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FOR CHRISTINA

Praise for THE ARCANUM
“From some dark bridge between history and fiction, The Arcanum throws the reader into a midnight’s maelstrom of mystery, thrills, and pure adrenaline fun. Hold your breath and enjoy the ride!”
—Wes Craven, director of the Scream and
Nightmare on Elm Street series
“Great fun . . . a fast-paced supernatural thriller.”
—Rocky Mountain News
“Wheeler does a good job bringing to life characters we’ve all at least heard of if we’re not all that familiar with them. . . . Enjoyable and a clever illustration of how the supernatural can be used to tell modern tales.” 
—Santa Fe New Mexican
“A highly entertaining occult thriller.”
—Register Pajaronian
“A cinematic debut novel . . . with a wealth of well-researched period detail . . . Vividly written.”
—Publishers Weekly
“The Arcanum is a rare feat, a perfect blend of history, mystery, pop culture, and class-act pulp-fiction. It’s the sort of thing Lovecraft and Conan Doyle might have collaborated on . . . if they weren’t already characters in the novel.”
—Christopher Golden, author of The Boys Are Back in Town
“Entertains and thrills!” 
—Deadly Pleasures
“If a secret society involving Houdini, Conan Doyle, and Lovecraft isn’t enough, add voodoo, the Book of Enoch, and a young girl with a world-shattering secret. A roaring tour of a secret history all of us wish was really true.”
—Alexander C. Irvine, author of the award-winning A Scattering of Jades
“A wonderfully plausible secret history of the United States, one where only Arthur Conan Doyle, Harry Houdini, H. P. Lovecraft, and their colleagues can save the world. A wild, thrilling, exuberant ride through the early twentieth century.”
—Lisa Goldstein, author of The Alchemist’s Door
“A lot of fun!” 
—Toronto Globe and Mail
“A wonderfully literate novel filled with period detail, insightful humor, and great rollicking exploits. An inventive tale of adventure and suspense that reaches new heights of imagination and bizarre depths of ruthless horror.”
—Tom Piccirilli, award-winning author of A Choir of Ill Children 
“A narrative that wrestles you to the floor, applies the handcuffs, and doesn’t let go.”
—Liz Williams, author of Nine Layers of Sky and The Poison Master
“The Arcanum is an inventive hidden history, a dynamic supernatural thriller full of terror and mystery.”
—Robert Doherty, author of the bestselling Area 51 series
“History, mystery and dark fantasy combine to make The  Arcanum a noteworthy book, a pop icon and a source for a good movie. . . . Wheeler’s debut novel totally enthralls the readers with another perspective on the evil forces that threaten this world, making the horror feel new and exciting.”
—Midwest Book Review
“Set in 1919, a wonderful time, which Wheeler brilliantly evokes . . . There’s action and magic and weirdness enough in this novel to please most palates. . . . Wheeler’s future work will be something we can eagerly anticipate.”
—I Love a Mystery
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LONDON—1919
A SEPTEMBER STORM battered a sleeping London. Barrage after barrage of gusting sheets drummed on the rooftops and loosened clapboards. Raindrops like silver dollars pelted the empty roads and forced families of pigeons into huddled clumps atop the gaslights.
Then it stopped.
The trees of Kensington Gardens swayed, and the city held its breath. It waited a few dripping moments, then relaxed.
Just as suddenly, a Model-T Ford swerved past Marble Arch in Hyde Park and buzzed around Speakers’ Corner, peals of laughter following in its wake.
Inside the car, Daniel Bisbee held the steering wheel with one hand and patted Lizzie’s plump thigh with the other. The five pints had done their work, strengthening his resolve. Lizzie was still wearing her shabby costume from the theater, and pretended not to notice Daniel’s nudging fingers ruffling under her skirt. She was a notorious flirt but failed to realize the expectations that would arouse in her suitors.
As he inched his hand to her knee, she babbled on nervously. “And Quigley had the bloody nerve to give me notes right before I’m about to go on, completely shattering my concentration. And you know his breath is simply dreadful. I’ve no idea what he eats but there’s something unhealthy about the man. And where do they find these pitiful crowds? They didn’t laugh at all.”
Daniel smiled, giving the impression that he was listening, but his attention was focused on moving his fingers another five inches up her thigh. He crept like a spider into her skirts but she pulled him back with a shy “Danny,” while another round of giggles erupted from the backseat.
In the back, Gulliver Lloyd pawed Celia West—a less pretty, less talented actress than Lizzie, but one who still drew the boys by offering the carnal treasures Lizzie so coyly protected.
What Gulliver lacked in height he more than compensated for with his unflagging persistence. Also, being rich didn’t hurt. Celia fended off his pinches and pokes in a gentle wrestling match.
“You’re horrible, stop it,” Celia teased, then slapped Gulliver on the arm when he relented.
Gulliver snuck his hands around Celia’s waist, then swiftly brought his lips to hers and kissed her before backing away.
Celia touched her lips. “You’re terrible, Gully.” And she dropped her chin, gazing up at him with eyes darkened by mascara.
Up front, Daniel Bisbee clenched his teeth.
The four actors were halfway through the run of Purloin’s Prophecy, a new play at the Leicester Playhouse. Daniel and Lizzie played the lovers, yet somehow, Celia was Gulliver’s fourth conquest of the run. And that wasn’t right. Daniel’s upbringing in the tenements on the East End had bred a competitiveness in him. Gully got everything he wanted because he was rich. Even Daniel’s excitement at driving Gully’s new car was dampened when he realized he’d become nothing more than an unpaid chauffeur.
Anxious breathing and rustling clothes replaced the giggles. Daniel looked over at Lizzie, who was blushing furiously.
He swigged from a cracked leather flask and pushed on the accelerator, skidding onto Piccadilly. Lizzie grabbed the door handle.
“Slower, Danny, please.”
Daniel spun another turn, thumping a curb in the process.
“Oi, Dano! A lighter foot, if you don’t mind,” Gulliver groused from the backseat. His hand was wedged between Celia’s breast and her corset. This was a delicate moment and he wanted nothing to upset his venture.
“Drop me off. It’s late,” Lizzie said to the window, her breath fogging the glass.
THE MODEL-T skidded around the corner eighty meters from the museum gates. The British Museum was closed for the night, its windows darkened. It was a solid, squat building stretching three square blocks, guarded by towering firs. Its small windows were barred, its tall gates sharp. The only visitor at this late hour was a fog that rolled in from every intersection, peculiar ground clouds that surged forth like a massing army, wisping about the buildings, misting the windows, choking off the rain-glimmered air. Shreds seeped through the fence and seized the interior grounds.
Then, somewhere in the darkness, glass shattered and an alarm bell started clanging.
FOG SURROUNDED THE car. Beyond the windows, nothing was visible save tendrils of twisting air. Lizzie pushed her foot on an imaginary brake.
“Danny.”
Daniel Bisbee tapped the low-speed pedal as the road disappeared before his eyes.
“What’s all this, then?”
Lizzie later told the police that her first thought was “snow angel.” Her wealthy grandparents once took her skiing in Switzerland with her two younger brothers, and they learned to make snow angels in the deep drifts. The gray blot in the fog was in the shape of an angel, with wings outstretched. But soon those beating wings made her think less of beauty and more of panic. And as the fog peeled away, the feathery wings melted into mere arms, waving frantically.
“D-Danny?” Lizzie said.
But there wasn’t a chance.
A body erupted out of the fog. Lizzie’s hands slammed the dashboard as she screamed. Daniel Bisbee crushed all three brake pedals with both feet and spun the wheel, but the body had already collided with the hood and was somersaulting over the windshield. The sounds of crunching metal blended with the snaps of human bone. The Model-T surged over the curb, skidded on the grass, and chimed off the steel fence, while the body slapped onto the wet pavement and rolled to a halt.
Lizzie buried her face in her hands and screamed.
“DAN, JESUS GOD— ”
“Was it a man? Was it a man?”
Daniel couldn’t think over Lizzie’s screams.
Gulliver turned to the back window. “Oh, by Christ, Dano! He’s in the road!”
“I didn’t—” Daniel stared at the windshield, now crunched inward in the shape of a body. A clump of white hair had torn off on impact and was stuck to a crack in the glass.
Celia shook Gulliver’s arm. “Is he dead?”
“Lizzie, open the door.” Gulliver shoved at her seat.
“Oh-my-God-oh-my-God-oh-my-God—”
“Lizzie, for Christ’s sake.” Gulliver scrambled over Celia as Daniel stumbled out into the street. The two men sprinted toward the body, their path marked by a wide swath of blood.
The body was bent at impossible angles, a lumpy mound on the road.
Daniel and Gulliver circled it warily.
“By Christ, Dano. By bloody Christ.” Gulliver ran his hands through his hair.
Daniel could tell, from the white hair and beard, that he had hit an old man, over six foot, with thick arms and a wide back, still fit. But now one arm seemed twice the length of the other due to a graphic dislocation. A shoulder blade erupted through the skin like a white shark’s fin. And the old man’s right knee had buckled in the wrong direction, making him appear like a blood-soaked marionette dropped from a player’s hand.
Daniel’s guilt brought him to his knees. He touched the old man’s hand. His face was mashed into the pavement.
“S-s-sir?” Daniel gave the fingers a squeeze.
A groan emerged in reply.
“That was him, Dano. He’s breathing!”
Daniel peeled the body away from the pavement. Half of a stripped face flopped in his lap.
Gulliver wheeled back.
Most of the old man’s face was still on the pavement. His surviving eye blinked. Where the flesh was pulled off, Daniel could see the muscles of the old man’s jaw working, dripping blood onto his beard. A large hand took hold of Daniel’s biceps. Daniel attempted to back away, but the old man held him firm, lifting his head a few inches from the pavement.
“He’s in—”
“Gully, get ’im off!” Daniel cried, trying to pry the old man’s fingers from his arm. “Agh, Gully! He’s—”
“He’s in my mind,” the old man shouted.
Gulliver tried to pull Daniel off, but stopped when he heard the words.
“What’d he say?”
The old man yanked Daniel closer. Daniel could smell blood and tobacco on his breath. And death. The old man hissed: “. . . warn . . .”
“Oh God—” Daniel again tried to pull away.
The old man suddenly let go and Daniel scuttled back into Gulliver’s arms. The old man’s head lolled to the side. The good eye stopped blinking. He stared at nothing.
His last word, “Arcanum,” echoed through the silent streets, punctuated only by the girls’ muffled sobs.
The clouds suddenly parted for the full moon, which cast a white glow on the street and washed over the old man’s ruined features.
Despite the light, no one noticed the glint of a blue monocle in the shadows. There was another witness. And in a swirl of a black topcoat he was gone, leaving behind only the hush of the retreating storm.
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THE PAPER BEFORE him was blank. Sir Arthur Conan Doyle could not concentrate, distracted by the metronomic tick of his grandfather clock. He tapped his shoe on the snout of a Bengal tiger-skin rug splayed out at his feet and surveyed his surroundings, scanning the evidence of a life fully lived.
The billiards room of his Windlesham estate ran the length of the manor and substituted as a ballroom and Doyle’s writing office. His wife, Lady Jean, kept a piano and a harpsichord in the corner by the redbrick fireplace. The lion-toed billiards table counterbalanced the room at the opposite end. The walls were ornamented with an eclectic array of Napoleonic weapons and a stag’s head with an impressive six-foot rack. Doyle’s gaze drifted past the bust of Sherlock Holmes in his deerstalker cap, and settled wistfully on a Sidney Paget portrait of young Kingsley Doyle in his Royal Air Force uniform. The boy’s rounded face could have been a mirror of his own at that age. Doyle looked at his hands and counted the blotching age spots. He glanced back again at the portrait until he felt a chamber of welled-up sorrow creak open in his chest. Then he turned once more to the empty pad of paper.
The phone rang: a dull jangling that never failed to distract. He found Bell’s contraption grossly intrusive. Not answering seemed boorish, but Doyle could never predict when a visitor might arrive unannounced into his office, demanding his attention even if he was writing. It was technological rudeness; a harbinger of things to come. Doyle glared at the phone from across the room, rapping his fountain pen on the arm of the chair.
Then the floorboards creaked as he crossed to the mantel and plucked the receiver from its post, holding the body of the phone in his other hand.
“Yes? Hello?” Doyle tended to shout into the telephone.
“Arthur?” The voice was deep, rich, and unmistakable even across the crackling phone lines: the Minister of Munitions, Winston Churchill—a friend of Doyle’s since the Parliamentary elections of 1900.
“Winston?”
“There’s news, I’m afraid. Bloody awful news.” The phone lines were quiet save for static. “Konstantin Duvall is dead.”
A single droplet of ink struck the floor. Doyle ran a hand over his walrus moustache and closed his eyes. His shoulders sagged. He placed the dripping pen back on the table. “When?”
“Last night, they say. Clipped by a motorcar. In the fog.”
“My God.” Conan Doyle felt his emotions hiss away into the recesses of his heart, leaving only nausea. But after sixty-plus years, this, he knew, was only a precursor of the tidal rush of grief to come.
“Did he have any family, Arthur? Of all of us, you knew him best.”
“Honestly, I . . . I don’t know.”
“I’ll have the Yard look into it, but I suspect they’ll have no better luck than I will. We may have to put something together. Small, of course.”
Doyle was reeling. Bits and shards, pictures, words, a rush of thoughts had broken free. He grasped for useful information. “He spoke once . . . of wanting to be cremated. From his days in the Orient.”
“Eh? That’s something, then. We can accomplish that. It seems unbelievable. Unbelievable . . .” Churchill allowed the silence to loom. He was clearly waiting for information he knew Doyle possessed. The good doctor, however, was lost, for the moment, to the past. Finally, Churchill pressed on. “What on earth was he doing at the British Museum? And at that absurd hour?”
Doyle hesitated, then lied, “I have no idea.”
“Bollocks,” Churchill answered. “There’s much you’ve left unsaid of your business together, Arthur. Reams left unsaid. Now, I’ve been straight with you about Duvall, and I would appreciate a portion of the same courtesy in return. Someday quite soon, old boy, I want to know what you chaps were up to.”
Doyle sighed. “Honestly, Winston, we’ve been over this—”
But Churchill cut him off. “Duvall was an important man, but only you seem to know how important. At some point, you’ve an obligation to your country, your king, and to me to tell us what you know. In the meantime,” Churchill’s voice softened, “I’m very sorry. I know he was important to you. He lived well. That’s all we can ask in the end. To live well. I’ll ring you later.”
“Yes, Winston. Thank you for calling.”
The line went dead. Doyle recradled the receiver, finding it difficult to swallow. It was the secrets, held for thirty years now, surging forth to overtake the present. But he held on to the mantel and fought them off, locking them back where they belonged.
LADY JEAN DOYLE was trimming the roses, in a white dress with long sleeves and a yellow hat. Her fair skin was susceptible to the sun but she enjoyed gardening—especially when she could watch their young daughter ride her horse along the green bluffs of Sussex Downs. The Doyles’ estate at Windlesham was the picture of tasteful grandeur: a redbrick mansion of thirty-two rooms guarded by a ring of 300-year-old maple trees.
But moments of beauty like this had grown rarer of late, making Lady Jean doubly thankful for each one. The recent past had tested the Doyles’ mettle with a harrowing string of deaths. Aside from the loss of their adored Kingsley, Doyle’s brother Innes had died of influenza. And Jean’s brother, Malcolm, perished at the Battle of Mons. Recovery—if it was to happen at all—would be painfully slow.
Worse still, the Doyles’ recent crusade on behalf of the Spiritualist Movement had sent unintended shock waves through the British press, and set off a firestorm of ridicule. Enemies and admirers alike had declared Doyle a rube, as gullible as Sherlock Holmes was skeptical. There seemed no reprieve from the insults and jibes, but Doyle soldiered on, watching his reputation crumble, like a man burdened with secret knowledge.
As indeed he was.
Yet, even knowing this, it had still shaken Lady Jean to see her dear Arthur—her robust champion—age before her eyes. Now even the natural escape of writing was lost to him. He would sit in his normal spot in the billiards room, in his creaking swivel chair—the birthplace of scores of novels—frozen like a statue, staring at the page. Grief had wrung him dry and Lady Jean feared the strain of it was killing him.
Now, as Doyle stumbled out onto the patio, he looked frail and drawn. Lady Jean dropped the clippers, and ran to him. “Arthur, what’s wrong?”
“Duvall was killed by a motorcar last night. At the museum, of all places.”
Lady Jean took him into her arms, his forehead resting on her shoulder like a child’s. She stroked his hair and kissed his brow, not only out of love, but also so as not to betray her relief. It was not one of their children or immediate loved ones. And, to her, it meant that one of the worst and most frightening chapters of their lives had finally ended.
Or so she believed . . .
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THE FUNERAL CAME and went, a puzzling and pathetic anticlimax to Duvall’s life. The weather was typically English, a cold, steady drizzle leaking from the sky. Doyle knew how Duvall would rage at such a paltry display. The occasion called for hurricanes, tempests to flatten trees. After all, Duvall was the last of the great mystics, a remnant of the Middle Ages. He bore the likeness and courage of a Templar Knight, yet embraced the perversions of an Inquisitor priest. He was as burnt-fingered and secretive as an alchemist, yet spoke dozens of languages, wrote manuscripts in cipher, and traveled the world with different identities, in the tradition of a court spy.
And now his end was all too depressingly human. It seemed, in the end, that Duvall was just a man.
Doyle gazed at the other seven mourners lined up along an ivy-covered bridge—luminaries all, though scarcely a fraction of Duvall’s vast network.
Even now, Doyle shook his head at the breadth of the man’s influence. Duvall was among the most pivotal voices of his time. His friends and confidants had been the elite, not only of Europe, but of the Americas as well. Prime ministers, kings, archbishops, presidents, philosophers, and writers—all considered it necessary proof of their standing to know Konstantin Duvall, and to call him friend.
And he was still a paradox to Doyle, even throughout the many years of their acquaintance. No newspaper journalist had ever printed his name, he mused. Few publishers—Hearst being the exception—even knew he existed. Yet Duvall reigned supreme in the pantheon of Occult masters, straddling cultures and worlds: ever-present, enigmatic, ageless.
Doyle took note of a woman wrapped in black standing apart from the others. Her lashes beat like butterfly wings as tears dripped from the curve of her elegant nose. Doyle recognized her as a Spanish princess, and also the wife of one of the richest shipping magnates in Europe. It reminded him of the way women lost their senses in Duvall’s presence. In his lifetime, Duvall had been challenged to eight pistol duels by cuckolded husbands and won them all.
But beyond the society gossip, the rumors were impossible to confirm, for Duvall was a man who made embellishment too tempting. Indeed, embellished stories of Duvall were the currency of social advancement amongst the European aristocracy. The stories of his international diplomacy were too widespread and inconceivable to be believed, but Doyle knew full well that Duvall was involved in the more crucial decisions of the last half of the nineteenth century, despite showing no allegiance to any one country or king.
Many feared him. There was a dark side to the stories, not so kind or easily dismissed; tales of political treachery, of spy-craft and assassination. There were even whispers of sorcery and Devil worship.
Supposedly, Pope Pius IX had placed a secret bounty on Duvall’s head, though some found that to be more an act of self-preservation than of holy writ.
He never paid for a meal, Doyle remembered with a smile, and could be an oppressive braggart. But no one had any concept of the scope of his knowledge, or the depths of his experience.
And then there was that memorable accent, impossible to decipher. Russian? French? And that crisp laugh, like a rifle report.
The memories clogged Doyle’s throat and fogged his sight. How distant it all felt. And yet . . . where grief had once barricaded the doors to the past, now the past wanted out.
For Montalvo Konstantin Duvall had chosen Doyle, and that one simple fact had been Doyle’s seminal secret for the last thirty years. Duvall had brought them all together. It was his vision from the start. The Arcanum was the one thing Duvall called his own. But who took charge now?
Doyle watched the dust puff and scatter from the urn. Most of it hit the stream beneath their feet, but some swung back, peppering overcoats and bowler hats. Doyle released Lady Jean’s hand and swept a bit of ash from his sleeve before realizing what Duvall had become. Just a smudge. Dismissed.
It was wrong. All of it was wrong. The act of brushing Konstantin Duvall off his sleeve confirmed it.
A rusted lever turned over in Doyle’s mind. For a moment, he was more awake than he had been in four years. And he knew something was wrong about this. Very wrong.
To Doyle’s left stood Churchill, his bulbous red nose protuberant beneath his bowler. Doyle took his elbow and spoke softly. “The Yard looked into this?”
Churchill whispered back, “Young actors drove the car. Actors in a play. They told the authorities that Duvall rushed at them out of the fog.”
Doyle stared at Churchill, who tilted his head up, annoyed. “What?”
“You are not answering the obvious question, Winston.  Why did Duvall rush at them out of the fog?”
“How am I supposed to know?” Churchill’s voice rose, and he was shushed by someone down the line of black-clad mourners. “There’s plenty about that man I never understood,” he added in a whisper.
Doyle released Churchill’s elbow and gazed over the bridge at the last of the dust melting into the streambed.
Churchill shot him a wary look, and lowered his voice even further. “What are you thinking, old boy?”
“Nothing of consequence.”
“Call off the dogs, Arthur; it was an accident. That’s all. No point mucking round in it.”
“Don’t be ridiculous.”
“Let the boys at the Yard do their job. Splendid to see you still have the old fire, though.” Churchill patted him on the back.
Doyle softly repeated the words. “ ‘The old fire,’ yes.” He smiled at Churchill. He knew better than anyone that nothing in Duvall’s life had ever been an “accident.” And now Doyle sensed the same would hold true in death.
LADY JEAN TURNED to her husband in the back of the Bentley limousine. She was not a psychic, but she could read her husband’s mind better than most wives. She knew the meaning of every line, blanch, and color of his sturdy, handsome face. He ignored her gaze by studying a fly buzzing against the car window. She would have none of it. “What were you and Winston discussing?” she asked.
Doyle pretended to be lost in thought. “Yes, dear?”
But Lady Jean was not fooled. “There’s a saying, isn’t there, Arthur?” she said. “About sleeping dogs and where they lie?”
Her husband did not respond.
“It was a terrible accident.”
Doyle turned, his eyes containing a certain steeliness that made her flinch. “Then there’s no reason for concern, is there?” he answered.

4
THE FOLLOWING MORNING, Doyle took a carriage into the heart of Whitechapel on the east end of London. There was heavy foot traffic on the narrow streets, for motorcars were still rare in this part of town, and Doyle was jostled as vendors hawked cold cups of jellied eels and children played cricket using lampposts as wickets. A tribe of barefoot orphans latched on to his pant legs until he sprinkled them with small coins, and when the dust cleared he found himself deep in the labyrinth of tenement alleyways.
The gold knob of his walking stick tapped on the door of a row house.
A woman answered the door. “Yes?”
“Good day. Is Daniel Bisbee on the premises?”
The woman scowled, wiping wet hands on her apron. “You with Scotland Yard, then?”
A mother protecting her cub, he thought. “Most certainly not. My name is Arthur Conan Doyle, and I—”
“Jesus, Mary, and Joseph!” She pulled the door wide and ushered him through as he tipped his hat. “What an honor, sir. What an honor! Such a fine man, and ye’ve come fer me Danny! It’s a bloody mess—please, can I make you some tea, then, sir?”
“That would be lovely, yes.”
Daniel’s mother pounded hard on the wall of the tenement. “Danny! It’s Arthur Conan Doyle, for God’s sake. Get up, now!”
“Bugger off,” came a muffled voice from behind the wall.
Daniel’s mother flashed her guest an embarrassed grin, then turned and kicked the wall. As mother and son bellowed at each other between the walls, Doyle took a long look around the room and determined—in three days, fifteen hours, and forty-two minutes less than Scotland Yard—that Daniel Bisbee was innocent of murder. It was a level of observational acuity as basic to him as that of a master pianist playing scales. His mind allowed information to flow through a meticulous mental machinery that sorted, prescribed, rendered, annotated, and filed with photographic precision: yearbooks, family heirlooms, trinkets atop counters, the scent of fresh-baked scones, the quality of the carpets and furniture, the placement of keys on the coffee table, the brand of cigarettes smoked . . .
Doyle was the measure of his greatest literary invention, and more.
“ ’Ave ye come to save ’im, then, my Danny?” Mrs. Bisbee was suddenly at Doyle’s side, tugging at his sleeve. “I know what ye’ve done with that poor Indian fellow.”
She spoke of George Edalji, an East Indian immigrant wrongfully accused of bizarre cattle mutilations across the moors of southern England some years previously. Many had seen Doyle’s intervention as simple humanitarianism. But had the public—or the legal establishment—known what had truly mutilated the cattle of Cheltenham that year, the world would never have been the same. There would have been riots in the streets, capitals burned. For publicity purposes, it had been convenient to use Doyle both for disinforming the public and to preserve Edalji’s innocence.
Doyle took Mrs. Bisbee’s hand from his sleeve. “Madam, I trust Danny never meant for this to happen. The victim was a friend. I would like to ask your son some questions, that’s all.”
Daniel Bisbee appeared in the hallway. His brow was furrowed as he tucked a dirty T-shirt into his trousers.
Doyle offered his hand. “Daniel?”
“Are you really him, then?” Daniel asked, as they shook hands.
“Yes. And you are Daniel Bisbee?”
“The Yard sent you after me? To fox me out?”
Doyle squeezed Daniel’s hand, then released it. “I know you did nothing wrong.”
Daniel relaxed. “How’d you know that, then?”
Doyle smiled. “It is my business to know things. Perhaps I’ve trained myself to see what others overlook.”
Mrs. Bisbee brought a tray of tea to the table and picked lint off her son’s shoulder. Daniel shook her off. Doyle turned. “If you don’t mind, Mrs. Bisbee, I’d prefer to speak with Daniel alone.”
“I don’t mind in the slightest, sir.”
Daniel glared at his mother, who was gazing adoringly at Doyle. The doctor patted her hand and she backed away.
When she was gone, Daniel settled into his chair and eyed Doyle. “So you wrote them stories, then? Them Sherlock Holmes stories?”
“Have you read any?”
Daniel took a cigarette from his case and lit it. “A couple, yeah. Smart bugger, that Holmes. You as smart as him, then?”
“I’m only the humble creator,” Doyle said, looking hard into Daniel’s eyes and causing the actor to shift nervously.
“You knew the feller, then? I heard ye tell Ma . . .”
“He was an old friend.”
Daniel spit a bit of tobacco off his tongue, and sucked on his cigarette. “I still see him, Mr. Doyle. Every night, I see him. In the fog.”
“Go on, son.”
Daniel told his story. And being an actor, he told it well, and Doyle found himself drawn into the tale. And when caught up in the memories, Daniel took Doyle’s arm the way Duvall had grabbed his, and Doyle flinched. Then Doyle shut out everything but Daniel’s voice, repeating Duvall’s dying words, until . . .
“The Arcanum,” Doyle finished.
Daniel blinked. “That’s it exactly. ‘The Arcanum,’ just like you just said, sir. That’s bloody unreal. You know what it is, then?”
Doyle stood, offered his hand. “You’ve been very brave, Mr. Bisbee. And very helpful.”
Daniel shook Doyle’s hand. “It was a pleasure to meet you, sir. You’re the most famous person I ever met. A real honor, sir.”
Doyle liked the boy. “Give Lizzie time, son. Nothing worth having ever comes easily.”
Daniel frowned, confusion painting his face, “How did you—?”
“Of the two schools you’re considering, I would always favor Oxford over an American college. The Queen’s English is far preferable for stage work. American playwrights are just getting their footing, wouldn’t you say?”
Daniel spluttered. “Did—”
“Ah yes. Your mother’s arthritis, untreated, could become debilitating. Yet she’s too proud to go to the doctor. There’s a physician in Wellington I want you to telephone.” Doyle scribbled a name and number on a sheet from his tiny notebook, then handed it to Daniel. “He’s one of the best, and most certainly will take some of the pain away. And for you, my boy, it’s less midnight tea if you want to have a decent night’s sleep again. You’re too young to be an insomniac.”
“You’ve got bloody magic, sir.”
“Eyes and ears, son. Eyes and ears. Wish your mother good day.” Then he squeezed the boy’s shoulder and departed.
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DOYLE TAPPED HIS stick against the spot where Duvall had died. It was dusk on Sunday. Traffic was light. Bicycles rolled by in the park, and a few motorcars filled with formally dressed families drove home from afternoon Mass. Doyle breathed in the autumn air and turned to face the British Museum, feeling like a venerable hound lured away from the barn by the scent of a fresh young rabbit.
A mystery beckoned.
He squeezed past a horde of tourists leaving the museum, run out by a stout, high-collared security guard with a deep bass voice. The man stood like Gibraltar between two enormous ancient Egyptian sculptures of Anubis.
“Five o’clock. Museum is closed. Don’t forget purses, umbrellas, or packages. Please ’old small ones by the hand as you leave. Doors will close in two minutes.” The security guard saw Doyle approach and announced at full volume, “Best turn right back around, sir. Museum’s closed, and I’ve a sup waitin’.”
Doyle smiled at his fellow Scotsman. “My name is Arthur Conan Doyle and—”
“I’m Little Miss Penny Maypole,” the guard finished. “Now, sir, please, the missus is preparin’ her beef stew and I’ve a laxative to imbibe, so—”
Conan Doyle presented identification. The security guard glanced at it, then straightened with a start. “Bugger all.” He did not look Doyle in the face as he spoke. “With all due respect, sir, I’m a boneheaded fool. My missus always tells me so, and now I’ve proven it true again. God help me. ’Ow can I be of service, now?”
“What’s your name, man?”
“Welgerd, sir.”
“Well, Mr. Welgerd, I’ve been sent on the orders of Lord Churchill to investigate the circumstances of the accident that took place the other night.”
“The gentleman wot was struck by the motorcar?”
“Precisely. And if I’m not mistaken, there was also an attempted robbery here that same night?”
“Wouldn’t call it so much a robbery, sir, but we did have a window broken, which set off the bells. But I’ve been over the premises backways to Sunday, and I assure you nothin’s gone missin’.”
“I’ve no doubt of the thoroughness of your search, but I hope it won’t offend if I, myself, take a small tour of the building to satisfy my curiosity.”
Welgerd wrinkled his nose. “After thirty years, sir, I’ve come to know this museum like it were a part of meself. I assure you nuthin’s missin’.”
“I’m not at liberty to divulge the particular sensitivities of my mission, Mr. Welgerd. Suffice it to say that your cooperation on this matter would mean a great deal to Lord Churchill. And I would be gravely mistaken not to mention your assistance in my report to his lordship. And, of course, to forward that report to your good lady wife, whose dinner may grow cold as a result of my unannounced visit.”
At this, Welgerd seemed to weigh his loyalties. “That’s kind of ye, Mr. Doyle, sir, but it won’t spare me a whale of a hollerin’.”
“You’re a brave soul, Welgerd.”
Welgerd nodded and corralled the remaining visitors out of the main hall. The boom of the locks echoed through five miles of empty museum corridors, leaving a blanket of silence behind.
“Follow me, sir,” Welgerd said, polished black shoes clicking on the floor as he marched off.
Doyle hurried to keep up.
The two men entered the Hall of the Dark Continent. Behind huge panes of glass stood some of the world’s first frozen images of the many tribes and indigenous peoples of Africa. Visitors to the museum were particularly drawn to the wild masks and ceremonial skirts, which depicted demon faces and hinted at primal energies.
Welgerd pushed a lever, and electric lights blinked on down the length of the exhibit. With a fistful of keys, he unlocked the heavy cage door and rolled it into the ceiling.
“You were here that night?” Doyle asked as they strode down a long corridor lined with medieval suits of armor.
“At the other end of the buildin’, sir. Then the alarms rang, and me and some of the other fellows went about searchin’. We weren’t awares of the accident till much later. Far as I knew, the man wot got struck wasn’t even dressed for the weather. Poor bugger likely lost his senses. It ’appens.”
“And nothing else unusual occurred that evening?”
“Nuthin’ that arises in memory.”
Doyle drew to a halt. “I’m afraid this is where we part ways. Government business, you see.”
Welgerd looked disappointed. “Oh, of course. Well . . . You know the museum well, do you?”
“Should I get lost, I’ll shout your name.”
“Right, then. No worries.” Welgerd flushed in the cheeks and looked down at his hands, where he clutched a pad and pencil. His hands mangled the pad with indecision.
“I’d be honored.” Doyle took the initiative and pried the pad from Welgerd’s hands. The museum guard stood on his toes as Conan Doyle signed.
“I’ve, ah, penned a few stories myself, sir.”
Conan Doyle continued to write. “Is that so? You’ve a literary bent, Welgerd?”
“No, nuthin’ so stately, sir. Just cops-and-robbers-type scenarios. But my missus enjoys them and she adds suggestions and that type of thing.”
“And the gentlemen from Scotland Yard, they searched the area?”
“With a fine-tooth comb, sir. Absolutely.”
“Splendid.” Doyle finished the autograph and handed back the pad. He had written: To Welgerd, Well named and well done. Keep up the writing. Arthur Conan Doyle.
Welgerd grunted with appreciation as he read it. Doyle tipped his hat, and strolled off down the corridor.
IN THE ARCHAEOLOGICAL exhibit, Doyle looked dwarfed beneath the colossal Assyrian reliefs. Yet for an investigator of a robbery, he scarcely glanced at the Rosetta Stone and ignored the Elgin Marbles from the Parthenon at Athens. Instead, he descended a flight of stairs and passed through another hall of ancient Greek pottery and textiles, looking neither left nor right.
His steps came to an abrupt halt at the door to the water closet, located in the farthest corner of the British Museum.
He entered. The paint on the walls was yellow and peeling above a stretch of green and white hexagonal tile. There were two stalls housing toilets flushable through the pull of a chain. The only notable aspect of the room was its history, for this was the very spot where they had broken ground on the present neoclassical structure imagined by Robert Smirke over the foundation of Montague House, the museum’s home since 1759.
Doyle washed his hands and dried them on a towel folded atop the basin. Then he turned to the tiled wall across from the door. He touched one of the center tiles with his palm, then moved his hand to a spot two tiles above and did the same. His hand then glided across some five tiles and pressed again, then dropped down another four.
After a pause, there was a grinding, and an assortment of tiles receded into blackness, forming the jagged outline of a hidden doorway.
Doyle swung the door open, glancing briefly behind him, then stepped into the shadows. With a grinding of gears the tiles reattached to the door, leaving—for all intents and purposes—a perfectly uninteresting wall.
A flaring match illuminated Doyle’s face as he touched the flame to a candle in a tin holder set by his feet. A stairwell curved down before him, consisting of twenty steps. The texture of the walls changed halfway down from smooth plaster to uneven rock and grit. At the bottom was a simple wooden door. Doyle turned the knob, and it opened.
The revealed office smelled of old paper and jasmine incense. It was not a large space, wide enough to accommodate a desk against one wall, a chair, a wardrobe, and a single shelf of books. Arabian silks stained plum and emerald shrouded the cracking walls, and draped low from the ceiling. The wardrobe in the corner contained a portion of Duvall’s famous shoe collection: Thai slippers, Tibetan yak boots, German dancing clogs, a crumbling pair of Samurai two-toed socks . . .
Doyle turned to the coatrack. Resting there was Duvall’s staff: a five-foot piece of wood, smooth and twisted. Burned into its surface were Druidic ogham. Sagging on posts were Duvall’s beret and overcoat.
Doyle spoke in a whisper. “Gone walking in the rain, Konstantin? Without your staff? Without your hat?”
Doyle glanced at a chessboard beside the desk, its pieces arranged in mid-game.
He next turned to the bookcase stationed at the wall farthest from the door. It held a collection of occult texts. There were rows of interesting first editions: a 1619 folio of Clavis Alchemiae by Robert Fludd, a 1608 Discourse des Sorciers by Henri Boguet, Blavatsky’s Isis Unveiled, and a 1555 Les Propheties De M. Michel Nostradamus —admirable titles for an adept of the occult, but child’s play to a magus of Duvall’s stature.
This brought Doyle’s attention to a map. It was an eighteenth-century map of the world tacked above Duvall’s desk, its face marred by hundreds of small handwritten scribblings: symbols, x’s, and dates. Doyle withdrew a magnifying glass from his jacket pocket and held it close to the map, his finger tracing a line from Greece to Italy. Magnified by the lens, the notes read:
First record of lost tribe, Athens to Rome in 420. Consult Dee’s
journals for date of Enochian fragments. Tribe separates in
Imperial Persia. Some to Buddhist India, others to Han China. 

Conan Doyle freed a necklace from one of the nails holding the map to the wall. The charm hanging from the frayed leather band was a coin, the symbol of a soldier on horseback on its face. It appeared to be an antique Roman coin. Glancing back to the map, Doyle noted a thick circle drawn around Manhattan Island in the United States.
Spies and evidence suggest tribe reunited in New York City.
 Consult Lovecraft. New players. New dangers. Sacred Order of
the Golden Dawn.

The last line was written in an almost manic scrawl and underlined several times:
PROTECT THE SECRETS OF ENOCH
“Where is it, then?” Doyle spoke aloud as he surveyed the otherwise empty walls. He checked under the antique ashtray lamp. His fingers frisked the sides of the bookshelf and poked among the books, searching for false bindings. He tossed the Persian rug aside and stamped on the wooden boards, listening for hollows. But in vain. Doyle’s brow knit with frustration as his gaze drifted to the chessboard beside Duvall’s desk.
He noted an obvious move on behalf of white, which had always been his color when playing Konstantin. But making the first move wasn’t nearly advantage enough. Most of the time when they played, it felt to Doyle as if Duvall was simply humoring him, delaying the kill out of fear of boredom. In this case, however, Doyle spotted a nearing checkmate.
“Castle, of course,” he muttered as he switched the positions of the rook and king.
At that moment, the bookcase clicked open. “Cagey bastard,” Doyle whispered, with a grin. Duvall could best him even from beyond the grave.
Doyle pulled the bookcase away from the wall to reveal an elevator lift beyond. His heartbeat picked up. Trapping his cane under his arm and carrying the candle, he entered the lift. He forced the operating handle clockwise a half revolution. Machinery hummed as the cage door slammed shut, then Duvall’s office lifted out of sight. The candle flame wavered in the suffocating blackness as the lift descended. Pipes banged. Thick wires slid against metal. The lift shook. After ten uneasy seconds, it came to a jarring halt.
Doyle braced himself against the walls. For a moment he stood there, listening to his own furtive breaths. Then he folded the cage door open and stepped onto a carpet of rich red velvet.
Candlelight flowed across the mustard-colored walls of a small salon, replete with mirrors and standing candelabras. On the walls were framed portraits—one of which bore a distinct likeness to Doyle himself. At the far end of the room were a set of French doors. He opened them, then reeled backward, stunned.
He had found the Hall of Relics.
The items were displayed on masterwork pedestals, protected by globes of Venetian glass. One of the first relics, a corpse, rested inside a glass-enclosed coffin. It was a woman, her decayed arms stretched taut at her sides, her face hollowed to a husk, eyes black sockets, hair splayed about the withering skull like so many spider legs.
Doyle knew the body, and recalled its discovery. He remembered the waves of a West African ocean rolling it forward in the sand.
His eyes traveled down the rest of the body, past the shriveled stomach, to where the legs would normally be—if she had been human. Instead, there was only a thick fishtail, scales flaking off the sides. The inscription on the coffin read:
MADAGASCAR, 1905—PHYSICAL PROOF OF MERMAID LIFE, POSSIBLE ATLANTEAN DESCENDANCY
Doyle moved on, holding up the candle to the next display. A shimmer of green met his eyes. It was a slate of emerald, carved with an ancient Phoenician script, circa 200 A.D. It was the grail of Alchemical scholarship, brief as a sonnet, yet fathomless in its truths.
THE EMERALD TABLET OF HERMES TRISMEGISTUS
The mere sight of the next relic raised the hairs on his arms. Doyle had led the investigation to its discovery, and bore witness to the exorcism that had quieted the demonic spirit. Yet evil still pulsed within its broken smile. For beneath the glass was a skull, belonging to the vilest man of an age, whose malice was so pure it survived his living body. The inscription read:
1766—THE CURSED SKULL OF “BLUEBEARD” GILLES DE LAVAL
Doyle quickly turned his attention to the objects on either side of the skull, counterbalancing the energies of the room.
One was a pile of brown rags: monks’ robes. A rope belt was visible in the folds. The importance was the wearer, and the healing power bestowed upon those who touched its hem. The inscription read:
THE ROBES OF ST. FRANCIS OF ASSISI
Across from it, imprisoned also in glass, lay a slender piece of wood and a hunk of iron on a cushion. Once it was a weapon held by a Roman soldier. The blood it had spilled belonged to Jesus Christ as he hung on the cross.
THE SPEAR OF DESTINY
Doyle’s weight shifted, and a chip of glass snapped under his foot. He lifted his shoe and stared at the glass. His eyes followed that piece to another, and another, and another lying at the base of the last pedestal in the hall. With growing apprehension, his eyes moved to the letters penned in Duvall’s immaculate script. The inscription read:
AGE UNKNOWN—ABYSSINIA—THE BOOK OF ENOCH
The globe once protecting it was broken. A velvet pillow lay empty, except for the imprint of a heavy object in its center. Doyle let out a shuddering breath and straightened to his full six feet, his jaw clenched tight.
“So . . . it begins again,” he said.
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IT IS 1912.
THE CASTLE BELONGS to Wilhelm II, and towers atop a heath in the dark forests of the Bavarian highlands. Torchlight flickers on every parapet, and from the muddy roads the fortress resembles a looming jack-o’-lantern. Moaning winds swirl through the valley, swaying the pine treetops like sea grass.
Forks of lightning stab down as four black stallions muscle a  royal carriage through the icy rain to join others waiting at the  castle walls.
A butler with skin like parchment pulls open the mighty doors  and gives way to Tsar Nicholas II of Russia, who sweeps rain from  his sleeves as he enters, trailed by the mad monk: the black-cloaked and bearded Grigori Rasputin.
The guests gather in the dining hall, a cavernous room dominated by an enormous fireplace where a veritable forest of trees roar in flames.
Rasputin guides Nicholas to one of the four chairs at the long  dining table. The only others present are Kaiser Wilhelm II of Germany, England’s King George V, and lingering in the far corner—wrapped in a black cape and wearing huntsman’s leather boots—Konstantin Duvall.
Sir Arthur Conan Doyle removes his glasses and looks up from  his journal. His sits by a tall stained-glass window, far enough  away from the others as to be inconspicuous. Or so he hopes.
The superstitious kaiser grumbles at the presence of Rasputin. 
Nicholas snaps a retort.
Tensions are high between these two because of the Balkan situation. The kaiser sees Russia’s formation of the Balkan League and the declaration of war on Turkey as an attempt to gain a European foothold.
Nicholas wonders aloud as to the exclusion of Prime Minister  Asquith.
King George scoffs.
As the leaders bicker, Duvall strides over to Rasputin and whispers something in his ear. Whatever the contents, it goads a reluctant smile from the monk.
Kaiser Wilhelm curtly demands an answer to his summons.
Duvall offers a few more words to Rasputin, then backs away toward the fireplace, taking the measure of each leader. “I’ve asked Sir Arthur Conan Doyle to chronicle this meeting for my  personal archives. I trust there are no objections?”
But Duvall doesn’t wait for answers. Instead, he turns his back  on the leaders. He is framed in fire. It licks around his shoulders,  and casts a halo around his wavy white hair. “Gentlemen. There  has been a discovery in Abyssinia. A discovery of enormous consequence. A discovery that with it brings the potential for great peace . . . or great war.”
The kaiser leans forward in his chair.
Rasputin whispers in Nicholas’s ear, his lips obscured by his  shaggy beard.
King George sniffs, unimpressed. “You’ve created some marvelous suspense, Konstantin, as is your wont. Perhaps you’d care to tell us what was found?”
“A book,” he answers.
“A book, you say?” The king’s smile is cold and thin. He recognizes that Wilhelm and Nicholas, despite their associations with Duvall, consider him England’s responsibility. The king is eager to avoid that which most terrifies him—embarrassment. Which now appears inevitable. “You’ve called us here, Konstantin, because  someone in Abyssinia found a book?” George smoothes his moustache with his finger. “Interesting.”
Meaning: You’re moments from being shot.
Duvall speaks to the fire: “It is the legendary scriptures of Enoch—which, along with the New and Old Testaments, form  the Biblical triad.”
This tidbit is enough to knit frowns upon three brows.
Wilhelm’s squeaky voice asks a question in German.
Duvall answers, “Yes, Kaiser, the Enoch manuscripts were from the original Bible. Yet their contents were incendiary enough to be excised by the occult priests of Zoroaster in thirty A.D.” Duvall hesitates. A spot of pitch in one of the logs snaps, showering the carpet with sparks. “Excised at the behest of Jesus Christ himself.”
King George sits back on the divan, somewhat relieved. “Most  intriguing, Konstantin. Good show. But rather on the . . . esoteric  side, wouldn’t you say?” George raises his eyebrows to the other world leaders. “Certainly I have no immediate use for knowledge better left to the students of the mysteries. What do the Brothers of the Rosy Cross make of this? Hmm? Rather more in their field, I should think.”
Rasputin and Duvall share a glance. Nicholas glares at George. 
“With due respect, my king,” Duvall says, “the Rosicrucians are a conflicted association—a group whose leaks I grow weary of plugging. Once they were entrusted with the secret
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