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CHAPTER 1


 The leather-bound volume was nothing 
remarkable. To an ordinary historian, it would 
have looked no different from hundreds of 
other manuscripts in Oxford’s Bodleian 
Library, ancient and worn. But I knew there 
was something odd about it from the moment I 
collected it.

Duke Humfrey’s Reading Room was 
deserted on this late-September afternoon, and 
requests for library materials were filled quickly 
now that the summer crush of visiting scholars 
was over and the madness of the fall term had 
not yet begun. Even so, I  was surprised when 
Sean stopped me at the call desk.


 “Dr. Bishop, your manuscripts are up,” he 
whispered, voice tinged with a touch of 
mischief. The front of his argyle sweater was 
streaked with the rusty traces of old leather 
bindings, and he brushed at it self-consciously. 
A lock of sandy hair tumbled over his forehead 
when he did.
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“The most beautiful 
experience we can have is the 

mysterious. It is the 
fundamental emotion that 
stands at the cradle of  true 

art and true science. Whoever 
does not know it and can no 
longer wonder, is as good as 

dead, and his eyes are 
dimmed (Albert Einstein)” 

“It begins with absence and desire.
It begins with blood and fear.
It begins with a discovery of  witches.”

Porttitor mollis im 
perdiet libero senec 
tus pulvinar. Etiam 

molestie mauris 
ligula eget laoreet.
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