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For Maya, who can always find the path




‘He who contemplates the depths of Paris is seized with vertigo. Nothing is more fantastic. Nothing is more tragic. Nothing is more sublime.’

Victor Hugo

‘I wisely started with a map.’

J.R.R. Tolkien
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PROLOGUE

Rue Descartes

The avenues of Paris glowed gold in the winter darkness, draped across the city like a spiderweb. Nestled among them, tucked on to a narrow street running north to south like the crease of a map, the window of a rare book shop shone like a piece of amber, its light dancing in Carmen’s eyes like a firefly.

A hush fell over the cobblestones as she switched off the ignition of her motorbike, removing her helmet and letting her breath steam into the bitter night air. She glanced up and down the pavement, pleased to find it deserted. Carmen liked Paris. Even in the heart of it, you could still find pockets of quiet. It made her job far easier to do.

She ignored the Fermé sign dangling in the window and pushed open the door. The shop smelt of crinkled paper, wood polish and dust. Tables were piled with beautiful hardbacks wrapped in protective plastic. Cabinets and shelves stretched high on the walls, stocked deep with chunky leather-bound volumes, rolled parchments and maps.

‘Mademoiselle?’ The shopkeeper appeared from a stockroom at the back, carrying a stack of books. He was a slight man with a waistcoat, rolled-up sleeves and a whiskery white moustache. He set the books down on the counter. ‘I am afraid the shop is closed.’

‘But I’ve come such a long way,’ said Carmen, batting her eyelashes. ‘Please. I’m looking for something very important, and you’re the only person I trust to get it for me.’

The man puffed out his chest slightly.

‘Well. We are one of the only specialists of our kind in the city,’ he said, adjusting his waistcoat. ‘What is it you seek?’

‘I’m looking for a rare map of Paris,’ said Carmen.

‘Then you have come to the right place,’ said the shopkeeper. ‘Maps are our speciality. Are you hunting a particular historical era?’

Carmen smiled. ‘I want the Laval Projection.’

The shopkeeper tensed, stepping back a little from the counter.

‘Why … that is a very rare edition indeed, I don’t believe that I’ve ever had the pleasure of—’

‘It is one of a kind,’ said Carmen, placing her fingers on the counter and looking at the man with calm, focused eyes. ‘And I know that you have it.’

The man swallowed. ‘I’m afraid you’ve been misinformed.’ But Carmen saw his eyes flick downwards, to a metal safe beside the desk.

‘You procured a copy of the Laval Projection last month,’ said Carmen, walking slowly around the counter, trapping the shopkeeper behind it. ‘For the girl. And the two of you worked to unlock its secrets.’ She tapped the safe with the toe of her boot. ‘I think you succeeded.’

‘I haven’t, I swear.’ The shopkeeper shuffled backwards, stumbling into an antique map of France framed on the wall behind him.

‘Don’t lie to me,’ said Carmen, coming closer. ‘I can spot a fraud as easily as you.’ She smoothed down one of his waistcoat lapels. ‘What’s your name?’

‘B-Bernard.’

‘Well, Bernard …’ Smiling, she gripped his waistcoat in a fist. ‘Are you going to help me, or are you going to make things difficult?’

Bernard’s lip quivered. ‘You seek the Atlas, don’t you?’ he asked.

Carmen’s grin widened.

‘Who are you?’ he asked.

‘That’s not important,’ said Carmen, shaking her head. ‘Now be a good boy and open the safe for me.’

‘P-please,’ Bernard stammered. ‘I don’t know anything! The Atlas, it … it’s only a myth. Harmless fiction!’ He let out a terrible chuckle.

‘I’ve never been a fan of fiction.’ Carmen slammed him backwards into the map of France, splintering the glass into a bullseye of cracks. Bernard gasped in fear.

‘Open the safe,’ Carmen snapped. ‘Now.’

She released her grip and Bernard stumbled across the floor, kneeling to twist the dial on the safe with a shaking hand. The door swung open and he pulled out a brown leather poster tube.

‘Here,’ he said.

Carmen took the tube and delicately unbuckled its brass fastening. She peered inside, raised an eyebrow, and then turned back to the shopkeeper.

‘It’s empty,’ she said, turning the tube upside down.

‘What?’ Bernard looked horrified.

‘How disappointing,’ said Carmen, shaking her head. She went to refasten the tube, and frowned. On the inside of the lid, someone had scrawled a symbol in marker pen: a spiral shape sliced by a diagonal wavy line. She’d never seen it before.

‘She must have taken it with her,’ said Bernard, a relieved laugh falling out of his throat. He sat back against the safe and looked up at Carmen, defiant. ‘Samira’s the smartest person I know. You’ll never find the Atlas. Because you’ll never find her.’

Carmen tutted, tracing the symbol with her fingernail before dropping the tube to the floor.

‘I always get what I want, Bernard.’ The shopkeeper pressed himself back into the corner. ‘And I want the Atlas.’ She stood over him. ‘So why don’t you tell me where Samira’s hiding?’

‘I don’t know!’ Bernard swallowed in fear. ‘P-please. She’s my friend.’

‘Don’t make me ask a second time.’

Bernard’s lip quivered as he lifted his chin. He shook his head.

‘Oh, Bernard.’ Carmen sighed. ‘You picked a bad night to be brave.’
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FIRST
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Musée des Archives Nationales

Until the gunshot, Isaac’s biggest worry had been giving a speech.

He didn’t like being the centre of attention. So when he’d been invited to Paris, to be presented with a special honour in front of a crowd of people, and his dad had said he ought to say a few words to thank everyone – in French, no less – Isaac had got very worried indeed.

He wasn’t any good at speaking French. He could count to twenty and ask for directions, but that wasn’t quite enough to say thank you to the International Bureau of Weights and Measures for giving him and his friend Hattie a special medal for rescuing the world’s clocks from disaster last October.

‘I’ll do the French stuff,’ Hattie had said. ‘French is easy. You can just say thanks in English.’

But even that was worrying. He’d written a few lines on a piece of paper and folded it into the jacket pocket of his scratchy suit, in case he couldn’t memorise it. Isaac found words difficult. He was much better with numbers.

The gathering was taking place at the National Archives in the heart of Paris. It was where the government stored important documents from the history of France, like letters from kings and the blueprints of famous monuments. Sometimes they put on exhibitions, showing parts of their collection to the public, and that night they were throwing a party for the grand opening of their new one. It was here, among the champagne glasses and invited guests, that Isaac and Hattie were to be honoured.

A thunderstorm had been curdling the sky all afternoon, and rain hammered at the windows as Isaac and his dad climbed the grand stone staircase towards the exhibition room. The party was already in full swing.

‘There you are,’ said Hattie, dashing out of the crowd to greet them. She wore a black-and-gold dress that sparkled as she ran, a pair of big black boots clomping on the carpet. ‘We thought you’d got lost.’

’No, just soaked,’ said Isaac, watching his jacket drip rainwater on to the carpet. ‘Are we late?’

‘We’re not late,’ said his dad, brushing raindrops from his beard. ‘I forgot the umbrella, not the time.’

‘Harriet, why are you still wearing those awful boots?’ A slender woman in a sharp red dress appeared behind Hattie, placing a hand on her shoulder. ‘Where are those nice shoes you said you’d change into?’

‘I must have forgotten them when we left the hotel, Mama,’ said Hattie, with a sly smile at the floor.

‘Hmm.’ Her mother’s mouth pressed into a line.

‘Hello, Patricia,’ said Isaac’s dad, reaching out and shaking her hand. ‘How was your day at Versailles?’

‘Most improving,’ Hattie’s mum replied brightly. Patricia Tan was a tall woman with an immaculate bob of black hair, and eyes that never quite seemed to stop moving. ‘I am so excited to see my little girl be honoured tonight.’ She squeezed her daughter’s shoulder, and Hattie wriggled out from it.

‘Where do we have to do the speech?’ Isaac asked, his eyes flicking around the room. It was larger than he’d thought it would be, and full of people wearing smart clothes, sipping champagne as they admired objects in glass display cases.

‘There’s a stage in the corner,’ said Hattie, pointing to where a string quartet played under a spotlight. Isaac saw it, and his heart started beating a little faster.

‘Monsieur?’

Isaac jumped as a uniformed waitress offered him a tray of canapés.

‘Oh!’ He took a tiny pancake with smoked salmon on it. ‘Tha— Mercy boo coop.’

‘De rien.’ The woman stifled a laugh with a smirk, and Isaac went red.

‘I heard Balthazar Blaise will be introducing you,’ said Patricia, taking a canapé and sounding thrilled.

‘Who’s Balthazar Blaise?’ asked Isaac.

‘One of the richest men in Paris. He’s an old friend of mine and an incredibly generous donor to the opera, the ballet, and the National Archives of course,’ said Patricia. ‘He’s a very important person for you to meet, Harriet.’

‘Yes, Mama.’ Hattie rolled her eyes. ‘I’m going to show Isaac around.’

‘I’ll find Luc and see what the plan is,’ said Isaac’s dad. ‘Don’t go far.’

‘We won’t.’

Hattie yanked Isaac’s hand and dragged him off into the party.

‘I found the weirdest thing,’ she said, marching them around a glass-topped table filled with old letters and books. ‘You and your nerd brain are going to love it.’ She stopped in front of the wall, where a metal rod was framed behind heavy security glass.

‘Le Mètre.’ Isaac read the sign. ‘The … the metre?’

‘The first metre,’ said Hattie, eyes wide. ‘Like, the first one ever. This was the ruler they used to make all other rulers. It’s made of platinum, it must be worth loads.’

‘It is priceless, in fact.’

The children turned to see a grey-haired woman in an electric-blue dress. Square black glasses framed her long face, which was wrinkled with laughter lines.

‘Forgive me, I heard you talking,’ she said. ‘I’m Eveline, curator of the exhibition. Le Mètre is one of our most treasured objects.’

‘How much is it worth?’ asked Hattie.

‘Ah, you are a woman of business!’ Eveline chuckled. ‘All right. As you say, it is made of platinum, one of the world’s most expensive metals. It would fetch about … sixty, seventy thousand euros if you were to melt it down.’

Hattie gave a low whistle.

‘But you would not melt it down of course,’ Eveline continued. ‘Its value as an object is much greater. It was not crafted from platinum to make it expensive.’

‘But to make it stable?’ Isaac asked.

‘Yes,’ said Eveline, flashing him an impressed look. ‘What makes you say that?’

‘Platinum’s a noble metal,’ said Isaac. ‘It hardly reacts to anything. I guess if you wanted to make a ruler, it would be important it always stayed the same length. Most metals don’t.’

‘Quite right,’ said Eveline. ‘Iron, for example, expands a great deal when it’s hot. I’m told on a sunny day the Eiffel Tower grows fifteen centimetres taller.’

‘So why’s it priceless?’ asked Hattie.

‘For the ingenuity of the French nation it represents,’ said Eveline proudly. ‘After the Revolution, France devised new measurements for a new Republic, based on fundamental constants of the earth. We decided a metre should be one ten-millionth of the distance from the North Pole to the Equator. After the painstaking measurements were complete, we made this bar, and placed it here in the Archives as a record of our achievement.’

‘Is that before or after you chopped off the heads of the king and queen?’ Hattie asked.

‘After.’ Eveline laughed. ‘Though there was much head-chopping for several years.’

‘I didn’t know France invented the Metric System,’ said Isaac.

‘But of course,’ said Eveline. ‘Why do you think it works so well?’

‘Isaac! Hattie! The children of the hour.’

A familiar Frenchman with a well-groomed beard and sharp turtleneck jumper clapped a hand on Isaac’s shoulder. It was Luc Bouchard, a friend of Isaac’s dad, and the reason they had been invited to Paris.

‘Bonsoir, Eveline,’ he said, kissing the museum curator on both cheeks.

‘Bonsoir, Luc, and thank





































OEBPS/images/5_1.jpg
—O—
ISAACTU R&ER ow,V/ESTIGATES
THE

FEORBIDDEN
ATLAS

(|





OEBPS/images/5_1a.jpg
BLOOMSBURY
CHILDREN’S BOOKS

LONDON OXFORD NEW YORK NEW DELHI SYDNEY





OEBPS/images/1_1.jpg
CLECKWORK
CONSPIRACY








OEBPS/images/18_1.jpg






OEBPS/images/19_1.jpg







OEBPS/images/17_1.jpg








OEBPS/images/10_1.jpg
NE /O O\
PARIS

ARRONDISSEMENTS
E,Wn ARCDE
TRIOMPHE

CHAMPS-ELYSEES

FA2 DEBLAISE
2|5

TRIANGLE
D'OR

IsT MUSEE DES AR(NIVES
CENTRE NATIONALES CIMETIERE DU’
POMRIDOU PERE-LACHAISE

3RD
NOTRE-DAME 20TH

=il =N

LA TOUR EIFFEL
MARCHE
SAINT-GERMAIN

fouseoe 0T

SAINT-CHRISTOPHE \//‘7

15TH GARE JAKDIK ou )
MONTPARNASSE 0= LUXEMBOURG
RUE DESCARTES

PANTHEON

% 4th
RUE DES PLANTES ] L =
PLACE D'ITALIE

AVEHUE DE LA RUE DES TANNERIES
BUTTE-AUX-

SIBELLE
CAILLES,

LA PETITE
CEINTURE





OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Frontmatter 1



		Frontmatter 2



		Title Page



		Dedication



		Frontmatter 3



		Frontmatter 4



		Prologue



		First



		Musée des Archives Nationales



		Jardin des Archives Nationales









		Second



		Musée des Archives Nationales



		Rue des Archives



		Île de la Cité









		Third



		Maison de Blaise



		Maison de Blaise









		Fourth



		Maison de Blaise



		La Salle des Cartes



		Maison de Blaise









		Fifth



		Butte-aux-Cailles



		Quai de Montebello









		Sixth



		Marché Alimentaire Saint-Germain



		Rue Descartes









		Seventh



		Rue de la Clef



		Rue de la Clef









		Eighth



		Place Georges Pompidou



		Maison de Blaise



		Hôpital Hôtel-Dieu









		Ninth



		Maison de Blaise



		Rue Saint-Maur









		Tenth



		La Petite Ceinture









		Eleventh



		Sous la Gare de Montparnasse









		Twelfth



		La Plage Sombre









		Thirteenth



		Panthéon



		Panthéon









		Fourteenth



		Église Saint-Christophe



		Église Saint-Christophe









		Fifteenth



		Gare du Nord



		Gare du Nord









		Sixteenth



		Cimetière du Père-Lachaise



		La Tombe de Xavier Laval









		Seventeenth



		Sous le Cinquième Arrondissement



		La Chambre Forte de Louis XVI









		Eighteenth



		La Chambre Forte de Louis XVI



		La Chambre Forte de Louis XVI









		Nineteenth



		Rue de la Clef



		Rue de la Clef









		Twentieth



		Jardin du Luxembourg









		Epilogue



		Isaac Turner Will Return In



		A note from the author



		Acknowledgements



		Have you read The Clockwork Conspiracy



		One



		Two



		About the author



		Backmatter



		Copyright Page



		Contents











Page List





		1



		2



		4



		5



		7



		9



		10



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		321



		322



		323



		324



		325



		326



		327



		328



		329



		330



		331



		332



		333



		334



		335



		336



		337



		338



		339



		341



		342



		343



		344



		345



		346



		347



		348



		349



		350



		351



		352



		353



		355



		356



		357



		359



		361



		362



		363



		364



		365



		366



		367



		368



		369



		371



		373



		374



		375



		376



		377



		378



		379



		380



		381



		382



		383



		384



		6











Guide





		Cover



		Title Page



		First



		Copyright Page



		Contents











OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
op- e
- gl
Can Isaac unearth Paris’s Ht‘begt secret? , -

_ SAM SEDGMAN

LY.V\e TUR&F'EEL/.MSTIGATES
FEBRBIDDEN
1 ATLAS

BLOOMSBURY





