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PROLOGUE
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London, a rainy October evening. The wind rattled the chimneys and scattered fine rain over the rooftops of the old buildings along the Thames, while a lone figure stood motionless beside a rusted metal barrel in which a few sheets of yellowed paper smoldered. The man held the last unopened letter so tightly that his knuckles had gone white, his gaze fixed not on the flames but on the distance, as though beyond the fog he could see a place that existed on no map.

"If the truth ever comes out, everyone will pay the price," he whispered, and threw the letter into the fire.

The paper curled, the ink blackened, and for an instant a strange image flickered among the flames — a tree with an unusually thick trunk, its branches bearing not leaves but hundreds of small circles resembling human eyes. Beneath it ran an inscription in Latin: Arbor Memoriae — the Tree of Memory.

The man watched the symbol vanish into the ashes and gave the faintest shake of his head.

"They mustn't find it. If they reach the tree, they will find not only the lost memories, but also those that were never meant to be kept."

Behind him came the soft tap of a cane.

Out of the darkness appeared an elderly woman in a black coat, with a silver brooch shaped like an orchid. Her face was hidden beneath the wide brim of her hat, but her voice carried with unusual clarity.

"You're late. They're already searching for the island."

The man did not turn.

"The island isn't the greatest danger."

"I know," the woman replied. "The real danger is what grows at its very heart."

For a moment silence fell between them, broken only by the crackling of the fire and the distant murmur of the river.

"Do you think the Tree is still alive?"

The woman smiled sadly.

"It cannot die. As long as even one person remembers, its roots keep growing."

The man closed his eyes.

"Then let's hope no one ever finds the roots."

At that very moment the last sheet of paper turned to ash and was carried off by the wind over the Thames, and the two strangers dissolved into the night fog, with no notion that within a few weeks a young woman named Emily would take up the trail of the Black Orchid and unwittingly draw close to a secret guarded for centuries.

Because the Black Orchid had never been the island's most precious relic.

It had only ever been the key.

The true inheritance was the Tree of Memory — ancient, invisible to ordinary eyes, and capable of preserving not merely humanity's past, but all its unlived possibilities.
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Chapter 1

THE MAN ON THE BRIDGE
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London never truly slept — even in its latest hours the city kept breathing beneath a blanket of fog, lit by countless windows, headlights, and streetlamps. The Thames cut through the city like a dark ribbon of ink, the lights of the skyscrapers scattering across it into a thousand flickering reflections.

Shortly after midnight, the wind carried the scent of rain over the nearly deserted riverside walk, where a single man was making his way slowly toward the old iron bridge.

He was tall, dressed in a dark coat, and carried a leather bag he gripped as though his life depended on it. Several times he glanced back — not because he had heard anything, but because he felt as if someone were following him. The lights from the opposite bank cast sharp shadows across his face, and fine beads of sweat glistened on his forehead despite the cold air. He stopped for a moment and looked around. The street was empty, no one in sight — only the distant sound of a passing car and the soft lapping of water against the bridge's supports. The man sighed and walked on, never noticing the figure standing motionless in the darkness between two old warehouse buildings. Someone was watching him. Had been, for quite some time.

That same night, on the other side of the city, Emily Clark could not sleep. Her flat — small but cozy, on the top floor of an old Victorian building in Kensington — lay steeped in half-light. Bookshelves lined the walls, and notebooks and documents were scattered across the table. By the window stood an old wooden easel holding a map of the world, studded with pins marking every place she had visited.

Emily was a typical Englishwoman — with fine, almost classically pale skin scattered with delicate freckles that spread across her nose and cheekbones like a quiet reminder of sunny days she rarely allowed herself to chase. Her hair was long, thick, and wavy, a warm coppery-amber shade that caught even the faintest light in the room and turned it into a living flame around her shoulders. She often pinned it up carelessly, but tonight it fell loose, slightly tousled, as if stirred by her own thoughts.

Her eyes were her most striking feature — deep, multicolored, shifting between green, amber, and gray, seeming to constantly observe far more than they ever revealed. In them lived the quiet, analytical intensity of someone accustomed to searching for what lay hidden beneath the surface. Her gaze rarely stayed still — it measured, recognized, connected.

Emily worked as an investigative journalist — a profession that rarely allowed for peaceful sleep. She stood by the window with a cup of tea, watching the city lights, troubled by something she couldn't explain.

Such feelings were not unfamiliar to her — as though her mind could sense an invisible shift in the air, something that had not yet happened. Then her phone rang. She glanced at the clock: it was past midnight, and no one called at this hour without reason. An unfamiliar number lit up the screen. She hesitated for a moment, then answered.

"Hello?"

No answer came — only a strange, crackling noise, as though wind were blowing straight into the microphone.

"Hello?"

Silence followed, and then a man's voice — so faint she could barely make out the words.

"I found it."

Emily sat up straight.

"Who is this?"

More static.

"If something happens to me..."

The line cut off and the screen went dark. Emily stayed frozen, her heart beating faster than it had moments before — her journalistic instinct already awake. I found it. Found what? And why was he calling her, of all people?

The next morning, London looked different — not because the weather had changed and the sun had risen, but because somewhere in the city a story had already begun that would change the lives of many people. Emily did not know it yet. None of them did.

But a few days later, six old friends would board a plane for Thailand. And not one of them would come back the same.
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Chapter 2

THE INVITATION
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The phone rang just as Emily was unlocking the newsroom — this time the number was familiar. Sara Miller, her best friend since university. Emily smiled, because no matter how heavy the day was, Sara always managed to bring some light into it.

"I hope you're not working."

"It's eight in the morning."

"So you're definitely working."

"What do you want?"

"To save your life."

"That sounds promising."

"Thailand."

Emily stopped.

"What about Thailand?"

"We're leaving in two weeks."

"We?"

"Yes."

"Who's we?"

"Everyone."

For a moment the line went quiet, then Sara rattled off the names one by one — Oliver, Thomas, Richard, herself, and a few other old friends from university. Names that unlocked memories like keys to long-shut rooms: some pleasant, others less so.

Emily gazed out the window, where the rain was beginning again, and somewhere deep in her mind the memory of the night's phone call resurfaced. I found it. Without knowing why, she felt an inexplicable urge to find out who that man on the phone had been and exactly what he had found. She had no idea yet that the answer lay more than nine thousand kilometers from London. In Thailand.
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Chapter 3

OLD FRIENDS AND OLD SHADOWS
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London was wrapped in rain the entire day. Drops streamed down the newsroom windows like transparent threads, blurring the outlines of the buildings outside. The city looked like a watercolor painting where the artist had dragged a wet brush across colors that had already dried. Emily tried to focus on her work, but couldn't.

Her thoughts kept drifting back to the midnight call. "I found it" — just two words. Two ordinary words that, for some reason, refused to leave her alone.

Over the years she had received hundreds of tips — some genuine, some absurd, others outright ridiculous. But this one was different: there was something in the voice and in the way the stranger had spoken — not fear or panic, but rather a sense of urgency, as if time were running out and the man knew he had very little of it left.

She opened her phone — the number was still there in her recent calls — and pressed redial. After a few rings, a mechanical voice announced:

"This number does not exist."

Emily frowned and checked the digits again — no mistake — then tried once more.

Same result. The number had vanished, as though it had never existed.

Evening fell early. London's streets gleamed under the reflections of wet asphalt, and the lights of passing cars stretched into long red and yellow streaks — the city humming, living, rushing along as always. Emily decided to walk to the restaurant where her old friends were waiting; she wanted to gather her thoughts along the way. The place stood on a quiet street near Hyde Park, in a building dating back to the nineteenth century — warm light glowed behind the large windows, and laughter, conversation, and the clinking of glasses drifted out, mixed with the smell of freshly baked bread and spices. For a moment Emily lingered at the entrance, realizing how many years had passed. Twelve. A full twelve years — long enough for friendships to fade and people to drift apart.

She took a deep breath and opened the door. Sara noticed her first.

"Emily!"

Her voice sounded just the same as before — warm, lively, full of energy. Sara stood up and hugged her; she was one of those people who lit up a room simply by walking into it. Her chestnut hair was shorter than before, and faint lines had appeared around her eyes — traces of years of laughter under the bright sun of different continents. Her work as a photographer had taken her everywhere, from the deserts of Morocco to the glaciers of Iceland, from Indian markets to small fishing villages in Norway. But the same curiosity about the world still lived in her gaze.

"You look wonderful," Sara said.

"You're lying."

"Absolutely."

They both laughed.

Beside them sat Thomas, who stood up and greeted her with a wide smile. Back in university he had been tall and lanky like a basketball player; now he was bulkier, more solid, and his hair had begun to gray at the temples. His eyes, though, remained the same — calm, good-natured, dependable, the eyes of a man who rarely lost his composure.

"Good to see you," he said.

"You too."

"Not sure you'll still recognize me in another ten years."

"I'll recognize you by your appetite."

Thomas laughed so hard that a few people at nearby tables turned to look. Emily's gaze moved to Richard, who sat by the window, slightly apart from the others — as always. He had never been one to seek attention; he was a man of observation, silence, and thought. His face had grown thinner, and his gray eyes looked deeper, more watchful, more pensive than before. When he smiled, Emily caught a glimpse, just for a moment, of the student she once knew — the boy who could talk for hours about history, books, and ancient civilizations.

"Emily."

"Richard."

They shook hands. His hand was cold — unnaturally cold, as though he had just stepped in from winter air, even though the restaurant was warm. Perhaps her imagination was working overtime, but the feeling stayed with her.

"Only one person's missing."

Sara's voice cut through her thoughts. Everyone knew who she meant: Oliver Brooks, who was always late — not out of disrespect, simply because he believed the world could wait. Years ago this had irritated their professors; now it was part of his charm, or so some claimed. Just then the restaurant door opened and Oliver walked in — tall, elegant, impeccably dressed in a dark blue suit and white shirt, wearing a watch worth more than many people's annual salary. But it wasn't the clothes that made people notice him, it was the way he moved: confident, calm, as though he had never once doubted himself.

"Apologies, friends."

"You don't actually mean that," Thomas said.

"True."

"At least you're honest."

Oliver smiled and embraced each of them in turn. When he reached Richard, a barely perceptible pause settled between the two men — so brief that almost no one would have noticed, but Emily did. Their eyes met for only a second, then everything carried on as normal: laughter, conversation, toasts. But for some reason that second stayed lodged in her mind, like a small stone in her shoe — insignificant, and yet impossible to ignore.

Later that evening, as dinner was winding down, Richard excused himself and stepped outside — "just for a minute," he said. Emily happened to glance through the window and saw him on the opposite pavement, under a streetlamp, talking on the phone. His face was serious, then suddenly froze — he turned his head and looked down the street, as though he had seen someone or something. The call ended abruptly; Richard put the phone away, glanced around once more, and came back inside. By the time he sat back down at the table, his smile had returned, but his eyes told a different story.

And for the first time that evening, Emily sensed that something else lay beneath the surface of this friendly reunion — something she could not yet name, but had already begun to feel.
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Chapter 4

THE MAN IN THE PHOTOGRAPH
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After dinner, the city seemed to have grown quieter. Not less lively. Not less lit up. Just quieter. At least that was how Emily felt it.

As she walked the streets of Kensington, her heels echoed against the wet pavement in a steady rhythm. The wind had died down, and so had the rain; puddles still gleamed on the asphalt, reflecting the facades of the old houses. Somewhere in the distance a black cab sped past, and afterward silence settled in again. Emily couldn't stop thinking about Richard — not because he had done anything specific, but because he had changed. They had all grown older, all carried the marks of time, but with him the change was different: deeper, harder to explain, as if over the past years he had been carrying a weight he never shared with anyone.

By the time she reached her flat, the clock showed just past eleven. She unlocked the front door and climbed the old wooden staircase. She stepped inside, flipped on the lamp — and froze.

On the floor, just behind the door, lay an envelope — plain, white, no stamp, no sender, no markings. Only her address, written in block letters. Emily stood motionless, her heart beginning to race. It wasn't unusual for people to send documents to journalists — it happened all the time. But not like this, not left behind a locked front door. She bent down and picked up the envelope; the paper was slightly damp, as though it had been left only moments before. She glanced down the hallway — no one there, only silence and the old clock on the wall, ticking off the seconds. Tick-tock. Tick-tock. She closed the door, set the envelope on the table, and carefully opened it. Inside was a single photograph. Nothing else — no letter, no note, no explanation. Just a photograph. Black and white, old, at least twenty years, maybe more.

She picked it up and felt a cold shiver run down her spine. The photograph showed six young students, smiling, standing in front of an old stone building — all of them looking happy, carefree, certain that the world belonged to them. Emily recognized the faces at once: herself, Sara, Thomas, Oliver, Richard. And then... she narrowed her eyes. The sixth person — a young man with dark hair — stood at the far left, slightly apart from the rest, with a barely visible smile.

Emily stared at the photo for a long time. Something was wrong — many things were wrong, because she didn't remember this person. At all.

She sat down on the sofa and kept studying the photograph, trying to remember — university, the excavations, the trips, all those years. But the face remained completely unfamiliar. How could she not remember someone who had clearly been part of the group? Then she noticed something else: in the bottom right corner of the photo was a date — August 15, 2004. That was the year of the archaeological expedition, the last summer before graduation, the summer almost no one talked about. Strange. Very strange.

Past midnight, Emily still couldn't sleep. The photograph lay on the nightstand, lit by moonlight. She turned onto one side, then the other, and finally got up, grabbed her laptop, and started searching. Half an hour later she had opened dozens of old files — photos, emails, university records, old notes — but nowhere did she find the stranger's face. As though he had vanished from history. Or had never existed at all.

The next morning her phone rang. It was Sara.

"Tell me you've already started packing."

"Not yet."

"Typical."

"Sara..."

"Yes?"

"Do you remember the archaeological expedition in 2004?"

For a moment the line went quiet.

"Of course."

"How many of us were there?"

"Five."

"Are you sure?"

"Completely."

"Me, you, Thomas, Richard, and Oliver?"

"Exactly."

Emily looked at the photograph. Six faces stared back at her.

"Interesting."

"Why?"

"Just asking."

"Emily..."

"Yes?"

"When you say 'just asking,' it usually means something's going on."

"I'm probably imagining things."

"You never imagine things."

After the call she sat motionless for a long while, then looked at the photograph again. Five people remembered the expedition, five people remembered the same events — but the photograph showed six. And the longer she looked at it, the more an unpleasant feeling rose within her, because the stranger didn't look like a random person, didn't look like a tourist or a passerby. He was part of the group — standing among them, smiling with them, belonging to the memory. And yet no one remembered him. It was then that Emily realized the first question wasn't who the man was, but something far more unsettling: why would someone want her to see this now? And why had the photograph appeared only days before they were due to leave for Thailand?

Outside, it began to rain again. As though London were guarding its secrets behind a curtain of rain. And one of those secrets had just knocked on Emily's door.
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Chapter 5

CRACKS IN THE PAST
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Over the following two days, Emily's life continued in its seemingly familiar rhythm, but behind that deceptive normality grew a restlessness that had quietly settled into her mind. The photograph wouldn't leave her alone. It lay on the desk in her flat, propped against the lamp, so that every time she looked up from her laptop or yet another document, her eyes inevitably landed on the six young people captured in a single moment from a long-past August day.

The longer she studied it, the stronger grew the feeling that her memory was missing something essential. This wasn't ordinary forgetting — everyone forgets faces, names, and details over time. There was something different here, something resembling an empty space in a painting where the artist had erased a figure so thoroughly that even the traces of its presence were gone.

On the afternoon of the third day, Emily decided to visit the university where they had all studied. The old building stood in north London, where wide pathways were lined with century-old trees, their branches already beginning to bare under the advancing pressure of winter.

As she walked across the campus, memories slowly began to surface from the depths of her mind. Here she had once rushed to lectures, here she had spent countless afternoons in the library, here she had met the people who would later become her closest friends. It was strange how little places change and how much people do — the buildings looked almost the same, the benches stood in the same spots, the stone steps bore the same marks of time. Only the faces were different. Unfamiliar. Young. Convinced, just as she had once been convinced, that the future belonged to them. The university archive was housed in an old Victorian building whose tall windows let in muted light over endless rows of cabinets and shelves.

She was greeted by an elderly archivist named Mr. Brown, whom she vaguely remembered from her student years. His hair had gone completely white, but his attentive gaze remained the same. After she explained what she was looking for, he studied her with curiosity.

"The 2004 archaeological expedition?" he repeated thoughtfully. "That was quite an interesting project."

"Do you remember it?"

"I remember most things. At least the ones worth remembering."

He smiled faintly and walked toward the back of the room. A few minutes later he returned with a thick folder covered in dust.

Emily sat down at one of the tables and began leafing through the documents — lists of participants, reports, photographs, notes from professors. With every page, her curiosity grew.

Then she reached the registration list. And froze. Beneath the names of Sara Miller, Thomas Reed, Oliver Brooks, Richard Holmes, and Emily Clark was one more name. Alexander Blackwood. She read the line again, and again. The name meant absolutely nothing to her — no memory, no association, as though it belonged to a complete stranger. She looked up at the archivist.

"Did you know any of the participants?"

The old man approached slowly. His gaze settled on the document, and for a moment his face darkened — a change so brief that one could easily have missed it. But Emily was used to watching people closely.

"Yes," he answered after a pause. "I remember them."

"And Alexander Blackwood?"

Somewhere in the building the muffled ticking of a clock could be heard as the archivist fell silent.

"Strange," he said at last. "I thought no one would ever ask about him again."

Emily felt her pulse quicken.

"Why?"

The old man leaned against the table, his gaze drifting toward the window, beyond which the bare branches swayed in the wind.

"Because after the expedition, his name disappeared from every conversation."

"What does that mean?"

"Exactly what I said."

He fell silent for a moment.

"He was a good lad. Exceptionally intelligent. One of the most promising students I'd ever seen."

"And what happened to him?"

The archivist didn't answer right away. Instead, he closed the folder and ran his fingers along its faded spine.

"If my memory serves, he disappeared a few weeks after the expedition ended."

Emily felt the air in the room grow heavier.

"Disappeared?"

"That was the official version."

"And the unofficial one?"

The old man looked at her for a long moment. In his eyes she saw something she couldn't quite name — perhaps worry, perhaps regret, or perhaps the memory of something that had never found an explanation.

"The unofficial version," he said quietly, "is that some people sometimes learn things they shouldn't learn."

Outside, the sky had begun to darken. The first drops of rain began drumming against the glass once more. And somewhere deep within her, Emily felt for the first time that the photograph was no accidental message. It was a warning.

And whether she wanted it or not, she had already taken the first step toward a secret that had lain buried under layers of silence for more than two decades.
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Chapter 6

THE NAME THAT WAS NEVER MEANT

TO BE SPOKEN
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By the time Emily left the archive building, the afternoon had already turned toward evening, and the sky above London had taken on that heavy, lead-gray color that made the city look older, darker, somehow less accessible — as though behind the facades of the buildings lay stories that would never be told to a passing stranger.

She walked slowly along the campus path, paying no attention to the rain that was gradually beginning to intensify. Her thoughts were consumed by a single name. Alexander Blackwood. Until now the unknown man in the photograph had been merely a face. Now he had a name. And as so often happened in journalistic investigations, the name raised more questions than it answered.

How was it possible that five people had completely forgotten someone with whom they'd spent an entire summer? How was it possible that she herself kept not a single memory of him? And why was the photograph appearing now, after so many years?

These questions circled in her mind as she reached the nearby café where students still gathered, just as they had twenty years before. The interior was almost unchanged — the old wooden tables bore the marks of time, and on the walls faded photographs from university events still hung. The smell of coffee and cinnamon was the same, as though time had decided to spare this one place.

Emily sat down by the window and took out her phone. After a brief hesitation she selected Richard's name. The phone rang for a long time, then went to voicemail. She hung up and tried again — same result. Then she called Sara.

"Emily?" Her voice sounded cheerful. "I hope you're not working right now."

"I have a question."

"That's never a good sign."

"Do you remember anyone by the name of Alexander Blackwood?"

Silence followed on the other end — not lengthy, not dramatic, but enough to catch Emily's attention.

"No," Sara answered. "Should I?"

"I don't know."

"Who is he?"

"That's exactly what I'm trying to find out."

"Why do you ask?"

Emily decided not to mention the photograph. For now.

"I just came across the name."

"I've never heard it."

Her voice sounded sincere. And yet something in the pause before the answer continued to trouble Emily.

After the call ended, she sat staring out at the rain. People hurried along the street with open umbrellas, and cars passed through puddles, sending up sprays of water. A normal day. An ordinary day. But the more she learned about Alexander Blackwood, the less ordinary everything seemed.

That same evening, when she returned to her flat, a new surprise was waiting — not as shocking as the photograph, but far more unsettling. The door was locked, no sign of forced entry, everything appeared normal. Except that the photograph was missing. Emily froze on the threshold. Her gaze swept the room — the table, the sofa, the bookshelves, everywhere. The photograph was gone.

At first she told herself she must have moved it herself. She began to search — checked the drawers, the documents, the folders, even the kitchen counter. Nothing. The photograph had vanished just as mysteriously as it had appeared.

And then she noticed something. Under the lamp lay a small sheet of paper — it hadn't been there that morning, she was certain of it. The sheet was folded in two, no envelope, no signature. Just one sentence, written in black ink: "Leave the past where it belongs."

Emily read the words several times. The handwriting was exceptionally precise, almost calligraphic, without hesitation, without corrections — the handwriting of someone accustomed to controlling everything. She sat down slowly. Instead of fear, she felt something else — curiosity. Dangerous curiosity. Because she was now completely certain of one thing: someone was watching her, knew about the photograph, knew she was asking questions. And that someone clearly did not want her to continue.

That same night, a few kilometers from Emily's flat, another person was also awake. In an old house in Hampstead, hidden behind high brick walls and centuries-old trees, a man sat alone in his study. The room was spacious and filled with books — heavy leather-bound volumes covering nearly every wall. A fire burned in the fireplace, its flames casting wavering shadows across his face. On the desk before him lay an old photograph. The same photograph — of the six students. The man ran his fingers over the faded paper, his gaze resting on the face of Alexander Blackwood. Then he slowly closed his eyes. More than twenty years had passed — twenty years of silence, twenty years of secrets, twenty years of fear. And now it was all beginning again. He opened the desk drawer and pulled out a yellowed envelope. On it was written a single word: "Thailand."

The firelight flickered across the paper. The man sat motionless. Somewhere deep within himself he knew their time was running out. And when secrets have been buried too long, sooner or later the earth begins to push them back to the surface. And then no one can control what comes out of it.
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Chapter 7

THE LETTER FROM BANGKOK
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The night passed without sleep. Even though exhaustion weighed on her eyelids like a wet blanket, Emily couldn't relax for even a moment, because her thoughts kept circling endlessly around the photograph, the disappeared Alexander Blackwood, and the brief note that had appeared in her home in a way she couldn't rationally explain.

A little before sunrise she gave up trying to sleep and sat by the window. London was gradually waking up. A thin mist lay over the rooftops, drifting between the chimneys and old buildings like a ghostly veil. The first gulls were circling above the Thames. The buses were starting their routes. The city was returning to life.

And with it, a story that had probably never truly ended. Her phone rang at exactly twelve minutes past six. The number was international. Emily hesitated, then answered. No voice came from the other end — only noise, faint, crackling, similar to that of the first call. After a few seconds a woman came on. Her voice was quiet and slightly hoarse, and she spoke English with almost no accent.

"If you're Emily Clark, you don't have much time."

Emily's heart lurched.

"Who are you?"

A brief pause.

"Someone who still remembers Alexander."

"Where are you calling from?"

"Bangkok."

"What do you know about him?"

Silence again. Then the woman said:

"Far more than I'd like to."

The line cut off — this time abruptly, sharply, as though someone had yanked the cable from the wall.

By midday Emily had managed to trace the number. After a few calls to contacts at a telecommunications company, she received confirmation: the call had indeed come from Bangkok, but not from a residence, not from a hotel — from an old payphone near the dockland area, a phone that, according to local records, almost no one used. This only deepened the mystery. Why would someone risk contacting her from the other side of the world? And why mention Alexander?

That same afternoon Emily received an email. The sender was unknown — no name, no signature — only an attached file, an old scanned document, a yellowed page. At the top stood a date: September 18, 2004, just a month after the archaeological expedition. The text was part of a letter, much of it illegible, some lines missing. But one name was clearly visible: Alexander Blackwood. And one more — Isabella Morgan. Emily had never heard that name, but as she read on, she felt an icy wave move through her. "...if we can't manage to leave together, at least promise me this — never go back there..." The next lines were missing. "...they won't let us tell the truth..." Another blank space.

"...I love you more than I can say..."

The letter ended suddenly. No signature. No ending. No explanation.

That evening Emily went to Richard's flat. Something in his behavior during the dinner hadn't given her peace. The flat was in an old Victorian building near Bloomsbury — a quiet, refined neighborhood full of bookshops, galleries, and cafés, a place
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