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      I see men’s judgements are a parcel of their fortunes, and things outward do draw the inward quality after them, to suffer all alike.

      
        
        William Shakespeare, Antony and Cleopatra

      

      

    

  


  
    
      This book is written with British and Irish English spelling to reflect its setting and characters, and deepen reader immersion. Additionally, please note that this trilogy contains mature themes, including assault and political violence. A fuller content notice appears in the front matter.
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      Four in the morning belonged to drunks and midwives. Cormac Leary didn’t feel right being out in the world at that hour. He had, regrettably, told the Flatlander men he didn’t care what time they set the thing off and the bastards had taken him at his word. He’d have liked it later; more witnesses would have been helpful, given his intended goal.

      Cormac hadn’t been able to adequately communicate this preference, having never met these men, at least not in person. The arrangement had crawled through a vaguely trusted intermediary. Cormac’s replies came days apart, delivered within the confessional box of a hushed Dublin church, his voice lowered in false piety and his face hidden behind a screen. He liked being hidden; indeed, at the current moment, he was quite comfortable being crouched inside a bush in a park called St Stephen’s Green.

      He squinted at his wristwatch, reading the hands by the dim, bruised light before dawn. It was two minutes after four, and his hired men were behind schedule. He looked through a gap in the leaves, which temporarily gave him a clean view of the statue’s head. He’d be one of the last people to see it.

      A bus honked along the far street. An iron gate rattled as a shop opened. Finally, at five minutes past, the Green split with light. The wet paths flashed like ribbons of tin and the trees threw skeletal shadows. A heartbeat later, the sound arrived as a hefty punch, and Cormac’s gut clenched. He had expected that view, that sound, and the sensation of being hit by a wave of hot energy, and yet he was momentarily frightened all the same. This had not been his first plan, but his abilities did not permit him to execute his preferred version of events—or rather, the undoing of the most regrettable events of his sad, lonely life.

      Between the rising chaos of shouts and pounding feet, Cormac discreetly drew a small box from his inner pocket. Inside lay two gold watch faces, both stuck at midnight and strung on a single gold chain he had hunted down decades earlier. The edges of both watch bezels were notched with three indentations, almost like bite marks. Those he had added himself, to make the magic work for him.

      As the surrounding streets woke in a panic, Cormac Leary counted to thirty. Then he pressed his fingertip to the gold of the right watch face, preparing to see the future.
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      Five Days Later

      As the cable car climbed Spain’s Montserrat mountain, an unwelcome question pressed itself on Eileen Binchy: did being surrounded by history expand her world or shrink her place in it? Before her, jagged peaks rose, looming as a giant might when stirring from a millennium’s sleep. The limbs framed the abbey in an ambitious embrace, seeming almost to taunt Eileen with their indifferent endurance.

      She turned away from the glass. The interior of the car was half full, with most passengers huddled at the edges for the view. An older woman near Eileen, however, buried her nose in a slim guidebook. Eileen envied her; she had brought nothing to read, having run out of time to select a gold-threaded book to take through the tunnels. With her long journey and several connections—Dunroven’s tunnel to Edinburgh, Edinburgh’s tunnel to Barcelona, then a Flatlander bus to a train to, lastly, a yellow cable car—a distraction would have been wise.

      “Lottie, let me read you this,” the woman said in a Scouse accent, resting her hand in the crook of a companion’s elbow. This second woman was similar in age and appearance. Their faces had settled into the same grooves, as though resemblance might not only come from blood but from years spent side by side.

      “The Benedictine Monastery of Montserrat is famous throughout the world,” the first woman read. “It was established in 1031 by Abbot Oliba and has been in continuous existence ever since. Its two hundred monks devote their lives to ora et labora.” She circled her index finger in the air, searching for the translation. “Singing and working,” she ventured.

      “No. Prayer and work,” Lottie corrected, though not unkindly.

      “Right. Ta.” The woman smiled and continued, “Though the monastery was destroyed several times, the original Black Madonna, a twelfth-century Romanesque statue, has always been saved.”

      Eileen braved the view of the abbey again. She knew a little of its long, troubled history, like those repeated destructions, including Napoleon’s plunder and the loss of its vast library. The Black Madonna had always endured. Now enthroned in a renovated chamber, she was the magnet drawing most of the tourists in the car. A feeling of pilgrimage charged the air, giving off the cascading sensation of devotion. Eileen was not on any sacred path, though she was indeed headed towards a rendezvous. Her presence had been requested, her visit arranged, and she had travelled a great distance to keep the meeting.

      And it was for him she had come all that way.

      The windows darkened as the open mouth of the landing station swallowed the cable car, and it shuddered to a stop. The first woman, still linked arm-in-arm with Lottie, stowed her guidebook. Eileen followed them out. In the moment before she stepped fully into the late summer light, she put on her sunglasses, touching briefly with one finger the old burn scars along her cheek. She pulled her hair a little forwards. It was only a temporary cover, but she could not bear for them to be the first thing he saw.

      Eileen and the tourists processed onto a stone walkway where the monastery’s square shapes rested squat against the serrated mountain summits. She gathered her courage as she went. She was here and would not turn back. He had wanted to see her, and, in a way, she wanted to see him, too. For curiosity, if nothing else. A new and unexpected sensation, however, stirred within her as she searched the crowd for his frame, his hair, any sign of Domhnall Brodie.

      She did a double take; her eyes had recognised him instantly, but her mind lagged behind, struggling to accept he was really there. She swung her face back and their eyes met, then held, the contact barely breaking even as she pulled her sunglasses down. His finer details had changed; the linen clothing he donned looked far more casual than anything she remembered seeing him wear, and his skin had been darkened by sunny Spain. Her memory of him had faded to black and white but there he was suddenly in colour.

      Relief flickered across his face, hardly hidden. Had he thought she wouldn’t come? His gaze abruptly sharpened and slid past her, and Eileen turned with it. A French family stepped out of the station. A mother, father, two children. Only once it was clear the last passengers had disembarked did Brodie’s look soften again and the tension in his shoulders uncoil. He stepped forwards with the smooth, unhurried confidence she had remembered.

      “Miss Binchy,” he said, extending a hand.

      She clasped it. “Domhnall.” Surprising herself, she pulled a little closer to better consider the tan of his face and the lightening of his hair, from the sunshine and passage of time.

      Brodie dropped the handshake, and his eyes tracked her fingers as they lowered to her side. His attention swept down all the way to her shoes, then back up, drinking in her skirt and form-fitting shirt. Gooseflesh rose on her skin from the chill of the altitude and his familiar inspection.

      “The 1960s look good on you,” he remarked.

      Nearly two decades they’d known each other. But, if Eileen listed their meaningful conversations, which were few, alongside the intimate sessions which made up most of their shared moments… it couldn’t have totalled even forty encounters. Yet his pull on her life was unmistakable and came flooding back at his comment.

      Eileen had rehearsed this moment for years, imagining what she’d say if they ever crossed paths again, what she’d accuse him of and what she’d confess.

      ‘You bastard. I loved you dearly,’ she would declare. ‘What was I to you?’ she would ask. He would then certainly invite her for a drink, and she would absolutely decline.

      After seven and a half years apart, those words were quick to vanish. He stayed silent, too. Did they really have nothing to say to one another?

      “Why did you ask me here?” she finally mustered, cutting to the bone of her deepest concern around their meeting.

      Her question hung between them, and Brodie let it. He shifted, smoothing the front of his lightweight shirt as if it had turned ill-fitting, then tucked his hands into his pockets. Where was the politician she’d known? The man who commanded rooms and never hesitated? Who’d once sent her away with the same ease with which he’d charmed her?

      At long last, and with a crack in his voice: “Because I need your help.”

      Eileen had expected apologies, maybe even the manipulations of a man grown lonely after being banned from his home and his office and likely even from seeing his children. She’d expected questions about Dunroven Academy of Magic and the British Council, probes on how both fared without him, possibly comments about how new leadership lacked certain qualities only he possessed. But a request for her help? She hadn’t seen that coming. It landed with an irritating logic, the surprise alone throwing her off balance.

      “I don’t have any sway at the Council anymore,” she began, “and⁠—”

      “Not that kind of help. Not administrative.”

      “Then what?”

      His fingers closed around her upper arm, and she jerked on instinct, but he was already whisking her back towards the station. The surprise of it robbed her of any sense of autonomy. He guided her back through the open cable car door; before she could twist free, it slid shut behind them.

      “What are you doing?” she asked.

      The car lurched and began its descent. Eileen slapped her palm against the back window and watched the abbey shrink.

      “You had me come all the way here just to turn me around! Why?”

      “You won’t like what I have to say.”

      “And you thought I’d take it better like this?”

      Brodie raised his hand, and the bud of a flame sparked on his fingertip. At once the cable car pitched, then rocked back as the brakes clamped the line.

      Eileen practically growled. She wanted to punch out the glass and scream at him. Instead, she fabricated some semblance of calm and leaned against a window.

      “This was a mistake,” she said, matter-of-factly.

      “I’m sorry for the diversion.”

      “Oh? Lovely of you to say.”

      “I needed to be sure you’d hear me out.”

      She studied him. In the past minute, he had regained some of his old authority, yet she saw nerves beneath it.

      “After everything I’ve done for you and our people, you don’t trust me?” she asked.

      “Not to let me get all my words out.”

      “Start talking then.”

      “Again, you’re not going to like⁠—”

      “There isn’t a bloody combination of words in any language, dead or alive, that you could say to me under these circumstances that I could possibly like. Your craftiness”—she wiggled her fingers for effect—“guaranteed that. If you want me to listen, start explaining. Now.”

      A smile threatened at the corner of Brodie’s mouth, but he quashed it. “Trouble’s brewing,” he said. Her glare forced him on. “Someone’s gone off and crafted a new relic and⁠—”

      “Oh, feck off.”

      “I told you⁠—”

      Forgetting her calm, Eileen rushed him, shoving him into the wall. The cable car swung hard in response to their shifting weight.

      “That can’t be true,” she hissed.

      “I wish it wasn’t.”

      “I’m sure you wish a lot of things.”

      “It’s a different kind of—” he started.

      “It’s not true!”

      “Eileen…”

      She stepped back, suddenly repelled by him and the sound of her name on his lips. “You can’t have him,” she whispered. “I won’t ask him to help you. He’s done enough.”

      Eileen turned away.

      “I’m not recommending Markaine for this.”

      Her head snapped back towards him. Her? He really meant her?

      The shock dried her throat. The silence that followed at least gave her time to feel the sting of her own behaviour. She’d come hoping to show she’d grown beyond their past, that she could meet him as an acquaintance, as a contact, assured and composed. She’d instead shouted, charged at him, and lost control when he was asking for her help. Surely, she was better than that.

      As she tried to gather herself, he stepped nearer. He pulled an embroidered bundle from his pocket. The fabric was white with red flowers. He held it out. She merely folded her arms behind her back, with her chin held high.

      “The fact you’re offering it means it can’t possibly be legitimate,” she said, mostly trying to convince herself.

      His brow hardened. He brought it back to his chest, just to raise his other hand and unwrap it. Shining in the middle of the floral fabric sat the gold face of a watch, unattached to any band or chain. Brodie offered it again.

      “It’s real,” he said. “Go on.”

      Eileen reached for it without breaking eye contact. She’d humour him, touch it and prove it was nothing, or certainly no relic of the Gold King, with no magic like hers. She’d know, for she still carried his power in her blood. Though she’d bled a week earlier and her long sleeve hid the scar, she would feel its raised line if she were to run her finger down her arm. Beneath that, she was always aware of the second pulse it pumped within her.

      She extended a single finger and brushed the edge of the watch, choosing where it appeared to be notched with three straight lines. She opened her mouth to remark on the dead, static feel of it, but heat engulfed her. The bright morning dimmed to moody grey, and the cable car’s floor buckled into heaps of smoking rubble. In the next blink, it was gone. Her back slammed into metal. The wall of the cable car. Brodie’s grip locked around her elbow to keep her standing. She yanked it back and dragged clean air into her lungs. She heaved the breaths in and out. That watch had thrown her into the aftermath of an explosion.

      “I’m advising a group of interested Weavers,” Brodie said, infuriatingly calm as he stowed the fabric bundle back in his trouser pocket. “They’re deep in this, but too exposed to act. They need an outsider. I told them I trusted you.”

      She coughed. The memory of the heat and smoke felt so real in her lungs and throat.

      “Is it a weapon?” she sputtered.

      “Aye. A bomb did what you saw. But this relic isn’t a bomb.”

      “Then what is it?”

      “A window into the future.”

      “To what glazier,” she spat, using the old term for a window maker, “do we owe the credit?”

      “Someone who wants that future altered. For the worse.”

      More fragments of the vision caught up to her, only being apparent, strangely, upon recollection. Screams. Splatters of blood on a dress. A pram crashed on its side. A door blasted off its hinges. A lamp-post bent backwards.

      “Worse than a bomb in a city centre?” Eileen laughed weakly but already knew it was too late for her to walk away.

      His eyes answered. Her own must have answered back, because he exhaled in a slow release. She was in, and he knew it.

      A flash of a flame lit his palm, and the cable car jolted back into motion.

      “I’ll send instructions,” he said. “But one last question. Can you, by any chance, do a Dublin accent?”
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      Eileen sprang out of the Dunroven tunnel exit. Her legs were slow to answer, and she nearly fell completely forwards, gaining her balance only at the last moment. She glanced down, and her irritation became that much more pointed when she saw the way the leather T-strap of her shoe strained against her foot. Her skin, flushed and tight, wanted out. After bloodletting, the swelling always returned, though normally not so fast, but the special gold had woken too eagerly this time, stirred by her rage at Brodie. It radiated beneath her skin, restless, asking to be used.

      Eileen flexed her feet, then stilled. If she went back to her quarters immediately, she would certainly kick off her shoes, sink into a cold bath, and let the swelling ebb. But once she did, she might not have the resolve to dress again that day.

      It was a habitual choice to make: her quarters or Calum’s. She lengthened her deliberations by taking deep breaths, savouring the cool temperature of the underground air and the lacklustre light of the academy corridor. She had felt exposed, not only from falling for Brodie’s cable car ruse, but from the journey. From being so far away from home. For Dunroven had come to feel like home, had risen to the occasion of such a need. When she added up all the years she spent there, she’d officially lived there more than anywhere else. Did that make a place home?

      The two of them had settled into a rhythm together, one she had designed with gaps for her solitude. As Eileen saw it, this was all fine and good and fair given that they were not married, though she had long suspected that Calum wished they were. They were at—if not past—the age for it and they had seen many of their peers, Kenny and Freya, for example, settle down long ago. But not all their peers. Not Dr Angus Dany, for instance. Like Eileen, perhaps he was simply not the type. Of course, he had fucked off to Zurich for several years to take up Flatlander medicine, then subsequently secured himself a post at a hospital in London. Dany had no wife, but he was married to his work.

      Marriage or no marriage, Eileen and Calum had made arrangements that amounted to a shared life. So, angry at herself for her own fortitude and huffing out a breath, Eileen stalked her way to his quarters. She would have liked to crumple up into a heap in her room, trying to forget the embarrassment and the temper Brodie brought up in her, but she had to see Calum. She owed him that.

      Halfway down the corridor, Eileen slipped her hand into the outer pocket of her handbag, already shaping the first sentences in her head. If she could write them out, decide what to say and what to leave unsaid, she’d be in control. Her fingers closed around the smooth barrel of her gold fountain pen and she almost smiled. But she didn’t need to wiggle her fingers to uncover that there were no pieces of paper in her bag. She remembered instantly that the scrap she had put in there the week before would have been gone since the tunnel that morning; it was plain, regular paper, and her plan collapsed with its absence. She stopped in a wall alcove and leaned her forehead against the cool stone.

      She wanted a script, something she could rehearse into safety; she needed a version of the conversation where she didn’t give Calum more than she meant to. The pen went back into her bag, thrown harder than necessary. Eileen could keep it all to herself, but secrecy had been the first true fracture between her and Calum years before, and she knew too well how easily silence could turn into harm.

      Calum hadn’t known where she’d gone that day, and he hadn’t asked. His restraint irritated her. These last few years he seemed to hover one careful step behind her, his wants quietly folded away. When she needed space, he was already gone, and, when she needed to speak, he listened as though that were his only role. Guilt, she suspected, kept him suspended in that posture. He had drawn her into the time-bending hunts and the fight with the Gold King without the full truth, and the price of that omission had landed squarely on her body. Near-death had a way of lingering. Their relationship had started in that imbalance and, instead of rightsizing it to equality, the imbalance had simply reversed. So, some small, unkind part of Eileen wanted to just go to Ireland, with no explanation. She wanted to take Brodie’s offer and wait for a letter from Calum pleading for her to return. She didn’t like that part of herself, but she wouldn’t deny its existence.

      Eileen pushed away from the alcove and continued towards his quarters, her steps nearly soundless. When she reached his door, her hand lingered from residual indecision and new confusion, for the door was ajar. She pushed it open and a blast of grinding sound flooded out.

      Diagonally from the entrance stood a Stone Weaver with his burly hands outstretched as he pushed the back wall of Calum’s quarters out, making the space bigger by tiny, repeated increments. Calum, his sleeves rolled up, had his hands out, too. Dust curved obediently around his palms, whirling past him and into a metal rubbish bin. A third figure stood nearby, a scarf wrapped around their mouth and nose, literally veiling their identity. When this figure turned and looked at Eileen head-on, however, it became obvious, without a doubt, that this was Headmistress Caldwell, perched and overseeing, as was her usual temperament.

      The grinding sputtered to a stop, and the dust in the air settled instantaneously.

      “It was meant to be a surprise,” Calum said to Eileen in way of greeting, having noticed her. He wiped his hands on his bum, transferring stray dust to his trousers in the process. “You’re back sooner than I expected.”

      “She looks positively horrified, Mr Markaine,” Caldwell protested, tugging off her scarf. “Didn’t you tell her?”

      “As I said, it was supposed to be a surprise, Headmistress. But I had suggested it,” Calum said, walking towards Eileen. “We’ve been talking for ages about moving in together.”

      “The girl is clearly not excited,” Caldwell scoffed.

      Eileen stiffened. The girl? Eileen was forty years old and, while she was aware some women liked to be thought of as younger than their years, her age had been earned. Her survival had been hard-fought.

      Calum’s hands grasped Eileen’s own. “I know it’s a wee shock, but you are excited, aren’t you? You are. Just say you are.”

      “Can we talk in the hall?” Eileen asked, finally finding her voice.

      “Let me just show you the plans.” Calum pulled her over to the desk. With his hand still clasping hers with near force, his other waved over a rolled piece of large-format paper. It promptly uncurled itself, revealing a reduced size drawing of his quarters with measurements and equations dictating the expansion plans.

      “The extra space here⁠—”

      “Calum!” Eileen interrupted. She lowered her voice and asked again, “Please, can we speak in the hall?”

      “You told me you had cleared—” Caldwell started.

      “Lovers’ quarrel,” Calum cut her off. Swirls of dust kicked up around the room. “Just give us a minute.”

      Eileen tried to pull her hand out from Calum’s, but he took it harder. So, she guided him through the miniature dust eddies and out into the corridor.

      “I’m sorry if I jumped the gun, there,” Calum said once Caldwell’s huffs were out of earshot.

      Eileen peered up into his face, seeing returned in his eyes the full evidence of his resolve and commitment, to her and their life together. Was he building a house, or the Dunroven equivalent, for her? Why did it make her want to scurry away?

      “How was your trip?” he asked, changing the subject.

      She had to tell him her news, and it was ironic how hard of a time she had previously given him when he was the one keeping information from her. No matter what tenderness came to pass since they faced the Gold King together those years earlier, she knew then that she had never forgiven Calum for it. The betrayal still stung. The secrecy still brought doubts into her mind. But she had decided, even if it was merely five minutes prior, that she would tell him. So it was on principle, not just pride, that she plunged her hand into the main section of her handbag and removed from it a wax paper bag. She passed it into Calum’s hands.

      “I went⁠—”

      “I don’t need to know everywhere you go.”

      “I went,” she repeated, “to Barcelona.”

      Calum ripped slightly into the wax paper, revealing a spherical sweet covered in toasted pine nuts.

      “Those are panellets,” she added.

      “Thank you.”

      “I bought them after I saw Brodie.”

      The wax paper crumpled in Calum’s fist. “And how is that dodgy geezer?”

      “Old,” she answered, which earned her a sly smile from Calum. “And up to something.”

      Calum perked like a deerhound.

      “Or in on something,” Eileen continued. “He asked for my help.”

      Any enthusiasm from Calum evaporated into the cool air of the corridor.

      “Absolutely not,” he ground out and squeezed his eyes shut. “Not that I can tell you what to do, but it’s…”

      “I wouldn’t consider it if it wasn’t important.”

      Calum tossed the wax paper bag and its confections on the ground and grasped Eileen’s hand. He guided her further away from his quarters and down the hall. They ducked behind the battle monument, where the flowing water feature might more securely drown their conversation.

      “Nothing can be that important.” Calum’s forehead rippled in aggravation.

      “This is that important. He has in his possession a new relic. It’s a watch face and, when I touched it, I saw… tragedy. Absolute terror.”

      The tension in Calum’s expression dissolved to almost fear. “Eileen, we already did what we could.”

      “Whoever made that watch,” she went on, gathering her nerve, “is making threats. Brodie needs me to go to Dublin to get more information.”

      “To spy?”

      Was that really it?

      “No, not⁠—”

      “There’s a team of Council Protectors in Dublin. Why aren’t they handling this?” Calum asked. His question turned out to be rhetorical for he answered it himself. “Because they either have no cover or they’re too out of their depths. Brodie, with no connection or legitimate power is hardly going to have a better time of it.”

      “He’s working with them.”

      “What else did he say?”

      “He’ll send word with more detail.”

      Calum shifted his feet. “Where in Barcelona is he staying?”

      Eileen pulled him back deeper behind the monument. “I didn’t go to his flat,” she answered, not bothering to hide her offence at what he suggested. “And I don’t need you cornering him.”

      “He has no right asking you to do anything so dangerous and, I guarantee you, foolishly set up.”

      “You didn’t see it!” Eileen disputed. “It was terrible.”

      “The watch showed what this outlaw has done or planned to do?”

      Eileen sputtered, “Well, what he planned to stop. But, apparently, in favour of a far worse alternative.”

      Calum’s face softened, slowly at first, until any remnant of anger had leaked out of him, perhaps in the single tear that fell from his left eye.

      “It’s Ireland. It’s my home,” she said, realising as the words left her mouth that they couldn’t be true if Dunroven was her home now. “It’s where I’m from,” she corrected. “I think it was Belfast.”

      Blood on a dress. A door blasted off its hinges. A lamp-post bent backwards.

      “You said it was Dublin,” Calum countered.

      “No, what I saw. I could have sworn I recognised it.”

      “Don’t do that. You could place yourself anywhere in that city, that country, wherever it was.”

      “Belfast’s not some shabby, no-place town. I knew the street.”

      “Thought you knew it.”

      “Are you seriously trying to talk me out of this?” she asked. “After…”

      “I’m not trying to talk you out of it,” he answered. “I know that’s impossible.”

      “Then—?”

      “I’m begging you to let me come with you.”

      “You’d throw yourself headfirst into a situation you don’t even believe is happening and to help Brodie? Who, if I recall, you vehemently dislike?”

      “I’d throw myself into anything to protect you.”
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      “Islandbridge, The Liberties, Kilmainham, Christchurch, Temple Bar,” Eileen muttered to herself over the low thrum of the ferry engines.

      She opened her eyes and looked down at the paper map spread across her lap. With her fingertip, she traced the south bank of the River Liffey, following the neighbourhoods in a wavering line.

      “Shite,” she mumbled. Kilmainham, then The Liberties.

      It was hopeless. She folded the map sloppily and tossed it aside onto the bed.

      “Some poor mapmaker gone and upset you?” Calum asked from the small two-seat breakfast table tucked into the corner of the cabin. He nudged away his half-eaten fry-up and added, “Toss it here. Sometimes they put their names in the corner. I’ll find him and do him over.”

      He rose, stepping neatly around Eileen’s open luggage on the floor, but a knock at the door stopped him short. The room was larger than Eileen would ever have expected on a ferry, and still she had turned the floor into a maze. They were crossing overnight from Glasgow to Dublin, and Brodie’s instructions had called for her to take a room in the single-occupancy Tourist Class. Somehow, they’d upgraded to a vacant First-Class cabin for two, which was made more impressive given how rarely the direct route still ran.

      As Calum reached the cabin door, readying to open it, Eileen’s eyes ran over her open cases. She found no underthings were visible, at least. What lay exposed was mostly gold-treated outer clothing, packed deliberately, should they need to return to Scotland by tunnel. Calum’s share of the luggage was much smaller, and she knew why; he had never asked for his fortune back, and it still sat in the bank under her name, collecting interest. She had begun to spend it for him, replacing his belongings when she noticed the wear, like the thinning of his shirt cuffs or a coat gone shiny at the elbows. But she could hardly spend it as quickly as it grew. Meanwhile, Calum’s personal accounts—what he had left himself with when he had expected to die—were nearly empty, save for what he’d put aside from his teaching salary after buying gold each year for the less fortunate students. Yet the signs of his class lingered in his ease in the world and how people addressed him.

      Calum opened the door wide and stood back, like being waited on was expected and unremarkable. The server entered and began clearing the plates, teapot, and cups.

      Eileen jumped up, remembering she hadn’t drunk her tea. She snagged her cup from the table.

      “Still working on this, sorry,” she said, quickly retreating onto the bed.

      “Not a bother,” the server replied, his words softened by an accent she’d been listening for all night.

      Calum didn’t move to tidy. He let the plates go and the table stand messily as it was.

      Eileen took a large gulp of her now-cold tea, set the cup on the bedside table, and reached for the map again, trying to ignore her perpetual discomfort at being picked up after. The map had crumpled where it had landed on Calum’s unmade side of the bed. She hadn’t slept at all. Instead, she’d lain awake atop the covers and, when that hadn’t worked, she’d gone out to listen to the Dubliner passengers drink late into the night at the small ferry bar, trying to soak their accents into her ear.

      Just as the server opened the door again to step into the boat corridor, with the two trays of used plates and cutlery carefully stacked and balanced on one arm, Eileen called out, “Wait just a minute.”

      The young man whipped his head around, looking scared shitless. “Did I take something I shouldn’t’ve?”

      “No. No, not at all. I was just wondering if I could ask you a question.”

      Calum pulled out a chair with his foot and sat, looking rather entertained.

      “Go on. ’Course you can,” the server replied.

      “I haven’t a brass farthing.”

      “You’re all right.” He transferred the breakfast trays to the other hand, and a plate of eggs almost slipped to the floor.

      “That’s what that means?” she asked.

      “What that means?” The server repeated back to her, distracted by balancing the trays again so that the sausages wouldn’t succeed where the eggs had failed.

      “Aye,” Eileen clarified. She had the desire to dismiss the server entirely and simply consult an idiom dictionary when they got to port. “What does the phrase ‘I haven’t a brass farthing’ mean?” As the words left her mouth, she heard it a second time, now understanding it in her own voice… farthing. The coin. Brass. Of course. The realisation came a beat too late to save her the embarrassment.

      Calum muffled a chuckle from his seat.

      “Well, it means I have no money,” the server answered with a smile. “Which I don’t think is true for you,” he added, signalling with his eyes around the First-Class cabin.

      She wouldn’t have been so muddled if she’d slept.

      “Right. No money,” Eileen said, sinking deeper into the bed. That explained why she heard it a few times from men conversing with their companions at the bar; they were looking for free drink.

      “Eileen, they do say that elsewhere, not just in⁠—”

      Eileen shushed Calum. She was tired not stupid.

      “Are you Irish, miss?” the server tacked on, having righted the trays, giving him the ability to linger longer.

      Her mixed-up accent might have confused him; over the years she’d started to unconsciously mirror Calum’s way of speaking, and how he fluctuated in his cadence, pronunciation, and pitch.

      “I am. In a way,” she finally answered. She took another gulp of her tea, hoping the caffeine might captain her senses back into line.

      “Are you Catholic or Protestant?”

      A flush crept up Eileen’s neck. After all these years, she was being asked that dreaded question. “I’m not particularly religious.”

      “From the North?” the server asked. Surprisingly, his face then brightened, as if struck by a useful thought. “You might tell people you’re Catholic, and that you’re here to visit St Patrick’s Cathedral. It’s the Patrician Year, so that’ll get any devout Catholic talking, and likely without gaps for you to have to say much of anything.”

      “Sound advice. Ta, mate,” Calum answered for Eileen. He stood to help the server with the door, or more so to see him out of it.

      In response to Calum’s mostly Scottish accent, Eileen half-expected the server to tell Calum that he, on the other hand, need not bother with any religious charade. That he could come as he was. That the Dubliners would see him as a sort of cousin, in on the struggle. The server left, however, without saying any of those things. It was all a bit ironic.

      “You should just plan to use your own⁠—”

      “He asked if I could do a Dublin accent! Dublin!”

      “But in what he sent⁠—”

      “He asked me, Calum!”

      “Did you tell him you could?”

      “I wasn’t much in the mood to answer any of his questions.”

      “Good. So, you didn’t lie.”

      Eileen rolled her eyes. “I should’ve lied. I could use the fecking practice. This whole thing is going to require constant lying.”

      “If Brodie had meant that the accent was a requirement then he would have put it in the instructions… if you can even consider his three-page sob story to be instructions at all.”

      “Oh, come off it.”

      “When you knew him… back then was he…. was he prone to…?”

      Calum had been a garbled radio show the past forty-eight hours, his speech full of stops and starts as he complained about Brodie, asked about his prior habits and, inevitably caught himself mid-sentence. He seemed endlessly mindful of how these questions required Eileen to look back on her relationship with the man, and how that might be uncomfortable for her. So, he’d stop, just to start and stop again minutes or hours later.

      “Is this going to be a problem?” Eileen asked. She heard the sadness in her voice, which Calum must have recognised, too, given the twitching of his eyes.
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      The air smelt of seawater and fuel, and somewhere nearby a lorry engine idled, coughing into the morning. Even with her feet firmly on solid ground again, Eileen nervously gripped the railing along the baggage waiting area of Dublin Port. She couldn’t see the city from here, only cranes, warehouses, and the low sprawl of port buildings, all washed in a grey light that made time feel suspended. But she knew, from her hours bent over the map, the direction they would go once they left this place and headed towards Trinity. Brodie’s instructions had been precise about that much. A car would be waiting. She would be taken directly there.

      Eileen had never been to Dublin, never been south of the border, in fact, and had not been back to Ireland in any capacity since her summer in Belfast in ’54. Being from Northern Ireland, she was British by birth, at least in the eyes of the Flatlanders, and she had little idea how they might perceive her while she was visiting. It was one more reason to be nervous about whether she ought to use her own accent or blend in with a local one, as Brodie seemed to want her to.

      She turned back towards the ferry, indulging herself in one final wish to get back aboard. At the open doorway of the boat, Calum passed the Irish pound note that she’d given him to give to a porter, trading it for the weight of their bags before stepping onto the gangplank. Eileen moved along the railing, trying to see around the ferry. Scotland lay somewhere out there, already retreating.

      “You packed suspiciously lightly,” a woman said, suddenly beside Eileen. “Not planning on staying long?”

      The woman was likely in her sixties or early seventies, with short hair cut in the pixie style popular these days. She could have been the woman Eileen was meant to meet, or just a chatty stranger. Upon further reflection, Eileen realised Brodie’s letter had not actually specified if the transportation awaiting her arrival would be with a hired Flatlander or a Weaver contact.

      Still assessing the woman for clues, Eileen jutted her thumb to the gangplank, where Calum was carrying the luggage. “He has it.”

      “Grand. I parked just over here,” the woman said, not waiting for Calum.

      Eileen caught up to the woman who had already walked down the road and stopped alongside a pale blue four-door Morris. Eileen swung her head around just as Calum reached them, too, likely having run to cover the distance.

      “We’ll just put the bags in the boot,” Eileen said, reaching for the handle at the back of the car. When she touched it, she pulled her hand away as it was hot.

      “Don’t open that, please,” the woman said. “Put your bags in the back seat.”

      The woman had heated the metal. So, she was clearly a Weaver and not some Flatlander taxi driver in her own car. Was she on the team of Protectors making up the slim Council office in Dublin? She had to be, Eileen thought, for Brodie to trust the woman with picking her up.

      Protectors were an off-shoot of the constabulary, guided specifically by the mission of keeping the existence of Weavers a secret. Fittingly, how they went about this was also quite secretive. Eileen had heard chatter about many infiltrated Flatlander corporations, and even governments, with undercover Protectors lying in wait and at the ready to sniff out corrupt or careless Weaver-Flatlander relations.

      Eileen pivoted to opening one of the back doors for Calum, who stowed the two cases inside. “You take the front,” she told him.

      The woman stopped cold. In her hand she had her own pound note, which she held in Calum’s direction. The bill seemed to straighten at her agitation, and she used it to point at Calum. “Who are you?”

      “Well, I should tell you,” Eileen piped in, “Brodie wasn’t expecting both of us.”

      “Do you work for the ship or not?” the woman asked of Calum.

      “Not.”

      “Get in the car. Now,” the woman ground out.

      Eileen hurried inside, while Calum—seemingly unflappable—indolently placed himself in the front passenger seat.

      “Are you Calum Markaine?” the woman asked once they all shut the doors.

      “Guilty.”

      “Certainly, so,” the woman huffed. “I’ll take you to Brodie and let him sort the mess of you two out but, for the record”—the woman glared at Eileen in the reflection of the rearview mirror—“and let this bleed into your brain, now, girl: you’re risking seriously fucking this whole thing up. Do not dare underestimate Leary, especially by doing something as foolish as inviting your gobshite boyfriend.”

      “Noted,” Eileen muttered. She had been hoping whoever picked her up from the ferry would be a Weaver and would be interested in orienting her around what was to come; she had dozens of questions. Eileen shut them all way. The woman’s opinion of her was perfectly formed and stated that she was an amateur. Worse than an amateur: someone who needed a babysitter.

      The woman put the car in reverse and zoomed away from the port. The jumble of boating infrastructure gave way to streets, pedestrians, shops, and housing. Compared to Edinburgh, Dublin was decidedly more human scale; it was relatively flat with buildings only a couple of storeys high, and it lacked the layers Eileen loved in a city. It wasn’t until they approached the river that her breath calmed, only to catch again as the view opened. Dublin simultaneously felt foreign and familiar, not so unlike herself. It was Irish, which she sort of was, and it was home, which she sort of felt.

      The Weaver woman honked her horn incessantly at a pack of students crossing the street too slowly. It was late August and Michaelmas term was a month away, but they were already back, drifting in loose clusters with nowhere urgent to be. Men in tweed jackets and corduroy trousers walked with ties loosened at their throats and their satchels slung low. The woman’s horn barked again. A moment later, a bicycle bell answered it, light and almost companionable.

      The car turned onto a street and slowed. Stone walls rose on either side, with a double gate set back from the road. The woman snaked into a street spot and cut the engine.

      “We’ll walk from here. Get the bags,” the woman said to Calum, “and act like a hired help about it, will you? We don’t know if he’s watching.”

      Eileen stepped onto the pavement. The woman was already around the car, waiting impatiently. She looped her arm through Eileen’s and pulled her close. She pointed up at various buildings, muttering to herself unintelligibly.

      “What was that?” Eileen whispered back.

      “Just play along.”

      Eileen puffed out a big breath. “Look, I’m sorry for the surprise of him coming. But I thought you people were meant to be adaptable.”

      The woman ceased walking in the middle of the road. “You people?” she asked.

      A green city bus sped towards them. It honked pre-emptively. “Protectors,” Eileen gasped as she yanked the woman away.

      She eventually obliged, and they crossed the street several seconds before the bus whizzed past. Eileen looked over her shoulder. Calum had the luggage gripped tightly in his hands and he was running behind the bus to catch up to them, and likely to minimise how long Eileen was out of his view.

      She hadn’t meant to insult the woman. From what Eileen knew, Protectors didn’t arrest people the way Kenny might, but they could make someone disappear. These mysterious Protector teams made up the entirety of the Council arms in Dublin, London, and Cardiff, and reported—directly or indirectly, Eileen was unsure—to the Lord Chancellor of the British Isles Council. Of course, there was a smattering of other Councils across Europe and elsewhere, but those had fewer people and resources than Edinburgh’s army of civil servants. Those Protector teams had to make do with very little, but her understanding was that all Protectors worth their weight could do just that.

      Eileen, the woman, and Calum passed through a gate and then under a stone archway. Only then did the space open. Although Eileen had never been there before, a proximity to academia was known to her. If her cover required her to be around Trinity—perhaps even teaching in this capacity—she could do it. Surely Brodie knew she was good at her Dunroven job; she had risen to the occasion of it. Maybe she wouldn’t have too big a hoax to sell.

      The woman returned to her tour-guide guise. “Parliament Square,” she said, slowing enough to give Eileen the opportunity to study her surroundings in full, “is the historic heart of Trinity College Dublin. You’ll notice the symmetry immediately. The chapel to one side and an examination hall to the other.”

      They stopped in the middle of the pebble stone square, and Eileen was overtaken by the architectural balance the woman mentioned.

      “The college was founded by a royal charter in 1592 to educate the Protestant ascendancy,” the woman continued. “Yet here it sits, right in the middle of Dublin, never entirely British, never entirely Irish. A place very used to holding two ideas at once.”

      An object flicked past Eileen’s shoulder—a cigarette butt arcing through the air. It skidded across the cobblestones at Eileen’s feet. She startled back a step, the spell of the square breaking.

      “Brodie says you’re from Belfast.”

      Eileen waited fruitlessly for a question to come attached to the woman’s statement.

      “We’re just in here,” the woman added, then whistled at Calum who had dropped back to a respectable distance.

      Eileen followed the woman up stone steps and through large columns out front of a building. The woman dropped Eileen’s arm the moment they crossed the threshold, then cut across the lobby of the ground floor at speed, before winding through a back hallway. Finally, they reached their destination, which Eileen was alerted to only from the woman shoving the door open so hard it made a cracking noise when it hit the inner wall.

      The room inside was dim, with the lights off. It was lit only by the weak spill of grey daylight through a high window. Brodie leaned on the edge of a professor’s desk, with one hand resting on a marble bust. Two other men straightened at once when they entered.

      It took Eileen a few seconds to take the rest of the room in. Latin and Greek declension charts clung to the walls, curling slightly at the corners. The shelves were full but not crowded; every book was upright, evenly spaced, their spines aligned as if measured. There were no teetering stacks on the floor, no papers creeping across the desk, no abandoned drafts or lesson plans in various stages of neglect. Nor any plant drooping in

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
        
        
      

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/company-logo_square-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        THE GOLD KEEPERS TRILOGY BY ELIZABETH FALKENBERG
      


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Epigraph
      


      		
        Author’s Note
      


      		
        Prologue
      


      		
        1. Treading Air
      


      		
        2. Quarters and Quarrels
      


      		
        3. Trinity College
      


      		
        4. The Palace Bar
      


      		
        5. Compromised
      


      		
        6. Skinned Knees
      


      		
        7. St Stephen’s Green
      


      		
        8. In Confidence
      


      		
        9. Moonlit Stacks
      


      		
        10. Leopardstown Racecourse
      


      		
        11. Backed In
      


      		
        12. Afternoon Visit
      


      		
        13. Breakout
      


      		
        14. The Lady Chapel
      


      		
        15. Mr Minister
      


      		
        16. Pitfalls and Promises
      


      		
        17. Forsaken
      


      		
        18. Father Quinn
      


      		
        19. The Patrician Year
      


      		
        20. Infernal
      


      		
        21. Broken Branches
      


      		
        22. Bad Weather
      


      		
        23. Run or Remain
      


      		
        24. Bite Marks
      


      		
        25. Service
      


      		
        26. Contrition
      


      		
        27. Hurricane Winds
      


      		
        28. Driving in the Dark
      


      		
        29. Waking Up
      


      		
        30. Winged Victory
      


      		
        31. Devils and Witches
      


      		
        32. Storm Surge
      


      		
        33. The Giant’s Causeway
      


      		
        34. Rupture
      


      		
        35. Emergency
      


      		
        36. A Ghost in the Fog
      


      		
        37. Christening
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Want More Eileen and Calum?
      


      		
        Author’s Note
      


      		
        Reading Group Discussion Guide
      


      		
        Acknowledgements
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Author’s Note


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/heading-fell-flower-d-screen.png






OEBPS/images/the-gold-agent-ebook-1600-x-2560.jpg
WHAT LINES WILL YOU{CROSS? \

Hﬁ@?

¢ ‘T?@FALKENBERG\







