floor awkwardly, half-stunned. One spinning eye caught a skewed glimpse of
Jakob Hyrnek hurling the chair aside and hurrying for the door. Nathaniel gabbled acommandin
Aramaic; asmdl imp materidized a his shoulder and loosed alightning bolt at the seet of Hyrnek's
pg amas. There was a sound of rapid scorching and a shrill yelp. Itswork done, the imp vanished.
Hyrnek hated momentarily, clutching hisrump, then continued his ssumbling progress toward the
door.

By now, Nathaniel had gotten to hisfeet; he flung himsdf forward and down in aclumsy tackle;
his outstretched hand caught hold of a bed-socked foot and pulled it sdeways. Hyrnek fell; Nathaniel
clawed himself on top of him and began dapping him frantically about the head. Hyrnek replied in
kind. They rolled around for awhile a random.

"What an unedifying spectacle.”
Nathanidl frozein the act of pulling Hyrnek's hair. He looked up from his prone position.

Jane Farrar stood in the open doorway, flanked by two hulking officers of the Night Police. She
wore the crisp uniform and peaked cap of the Graybacks and her eyes were openly scornful. One of
the officers at her sde made aguttura noise deep in histhroat.

Nathanid cast through his mind for an explanation that might suffice, but found none. Jane Farrar
shook her head sadly. "How the mighty have falen, Mr. Mandrake," she said. "Extricate yoursdlf, if
you can, from this half-dressed commoner. Y ou are under arrest for treason.”

41

Bartimaeus

Werewolvesin the street, Nathaniel back indoors. Which would you choose? Truth to tell, |
was glad to get out and about for a bit.

His behavior was disconcerting me more and more. In the years since our first encounter,
doubtless under Whitwell's careful tutelage, hed become an officiouslittle beast, carefully obeying his
orders with one eye always on promotion. Now he was ddiberately going out on alimb, doing
underhanded things, and risking much by so doing. Thiswas no homegrown idea. Someone was
putting him up to it; someone was pulling his strings. Hed been many thingsto me, Nathanidl had,
most of them indescribable, but he'd never looked so much of a puppet as he did now.

And dready it had al gonewrong.

The scene below was one of chaos. Wounded creatures lay here and there across the street
amid piles of broken brick and glass. They writhed and growled and clutched their flanks, their
contours dtering with each spasm. Man, wolf, man, walf... That's the problem with lycanthropy: it's so
hard to control. Pain and strong emotion make the body shift.w

[1] Thischronic unreliability is one of the reasons werewolves get such bad press. Asisthe fact that they're
ravenous, savage, bloodthirsty, and very poorly house-trained. Lycaon of Arcadia assembled the first wolf corps
as his personal bodyguard, way back about 2000 B.C., and despite the fact that they promptly ate several of his



houseguests, the notion of their fulfilling a useful enforcing role stuck fast. Many tyrannical rulers who had
recourse to magic have used them ever since: casting complex transformation spells over suitably brawny humans,
keeping them in isolation, and sometimes carrying out breeding programs to improve the strain. Aswith so much
else, it was Gladstone who inaugurated the British Night Police; he knew their worth as instruments of fear.

The girl had downed about five, | thought, not including the one blown to pieces by the
Elementa Sphere. But several more were pacing redundantly in the road, and others, displaying alittle
moreintelligence, were busily scaling drainpipes or searching for fire escapesto climb.

Nine or ten were left dive. Too many for any human to handle.

But shewas till fighting: | saw her now, alittle whirling figure on the rooftop. Something bright
flashed in each hand—she was waving them high and low in little desperate feints and thrusts to keep
three wolves at bay. But with every turn she made, the black formsinched alittle closer.

A scarab bestle, for dl itsmany qudlities, isnot much cop in afight. Besides, it would have taken
about an hour to fly acrossto join the action. So | made my change, flapped my grest red wings
twice, and was upon them in aflash. My wings blocked out the moon, casting the four combatants on
theroof into the blackest of shadows. For good measure, | uttered the fearsome cry of the roc asit
swoops down upon the elephants to snatch away their young. =

[2] Indian elephants, usually. The rocs lived on remote isles in the Indian Ocean, appearing inland
infrequently in search of prey. Their nests were an acre across, their eggs vast white domes visible far out across
the sea. The adults were formidable opponents, and sank most ships sent out to pillage the nesting sites by
dropping rocks from great heights. The caliphs paid huge sums for rocs feathers, cut by stealth from the breasts of
sleeping birds.

All thishad the appropriate effect. One of the wolves |egped meter backward, its brindled fur
fluffed in fright, and disappeared with ahowl over the edge of the parapet. Another reared up onits
hind legs and received a blow in the midriff from the roc's clenched tdons: it shot into the air likea
fluffy football and vanished with aclatter behind achimney.

The third, which was standing upright in parody of aman, was more nimble, quicker thinking.
Theroc'sarriva had caught the girl by surprise, too: gawping up in wonder at the splendor of my
plumage, she lowered her knives. Without asound, the wolf legped at her throat.

Itsteeth clashed together, sending bitter sparks flying into the night.

The girl was dready severd feet up and rising, suspended from my claws. Her hair streamed in
front of her face, her legs dangled above the rapidly diminishing rooftop, the street and all its scurrying
inhabitants. The noises of fury and disappointment receded and we were suddenly aone, suspended
high above theinfinite lights of the city, drawn upward by my protective wingsinto a place of cam

tranquillity.

"Ow! That'smy leg! Ow! Ah! Curseyou, that'sslver! Stopit!”

The girl was stabbing aknife repeatedly into the scaly flesh just above my talons. Can you credit
it? This same leg, remember, was preventing her from falling to a sooty destruction amid the

smokestacks of east London. | ask you. | pointed this out to her with my usua elegance.

"There's no need to swear, demon,” she said, desisting for amoment. Her voice was high and



faint upon thewind. "And anyway, | don't care. | want to die."

"Believeme, if | could only help you out... Stop that!™ Another prick of pain, another woozy
sensation in my head. Slver doesthat to you; much more of it and we'd both be faling. | shook her
vigoroudy, until her teeth rattled and her knives plummeted from her hand. But even that wasn't the
end of it; now she began twisting and wrenching back and forth in afevered effort to loose my grip.
Theroc tightened its hold. "Will you stop wriggling, girl?1'm not going to drop you, but | will hold
you headfirgt over atanner's chimney.”

"| don't carel”

"Or dunk you in the Thames."

"l don't carel”

"Or take you to Rotherhithe Sewage Works and—"

"| don't care, | don't care, | don't carel” She seemed apoplectic with rage and grief, and even
with my roc'sstrength it wasal | could do to prevent her from prying hersdlf free.

"Kitty Jones," | said, keeping my eyesfixed on thelights of north London—we were nearing our
destination now—"do you not want to see Jakob Hyrnek again?"

Shewent quiet then, al limp and thoughtful, and we flew on for awhile in a state of blessed
slence. | used the respite to circle for atime, keeping aweather eye out for pursuing spheres. But dl
wasdtill. Weflew on.

A voice sounded from somewhere below my wishbone. It was more measured than before, but
the fire had not gone out of it. "Demon," it said, "why didn't you let the wolves devour me? 1 know
that you and your masters plan to kill mein any case."

"l can't comment on that,” theroc said. "Buit fed freeto thank me, if you wish."

"Are you taking me to see Jakob now?"

"Yes. If dl goesas planned.”

"And then?'

| wassilent. | had afairly good idea.

"Well? Speak up! And spesk truthfully—if you can.”

In an atempt to change the subject, the roc affected disdain. "1'd be careful, love. It'sunwiseto
meake catty remarks when suspended at high dtitude." =

[3] Asexemplified by Icarus, an early pioneer of flight. According to Faquarl, who admittedly wasn't the most
reliable of sources, the Greek magician Daedalus constructed a pair of magical wings, each one housing a
short-tempered foliot. These wings were tested by Icarus, afey and facetious youth, who made cheap remarks at
the foliots' expense while at several thousand feet above the Aegean. In protest, they loosed their feathers one by



one, sending | carus and his witticisms plummeting to awatery grave.
"Huh, you're not going to drop me. You just said.”

"Oh.Yes Sol did." Theroc sghed. "Thetruthis| do not know what is planned for you. Now,
shut your trgp aminute. I'm cominginto land.”

We sank through the darkness, across the ocean of orange lights, down to the street where the
boy and | had sheltered on the night of the Underwood fire. The ruined library was il there: | could
seeits bulk sandwiched among the lights of the smaller shops nearby. The building had deteriorated
somewhat in theintervening years, and a considerable hole now yawned in one place, wherealarge
glass skylight had fallen away. The roc diminished in scae asit gpproached, judged the angle
carefully, and popped the girl feet first through the hole asif posting aletter. We descended into the
cavernous space, lit here and there by shafts of moonlight. Only when we were a safe distance from
therubble of thefloor did | let my burden go.is She dropped with a squeak and rolled briefly.

[4] We were about six feet up. Hey, she was young and bouncy.

| alighted alittle way off and appraised her properly for thefirst time. It wasthe same one, all
right—the girl in the alley who had tried to pinch the Amulet. She looked older now, thinner, and
more jaded, her face gray and drawn and her eyeswary. Thelast few years had been hard for her, |
reckoned; the last few minutes positively cruel. One arm hung limp, its shoulder dashed and caked
with blood. Even 0, the defiance in her was palpable: she got carefully to her feet and, with chin
sudiedly doft, stared at me from acrossa column of slver light.

"l don't think much of this," she sngpped. "Can't you interrogate me somewhere cleaner? | was
expecting the Tower at least.”

"Thisispreferable, believe me." The roc was sharpening aclaw againgt thewall. | wasn't in much
of amood for conversation.

"Well, get on with it, then. Where's Jakob? Where are the magicians?'
"They'll bedonginabit.”

"In abit? What kind of outfit isthis?" She put her hands on her hips. "'l thought you lot were
meant to be terrifyingly efficient. Thisisall cockeyed.”

| raised my great plumed head. "Now, listen,” | said. "Don't forget that I've just saved you from
the jaws of the Night Police. A little gratitude wouldn't go amiss here, young lady.” The roc rapped its
talons meaningfully on the floor and fixed her with the kind of look that sends Persan sailorsdiving
overboard.

She fixed me with the kind of look that curdles milk. "Get lost, demon! | defy you and your
wickedness. Y ou don't frighten me!"

"No?'

"No. Yourejust ausdessimp. Y our feathers are mangy and covered in mold.”



"What?' The roc made ahurried ingpection. "Rubbish! That's the moonlight giving them that
sheen!”

"It'sawonder they haven't falen out. I've seen pigeons with better plumage.”
"Now, ligen—"

"I've destroyed demons with real power!" she cried. "Think I'll be impressed by an overgrown
chicken?'

The cheek of thegirl! "Thisnobleroc,” | said with bitter dignity, "isnot my only form. It isbut
one of ahundred thousand guises | can assume, For instance...” Theroc reared up: | became, in
quick succession, aferocious red-eyed minotaur, frothing at the mouth; a granite gargoyle, champing
itsjaws, athrashing serpent, spitting venom; amoaning ghost; awaking cadaver; afloating Aztec
skull, gleaming in the dark. It was amotley assortment of nastiness, if | say so mysdf. "Wel?' the
skull inquired, meaningfully. "Care to comment?'

[5] If not particularly inventive. | wastired and out of sorts.

She swalowed audibly. "Not bad,” she said, "but al those guises are big and showy. | bet you
can't do subtle.”

"Of course| can!"

"I bet you can't go extra small—say small enough to... to get into that bottle over there." She
pointed at the end of a beer bottle poking out from under apile of litter, while adl the time watching me
out of the corner of her eye.

That old one! If it'sbeen tried on me once, it's been tried a hundred times. The skull shook itsalf
dowly from sdeto sde and grinned.= "Nice effort, but that didn't work on me even in the old days.m
Now," | went on. "Why don't you sit down and rest? Y ou look dog-tired.”

[6] Actually, it was grinning aready, grinning being one of the few things skulls do really well.

[7] Y ou know thetrick. The clever mortal convinces the stupid djinni to squeeze inside a bottle (or some
other confined space), then stoppers him up and refuses to let him out unless he grants three wishes, etc., etc. Ho
hum. Unlikely asit may seem, however, if the djinni enters the bottle of his own free will this entrapment actually
has afair degree of power. But even the smallest, doziest imp is unlikely to fall for this chestnut today.

Thegirl sniffed, pouted, and folded her arms painfully. | could see her looking around, weighing
up the exits.

"And don't try anything,” | advised. "Or I'll brain you with arafter.”
"Hald it in your teeth, will you?' Ooh, shewas disdainful.
In answer, the skull faded and became Ptolemy. | altered without thinking—it's dways my

preferred forms—>put as soon as| did so, | saw her give a start and step back apace. "You! The
demoninthedley!"



[8] Takeit asamark of respect for what he did for me.

"Don't get so excited. Y ou can't blame me for that occasion. You jumped me.”

She grunted. "True. The Night Police nearly caught me then, too."

"Y ou ought to be more careful. What did you want the Amulet of Samarkand for anyway?"

The girl looked blank. "The what? Oh, the jewel. Well, it was magicd, wasn't it? We stole
magica artifactsin those days. It was the whole point of our group. Robbing the magicians, trying to
usether stuff ourselves. Stupid. Redly stupid." She kicked out at abrick. "Ow."

"Do | takeit you no longer espouse this policy?"

"Hardly. Snceit got usdl killed."

"Except you."

Her eyesflashed inthedark. "Y ou truly expect meto survive tonight?'

She had apoint there. "Y ou never know," | said, heartily. "My master may attempt to spare you.
He has dready saved you from the wolves."

She snorted. "Y our master. Does he have aname?”

"John Mandrake isthe one he uses.” | was banned by my vow from saying more.

"Him? That pretentiouslittle fool! ?"

"Oh, youve met him, then?"

"Twice. Andthelast timel did | punched hislightsout.”

"Did you? No wonder he kept quiet about it." | wasliking this girl more and more with every
moment. In truth, she was abregath of fresh air. In dl thelong centuries of my tail, I've spent
remarkably little timein the company of commoners—by ingtinct, magicianstry to keep us shadowy
and removed from ordinary men and women. | can count the number of commoners I've properly
conversed with on the claws of one hand. Of course, by and largeit isn't arewarding process—the
equivaent of adolphin chatting up asea dug—hut you do get the occasiona exception. And this
Kitty Joneswasone. | liked her style.

| sngpped my fingers and caused asmadl 1llumination to fly up and lodge among the rafters. From
anearby heap of rubble, | pulled some planks and breeze blocks and arranged them asachair. " Sit
yourself down,” | said. "Make yourself comfortable. That'sright. So... you punched John Mandrake,
didyou?'

She spoke with acertain grim satisfaction. "Y es. Y ou seem amused.”

| stopped guffawing. "Oh, can you tdll?*



"Odd, given that you and he are digned in wickedness, given that you carry out his every whim."

"Aligned in wickedness? Hey, there is a certain master-servant thing going on here, you know.
I'madave! I've no choicein the matter.”

Her lip curled. "Just obeying orders, eh? Sure. That'sa great excuse.”

"It iswhen to disobey means certain destruction. Y ou try the Shriveling Fire on your
bones—seeif youlikeit."

She frowned. "It sounds a pretty ropy excuseto me. Y ou're saying dl your evil is performed
uwillingy?'

"I wouldn't put it quite like that, but—yup. From imp to afrit, werre al bound to the magicians
will. We can't do anything about it. They have us over abarrel. At the moment, for instance, | haveto
help and protect Mandrake, whether | likeit or not.”

"Pathetic." She spokedecisvey. "Absolutely pathetic.” Andindeed, as| heard mysdf say dll
this, it did seem so to me, too. We daves have dwelled so long in these chains of oursthat we rarely
speak of them; to hear the resignation in my own voice sickened my essencetoitscore. | tried to
batten down my shame with a spot of righteous indignation.

[9] Only afew, such as old Faguarl, openly (and hopelessly) plot revolt. But they've been wittering on about
it for so long without results that no one pays any attention.

"Oh, wefight back,” | said. "We catch them out if they're careless, and misinterpret when we
can. We encourage them to vie with one another, and set them at one another's throats. We load
them with luxuries until their bodies grow fat and their mindstoo dull to notice their own downfdls.
We do our best. Which is more than you humans manage to do most of thetime.”

Atthis, thegirl uttered astrange, ragged laugh. "What do you think I've been trying to do all
these years? Sabotaging government, steding artifacts, disrupting the city—it's been hopeless, the
wholething. | might aswell have been asecretary, like my mother wanted. My friends have been
killed or corrupted and demonslike you have doneit al. And don't tell me you don't enjoy it. That
thing in the crypt loved every second of..." Her body gave a violent shudder; she broke off, rubbed
her eyes.

"Well, there are exceptions,”" | began—then desisted.

Asif athin barrier had been broached, the girl's shoulders shook and she suddenly began to cry
with grest spasms of pent-up grief. Shedid so slently, stifling the noise with her figt, asif to saveme
embarrassment. | didn't know what to say. It was al very awkward. Shewent on alongtime. | sat
mysdlf cross-legged alittle way off, turned respectfully away from her and gazed off into the shadows.

Where was the boy? Come on, come on. He wastaking histime.

Pathetic. Absolutely pathetic. Try as| might to ignore them, her words gnawed away at mein
the dill of the night.



42
Kitty

Kitty gathered hersdlf at last. Thelast ructions of despair subsided. She sghed heavily. The
ruined building was dark, save for the small area near the roof where the magica light glowed faintly.
Its radiance had dimmed. The demon sat close by, still wearing the form of a dark-skinned youth clad
in awrapped skirt. Itsface was turned aside, the light casting angular shadows on itsthin neck and
hunched bare shoulders. It looked oddly frail.

"If it'sany consolation,” the demon said, "I destroyed that afrit from the crypt.” It did not turn
around.

Kitty coughed and straightened her back, smoothing her hair out of her eyes. She did not reply
at once. The despairing hopelessness that had overcome her when the demon plucked her into the
sky had subsided now, washed away by the sudden out-welling of grief for her lost friends. Shewas
left feding hollow and light-headed. Even o, shetried to gather her thoughts.

Escape. She could try to escape.... No, there was Jakob to consider, she should wait for him. If
he was actualy coming.... She scowled: she had only the demon'sword for that. Perhapsit was
better to flee.... She craned her head from side to side, seeking inspiration. "Y ou killed it...?" she said
absently. "How?' There was astairwell close by; they were on the firgt floor, then. Mogt of the
windows were boarded up.

"Dropped him in the Thames. He was quite mad, you know, after so long. Hed bound his
essence into Gladstone's bones. Wouldn't—or couldn't—get himself free. A sad business, but there
you go. He was amenace to everything—djinni or human—and is best trapped under hundreds of
meters of water."

"Yes, quite..." Therelooked to be a broken window not far off; perhaps she could lesp from it.
The demon might attack with some magic as sheran, but her resilience would see her through. Then
she could drop to the street, seek cover—

"1 hope you're not thinking of doing anything rash,” the boy said suddenly.

She darted guiltily. "No."

"Yourethinking of doing something; | can hear it in your voice. Well, don't. | won't bother
using amagica attack. I've been around, you know. I'm well aware of your defenses. I've seeniit dl

before. I'll just lob abrick at you."

Kitty chewed her lip. Reluctantly, and only for the moment, she dismissed escape from her mind.
"What do you mean, seen it before?' she said. "Y ou're talking about the dley?!

The boy flashed alook at her over his shoulder. "Well, there was that, of course—your chums
withstood afairly high-intensity Inferno from me head on. But | mean further back, long before
London's precious little magicians Started getting above themsalves. Time and again, I've seenit. It



always happens sooner or later. Y ou know, considering what's at stake you'd think that wretched
Mandrake would make a bit of an effort to get here, wouldn't you? We've been here an hour

dready.”
Kitty's brow furrowed. "Y ou mean you've seen people like me before?"

"Of course! A dozen timesover. Huh, | suppose the magicians don't let you read the history
books—it's no wonder you're so powerful ignorant.” The demon shuffled around on his bottom to
face her. "How do you think Carthage fell? Or Persa? Or Rome? Sure, there were enemy states
ready to take advantage of the empires weaknesses, but it was the divisions within that redly did for
them. Romulus Augustulus, for instance, spent haf hisreign trying to control his own people, and all
the while Ostrogoths with big mustaches were tramping down through Italy. His djinn couldn't control
the plebs any longer, you see. Why? Because so many of them had become like you—resilient to our
magic. Detonations, Fluxes, Infernos—scarcely singed their beards. And of course the people knew
that, so they wanted their rights, they wanted the magicians overthrown &t last. There was so much
confusion that hardly anyone noticed the barbarian horde before it ransacked Rome.” The boy
scratched itsnose. "Inaway, | think it came asarelief. Fresh start and al that. No more magiciansin
the Eternd City for along, long time.”

Kitty blinked. Her knowledge of history was scanty, and the strange names and places meant
little to her, but the implications were sartlingly clear. " Are you saying that most of the Romanswere
reslient to megic?'

"Oh, no. About thirty percent, maybe. In varying degrees, of course. Y ou don't need more than
that for agood uprisng.”

"But we never managed more than eeven! And London's huge!™

"Eleven percent? That's not too bad.”

"No. Eleven. That wasit."

The boy raised his eyebrows. "Blimey, your recruitment policy can't have been too snappy. But
then again, it'searly days. How long isit since Gladstone set up shop? Hundred and fifty years or so?
Wéll, that's your answer. Resilience to magic takes along timeto build up in the genera population.
Magicians had ruled in Romefor five hundred years before the revolutions came. That's an awful ot
of magic seeping through the city. Gradualy more and more children are born with talents of one sort
or another. What else can you do, for instance? See us?'

"No." Kitty made aface. "Anne and Fred could do that. I'm just... good at surviving.”

The boy grinned. "That's no mean talent. Don't knock it."

"Stanley could see magic in stuff as well—that's how we knew you had that necklace.”

"What? Oh, the Amulet. Y ep, that kind of sight's another one. Well, there are probably al sorts
of abilities bubbling up in London's population right now. Must be hundreds of people with the power.

But you've got to remember, most people won't be aware they've got an ability at all. It takestime for
the knowledge to spread. How did you find out?"



It wasdl Kitty could do to remember that thisdight, polite, and very informative boy was
actually ademon, something to be loathed and shunned. She opened her mouth to spesk and
hesitated. The boy rolled its eyesin annoyance and raised its hands. "L ook, don't think I'm going to
tell anyonethis, least of al my master. | don't owe him anything. Still, far beit from meto forceit out
of you. I'm not amagician.” It sounded rather huffy.

"A demon hit mewith aBlack Tumbler." Her small confidence took Kitty rather by surprise; she
found hersdf saying it without thinking.

"Oh, yes. Tdlow'smonkey. | forgot." The boy stretched lazily. "Well, you'll be pleased to know
Talow'sdead now. An afrit got him. Quite stylishly, too. No—I won't give you the details. Not unless
you tell me more about you. What happened after the Tumbler?' And Kitty, despite herself, was soon
recounting her story.

At thefinish, the demon shrugged ruefully. ™Y ou see, the problem with this Pennyfeather was that
he was too much like the magicians, wasn't he? Greedy, close, and clasping. Wanted to keep
everything nice and secret, al for himsalf. Small wonder you had only eeven members. If you want to
get arevolution going, my tip isto get the people on your side. All those explosions and thefts were
never going to get you anywhere."

Kitty scowled. The demon's blithe assurance on the matter rankled. "I suppose not.”

" 'Course they weren't. Education's the thing. Knowledge of the past. That'swhy the magicians
give you such ropy schooling. | bet you had endless triumphd stuff about why Britain's so great.” He
chuckled. "Thefunny thing is, the peopl€'s growing resilience aways comes asa surprise to the
magicians, too. Each empire thinksit's different, thinksit won't happen to them. They forget the
lessons of the past, even recent lessons. Gladstone only got to Prague so fast because haf the Czech
army was on drike at the time. It serioudy weakened the Empire. But my master and his friends have
aready forgotten thisfact. He hadn't a clue why you escaped his mouler the other day. Incidentaly,
heredly is taking agesto bring Hyrnek across. I'm beginning to think something might have happened
to him. Nothing fata, unfortunately, or | wouldn't till be here.”

Jakob. Kitty had been so caught up in the demon's words that the thought of her friend had half
escaped her mind. She flushed. Thiswasthe enemy she was talking with—akiller, an abductor, an
inhuman fiend. How could she have forgotten?

"Y ou know," the demon said in acompanionable sort of way, "'l was wondering about
something. Why did you come looking for this Hyrnek?Y ou must have known it was atrap. He said
you hadn't seen him for years."

"l hadn't. But it'smy fault he'sin thismess, isn't it?" Kitty gritted the words ot.

"Ye-es.." Thedemon madeaface. "l just think it's odd, that's all.”

"What can you know about it, demon?" Kitty was white with rage. Y ou're amonster! How
dare you even imagine what I'm feding!" She was so furious, she dmost lashed out.

The boy tutted. "Let me give you afriendly tip," he said. *Now, you wouldn't want to be called
‘fema e mudspawn,’ would you? Well, in asmilar way, when addressing aspirit such asme, the



word demon isin al honesty alittle demeaning to us both. The correct termis djinni, though you may
add adjectives such as noble and resplendent if you choose. Just aquestion of manners. It keeps
thingsfriendly between us™”

Kitty laughed harshly. "No onée's friendly with ademon!”

"Not normaly, no. The cognitive differentids are just too greet. But it has happened...." It broke
off thoughtfully.

"Yeah?'

"Takeitfromme”

"Such aswhen?"

"Oh, long ago... It doesn't matter.” The Egyptian boy shrugged.

"Youremaking it up."

Kitty waited, but the boy was studying itsfingernailsintently. It did not continue.

After along pause, she broke the silence. "So why did Mandrake save me from the wolves? It
doesn't make sense.”

The boy grunted. "He wants the Staff. Obvioudy."
"The saff? Why?'

"What do you think? Power. He'strying to get it before the others.” The boy's voice wasterse.
It appeared to be in abad mood.

A dawning redlization stole over Kitty. "Y ou mean that staff'simportant?”
"Of course. It's Gladstone's. Y ou knew that, otherwise why break into histomb?’

In her mind's eye, Kitty saw the theater box again, and the gold key being tossed into view. She
heard the voice of their benefactor, mentioning the Staff asif it were an afterthought. She saw
Hopkinss pae gray eyesgazing at hers, heard his voice, low amid the bustle of the Druids
Coffeehouse, inquiring after the Staff. Shefelt the Sckness of betrayal.

"Oh. You didn't know." The bright eyes of the djinni were watching her. "Y ou were set up.
Who by? That Hopkins?'

Kitty'svoicewasfaint. "Yes. And someone else—I| never saw hisface."

"Pity. It wasamogt certainly one of the leading magicians. Asto which, you can take your pick.
They're dl asbad as one another. And they'll lways have someone else do their dirty work for them,
djinni or human." It blinked, asif athought had struck it. Y ou don't know anything about the golem, |
suppose?' Thisword meant nothing to Kitty; she shook her head. "Didn't think so. It'sabig, nasty



magical creature—been causing chaos around London recently. Someone's controlling it, and I'd
dearly liketo know who. Nesarly killed me, for Sarters.”

The boy looked s0 put out asit said thisthat Kitty dmost smirked. "' thought you were anoble
djinni of awesome power?" she said. "How come this golem besat you?'

"It'sresistant to magic, that'swhy. Sapsmy energy if | get close. You'd have a better chance of
stopping it than me." It made it sound asif thiswas the mogt ridiculousthing in the world.

Kitty bridled. "Thanksalot.”

"I'm serious. A golem's controlled by amanuscript hidden in its mouth. If you got close, and
whipped the paper out, the golem would return to its master and disintegrate back into clay. | saw it
happen once, in Prague.”

Kitty nodded absently. "That doesn't sound too difficult.”

"Obvioudy, you'd have to penetrate the choking black mist that hangs about it...."

"Oh...right."

"And avoid its swinging figts that can hammer through concrete...”

"Ah"

"Other than that, you'd be laughing.”

"Well, if it'sso easy,” Kitty demanded hotly, "how come the magicians haven't sopped it?'

Thedjinni gave acold smile. "Because it would require persond bravery. They never do
anything themsdlves. They rely on usthe wholetime. Mandrake gives me an order, | obey. He stsa
home, | go out and suffer. That'stheway it works."

The boy's voice had grown old and tired. Kitty nodded. " Sounds tough."

A shrug. "That'sthe way it works. No choice. That'swhy I'm interested in you coming out to
rescue Hyrnek. Let'sfaceit, it was a stupid decision, and you didn't have to makeit. No one'sforcing
you to do anything. Y ou got it wrong, but for admirable reasons. Believe me, it makes a changeto see
that after hanging around with magiciansfor so long."

"l didn't get it wrong," Kitty said. "How long has it been?"

"Five thousand years or more. Off and on. Y ou get the odd break down the centuries, but just
asone empirefdls, theré's dways another risng up. Britain'sonly the latest.”

Kitty looked out into the shadows. "And Britain'l fal too, in time."

"Oh, yes. The cracks are aready showing. Y ou should read more, you'll seethe patterns. Aha...
someone's below. At lagt..."



The boy stood up. Kitty did likewise. To her ears now came scuffling sounds, a couple of
whispered curses drifting up the staircase. Her heart began to beat fast. Once more, she wondered if
she should run; once more, she quelled the ingtinct down.

Thedjinni looked across at her, grinned. Itsteeth flashed very white. "Y ou know, I've quite
enjoyed our conversation,” it said. "I hope they don't order meto kill you."

Girl and demon stood together, waiting in the darkness. Steps ascended the airs.

43
Nathanie€l

Nathaniel was escorted to Whiteha |l in an armored limousine, accompanied by Jane Farrar and
three slent officers of the Night Police. Jakob Hyrnek sat to hisleft, a policeman to hisright.
Nathaniel noticed that the officer had gresat rips and tearsin the trousers of hisuniform, and that the
nailson hisgreat callused hands were torn. The air was thick with the smell of musk. He looked
across at Jane Farrar, ditting impassively in the front seat, and found himself wondering whether she
was awerewolf, too. Altogether, he doubted it: she seemed too controlled, too dight of build. But
then again, you could never tell.

At Westmingter Hall, Nathaniel and Jakob were taken straight to the great Reception Chamber,
where the ceiling glowed with vigilance spheres and the Prime Minister and hislords sat around the
polished table. Unusualy, no edible ddlicacies were on display, indicating the perceived seriousness of
the situation. Each minister had only ahumble bottle of carbonated water and aglass. The Police
Chief now sat in the chair of honor next to the Prime Minister, hisface heavy with satisfaction. Ms.
Whitwell was relegated to a seat on the margins. Nathaniel did not look at her. Hiseyeswere fixed on
the Prime Minigter, looking for readable sgns; but Mr. Devereaux was gazing &t the table.

No one but the chief ministers were there. Mr. M akepeace was not present.

The escorting officers sduted a Police Chief Duvall and, a hissignd, shuffled from the room.
Jane Farrar stepped forward. She coughed ddlicately.

Mr. Devereaux looked up. He sighed the sigh of aman about to carry out aregretful task. "Yes,
Ms. Farrar? Y ou have something to report?”

"l do, gr. Has Mr. Duval given you any details?"

"He has mentioned something of the matter. Please be brief.”

"Yes, gr. For some days, we have been observing the activities of John Mandrake. Severa
small discrepancies about his recent affairs made us attentive: he has displayed a certain vagueness

and inconsgtency inhisactions."

"| protest!" Nathanid interrupted as suavely as he could. "My demon destroyed the renegade
afrit—I can hardly be accused of vaguenessthere.”



Mr. Devereaux held up ahand. "Y es, yes, Mandrake. Y ou will have your chanceto speak. In
the meantime, please be sllent.”

Jane Farrar cleared her throat. "If | might expand, Sir: in the last few days Mandrake has severd
times embarked on solitary trips across London, a atime of crisswhen al magicians were required
to remain at Westmingter to receive orders. This afternoon, when he once more departed
mysterioudy, we sent vigilance spheres out to follow him. We traced him to ahouse in east London,
where he met his demon and this unprepossessing youth. They took up station there, evidently waiting
for someone. We decided to station officers from the Night Police nearby. Late thisvery evening, a
girl approached the house; challenged by our officers, she proceeded to resist arrest. She was highly
armed: two men werekilled and four injured in the scuffle. However, our officers were about to effect
capture when Mr. Mandrake's demon appeared and hel ped the suspect escape. At thispoint, | felt it
my duty to arrest Mr. Mandrake.”

The Prime Minigter took asmall sip of water. "Thisgirl? Who is she?'

"We bdlieve her to be amember of the Resistance, Sir, asurvivor of the abbey raid. It seems
clear that Mandrake has been in contact with her for sometime. Certainly, he helped her evade
justice. | thought it proper that the matter be brought to your attention.”

"Indeed.” Mr. Devereaux's black eyes scanned Nathanid for atime. "When your forces
encountered her, wasthe girl carrying Gladstone's Staff?"

Jane Farrar pursed her lips. "No, s, shewasnot.”
"Pleasedr, if | may—"
"Youmay not, Mandrake. Henry, you wish to comment?"'

The Police Chief had been shuffling restlesdy in his seat; now heleaned forward, placing his
great thick hands palms-down on the table. He turned his head dowly from side to Sde, scanning the
other ministers one by one. "I have had my doubts about this boy for some time now, Rupert,” he
began. "When | first saw him | said to myself: "'This Mandrake, he'stdented, dl right, and outwardly
Industrious—but deep too, there's something unfathomable about him." Well now, we al know his
ambition, how heswormed hisway into poor Jessica's affections, how she gave him power in Interna
Affarsat aremarkably young age. So what was his brief in that office? To tackle the Resistance,
destroy it if possible, and make the streets a safer place for usal. What has happened in recent
months? The Res stance has gone from strength to strength, and their terror campaign has culminated
in the ransacking of our Founder'stomb. Thereisno end to the outrages they have committed: the
British Museum, the emporiums of Piccadilly, the Nationa Gallery—al have been attacked, and no
one has been held accountable.”

Nathaniel stepped forward angrily. "As|'ve said many times, those had nothing to do with—"

An olive-green band of gelatinous substance materidized in midair before him and wound tightly
around hishead, gagging him painfully. Mr. Mortensen lowered hishand. "Go on, Duval," he sad.

"Thank you." The Police Chief made an expansive gesture. "Well, now. At firgt, Ms. Farrar and
| assumed dl thissingular lack of success was down to Ssmple incompetence on Mandrake's part.



Then we began to wonder: Could there be something more to it? Could this talented and ambitious
youth be part of something more sinister? We began to keep an eye on him. After the museum's
destruction, he made a surreptitious journey to Prague, where—although his movements are alittle
uncertain—we bdieve he met with foreign magicians. Y es, you may well gasp, Ms. Mabindi! Who
knows what damage this boy may have done, what secrets he may have exposed. At the very less,
one of our best spiesin Prague—a man who had served uswel for many years—was killed during
Mandrakesvigt."

At this, many of the ministers set up alow muttering. Mr. Duval drummed the table with his
dablike fingers. "Mandrake has been touting an unlikely story about the London attacks, claiming that
agolem—yes, you did hear correctly, Ms. Mabindi, a golem—might be behind them. Ridiculousas
thisis, he gppearsto have gulled poor Jessicaeasily enough, and the golem story served as his excuse
to visit Prague. He came back without proof of hiswild assertions, and—as we have just heard—has
since been caught communing with the Resistance and defying our police. It's clear enough that he
wants Gladstone's Staff; it may even be that he directed the traitors to the tomb in the first place. |
suggest that we escort Mr. Mandrake forthwith to the Tower of London for proper interrogation.
Indeed, | propose to take care of the matter persondly.”

There was amurmur of assent. Mr. Devereaux shrugged. Of the ministers, Ms. Whitwell
remained slent, stony-faced. The portly Foreign Minister, Fry, spoke: "Good. | never liked the boy.
Hishair isfar too long and he has an insolent face. Do you have any methodsin mind, Duval?"

"Perhapsthe Wdl of Remorse? | suggest suspending him up to hisnoseinit overnight. That
usualy makestraitorstak, if the eds have left them their tongues.”

Fry nodded. "E€ls. That reminds me. What about a second supper?”

Mr. Mortensen leaned forward. "What about the Winch, Duvall? That often proves effective.”
"A Mournful Orb isthe most tried-and-tested method, | find."

"Perhaps afew hoursin each?’

"Perhaps. Shdll | remove the wretch, Rupert?’

The Prime Mingter blew out his cheeks, sat back in his chair. He spoke hesitantly. "I suppose
S0, Henry. | suppose so0.”

Mr. Duvall clicked hisfingers; from the shadows stepped four Night Police, each one more
muscular than the last. They marched in step across the room toward the prisoner, their leader
producing athin slver manacle from hisbelt. At this development, Nathaniel, who had been wriggling
and gesticulating with vigor for some time, set up such an agitated protest that a small muffled yelp
escaped hisgag. The Prime Minster seemed to recall something; he held up ahand.

"One moment, Henry. We must dlow the boy his defense.”

The Police Chief frowned with impatience. "Must we, Rupert? Beware. Heisaplausblelittle
devil."



"| shdl decidethat for mysdlf, | think." Mr. Devereaux glanced a Mortensen, who made a
reluctant gesture. The gelatinous gag around Nathaniel's mouth dissolved, leaving abitter tang. He
took his handkerchief from his pocket and wiped the perspiration from hisface.

"Get onwithit then,” Duval said. "And mind, no lies"

Nathaniel drew himself upright and passed his tongue across hislips. He saw nothing but hostility
in the eyes of the senior magicians, except—and this was his only hope now—yperhaps those of Mr.
Devereaux himsdf. There he discerned something that might have been uncertainty, mixed with
extremeirritation. Nathaniel cleared histhroat. He had long prided himsdlf on hisbond with the Prime
Minigter. Now wasthetimeto put it to the test.

"Thank you for the opportunity to speak, sir,” he began. He tried to give hisvoice an easy, cadm
assertion, but fear congtricted it into asqueak. Simply the thought of the House of Persuasion, an area
of the Tower of London given over to interrogation of prisoners, made him tremble. Bartimaeus had
been right: by his actions, he had become vulnerable to his enemies. Now he had to out-talk them.
"Mr. Duvdl'sinsgnuations are groundless,”" he said, "and Ms. Farrar is, to say the least, overeager. |
hope that thereis gill time to make good the damage that they have done.”

He heard Jane Farrar snort discreetly somewhere beside him. Mr. Duvall emitted a snarl of
protest that was cut off by asinglelook from the Prime Minister. Somewhat emboldened, Nathaniel
pressed on. "My trip to Prague and theissue of the girl are two entirely separate things, gir. Itistrue
that | believe many of the attacks in London to be the work of agolem; my investigationsinto that are
not yet finished. Meanwhile | have been using this youth"—he nodded toward Hyrnek—"to lure the
traitor Kitty Jones out of hiding. Heis her old associate and | guessed she might attempt to save him.
Oncein my power, she would soon tell me the location of the Staff, which | could then deliver into
your hands. Thearrival of Ms. Farrar's wolves completely ruined my ambush. | trust she will befirmly
reprimanded.”

Jane Farrar gave acry of anger. "My men had the girl trapped! Y our demon spirited her away.”

"Of course." Nathanid was urbanity itsdf. "Because your men would have torn her to pieces.
They werefilled with bloodlust. How would we have secured the Staff then?”

"They were Imperid Police, directly accountable to Mr. Duval here—"

"Quite s0, and amore crude and haphazard organization would be hard to find." Nathaniel went
on the attack. "I acknowledge that | have been secretive, Sir,” he said sweetly, addressing Mr.
Devereaux full on, "but | knew thiswas adedlicate operation. The girl is stubborn and willful. To locate
the Staff | had to tread carefully: | had to offer her thisboy's safety for itsreturn. | feared lest Mr.
Duvdl's customary heavy-handedness would jeopardize everything. As, unfortunately, has been the

The fury in the Police Chief's eyes was remarkabl e to behold. His swarthy face went beetroot
red, the veinsin his neck and hands bulged like mooring ropes, and his fingernails—which seemed
dightly longer than amoment previoudy—jabbed deep into the tabletop. He could barely speak for
choking. "Guardd Takethisviciousyouth away. | shal attend upon him presently.”

"Y ou forget yoursdlf, Henry." Mr. Devereauix spoke quietly, but the menace in hisvoice was



clear. "l amjudge and jury in this government; it is| who shdl decide Mandrakesfate. | am by no
means satisfied that heisthe traitor you claim. John," he continued, "your demon hasthe girl, thisKitty
Jones, in custody?"

"Yes, ar." Nathaniel's face was taut with tension. He was not free yet; the dark shadow of the
Wl of Remorse gill hovered before him. He had to go carefully. "I sent her to aquiet location,
where | might carry out my plan. | hope thislong delay has not ruined everything.”

"And you planned to restore the Staff to me?' Devereaux regarded him out of the corner of one
eye.

"Of course, sir! | hoped | would see it one day Stting next to the Amulet of Samarkand in the
government vaults, Sr." He chewed hislip, waited. That was histrump card, of course—by retrieving
the Amulet he had saved Devereaux'slife, and he did not want the Prime Minister to forget it now. "l
can dill doit, gir," headded. "If | take thisHyrnek to the girl, and promise their mutual safety, |
believe shewill give methe Staff within the hour."

"And thegirl? Shewill go free?'

Nathanid smirked. "Oh, no gr. Once | have the Staff, she and Hyrnek can be interrogated at
leisure.” His smile promptly vanished as Jakob Hyrnek kicked out and made contact with hisshin.

"Theboy isaconsummateliar." Mr. Duvdl had regained alittle of his composure. "Please,
Rupert, you are surely not going to be takenin..."

"l have made my decison.” The Prime Minigter leaned forward, steepling hisfingersinto an arch.
"Mandrake has proved himsdlf valuable and loyd in the past; we must give him the benefit of the
doubt. We shdl take him at hisword. Let him get the Staff. If he does, his secretivenessin the matter
isforgiven. If hedoesnat, | shall accept Henry's version of events and consign him to the Tower. A
happy compromise? |s everyone satisfied?' Smiling, he looked from Mr. Duval's louring
disappointment to Nathaniel's sickly green anxiety and back again. "Good. Mandrake can depart.
Now, did someone mention food? A little Byzantine wineto begin!”

A warm breeze spun around the room. Invisible daves stepped forward, bearing crystal glasses
and decanters filled with apricot-colored wines. Jane Farrar ducked as a plate of venison sausages
swept past her head. "But Sir, surely we aren't going to let Mandrake do thisaone!™

"Y es—we must send a battalion of troops!” Duval impatiently swatted a proffered glass aside.
"It would befoolish to trust him."

Nathaniel was dready halfway to the door. He hurried back. "Sir, thisisaSituation of great
delicacy. A bunch of wolfheadswill ruin everything."

Mr. Devereaux was sampling aglass. "Ddightful. The essence of Marmara... Well, we shdl
compromise again. Mandrake will be assigned severd vigilance spheres, so we can check up on his
movements. Now, can someone pass me that delicious-looking couscous?!



Nathaniel bound Jakob Hyrnek in an invisible bond and, leading him by the arm, departed the
hal. Hefdt no éation. He had stymied Duvall for the moment, but if he did not secure the Staff, and
soon, the outlook was bleak. He knew that he had used up all the goodwill the Prime Minister felt for
him, and the didike of dl the other ministers was pa pable. His career, and hislife, hung by athread.

Asthey crossed the lobby of the hal, Ms. Whitwell stepped out to intercept them. Nathaniel
gazed at her implacably, but did not speak. Her hawk eyesbored into his.

"Y ou may or may not have convinced our dear Prime Minister," she said in aharsh whisper,
"and you may or may not acquire the Staff, but | know that you have been acting behind my back,
seeking advancement at my expense, and | will not forgive you for it. Our association isat an end, and
| wish you no success. Y ou are welcometo rot in Duvall's Tower for dl | care.

She hurried away, her clothes rustling like dead leaves. Nathaniel stared after her for atime;
then, noticing Hyrnek watching him with grim amusement in his eyes, he gathered himself and sgnaled
across the lobby to the knot of waiting chauffeurs.

Asthe car drove north, four red vigilance spheres materiaized above the entrance to the hal and
drifted slently in pursuit.

44

Bartimaeus

| saw the way it was the moment they came up the stairs. | could read it in the forced smile of
the boy Hyrnek and the reluctance with which he climbed each step. | could seeit inthe cold, steely
look in my master's eyes, and the menacing closeness with which hetrod in his prisoner'swake. Oh
yes, Nathaniel wastrying to make it appear dl nice and rdaxed, trying to lull the girl into carelessness.
Cdl meintuitive, but | didn't reckon things were quite as rosy as he wanted her to think. Of course,
theinvigblefoliot perched on Hyrnek's shoulders, clutching histhroeat tightly initslong clawed feet,
was ahit of agiveaway, too. Hyrnek's hands were pinned to hisside by athin, scaly loop of tail, so
he was unable to speak, cry out, or make any kind of gesture. Thin talons jabbed into his cheeks,
encouraging him to maintain his smile. The foliot was busy whispering something in hisear too, and it
isunlikely to have been seet nothings.

[1] Lesser spirits such as this are often small-minded and vengeful, and take any opportunity to discomfort a
human in their power with talk of bloodcurdling tortures. Others have an endless roster of smutty jokes. It'sa
toss-up which isworse.

But the girl was obliviousto this. She uttered asmal cry when she saw Hyrnek appear up the
gtaircase and made an involuntary step forward. My master gave awarning cdl: "'Please stand away,
Ms. Jones!"

She stayed where she was, but didn't take her eyes off her friend. "Hello Jakob," she said.

Thefoliot loosened itsclaws alittle, allowing the prisoner to croak. "Hi, Kitty."

"Areyou hurt?'



A pause. Thefoliot tickled Hyrnek's cheek warningly. "No."
She gave awesk smile. "|—I cameto rescue you.”

A iff nod wasdl she got that time. The foliot's claws had reasserted their hold. Hyrnek's fake
smilewas back, but | could see the desperate warning in his eyes.

"Don't worry, Jakob," thegirl said firmly. "I'll get usout of this."

Well, thiswasal very touching, al very poignant, and | could seethe girl's affection for the boya
was exactly what my master desired. He was watching their greeting with eager calculation.

[2] Unaccountable as this was. He seemed a bit wet to me.

"I comein good faith, Ms. Jones," he said, lying blandly. Hanging invisibly around Hyrnek's
neck, thefoliot rolled its eyes and mouthed asilent chuckle.

Evenif | had wanted to tip off the girl about thefoliot, it wasimpossble to speak to her with my
master danding right therein front of me.s Besides, he wasn't the only problem. | now noted a couple
of red spheres hovering high up in the rafters. Magicians were observing usfrom afar. There was no
point asking for trouble. Asusua, | ood patheticaly by and waited for my orders.

[3] Not that | would have, of course. Humans and their sad little affairs are nothing to do with me. If I'd had
the option of helping the girl out or dematerializing straight off, I'd probably have vanished with aringing laugh
and a gout of brimstone in her eye. Charming as she was, it never pays adjinni to get close to people. Never. Take
it from one who knows.

"l comein good faith," my master said again. His hands were outstretched in asign of peace,
pams upward and empty.« "No one else knowsyou are here. We are alone.”

[4] What you could see of them under his outsize lacy cuffs, that is.

Well, that was another fib. The watching spheres nudged coquettishly behind abeam, asif
embarrassed. Thefoliot made aface of mock outrage. Hyrnek's eyes pleaded with the girl, but she
noticed nothing. "And the wolves?' shesaid curtly.

"Arefar awvay—dill searching for you, for al | know." His mouth smiled. "Y ou can scarcely
want any further proof of my intentions" he said. "Wereit not for me, you would be nothing but bones
inaback dley by now."

"Last timel saw you, you were scarcely so considerate.”

"True." Nathaniel made what he evidently thought was a courteous flourish; with al hishair and
cuffsflapping it looked as though held tripped. "I gpologize for my haste on that occasion.”

"You ill proposeto arrest me? | takeit that iswhy you abducted Jakob."

"I did think it would winkle you out, yes. But arrest you? In al honesty, that is up to you.
Perhaps we can come to an arrangement.”



"Goon."

"But firs—do you require refreshment or first-aid? | see you carry an injury, and you must be
weary. | can send my dave'—here he clicked hisfingers a me—"to get whatever you desire: food,
hot wines, restoratives... Ak, and it shall be done!”

She shook her head. "I want none of your magicdl filth."

"Surely you have need of something? Bandages? Sweet herbs? Whisky? Bartimaeus can
produceit dl in the blink of aneye."s

[5] Again, abit of an overstatement here, unless you had a particularly gummy, rheumatic eye that took a
while to unstick. Given a precise command and a partia retraction of my current charge, | can certainly
dematerialize, materialize elsewhere, locate the necessary objects, and return, but thisis bound to take a good few
seconds—or more if the objects are hard to track down. | cannot just spirit things out of thin air. That would be
dlly.

"No." She was hard-faced, unmoved by his blandishments. "What is your proposa? | assume
you want the Staff."

Nathanid's complexion changed alittle at the word; perhaps he was disconcerted by her
bluntness, magicians being rarely that honest and direct. He nodded dowly. "Y ou haveit?' His body
was gtiff with tenson; hedid not breathe.

"l do."

"Can it be swiftly secured?'

"It can.”

He exhded then. "Good. Good. Then hereis my proposal. | have acar waiting below. Take me
to thelocation of the Staff and entrugt it into my care. Once | have it safely, you and Hyrnek will be
given safe conduct anywhere you choose. Thisamnesty will last for aday. | assume you will wishto
leave the country, and that will give you timeto do so. Think carefully on my words! Thisisa
handsome offer to an unregenerate traitor such asyoursdlf. Othersin the government, asyou have
seen, would not be so kind."

The girl was unconvinced. "What surety do | have that you will keep your word?"

He smiled, plucked a speck of dust from adeeve. "None. Y ou will haveto trust me.”

"Hardly likdy."

"What choice do you have, Ms. Jones? Y ou are dready in something of acorner. A savage
demon stands guard over you—"

She looked from sideto sde in puzzlement. | coughed. "That'sme," | said.

"—and you have me to contend with too," my master went on. "1 will not underestimate you
again. Infact,” he added, dmost as an afterthought, *1'm curious to know the source of your magical



defenses. Very curious, in fact. Where did you get them from? Who gave them to you?' The girl said
nothing. "If you sharethisinformation with me" Nathanid said, "if you talk candidly about your timein
the Resistance, | will do more than set you free." He stepped forward then, put out a hand to touch
her arm. She flinched, but did not pull away. "I can give you wedth, too," he said. "Y es, and Satus
beyond your wildest dreams. Commoners such as yoursaf—uwith brains, bravery, and aptitude to
spare—can win roles a the heart of government, positions of real power. That's no secret. Y ou will
work daily with the great ones of our society, and learn such things that will make your head spin. |
can take you away from the drabness of your life, give you glimpsesinto the marvel ous pas, the days
when the magician-emperors bestrode the world. Then you can become part of our own great story.
When the current wars are won, for instance, we shall establish arenewed Colonid Officein
America, and will need intelligent men and women to enforce our will. They say there are vast etates
to be won out there, Ms. Jones, tracts of land with nothing on them but beasts and afew savages.
Imagine—you asagrest lady of the Empire..."

She moved aside then; his hand dropped from her arm. "Thank you, but | do not think that will
Litme”

He scowled. "A pity. What of my first proposal? Do you accept?’
"l wishto talk with Jakob."

"There he stands." Casualy, the magician walked away a short distance. | stepped back, too.
Thegirl drew closeto Hyrnek.

"Areyou truly dl right?" shewhispered. "You are so Slent.”

Thefoliot relaxed itshold on histhroat, but flexed its talons before his face as a gentle reminder.
He nodded weakly. "I'm fine. Fine."

"] am going to accept Mr. Mandrake's offer. Do you have anything to say?"
The weakest of smiles. "No, no, Kathleen. Y ou can trust him.”

She hesitated, nodded, turned away. "Very well, then. Mr. Mandrake, | assume you wish to
delay no longer. Whereisyour car? | will take you to the Staff."

During the journey, Nathaniel was aripe old mix of emotions. Excitement, agitation, and
downright fear mingled unappetizingly in his countenance; he could not St till, fidgeting on his seet,
turning repeatedly to look out of the back window at the passing lights of the city. He trested the girl
with aconfusing combination of officious politeness and barely concealed scorn, asking eager
questions one minute and uttering velled threats the next. By contrast, the rest of usin the car were
grave and slent. Hyrnek and Kitty stared rigidly to the front (Hyrnek with the foliot still entwined
about hisface), while the chauffeur beyond the glass made solidity an art form.s [—though forced
through lack of space to assume the form of astoic guinea pig crouched between the girl's shoe and
the glove compartment—was my usud dignified saif.

[6] A block of wood wearing a peaked cap would have had more verve and individuality.



We drove steadily through the London night. There was nothing on the roads. The stars began
winking out above the rooftops: dawn was fast approaching. The car engine hummed drearily. Out of
sight of Nathanidl, four red lights bobbed and weaved directly above the roof of the limousine.

In contrast to my master, the girl seemed very salf-possessed. It occurred to me that she knew
he would betray her—let'sfaceit, it didn't need adjinni's brain to guess that much—but was going to
her doom camly nonetheless. The guinea pig nodded regretfully to itsdlf. More than ever, | admired
her resolve—and the grace with which she exerted it. But that's free will for you. | did not have that
luxury inthisworld.

Under the girl's direction, we drove south through the center of the city, acrosstheriver, and into
adownmarket region of light industry and commerce, where ramshackle tenement housing rose three
soriestal. A few hunched pedestrians were dready in evidence, sumbling to early shifts. A couple of
bored demi-afrits drifted past, and once a portly messenger imp a so, laboring under a giant package.
At length, we turned into a narrow cobbled lane that ran under alow arch and into a deserted mews.

"Here." The girl rapped on the partition glass. The block of wood pulled over and sat
motionless, awaiting orders. Therest of us disembarked, siff and cold in thefirst light of the dawn.
The guineapig stretched out its essence and returned to Ptolemy'sform. | glanced about, and saw the
watching spheres loitering a adistance.

On elther sde of uswere rows of narrow, white-painted mews houses, residentia and alittle
unkempt. Without aword, the girl approached a set of steps leading down to a basement door.
Nudging Hyrnek in front of him, Nathaniel followed. | brought up the rear.

My master glanced at me over his shoulder. "If shetriesany tricks, kill her."
"Y ou'll have to be more specific,” | said. "What kind of tricks? Card, coin, Indian rope—what?"

He gave me alook. "Anything that breaks my agreement with her, with the intention of causing
me harm or assisting her escape. That clear enough?”

"Crystd.”

The girl had been scrabbling around in the dimness by the door; from some crevice or other she
withdrew akey. A moment later, the door scraped open. Without aword, she stepped through; the
three of us shambled &fter.

Wetwisted and turned through a series of |abyrinthine basements, Kitty, Hyrnek, Nathaniel, and
[, one close after the other asif doing adow and dreary conga. She seemed to know her way well
enough, flicking light switches on at intervas, ducking under low archesthat caused the rest of usto
bang our foreheads, never looking back. It was acircuitous route; | began to wonder if my minotaur
guise wouldn't have been more appropriate.

Looking back, | saw the glow of at least one spheretrailing in our wake. We were ill being
observed from efar.

When the girl hated a lagt, it wasin asmal sderoom off the main basement. She switched ona
meager bulb. The room was empty, except for apile of logsin the far corner. Water dripped from the



ceiling and trickled in rivulets across the floor. Nathaniel wrinkled hisnose. "Well?" he snapped. "I
don't see anything.”

The girl stepped over to thelogs and extended afoot somewhere into the pile. A squesking; a
section of brickwork swung open beyond her. Shadows yawned.

"Stop right there! Y ou're not goingin." Leaving Hyrnek for thefirst time, my master hurried
forward to stand between Kitty and the secret door. "Bartimaeus—qgo inside and report what you
find. If the Staff isthere, bring it out to me."

Rather more diffidently than ismy wont, | gpproached the door, erecting a Shield about mein
case of booby traps. As| drew close, | felt awarning throb on al seven planes, the indication of
powerful magic up ahead. | suck atentative head through the hole and looked around.

It waslittle more than aglorified cupboard, a seedy hole half filled with the chegp gimmicks that
the girl and her friends had pinched from the magicians. There were the usua glass orbs and metd
containers: shoddy stuff al, none of it any good.=

[7] Rather in the same way that tinned vegetables are never as nice and nutritious as the real thing, Elemental
Spheres, or Inferno sticks, or any other weapon formed by trapping an imp or other spirit inside a globe or box, are
never as effective or long-lasting as spells worked spontaneously by the spirits themselves. All magicians use
them as often as possible, however—it's so much easier than going through the laborious business of summoning.

The exception to thiswas the item propped casually in thefar corner, incongruoudy fighting for
space with afew explosive lances.

When I'd seen the Staff from afar across the burning roofs of Prague, it had been crackling with
astorm's power. Lightning bolts had converged on it from arent and wounded sky, its shadow
extended across the clouds. A whole city was subjugated before its anger. Now it was quiet and
dusty and a spider was innocently spinning aweb between its carved head and arecessin thewall.

Even 50, itsenergy was il latent within it. Its aura pulsed strongly, filling the room (on the higher
planes) with light. Such an object is not to be trifled with, and it was with hooked fingertip and thumb,
in the reluctant manner of someone extracting amaggot from an apple, that | carried Gladstone's Staff
out of the secret storeroom and presented it to my master.

Oh, hewas happy then. Therelief just poured off him. Hetook it from me and gazed &t it, and
the aura of the thing lit the contours of hisface with adull radiance.

"Mr. Mandrake." That wasthe girl talking. She was standing next to Hyrnek now, onearm
around him protectively. Theinvisblefoliot had swung to Hyrnek's opposite shoulder and was eyeing
her with profound mistrust. Perhapsit sensed her innate resilience. "Mr. Mandrake," she said, "'l have
completed my half of the bargain. Now you must set usfree.”

"Yes, yes" My master scarcely looked up from his appreciation of the Staff. "Of course. | will
make the appropriate arrangements. An escort will be found for you. But firgt, let us get out of this

gloomy place”



By the time we emerged, thelight of early morning had begun to saill into the corners of the
cobbled mews and shone faintly on the chrome of the limousine on the opposite Sde of the lane. The
chauffeur sat stock-till in his seet, gazing out in front; he did not appear to have moved in dl thetime
we'd been gone. Now the girl tried again. She was very tired; her voice did not carry great hope.

"Y ou do not have to escort us from here, Mr. Mandrake," she said. "We can make our own way."

My master had just clambered up the steps holding the Staff. He did not appear to hear her at
first; hismind was far away, dwelling on other things. He blinked, stopped dead in histracks, and
fixed hiseyes upon her asif seeing her for thefirg time.

"Y ou made apromise,” the girl said.
"A promise..." Hefrowned vagudly.

"Tolet usgo.” | noticed her subtly shifting her weight onto the front of her feet as she spoke,
readying herself for sudden movement. | wondered with some interest what she planned to do.

"Ahyes" There might have been atime, ayear or two back, when Nathanid would have
honored any agreement he had made. He'd have considered it benesth his dignity to bresk avow,
despite hisenmity with the girl. It may be that, even now, part of him till didiked doing so. Certainly,
he hesitated for amoment, asif in actual doubt. Then | saw him glance up at the red spheres, which
had emerged from the cellar and were once more hovering above. His eyes went dark. His masters
gazeswere on him, and that decided matters.

Hetugged at acuff as he spoke, but his resemblance to the other magicians was now deeper
than such outward mimicry. "Promises made to terrorists are scarcely obligatory, Ms. Jones," he said.
"Our agreement isvoid. Y ou will beinterrogated and tried for treason forthwith, and | shal makeit
my business to escort you to the Tower mysdf. Do not try anything!" His voice rosein warning—the
girl had dipped ahand into her jacket. "Y our friend'slife hangs by athread. Sophocles, reved
yoursdf!" The grinning foliot on Hyrnek's shoulders shrugged off itsinvisibility on thefirst plane, gave
the girl an insolent wink and snapped its teeth beside its prisoner's ear.

The girl's shoulders sagged alittle; shelooked crestfalen. "Very well," she sad.
"Y our wegpon—whatever it isin your coat. Bring it out. Sowly."
She hesitated. "It's not aweapon.”

Nathaniel's voice grew dangerous. "I don't have timefor thist Show it, or your friend will lose his

"It'snot aweagpon. It'sapresent.” So saying, she drew forth her hand. In her fingerswas
something smdll, circular, glinting inthe light. A bronze disc.

Nathanid's eyeswidened. "That'smine! My scrying glasd™s

[8] Recognizable from the dreadful workmanship of the exterior. The cheeky, work-shy imp on theinterior is
even worse.



The girl nodded. "Haveit back." Sheflicked her wrigt. The disc flew spinning high into the air.
Ingtinctively, wewatched it go: Nathanidl, thefoliot, and . Aswe watched, the girl acted. Her hands
reached out and snared the foliot around its scrawny neck, jerking it backward off Hyrnek's
shoulders. It was taken by surprise, its grip was loosened, itstaons snicking in midair, but its dender
tail looped around Hyrnek's face, fast as awhip, and began to squeeze. Hyrnek cried out, clawing at
thetall.

Nathaniel was stepping backward, following the spinning disc. He ill held the Staff, but hisfree
hand was stretched out, hoping to catch it.

The girl's fingers bore down upon the foliot's neck; its eyes bulged, its face grew purple.

Thetail tightened on Hyrnek's head.

| watched al thiswith great interest. Kitty was relying on her resilience here, on her power to
counteract thefoliot'smagic. It all depended how strong that resilience was. It was quite possible that
the foliot would soon reassart itself, crush Hyrnek's skull, and move on to dedl with her. But the girl
was strong, and she was angry. Thefoliot's face swelled; it uttered areproachful sound. A crisis point
was reached. With the sound of a balloon popping, the foliot burst into vapor, tail and all; it disspated
ontheair. Both Kitty and Hyrnek lost their balance, tumbled to the ground.

The scrying glass landed safely in Nathanidl's hand. He looked up, and for thefirgt timetook in
the Situation. His prisoners were unsteadily getting to their feet.

He uttered acry of annoyance. "Bartimaeud!”

| was stting myself quietly on apost. | looked over. "Yes?'

"Why didn't you act to hdt this? | gave you drict ingtructions.”

"Youdid, you did." | scratched the back of my head.

"I told you to kill her if shetried anything!"

"The car! Comeon!" Already the girl was moving, dragging Hyrnek along with her. They
scampered across the cobblestones toward the limousine. This was better watching than the Aztec
ball game. If only I'd had some popcorn.

"Well?' He wasincandescent with rage.

"You told meto kill her if she broke the terms of your agreement.”

"Yesl By escaping—as she'sdoing now! So get toit! The Shriveling Fire—"

| grinned cheerily. "But that agreement isnull and void. Y ou broke it yoursdf, not two minutes
ago—in aparticularly noxious manner, if | may say s0. So she can hardly be breaking it hersdlf, can

she? Liden, if you put that Staff down, you can tear your hair out more easly.”

"Ahh! | rescind dl previous orders and issue anew one, which you cannot misinterpret! Stop



them from departing in that car!"

"Oh, very well." | had to obey. | douched down from the post and set off in reluctant and
lesurely pursuit.

All the while weld been gabbing, Nathaniel and | had been watching our friends frantic progress
acrossthelane. Thegirl wasin thelead; now she reached the limo and swung open the driver's door,
presumably with the intention of forcing him to drive them away. The chauffeur, who at no point in the
proceedings had evinced even the dightest interest in our scuffling, remained staring forward. Kitty
was shouting at him now, frantically issuing orders. She tugged at his shoulder. He gave asort of limp
wobble and dipped sideways out of his seet, knocking into the startled girl, before collapsing face
down on the cobblestones. One arm lolled discouragingly.

For acouple of seconds, we al hated what we were doing. The girl remained transfixed,
perhaps wondering at her own strength. | contemplated the remarkable work ethic of the traditional
British workman. Even my magter stopped frothing at the mouth for amoment in perplexity. Weal
edged nearer.

"Surprisel” Up from behind the body of the car popped a smiling face. Well, it was grinning,
redlly—skulls, aswe know, don't reglly smile. Nevertheless, it exuded acertain irrepressible gaiety,
which contrasted sharply with the lank white hair flecked with river dime, with the sodden black rags
clogged upon its bones, with the fetid graveyard stench now floating on the breeze.

“Uh-oh." Blindingly articulate, that's me.

With aclacking of bonesand agleeful cry, Honorius the afrit legped upon the bonnet of the car,
femurs akimbo, hands on hip bones, skull cocked &t ajaunty angle. From there, framed by the light of
the new sun, he appraised us one by one.

45
Kitty

For the first seconds, Kitty was no longer in the cobbled lane, no longer breathing morning air;
she was once more underground, trapped in ablack crypt, with the taste of death in her mouth and
her friends cut down before her eyes. The terror was the same, and the helplessness; shefelt her
strength and resolution shrive into nothing, like scraps of paper consumed by fire. She could scarcely
breathe.

Her first thought was anger at the demon Bartimaeus. His claim to have destroyed the skeleton
was now revealed as just another falsehood. Her second thought was for Jakob, who stood quivering
beside her: because of her actions, he would die—she knew thiswith utter certainty, and hated hersalf
forit.

Most of the skeleton's clothing had falen away; what little remained hung shapelessy upon the
yellowed bones. The golden mask was missing; tiny red flames burned in the skull's dark sockets.
Below, sunlight filtered between the ribs and out through the remnants of the jacket. The trousersand



shoeswere entirely gone. But the creature's energy was unchanged. It hopped from foot to foot with
an appaling jerky swiftness.

"Well, jolly nice, | cdl it." The merry voicerang clear asabell from between the dangling teeth.
"I couldn't have asked for more. Herel am, happy asalamb, if alittle damp about the cartilage, hard
at work. What do | want? Simply to follow the scent of my lost possession, collect it and be off on
my way. What do | find? My Staff—yes! Good as new—»but more than that... Two other littlelambs
to play with—two lambs whom I've been thinking about long and hard, as| swilled around the
estuary in the cold, cold water, and my beautiful clothes grew rotten on my bones. Oh, don't look so
innocent, my dear"—the high voice dropped to asnarl, the skull jutted down toward Kitty—"you're
one of them. Thelittle mouse who disturbed my magter's rest, who took his Staff and thinksit ladylike
to carry vicious silver in her purse. You, I'll dedl with last.”

The skeleton straightened with abound, tapped its metatarsals on the limousine bonnet, and
jerked out afinger toward Bartimaeus, who still wore the semblance of adark-skinned boy. "Then
theré's you," it said, "the one who stole my face. The one who drowned mein the Thames. Oh, I'm
most terriblemad at you."

If it was anxious, the demon was doing agood job of hiding it. "l can understand that," it said
coolly. "Infact, I'm alittle disgppointed mysdf. Mind telling me how you got here?

The skull gnashed itsjaw in fury. "Merest chance saved me from oblivion," it whispered. "Asl
drifted, helplessin the current and the cold, cold dark, the crook of my elbow snagged in arusted
chain risng from an anchor in theriverbed. In an ingant | had seized the chainin my fingersand my
jaw; | fought against the pull of the ocean, clambered upward to the light. Where did | come out? An
old barge, tethered for the night. Asthe crudl water dropped from my bones, my strength returned.
What did | want? Vengeance! But firgt, the Staff, to give me back my power. | crept along the shore
by night and day, snuffling for itsauralike adog.... And today"—the voice erupted in sudden riotous
ddight—"1 found it, traced it to thisyard, waited here in coziness with that fellow on the floor." It
indicated the chauffeur's body with adismissvetoe. "l fear he did not have good conversation.”

Bartimaeus nodded. "Humans aren't known for their wit. Very dull.”

"Aren't they, though?"

"Deathly."

"Mmm. Hey!" The skeleton collected itsdf indignantly. ™Y oure trying to change the subject.”
"Not at dl. Y ou were saying you wereterribly mad a me.”

"Quite. Wherewas|...? Terribly mad... Two littlelambs, agirl and adjinni..." It ppeared to
have quite lost itstrain of thought.

Kitty jerked athumb at the magician Mandrake. "What about him?"

Mandrake gave adart. "I've never seen thisexcelent afritin al my life! He can have no grudge
agang me”



The flamesin the skull's eye sockets flared. " Except that you carry my Staff. That isno small
matter. And what ismore... you plan to use it! Yesl No denials—you areamagician!”

Its outrage was worth building on. Kitty cleared her throat. "He made me sted it," shesad. "It's
al hisfault. Everything. He made Bartimaeus attack you, too."

"Isthat s0?" The skeleton consdered John Mandrake. "How very interesting.” It bent toward
Bartimaeus again. " She's not correct, is she? Isthat fop with the Staff really your master?”

The young Egyptian boy looked genuinely embarrassed. "I'm afraid s0."
"Tsk. Dear me. Well, don't worry. I'll kill him—after | kill you.”

Even asit spoke, the skeleton raised afinger. Green flame erupted where the demon had stood,
but the boy was aready gone, somersaulting across the cobblestone to land neatly on adustbin
beside the nearest house. Asif propelled by asingle thought, Kitty, Jakob, and John Mandrake
turned and ran, making for the arch that led out of the mews courtyard to the road beyond. Kitty was
the swiftest, and it was she who first noticed the sudden darkening of the atmosphere, arapid leaching
away of the dawn light about them, asif some power was thrusting it bodily away from the ground.
She dowed and stopped. Thin tendrils of blackness were waving and probing through the archway
ahead, and behind them came adark cloud. The view beyond was utterly blocked out, the courtyard
cut off from the world outside.

What now? Kitty exchanged a hel pless glance with Jakob and looked back over her shoulder.
The Egyptian boy had sprouted wings and was swooping to and fro across the courtyard, just out of
reach of the bounding skeleton.

"Keep away from that cloud.” It was John Mandrake's voice, quiet and fatering. He was near
them, eyeswide, dowly retregting. "l think it's dangerous.”

Kitty sneered a him. "Like you care." Even so, she too backed away.

The cloud extended toward them. A terrible silence hung about it, and an overpowering smell of
wet earth.

Jakob touched her arm. "Can you hear...?"

"Yes." Heavy footfdlsin the depths of the shadows, something coming closer.

"Weve got to get out of this" shesaid. "Makefor thecdlar.”

They turned and ran toward the steps that led to Mr. Pennyfeather's cdllar store. From across
the courtyard, the skeleton, which had been vainly firing bolts of magic at the energetic demon,
perceived them and clapped its hands. A tremor—the cobblestones rattled. The lintel above the
basement door split in two, and aton of brickwork descended with arush upon the stairs. The dust

subsided; the door was gone.

With ahop and a skip, the skeleton was upon them. "That darned demon isabit too spry,” it
sad. "I've changed my mind. Y ou two arefirgt.”



"Why me?" Jakob gasped. "I've done nothing.”

"1 know, dear child." The eye sockets glittered. "But you'refull of life. And after my time
underwater, | frankly need the energy.” It reached out ahand—asit did so, it noticed, for the first
time, the dark cloud stealing across the courtyard, sucking the light from the air. The skeleton gazed
into the blackness, jaw lolling uncertainly.

"Wdl, wel," it said softly. "What's this?"

Kitty and Jakob scuffled back against the wall. The skeleton paid no heed. It swiveled its pelvis
and straightened to face the cloud, calling out something in a strange tongue. Beside her, Kitty felt
Jakob give agart. "That was Czech," he whispered. "Something like: 'l defy you!" "

The skull rotated 180 degrees and stared at them. "Excuse me aminute, children. | have
unfinished businessto take care of. | will attend to you in haf ajiff. Wait there."

Bones clicking, it moved away, circling out into the center of the courtyard, its eye sockets fixed
upon the swelling cloud. Kitty tried to gather her wits. She looked about her. The road was engulfed
by shadows, the sun aveiled disc faintly shimmering in the sky. The exit from the mews was blocked
by the menacing darkness; on al other sides, blank walls and barred windows stared down. Kitty
cursed. If she had asingle sphere, she could blast their way out; asit was, they were helpless. Ratsin

atrap.

A flurry of ar beside her, alightly descending figure. The demon Bartimaeusfolded its gauzy
wings behind its back and nodded to her politely. Kitty flinched.

"Oh, don't worry," the boy said. "My orders were to prevent your leaving in that car. Go
anywhere near it and I'll have to stop you. Otherwise, do whatever you like."

Kitty frowned. "What's happening? What's this darkness?"

The boy sighed ruefully. "Remember that golem | mentioned? It's turned up. Somebody has
decided to intervene. No prizesfor guessng why. That wretched Staff isthe root of al our trouble.” It
peered out through the smog. "Which reminds me... What's he—Oh, he's not. Tell me he'snot... He
isaswdl. Thelittleidiot.”

"What?'
"My dear master. He'strying to activate the Staff.”

Roughly opposite them, not far from the limousine, the magician John Mandrake had retrested to
stand againgt awall. Ignoring the activities of the skeleton—it was now prancing back and forth
across the cobblestone, declaiming insults againgt the ever-advancing cloud—he leaned upon the
Staff, head bowed, eyes seemingly closed, asif adeep. Kitty thought she could see hislips moving,
mouthing words.

"Thisis not going to end well," the demon said. "If he'strying some smple activation, without
Reinforcement or Muting spells, he's asking for trouble. He hasn't aclue how much energy it contains.
Two marids worth at least. Overambition, that's always been his problem.” It shook its head sadly.



Kitty understood little of thisand cared even less. "Please... Bartimaeus—isthat your name?
How can we get out? Can you help us? Y ou could bresk through awall."

The boy's dark eyes appraised her. "Why should | do that?"

"Erm... You... you don't mean us harm. Y ou've just been following orders..." She did not sound
very confident.

The boy scowled. "I'm awicked demon. Y ou said so. Anyway, even if | wished to help you, we
don't want to draw attention to ourselves right now. Our friend the afrit has forgotten usfor the
moment. He's remembered the Siege of Prague, when golems like this one caused havoc among
Gladstone'stroops.”

"It's doing something,” Jakob whispered. "The skeleton...”

"Y es. Heads down." For some moments, the cloud of darkness had paused in its advance, asif
consdering the antics of the capering skeleton beforeit. Asthey watched, it seemed to makea
decison. Tendrilsflowed forward, in the vague direction of Mandrake and the Staff. At this, the
skeleton raised an arm: a brilliant stream of pale light shot out and dammed into the cloud. Therewas
amuffled thump, as of an explosion behind strong doors; fragments of black cloud dispersed in dl
directions, twisting and meting away in the suddenly renewed warmth of the morning sun.

Bartimaeus made an appreciative sound. "Not bad, not bad. Won't help him, though.”

Jakob and Kitty caught their breath. Standing in the center of the courtyard they saw reveded a
giant figure, man-shaped but much greater, stocky and crude of limb, a colossal dablike head perched
upon its shoulders. It seemed put out by the destruction of its cloud; it swung itsarms usdesdy, asif
trying to scoop the darkness back around itsdf. Failing in this endeavor, and studioudy ignoring the
whoops of triumph uttered by the Skeleton, it set off with lumbering steps across the courtyard.

"Mmm, Mandrake had better hurry with his conjuration...” Bartimaeus said. "Whoops, there
goesHonorius again.”

"Keep back!" The skeleton's cry echoed across the courtyard. " The Staff is my property! | defy
you! | have not guarded it for ahundred years to see some coward rob me. | see you staring through
that eyel | shall pluck it out and crushit in my fist!" With this, it fired severd blasts of magic at the
golem, which absorbed them without any ill effect.

The stone figure strode on. Kitty could see the details of the head more clearly now: two nominal
eyes and above them alarger, far more defined third eye, planted in the center of the forehead. This
swiveled left and right; it shone like awhite flame. The mouth below was little more than a corrugated
hole, token and useless. The demon's words came back to her—somewhere in that terrible mouth
was the magical paper that gave the monster its power.

A scream of defiance. Honorius the afrit, gpoplectic at the failure of its magic, had flung itsalf
forward into the path of the advancing golem. Dwarfed by the great figure, the skeleton bent its knees
and sprang; asit did so, magicd energies erupted from its mouth and hands. It landed directly on the
golem's chest, bony arms circling the neck, legstwining around the torso. Blue flames erupted where it
touched. The golem stopped deed, raised a massive clublike hand, and seized the skeleton by a



shoulder blade.

For along moment, the two adversaries remained locked, motionless, in utter silence. The
flames licked higher. Therewasasmell of burning, aradiation of the utmost cold.

Then, dl a once—arush of sound, a pulse of bluelight...
The skeleton shattered.
Fragments of bone shot out across the cobblestones like asqual of hail.

"Strange..." Bartimaeus was seated cross-legged on the ground. He had the ook of afascinated
spectator. "That wasredly very strange. Honorius didn't need to do that, you know. It wastotally
foolhardy, asuicidal act—though brave, of course. Despite being mad, he must have known it would
destroy him, don't you think? Golems negate our magic, pulverize our essences, even when encased in
bone. Very odd. Perhaps hewastired of thisworld after all. Do you understand it, Kitty Jones?"

"Kitty..." Thiswas Jakob, plucking urgently at her deeve. "The exit's clear. We can dip away."

"Yes..." She snatched another look across a Mandrake. Eyes closed, he was till reciting the
words of some spell.

"Comeon..."

The golem had been stationary since the destruction of the skeleton. Now it moved again. Its
watch-eye glittered, swiveled, fixed upon Mandrake and the Staff.

"Lookslike Mandrake'sfor it." Bartimaeuss voice was neutral, matter-of-fact.
Kitty shrugged and began to inch after Jakob, aong the edge of the wall.

Just then, Mandrake looked up. At first he seemed oblivious of the coming danger; then hisgaze
fdll upon the advancing golem. Hisface broadened into asmile. He held the Staff out before him and
spoke asingleword. A nebulous light of pinks and purples drifted around the body of the Staff, risng
toward itstop. Kitty paused in her inching. A soft reverberation, a humming—as of athousand bees
trapped underground—artremblein the air; the ground shook dightly.

"He can't have" Bartimaeus said. "He can't have mastered it. Not the first time."

The boy's smile widened. He pointed Gladstone's Staff toward the golem, which paused
uncertainly. Colored lights played about the carvings on the Staff; the boy's face was dive with their
radiance and aterriblejoy. In adeep, commanding voice, he uttered a complex charm. The Flux
about the Staff flared. Kitty screwed up her eyes, half looked away; the golem rocked back oniits
hedls. The Flux wobbled, sputtered, shot back down the Staff and along the magician'sarm. His head
jerked back; he waslifted bodily off hisfeet and straight into the wall behind him with amelancholy
thud.

The boy sorawled on the ground, tongue lolling. The Staff clattered from his hand.



"Ah." Bartimaeus nodded sagely. "He hadn't mastered it. Thought as much.”

"Kitty!" Jakob was dready someway off dong thewal. He was gesticulating furioudy. "While
theres il time”

The giant clay figure had resumed its stately progress toward the prone figure of the magician.
Kitty made to follow Jakab, then turned back to Bartimaeus.

"What's going to happen?'

"Now? After my master'slittle error? Smple enough. Y ou'll run off. The golem will kill
Mandrake, grab the Staff, and take it to whichever magician's watching through that eye.”

"Andyou?Y ouwont hep him?'

"I'm powerless againgt the golem. I've tried once dready. Besides, when you were escaping just
now, my master overruled dl his previous charges—which included my duty to protect him. If
Mandrake dies, | gofree. It'shardly in my interest to help theidiot out.”

The golem was drawing abreast of the limousine now, nearing the body of the chauffeur. Kitty
looked again at Mandrake, lying unconscious by thewall. She bit her lip and turned away.

"I don't have free will most of thetime, you see,”" the demon said behind her loudly. "So when |
do, I'm hardly likely to act in away that injuresmysdlf, if | can help it. That'swhat makes me superior
to muddied humanslike you. It's called common sense. Anyway, off you go," it added. ™Y our
reslience might well not work againgt the golem. It's refreshing to see you doing exactly what | would
do and getting out while the going's good.”

Kitty blew her cheeks out and took afew steps more. She looked back over her shoulder again.
"Mandrake wouldn't have helped me," shesaid.

"Exactly. Youreasmart girl. Off you go and leave him to die.”
She looked at the golem. "It'stoo big. | could never tackleit.”
"Egpecidly onceit's past that limousine.”

"Oh, hell." Then Kitty was running, not toward the stricken Jakaob, but out acrossthe
cobblestones, toward the lumbering giant. Sheignored the pain and numbnessin her shoulder, ignored
her friend's despairing shouts, most of al, sheignored the voicesin her head ridiculing her, screaming
out the danger, the futility of her action. She put her head down, increased her speed. Shewas no
demon, no magician—she was better than they were. Greed and self-interest were not her only
concerns. She scampered around the back of the golem, close enough to see the rough smears on the
surface of the stone, to smell the terrible wet earthen taint that drifted in its wake. She legped onto the
bonnet of the limousine, ran dong it, level with the torso of the monger.

The sightless eyes stared forward, like those of adead fish; above them, the third eye sparkled
with malignintelligence. Its gaze was fixed firmly upon Mandrake's body; it did not perceive Kitty, at
itssde, jumping with al her strength to land upon the golem's back.



The extreme cold of the surface made her gasp with pain: even with her resilience, it waslike
plunging into an icy stream—her bresth |eft her, every nerve stung. Her head swam with the earthen
stench, bilerosein her throat. She flung her good arm around the golem's shoulder, clung desperately.
Each footstep threatened to shake her free.

She had expected the golem to reach up and tear her off, but it did not do so. The eye did not
see her; its controller could not feel her weight on the creature's body.

Kitty reached forward with her wounded arm; her shoulder throbbed, making her cry out. She
bent her elbow, reached around the front of the face, fedling for the greet gaping mouth. That was
what the demon had said: amanuscript, a paper, lodged insde. Her fingers touched the ice-cold stone
of theface; her eyesrolled, she dmost blacked ouit.

It was no good. She couldn't reach the mouth—

The golem stopped. With surprising suddenness, its back began to bend. Kitty wasflung
forward, dmost headfirst over its shoulders. She had a brief glimpse of the lumpen hand below
reaching out and down toward the unconscious boy: it would seize him by the neck, snepiitlikea
twig.

Still the back bent. Kitty began to topple; her grip failed. Her fingers dapped franticaly against
the greet flat face and, al a once, lit upon the cavity of the mouth; they thrust inside. Rough cold
stone... jagged snags that might almost have been teeth... something el se, of a soft coarseness. She
grasped at it, and in the same moment, lost al purchase on the creature's back. She tumbled forward
over its shoulder, landing heavily on the prone figure of the boy.

She lay on her back, opened her eyes, and screamed.

The golem'sface was right above her: the gaping mouth, the sightless eyes, the third eye fixed
upon her, aivewith fury. As she watched, the fury dimmed. Theintelligence went out. The eyeinthe
forehead was nothing but aclay ova, intricately carved, but dull and lifeless.

Kitty raised her head gtiffly, looked at her Ieft hand.

A scroll of yellow parchment was clutched between her finger and thumb.

Painfully, Kitty propped hersdf up on her elbows. The golem was completely frozen, onefist
inches from John Mandrake's face. The stonework was cracked and pitted; it might have been a
statue. It no longer radiated extreme cold.

"Mad. Quite mad." The Egyptian boy was standing beside her, hands on hips, shaking its head
gently. "You're asmad asthat afrit was. Still"—it indicated the magician's body—"at least you got a
soft landing.”

Behind the demon, she saw Jakob approaching diffidently, wide-eyed. Kitty groaned. Her
shoulder wound was bleeding again, and every muscle in her body seemed to ache. With laborious
care sherighted hersalf and stood, hauling herself up by pulling on the golem's outstretched hand.

Jakob was gazing down at John Mandrake. Gladstone's Staff lay across hisbreast. "Ishe



dead?' He sounded hopeful.

"He's il breathing, more'sthe pity." The demon sighed; looked sdelong at Kitty. "By your
foolhardy actions you've condemned meto further tail." It glanced into the sky. "I would take issue
with you, but there were some search spheres here earlier. | think the golem's cloud caused them to
retreat, but they'll be back—and soon. It would be best if you depart with haste.”

"Yes." Kitty took afew steps, then remembered the parchment in her hand. With sudden disgust
sheloosened her fingers; it drifted to the cobblestones.

"What about the Staff?' Bartimaeus said. "Y ou could takeit, you know. No one's here to stop
you."

Kitty frowned, glanced back at it. It was aformidable object, she knew that much. Mr.
Pennyfeather would have taken it. So would Hopkins, the benefactor, Honorius the afrit, Mandrake
himsdlf... Many othershad died for it. "I don't think so," she said. "It's no good to me."

She turned away, began hobbling after Jakob toward the arch. She half expected the demon to
call to her again, but it did not do so. In lessthan aminute, Kitty was at the arch. As she rounded it,
shelooked back and saw the dark-skinned boy till staring after her across the courtyard. A moment
later he was out of view.

46

Nathaniel

A sudden ice-cold shock; Nathaniel gasped, sputtered, opened his eyes. The Egyptian boy
stood over him, lowering adripping pail. Freezing water ran into Nathaniel's ears, nostrils, and open
mouth; he tried to speak, coughed, retched, coughed again, and rolled onto his side, conscious of a
wrenching pain in his ssomach and adull tingling in every muscle. He groaned.

"Rise and shine." That wasthe djinni‘svoice. It sounded extremely cheerful.
Nathaniel raised a shaking hand to the side of his head. "What happened?| fed... terrible”

"You look it too, believe me. Y ou were hit by a consderable magical backlash through the Staff.
Y our brains and body will be even more addled than usua for awhile, but you'relucky to bedive.”

Nathaniel tried to lever himsdlf into agtting position. "The Staff...."

"Themagica energies have been gradualy ebbing through your system,” the djinni went on.
"Y our skin's been steaming gently and the end of each hair's been glowing at thetip. A remarkable
sight. Y our auras gone haywire, too. Well, it's a delicate process, ridding yoursdlf of achargelike
that. | wanted to wake you straightaway, but | knew | had to wait several hoursto ensure you were
safely recovered.”

"What! How long hasit been?’



"Five minutes. | got bored.”

Recent memories flooded back into Nathaniel's mind. "The golem! | wastrying to—"

"Overcome agolem? An dmost impossible task for any djinni or magician, and doubly so when
operating an artifact as subtle and powerful asthat Staff. Y ou did well to activateit at dl. Be thankful
it wasn't charged enough to kill you."

"But the golem! The Staff!... Oh no—" With sudden horror, Nathanidl redlized theimplications.
With both of them gone, hed havefailed utterly, he would be helpless before his enemies. With great
weariness, he put his head in his hands, scarcdly troubling to tifle the beginnings of asob.

A hard, firm toe jabbed him sharply on hisleg. "If you had the wit to look around you," the djinni
sad, "you might see something to your advantage.”

Nathaniel opened his eyes, peded hisfingers away. He looked; what he saw practicaly jolted
him clear of the cobblestones. Not two feet from where he sat, the golem towered against the sky; it
was bent toward him, its clawing hand so close he might touch it, the head lowered menacingly; but
the spark of life had vanished fromit. It had no more motion than a statue or alamppost.

And propped up against one of itslegs, so casudly it might most have been a gentleman's cane:
the Staff of Gladstone.

Nathaniel frowned and looked, and frowned some more, but the solution to this puzzle quite
eluded him.

"I'd close your mouth,” the djinni advised him. " Some passing bird might useit asanes.”

With difficulty, as his muscles seemed like water, Nathaniel got to hisfeet. "But how...?"

"lsn't it aposer?’ Theboy grinned. "How do you think it happened?'

"l must have doneit, just beforel lost control.” Nathaniel nodded dowly; yes, that was the only
possible solution. "' was trying to immobilize the golem, and | must have succeeded, just asthe
backlash happened.” He began to fed rather better about himsalf.

Thedjinni snorted long and loud. "Guess again, sonny. What about the girl?"

"Kitty Jones?' Nathaniel scanned the courtyard. He had quite forgotten her. " She—she must
havefled."

"Wrong again. I'll tdll you, shdl I”?' The djinni fixed him with its black-eyed stare. "Y ou knocked
yourself out, liketheidiot you are. The golem was gpproaching, doubtless planning to take the Staff
and crush your head likeameon. It wasfoiled—"

"By your prompt action?' Nathanid said. "If so, I'm grateful, Bartimaeus.”

"Me? Save you? Please—someone | know might be listening. No. My magic is canceled out
by the golem's, remember? | sat back to watch the show. In fact... it wasthe girl and her friend. They



saved you. Wait—don't mock! | do not lie. The boy distracted it while the girl climbed on the golem's
back, tore the manuscript from its mouth, and threw it to the ground. Even as she did so, the golem
seized her and the boy—incinerated them in seconds. Thenitslifeforce ebbed and it findly froze,
inchesfrom your sorry neck."

Nathaniel's eyes narrowed in doubt. "Ridiculous! 1t makes no sensa!”

"1 know, | know. Why should she save you? The mind boggles, Nat, but save you she did. And
if you don't think it'strue, well—seeing's believing." The djinni brought ahand out from behind its
back, held something out. "Thisiswhat she plucked from the mouth." Nathaniel recognized the paper
ingtantly; it was identicd to the one hed seen in Prague, but thistime furled and sealed with a daub of
thick black wax. Hetook it dowly, gazed across at the golem'’s gaping mouth and back again.

"Thegirl..." He couldn't accommodate the thought. "But | wastaking her to the Tower; I'd
hunted her out. No—shed kill me, not save my life. | don't believe you, djinni. You'relying. She's
dive. She'sfled the place.”

Bartimaeus shrugged. "Whatever you say. That'swhy she left the Staff with you when you were
helpless™

"Oh..." Thiswasapoint. Nathanid frowned. The Staff was the Resstance's greet prize. The girl
would never willingly giveit up. Perhgps she was dead. He looked down at the manuscript again. A
sudden thought occurred to him.

"According to Kavka, the name of our enemy will bewritten on the parchment,” he said. "Let's
look! We can find out who's behind the golem.”

"1 doubt you'll havetime," the djinni said. "Watch out—there it goed™

With amelancholy hiss, ayelow flame erupted from the surface of the scroll. Nathanid cried out
and dropped the parchment hastily to the cobblestones, where it juddered and burned.

"Once out of the golem's mouth, the spdll's so strong it soon consumes itsdf," Bartimaeus went
on. "Never mind. Y ou know what happens now?'

"Thegolem isdestroyed?"

"Y es—but more than that. It returnsto its master first." Nathaniel stared at his dave with sudden
understanding. Bartimaeus raised an amused eyebrow. "Might be interesting, you think?”

"Very much s0." Nathanid fdt asurge of grim eation. ™Y ou're sure of this?'

"l saw it happen, long ago in Prague.”

"Well, then..." He stepped past the smoldering fragments of the parchment and hobbled over to
the golem, wincing a the painin hisside. "Ahh, my ssomach really hurts. It'salmost like someone fell

onit"

"Eaie"



"No matter." Nathaniel reached the Staff, picked it up. "Now," he said, stepping clear of the
golem's bulk once more, "let's see.”

The flames died away; the manuscript was nothing but ash drifting in the breeze. An odd dark
scent hunginthear.

"Kavkaslifeblood," Bartimaeus said. "All gone now." Nathanid made aface.

Asthelast wisp of paper vanished, a shudder ran through the golem's transfixed body; the arms
wobbled, the head jerked spasmodically, the chest rose, then fell. A faint sighing, as of adying bregth,
was heard. A moment's sllence; the stone giant was quite still. Then, with the wrenched creaking of an
old treein astorm, the great back rose, the outstretched arm fell againgt its side, the golem stood
straight once more. Its head tilted, asif deep in thought. Deep in the forehead, the golem's eye was
blank and dead: the commanding intelligence rested there no longer. But il the body moved.

Nathaniel and the djinni stood aside as the creature turned and with weary steps began to trudge
off across the courtyard. It paid no heed to them. It went at the same remorseless pace that it had
aways used; from adistance, it carried the same energy as before. But dready atransformation was
taking place: smal cracks extended out across the surface of the body. They began in the center of
the torso, where previoudy the stone had been smooth and strong, and radiated toward the limbs.
Little pieces of clay broke from the surface and drifted to the cobblestones in the giant's wake.

Behind the golem, Nathaniel and the djinni fell into step. Nathaniel's body ached; he used
Gladstone's Staff as a crutch as he went along.

The golem passed under the arch and departed the mews. It turned |eft into the street beyond,
where, ignoring the regulations of the highway, it proceeded to march directly down the center of the
road. The first person to encounter it, alarge, bald trader with tattooed arms and atrolley of root
vegetables, uttered a piteous squed on its gppearance and scampered pell-mdll into aside dley. The
golem ignored him, Nathaniel and Bartimaeus likewise. The small procession marched on.

"Assuming that the golem's master isa senior magician,” Bartimaeus remarked, "just assuming,
mark you—we may be heading for Westmingter right now. That's the center of town. Thisisgoing to
cause something of agtir, you know."

"Good," Nathaniel sad. "That's exactly what | want." With every passing minute, his mood was
lightening; he could fed the anxiety and fear of the past few weeks beginning to drain away. The exact
details of his escape from the golem that morning were il unclear in hismind, but this mattered little
to him now; after the low point of the night before, when the massed ranks of the greast magicians
were set againgt him and the threat of the Tower hung above his head, he knew he was clear, he was
safe once more. He had the Staff—Devereaux would fal at hisfeet for that—and better, he had the
golem. None of them had believed his story; now they would be groveling with gpologies—Duvall,
Mortensen, and the rest. He would be welcomed into their circle at last, and whether Ms. Whitwell
choseto forgive him or not would, in truth, matter very little. Nathanid alowed himsdf abroad samile
as he ssumped dong through Southwark, following the golem.

Thefate of Kitty Joneswas perplexing, but even here things had worked out well. Despitethe
prompting of practicaity and logic, Nathaniel had felt uneasy with his breaking of hispromiseto the
girl. It could not have been helped, of course—the vigilance spheres were observing them, so he



could scarcely have dlowed her to go free—but the business had weighed alittle on his conscience.
Now, he did not have to worry. Whether in helping him (he till found this difficult to credit) or in
attempting to escape (morelikely), the girl was dead and gone, and he did not need to waste time
thinking about her. It was ashamein away.... From what he had seen of her, she appeared to have
had remarkable energy, talent, and willpower, far more than any of the greaet magicians, with their
endless bickering and foolish vices. In some odd way, she had reminded Nathanid alittle of himself,
and it was dmost a pity shewas gone.

Thedjinni walked in silence besde him, asif degp in thought. It did not seem much disposed to
speak. Nathaniel shrugged. Who could guess what strange and wicked daydreams adjinni had?
Better not to try.

Asthey went, they crushed small pieces of damp clay underfoot. The golem was shedding its
materia with increasing speed; clusters of holeswere visible acrossits surface, and the outline of its
limbswas alittle uneven. It moved at its norma pace, but with adightly bent back, asif growing old
andfrall.

Bartimaeuss prediction, that the golem would cause something of agtir, was proved increasingly
correct with every passing moment. They were now firmly on Southwark High Street, with its market
galsand cloth merchants and generd air of shabby industry. Asthey went, the commoners fanned
out screaming up ahead, driven like cattle to gross and excessive panic before the striding giant.
People threw themsalves into shops and houses, breaking down doors and smashing windows in their
effortsto escape; one or two climbed lamppogts; severa of the thinnest jumped down manholesinto
drains. Nathaniel chuckled under his breath. The chaos was not atogether regrettable. It would do the
commoners good to be stirred up abit, have their complacency shaken out of them. They should see
the kinds of dangers the government was protecting them againgt, understand the wicked magic that
threatened them on al sdes. It would make them lesslikely to listen to zedlots like the Resistance in
the future.

A large number of red spheres appeared over the rooftops and hovered silently above the road,
regarding them. Nathaniel composed his face into an expression of sobriety, and glanced with what he
hoped was patrician sympathy at the broken stalls and frightened faces all around.

"Y our friends are watching us,” the djinni said. "Think they're happy?'
"Envious, morelike."

Asthey passed the Lambeth rail termina and headed west, the golem's outline became
noticeably moreirregular, its shambling more exaggerated. A large piece of clay, perhgps afinger,
detached itself and fell wetly to the ground.

Westmingter Bridge was up ahead. There seemed little doubt now that Whitehall wastheir
destination. Nathanid's mind turned to the confrontation to come. It would be afairly senior magician,
of that he had no doubt, one who had discovered histrip to Prague and so sent the mercenary after
him. Beyond that, it wasimpossible to say. Timewould quickly tell.

Gladstone's Staff was comfortable in his hand; he leaned heavily uponit, for hisside till hurt
him. Ashewent, helooked at it dmost lovingly. Thiswas onein the eyefor Duval and the others.
M akepeace would be very pleased with the way things had turned out.



He frowned suddenly. So where would the Staff go now? Presumably, it would be placed into
one of the government vaults, until someone needed to useit. But who among them had the ability to
do so—other than he? Using nothing but improvised conjurations, held dmost succeeded in using it
thefirgt time of asking! He could magter it easily, given the opportunity. And then...

Hesdghed. It was agreat pity he could not keep it for himself. Still, once he was back in
Devereaux'sfavor, al things were possible. Patience was the key. He had to bide histime.

They turned at last up ashort rise between two glass and concrete watchtowers, onto
Westmingter Bridge itself. Beyond lay the Houses of Parliament. The Thames sparkled in the morning;
little boats meandered with the tide. Severd tourists vaulted the baustrade at the sight of the decaying
golem and plopped into the water.

The golem strode on, its shoulders dumped, its arms and legs truncated stumpsthat shed clay in
rapid gobbets. Its stride was visbly more digointed; the legs wobbled unsteadily with each step. Asif
recognizing itstime was short, it had increased its speed, and Nathaniel and the djinni were forced
into ahaf-trot behind it.

Since they reached the bridge, there had been little traffic on the road, and now Nathaniel saw
the reason why. Halfway across, asmal, nervous unit of Night Police had erected a cordon. It
consisted of concrete posts, barbed wire, and a number of savage second-plane imps, al spinesand
shark teeth, circling in midair. When they perceived the approaching golem, theimps retracted both
spines and teeth and retreated with shrill wails. A police lieutenant stepped dowly forward, leaving the
rest of hismen loitering uncertainly in the shadows of the posts.

"Hat now!" he growled. "Y ou are entering a government-controlled area. Rogue magica
effusons are drictly forbidden on pain of swift and awful puni—" With ayep like apuppy, he sprang
sideways out of the golem'’s path. The creature raised an arm, swatted a post into the Thames and
tore through the cordon, leaving small pieces of clay hanging on the ravaged wire. Nathanid and
Bartimaeus sauntered aong behind, winking cheerily at the cowering guards.

Over the bridge, past the towers of Westmingter, onto the greenitsalf. A crowd of minor
magji cians—pae-faced bureaucrats from the Ministries a ong Whitehall—had been derted to the
kerfuffle and had emerged blinking into the light of day. They fringed the pavementsin awe, asthe
shambling giant, now considerably reduced, paused for amoment at the corner of Whitehall, before
turning away, |eft, toward Westminster Hall. Severa people called out to Nathanid as he passed
them. Hewaved arega hand. "Thisiswhat's been terrorizing the city,” he called. 'l am returning it to
itsmadter.”

Hisanswer awoke greet interest; in ones and twos, and then in arushing mass, the crowd fdl in
behind him, keeping dways a a safe distance.

The great entrance door of Westmingter Hall was gjar, the gatekeepers having fled a the sight of
the oncoming creature and the crowd behind. The golem shouldered itsway insde, ducking alittle
under the arch. By now, its head had lost most of its shape; it had melted like a candle by morning.
The mouth had merged with the torso; the carved ovad eye was skewed, hanging drunkenly midway
down the face.

Nathaniel and the djinni entered the lobby. Two afrits, yelow-skinned, with lilac crests,



materidized menacingly from pentaclesin the floor. They considered the golem and swallowed
audibly.

"Yep, | wouldn't bother,” the djinni advised them asit passed. "Y ou'll only hurt yourselves.
Watch your backs, though—half the city's on our hedls.”

The moment was coming. Nathaniel's heart was beeting fast. He could see where they were
going now: the golem was passing along the corridor toward the Reception Chamber, where only dlite
magicians were dlowed. His head spun at theimplications.

From asde corridor afigure stepped out—dlight, gray-uniformed, with bright green, anxious
eyes. "Mandrake! You fool! What are you doing?'

He smiled politely. "Good morning, Ms. Farrar. Y ou seem unduly agitated.”

She bit her lip. "The Council have scarcely been to their beds al night; now they have gathered
once more and are watching through their spheres. What do they see? Chaos across London! There's
pandemonium in Southwark—riots, demongtrations, mass destruction of property!”

"It's nothing that your estimable officers can't control, I'm sure. Besides, | am merely doing what
| was... requested to do last night. | have the Staff"—he flourished it—"and in addition, | am returning
some property toitsrightful owner, whoever that may be. Whoops, that was vauable, wasn't it?* Up
ahead, the golem, entering a more constricted section of corridor, had sent avase of Chinese
porcelain smashing to thefloor.

"You'lll bearrested... Mr. Devereaux—"

"Will be ddighted to learn the identity of the traitor. Aswould these people behind me...." He
did not need to glance over his shoulder. The hubbub of the pursuing crowd was deafening. "Now, if
you would care to accompany us...."

A st of double doors ahead. The golem, now little more than a shapel ess mass, sumbling and
careering from sdeto side, broke itsway through. Nathanid, Bartimaeus, and Jane Farrar, with the
first of the onlookers close behind, stepped after it.

Asone, the ministers of the British government rose from their places. A sumptuous breskfast
lay before them on the table, but it had been brushed as de to accommaodate the swirling nexuses of
severd vigilance spheres. In one, Nathaniel recognized an aeria view of Southwark High Street, with
crowds milling restlessy amid the debris of the market; in another, he saw the people thronging
Westminger Green; in athird, aview of the very chamber they werein.

The golem halted in the center of the room. Breaking through the doors had taken itstoll and it
gppeared to have very little energy remaining. The ruined figure swayed whereit sood. Itsarms had
vanished now, itslegs conjoined into asingle fluid mass. For afew moments, it teetered asif it would
fal.

Nathaniel was scanning the faces of the ministers around the table: Devereaux, whey-faced with
weariness and shock; Duvall, scarlet with fury; Whitwell, her features hard and set; Mortensen, lank
hair disordered and unoiled; Fry, still peaceably crunching the remnants of awren; Mabindi, her eyes



like saucers. To hissurprise, he saw, among aknot of lesser ministers hovering to the side, both
Quentin Makepeace and Sholto Pinn. Evidently the events of the early morning had drawn everyone
of influence to the room.

Helooked from face to face, saw nothing but anger and distress. For amoment, he feared he
had been wrong, that the golem would collgpse now, with nothing proven.

The Prime Minister cleared histhroat. "Mandrakel" he began. "1 demand an explanation of
this—"

He hdted. The golem had given alurch. Like adrunken man, it wobbled to the | eft, toward
Helen Madbindi, the Information Minister. All eyesfollowed it.

"It may <till be dangerous!" Police Chief Duvall appeared |ess frozen than the rest. He tapped
Devereaux onthearm. "Sir, we must vacate the room immediately.”

"Rubbish!" Jessica Whitwell spoke harshly. "We are dl aware what is happening. Thegolemis
returning to its master! We must stand till and wait.”

In dead silence they watched the column of clay shuffle toward Helen Mabindi, who retreated
with shaking steps; al a once, its balance shifted, it tipped sdeways and to the right, toward the
places of Jessica Whitwell and Marmaduke Fry. Whitwell did not move an inch, but Fry gave amewl
of fright, lurched back and choked on awren bone. He collapsed gasping into his chair, pop-eyed
and scarl et-cheeked.

The golem veered toward Ms. Whitwell; it hovered above her, great dabs of clay doughing off
onto the parquet floor.

Mr. Duval cried out. "We have our answer and must delay no longer! JessicaWhitwell isthe
creatures master. Ms. Farrar—summon your men and escort her to the Tower!"

The clay mound gave a strange shudder. It tipped suddenly—away from Ms. Whitwell, and
toward the center of the table, where Devereauix, Duval, and Mortensen were standing. All three
started back apace. The golem was scarcely taller than aman now, acrumbling pillar of decay. It
lurched up againgt the table edge and hereit paused again, separated from the magicians by ameter
of varnished wood.

Theday fel forward onto the tabletop. Then, with ahorrible intentness, it moved, shuffling sde
to Sdeinwesk and painful spasms, like alimbless torso wriggling. It moved among the debris of the
breakfast, knocking plates and bones aside; it nudged againgt the nearest vigilance sphere nexus,
which ingtantly flickered and went out; it clawed itsway directly toward the motionless form of the
Police Chief, Henry Duvall.

Theroom was very silent now, savefor the quiet choking of Marmaduke Fry.

Mr. Duvdll, hisface ashen, retreated from the table. He pressed back against his chair, which
knocked againgt the wall.

The clay had left dmost haf its remaining substance amid the scattered plates and cutlery. It



reached the opposite side of the table, reared up, swayed like an earthworm, flowed down upon the
floor. With sudden speed it darted forward.

Mr. Duvall jerked back, lost hisbaance, subsided into his chair. His mouth opened and shut,
but made no sound.

The sinuous mass of clay reached his jackboots. Summoning the last of itsenergy, itroseupina
blunt and swaying tower, to teeter for an ingtant over the Police Chief's head. Then it crashed down
upon him, shedding the last vestiges of Kavkas magic asit did so. The clay split, fragmenting into a
shower of tiny particlesthat spattered down upon Duval and the wal behind him and sent asmall
ovd piece of materiad tumbling gently down his chest.

Silencein theroom. Henry Duval gazed down, blinking through aclinging veil of clay. Fromits
lodging place on hislap, the golem's eye stared blankly back.
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Bartimaeus

The uproar that attended my master's unmasking of Henry Duvall was astumultuous asit is
tediousto relate. For along while bedlam reigned; word spread in ripples out from the magicians
chamber, acrossthe heart of Whitehd| and into the extremities of the city, where even the lowliest
commonerswondered at it. The downfal of one of the greet is dways attended by much excitement,
and thiswas no exception. One or two impromptu street parties were held that very evening and, on
the rare occasions when they dared show their faces in the ensuing weeks, members of the Night
Police were treated with overt derision.

In the immediate term, confusion was the order of the day. It took an age to place Duval under
arrest—this was through no fault on his part, since he seemed stunned by the direction events had
taken, and made no effort to resst or escape. But the wretched magicians|ost no timein clamoring to
take his place, and for some while squabbled like vultures over who had the right to take charge of
the police. My master did not take part in the fray; his actions had done the talking.

In the end, the Prime Minigter'slackeys summoned afat afrit, who had been lurking sheepishly in
the lobby out of the way of the golem, and with its help achieved order. The ministers were dismissed,
Duval and Jane Farrar taken into custody, and the excited onlookers shepherded out of the building.
JesscaWhitwdll loitered till thelast, shrilly proclaming her part in Nathaniel's success, but findly she,
too, reluctantly departed. The Prime Minister and my master were |eft one.

[1] The vast majority went quickly and without trouble. A few laggards were helped on their way by the
application of Infernosto their backsides. A number of pressmen from The Times, who were discovered making
detailed notes of the magicians' panic, were escorted to a quiet place, where their reports were channeled more
favorably.

Exactly what passed between them, | don't know, as | was sent dong with the afrit to restore
order in the streets outside. When | returned, some hours later, my master was Sitting in aside room
aone, eating breskfast. He no longer had the Staff.



| took the semblance of the minotaur again, sat mysdf in the chair opposite, and tapped my
hoovesidly on thefloor. My master eyed me, but said nothing.

"S0," | began. "All well?' A grunt. "Arewe restored to favor?' A brief nod. "What's your status
now?'

"Head of Internd Affairs. Y oungest minister ever.”

Theminotaur whistled. " Aren't we clever.”

"It'sadart, | suppose. I'm independent from Whitwell now, thank goodness.”
"And the Staff? Did you get to keep it?"

A sour expression. He speared his black pudding. "No. It's gone into the vaults. For
'safe-keeping,’ allegedly. No one's allowed to useit.”" Hisface brightened. "It might be brought out in
time of war, though. | was thinking, maybe later in the American campaigns...” Hetook asip of
coffee. "They've not started too well, apparently. Well see. Anyway, | need timeto refine my
approach.”

"Yeah, like seeif you can makeit work."

He scowled. "Of course| can. | just left out acouple of restrictive clauses and adirectiond
incantetion, that'sal.”

"In plain language, you fluffed it, mate. What's happened to Duval?"

My master chewed meditatively. "He's been taken to the Tower. Ms. Whitwell is head of
Security again. Shewill be supervising hisinterrogation. Passthe sdlt.”

The minotaur passed it.

If my master was pleased, | had reason to be satisfied, too. Nathaniel had vowed to release me
once the matter of the mystery attacker was solved, and solved it undoubtedly had been, athough |
felt there were ill one or two issuesthat defied ready explanation. However, this was no business of
mine. | awaited my dismissa with easy confidence.

And waited.

Severd days passed during which the boy was too busy to listen to my demands. He took
control of his department; he attended high-level meetingsto discussthe Duval affair; he moved out
of hisold master's gpartment and, using his new salary and agift from the grateful Prime Minigter,
purchased aswanky townhouse in aleafy square not far from Westmingter. Thislast required meto
carry out anumber of dubious chores, which | haven't timeto go into here.z He attended parties at
the Prime Minigter's resdence at Richmond, held functionsfor his new employees, and spent his
evenings at the theater, watching abysma plays for which he had acquired an inexplicable taste. It was
ahecticlifestyle.



[2] They involved whitewash, wallpaper, and copious cleaning fluids. | say no more.
Whenever possible, | reminded him of his obligations.

"Yes, yes," hewould say, on hisway out in the mornings. "I'll deal with you presently. Now, for
my reception-room curtains, | require an el of oyster-gray silk; make the purchase from Fiedings,
and get acouple of extracushionswhileyou'reat it. | could do with some Tashkent enameling in the
bathroom, t00." =

[3] Hewas no different here from 90 percent of other magicians. When not attempting to stab one another in
the back, they spend their time surrounding themselves with the finer thingsin life. Luxurious pads feature heavily
on their wish lists, and it's always the poor djinni who has to do the legwork. Persian magicians were the most
extravagant: we had to shift palaces from one country to another overnight, build them on clouds, even
underwater. There was one magician who wanted his castle made of solid glass. Aside from the obvious privacy
angle, it was a hopeless mistake. We built it for him one evening and he joyfully took possession. Next morning,
the sun came up: the walls acted like giant lenses and its rays were refracted through with vigor. By noon the
magician and his entire household had been burned to charcoal crisps.

"Your Sx weeks," | said pointedly, "are dmost up.”

"Yes, yes. Now, | redly must go.”

One evening he returned home early. | was belowstairs, supervising thetiling of hiskitchen,« but
somehow tore mysdlf away to press my case once more. | found him in his dining room, an
ostentatious space currently without furniture. He was staring at the empty fireplace and the cold
blank wdlls.

[4] To help carry out the job, he'd presented me with two foliots, which wore the semblance of orphan waifs.
They were round-eyed and pitiable enough to melt the hardest of hearts. However, they were also inclined to
laziness. | roasted them over a slow flame, and so won their prompt obedience.

"You need a proper patternin here," | said. "Wallpaper to suit your age. What about a car
moatif, or seam trains?'

He wandered to the window, hisfeet tapping on the hollow boards. "Duvall confessed today,"
hesad at last.

"That'sgood,” | said. "lan't it?"

Hewaslooking out at the trees of the square. "l suppose..."

"Because with my magica powers| detect that you don't seem wildly satisfied.”

"Oh... Yes" Heturned to me, forced asmile. "It clearsup alot of things, but most of them we
knew already. We'd found the workshop in the cdllar of Duval's house—the pit where the golem was
made, the crystal through which he controlled the eye. He worked the creature, no question.”

"Well, then."

"Today he acknowledged dl that. He said heéld long wanted to expand hisrole, diminish Ms.
Whitwell and the others. The golem was hismethod: it crested chaos, undermined the other ministers,



After afew attacks, with no solution found and everyone in disarray, Devereaux was only too happy
to give him more authority. The police were given more powers, Duval got the Security post. From
there, he'd have been better placed to overthrow Devereaux intime.”

"Soundsfairly clear,” | agreed.

"l don't know..." The boy screwed down the corners of his mouth. "Everyone's satisfied:
WhitwellI'sback in her old job; Devereaux and the other ministers are heading back to their silly
feasts, Pinn's reconstructing his shop aready. Even Jane Farrar's been st free, asthere's no evidence
she knew about her master'streachery. They're al happy to put it out of their minds. But I'm not sure.
Severd things don't add up.”

"Such as?'

"Duval claimed that he wasn't donein this. He says someone put him up to it, ascholar named
Hopkins. He says this Hopkins brought him the golem's eye, taught him how to useit. He saysthis
Hopkins put him in touch with the bearded mercenary, and encouraged Duvall to send him out to
Prague to track down the magician Kavka. When | started investigating, Duvall contacted the
mercenary in Prague and told him to stop me. But Hopkins was the brains of thewholething. This
rings true to me—Duvall wasn't bright enough to have worked it dl out lone. He wasthe leader of a
bunch of werewolves, not a great magician. But can we find this Hopkins? No. No one knowswho
heis, or where helives. HE's nowhere to be seen. It'sasif he doesn't exist.”

"Perhaps he doesn't.”
"That's what the othersthink. They reckon Duvall wastrying to shift the blame. And everyone

assumes he was involved in the Lovel ace conspiracy, too. The mercenary provesit, they say. But |
don't know...."

"Hardly likely," | said. "Duvall was trapped with the othersin the great pentacle at Heddleham
Hall, wasn't he? He wasn't part of that conspiracy. Sounds like Hopkins might have been, though.
He'sthe connection, if you can find him."

Hesghed. "That'sabigif."

"Perhgps Duvall knows more than hel'stelling. He might spill more beans.”

"Not now." The boy's face sagged insensibly; he suddenly looked tired and old. "On being

returned to his cell after this afternoon'sinterrogation, he transformed into awolf, overcame his guard,
and broke through a barred window."

"And escaped?’
"Not exactly. It wasfivefloors up.”
"Ah."

"Quite." The boy was by the great bare mantel piece now, fingering the marble. "The other
guestion isthe Westminster Abbey break-in and the matter of the Staff. Duvall agreed held sent the



golem to stedl it from methe other day—it was too good an opportunity to miss, he said. But he
swore he had nothing to do with the Resistance, and nothing to do with bresking into Gladstone's
tomb." He tapped his hands on the stone. "I suppose I'll have to be satisfied, like the others. If only
the girl hadn't died. She could havetold us more...."

| made an affirmative sort of noise, but said nothing. Thefact that Kitty was dive wasamere
detail—it wasn't worth mentioning. Nor was the fact that she'd told me agood dedl about the abbey
break-in, and that a gentleman named Hopkins was somehow involved with it. It wasn't my business
totel Nathanid this. | was nothing but a humble servant. | just did what | wastold. Besides, hedidn't
deserveit.

"Y ou spent timewith her," he said abruptly. "Did she talk much to you?' He eyed me quickly,
turned away.

"No."

"Too frightened, | suppose.”

"Au contraire. Too disdainful."

He grunted. " Shame she was so willful. She had some... admirable qualities.”

"Oh, you noticed those, did you? | thought you were too busy reneging on your promiseto give
much thought to her."

His cheeks flushed red. "I had little choice, Bartimagus—"

"Don't give me anything about choice,”" | snapped. " She could have chosento let you die”
He stamped hisfoot. "I'm not going to have you criticizing my actions—"

"Actions nothing. It'syour morals| object to."

"Stll lessmy moradd You're the demon, remember? Why should it matter to you?'

"It doesn't matter!" | was standing, armsfolded now. "It doesn't matter at al. Thefact that a
humble commoner was more honorable than you'll ever beis hardly my affair. Y ou do what you like."

" will!"
IIHrEH
"Hrﬂu

For afew momentsthere, we'd both been winding ourselves up into full-blown fury, ready to go
at it hammer and tongs, but somehow our heartswerent iniit.

After aninterlude of hisstaring at a corner of the fireplace and my gazing at a crack in the ceiling,
the boy brokethe silence. "If it'sof any interest to you," he growled, "I've spoken to Devereaux and



have gotten Kavka's children released from prison. They're back in Prague now. Cost me afew
favorsto get that done, but | did it."

"How noble of you." | wasin no mood to pat his back.

He scowled. "They were low-level spies anyway. Not worth keeping.”

"Of course" Another sllence. "Well," | said findly. "All'swdll that endswell. Y ou've got
everything you wanted.” | gestured across the empty room. "L ook &t the size of thisplace! You can

fill it with al the slk and slver you desire. Not only that, you're more powerful than ever; the Prime
Minigter isonce morein your debt; and you're out from under Whitwell's thumb."

Helooked alittle happier at this. "That'strue."

"Of course, you're a'so completely friendlessand done," | went on, "and al your colleagues fear
you and will want to do you harm. And if you get too powerful, the Prime Minister will get paranoid
and find an excuse to bump you off. But hey, weve dl got troubles.”

He eyed mebdefully. "What acharming insght.”

"I'mfull of them. And if you don't want any more, | advise you to dismiss me on theingant.

Y our six weeks are up, and that marks the end of my current bond. My essence achesand I'm tired
of whiteemulson."

He gave asudden curt nod. "Very well," he said. "I will honor our agreement.”

"Eh? Oh. Right." | was alittle taken aback. In al honesty, I'd expected the usua bartering before
he agreed to let me go. It'slike making a purchase in an Eastern bazaar: haggling isinevitably the
order of the day. But perhaps his betraya of the girl had lodged in my master's mind.

Wheatever the reason, he silently led me up to hisworkroom on the second floor of the house. It
was decked out with the basic pentacles and paraphernaia.

We completed theinitia procedurein stony slence.
"For your information,” he said cattily, as|1 stood within the pentacle, "you do not leave me

entirdly done. | am off to the theater this evening. My good friend Quentin Makepeace has invited me
to agalapremiere of hislatest play."

"How desperatdly thrilling."
"Itis" Hedid adismd job of trying to look pleased. "Well, are you ready?'

"Yep." | performed aformd saute. "I bid the magician John Mandrake farewell. May helive
long and never summon me again.... By the way, notice something there?'

The magician paused with hisarmsraised and hisincantation at the ready. "Wha?'

"| didn't say ‘Nathanidl.' That's because | see you more as Mandrake now. The boy who was



Nathanid'sfading, dmaost gone."

"Good," hesaid crigply. "I'm glad you see sense at last.” He cleared histhroat. " So. Farewell,
Bartimaeus."

"Farewdl." He spoke. | went. | didn't havetimeto tell him held kind of missed the point.

48
Kitty
Mrs. Hyrnek had said her good-byes up beyond the customs house, and Kitty and Jakob
walked a one together down to the quay. The ferry was nearing departure; smoke rose from the
funndsand abrisk breeze was furling the sails. The last of the travelers were ascending agaily

canopied gangway near the stern, while farther forward atroop of men carried the luggage aboard.
Raucous gulls swooped in the sky.

Jakob was wearing awhite hat with abroad brim, tipped far forward to shade hisface, and a
dark brown traveling suit. He carried asmall leather casein one gloved hand.

"Y ou've got your papers?' Kitty said.

"For thetenth time, yes." Hewas till alittle tearful after the parting from his mother, and this
made himirascible.

"It'snot along voyage," she said peacesbly. "Y ou'll be there tomorrow."

"l know." Hetugged at the hat brim. "Think I'll passthrough?"

"Ohyes. They're not looking for us, are they? The passport's only a precaution.”

"Mmm. But with my face—"

"They won't giveit asecond look. Trust me."

"Okay. Areyou sureyou wont...?"

"1 can awaysfollow on. Areyou going to give that guy your case?'

"l suppose 0."

"Go and doiit, then. I'll wait." With only the briefest of hesitations, he moved away. Kitty
watched him pass dowly through the hurrying crowds, and was pleased to see that no one so much as
glanced a him. The ship'swhistle blew, and somewhere nearby abell rang. The quay was aive with
activity now, with salors, cargo men and merchants hurrying past, with final orders being given, letters

and packets being exchanged. On the deck of the ferry, many of the embarkees were standing at the
rail, faces shining with excitement, talking happily to one another in adozen languages. Men and



women from distant lands—from Europe, Africa, Byzantium, and the Eadt... Kitty's heart beat fast at
the thought, and it made her sgh. More than alittle, she wished to join them. Well, perhaps she would
intime. She had other thingsto dofirst.

On that terrible morning, they had fled, the two of them, to the Hyrnek factory, where Jakob's
brothers concealed them in adisused room hidden behind one of the printing machines. There, amid
the noise and fug and the stench of leather, Kitty's wounds were tended, and their strength revived.
Meanwhile, the Hyrnek family prepared for the inevitable repercussions, for the searches and the
fines. A day passed. The police did not arrive. Word came of the golem's march through London, of
the downfdl of Duval, of the boy Mandrake's promotion. But of them—the fugitives—they heard
nothing at all. There were no searches, no reprisals. Each morning, magicians orders arrived at the
factory asusudl. It was most curious. Kitty and Jakob appeared to have been forgotten.

On the end of the second day, a council was held in the secret room. Despite the authorities
gpparent indifference, the family consdered it highly unsafe for Jakob and Kitty to remain in London.
Jakob, in particular, with his distinctive appearance, was vulnerable. He could not remainin the
factory forever, and sooner or later the magician Mandrake, or one of his associates or demons,
would find him. He had to go somewhere safe. Mrs. Hyrnek expressed this opinion forcefully and at
volume.

When she had subsided, her husbhand stood up; between puffs of his rowan-wood pipe, Mr.
Hyrnek made acam suggestion. The family's prowess a printing, he said, had already enabled them
to bring down vengeance upon Tallow, doctoring his books so that his own spells brought about his
destruction. It would be asimple matter now to forge certain documents, such as new identity papers,
passports, and the like that would make it easy for both children to leave the country. They could go
to the Continent, where other offshoots of the Hyrnek family—in Ostend, Brugges, or Basdl for
instance—would be happy to receive them.

This suggestion was greeted with genera acclaim and Jakob accepted it at once: he had no wish
tofal afoul of the magicians again. For her part, Kitty seemed distracted. "That's very kind, very kind
of you," shesaid.

While the brothers st to forging the documents, and Mrs. Hyrnek and Jakob began preparing

suppliesfor the voyage, Kitty remained in the room, lost in thought. After two days solitary pondering
she announced her decision: she would not be traveling to Europe.

The white hat with the broad brim came rapidly toward her through the crowd; Jakob was
smiling now, lighter of step. ™Y ou gave him the case?' shesaid.

"Yes. And you were right—he didn't give me asecond look." He glanced across at the
gangway, then at hisWatch. "L ook, I've got only five minutes. I'd better get on board.”

"Yes. Well... seeyou, then.”

"Seeyou.... Look, Kitty—"



IIYS?I

"You know I'm grateful for what you did, rescuing meand al. But frankly... | dso think you're
anidiot."

"Oh, cheers."

"What are you doing staying here? The Council of Bruggesis made up of commoners, magic
hardly figuresin the city. Y ou can't imagine the freedoms, my cousin says—there're libraries, debating
chambers, stuff right up your aley. No curfevs—imagine that! The Empire keepsits distance, most of
thetime. It'sagood place for busness. And if you wanted to carry on with your'—nhe peered
cautioudy from sdeto sde—"with your you know, my cousin reckonsthere are strong linksto
underground movements there, too. It would be far safer—"

"l know." Kitty shoved her handsinto her pockets, blew out her cheeks. "Y ou're quiteright. All
of you are quiteright. But that's sort of the point. | think | need to be here, where the magic's
happening, where the demonsare.”

"BlJt Ww—"

"Don't get mewrong, I'm grateful for the new identity.” She patted her jacket pocket, felt the
papers crackle. "It'sjust, well, some things that demon Bartimaeus said have... set me thinking."

He shook hishead. "Thisiswhat | can't fathom," he said. "'Y ou're going on the word of a
demon—one that kidnapped me, threatened you—"

"l know! It'sjust he wasn't what | expected at al. He talked about the past, about patterns
repeeting themsaves, about the rise and fal of the magiciansthrough history. It happens, Jakob, time
and time again. No one manages to break out of the cycle—not commoners, not demons, not
magicians. Were al stuck fast, trapped in awhed of hate and fear—"

"Not me" hesaid firmly. "I'm getting out.”

"You think Bruggesis safe? Get red. "'The Empire keepsits distance, most of the time—that's
what you said. You're till part of it, likeit or not. That'swhy | want to stay here, in London, where
theinformationis. There are grest libraries, Jakob, where the magicians store their historical records.
Pennyfeather used to tell me about them. If | could get access, get ajob there somehow... | could
learn something—about demons, in particular.” She shrugged. "'l don't know enough yet, that'sall.”

He snorted. "Of course you don't. Y ou're not a cursed magician.”

"But from what Bartimaeus said, the magicians don't know much either. About demons. They
just use them. That's the point. We—the Resi stance—weren't getting anywhere. We were just as bad
asthemagicians, usng magic without understandingit. | already knew thet, redly, and Bartimaeus
kind of confirmed it. Y ou should have heard him, Jakob—"

"Likel said, youreanidiot. Listen, that'smy cdl." A deep siren sounded from somewhere up on
theferry; seagullswheded into the sky. He leaned forward, gave her arapid hug. Shekissed him on
the cheek. "Don't get killed," he said. "Writeto me. Y ou've got the address.”



"Sure”

“I'll seeyou in Brugges. Beforethe month isout.”

She grinned. "Well see”

She watched him trot down to the gangway, thrust his papers under the nose of an attendant,
receive a cursory stamp on his passport, and clamber up on board. The canopy was removed, the
gangway drawn back. Jakob took up position at therail. He waved to her asthe ship moved away.
Hisface, like those of the other travelers, was aglow. Kitty smiled, rummaged in a pocket, and drew
out adirty handkerchief. Shewaved it until the ship banked and waslost from view around the curve
of the Thames.

Then Kitty replaced the handkerchief in her pocket, turned, and set off up aong the quay. Quite
soon she was hidden by the crowd.
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