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A woman out of time

“What do you think you’re playing at here? You could have been killed, or worse. No woman of breeding should be out alone on any street, but here—”

Then a frown puckered his forehead, and Sara knew, suddenly, that he didn’t know how to place her. For any respectable woman of his time, even knowing about the slums would be a degradation.

“Look,” Robb said, more gently. “Are you down on your luck? Because if you are—”

“You’ll do what?” she asked, irritated by his sense of entitlement.

Again, that scald at his cheeks . . .

She looked at him pointedly, and raised her eyebrows.

“Very well,” he said. Then withdrew a card from his pocket and gave it to her. “My card . . . If you should need any assistance, in the future—”

A shadow eclipsed them both from the side of the nearby alleyway: David, coming up quietly beside them.

“The future is a damned long way from here,” David said grimly.
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PROLOGUE




I


December 23, 1887 * Jack  * Fairclough Street, Whitechapel * 10:42 PM 

The knife in its cradle of leather slept just under his heart, warm and dreaming: deep needs; the sweetest nightmares.

Overhead, the sky was clear. Filaments of snow covered the tilting eaves: Quick gusts of it floated to the ground, a visitation of ghosts that swirled along the filthy cobblestone street. On the corner, children in rags shivered and sang of Christ, each clear note fluting the alleys, ribboning through the sodden fog: That sweet, unearthly melody.

He loved the fog. It dampened the ugliness of the place. Vast warrens of brick. The high slum stink of piss and cabbage and beer. Gaslight stuttering, coal smoke stinging his eyes. But the fog, it made the women beautiful. Angels’ wings swirling around their bodies. The cotton-ball glow of the gaslight, and their faces, always smiling.

Those begging, whining smiles.

There was always a woman.

Like this one, slinking around the mouth of the alley. She would be naked beneath her grubby dress, stinking of other men but so easy, so ready for him.

Knowing the gleam in his eyes as he watched her.

Oh but not knowing.

He returned her smile with his own and wondered where he would put her body when he had finished with her, filled with the music of angels singing, with the heat of his seed and the cold blade and the frost of the sickled Christmas moon flying silent overhead.




II


March 29, 1888 * Inspector Jonas Robb  * Prosper Alley, Westminster * 7:35 AM 

They never found the knife. They found the blood—so little of it, but enough: one sliver, like a necklace laid along the woman’s bruised throat.

Prosper Alley sat in a cranny of mews along the river. Inspector Jonas Robb heard men and women banter as factory shifts from the lumberyards and glass manufacturers passed one another in the street outside the alley. Ferries from the river bellowed low notes of greeting, and the smell of the Thames (salt and the low pong of rotting fish) was a presence unto itself.

“No one seen nothin’,” PC Tompson told him. “Cut her throat to the bone. Can’t find no one as hated her enough to do that.” Tompson hesitated, shifting his weight. “Yer don’t think it’s like—I mean, them two whores in Whitechapel . . . the last one were just yesterday.”

Robb looked again at the body. Her throat was cut, but there were no other wounds, no mutilation. Whitechapel was miles away, the worst of London’s slums; but even Westminster had its poor quarters, like this alley, just off the Charing Cross thoroughfares. Now it had its dead whores, as well.

“There are no mutilations,” he said quietly. “But when the mortuary van comes, tell the coroner we need to know whether her killer was right-handed or left.”

Tompson nodded, sickened by the thought.

Alone with the body, Robb knelt on one knee and took off his hat. Her eyes were still open. Cold rainwater dripping from the roof had pooled in them, magnifying color and expression to a startling clarity: a drowning woman looking up out of the water.

Robb closed her eyelids gently. Her lashes were long and brushed against his fingers, still soft, and Robb felt disgust roll through his belly with a heavy sense of loss.




III


March 31, 1888 * Osborne * Offices of the Central News Agency, London  * 9:26 AM 

“My dear. I simply cannot believe you’ve come here.” Emma. He had not seen her for months. “Really,” Osborne said. “This is unconscionable.”

“Is it?” she asked. “I don’ fink I know that word. And I’m not sure I know you anymore, neither.”

He waved his hand, dismissive. “We all move on. I left you money, plenty of it.”

“It’s not the money,” she said, quiet and still.

“What, then?” Sir Jay Osborne asked. Pricked by her stillness. Venomously ironic. “Don’t tell me—you’ve lost your character.”

“I’ve lost a man,” she said. “A man what loved me. Needed me, more like. And he don’t need me now.”

He was silent for a good while. “No,” he said. “I don’t need you now.”

She smiled. It crackled her face, crazing the surface. “Don’tcha?” she asked, bitter and fierce. “Not even to tell the world who you are, or were? How I found yer mewlin’ in that alley four years ago? What would yer toff friends think o’ that, Jay? Or that yer name, Osborne, idn’t nothing but a word on a street sign?”

Farley, his assistant, looked solemnly at The Jay, the woman’s execution already signed in his eyes.

Osborne shook his head. “My dear, who would believe you?” he said quietly, gently even. “Certainly my friends in Whitehall and Mayfair would never connect me with such a wretch.”

Emma looked uncertain. High society was strange to her, as out of reach as the moon. “They’d care that you weren’t quality,” she said.

He closed his eyes against the crimson snap roaring in his head. His fingers tingled with it. He shoved his hands into his pockets and turned his back on her, faced the desk where all the paraphernalia of his new life gleamed. “Get out,” he husked.

Silence from her, behind him. Then, tentative, “Jay—”

“Get out,” he roared, and swept the desk clear of everything on it, all its tokens of civilization and humanity. Pens and inkpots  clattered to the floor. He ignored the sound, clutching the sides of the desk until his knuckles were white.

He heard her leave, the rustle of her skirts with the stink of the gutter still in the folds; the warm, familiar smell of her body hovering like a ghost, then gone.

Farley shut the door after her.

“Arrange it,” The Jay said quietly.

Farley nodded, eyes somber, and never said a word.




THE INTERSTITIAL FOLDS IN  DEATH’S  WINDING SHEETS

book one




CHAPTER 1

June 5




June 5, 2007 * Sara Grant  * Washington, D.C. * 12:15 AM 

She was running for her life.

In the dark, in an alley she had never seen before. Gaslight stuttered incoherent shadows against filthy brick walls that wept, water dripping from canted rooflines down the faces of the buildings she ran between. Her heels struck the cobbles under her feet, adamant tocks that rang between the walls. The stone was hard, pitiless—rutted, with a crazed cant from ages of ill use, cemented into the road centuries ago.

She knew about centuries. They were bodies of time, oceans of time, and she was swimming in one of them, going against the tide down a back street in a past that had lived and died before she’d been born. Every door seemed to yawn and accuse:  You don’t belong, you don’t belong, you don’t belong here—

The gaslight flickered crazily to reveal, ahead of her: a dead end. She hit the wall with her hands and whirled to meet her attacker, straining to see through the shifting light and billows of fog—

—to glimpse only shapes, the outline of a man: A featureless golem cut out of ice, its form gray, both darker and brighter than the fog. It looked at her, with its eyeless face, and the jolt of that glance struck her hard—a frigid seawater shock of fear. Drowning in it; gasping: choking on the salt and that heart-stopping jolt of cold—

She woke into yet another darkness, immediately familiar: her room. Not quite awake—half in, half out of worlds—she couldn’t be sure what had thrown her from sleep: the jarring buzz of the phone or the touch of that glacial eye on her skin.

Still cold with that saltwater dread, she reached for the phone. Adrenaline burred her voice: She asked “Who are you?” and had no idea where the question came from—or who would answer.

Her father, on the other end: Fear in his voice, fear that echoed the dream’s freezing water, chilling her once again. “Sara, you must come to the site. There’s been an accident. The Portal. Avery—”

“Is this line secure?” she asked, cold spiking her belly.

She threw on a coat. Caught her reflection in the mirror, her face a pale apparition. For one startling heartbeat, she seemed to be under water: brown eyes wild, dark hair floating around her shoulders. Looking beyond, she was almost surprised to see a modern room behind her.

She drove to the site without thinking, barely seeing the road. Hearing only the horror in her father’s voice and the last words he had said (“Sara, hurry”) before he’d cried out in pain—terrible pain—and dropped the phone.




June 5, 1884 * Ostrog  * Dartmore Court, Whitechapel * 9:15 PM 

They called him “doctor” and let him patch the small wounds they’d trust to a Russian Jew and that was all. Sometimes they paid. He lived with others like him—the poorest émigrés from the mother country, most of them begging and stealing like him, to stay alive.

The sign above him said DARTMORE COURT. Coming through its arch, he was immediately enveloped in its womblike space, a forgotten yard squeezed between brick buildings. Cuddling into that darkness, Ostrog curled his fingers around a rum jug’s cork and set about making his throat a rocky riverbed to the liquid’s fiery course.

Soon, he was warm with it. Sound was hushed and colors ran along the edges of his vision, muted rainbows smeared on warped glass. Skirts of the women passing by were nothing more than parrot feathers. And the sky—

Was buzzing around him, not a sound in his ears but in the air, a terrible pitch, the fury of angels on the other side of the world. Something was growing there, in the dark. Not a light he could see but felt in his bones. And that murderous, monstrous whine piercing his ears.

“Oh, God!” Ostrog screamed, but couldn’t hear the words. The hair on his head lifted around his face. Trash swam in a current of air and he strained beyond it to see—

Light. The reflection of water in an underground cave. And inside, the shape of a man, convulsing; arms outstretched, muscles straining. A smell like lightning smarting Ostrog’s nose.

In a wink, it vanished. All but the man, who was made whole out of nothing, standing in the courtyard. For one stretched second, he tottered against the air and Ostrog saw him clearly, a rail-thin starveling with a staring, raving face.

But a god in his eyes.

He howled, bowling Ostrog over, smashing the jug. Rum vapor blossomed a sharp and sugary smell, the sudden, bright breath of angels. Ostrog’s head met the wall with a sick thud and a flash of pain.

Silence settled. The sound of the street beyond Ostrog was muffled and hushed, like cotton in his ears. He lay with his cheek against the cool stone and never even knew he was weeping.




June 5, 2007 * Sara  * Coral Mountain Facility * 12:56 AM 

The nightmare she’d come out of was nothing to what she stepped into at the bunker. Marines led her directly to the Portal, where a cacophony of small disasters shrilled like burning islands around her. Lights on the main panels flashed fiercely; the stink of burning wire and the Klaxon screaming.

At the center sat the pale eye of their storm: the Portal itself, calm, serene. An incandescent cylinder of energy, no broader at its base than a child’s plastic pool. Watery ghosts of light swam with the energy patterns moving inside.

Out of the flickering cacophony, Lyn Bouley, the Project’s engineer, took her arm and steered her under a gantry of stairs. He was shouting at her over the noise: “You’ve got to go now, Sara. Bradford is ready to pull the plug. If you’re going to go at all, you’ve got to go now.”

“What are you saying? Where’s my father? My God, has the Portal been damaged?”

“No. We’ve isolated the problem. It’s okay. I’ve set your vitals from the tests we did last month. But Sara, listen, Bradford is seriously twitchy.”

Sara looked out at the gantry. General Bradford, their military liaison, stood at the Portal. Another man stood beside him. Black Ops. Had to be. He wore no uniform, but it steamed on his skin: Grim determination, as if there had sprung an instant enmity between his blood and the Portal’s serenely floating energy.

In the background, someone shut off a hissing steam line and the noise skittered down to the mindless shriek of the Klaxon. Sara held up a hand. “Stop. Just—What’s happened?”

Bouley set his mouth, grim. “Jonathan Avery passed through the Portal early this morning. Wait, Sara. There’s more. He got Joan Reed to do it for him. At the last minute, Joan . . . jumped into the Portal with him.”

Sara turned away. Cold, freezing. Suddenly numb. Noticing, for the first time, the darkness at the base of the Portal. No body there, not anymore. But still, that darkness. Her mind produced dozens of quick images: Impromptu nightmares, none of which she wanted to see. She had to walk, and prowled the metal ramp, arms around herself, tracking blindly for her father.

Next to her, pacing her, was the man she’d seen with Bradford. He was young—mid-twenties; her age. Black-Irish good looks, but a severity she could see in every line of his body. Only extreme military discipline formed that kind of physical power. His eyes, the burnished blue of gunmetal, watched her carefully. He took her arm, his voice low and calm. “I’m David—Captain Elliot. You’re looking for a body. There wasn’t one. Not after a few minutes. She disappeared.”

“And Avery?” Sara asked.

“No sign. It’s possible he made it, they tell me.”

She shivered under his hand, obscurely grateful for its warmth, for the simple grace of human touch. Then she noticed his fingers on her wrist. He was reading her pulse. “I’m fine,” she said, pulling away. “Where’s my father?”

“You haven’t heard?” Elliot asked.

Bouley joined them. “Jesus, Sara,” he said miserably.

She grabbed the engineer’s arm. “What?”

“He’s in the clinic,” Bouley told her. “His heart. It’s just an incident, Sara. A small one. He’ll be all right.”

Her vision blurred oddly, not tears but disorientation. As if the world had gone slowly into spin cycle and left her standing, still as a spindle, at the heart of its rotation.

Bouley towed her slowly away from Captain Elliot, under  the stairs again, and she let him. It was warm there, and she couldn’t see the lights of the lab doing their slow, circular dance. Somewhere, outside her suddenly small world, someone cut the Klaxon. It wound down with a wail and Sara shuddered.

“Your father’s going to be okay,” Bouley said. “But Sara, you know what it would do to him, to have the Project shut down.” His eyes were watchful, weighted. Telling her just how serious it could get. “You have to go. Go get Avery and bring him back. Bradford doesn’t realize how important that is. He thinks he can shut off the machine and that fixes everything. You and I both know what Avery could do if he’s not stopped.”

“They’re not going to stop him?” Her skin was numb, out of context with the reality she knew as chaos spun around her in small, decelerating orbits. “But—this could all disappear. We  could all—”

“Bradford doesn’t want to hear it. So you have to go. But you only have this one chance, now, while he’s not expecting it.”

“You’ve set my vitals?” she asked.

“Matched to Avery’s coordinates. Don’t look so surprised. This place went ape. It wasn’t hard to load in all the confusion.”

“And you’ve seen my father?” she asked. Her eyes wandering around the lab, looking for him even when she knew he wasn’t there. “You know he’s okay?”

Bouley grabbed her head in his hands and locked his eyes with hers. “Sara, stop. Listen. Your father is stable. For now. But one minor attack of angina is nothing compared to our world not existing, and with Avery running around in the past, you know just how easily that could happen—”

“All right,” she said—stony, fierce. “I need to go. I’ll go.”

Bouley put a hand on her back. “I knew you would,” he was saying. Handing her something—a bag. Her fingers, cold and stiff, barely caught the handle and then gripped it, a lifeline of leather as the engineer pushed her along the gantry.

Her father.

“Don’t tell him where I’ve gone,” she said to Bouley. “Don’t tell him a thing until I get back.”

Bouley nodded, his head stuttering in the air of the still-flashing warning lights. “I know, Sara. I know. But go, now, for God’s sake—just get into the Portal—”

She had time to think Daddy, where are you? when her feet stepped up onto the dais and it hit her—a searing slam of light  and energy as Bouley ran to the control panel and hit the button, freezing her there in a howling crucible to watch as all hell broke loose in the lab beyond her.

“Shut it off!” Bradford was screaming. “Shut it down, now!”

Bradford—and Elliot, who was younger, faster—were running toward her. Bradford stopped at the console and pushed Bouley aside, his hands hovering over controls he didn’t understand, didn’t dare touch.

And Captain Elliot dived for the Portal.

Jesus, Sara thought. Just like Joan; he’ll be just like—

But one of the Marines in the lab dove at Elliot, knocking him off course.

The last thing Sara saw was his hand, reaching out, skimming the shimmering veil beyond her.

And then there was nothing.




June 5, 1884 * Jonathan Avery  * Beggars Alley, Whitechapel * 9:42 PM 

He bowled everyone out of his way. Looking for something, some light not seen. Gouged and scratched from thrashing into being in this place, which is a horror like birth, and the blood like a caul. He will not think of that birth, though the steam of it is still on his skin: the pain of that wrenching, stabbing delivery parsing his mind to mirrored fragments, shattering with the bone-grinding whine of his coming and the unseen wind that howls through his head and will not be still. So out of his mind he does not notice the growing weakness of his body until it collapses into shadows, against the cold of brick and wet cobbles and he weeps, a hitching, hiccupping drone of terror.




June 5, 1884 * Emma Smith  * Beggars Alley * 11:59 PM 

In the darkling shadows between midnight and morning, she hurried past the alley. A low moan caught at her—the keening of a wounded creature; an eerie, wrenching sound, bewilderment in every thin exhalation.

Cautious, she peered into the alley and saw a man, thin as a scarecrow, hunched and crying on the street. Then he looked up at her, and her breath caught. Eyes like a fallen god’s, brilliant  with tears and madness and something else: an intelligence lost but so intense, it pulled her soul right through his and she knew, no doubts at all, that he was hers to take care of, to bring back to that breathtaking surety of self she saw adrift in those eyes. She touched his arm, gently.

“Call me Emma,” she told him. He looked at her, comprehending her name and the need for names. Amazed by his own grasp of it: clinging to that recognition. “What do I call you?” she asked. “You look a bit ragged, luv. Like a scarecrow.”

“No, not a crow,” he rasped. His voice was a soft scrape against stone, but the words—so beautiful. A faery king or a gentleman’s speech. And a depth that thrilled through her bones: “A jay. Call me Jay.”

“Jay who, then?”

He looked around, eyes unfocused. A street sign caught his glance. Osborn Street. “Osborne,” he said. “Jay Osborne.”

Emma looked at the street sign, then back at the man, smiling crookedly. “All right, luv, if you say so. Come on, then.”

She gave him his pack. Heavy, it was, and no buttons. A smile of silvery metal ran along the top. He looked at it as if he’d never seen it before, like it hadn’t been hanging off his back when she’d found him. He fumbled with the metal tab. Then his fingers caught and dragged the tab along the top of the pack. It opened like a wide-mouthed fish, tiny metal teeth along its jaws.

Peeking out of the top pack was a silver box, shiny as a mirror. Warily, he pulled it out. Slots in the front and back. A hinge at the side. God only knew. “What is it, luv?” she asked, though he stared at it more stupidly than she.

“I don’t know,” he said, but in his eyes, a sort of wonder was building: the possibility of worlds pivoting on the thing’s shiny surface. And the reflection of his own face staring, in wonderment, back at him.




June 5, 2007  * David Elliot * 1:13 AM 

Sitting on a chair in the chaotic light-and-steam show of the lab, Bradford was telling him, “Get her. Bring her back. Her and Avery both.”

The engineer was shaking his head. Muttering something  about resetting the machine and looked genuinely surprised when Bradford took out a pistol and pointed it between his eyes. The engineer shut up, stopped breathing almost entirely. Then slowly—eyes like a kid’s, wide and hurt—shook his head again.

“I’m not afraid to use this,” Bradford told him.

“It’s true,” Bouley said. “It takes at least three hours to reset the machine.” Bradford cocked the trigger. “It’s true!” Almost crying now. “I’m telling the truth. Look at it, for God’s sake!”

The Portal was quiet, its energy banked to a murmur.

“I think he may be right, sir,” David Elliot told Bradford. He looked over the control panel and understood none of it, but even he could see the null/voids registered on the readouts. “But it doesn’t matter, does it? We know where they went. We know the when they went to.” He nodded calmly to Bradford’s pistol. “We have the time.”

Bradford stowed the weapon. “Good,” he murmured. “Get this thing ready, then, Mr. Bouley. In three hours, we launch again.”




June 5, 2007  * David * 4:26 AM 

He noted the shiver along his skin as he approached the Portal, a quiet crawl that stirred the hair along his arms and then deepened as he came within inches of touching it.

The faintest tremor of his own trepidation added to the vibration. It really did look like a small tub of Jamaican sea, still reflecting the light of the sun overhead and the pale, smooth sand underneath. And that was just strange enough, in this gray, metal room, to raise the hair along his neck.

“Ready to go?” Bouley asked, approaching him. Wary now, and watched: Two Marines with sidearms shadowed the engineer. Bouley handed Elliot an old-fashioned duffle. Scuffed dark leather, it was heavy, and tall enough to sit level at his breastbone.

“As ready as I have to be,” David said. “What’s in the bag?”

“Survival,” Bouley told him. “Money, clothes, papers. Everything you’ll need, including a MED Kit.”

Elliot’s eyebrows rose. “Isn’t that illegal? Taking a full MED Kit to a world that hasn’t even seen aspirin yet?”

Bouley grunted. “You can’t afford the fictional conceit. You won’t survive without it. If Avery didn’t take one with him, dysentery will get him before you do.”

“Uh-huh. And you sent Ms. Grant without a kit of her own?”

“There wasn’t time. I found her a purifier and some antibiotics. Clothes and a few guineas from the museum collection upstairs. That’s all.”

His glare was hard and bruised with resentment—for the guns, for taking control of the Portal. For what it might mean to Sara Grant.

“I’ll find her,” David said quietly.

Bouley barked a dismal laugh. “Chances are, you’ll land right on top of her. And Avery. But if that doesn’t happen, you’ll need to be prepared.”

“How prepared?”

“For anything,” Bouley said, his face tight. “The rest is just—contingencies.”

“Contingencies. Uh-huh.” David picked up the small aluminum briefcase at his feet. Slipping the latch, he opened it silently. Inside, the elegant lines of a custom-made P38 Ghost sat like a shadow against a gray foam cutout. From the front of the case, David pulled out six boxes of ammunition and a box of sedation darts. He stowed the boxes snugly into the pockets of the leather duffle and slipped the Ghost into his waistband. He added his own field kit to the stash: a heavy nylon bag filled with gear. Then a knife—sleek and wickedly serrated. That, he slipped into his boot. “And there’s all the protection I need,” he said. “Rubbers, the Victorians have.”

Bouley looked at him, small and sick. “Sara won’t like the Victorians,” he said nonsensically, and moved to his controls.

The Portal was fully powered now, its penetrating energy slipping past David’s skin, reaching out for bone. This close, the power of it rippled his clothes and hair.

In that growing light, there was the past. But the past, he knew, was dead and buried, and walking into it would be like walking into a grave.

Bradford, standing behind Bouley and the controls, said, “It’s time, son. Bring them back—both of them.”

David nodded. He turned to face the placid blue pool.

Not knowing if it went anywhere at all. Not knowing if  Bradford would wait for him to come back, if it did. But knowing, no doubts at all, that the ghosts of a hundred years waited silently beyond.

David closed his eyes and stepped inside.




CHAPTER 2

00:00:00




Sara

She held her breath in this place where breath was meaningless, lungs striving to expand, release, to find air where there was none. No color, no sound. Just a void that reduced her awareness to a pinpoint of wavering light.

Realizing: She had no idea where she was going.

Coming out of it like falling through a corn chute in an old silo—that sensation of descent and then standing, without impact, on her feet.




David

There was no light or darkness. This was the space where the world would be, before the hand of God moved over it and made it good.

His need for air squeezed the walls around his heart, that wrenching, collapsing weight as his lungs filled slowly with the hot, thick water of an ancient, boiling sea—

—dying—

—had to be—




THE PAST IN PRESENT TENSE

book two




CHAPTER 3

September 5, 1888




Robb * Huntingdon Street Men’s Club,  London * 5:46 AM 

A discreet knock woke him instantly. Robb rose stealthily out of bed and opened the door. The night manager of the club stood frowning outside.

“Really, sir, I do hate to disturb you like this. Are you sure you want me to wake you? I could have simply told Mr. Tompson to try you again in the morning.”

“Perfectly sure,” Robb murmured. “It’s all right, Mason. Where’s Tompson?”

“In the entry, sir.”

Robb went to the entry immediately, wrapped in a silk robe. Tompson’s eyes were wide and seemed bruised, as though he’d seen something that had hurt.

“What is it?” Robb asked.

“Another one, sir. On our patch,” Tompson said. “Just another whore and I wouldn’a bothered ye, except—”

Stunned, Robb said, “But—it’s been months since the girl in Prosper Alley. Are you sure it’s the same?”

“Aye, sir. Throat cut. Just like the other. Only this time, he cut her up a bit.” He looked sick, recalling it. “Should I tell anyone else, sir?”

“No,” Robb said. “Not yet. I’ll call for the coroner and come as soon as I’m dressed. Give Mason here the address. Then go back right away and secure the scene.”

“Right, sir,” Tompson said miserably.

Robb ran up the thickly carpeted stairs, the sound of his own heart beating so loudly in his head that it hurt.




Robb  * Bingham Street * 6:26 AM 

He wondered who she had been. He’d seen his cousins’ dolls thrown like this, tossed on the floor when the girls were tired of playing with them. Arms sprawled. One leg bent under the other.

He knelt at her side, and took off his hat.

A scuff mark against the wall caught his attention. Beneath it, the crescent of a finely cut boot heel was cast in mud, slowly drying underneath the eaves. Any other shoe prints the rain hadn’t already erased were made by wide boots, crudely crafted. But this one: it was clear, and above it was a smudge of polish on the wall. The mark of a gentleman. Boots like his own, but no wear marks had dulled the edge of that heel yet.

Robb pulled out his notebook and began to sketch, re-creating the scuff and the scene around it in detail.

“Got anything?” a voice above him asked. Robb looked up and then stood, putting his sketch away smoothly. Tom Bulling, one of the hacks from the Central News Agency, stood over the body.

“You know if I did, I couldn’t tell you,” Robb said mildly. “Did you see anything?”

Bulling laughed. “Not me. She was a whore. Dangerous profession, you ask me. Dying all the time, and who cares? But with that mess in Whitechapel, well—the Boss, he’s full of new ideas, he is. Man like me has to have initiative, just to keep up with Sir Jay Osborne.”

Robb nodded. He had heard of Sir Jay. New ideas, many new connections. “Strange thing to report in a newspaper,” Robb murmured. “Doesn’t appear to be connected with Whitechapel at all. Not something you’d think the public would want to know. Are you going to write about this, then?”

Robb used the kind of irritation that expressed ultimate disdain from his class. Hated using it, especially when Bulling knew there was an “Honourable” in front of his name.

Sardonic, Bulling tipped his hat to Robb without making any promises and left him to wonder just what the man would write about the death of a woman desperate enough to sell herself for food.

Robb took off his own good wool coat and covered the  woman’s mud-stained face with it before heading off to find a cab that would take him down to Westminster station.

“Hey,” PC Tompson called out to him, “that coat must ha’ cost a quid or two.”

Robb only smiled and wandered past King’s Ferry Road to Bridge Steps Way, where cabs waited for passengers.

Tompson shook his head. “He’s an odd one,” he told the younger constables around him.

“Bloody toff,” one said.

“Stuff that,” Tompson said, sharpish. “He’s a good man.” They watched Robb walk away. Watched him, coatless, tip his hat to a group of ragged women at the corner that even a blind man could not mistake for ladies.

“But odd,” Tompson admitted.




Robb  * Whitechapel Coroner’s Office * 9:14 AM 

“I don’t know what I’m asking, really,” he said, and hesitated. He was an inspector, but from the Westminster precinct, not Whitechapel. Aware that the Whitechapel coroner, John Perridore, owed him nothing.

“I don’t know much about what’s happened in Whitechapel,” Robb said quietly. “Never thought I’d have to. But with these killings in Westminster—I need to know.”

The coroner grimaced. “Aye. Right,” he sighed. “What do you need to know, then?”

“How these women died, the specifics of their wounds.”

“Well, first,” Perridore mused, “there was the Tabram woman.”

“Wait,” Robb said. “What about Fairy Fay? Annie Millwood and the others?”

The coroner made a face. “Read those in the Times, did you? The only thing those women had in common was public hysteria and bad newspaper reportage. Before the Times said so, certainly no one in our business thought to connect them—too far apart, didn’t fit any pattern. Well, wasn’t a pattern to fit, then, was there? They were killed in different places, their deaths spread out over more than a year. Four women—one a month between December and April. Smith was the last one of that run—just when our own people decided to pursue the connection, the killing stopped.”

“And started again with Martha Tabram?” Robb asked.

“Who knows?” the coroner replied, prosaic. “Tabram was killed early August, and Nichols late the same month. Could be it’s starting again. Could be something completely different.” He wrinkled his nose. “Mass murder makes a good story, but there’s no medical proof they’re connected, if that’s what you’re asking.”

Robb nodded. “What about these latest, then—Tabram and Nichols?”

“Tabram was stabbed to death—thirty-nine stab wounds in all. Hit the lungs, liver, spleen, and stomach. One deep thrust to the heart, cutting through the chestbone—had to be made by a very rare knife, though, because the other cuts weren’t near as deep.”

“Had she been strangled?”

“No. Died of her wounds.”

Robb recoiled. “My God,” he said, sick at the thought. Knowing his own precinct was far more sheltered. Though the coroner nodded, agreeing with him, he could see in his eyes a sad amusement at Robb’s innocence.

“Then, with Nichols,” the older man said, “we saw the same sort of thing—multiple stab wounds. Focused on the abdomen. Her throat was cut, ear to ear, right down to the vertebrae. Severed the major blood vessels on both sides of her neck.”

“Anything else?” Robb asked.

The coroner frowned, silent and assessing. “What are you looking for?” he asked.

Robb shrugged, struggling with his unease, which was vague, near to formless, but would not let him go. “I’m not even sure.” He held out his hand, and the coroner shook it warmly. “Thank you. You’ve been very helpful.”

“You’re welcome, for what it’s worth,” Perridore told him. “If I come across anything pertinent, I’ll send it to you, just in case, if you’ll give me an address.”

Robb almost took out one of his cards, but thought better of it. He didn’t want his social rank to come between them. “Just send it to Westminster Station, in care of my name,” he said.

He tipped his hat and left, letting his mind glide along a dozen paths, fishing for ideas, random thoughts that might connect to form answers. Nothing came.

His unease, which had grown since closing the dead woman’s eyes, continued to eat at the peace within him.




Robb  * Westminster Station * 9:56 AM 

Robb came to Pershing’s office, opening the door to warm paneled wood and the heavy cherry desk. Superintendent Pershing didn’t bother to smile, and neither man addressed the other. Pershing was a gentleman, a son of minor gentry, with pretensions. Robb was the second son of an earl, with no need for pretensions and no use for them. Hostility crackled between the men every time they met.

“There’s been another one—a woman murdered on Bingham Street,” Robb said. “A prostitute. Her throat cut.”

“And?” Pershing asked.

“This is the second one in our area,” Robb pointed out.

“Seven months apart,” Pershing said, dismissive.

“Five months and seven days,” Robb said. He hesitated. “I’ve been to the Whitechapel coroner’s office. There have been five women murdered there the same way, two in just the last month. Now we have the same problem.”

“We do not have the same problem,” Pershing said, suddenly forceful. “It’s a completely different thing, and I will thank you to never suggest any correlation between them again.”

Stunned speechless, Robb simply stood and stared. It took a moment, but he saw it there, in the belligerence of Pershing’s gaze and the tightness of his mouth. Of course. Whitechapel command was under intense scrutiny—names in the press now, every movement reported in detail.

“You’re afraid,” Robb said. The words dropped like stones in a pond before he could recall them.

“And you’re out of line,” Pershing told him, suddenly fierce. “And hardly the man to talk to me about fear.”

Robb narrowed his eyes. “What, sir, do you mean exactly?” Precise, each word freighted with challenge. Not so long ago, his ancestors had begun duels with a question put just that way.

“You know damned well what I mean. An earl’s son, poncing about in the streets as a common inspector—it’s thoroughly insulting to your honored father.”

“Ah.” Robb smiled grimly. “Told you that himself, did he?”

“He didn’t have to.” Pershing was incensed now—knowing Robb’s father was far beyond his social ambitions. “I have sons of my own. Certainly I hope better things of them than a low-paid pitiful rank that no decent member of society would even let through the front door. You’re so damned intent on earning this job. You didn’t have to earn it—that’s the point. Leadership is yours for the taking; it’s part of who you are. You could have been commissioner. Instead you insist on being in the streets, for God’s sake, and for what? To learn the trade—of detective, of all things.”

“You’d be surprised,” Robb said evenly, “at how much there is to learn.”

Pershing sneered. “And I’m sure you could tell me. You. Graduate of Eton, Oxford—a colonel in the Hussars, for God’s sake. All gone to this.” He waved his hand at Robb, indicating his clothing, which was plainer than any gentleman would have worn.

“This,” Robb said coldly, “is what keeps me from being garroted in the streets by starving children who could sell one of my better shirts and eat a whole year on what they’d get for it. This  is a damned sight more honorable than ordering good men to their deaths because one has purchased his commission cheap and hasn’t got the experience to fulfill his command better than the men he sends out to die. I do my job. I know my job. And believe me, sir, that is more than enough for me.”

Pershing shook his head. Robb hesitated, but the echo of rain pooled in a dead woman’s eyes goaded him. “I could take this to the commissioner,” he said quietly.

Pershing barked a laugh. “You could. But he’d want to hear it even less than I do.” He waved Robb away with a weary hand. “Get back to your streets, Inspector. Do your job your way. But I will hear no more about connecting any death in our area with the Whitechapel murders.”

“And when I find the next dead woman with her throat cut, what then?”

“If she’s had her throat cut and been stabbed a dozen times,  then you come to me,” Pershing said, his patience exaggerated.

Robb clicked his heels together, bowing with equally exaggerated formality, knowing the elegance with which he did it was something Pershing could only dream of attaining, and only  partially despising himself for the small, savage pleasure it gave him to see that fact register on Pershing’s flushed and inelegant face.

But outside Pershing’s closed door, Robb prayed the bloody ring around this second woman’s neck had been the consequence of a singular fury, a sudden drunken impulse and nothing more. Anything, God help them, other than what he thought it really was.




CHAPTER 4

September 6, 1888




Bulling * Offices of the Central News Agency * 2:36 PM 

From his desk, Bulling could see into Sir Jay Osborne’s office. Watched as Sir Jay himself stuck his head out of his door and yelled, “Bulling!” and went back into his office, flexing his fists.

“Oh Jesus,” Bulling whispered. Stood up, straightened his coat. With shaking legs, he went up the stairs and stood at Osborne’s desk.

Sir Jay was bent over the desk, still standing, arms planted wide over the surface. Reading the morning issue of the Westminster Local. Or not reading it. His eyes did not scan the page, but focused intently on a point through and beyond the smudgy gray paper.

Finally he raised his head to look at Bulling. His eyes were cold, and once again, Bulling felt his pulse beat somewhere around his ankles.

“I see a squib here on page fifteen,” Sir Jay said mildly, “about a whore who was killed yesterday on Bingham Street. You can imagine my surprise. I don’t recall sending you out to cover that story.” He paused, looking over Bulling’s sweating face. His words were so pointed, they were almost delicate. “So why did you? Write that story?” he asked softly.

“I, uh—” Bulling licked his lips. “A copper there, an inspector, told me not to write it up, sir.”

“And you called attention to us by writing it anyway?” Sir Jay looked at Bulling, incredulous. Then, suddenly, he swept everything on his desk to the floor. “Idiot!”

Oh Lord, it was a rant. Hardly nobody survived a rant. Bulling, almost breathless, locked his knees against falling and  ignored the detritus of Sir Jay’s desk scattered around his feet, though some of it was heavy and hurt, and ink raddled his trousers halfway to the knee. Suicidal now—if he was sacked, he’d nothing to lose—Bulling said, “I didn’t think you’d want rozzers tellin’ us what to write.”

Sir Jay, poised to let his anger fly, paused and looked more closely at Bulling. “Indeed not,” he said. A small smile touched his lips; it curled ironically once and was gone, like the tip of a hat when one gentleman passes another. “They actually assigned an inspector to this?”

Bulling nodded. “He was a toff, too. I knew toffs were our audience, see. But then I thought, you know, what kind of toff works as a cop?”

“A toff,” Osborne said, working the words like candy. “Working as an inspector. How delightful. What was his name?”

“Robb. Jonas Robb. The Honourable. Father’s an earl, I think. Works out of Westminster Station.”

“If he’s an inspector, he’s hardly quality, no matter what his father’s title is,” Sir Jay told Bulling, softening. “And he’s certainly not the kind of man I’m influencing here. I have a specific agenda for our papers. Next time you write a story, make sure it’s one I tell you to write.” Sir Jay raised his eyebrows. His green eyes, almost crystalline, took on a cruel humor. “Unless you’d rather go back to working on street corners shouting rhyming doggerel for a living.”

“No. No, sir,” Bulling said, his face grim with the memory of cold and wind, and sleet that cut bloodlessly to the bone.

Sir Jay smiled. “All right then. Get to work, my boy.”

Bulling blinked twice and retreated slowly, uncertain as to where his feet were or how well they would hold him up; they were that numb, bumping against the strewn flotsam of Sir Jay’s inkpots and pens on the floor. As he closed the door, he heard soft but vicious laughter within the office, and knew that he’d sold something precious, meeting the devil at a crossroads he had not even known he’d ventured along.



CHAPTER 5

September 7, 1888




Sara  * Dartmore Court * 2:52 AM 

She slammed from the netherworld into darkness and the reek of dank air around her. Gaslight stuttered and shivered in a filthy casement overhead. The cobbles were hard under her sneakers, and broken objects scattered shadows along the dark courtyard—wooden wagons, barrels, leather bridles rotting in the damp.

She heard voices, but they seemed distant—as if the courtyard itself were miles removed from the press of people, from light and life as she knew it.

“My Christ,” she whispered. Clenched her jaw to keep her teeth from chattering. Bent to the bag at her feet and had to close her hands into fists to stop their shaking.

Inside the bag she found a plain cotton dress with long skirts and an apron, and lace-up leather ankle boots. All of it was thin and patched. Even the cotton linens had buttons, no zippers—just a frayed cord tie.

Oh God, she thought. Good God, where am I?




Jack  * Dartmore Court * 2:53 AM 

At the back of the courtyard, far back, he watched out of the silence of deep shadows. A woman. She had fallen into the courtyard out of nowhere.

So beautifully muscled, her body. So out of place. When she stripped away the outsized nightshirt, he could barely breathe  for watching it. Long legs silvered by moonlight, skin golden along the flat curve of her belly and her breasts. His hands ached to hold them, palms itching for their weight.




Sara * 2:54 AM 

The voices on the other side of the courtyard came to Sara more clearly now. Shouts and laughter, fighting and singing, heaving and a vicious, guttural swearing.

Her knees shook as she changed her clothes. Keenly aware of how close dozens of drunken men were to her position, she shimmied into the thin skirts of the dress, plunging her arms quickly into the sleeves. The darkness was a sporadic shelter under the sickled moon; clouds slipped over its face, a dance of veils that revealed her every time its lunar smile fell on the courtyard.

Buttoning the halves of the top, she found they wouldn’t quite close all the way.

The sense of being watched was heavy on her skin, the air’s damp moisture like small, sodden kisses. Quickly she stowed her own clothes in the bag and rummaged through it. She found what they had sent her with and knew it wasn’t enough: a bottle of Keflex-S, a water purifier, a handheld electronic encyclopedia, a bag of coins.

She didn’t count the money—knew that pathetic handful wouldn’t last long. Instead, she held the largest coin up to the moonlight. She squinted, but couldn’t make out the imprint, which might have told her where she was and maybe when. Saw the brief glimmer of a woman’s profile, hair piled high on her head, but no details. She pocketed the coin.

And heard the scrape of a shoe nearby.

Sara froze, crouched over the bag. Along the dim alley that was the courtyard’s throat came a man and woman, strangers to one another; the man impatient, the woman drunk: pulling up her skirts and bending over a barrel. Her breasts hung heavy against the low neck of her dress, pillowing rhythmically as the man moved behind her.

Sara gasped. The woman looked up, saw her—and laughed, pitiless, for the both of them: two women bent over their respective burdens, so much of their bodies bared to the hazy moonlight.




Jack * 2:55 AM 

He stopped, stood very still. Watched the temporary coupling in the courtyard, the roughness of it stoking an agony of need within him. The other woman, in the darkness (so near—he could reach out, he could touch), was stripping out of the shirtwaist, and she—

She fumbled with a ridiculous oversized shirt, throwing it over her head and breasts; buttoning the shirtwaist over it.

Oh no, please, don’t cover them, no—

She didn’t listen: stepped farther into the shadows, not even knowing he was there.

Frustration arrowed through him but he kept it silent, sucking in desire. Watching the others, grunting in the darkness.

But thinking of her.




David  * Dartmore Court * 2:56 AM 

... and then he was out of it, and it was like being born—squeezed and pummeled into awareness. Breathing. Air against his face, in his hair. Seeing again. The shape of bricks in the wall. One vivid globe of smoking light. The shadows of a narrow space that opened out to a courtyard between buildings.

He saw the bag before he saw her, sitting on the cobbled floor of the courtyard. At the far end of the court, near the opening, a woman was sprawled over a barrel, her buttocks exposed to the man behind her.

David’s hand moved instinctively to the gun in his waistband.

A slam of light, heavier than the flash-bang of the Portal, exploded at the back of his skull. He knew he was still alive when the silver curtain in front of his eyes played movies for him in scarlet and the searing-cold white of pain.

And he knew. Sara Grant was not in front of him.

She was behind him.




Jack * 2:57 AM 

His teeth ached with the fury of it. She’d hit him. The big man who had come out of nowhere: hit him with a fist-thick plank. From behind—

Dear God! The lightning-sharp arrow of hate and desire that tore through his loins. Reeling with the thought of it: a  woman, hitting a man like that. He waited for the big man to hit her back, but he didn’t. Just stood in her way, and would not let her pass.

They could not be strangers. They were arguing, their words like nothing he had ever heard. So he stayed in the shadows of the courtyard, loins quivering and watery, and listened.




David * 2:58 AM 

He heard the plank hit the ground as she darted out of the shadows. His scope of vision was viciously narrow, eyes focusing only by force, scalp screaming, head ringing from ear to ear. He managed to stand in her way—a wall of muscle and anger—and hoped it was all he would have to do for at least one solid minute before he had to move.

Her muscles tensed. She would hit him again—this time with her hands or feet. He knew it by the way she stood, and the determination on her face.

Wearily, he pulled the Ghost out of his waistband.

“You shit,” he said, without heat or even much surprise. With one hand, he tested the bloody knot at the back of his head—and held the gun perfectly steady with the other.

She looked at him, very still. “I’m not going back. You can’t make me. You don’t know the science behind it, how to use the Portal—”

Very still himself, lethally quiet, David said, “I know enough. I know that when the light comes, you have to go.”

“But you don’t know how to make it come,” she pointed out. “And if you don’t know that, you can’t take me back. Or Avery. If you don’t know how this works, you can’t get home—ever.”

David thought about it. Made a show of stowing his gun. Of not paying attention to her. “Ever’s a long time,” he said. “I don’t think they gave me enough money for quite that long, though they did give me a goddamned pile of it just before I left. And unless you want to end up with your butt over a barrel like that poor bitch over there, you may need me just as much as I need you.”

She looked at him, looked past him to the entry where the whore had done her business. Without warning, he went for  her—closing in, wrapping her up like a spider in a web with the big knife just under her throat. She stilled instantly in his grip.

“Good girl,” David murmured.

“I could beat you senseless for that,” Sara whispered.

“You could. If I were shit-faced drunk and tied in chains.”

She told him, viciously, “I’m trained at combat-level martial arts.”

He laughed softly. “With those nails?”

She said nothing, but he could feel her analyzing the hold he held her in, scoping for weaknesses; moving her muscles to probe where and how she could move against him. Good girl, he thought again. This time, he didn’t say it. Instead, he asked, “Have you killed anyone yet?”

That stopped her. “No, of course not.”

“I have,” he said. A quiet fact, almost simple.

She raised her eyes to his: sharp, assessing—searching for the truth of him as surely as she had searched for a way out of his grip. He gave her the one truth he knew she could believe.

“They told me to bring you back. They didn’t say I had to bring you back alive. We’re going home now. And you’re going to tell me how to get there.”

She hesitated, then nodded. Took in a deep and shaking breath. To talk, he thought; to tell him what he needed to know.

Instead, she screamed—a full-throated detonation of sound he felt as much as heard; a deliberate weapon, her mouth wide and hard, her eyes daring him to shut her up, to cover her mouth. To let go with just one hand, so she could move.

An old man stuck his head out of a window above them. And outside the courtyard, the sounds of human congress fell silent. Then a group of angry men began to fill the tight concourse of the alley, spilling out into the courtyard. All of them were armed and pitifully dangerous: switchblades and rakes and scythes.

David swore, released Sara Grant, and stowed his knife.

“Wassit out ’ere?” Shouted one of the men, a butcher, by the look of his leather apron.

“Yer all right, missy?” the old man asked from his window. “Not seen Jack, now, ’ave yer?”

Shaken, Sara looked at her rescuers—at their weapons—and aimed a surprisingly raw Cockney accent at the angry men. “Naaaaw, we was just havin’ a bit o’ fun, like.”

But she slid away from David as she spoke—out of reach of his hands.

Most of the men filtered back out of the courtyard, shaking their heads, disgusted. The butcher, still angry, shook his cleaver at her. “You shouldn’t ought to go scarin’ folk these days, yellin’ like that. Who knows when yer’ll need help, and yer’ll scream yer bloody head orf and nobody’ll come. Bloody whore.”

The butcher gave them an evil look and turned to exit the courtyard. Sara, close to the archway, glanced back at David.

“You shouldn’t have covered for me,” he told her.

She smiled, a grim little moue sharpened by a hint of mockery. “I don’t need any of these men to hang for your murder,” she said softly. “That might change time.”

Then she slipped through the archway, disappearing into morning’s flotsam of humanity filling the open thoroughfare outside.




Sara * Crossingham’s Common Lodgings,  Whitechapel * 7:46 AM 

The reeking exhalation of open sewers heated by sunlight brought her awake, a stench that pooled like strong oil at the back of her throat. A sheen of gray light spilled into the room from the window, the glass thin and watery.

Sara put her hand on the doorknob, and hesitated. A heartbeat of anticipation swept through her, so strong her stomach ached with it. Then she opened the door onto another world. Dark brick buildings and cobbled streets; Cockney accents strong as salt; the grainy sky lowering clouds dark with soot; the thinning fog losing its foothold on the street as morning warmed its way into afternoon.

London.

She breathed in slowly. A shiver kindled in her blood, spreading to a firestorm in her bones. This was no sepia daguerreotype. This was alive, the colors of humanity brilliant under the gray skies. She took slow, careful steps down the wooden stairs to the street, as if the air itself would somehow crumple and warp when she touched it. Or the buildings would declare, as they had in her dream, You don’t belong, you don’t belong here—

Careful to stay out of the way, she stood on the curb and  stared, delighted by each detail. Carters hauling slatted crates into wooden wagons. Women shucking peas into dirty aprons. Men lounging on the curbs, laughing and playing cards. One old man sat at his windowsill, toothless, an aging sentry watching the street. Litter filled the gutters. Paper skittered like ground-borne birds, gray and white, and she realized that color press would take years to develop yet.

Her back crackled against dry paper and she turned to find a parchment leaflet tacked to the post behind her:

POLICE NOTICE. TO THE OCCUPIER.

ON THE MORNING OF AUGUST 31, A WOMAN WAS MURDERED IN OR NEAR WHITECHAPEL, SUPPOSED BY SOME ONE RESIDING IN THE IMMEDIATE NEIGHBORHOOD. SHOULD YOU KNOW OF ANY PERSON TO WHOM SUSPICION IS ATTACHED, YOU ARE EARNESTLY REQUESTED TO COMMUNICATE AT ONCE WITH THE NEAREST POLICE STATION.

METROPOLITAN POLICE OFFICE



 
The notice was cracked and dry, streaked with rainwater. Surreal: She brushed it with her fingertips. The paper crackled. The nape of her neck tingled with the feel of it on her fingers.

Slowly, Sara turned to the placard on her own building and read, with a shock of recognition, CROSSINGHAM’S COMMON LODGINGS.

A scream shattered the dreamlike quality of the place. Not a laughing shriek or a cry of pain, but wailing: the keen of a harbinger, a woman coming down the street. Sara turned her head and could feel the tendons creak in the slow motion of rising adrenaline.

The woman cawed to the people who clustered quickly around her, “Gor ’elp us, he’s come again. Down ’anbury Street. Another woman, all cut up. Oh Gor, oh Gor.”

Sara read the notice again. Goose bumps bloomed on her arms and her body knew before she did. Logic told her this notice could announce a random murder, one of the many casual killings that happened so often here. It didn’t have to be anything more than that.

But if that was so, why did her skin shiver and dance on her arms?

Hysteria sparked and shimmered, palpable as the day’s coming heat. Sara knew these people saw death all the time. Why would one dead woman cause such furor among them?

Remembered the belligerent little man in the window asking her, “Not seen Jack, now, ’ave yer?”

The goose bumps broke out again—rising up, fine and hard, on her scalp. It couldn’t be. And yet it spread through her, a silent, certain thrill: To be at the center of that investigation. What a study it would make. To see the body of a victim. To watch the police work. To witness the reactions of









Robb  * Hanbury Street, Whitechapel * 8:16 AM 





















































































Sara  * Hanbury Street * 8:35 AM 







































































Sara * Porch of Bell’s Dry Goods,  Whitechapel * 11:42 AM 
















Robb  * Westminster Station * 4:33 PM 

























Sara  * Crossingham’s Common Lodgings * 6:22 PM 
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John Berendt...

You'll find them all at
penguin.com

Read excerpts and newsletters,
Jfind tour schedules and reading group guides,
and enter contests.

Subscribe to Penguin Group (USA) newsletiers
and get an exclusive inside look

at exciting new titles and the authors you love
long before everyone else does.

PENGUIN GROUP (USA)
us.penguingroup.com
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