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-— HISTORICAL NOTE

At the turn of the twentieth century, Europe was a place
of fierce economic, military, and political rivalry among
the three great powers: Britain, France, and Germany.

This story is set against that backdrop, a time when
nations were threatening war and politicians on all sides
were taking enormous risks to protect their national
interests.

Events, places, and incidents mentioned are fictitious,
and any resemblance to any persons (living or dead) is
purely coincidental for the purposes of this story.

The rise to power of other nations was still in the
future in 1910.



-— Prologue «

EvIL BEGINNINGS, 1895

February in the Fens. A thin moon had risen early, and now the
pale crescent slid back toward the horizon, yellowing in the mist
that rose in eerie swirls from the dark wetlands. It was as if the
ground were exhaling. Somewhere in the emptiness an owl
hooted. A little later a fox barked in reply.

In the distance a forlorn rank of winter trees marched
nowhere, their barren branches thrust upward as if praying to an
unseen deity high up in the ink-night sky. Beyond the trees a
large stone building reared up. Hollow black windows were set
evenly into the walls of an old country mansion. A faint glow
stole from a shuttered first-floor window, the only sign of life in
the otherwise abandoned dwelling.

Inside a figure lay huddled beneath a pile of coarse blankets
upon an old four-poster bed pushed against the far wall of the
cavernous room. Feverish and frightened, she groaned in pain
and rolled on her side, flinging the blankets from her body. The
feeble lamplight set shadows dancing on the walls. She cried out,

alone, afraid, knowing her child would be born soon, very soon.
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THE SEA ARCH, MAY 1910

James Kinghorn had escaped!

He had escaped, if only for half term, from the school where
last September he had arrived for the first time, a reluctant
fourteen-year-old sent to honor a family tradition. Every gener-
ation of Kinghorns since Waterloo had dispatched a son to
Drinkett College (the “Eton of the North”), and James was not
about to let down the family name.

He stood amid the sand dunes that lined the barren coast of
Northumberland in northern England. Wisps of cloud traced
across the brilliant blue sky. A crab scuttled into the surf, its
claws raised in defiance of marauding seagulls. James spied a
small, wretched boat left stranded above the high-water line—
its hull planking staved in, a casualty of a winter gale—and he
trudged through the sand to investigate. Inspecting the broken
vessel, he imagined himself shipwrecked and alone, on some
great adventure.

His father, Sir Philip Kinghorn, worked in the War Office—

in what capacity James was not quite sure, but he was pretty



certain it was an important job. Sir Philip had arranged for
James to spend the weekend with him and his mother, Lady
Jennifer, while Sir Philip attended a naval gunnery demonstra-
tion held off the Farne Islands, just up the coast. Today was the
day of the demonstration and James, let loose to explore the
desolate coastline, was intent on having an adventure of one sort
or another.

The distant rumble of gunfire was carried on the sea breeze,
and James turned in the direction of the sound, half expecting
to see giant dreadnoughts and battleships on the horizon,
sheathed in flames and smoke. Instead he was amazed to see an
enormous stone arch only a dozen yards from where he stood.
As he looked at the arch, it appeared to shimmer and become
translucent, like a mirage, before finally solidifying into stone.
The arch was colossal, towering over him like a leviathan. Set
into the archway was a pair of enormous iron gates, chained and
padlocked. The lock was so large James’s fist could easily fit into
the keyhole. He couldn’t understand how he had failed to notice
the arch earlier—it was so grand and imposing—and he could
see from his footprints that he had already passed close by.
There was something very peculiar about it.

James walked around the arch and studied it more closely. It
was made of great blocks of white marble, smooth to the touch.
Across the top, just visible from below, he could make out the
words “Sea Arch” carved faintly into the stone.

What on earth is it here to commemorate? he wondered. The
distant boom of gunfire had faded away now and, except for the
gentle rolling of the sea, all was quiet and still.

Suddenly, with a machine-gun stutter, the chain snaked off
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the gates and fell with a thump to the sand. James jumped in
surprise. At the foot of the gates, the big, lumpy padlock lay
sprung. The chain links, each one as big as a man’s fist, had cas-
caded into a haphazard pile that sank into the sand under its
own weight. Only seconds before when he had looked at the
padlock, it was secured, the chain tightly wrapped about the
central rails of the gates. Now the gates stood ajar. James shiv-
ered as he looked down at the chain and padlock and saw how
clean and rust-free they were. He took a step closer, feeling the
temptation of the open gates. Then he slipped between them

and was gone!

- 1895 -
The gamekeeper broke open his double-barreled shotgun,
checked the cartridges and, hanging the fowling piece in the
crook of his arm, waited patiently for the approaching figures.
Constable Tauning, the only officer of the law for ten miles in
any direction, marched up the drive. Next to the constable, the
parish vicar kept pace. Behind them, wheeling his cycle, was
young Finnigan, the lad who had raised the alarm.

“Good day to you,” called the vicar. The gamekeeper
nodded solemnly in reply.

“I understand there’s a body,” said the constable as he
removed his helmet and mopped his brow.

“It were me and the lad who found it. This here be the
estate.” The gamekeeper swung his arm in a gesture that took in
the full sweep of surrounding countryside. “And that”—he
jerked a gnarled and weathered hand over his shoulder—“that
be what’s left of Purbeck Hall.” He paused before adding, “I've
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hunted and fished most things, but in all my life I've never seen
anything like what’s in there.”

Leaving the gamekeeper and the boy standing on the gravel
drive, Constable Tauning and the vicar climbed the stone steps
leading to the once-grand front entrance. The constable shoul-
dered open the double doors. Light flooded into the cavernous
hallway, and dust swirled at the men’s feet like marsh mist. Ahead
a broad staircase climbed up and around in a grand sweep, the
dark mahogany banister like a snake coiling the stone steps. A
grimy stained-glass window filled the wall above the stairs,
framed with heavy, worn, crimson drapes. Neither man took any
notice of the surroundings. They stood in shock, gazing at the
strange bloodied object that lay in the center of the hall.

The vicar fell trembling to his knees, his hands clasped white
as he quavered through the Lord’s Prayer. The constable
stepped up and gripped the man’s shoulder, shaking him to his
senses.

“Reverend, please go at once and send the lad to the nearest
railway halt. We must get word to headquarters in Cambridge.
Tell him to say—” But there was no point in continuing. The
vicar had scrambled to his feet and ran from the building as if

Satan were at his heels.

- 1910 -

James had no idea where he was. At one moment he had been
standing on the shoreline in broad daylight; the next he found
himself in a clearing surrounded by dense conifers, with only a

hint of a path threading into the distance. A fresh breeze blew
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through the trees, carrying the familiar scent of pine. On the
horizon the sinking sun, now bloodred, set the treeline into
relief. James turned to retrace his steps back through the arch,
but found his way blocked. The gates stood padlocked and
chained!

Beyond the gates he could see the waters breaking on the
shoreline and the bright sunlit sky. His hands grabbed at the
chain, but it was solid and unyielding. Panic welled up in his
chest.

“This is not happening,” he said aloud, and then, to reassure
himself added, “walk around the arch and let’s go home.” He
rounded the arch, but he did not find the beach. Instead the
forest crowded in on all sides, forming an unbroken wall around
the increasingly gloomy glade. James looked at the arch again,
trying to rationalize what had happened. The Sea Arch had
somehow taken him from the seaside to the middle of a forest,
but how? He studied the structure more closely, searching for a
clue. His eyes alighted on a dull brass plaque, set into the

stonework, with an inscription on it:

The roaring seas are silent now

And secrets are themselves once more
Complete the earth and fill the void

1o mark the time when earth was whole
Locked are these gates to keep the vow
1o end a world on barren shore

Protect a place to be destroyed

By man’s belief, a lack of soul
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Yet stand a vigil and wait a time
When stranger from the stranger land
Before the gates, bebind the sun

Gives passage to the unsouled son

1o pass to wild and pass to grime

The places split by sea and sand
Where one is slaved beneath the gun
The other stalked, evil begun

James couldn’t make any sense of the words. He kept look-
ing for other clues, ones he might understand. On the far side
of the arch, he could now see inscribed, “Where Westerly,” but
that made no sense either.

He would have to find another way back to the beach. He had
been alone among the sand dunes earlier, so it was unlikely he’d
be rescued by someone from the other side, or that his cries for
help would be heard. The increasing gloom reminded him that
the sun was sinking fast, and James spotted friendly Polaris, the
North Star, drawing comfort from its presence. He would have to
tind shelter for the night and hope to return to the hotel and his
parents tomorrow. His parents! The thought of them made James
teel both guilty and embarrassed that he had got himself lost. He
set off at a run, following the path that led from the Sea Arch into
the cooling forest, hoping to find safety before night fell.

As if a curtain had been drawn, the path plunged into darkness.
The treetops creaked and swished in their strange language. James
stumbled over an exposed root and fell, pine needles puncturing
his palms. He smelled his own blood. The panic that he had held

in check rose to the surface. His nerves were about to crack.
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“There’s nothing to be afraid of. This path must lead some-
where, and somebody will be able to explain where I am and
contact my parents, and then I’ll get home.” His words spilled
out and were unconvincing. He got to his feet and hurried on.

A smear of daylight lingered in the highest clouds, but there
was not enough to penetrate the forest. James could no longer
make out the path. The wind grew stronger, whipping the tree-
tops into a roof of noise. Fear of the unknown and the unseen
crept through the dark pines and began to stalk him. James
stumbled on, his hands groping in the darkness. He focused his
thoughts on the invisible path, imagining that it would lead him
onward to someplace safe.

All I need is some light, he pleaded. As if in answer to his wish,
James found that he could see just enough detail to pick out the
lighter-colored path from the dark forest floor. Looking up, he
discovered a cloud of fireflies silently swarming above him, the iri-
descent glow of their bodies bathing him in a greenish light. They
moved farther down the path, lighting the way. He followed, and
they led him into a clearing, the trees falling back beyond the pool
of light. A low stone wall materialized from the gloom. Back in the
valley a creature howled, and it sounded to James like a call of
anger and frustration, as if the quarry had evaded the hunter.

The wall ended at a courtyard, and he found himself standing
before a wooden door with a heavy knocker set into it. He was
about to lift the knocker when the door swung open, revealing
a stout figure silhouetted by a fire burning in the hearth.

“Come in, come in! We’ve been expecting you.”
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THE BROTHERS BANDAMIRE

James staggered over the threshold, eager to escape the forest
and its dark secrets, and found himself in a long, low-beamed
room, an open fireplace in the far wall providing the only light.
Thick logs of wood crackled in the grate, sending swirls of
sparks up the chimney.

Nervously James watched his host shoulder the door shut
and set a crossbar in place. He caught sight of a second figure
seated by the hearth, almost lost in the flickering shadows. A big
animal skin lay stretched across the floor in front of the fire.
The man by the door motioned James toward an inviting wing-
backed chair, the sort that is all too easy to fall asleep in.

“Sit yourself down.” His voice was gruff but friendly. James
sank into the seat and felt the warmth of the fire lulling his eyes
closed.

“There’ll be time for that later,” his host said, jolting James
awake. “We’ve got a pressing schedule and some things to dis-
cuss first. Your arrival is of interest to many.”

“Please, where am I?” James asked.

10



“Well, that’s a good question,” the man said, warming his
hands by the fire.

James waited for an answer.

The seated figure spoke instead: “We’re not far from where
you were—but many miles from where you've just been.”
James caught sight of his hands. They were large, weather-
beaten, and powerful looking, the gnarled hands of someone
used to heavy manual labor. His eyes growing used to the fire-
light, James saw the same characteristics in the man’s features.
Riven with creases, the bearded face was worn and determined,
yet compassionate. But the eyes were what grabbed James’s
attention. They were cobalt blue, piercing and alive. It struck
him that both of the figures looked like dwarves. And they
seemed familiar . . .

“Excuse me, but that doesn’t exactly help. I was on the beach
between Beadnell and—"

“Dunstanburh Castle. Yes, we know. We’ve been waiting for
you.”

“You took your time getting here,” added the second dwarf
as he rose and busied himself in the corner. Presently a lamp
shone, revealing more of the room. The dwarf came forward
and extended his hand to James.

“My name is Solomon Brunel Bandamire.” Solomon’s gray-
streaked mane stood in all directions and merged with his eye-
brows and beard. “And that is my twin brother, Bartholomew
Shakespeare Bandamire.” He too had amazing eyes, pearlescent
gray and set beneath big bushy brows and above a crooked nose
that seemed to burst from his face. A mass of dark hair flecked

with streaks of gray gave him an equally wild look.
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“The elder twin brother,” Bartholomew pointed out.
“Though only a matter of six months separated us which, in
dwarfish midwifery, is quite a short period of time. Sometimes
twins can be born a decade apart, much to the mother’s discom-
fort.”

“And while you got all the haste, I got all the stealth,” his
brother said with a grin.

“Fast brains over slow brawn, that’s always been the differ-
ence between us.” Bartholomew winked at James.

“Say whatever you want, but blessed be our mother!”
Solomon declared.

“And may our mother who bore us never forget the joyful
pain of our birth!” the dwarves recited together as James’s con-
fusion grew.

“That’s an ancient dwarven saying,” Bartholomew told him.
“We’re proud of our roots and our pain. It makes life worth
living, so to speak.”

Solomon smiled at the sudden look of recognition on
James’s face. “I reckon this young man has seen us before,
Bartholomew.”

“It was one of you at the fair!” James watched as Solomon’s
smile widened. Danart, the Dwarfen King, had been a popular
sideshow attraction touring the north of England Gypsy fairs
during the spring.

“Indeed. And as well as that bit of theater, we had occasion
to deliver coal to your school, tend to the gardens at your home,
and sweep your chimneys! Bartholomew even worked for the
local smithy to keep an eye on your family’s comings and

goings,” Solomon said triumphantly.
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James’s troubled look hastened him to continue. “Don’t
worry, we weren’t spying on you. We were there to look after
you. We were there under orders.”

“Secret orders,” added Bartholomew as he laid the table for
supper.

“Could you explain a few things to me?” James asked as the
dwarves ushered him to the table. “Where am I and why am I
here?” he spoke between mouthfuls of stew and dumplings. As
confused and nervous as he was, James had discovered he was
also surprisingly hungry.

“You’ve made a remarkable journey. You are in Lauderley
Forest, and you came here through the portal,” Bartholomew
said.

“What kind of portal?” James’s hand suddenly shook, and his
spoon fell onto the table with a clatter.

“It’s a gateway of sorts, that allows one to travel between the
two worlds.”

“Iwo worlds? I don’t understand. There aren’t two—" His
voice rose in panic.

“Aye,” interrupted Bartholomew calmly. “Your world and
this one, Eldaterra.”

“It means ‘Old World,”” Solomon explained.

“The fact that you’ve come through the Sea Arch means that
you’re important . . . very important,” Bartholomew said in a
serious voice. “Neither my brother nor I know why; that’s a
question the Guild will answer. And that is where we’re head-
ing.”

“Please, Mr. Bandamire, what is the Guild?” James tried to

focus on his questions and push aside his growing fears.
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“The Guild are the wisest and most learned in the land. It
was the Guild who ordered us to watch over you and, when the
time was right, deliver you to them.”

“And sure enough, that’s what will happen,” declared Solomon.

“So how long have you been keeping an eye on me?” James
asked cautiously.

The dwarves exchanged glances. “Iwenty-two months,”
replied Bartholomew.

“Twenty-two months! But that’s impossible.”

Bartholomew laughed. “Yes, imagine how hard it was for
two not-so-inconspicuous dwarves to shadow you to northern
Italy on your summer holidays. We had to pretend to be travel-
ing monks on a pilgrimage. We’ve never given so many bless-
Ings to so many strangers!

“Your religion is astonishing,” he went on. “Who’d have
believed it could be so powerful, influence so many people, and
yet possess no magic whatsoever?”

“But getting back to our story,” Solomon said, “in keeping
you under surveillance, we traveled through the portal many
times. And for that to be possible, something unprecedented is
occurring between the two worlds.”

Bartholomew began, “The Guild acts for the Good, but
there are many who tread the paths of wickedness—”

Solomon cut him off, rising from the table. “We’ll learn
soon enough what the Guild has in store for you, my boy, after
a good night’s sleep.”

This brought back thoughts of home. “But my parents will
be wondering what has happened to me. Mother will be wor-

ried,” James said.
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“Your father will comfort her,” Solomon reassured him.
“And there’s a good deal more about your father than either of
us know.”

Another look passed between the two dwarves.

James said nothing. He had given up on his meal as his
stomach was in knots. Now his attention was caught by move-
ment on the fireside rug. What he had thought was a rug slowly
shook itself and stood up, padding silently toward him.

“Don’t mind Tempus.” Solomon chuckled. It was a giant
dog, as big as an Irish wolthound.

“He’s as gentle as a pussycat,” Bartholomew added merrily.

James woke in a narrow bunk, a blanket thrown over him. He
had fallen asleep in his clothes. Light streamed through small
windows. A few feet away Tempus sat patiently watching him.

“Good morning, James,” Bartholomew called. “We’ll have
you fed and watered in two ticks, and then we’ll be oft.”

James sat and ate a breakfast of bread and honey washed
down with a cup of water, and then stepped outside.

“Good morning, James,” Solomon said. “I'm just packing
the last of our equipment.” He pointed toward his brother.
“And he’s preparing the traps.”

James watched as Bartholomew dragged the jagged metal
jaws apart and set the trigger plate. The traps were crude
devices that nonetheless looked deadly.

“That’s the last of them out here,” Bartholomew said as he
placed the trap carefully in the middle of the path leading
directly to the front door. The next second the trap vanished.

“I’ll just set the ones inside and then we’re done.” He picked up
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a big, clanking sack and disappeared inside.

“I’'ve packed a bag of provisions for you.” Solomon indicated
a knapsack which stood next to two mountainous rucksacks.
“Those are for my brother and I, as we’re more experienced at
hiking in these parts.” In comparison, James’s knapsack looked
embarrassingly small.

“And we would like you to accept this gift. It may come in
handy.” He held up a leather scabbard and drew out a long,
sleek, double-edged knife, the polished blade catching the sun-
light. “It’s just a dagger, I'm afraid. But we’d feel a lot happier
knowing you are in a position to defend yourself should the
need arise.” Solomon passed it to James, who thanked him,
although his hand shook as he took the knife. What kind of need?
he wondered.

Still, stuck in a forest in a strange land with only two burly
dwarves and a giant hound for company, James was glad to be
carrying a weapon. The dagger was fashioned with a stout hilt
of bone, a blade at least a foot in length, and a scabbard to pro-
tect it. Engraved patterns wove a long, looping design down
each side of the blade.

James fastened the dagger to his belt and picked up the
knapsack as Bartholomew joined them. Then with a whistle
from Solomon to Tempus, they set off to meet the Guild.

- 1895 -
Chief Inspector Corrick rubbed his stubbly chin, deep in
thought. He stood in the second-floor room where the body
had been found. Apart from the enormous four-poster bed, the

room was empty, bare floorboards and cracked plaster echoing
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footsteps as they searched for evidence. Various officers and
technicians came and went, recording the grisly scene. Out on
the landing, Corrick’s deputy was taking statements from wit-
nesses while a photographer and his assistant set up their equip-
ment.

“I want a photograph showing the details of the wounds,”
Corrick called to them.

The bed held the remains of a female body. On first inspec-
tion it appeared as if the corpse had been eaten by scavenging
animals, but closer examination suggested that this was the state
in which the murderer had left his victim. Both hands bore abra-
sions, as if she had tried to ward off her attacker. Corrick sighed.
There was something inhuman, diabolical, about the way she
had died. He made a brief entry in his notebook. So far no one
had come forward to report a missing person, and the “thing”
downstairs in the entrance hall could not be explained.

The deputy came into the room. “Sir, I've got their state-
ments. The reverend kept declaring that evil was abroad and it
was all the Devil’s work. Not very helpful, I'm afraid. Didn’t rec-
ognize the victim.”

“Well, we can’t expect him to know every soul in the parish.
Have a final word before you let them go. ‘Tell them if they
gossip, we’ll arrest them, even Officer Tauning.”

“Very good, sir.”

A new figure stepped forward.

“My name is Harrington. I'm with the Foreign Office.” The
man was of fair complexion, with a slimmer build than the
policeman. The academic type: glasses, a rather limp hand-

shake, but a keen pair of eyes, bright and impishly alert.
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Corrick nodded. “Yes, I've been expecting you, though I
can’t see why your office is interested in this incident.” He noted
how Harrington’s gaze expertly took in the scene. Then the two
of them stood, sizing each other up.

“I'm to help you in any way possible,” said Corrick, “but
maybe you can help me as well.”

“Yes, perhaps I can. I'm from a small department, trying to
keep tabs on illegal aliens in the country. Refugees, diplomats
on the run for fleecing their embassy, that sort of thing. You
wouldn’t believe the stranger aspects of the job.” Harrington’s
eyes flicked back to the murder scene, and Corrick caught a
glint of hardness in his gaze, clearly untroubled by the horrific
surroundings.

“As I understand it,” Harrington continued, “the investiga-
tion centers on the death of a young woman.”

Corrick wondered if this man was fishing for information or
suggesting the direction the investigation should take. He took
Harrington by the elbow and led him from the room. “Let me
tell you what we know so far, and see what you make of it,” he

said, watching the man’s every move.

- 1910 -
Bartholomew guided them through the seemingly endless
forest. Ahead Tempus loped through the trees, snuffling the
ground and scenting the wind. Though the brothers had to take
three or four steps for every stride of James’s, they happily
bowled along at a considerable pace.

“It’ll be a push to reach our destination by nightfall,” said

Solomon, “but we should arrive before the moon is up.
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Provided we don’t meet any trouble on the way.”

“Irouble?” James asked, trying to keep his voice steady.

“This is a strange land, nothing like the world you come
from. And there are forces that may seek to stop us. We’re not
alone out here in these woods.”

“But we have no intention of allowing it,” Bartholomew
added hastily.

James knew they had not explained the situation fully. He let
the matter drop, but kept a wary eye. The two brothers were
indeed prepared for trouble. Bartholomew carried a long
broadsword across his back, partially obscured by his rucksack.
Hidden in the folds of his green travel cloak, the tip of a scab-
bard jutted out, similar to the one James wore. Looking behind
him, James could see the flat profile of an axhead strapped to
Solomon’s back, in easy reach.

“So where are we heading?” James asked.

Bartholomew pointed down the trail. “We’ll descend this
valley, cross the Crashing River. Then it’s on up to the Col.”
Ranks of pines and firs flanked the valley walls. On the far side
the pine trees soared up a hundred feet or more, mere match-
sticks set against the vast mountains which hemmed them in.

At length they reached the valley floor, where the Crashing
River blocked their route. Stone and broken rock lay piled along
the banks. The river rumbled a deep, angry growl and the
ground shook. Great boulders rolled along the riverbed while
smaller stones simply flowed like water in the current. A fine
spray filled the air and fed the green moss that clung to every-
thing. They turned northward, following the river upstream.
After a while they reached a fallen tree, its lower trunk caught
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between two mighty stones, much of its length suspended over
the racing waters.

“We’ll cross here,” called Bartholomew. They all shrugged
off their packs and the dwarves began unpacking coils of rope.
Tempus leaped nimbly onto the tree, ran along its length, and
sprang into the air, sailing over the last stretch of open water to
land on the far bank.

“Pity it isn’t so simple for us,” Solomon said. “There is a
bridge downstream but no time.” He heaved his rucksack onto
the tree trunk. “Now then, James, pay attention.” He took a
length of rope and tied it securely to the straps of his rucksack.
The other end he handed to James. “I’ll carry my pack over. If
for any reason I have to let go of it, you'll be able to retrieve it.
If you slip, the important thing is to save yourself—let go of
your pack. We can pull your pack from the water in one piece,
but not you. Nothing, neither fish nor fiend, can survive in this
river.”

Solomon heaved himself up onto the trunk and walked its
length as if it were nothing more than a garden path. At the
end he crouched and sprang forward like a giant frog. Even
with the rucksack in his arms, he landed well beyond the
water’s edge.

“Now you, James!” Solomon shouted, and James felt
Bartholomew give him an encouraging nudge. He tied the rope
to the straps of his knapsack just as Solomon had done, handed
the other end to the dwarf, and pulled himself up onto the
fallen tree. He set off taking slow, deliberate steps. In his whole
life he had never attempted anything so dangerous. Shadowy

boulders, as big as shire horses, rolled along the riverbed, and
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the blood surging in his ears drowned the crashing sound. He
shuffled forward, clutching his knapsack to his chest as if it
were a life jacket.

He was midway along the trunk when something punched
him in the shoulder and he lost his balance. Just as he started to
topple, something jerked him upright again. Despite Solomon’s
instructions, James instinctively clung to the knapsack. And
then . . . he was falling!

He threw an arm out and caught hold of a branch. Somehow
his grip held, leaving his legs dangling over the plume of raging
waters.

“A dragonspider!” Bartholomew shouted. “He’s attached his
thread to you! You must cut it before you’re pulled off that
branch.”

James nodded his understanding, but everything was hap-
pening too quickly. Letting go of the knapsack, he managed to
pull himself up between the branch stump and the trunk, his
legs still swinging free. He reached down and scrambled ner-
vously as he unsheathed the dagger, fortunately without drop-
ping it, and tentatively slashed at the thick strand around his
middle. Over on the far bank, Solomon and Tempus ran off into
the forest to hunt down the unseen attacker.

Desperation took hold of James. A few strands broke, but
the thread still gripped him across his back, pulling on his coat,
tightening it like a tourniquet. His left shoulder strained at the
socket, and it felt as though his whole arm would be ripped oft.
Blindly he hacked and hacked, with Bartholomew yelling for
him to hurry. Suddenly the spider strand gave way with the
crack of a whip. He hung on the trunk, exhausted and on the
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verge of tears, but still holding on to the dagger. His pack was
nowhere to be seen.

By the time Solomon and Tempus returned, Bartholomew
had carried James the rest of the way and was examining his
bruised body on the riverbank.

“No broken bones,” he said. “Well done.”

James rose unsteadily to his feet and glanced at his torn coat.

“Not much use as a traveling cloak anyway. This’ll serve you
better.” Bartholomew handed him a spare from his pack.

James struggled into it. He picked up his dagger and
sheathed it, now truly grateful for the gift.

After James had rested a moment, they continued on their way.

“Did you catch it?” James asked.

“No,” Solomon replied.

“It was one of the dragonspiders that live under these moun-
tains. A fair-sized one; you can tell by the thickness of the
thread,” Bartholomew explained. “They’re a mongrel breed of
two species that were never meant to be joined, part spider and
part dragontfly. It’s said they arose when the last of the dragons
departed the land eons ago, as if they are a crude replacement.
But then, there are many strange new creatures that have
crawled into the light of day since the ancient times.”

“Dragons?”

“We can talk about that later. . . .” Solomon said.

“But the spider must be enormous to spin a thread like
rope,” James said.

“Aye, it is,” Bartholomew replied. “But the one that attacked
you wasn’t as big as it might have been. They come a great deal

bigger.”
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“And that’s why we are here to lead you.” Solomon punctu-
ated this with a cautious glance about them and a wave of his ax.
“Hard to believe the forest was once a safe haven for travelers.”

“Listen, James,” Bartholomew said. “Can you hear bird-
song? Can you hear anything of nature in this place?”

Only the trees moving and the sound of their own breathing
disturbed the eerie silence.

“The forest has been invaded.” Bartholomew’s voice was
tinged with anger.

“But now there may be some real hope,” said Solomon.

“What makes you say that?” James asked. The dwarves
stopped mid-stride and turned to him.

“Why, you, of course!” they answered in unison.

“We haven’t been keeping an eye on you for nothing,” said
Bartholomew.

“On the express orders of the Guild,” added Solomon
gruffly. “Now let’s press on.”

Hidden deep within a stand of trees, a pair of yellow eyes
observed the passing of the small party. For an instant the trees
moved and afternoon sunlight spilled through the branches,
revealing the creature. It flinched in the warmth of the sun. The
head was hooded, revealing only a cruel beak, yellowed and
riven with tiny fissures like those on a skull. It stood on enor-
mous clawed feet with long talons biting into the solid ground
beneath. The Drezghul, “dark resurrection” in the language of
the enemy, stood motionless long after the trio had vanished. Its
reincarnation, after millennia as nothing more than dust, had

left it weak. Exhumed from beneath the cold mountains at the
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behest of its masters, the Drezghul was conserving its strength

and would act only if others failed. . . .

All afternoon James and the dwarves toiled across the valley.
The path petered out, and Solomon had to use his ax to force a
way through the thorn bushes and dense scrub. He complained
repeatedly about having to dull the blade on such a chore.

“The path we used not a month ago has disappeared so
quickly,” Bartholomew noted in a low voice.

Long, cruel thorns stabbed and tore at their cloaks. Tempus
followed behind, picking his way carefully.

“Why did the dragonspider attack?” James asked. “Was it
hunting for food?”

“No,” Solomon answered as he swung the ax.

“He can sometimes be a dwarf of few words,” Bartholomew
said before explaining, “there are too many of us for the crea-
ture to dare attack if it was simply hunting for food.”

“If you are as important as the Guild believes you to be, then
the enemy will call upon all manner of evil and base creatures to
kill or capture you,” said Solomon.

“Don’t let that gruff brother of mine scare you. They’ve lost
the element of surprise. But they’ll be more determined next
time. Especially as we draw nearer to safety. We can only hope
that they have few allies in these parts.” Bartholomew motioned
at the thick thorn scrub still ahead of them.

“But if it slows us, it slows the enemy,” suggested James.
“And as long as we’re in this stuff, we’re hidden from view.”

“True . . . as long as there’s nothing that can fly or burrow.”

James gulped and fell silent.
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Once they got clear of the thorny forest, they made better
time. Suddenly Tempus gave a warning bark. To their left a
large tangle of ropes hung amidst the pines, bending the trees
under the tension of the web.

“More dragonspiders?” asked James.

“Judging by that trap, it’s Morbidren,” Bartholomew said.
“Her name means ‘deadly in the dark.” She’s bigger than a horse,
they say, and the only dragonspider that would dare to venture
so far aboveground. We’ve never set eyes on her.” He let out his
breath in a whistle. “She’s too big to fly. When she catches a
meal, she drags it into the branches to dine in peace. Sometimes
we find piles of bleached bones at the bottom of a tree, and we
reckon it’s the remains of her feast.”

“What does it . . . I mean, she . . . eat?” James stuttered.

“Well, we've found the remains of bear and deer, wolves and
forest-phant—a small, hairy relative of your elephant. I suppose
she eats anything,” Bartholomew said.

“Anything she can haul up to her lair,” added Solomon.

“We’re lucky we avoided her trap,” James said.

“I’m afraid it’s a bit more serious than that. Morbidren never
comes this far down the valley. She’s setting her webs to herd us,
toward an ambush probably. There can be only one reason.”

“Me? I've never hurt anyone. What have I done wrong?”

“Nothing yet, James.” Bartholomew placed a steadying hand
on his good shoulder. “Know this, Bartholomew and Solomon
Bandamire are not about to fail. Keep a keen eye, and we may
yet avoid the enemy.”

The party picked its way over the broken ground and slowly

snaked up the mountainside. Above them the Col towered, a
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good thousand feet up. Finally they arrived at the summit, just
as the shadows of the mountains stretched across the pass.
Solomon gave a nod to his brother and turned to James. “In the
distance you can make out the Western Tower.” He pointed.
“But between here and the tower lie enemies that are as fright-
ening as the creature behind us. And in the dark of night they’ll
have the advantage.”

James stared at the dwarves.

“Are you saying now that we haven’t got a hope?”

They instantly broke into belly laughs and knee slapping.
Bartholomew spoke first. “My brother, Solomon Brunel
Bandamire, and I, Bartholomew Shakespeare Bandamire, are
sons of the dwarfish clan of Bandamire, fabled for noble
deeds and heroic failures. Our grandfather, Borrowmason
Goldenbeard Bandamire, fell in the titanic but hopeless strug-
gle that became legend as the Battle of Highfall Heights. Our
tather, Splayfoot Teutonica Bandamire, languishes in the dun-
geons of the enemy, captured at the cataclysmic fall of
Palalia.”

His chest visibly swelled with pride as he continued. “We are
ennobled to the challenge of a forlorn hope, a hopeless situa-
tion, a doomed venture, a catastrophe waiting to happen. We
draw upon our great heritage to ensure that, should no future
await our bloodline, our blood shall be spilled in glorious great
pools.” His voice boomed across the valley, reverberating back
in a ghostly echo.

Solomon took up the battle cry. “In glorious great pools!
With wounds that carve our bodies, and gore to fill a barrel!”

Together they chanted:
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Make a stand, heed the horn,
Swing the ax, cleave the bone,
Unsheathe the sword, knock the bow,
Now we pray to fight a foe.

Followed by,

Killing is a pleasure,

When fighting over treasure.

Then,

Fighting dwarves, rally round,
Let not the enemy steal this ground.

And,

Dwwwwaaarrrvovvessss,

Dwwwwaaarrrvovessss,

Mﬂké’?’&'—of—wuiNNNHNNNIu.

And finally,

Take our lives, take our arms,

But leave us with our family charms!

The dwarves were apparently looking forward to a bloody battle
with the enemy. And they weren’t afraid if anyone heard them.

A wave of dizziness hit James and he slumped to the ground.
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The dwarves quit their chanting and fell into an embarrassed,
shuffling-feet silence. Bartholomew gave a polite cough and
mumbled, “Of course our mission is to save you, James. That is
the most important part. Before we find ourselves in a pickle the
sort of which”—he coughed again—“we were singing about a
few moments ago, we would ensure your personal safety.”

James looked up at the dwarves, both wringing their hands
at having upset him. Trying to sound confident, he said, “I may
not understand the ways of dwarves, but I do appreciate your
helping me.” This seemed to cheer them up.

“If you don’t mind a suggestion,” James ventured, “I'd like
to keep going. Whatever lies in front can’t be any more fright-
ening than what’s behind us. I'm sure Tempus would agree.”
The big dog came over and nuzzled his hand. “I don’t think
turning back will do us any good.”

“We’ll light the torches and be off then,” declared
Bartholomew, and dug into his rucksack for the tinderbox.

In the gathering darkness they made their way down, guided
by the flickering torchlight. Each of them held a stout wicker
torch bound with rags and soaked in tar. The flames guttered off
into the star-encrusted sky. James was comforted by the sight of
Taurus and the Centaur, but he had few moments to star watch.
The ground slid away beneath their feet in fields of shale and
flint. Tempus padded noiselessly ahead, senses alert. Only the
scrabble of their boots on the rock and the whistle of the wind
filled the air.

High above, the yellow eyes followed their progress into the
night.
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A WICKED AND CRUEL NIGHT OUT

Despite his thick cloak, the evening air cut into James like a
frozen blade. Shepherded by Tempus, the companions
descended the Col quickly, their legs aching with fatigue. First
James, then Solomon stumbled.

“Careful now,” Bartholomew warned.

“It’ll be even more dangerous once we’re in the trees,” said
Solomon. It was only moments later that the first stunted trunks
materialized out of the darkness. Solomon unstrapped the ax
from his back and led them in a zigzag through the smattering
of trees and laurel bushes that clung to the slope, avoiding
potential ambush sites.

The dwarves used all their skill and instinct, but eventually
they ran into trouble.

Tempus gave the first warning with a single bark and
bounded over beside them. James was so tired he barely stopped
himself stumbling into Solomon’s back. The dwarf spoke to the
hound in a hushed voice, and then whispered in James’s ear,

“He’s scented something, but he’s not sure what. Draw your
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dagger and be ready.” James stared intently into the darkness
but heard nothing.

“Nerves are a good sign; blood is a bad one,” Bartholomew
told him reassuringly.

The words were barely spoken when, out of the dark, a great
rushing noise descended.

“James!” Bartholomew crashed into him, sending James
tumbling to the ground. With his sword drawn, the dwarf stood
over the boy. “Solomon,” he called in a low, restrained voice.
There was no answer. “Tempus?” Again no answer. The chill of
the night felt a lot colder.

Bartholomew crouched and whispered to James, “They are
hoping to split us up. We must find the others quickly.” James
scrambled to his feet and followed as the dwarf retrieved the dis-
carded torches and scoured the hillside. When they came across
Solomon, he lay unconscious, a deep and ugly wound in his
shoulder. Beyond—a pale, inert mass stretched out into the
darkness, Solomon’s ax embedded deep within it.

“It’s the great slitherer, Alabaster,” hissed Bartholomew. At a
distance the creature looked dead, but as they drew closer the
serpent’s head swung around toward them, hitting James like a
steam hammer. He collapsed to the ground. Even in the final
moments of death, the creature sought out its intended victim.

Bartholomew stepped over the fallen boy and rammed his
sword into the slitherer’s luminescent eye. The point of the
blade exploded out the back of its skull.

“Grab your sword and this torch and stand guard over
Solomon.” James rose shakily to his feet and did as he was told,

his hand scrambling over the rocky ground to retrieve his
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dagger. Bartholomew swept up a torch and raced into the night.
When he returned, he was carrying the broken body of Tempus,
which he lay down next to his unconscious brother. Tempus
licked Bartholomew’s hand in gratitude.

“We must make a stand here. There is nowhere else for it.
We can’t move these two and defend ourselves at the same
time.” He looked down at Solomon. Then he sighed and sank
down next to James. “Not quite the way I envisioned it,” he said
absently. James thought he saw a tear roll down the dwarf’s worn
features. Bartholomew turned away and scanned the perimeter
of torchlight. “Sit with your back to me that we may guard every
direction,” he said, and they prepared for the long night ahead.

The hours crawled slowly. They talked to keep each other
awake as Solomon and "Tempus lay in fitful sleep.

“Morbidren may decide not to attack after seeing Alabaster
killed, but I doubt it. She cannot refuse her masters any more
than we could abandon you, James. No, she’ll make her move,

before sunrise.”

Higher up the slope the Drezghul landed, folded its wings, and
awaited the final assault. It still held as a “soul slave” one of the
wild creatures—the dragonspider—compelled to do the
Drezghul’s will. The night breeze brought the scent of blood.
Only the human and one companion remained to be dealt with.

The masters would be pleased.

- 1895 -
“I've seen a case like this before,” Harrington informed Chief

Inspector Corrick and, for the first time, Harrington’s calm
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exterior showed a hint of concern. “The other victims were also
left in a hideous fashion.”

“I suspected as much,” replied Corrick. “And the Foreign
Office would never have sent you unless they were fairly certain
this was a similar attack. So what can you tell me about the
others? How many have there been?”

“This is the fourth.”

“Four! Can you tell me the similarities between the cases?”

Harrington paused for a moment before answering.

“The victims were all female and appeared to be in their
early twenties. They were all murdered in remote locations, and
they died in a similarly distressing condition. Other than that, I
cannot tell you.”

Corrick considered whether the last sentence was an admis-
sion or a refusal.

The long day was almost spent. He had ordered the house
secured and the forensic evidence sent to Cambridge for exam-
ination. The body needed identifying, and there was that other
thing. What was it? He could not quite remember; it kept slip-
ping away from him.

He signaled to a police sergeant. “Get the shutters closed.
We can do without the publicity.”

“Very good, sir.”

- 1910 -
James’s torch spluttered before finally going out. They had only
one remaining torch, and sunrise was at least an hour away.
“She’ll have to attack soon,” said Bartholomew. “Dragon-

spiders hate daylight even more than they hate fire.” He peered
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into the dark, but the torchlight revealed nothing except stony
ground. James noticed Venus cresting the horizon to the east, a
faint herald of dawn, but it did little to lessen the terror and con-
fusion gripping his chest.

“Over here,” a voice called from down the hill. James looked
around in surprise. The voice sounded familiar. He turned to
Bartholomew.

“A useful trick, being able to throw one’s voice.” The whis-
per came from up the hill now. “The enemy might think there
are more of us.” James smiled weakly but was too tired to talk
more. His questions, and fears, would just have to wait.

The remaining torch burned low and died. Darkness closed
in. Slowly their eyes grew accustomed to the night until the
whole valley was infused with the powdery light from Venus and
the stars.

‘A maiden of the night to ease our plight,” Bartholomew recited.
“A line of dwarfish poetry and, in our case, I hope it’s true. With
this canopy of stars, it should be difficult for an attacker to sur-
prise us.”

James caught a flash of movement and whispered, “I see
something. Over there, to your left by that clump of bushes.”
Now they both saw the enemy looming out of the night. Even
across a distance of thirty yards or more, the sheer size of the
creature confirmed that it was Morbidren. She looked immense,
easily bigger than a grand piano.

The dragonspider sat low on her eight legs as if sagging
under the weight of her immensely bloated body. She edged
closer until she was only ten yards away. Bartholomew and James

crouched side by side, shielding their wounded companions. A
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filament of web shot out and arced over the huddled group.
Bartholomew used the ax to ward off the falling line. The ax
stuck fast, and he had to let go of the weapon as it was dragged
off into the dark.

“Go for her legs or eyes, James. Forget the abdomen. It’ll be
too tough to inflict much damage. But, above all, avoid her jaws!
One bite and you’re done for.” Bartholomew raised his sword,
and James held the dagger in his trembling hand.

The dragonspider covered the distance faster than a gallop-
ing horse. She sprang at them, attempting to isolate James like
she was catching a fly. James slashed at a leg with no effect.
Something wet ran down his neck, and he looked up at the
gaping jaws scissoring open and closed. Above the jagged, claw-
like mouth, eight gleaming black-button eyes stared soullessly
down at him. Time slowed. James could see every tiny hair that
sprouted over the horrible face. The mouth pulled back and a
slime-coated, needle-thin proboscis slid down between her jaws,
ready to stab and inject her poison.

Bartholomew bellowed as his sword crashed into the crea-
ture’s legs, and he was rewarded as two of them sliced clean at the
joint. Morbidren lost her balance and retreated a few paces, her
useless stumps leaking trails of blackness. James’s cloak ripped
free from her pincers, and he rolled away. Angry at the loss of her
prey, Morbidren struggled on her remaining legs as she sought an
opportunity to strike. Her ineffective wings buzzed furiously as
her spinner shot out a thick streak of webbing across the ground
like a fire hose spraying water. But this spray was a deadly trap,
and the ground glistened with filaments. Dwarf and boy edged

backward as the trail of material threatened to snare them.
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“Wait a moment for it to dry, then use your sword to cut it
to pieces. I'll keep her off us!” Bartholomew advanced a pace,
placing his foot firmly in the mesh, and roared a battle cry. Now
there could be no retreat. He stabbed his sword at the spider’s
face. James slashed at the webbing, but it was hopeless. Web
glued Bartholomew to where he stood, and then James.
Morbidren grew bolder and shot a jet straight at the dwarf, the
filament hitting him in the chest and arms and seizing him in a
mess of stickiness. Another jet caught him in the face and
abruptly ceased his battle chant. James looked up, and the cold,
empty gaze of Morbidren was upon him. In that moment he fell
under the hunter’s spell, mesmerized, the prey that knows there
is no escape. His sword slipped from his hand.

But then Morbidren froze and, with a sound like thunder,
the monstrous dragonspider collapsed in slow motion, her
remaining legs splaying in all directions. Something equally
large and dreadful reared up over her back. Teeth and claws
flashed, black liquid spilled into a wide pool, and Morbidren was
dead.

James and Bartholomew watched in amazement. An enor-
mous mound of shaggy black hair growled from on top of the
dragonspider’s body. The big black bear looked at them and

said, “That’s an old score settled.”

The band of travelers huddled together on the bleak hillside.
James watched the sky lighten and darkness fade to the west.
Tempus lay stretched out next to him, too injured to sleep.
Solomon had woken a short while earlier with a groan of pain,

and his brother tended to his wounds before lighting a fire.
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James looked at Solomon’s exposed shoulder but quickly turned
away, sickened by the sight of white bones sticking out from the
mangled flesh. He sat up and gazed over at the lifeless form of
the spider, listing on the ground like a boat left by the receding
tide. The bear was nowhere to be seen. James laid his head back
and shut his eyes. Daylight would bring safety and maybe some
answers to all the questions pounding in his head.

His gaze took in the sweep of hillside all around; it was
empty, but it did not feel safe. Something was out there.

“Get up!” Bartholomew commanded. “We’re not finished
yet.” James saw that a fire had been lit. He must have dozed off.
Slowly he rose to his feet as dawn beckoned. He had slept only
a few moments. He groaned.

“We have to sleep some—" But the words froze on his lips.
In that fraction of time, the hillside was plunged once more into
inky night, the sun’s first light blotted out completely. James let
out a cry of fear as the fire was snuffed. Then there was a thump
of heavy leather wings.

The Drezghul crashed down from a great height, its outline
invisible against the darkness. Tempus howled in fear. Clawed feet
knocked Bartholomew over and raked the ground, just missing
him, tearing at the rocky hillside. The hideous creature reared on
its hind legs, leather wings pinned behind its body. Then the
Drezghul’s attention locked on to James. The savage, ragged beak
stretched out toward him, but he did not see it. He was transfixed
by the yellow slits of its eyes. Its black mouth gaped and the reek
of vile filth, of pestilence and disease escaped it.

James felt his consciousness slipping away, his body and

soul separating. . . .
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But in that instant doubt flickered in the yellow slits. The
Drezghul stumbled, clawing the air between them. A small
shard of intense light appeared, then exploded into a ball of
incandescence, blasting the creature back. A shrill screech tore
the sky and ripped the false night away.

Metal streaked across James’s vision. A broad ax blade sliced
into the Drezghul’s upper leg, severing it in a cloud of smoke.
Wings thrashing wildly, it flew off into the retreating darkness.
Bartholomew crouched next to James, ax in hand. They
searched above them, but the bitter cry of the Drezghul was

already far away.

In the Western Tower a cloaked figure sank slowly into a chair.
He had only just managed to intervene in time. He had felt the
overwhelming threat of evil, but the enemy’s strength had sur-

prised him. It proved the boy was the key!

“Luck again, by Odin! Twice in a night!” exclaimed
Bartholomew. James lay on his back, wanting to sleep, but the
mixture of exhaustion and exhilaration made it impossible. The
dwarf had restarted the fire and was brewing coffee, glancing at
the boy from time to time. “I would never have believed it. Not
for all the gold in the City of Oloris would I willingly stand up
to one of those demons. That was the bravest thing I've ever
witnessed. Truly you’re the stuff of legend. And sorcery!”

“But it wasn’t bravery, or magic,” James said. “It scared me
senseless. I couldn’t move. It felt as if I was dying.”

“What I saw was: the Drezghul’s spell was upon you and its

powers failed. Something in you countered the black sorcery.
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When I swung the ax, it was already defeated.”

Solomon spoke quietly to his brother as they drank coffee
over the campfire. A spoon clanked around in a tin mug. The
aroma of coffee overcame the repugnant smell of death that lin-
gered on the hillside. James reached over and gently wrapped an
arm around the injured dog, burying his face in Tempus’s fur as

he fell into a dreamless sleep.
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CLUES, NOwW AND THEN

- 1895 -
I Cambridge Inspector Corrick sat at his desk lost in thought.
He was trying to picture the scene he had witnessed at Purbeck
Hall. He recalled images of the dead woman. And with them he
felt the pull of long-buried emotions, but he pushed those away.
That part of his life was in the past.

It was a week since he had made the trip to Purbeck. His
superiors expected him to solve the case quickly, but he had no
answers. The scene had provided no clues. A violent crime such
as this with no obvious motive would require detailed science to
solve it.

Scotland Yard was being difficult. For some reason they had
sent Harrington from the Foreign Office to assist, and Corrick
had also discovered the forensic evidence had been sent to
London for examination behind his back. His investigation was
losing momentum. He was supposed to finish writing the
report. Something at the back of his mind was telling him not

to bother. . . .
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Corrick stood abruptly.

What had be been thinking? This was his job, all that he had
left, the one thing which defined and motivated him. He would
not allow this case to stagnate and be forgotten.

Searching through the Purbeck file he found there was no
autopsy report on the victim. Methodically he reread the wit-
ness statements and the coroner’s report. They were both
inconclusive. They recorded a dead body being found on the
second floor, a female vagrant who had entered the unoccupied
house. She hadn’t been identified by name but. . .

“Nothing says that she was a murder victim!” Corrick
exclaimed. Had it been deliberately left out . . . ?

Just then a short, sharp pain stabbed behind his eyes and he
winced, rubbing his temples with his fingertips. The pain eased.

Where was 1? He had taken some notes when he first arrived

on the scene and sat back down to scan through his notebook.

BODY—2nd floor
2nd body?—Hall, ground floor. Victim/culprit?
Foreign Office—Harrington to call

Corrick looked at the words he had written, but he had no rec-
ollection now of a second body. And it was not mentioned in the
witness statement or in the police reports. For a moment he
doubted his own notes. Had there been a second body?

The pain in his head returned, and for a moment he was
racked in agony. When it had passed, a thought struck him,
born of instinct, connecting two apparently unrelated events.

The last entry he had written concerned Harrington. The
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headache returned stronger than ever, but Corrick gritted his
teeth and ignored it.

If his notes were correct and there was a second body, some-
how it had been overlooked, as if someone wanted the second
body to be forgotten. He wondered if Harrington had anything
to do with it. Now the pain grew intense, but he concentrated
on holding his thoughts in focus, talking aloud as he went.
“Whatever this is goes further and deeper than Scotland Yard,
or Harrington.” Abruptly the pain left him, and he slowly
slumped back in his chair.

The telephone rang. He reached over and lifted the handset.
The exchange operator put through a call.

“Hello. Hello. Can you hear me? Is that Chief Inspector
Corrick of Cambridge?”

“Yes, it is.” Corrick raised his voice over the crackle of inter-
ference.

“This is Harrington. Foreign Office, Illegal Aliens
Department. You remember?”

“Yes.” It was as if Harrington had been reading his mind.
Corrick dismissed the idea, but his instinct now said the man
was directly connected with these mysterious events.

“Listen, Chief Inspector, I don’t suppose you’ve had much
luck with your investigations. I have a proposition for you.”
Harrington cleared this throat. “It appears that the Belgians
have a similar case to your Purbeck affair. Suffice to say, they are
not really up to the task. Now, I need to get over there, but I
don’t have any oftficial capacity that would allow me to review
their evidence.”

“So you would like me to get us both invited.”
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“Well put. I am sure we will benefit from a trip to the con-
tinent. Will you meet me tomorrow morning, ten sharp, at St.
Katherine’s Dock?”

“By "Tower Bridge? Yes, I'll be there, but I’d like to know—"

He heard a click. Harrington had rung off.

St. Katherine’s Dock was a hive of industry; lighters and small
riverboats crowding the wharves, cranes and gantries swinging
overhead in a feverish race to unload and stow the cargoes from
a dozen merchantmen moored in the main channel. Porters and
stevedores scurried like ants over the dock and boats. Boatmen’s
calls, the chugging of steam winches, and the cry of gulls added
to the cacophony of the scene.

The riverside of London, the mightiest port in the world,
was a microcosm of the largest empire ever known. Men
slaved to keep its industrial engine turning. Men from the
Niger Delta rubbed shoulders with those from the Empire’s
East Africa territories, who in turn toiled alongside
Egyptians, Arabs, Chinese, Hindus, Muslims, and men from
every city and town throughout the length and breadth of the
kingdom. The stench of humanity was almost overpowering,
yet the air also carried the smell of exotic spices, lumber,
burning coal, and wet rope.

Corrick strode down a rocking gangway. The waters
beneath were oily and turgid, floating scum and rubbish slop-
ping against stone walls. A dead rat bobbed upside down. He
continued along the wharf past a line of small sailing craft. A
docker dodged out of his way, his back bent beneath a heavy

sack of grain.
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Harrington stood talking to another man, and waved as
Corrick approached. The other man stepped briskly away;
Corrick noted he was heavyset and had on a morning coat and
a top hat pulled forward as if not wanting to be recognized.

“An early start, 'm afraid, but it will be worth it,”
Harrington said.

“We’ll have to wait and see.”

A small launch was arrowing toward them, and beyond lay a
naval gunboat with the name on the bow, HMS Obedience.

“Our little venture has the blessing of some important
people,” Harrington responded to the curious look on Corrick’s
face.

They clambered down a short iron ladder and sat in the
waist of the launch as it retreated across the River Thames to
the gunboat.

Once they were in the captain’s cabin, Harrington found a
decanter of sherry and poured two glasses.

“It’s going to be a long day,” he said, handing one to
Corrick. “The captain has kindly lent us the use of his cabin
for the duration of the journey.” He took a sip and went
on, settling in the captain’s chair. “The Belgians mustn’t
know my official status, since it may complicate diplomatic
relations. So I would be grateful if you would refer to me as
your assistant.”

“Then I ask the questions,” Corrick said, his eyes firmly on
Harrington.

“Very well.” The man smiled. Corrick wondered if he ever
played by the rules.

Harrington continued, “We’ve already sent word to the
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police in Zeebrugge that you’ve a similar case in hand.” Above
them a donkey winch began its mechanical braying as it hauled
up the anchor. “They’ve agreed to let us examine the crime
scene. Apparently nothing has been touched. It was discovered
yesterday afternoon. A bridge arch near the docks. Woman’s
body, horrible mutilations. They’ll try to pump us for informa-
tion. Of course, we'll say we have no leads as of yet.” His eyes
glinted with meaning.

Corrick perched on the corner of the desk and leaned for-

ward. “And what information, precisely, don’t we have?”

- 1910 -

“James! James!” The words were lost in the rising wind. Up and
down the coast, dozens of police and locals were conducting a
search.

When Sir Philip and Lady Jennifer Kinghorn returned from
their day trip, they were not initially concerned by their son’s
absence. It was only when James failed to return by nightfall
that his father alerted the police. At ten o’clock that evening, a
policeman interviewed Sir Philip and his wife and took state-
ments from hotel staff. The police arranged a search at first
light. James’s parents did not sleep that night.

Before dawn Sir Philip was on the telephone to his staff in
the War Office. Soon a detachment from the local army garri-
son at Alnwick in Northumberland was en route to join the
search. In addition, a warship at Tynemouth would cruise along
the coast for the next forty-eight hours.

Lady Jennifer was desperate to join the search, but Philip

requested that she remain at the hotel in case James made his
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own way back. Then he motored down the coast to join the

search among the sand dunes.

Sir Philip stood looking out over the line of soldiers and civil-
ians that necklaced the countryside. They were conducting a
sweep south behind Embleton Bay, toward the castle on the
headland. The young officer standing next to him raised his
binoculars and scanned the grassy hillocks, watching as a police-
man tripped and fell in the long grass. Away to the west the bank
of dark clouds over the moors heralded a turn in the weather.
Standing solemn and majestic, no more than twenty paces from
the two men, the Sea Arch loomed above them.

Leaving the distracted officer behind, Philip clambered
down the dune, his black leather shoes filling with sand. He
stopped before the padlocked gates.

It was not the first time he had seen the Arch, but the last
had been many years ago. And somehow, since then, he had for-
gotten it existed. The memories were coming back now, and
with them the knowledge that the Sea Arch was, in every way,
an enigma.

Sir Philip walked around the arch until he came to the brass

plaque on the seaward side. He read the inscription:

A son you gave this world has gone
And journeyed from this crossing place
Seek not what’s lost when lost it’s not
But mind the comings of this way

For bis return will be anon

A gun to start a desperate race
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His motive ancestry forgot
1o still the killing of a day

Steady now your hand must act
And recall silence in your past
Your father’s eyes you too may see
That which empire may not spy
Seek out the other in this pact
Who sifts for one in numbers vast
And chase the wates in ministry
Or beralds forth a time to die

Digging into his coat pocket he drew out a small black note-

book and pencil stub and carefully wrote down the words.

James picked up one end of the makeshift stretcher on which
Tempus lay. Bartholomew carried the other end, together with
their weapons. The three of them refused to abandon Tempus.
Solomon was on his feet, a sling cradling his right arm and a
mound of bandages swathing his shoulder. Groggy with pain, he
limped along behind the stretcher. His backpack was hidden
among the rocks, to be retrieved later.

They made slow progress, stopping frequently, but at last
they passed through the valley and out of the pine forests into
more open, wooded country. Here oak and ash softened the
landscape. It was warmer, and the meadows hummed with bees

while birdsong filled the air. It felt as if the earlier events had
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been a dream. Or maybe this was the dream?
Ahead, in the distance, James could see the Western Tower
the dwarves had spoken of, what felt like a long time ago.
They eventually arrived after nightfall.

James was confined to bed with his injuries once the bedraggled,
weary companions had finally reached the tower. On the morn-
ing of the second day, Bartholomew visited him with news. The
wound Solomon received had not poisoned him, and he was
making a rapid recovery. News of Tempus was less encouraging.
Bartholomew struggled to keep the tears from his eyes as he
reported, “Iempus is in that place between Here and There.
They don’t know if he’ll pull through. I said you’d grown
attached to him and you’d be sorely hurt were he to die. I
thought it might encourage their help, knowing you to be an
important visitor of the Guilds.”

James leaned forward and grabbed the dwarf’s hand.
“Tempus is a great hound. The best I've ever known.”

Bartholomew was soon ushered out by a nurse, who said,
“Now sleep, young man, for it is rest you need.” And James was

asleep in an instant.

- 1895 -
The gunboat bumped against the fenders on the quayside.
While Harrington went up to the bridge to have a talk with the
captain, Corrick stood thinking of what he’d learned on the trip
over to Belgium. He was also worried about his headaches and
memory loss, something he became acutely aware of when rely-

ing on Harrington to recount the recent scene at Purbeck Hall.
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According to Harrington, the first of the four similar crimes
was originally thought to be the work of a madman, although
inquiries around Burnham, where the murder took place, revealed
no likely culprits. The next victim was found in the Thames and
thought to have been attacked by a large predatory fish, but on
tinding a third victim with similar wounds in a barn, this theory
was also discounted. All had died by extreme violence, as if a series
of murders was taking place, possibly by the same culprit.

"This last point was the most troubling to Corrick. He’d even
wondered if it could be the work of Jack the Ripper, still
unknown and at large. But he could feel there was more that
linked these cases than just the murders of four women. What it
was, only time could tell.

Harrington also revealed that the Purbeck victim had been
transferred to the London Natural History Museum for inves-
tigation. Corrick didn’t understand why, but there was little he
could do about it now. He made a note to visit there on his
return. He sensed he was deliberately being kept from the evi-
dence. Something sparked in his memory, but he could not put
his finger on it.

Corrick sorted the clues in his head. Four reports: the first
from Burnham; the second, and the first that Harrington
attended, was in London, where the body had been in water for
some time; the third report from Southend; fourth, Purbeck.
And now possibly a fifth? The only common factors so far link-
ing all the murders were age and gender of the victims and the
horrible manner of their deaths.

Where is the motive? Something plucked again at the

edges of Corrick’s memory. . . .
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A Belgian policeman greeted the Englishmen and led them
along the muddy canal path. Above them the sky was slate gray
and it was steadily raining. They ducked and passed beneath a
low railway bridge. Other policemen waited in the bridge’s
shadow. Portable arc lights focused attention on a crumpled
tigure on the ground.

A senior officer saluted the newcomers. He held out his
hand. “I am Inspector La Forge. I am to assist you with your
inquiries.”

“I hope we may work together to solve both investigations,”
Corrick said. La Forge nodded in agreement and stepped aside
to let them examine the body.

It was a terrible sight. The lower portion had been torn to
shreds and bones lay smashed, protruding white against the
red pulp. There was hardly any blood. Inspector La Forge
clicked his fingers. A policeman opened a pocket notebook
and read aloud in good English: “Victim unknown female.
Aged approximately twenty-three years. Occupation . . .
uncertain.”

He looked up to his superior, who added, “She was probably
a ‘lady of the night.””

The policeman continued. “Of no fixed abode.”

“Merci, monsieur,” said Corrick. He squatted on his haunches
to study the corpse. “This attack looks like Purbeck,” he said to
Harrington. “There is a link, something we are missing.
Perhaps the perpetrators are religious maniacs, anarchists, pos-
sibly a secret society?”

“Is there nothing more, Inspector La Forge? No, then thank

you once again.” Harrington extended his hand to the confused
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Belgian and signaled Corrick to follow.

Corrick ran a few steps to catch up. “What was that?” he
demanded.

“We saw everything there was to see. A corpse mutilated like
Purbeck and Burnham and the others, nothing more.”

Corrick grabbed his arm and spun him around.

“Yes?” Harrington said testily.

“We didn’t come here for a cursory visit.” Corrick kept his
voice low.

Harrington met his anger with a calm but challenging
silence.

Still Corrick saw a hint of something behind the other man’s
gaze. What was it? Knowledge? Sympathy? Harrington turned
away and splashed oftf down the path. Corrick followed.

- 1910 -
Sir Philip sat next to his wife, cradling her hands. Lady Jennifer
had put on a brave show for the police, but now, in private, she
gave in to her despair. His notebook lay open on the coffee table
in front of them. He told her all he knew about the Sea Arch and
the inscription.

As a boy, he had often visited the Northumberland
coast with his family. He and his brother would go hiking
with their father, Sir Neville. Their favorite destination was
the Sea Arch.

They imagined the arch was a monument to some forgot-
ten battle or triumphant victory. But the most perplexing
thing about the Sea Arch was that, while Philip and his father

could see it as plain as the sun, no amount of pointing or teasing
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could make his brother see it. When Philip was older, Sir
Neville explained to him that he had sometimes visited the Sea
Arch, but Philip was the only other person he knew of who had
ever been able to see it. His father would say no more on the
matter and eventually it left Philip’s thoughts. And then this
morning he had seen the arch again.

His wife sat back to ponder this. She had walked the beach
many times, but she had never seen an arch. For a fleeting
instant she considered her husband’s sanity, driven as they both
were by thoughts of James. But she knew him and accepted his
story.

She studied the text that he had copied from the inscription.

“It would appear to be both a message and a riddle,” she said
after a while, “and I think it is telling us that James is alive.” She
pointed to one line. “Look here.”

Seek not what’s lost when lost it'’s not

“Maybe this can help get him back.” She turned to
Philip with a small smile. “At least it will take my mind off wor-
rying for a while.” She scrutinized his notes. “And I am good
with puzzles. You don’t know this, but I've been completing the
crossword in the paper every day for the past three years.”

“How extraordinary you are,” he said softly, and squeezed
her hand.

“Now let’s look at this verse and see if we can unravel its
meaning.” She read the first two lines.

A son you gave this world has gone

And journeyed from this crossing place

“Well, it seems the inscription is meant for you.”

“But the gates were locked.”
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“Perhaps they closed after James passed through.” She saw
his look. “Now, Philip. You asked me to believe in an arch I
cannot see. If this archway is visible to some but not others, then
it must be magical.” Sir Philip raised his eyebrows but she con-
tinued, “Either you accept this or you must seriously consider
that you’re losing your senses.”

He reluctantly nodded. “I never allowed myself to consider
the possibilities. Let’s see where they take us.”

Seek not what’s lost when lost it'’s not

But mind the comings of this way

“This line’s telling me—us,” he corrected, “that James isn’t
lost: he knows where he’s going, somewhere beyond the arch.”

“And that we must keep an eye on the arch in case there are
more comings and goings,” she added.

For his return will be anon

A gun to start a desperate race

“This gives the clearest sign he’ll be coming back,” Sir
Philip concluded.

“If ‘he’ means James. And what about the word ‘gun’!”

“Maybe a starter’s gun . . .” His voice trailed off. “It could be
metaphorical, do you think? James might be some sort of cata-
lyst for events?”

“Anyone disappearing through a magical archway could
surely provoke some sort of event,” Lady Jennifer said. They
looked at each other, hardly able to believe any of this was
happening, but praying the event would be James’s return.

She read the next two lines aloud:

His motive ancestry forgot

1o still the killing of a day
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After a few moments of silence she said, “Let’s leave those lines
for now. I always find that’s the best way to approach a tricky clue.”

Sir Philip couldn’t help but laugh. “Perhaps one day you’ll
even have a letter published in The Times.”

“But I have, dear,” Lady Jennifer replied calmly. “The Times
knows me as the Very Reverend Maurice Todpole.” He was

speechless.

James’s parents worked late before finally going to bed. By then
they were both convinced that cracking the clues would some-
how help him.

The next morning they reviewed their plans over breakfast.
Philip was to return to London while Jennifer would stay on,
renting a farmhouse near the Sea Arch where she would keep
watch, as the inscription advised. Though the arch remained
invisible to her, Sir Philip showed Jennifer its exact location
after breakfast, pointing out landmarks to help identify the pre-
cise spot. He also arranged for the War Office to install a tele-
phone line to the house so they could be in direct contact. They
agreed it was best if the Sea Arch and its inscription continued
to remain a secret, but they would invite their niece Amanda to
come north and keep her aunt company while she kept her vigil

over the coming days.

Back in London, Sir Philip made arrangements for a car to be at
his wife’s disposal and he ordered the telephone line, which
caused a stir since in the entire War Office, with over twelve
hundred people, there were only thirty-seven lines. He also sent

a maid to keep house for her.
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Then Sir Philip went to visit a man called Rawlings in Fleet
Street.

Over the years Sir Philip had dealt with a number of
rather delicate matters. Some concerned affairs of state, while
others were of a more private nature. In both he had come to
regard Rawlings as exceptionally talented with a rare combi-
nation of skills and discretion. He was a spy, and he came with
a colorful past.

Sir Philip had first learned of him many years ago. Two
drunken army officers were discussing a fellow officer who had
recently been dishonorably discharged. “Quite brilliant” was
how one described the man in question. “Brilliant, but maver-
ick. Didn’t fit in,” said the other.

Curious, Philip tracked down the individual. Needless to
say, the young man was feeling bitter toward the army after
recent events. Sir Philip approached him and, despite Rawlings’s
initial wariness, he was soon in Philip’s employ and quickly set
about making himself indispensable.

“This is an unusual matter,” Sir Philip began, but Rawlings
interrupted him.

“Aren’t they all, Phil?”

“Indeed, but this time it’s much more.”

Philip looked at the man sitting opposite him. Ten years of
sleuthing and skulduggery had taken their toll on Rawlings.
He was prematurely balding and overweight. Philip knew
Rawlings had an energy and resourcefulness that had pulled
him through many a tight spot, and Rawlings had always
come through for him. He could only pray that this time

would be the same.
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. 1895 -
The Natural History Museum in South Kensington was one of
the most magnificent 