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  Prologue

  
  




History is written by those who dare to remember—and sometimes, by those who know when to forget.




In the heart of Lisbon, where the cobbled streets echo with centuries of secrets, a single clue in an old library launches a search not just for a missing manuscript, but for the hidden forces that shaped a nation, a faith, and the fragile boundary between truth and silence. This book was born from a fascination with how knowledge—real, dangerous, beautiful—can be buried not just under stone and time, but within the folds of bureaucracy, tradition, and fear.




Clue in the Lisbon Library is a work of fiction. But the places are real. The monuments stand. The libraries breathe. The Jesuit archives, the suppressed volumes, the cryptic notations in ancient margins—all of these are inspired by the historical record. There were, and are, truths that those in power would rather not be known.




This story follows Grace Whitmore, a rare book researcher with a sharp mind and a restless heart, and her search for a lost Codex hidden since the Jesuit expulsion of the 18th century. What begins as an academic curiosity soon unravels into a game of pursuit, decipherment, and danger—played out across cathedrals, cloisters, and the very heart of Portugal’s maritime legacy.




At its core, this novel is about the enduring power of words—those we preserve, those we erase, and those we rediscover.




Thank you for opening this book. The truth, after all, was never lost.




Only unread.




— David G. Hennessey
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Chapter 1: Arrival in Alfama







Grace Whitmore stepped off the tram with a lurch and a wobble, her hand instinctively tightening around the leather strap of her travel bag. Lisbon greeted her not with fanfare or flourish, but with a sigh of late afternoon sun slanting down steep cobbled streets, brushing terracotta rooftops with gold and casting long shadows in the labyrinthine alleys of Alfama.




She stood still for a moment, taking in the tiled facades, the wrought-iron balconies blooming with geraniums, and the echo of fado music drifting through an open window. Lisbon had always intrigued her—something about its melancholic beauty, its blend of ancient stones and Atlantic wind. But this wasn’t a vacation. This time, she was here with purpose.




Her former university mentor, Dr. Elias Rowan, had summoned her in the most cryptic way possible: a single-page letter sent in the mail with no return address, asking her to come to Lisbon at once, to assist him with a rare discovery in the library archives.




And then—nothing.




No email. No phone call. No one answering at his Lisbon flat. Just silence.




Grace adjusted her hat—an old brown cloche she’d taken a liking to in Marseille—and began walking up the narrow incline toward her rented guesthouse. A tram clattered behind her, and she stepped aside just in time to avoid being clipped by its side-view mirror. Lisbon, she noted with dry amusement, was not a city for the daydreaming pedestrian.




Her guesthouse, Casa dos Poetas, was tucked into a vine-covered lane just off Rua dos Remédios. An elderly woman named Sofia ran it with a firm hand and a motherly disapproval of the modern world. Grace liked her immediately.




“You arrived on the worst tram,” Sofia scolded lightly as she led Grace up the stairs to the second-floor room. “Always take the 12. The 28 is full of thieves and tourists pretending not to be.”




Grace smiled. “Noted.”




The room was small, whitewashed, and quiet—save for the occasional pigeon coo from the tiled rooftop just outside the shuttered window. She set her bag down and opened the window wide. From here, she could see the Tagus River like a thread of silver trailing to the horizon.




But her gaze kept drifting inland, to the red-tiled roof of the Biblioteca Nacional—the national library—looming like a watchful eye over the city. That was where she’d begin tomorrow.




She turned to unpack, but paused at the sight of the small desk beside the bed. A note was tucked beneath a blue ceramic coaster.




It read, in looping cursive:

“They know I’ve found it. Say nothing. E.R.”




Her stomach tightened.




She read the note three more times. The initials were unmistakable—Elias Rowan.




How had he known where she was staying? He hadn’t mentioned Casa dos Poetas in his letter. Unless… he’d made arrangements in advance. Or someone else had.




She held the note up to the light. No watermark, no emblem, nothing to suggest it had come from an institution or hotel. Just cream-colored paper and black ink. No envelope.




Something about it felt rushed.




That night, sleep came uneasily. The sounds of Lisbon at night—soft fado songs from a nearby tavern, the clinking of glasses, the whisper of distant sea wind—mingled with her thoughts. What had he meant by “they”? Was he being paranoid, or was there genuine danger involved?




Grace wasn’t a stranger to danger. Her last case in Switzerland had nearly ended with her sealed in a glacial cave beneath Zermatt. But there was something different about this.




Books and archives rarely led to anything more dangerous than a paper cut.




Unless, of course, what you found between the pages was worth killing for.










The next morning dawned bright and deceptively cheerful. Grace walked the winding path toward the library through a city already stirring with energy. The scent of freshly baked pastéis de nata mingled with diesel exhaust, while shopkeepers rolled up their shutters and old men clustered at cafés over strong espresso and newspapers.




The Biblioteca Nacional sat just north of Alfama, a neoclassical fortress of knowledge with columns like sentries and windows shaded by high stone arches. Grace approached the main entrance with her letter of introduction in hand—an old academic ID and a cover letter from the University of Oxford’s research department. Dr. Rowan’s influence still opened doors.




The interior of the library was cool and vast, a cathedral of learning with dark wooden floors and echoes that carried. Marble busts of Portuguese authors lined the reading room, gazing disapprovingly at laptops and earbuds. Grace found the front desk, where a young woman named Beatriz scanned her ID with mild interest and directed her to the Sala de Livros Raros—the Rare Book Room.




Grace smiled. This was her world. The quiet hum of knowledge, the smell of parchment and polished oak, the thrill of holding something centuries old and nearly forgotten. She passed through a heavy door into the Rare Book Room, where dust motes floated like invisible text between the shelves.




Dr. Rowan was not there.




Instead, she found an older man with horn-rimmed glasses and a military posture, who introduced himself as Senhor Duarte, the archive director.




“Dr. Rowan was here earlier this week,” he said, with clipped formality. “He left suddenly. Did not sign out.”




Grace frowned. “Left suddenly? As in…?”




“As in mid-research,” Duarte said. “He requested documents relating to the Jesuit missions, and a few cartographic references from the early 1700s. He appeared agitated.”




Grace tilted her head. “Do you know if he found what he was looking for?”




Duarte shrugged. “That man always found more than he expected.”




He handed her a file folder. “These were left in his locker. I believe they are meant for you.”




Inside were three items: a map of Lisbon dated 1755, with a red circle drawn near the harbor; a photocopy of a handwritten Latin manuscript referencing “Codex Ignatius”; and a library call slip with a catalog number and one word written in the margin:




“Earthquake.”




She looked up at Duarte. “Has anyone else asked about Dr. Rowan?”




The man hesitated. “A man in a silver ring came by. Said he was a colleague. Didn’t leave a name.”




Grace’s instincts prickled.




The Lisbon earthquake of 1755 had devastated the city and reshaped its history. What connection could a centuries-old manuscript possibly have to that catastrophe—and why would Rowan be worried enough to leave in the middle of his work?




Grace folded the map, tucked the documents into her bag, and nodded her thanks. As she exited the Rare Book Room, she paused at the doorway and glanced back.




A man in a charcoal suit stood at the far wall, thumbing through a reference book. She couldn’t see his face, but something about his stillness made her uneasy.




As if he wasn’t reading at all.




As if he was waiting.
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Chapter 2: The Rare Book Room



Grace returned to the Rare Book Room later that afternoon, determined to retrace Dr. Rowan’s steps and, if possible, pick up the trail he’d left behind. The room remained as she’d first found it—dim, hushed, filled with the scent of old bindings and beeswax polish. The shelves rose high, each filled with ancient tomes bound in calfskin, vellum, or linen, their spines embossed in Latin, Portuguese, or French.


It was the sort of place one could disappear into completely. Perhaps that was exactly what Rowan had done.


She set the file folder on a nearby table and opened it again. The photocopied manuscript was her first priority. It was in Latin, the ink faded but legible enough, with marginalia in two different handwritings. One of them, she suspected, was Elias’s. His script had always leaned slightly forward, with sharp ascenders—like a man constantly straining toward discovery.


The manuscript referenced something called Codex Ignatius. She ran a finger along the first paragraph.


“Hoc volumen continet epistolas occultas Societatis Iesu, ab Ignatio ipso conscriptas, quae numquam fuerunt publicatae…”

This volume contains hidden letters of the Society of Jesus, written by Ignatius himself, never before published…


Her eyes narrowed. If this was authentic, it could be an explosive find.


The Jesuits—famous for their scholarship, secrecy, and vast global missions—had maintained extensive correspondence over the centuries. But unpublished letters from St. Ignatius of Loyola, the order’s founder, would be an
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