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Join Art and Camille in viewing famous art with the interactive QR codes feature you’ll discover in these pages.

To access the images you will need a smartphone or tablet and a connection to the Internet. If you don’t have a QR reader app on your device, ask a parent or guardian to download a free QR reader from the app store. Once you have downloaded the app, simply open it and hover the device over the QR code, which looks like this:


  
    [image: QR code]
  

The art will appear in your browser.

If you are reading this ebook on a device connected to the Internet, you can also tap on the QR code and it will open up the painting in a web browser.

The QR codes simply provide a link to the website of a museum or library or a location of historical significance. If you don’t have access to a QR reader or if a link expires, be sure to visit the websites directly to learn more about the artwork and locations mentioned in the book. The museums, libraries, and locations include the British Museum, St George’s Chapel at Windsor Castle, the National Gallery (UK), the National Portrait Gallery (UK), the Yale Center for British Art, the Royal Collection Trust, and the University of Michigan Library. Happy sleuthing!
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The aim of art is to represent not the outward appearance of things, but their inward significance.

—Aristotle




Prologue

6:12 a.m.

Two years ago

Yale Center for British Art, Yale University

New Haven, Connecticut

Samuel Gamble took one last sip of coffee and then placed his heavy stoneware cup on the credenza in his office.

It was time to walk.

Today was the opening of a new exhibit, and—as always—Gamble was a bundle of nerves. He had spent the previous three days overseeing the final preparations—rereading the pamphlets and the exhibit catalog, checking the signage and labels, working with consultants, adjusting the lighting, reviewing security precautions, and, for what seemed like the millionth time, making sure that every single item in the exhibit was arranged exactly, precisely, as it should be.

Gamble had served as the director of the Yale Center for British Art for more than ten years, and for every single day of those ten years he had been the first person to arrive at the center each morning. It was a habit he had learned from his father, a high school principal. He followed the same route through the center each morning. The path never varied, even on days such as this. It was important, Gamble believed, to maintain a routine—to be consistent. It allowed him to calm down and prepare for the day. He loved walking the halls and floors of the center before any of the other staff had arrived. He loved the echo of his feet as he made his way around the empty building, through artwork from the past five hundred years—from antiquity to the twenty-first century. He loved the solitude.

Gamble made his way out of his office and through a broad entrance hall filled with sculptures. The new exhibit was located two floors above him. And despite a desperate desire to rush immediately to the exhibit—to check every detail once again—he told himself to be patient.


  Follow the routine.


Hanging above the welcome desk was a large banner. Gamble paused ever so briefly to admire it. The banner read:


TIME FOR ENGLAND: THE EXHIBIT

AUGUST 15–SEPTEMBER 21

YALE CENTER FOR BRITISH ART

THIRD FLOOR



A smile creased Gamble’s face. He was confident that his guests would be pleased.

Gamble continued his route through the entrance lobby. Small signs strategically placed throughout the first floor gently guided visitors toward the stairs and elevator leading to the exhibit. All seemed to be in order.

Despite the availability of an elevator, he made his way up the wide concrete and granite stairs to the second floor.

As he walked, Gamble ran through the details of the exhibit in his head. The exhibit explored the concept of time in British art and history—how time had been measured, discussed, written about, and expressed in art over the centuries. A number of very important academics had been invited to attend the opening that morning, and Gamble was also expecting numerous reporters. It had taken years of negotiations and discussions with libraries and museums across the world to bring the exhibit together, and representatives from all of the museums and libraries would also be present.

Gamble reached the second floor and made his way around the stairs, past the reference library, and through the rare-books room. He then passed through the small foyer and into the collection space. Gamble paused briefly to admire a large painting by the eighteenth-century painter Edward Edwards. It was a painting of the interior of Westminster Abbey, the massive church in the center of London. The painter had captured the inside of the church in astonishing detail. Gamble had visited the abbey frequently as a youth growing up on the outskirts of London. And even though more than two hundred years separated his fond memories of the abbey from those rendered in paint by Edward Edwards, the church had changed very little in appearance.
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Gamble continued patiently through and around the second-floor collection and soon found himself standing at the stairway leading to the third floor.

This is it, he thought.

He took a deep breath and made his way up to the landing between the floors. This was the first view that visitors would have of the exhibit. It had to be perfect. It had to capture everything that the exhibit was intended to be. A visitor’s eyes would be immediately drawn to the large sign. Printed in black and white, it read simply TIME. He had spent a week adjusting the lighting to ensure that the sign could be seen from every angle without unnecessary shadows or reflections.

Gamble smiled.

The sign was perfect.

Visitors would be impressed.

He made his way slowly up the stairs toward the third floor. As he ascended, he allowed his eyes to drift slowly down from the sign to a glass exhibition case on the far side of the foyer. It was the first display that visitors would see as they entered the third floor. It held only one object—the symbol of the exhibit. It would serve as just a hint of what was to come—a crowning achievement. It would . . .

Gamble gasped.


  No.



  No, no, no, no.


He sprinted up the stairs and across the foyer.

Moments later Gamble found himself standing directly in front of the display case.

He couldn’t believe what he was seeing.

It was gone.


Chapter 1

3:00 p.m.

Tuesday, August 12

Washington, DC

“Nervous?” Art asked. Art and Camille sat on the stoop outside Camille’s home waiting for her mother to complete a work call before they headed to the airport. It would be Camille’s first overseas flight.

Camille nodded but said nothing, which was out of character.

Art, on the other hand, did not feel the least bit nervous about getting on the plane. He was a seasoned traveler despite having only recently turned thirteen. He had spent countless hours on planes crisscrossing the globe as he tagged along with his father, Arthur Hamilton Sr. Art’s dad—Dr. Hamilton, as he was known to his colleagues—was one of the top art conservation scientists on the planet. He had spent a good portion of his life—and practically all of Art’s life—traveling from museum to museum to supervise, assist, and direct the preservation of some of the most important works of art in the world. That nomadic life had changed this past year when Dr. Hamilton had assumed the position as head of conservation at the Lunder Center at the National Portrait Gallery in Washington, DC. Their travels for the past several months had been largely confined to the local coffee shop and bookstore, which suited Art just fine. It was nice to go home to the same bedroom each night. He could actually put a print up on his wall for the first time in his life—a replica of the original Star Wars movie poster. He had not been able to do that in any of the hotels and short-term apartments that they had lived in over the previous twelve years.

But now Art found himself once more preparing for a transatlantic flight. And for the first time in his life he was traveling without his father, who was going to remain in Washington, DC. The reason for this particular trip was the person sitting next to him: Camille Sullivan. Camille was his best friend, and she had asked if he would come with her to London. Art knew that Camille had a good reason for being nervous—and not just because this was her first flight over the Atlantic Ocean. Camille was twelve years old. And in those twelve years, she had never met her father. That would change once they landed.

“It will be okay,” Art assured her.

“Mom said that I shouldn’t get too excited about meeting my dad,” Camille replied. “I think she’s afraid I’ll be disappointed.”

Camille pulled a small necklace from beneath her shirt and showed it to Art. Hanging from the thin gold chain was a dark gray rectangular object. Tiny symbols and letters covered the surface of the stone.

“My dad sent me this last week,” she said. “I try to keep it hidden. I know my mom’s not real happy about all of this.”
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Art recognized the object instantly. It was a miniature copy of the Rosetta Stone—one of the most important archeological discoveries in history. The inscriptions on the stone, which dated back more than two thousand years, had allowed archeologists to unlock the secrets of Egyptian hieroglyphs—the lost language of the ancient Egyptians.

“Your mom’s taking you to London to meet your father,” Art replied. “That’s something.”

And it was something. Camille’s father had left her mother before Camille was born, and now he suddenly wanted to be part of Camille’s life. Camille’s mother had every reason not to trust his motives.

“I suppose,” Camille said as she slipped the necklace back under her shirt. “What if he doesn’t like me?”

“Not a chance,” Art said.

Camille did not immediately respond.

“Thanks for coming,” she finally replied.

Art patted Camille on her arm. She was his best friend, and they had been through a lot in the time they’d known each other. They had rescued his father from a group of art forgers and had managed to prevent the largest art theft in history. They had been threatened, chased, and tied up. They had even met the Queen of England. And through it all, Camille had been Camille—brash, smart, and fearless. All of that seemed to have vanished as they were waiting on the stoop. His friend was scared. He needed to be there for her.

“It will be okay,” he repeated.

It was all he could say.


Chapter 2

8:00 p.m.

Tuesday, August 12

Main Library, University College London

London, England

The security guard tipped his hat. “Have a good night, Professor Tinsley.”

“Same to you, Tom,” Broderick Tinsley replied.

Broderick made his way out of the main library and down the marble steps to the plaza in front of the massive stone building. As a history professor at University College London, he was a virtual fixture at the library, known to most of the staff on a first-name basis.

It was a beautiful summer evening—warm, a slight breeze, and clear skies. Broderick stopped at the bottom of the steps to enjoy the last remnants of the day’s sunlight on his face. He removed a cap from his satchel—a well-worn, baggy green cricket cap—and pulled it down over his rapidly graying red hair.

Broderick checked his watch. He was scheduled to meet his daughter at Heathrow Airport at eight o’clock the following morning. And despite telling himself that everything would be fine, he could feel his nerves bubbling just below the surface. His daughter had every reason to hate his guts. He had literally abandoned his pregnant wife just prior to Camille’s birth. At the time he had had all sorts of justifications for doing so. He had never wanted children—he had seen them as an impediment to his career as a professor of history. His was a life of travel, research, and writing—a life dedicated to teaching.

What role did a child play in that?

None whatsoever.

And so he had simply left it all behind.

And everything had gone great. He had eventually obtained a job teaching. He had written a number of highly respected books on the history of England. His lectures were in great demand. He had a wonderful home filled with books and antiques.

His life had been a resounding success.

His ex-wife and the daughter he had never met were long forgotten parts of his past.

He had had no regrets. None whatsoever.

And then four months ago, he saw a picture in the news of a red-haired young girl who had helped stop the largest art theft in history. He didn’t even need to read the caption to know who the girl was. He recognized her instantly although he had never seen her in his entire life.

It was Camille.

It was his daughter.

He had run his finger over the picture. There she was—a head full of red hair and a big toothy grin. It was as if he were looking at a picture of himself as a child.

“What have I done?” he had asked himself.

In an instant, his whole world came crashing down. He couldn’t sleep. He couldn’t focus on his lectures. Emails went unanswered. Phone calls were unreturned. Maybe it had been guilt—if so, it was certainly warranted. And so he had written his ex-wife a letter. He had not offered any excuses—just an apology for being so stupid and a simple request to meet his daughter.

Two weeks passed without a response. Broderick had been disappointed but not surprised. Camille and her mother had every right to be angry with him. His daughter had every right to ignore him for the rest of his life. But then—just when he had convinced himself that Camille had washed her hands of him—an email arrived. It was from Mary Sullivan, Camille’s mother. She provided an email address for Camille and a suggestion that he send her an email. Mary Sullivan had said it would be up to Camille to decide whether she wanted to respond. He had sent the email, and Camille had responded. And now, after a month of emails, letters, Skype sessions, and phone calls, he was finally going to meet his daughter in person.


  GURRGLE GURRGLE.


The noise from Broderick’s stomach was loud enough to catch the attention of a couple of students standing to his right.

“Sorry ’bout that,” Broderick said.

As usual, Broderick had skipped dinner—and his stomach was tired of being ignored. It had been growling at him for the past half hour. Fortunately, there was a small coffee stand just around the corner that served the most delicious Cornish pasties. Broderick smiled. A cup of coffee and a warm pasty would hit the spot, and it might help settle his nerves.

Broderick purchased his coffee and pasty and then made his way over to a small park directly behind the library. He located a bench beneath an elm tree and settled in with his late snack. He had started to take a bite from his pasty when he noticed a tall, heavily muscled man standing directly in front of him. The man was bald and had a thick mustache. He held a cup of coffee in one hand and a large brown envelope in the other.

“May I join you?” the man asked. His voice was deep. An American, most likely, but the accent was strangely indistinct.

Broderick glanced around the park. There were several empty benches.

Had the man mistaken him for someone else?

Maybe he liked the view of the park from this particular bench?

“Uh, sure,” Broderick finally blurted out. “I won’t be much longer.”

The man sat down on the other side of the bench.

“No need to rush away,” he said. “Besides, I came here to see you.”

“Me?” Broderick asked. He had never seen the man before in his life.

“Yes,” the man replied. “You are Broderick Tinsley, correct?”

Broderick nodded.

“The same Broderick Tinsley who serves as a professor of history at University College London?”

Broderick nodded once more.

The man smiled. “Excellent,” he said as he slid the brown envelope across the bench to Broderick. “Then I believe, Professor Tinsley, that you will find this very interesting.”


Chapter 3

6:05 a.m.

Wednesday, August 13

Somewhere over the North Atlantic

Art yawned and stretched his arms high over his head. He had been asleep for almost five hours. He glanced over at Camille, who sat in the seat next to him on the airplane.

“You’re awake,” Camille said, her legs crossed and her head tethered to the armrest by a pair of ear buds. The movie Captain Marvel played silently on the small screen opposite her seat. Her hair—curly and generally unruly—had been pulled back and tied into place with a black scrunchie. Art could tell by the tone in her voice that whatever nerves she may have had before getting on the plane had vanished.

“I don’t see how you can sleep on a plane,” she added as she removed her ear buds. “I can’t seem to get comfortable.”

A constant stream of caffeine and sugar will do that to you, Art thought, noting the three cans of Coke sitting on Camille’s service tray.

“Did you get any sleep?” he asked.

Camille shook her head. “Not really,” she replied. “Too excited.”

Camille had been talking nonstop about meeting her father for the past two weeks—ever since her mother had agreed to take her to London to visit him. But Art also knew that she would be absolutely exhausted once they arrived at the airport. After all, she had not slept for almost twenty-four hours.

“Thanks for coming along,” she added.
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“Not a problem,” replied Art. And it wasn’t a problem at all. He loved London. The city had been around for almost two thousand years, a fact that always amazed him. It had survived plagues, fires, and war. There was history everywhere. And, to Art’s great delight, London also happened to have some of the best art museums in the world—the National Gallery, the National Portrait Gallery, Tate Modern. And those museums housed some of the most famous paintings in the world—works by van Gogh, Rembrandt, Monet, and Picasso. His particular favorite was a panel by Leonardo da Vinci, one of the few completed paintings by the master in existence. It was breathtaking in its detail, its depth of color, and its naturalism. Art absolutely adored London. But there was something more—something he did not want to admit to Camille. The more he read about Camille’s father, the more intrigued Art became. Professor Broderick Tinsley had written extensively on the history of England, with a particular emphasis on the Renaissance period. He was not simply an academic who spent all his time locked away in some library. To the contrary, Professor Tinsley was considered an adventurer of sorts. He didn’t just write and teach about history, he was constantly out looking for it—roaming the British Isles to find important pieces of the past, wherever those pieces might be located. Art had watched several videos of Professor Tinsley’s lectures and speeches. His stories were fascinating. But Art also understood that it was this very part of Professor Tinsley that had led him to abandon his wife and yet-to-be-born daughter all those years ago. Professor Tinsley chased history and fame while Camille’s mother raised a child. That made Art feel guilty about wanting to meet Camille’s father. And despite knowing how excited Camille was to see her father, Art also understood how painful it had been for Camille over the years—something she had not admitted to anyone other than Art.

A voice announced over the intercom that the breakfast service was starting.

Good, Art thought. He was famished, and they still had a full day ahead of them.

He looked over at Camille, who had turned her attention back to Captain Marvel. A slight smile creased his face.

He was happy for his friend.

In just a few hours she would get to meet her father for the very first time.

 


7:30 a.m.

Wednesday, August 13

London, England

“Brilliant,” said Broderick Tinsley. “Absolutely brilliant.”

Miles Davenport towered behind Broderick as Broderick held the ancient object under the lamp on his desk. They stared down at the delicate script that had appeared as if by magic. Despite the circumstances, Broderick could not help but be impressed.

“Now the hard work begins,” said Broderick. He took several pictures of the script with his cell phone.

“Don’t waste time taking pictures of it,” Davenport said. “We’ll just take the whole thing with us.”

“Not a chance,” Broderick replied. “If we got caught with this, we would have a lot of explaining to do.”

Broderick knew he was right. They didn’t need any unnecessary complications. And besides, the photos would provide everything they needed.

“But what do we do with it?” Davenport asked. “Just toss it in the river?”

A look of horror crossed Broderick Tinsley’s face. “Throw it in the river?” he said. “Are you mad?”

Then he collected himself. “Don’t worry,” he finally told Davenport. “It will be perfectly safe until we return.”


Chapter 4

9:35 a.m.

Wednesday, August 13

London, England

It was stupid.

She knew it was stupid.

But she couldn’t help herself.

During the ride from Victoria station to their hotel, Camille had anxiously scanned the crowds of pedestrians and stared at the drivers of the other cars and their passengers. She had closely examined the faces in the windows of the buses as they passed.

Maybe, just maybe, she would see him. There was always a chance. Maybe.

Her father had not been at the airport when they had landed, but sometimes things happen.

Maybe his car had broken down.

Maybe he had gotten sick.

So they had tried his cell phone. No answer.

And then they had called his office at the college. An administrative assistant told her mother that her father would be gone for a week—maybe longer. A “sudden emergency” was how her father had described it to his assistant.


  Sudden emergency.


“He’s not coming, is he?” Camille had asked her mother at the airport.

Her mother shook her head. “No,” she replied. “He’s not.”

Mary Sullivan did not seem very surprised by the turn of events, just angry.

Camille did her best to hold in the tears. She didn’t want to make a spectacle of herself in the middle of a crowded airport. So she had held on to the only thing she had—hope.

Maybe something had happened.

Maybe her mother was wrong.

Although Camille had never met her father in person, she had committed his face to memory. They had Skyped several times. And there were the YouTube videos—dozens of his lectures were online. She knew that he spoke with an English accent, that he stood just over six feet tall, and that he favored blue jeans and sweaters. He had red hair that was quickly turning gray. She would recognize him anywhere.

But what would she do if she did see him?

Would she leap from the taxi and chase him down?

Would she grab him and demand answers, or simply hug him?

It was just plain stupid.

But she couldn’t stop staring.

The taxi made its final turn and pulled up in front of their hotel. Camille took her bag from the taxi driver and hurried toward the front door to get out of the light mist of rain that had started to fall.


Chapter 5

11:13 a.m.

Wednesday, August 13

The Dorchester Hotel

London, England

He had lived off coffee for the past fifteen hours. A fresh pot was already brewing to get him through the day.

The thick curtains had been drawn shut, and a small desk lamp and the illumination from his tablet were the only lights in the room. Books, journals, and notepads covered the small hotel desk, most of the floor, and every chair in the room. He had turned off his cell phone to avoid the relentless barrage of emails, text messages, and calls. He was exhausted and had a headache that would not go away.

The bubbling sound of the coffee machine stopped. The coffee was ready. He poured himself a large cup and returned to the desk.

He wrote the words again: “weak field.”

And again: “weak field.”

And again, and again, and again—as if by sheer repetition the answer might arrive.

Broderick crumpled up the sheet in frustration and threw it into the corner of the room, where it joined hundreds of other crumpled pieces of paper.

He was no closer to where he needed to be. And he was running out of time.

Broderick took a large gulp of the steaming hot coffee. It burned the back of his throat, but it was just the jolt he needed.

He had promised Davenport he could do this.

And he would.

It had been hidden for centuries in plain view. No one had understood or appreciated its true importance.

He had to give Davenport credit.

The man had unearthed an ancient document that suggested it was more than it appeared, and Davenport’s hunch had been correct.

But the words now mocked Broderick.


  Weak field.


Broderick was exhausted. His thoughts were all over the place, and the words were beginning to get jumbled up in his head.

Broderick paused.


  Jumbled.


He sat up straight in his chair and looked at the pile of papers in the corner of the room.

Of course, he thought.

Broderick pulled out another pad of paper and started scribbling furiously. One sheet of paper after another was discarded in rapid succession. And then, finally, everything fell into place.

It was . . . unbelievable.

Broderick turned on his cell phone and typed out a quick message to Miles Davenport.

“Problem solved,” he wrote. “But we now have a new one.”


Chapter 6

1:45 p.m.

Wednesday, August 13

London, England

Camille lay in the bed in her hotel room and stared at the ceiling. Her mother had offered to send her and Art on a tour of the city—something to get her mind off the fact that her father had, once again, disappeared from her life. But Camille had no interest in riding around in a double-decker bus while some tour guide pointed at every historical nook and cranny in the city of London. Under normal circumstances, that might have been interesting—maybe. But these were not normal circumstances.

Her mother, who was clearly angry over the morning’s events, did not push the issue. If Camille wanted to sit in the hotel room and stare at the ceiling, Mary Sullivan was completely okay with letting her daughter do exactly that. Besides, Mary had arranged three days’ worth of business meetings in London, all under the assumption that Camille and Art would spend the time visiting with Camille’s father. Those meetings could not be postponed, so Mary Sullivan had headed off to her first meeting shortly after they had settled into the hotel earlier that morning.

Camille had spent most of the day lying in bed, watching television and feeling sorry for herself. Art had checked in on her occasionally and brought her a sandwich for lunch. He even offered to hang out with her and keep her company, but she just wanted to be alone. She continued to call and text her father’s cell phone throughout
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