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{ Chapter 1}

LE CIRQUE  
DE LA LUNE 

Rémy took a deep breath as she stood on the edge 
of  the narrow plunge board. Above her, the old mate-
rial of  the big top’s roof  was close enough to touch. 
Below her was nothing at all but air dirtied by dust and 
tobacco smoke, and then, sixty feet below, arranged 
around the sawdust of  the circus ring, there was the 
crowd. She could almost hear their silence, the col-
lected indrawn breath of  five hundred people. They 
were all waiting to see what she could do. They wanted 
to see her tumble through the air above them, to dive 
and swoop, hanging from a thin metal bar suspended 
only by two old ropes. And perhaps . . . just perhaps, 
this time, she would fall.
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pitch black. From a distance, people said Rémy looked 
like a bird of  paradise, flying on invisible wings.

She flipped herself  backward, letting go of  the bar 
with her hands and catching the trapeze with her feet 
instead, arms stretching down toward the sawdust. 
Rémy flicked her hips to the right, sending the trapeze 
into a fast spin as she let one foot come loose and held 
it straight out, so the audience could see that now, it 
was only by one ankle that she had any hold at all.

Slowing the spin, Rémy righted herself  again,  
dancing up to stand on her hands on the bar before 
somersaulting backward as the trapeze swung in a 
graceful arc above the crowd.

Far below her, Rémy heard Claudette’s sharp whis-
tle echo in the distance. Glancing down, she saw 
Dominique canter into the sawdust circle. The little 
palomino wore an old tan saddle and a feather head-
dress to match Rémy’s own, and on her back was 
Nicodemus. The pony circled, her pace steady as the 
wizened little capuchin monkey began to somersault 
too, over and over, copying Rémy’s movements on 
Dominique’s back. The crowd roared with laughter, 
pointing and clapping and slapping their thighs in 
delight.

Rémy swung the trapeze twice more, gathering 

Beside her, Larotti balanced precariously, holding 
her trapeze still. Rémy dipped her hands in the chalk 
bowl, clapping them together to send a shower of  
white dust raining through the flickering gaslight. 
Then she nodded once, chin held high. The little Italian 
let go as the strains of  Saint-Saëns’s “Danse Macabre” 
began to rise from the ragged little orchestra below. 
Rémy counted two beats as the trapeze dropped away.

Then she leapt into thin air.
For a second, there was nothing to keep her from 

falling to a horrible death. The crowd gasped, and 
then, as Rémy’s fingers caught the fleeing trapeze, 
they sighed in relief. The sound rippled around the 
huge tent like a breeze, shivering its faded red and yel-
low stripes.

Rémy twisted lightly, graceful as a bird. She was 
wearing her favorite costume — it was cerise pink, 
edged in black, and, even though it was old and had 
been repaired more times than she could remember, 
it still stood out perfectly against her pale skin and 
unruly black hair. Rémy wore it with long fishnet 
stockings and greasepaint around her eyes, which 
made her look like a harlequin. Claudette had fash-
ioned a flower from a scrap of  almost-matching satin 
for her hair, along with two long, thin feathers dyed 
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speed as the music built and built. She somersaulted 
again and again, faster and faster. Below, Nicodemus 
kept perfect time with her all the way.

And then, as the music reached its crescendo, she 
somersaulted again, twisting backward, reaching for 
the bar . . .

She missed. Her fingers brushed the metal of  the 
trapeze, but they did not grip it.

Rémy fell like a stone.
Screams erupted around the big tent. People stood, 

shouting and pointing. Men waved their tattered hats 
in the air, women pulled their patched shawls up 
around their faces or used them to shield their chil-
dren’s eyes, as Rémy plunged head-first toward the 
compacted earth of  the sawdust ring. She managed 
to twist in mid-air, a mighty turnabout that tipped her 
upright.

There was a flurry of  movement in the corner of  
her eye. Someone from the audience had lunged over 
the barrier. It was a young man in a long brown coat 
and top hat — he was rushing toward her, arms out-
stretched, as if  to break her fall.

Rémy’s would-be rescuer was so focused on  
catching her that he almost stepped straight into the 
path of  her horse. Thankfully, Dominique had seen 

Rémy falling and knew what she had to do. The pony 
butted the man out of  the way, hard enough to send 
him sprawling, but at least out of  harm’s way. Then 
she slowed until she was in exactly the right spot. 
Nicodemus jumped from her back and ran to the 
upturned bucket in the middle of  the ring.

Rémy landed squarely, with both feet, on the pony’s 
saddle, immediately lifting one leg to stand in bal-
let pose, her free foot pointing elegantly outwards. 
Dominique continued to canter in a circle as Rémy 
rode her one-footed. Still standing on the upturned 
bucket, Nicodemus saluted them both.

There was a second of  silence as the crowd realized 
what had happened. And then the sound of  cheering 
and clapping swept over Rémy like a tide, louder than 
for any other act that night. But then, it always was.

She dropped until she was seated on the pony’s 
back, patting Dominique with one hand as she waved 
to the audience with the other. She’d usually do a 
couple of  victory circuits of  the ring to soak up the 
applause, but tonight Rémy’s gaze searched for the 
man who had tried to save her. He was still picking 
himself  up, forlornly brushing sawdust from his coat.

“Sorry,” she called over the thunderous sound of  
the audience as she pulled Dominique to a halt beside 
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him. “She is trained not to let anything get in her way 
when we do my act. If  she had stopped, I would have 
died. And you too, probably. I would have crushed 
you!”

The young man looked up at her. To her surprise, 
she saw he couldn’t be that much older than she was. It 
was his eyes that really startled her, though. They were 
two different colors — one as blue as the sky over Paris 
on a bright day in May, one as deep brown as good 
chocolate. And they twinkled.

He bent down to retrieve his hat and pushed it on 
over his mussed hair before replying.

“Well,” he said with a slight smile. “That’ll teach 
me to be a good Samaritan, won’t it? People do keep 
telling me I shouldn’t bother. Good day, miss.”

He tipped his hat briefly and then turned away. A 
second later, he was lost in the crowd. Rémy’s gaze 
tried to follow him, but it was no good. He was gone.

She and Dominique did one more circuit of  the 
ring and then left the big top, Nicodemus skittering 
along in their wake.

Claudette was waiting for her at the players’ 
entrance. The little monkey rushed off  into the thick 
night, through London’s chill drizzle and back to the 
animal enclosure. Claudette tutted as she saw Rémy 

adjust her opal necklace, pulling it down from where 
it had flown up around her ears as she’d fallen.

“You know you should not wear that on the wire, 
ma chérie,” Claudette chided in her gentle, sing-song 
voice, as Rémy slid gracefully from Dominique’s 
back. “One of  these days, you will strangle yourself. 
And it will be a night like tonight, when someone 
stupid tries to save the girl who does not need to be  
saved.”

Rémy grinned as she took the threadbare black robe 
Claudette held out and slipped it on over her shoul-
ders. She kicked off  the silver slippers she always wore 
on the trapeze and struggled into her boots instead. 
They were leather, black and worn like everything else 
she possessed, and the only pair she had owned since 
she was ten — six whole years. “Never, Claudette. You 
know me. I live a charmed life. Probably because I 
never take my opal off.”

Claudette shook her head with long-suffering 
patience, her thick chestnut hair hanging loose around 
her shoulders. At twenty-four, she was eight years 
older than Rémy, and along with her little daughter, 
Amélie, was the closest thing Rémy had to family.

“Well, I hope your charm is at full power tonight,” 
Claudette told her. “Gustave wants to see you.”
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Rémy made a face and sighed. “Ach. It must be 
time.”

Claudette raised an eyebrow. Her eyes seemed even 
darker than usual, and they bore a trace of  worry. 
“Take care, chérie. This one will be difficult, I think. 
We are not in France now, you know. This is the great 
city of  London, not a little town in Provence.”

Rémy straightened up and wiped rain from her eyes 
as she regarded her friend. Claudette was a fortune-
teller and talented pickpocket. She could take a wallet 
from its owner and they would swear blind she’d never 
even been close enough to touch them. They were all 
vagabonds and thieves at Le Cirque de la Lune — and 
Rémy . . . well, Rémy was queen of  them all. She’d 
been stealing since she was old enough to walk, and a 
jewel thief  since she’d learned how to work the wire 
at age eight. Now, she was the best gem snatcher in 
Europe, probably in the whole of  the world. Rémy 
had never been caught. And, she thought, I never will 

be. Never.

“You worry too much,” she said. “Why should 
this be different to any other? They’ll never catch 
me, Claudette. That is what makes me so valuable to 
Gustave, yes?”

Claudette sighed. “You should not take these things 

too lightly, Rémy,” she warned. “One day your luck 
will run out. And in any case, this life . . . it is not good 
enough for you. You should run, while you still can. 
Gustave could not —”

Rémy shook her head. “When I can take you and 
Amélie with me, then we will all go,” she said. “But 
not before. We need money! And now is not the 
time for this old argument of  ours, ma belle amie. I 
must go before the old goat gets too impatient. Kiss 
Amélie good night for me. Tell her she must sleep 
well because Dominique will be waiting to give her 
another lesson in the morning.”

Claudette smiled, taking Dominique’s reigns and 
digging a sugar lump from her pocket as she led her 
away. “Then you had better make sure you come back, 
hadn’t you, Little Bird?”

Rémy watched Claudette disappear into the thick 
black shadows of  the circus tents. Behind her, the last 
of  the audience was leaving, laughing and chattering. 
She smiled. She had been good tonight — really good, 
even despite the almost-disaster caused by the boy 
with the mismatched eyes. Rémy was always good, she 
knew that, but some nights it felt as if  she could walk 
on air, and those were always her best performances. 
Not that Gustave ever paid her extra, or praised her 
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work. He was more interested in her other, illegal, 
skills.

Rémy looked toward his caravan. It stood apart 
from the rest, at the back of  the field he had rented for 
them. Well, Gustave called it a field, but it was really 
just a barren patch of  land behind the Spitalfields mar-
ket, turned to mud by the never-ending rain. Rémy 
glanced up, blinking into the night gloom at the sooty 
gray clouds that seemed permanently gathered over-
head. Out beyond the market square, the buildings of  
London slouched toward each other as if  sheltering 
together from the miserable weather. Lights flickered 
and guttered in windows caked with grime and soot. 
The silhouettes of  the taller townhouses of  the East 
End loomed darkly over the cobbled streets. It was the 
first time Rémy had left France, and she’d expected a 
better, brighter place. But there was as much dirt and 
poverty here as at home, and the bread was bad, too. 
She dreamed of  a life somewhere else, somewhere 
sunny, where she did not have to steal. One day . . .

Rémy pulled her hands into her sleeves and scuffed 
the toe of  her boot into the mud. “One day” was not 
tonight, she reminded herself. Tonight, she had to 
steal the second biggest diamond in the world.

Squaring her shoulders, she headed for Gustave’s 

haunt. She could hear music from inside the caravan, 
and knew it was Dorffman, the German, playing his 
violin. He was supposed to be the circus’s chief  carpen-
ter, but ever since Gustave had uncovered Dorffman’s 
musical skills, he’d made him play every night as the 
circus owner ate. Rémy wondered what crime the man 
had committed to end up in this place. She liked him 
and he seemed nice, but it could be anything. Murder, 
maybe, although it was more likely to be theft . . . but 
everyone at Le Cirque de la Lune had their own story. 
One day she would ask, she decided, as she mounted 
the rickety, painted steps to her master’s door.

“Come!” came the yell of  his voice as she knocked.
Inside, Gustave was at his dinner, tearing a whole 

roast chicken apart with his fat fingers. The sight of  
the grease trickling down over his knuckles turned 
Rémy’s stomach and made her forget that she hadn’t 
eaten since lunch, and then only a round of  gritty, gray 
bread and dripping.

The circus owner glanced up at her. “The cloud 
is thick tonight. It is Friday, the police are tired after 
their long week,” he grunted. “But still, now is not the 
time.”

She blinked, surprised. “No?”
“No,” Gustave rumbled around a mouthful of  food. 
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“You see, this is important. More important than any 
other job you’ve ever done. And so I want you to do  
a . . . reconnoiter. Find the best way in, determine 
where the guards are stationed and, more importantly, 
establish your escape route. Make the plan infallible, 
yes? You must not fail me, Rémy.”

For a moment, Rémy was speechless. He’d never 
asked her to do reconnaissance before. And she had 
never, ever failed him. She had never even come close 
to failing.

Seeing her indignation, Gustave sighed and put 
down his chicken. “You know where this jewel is being 
kept?”

“In the Tower of  London, master.”
“Yes,” he said, his voice dry. “The Tower of  London. 

Make no mistake, my little thieving genius. However 
good you are, this is going to be the hardest thing you 
have ever tried. So, reconnaissance. There is to be a 
reception for the great and the good at the Tower 
tomorrow night. It is the perfect opportunity for you 
to learn everything you need to know about where the 
jewel is held. Now, tell me what you are looking for.”

“The Darya-ye Noor,” Rémy huffed.
“And what are you not looking for?”
“The Koh-i Noor. I know.”

He snorted, sending flecks of  grease and chicken 
flesh to pepper the table. “You think you know every-
thing, do you not, little Rémy? Can you tell me the 
difference between the two?”

Rémy sighed. Gustave had been lecturing her on 
this for weeks. As if  she couldn’t tell one diamond from 
another. As if  she hadn’t been born able to know the 
worth of  a gem just by looking at it. Rémy remem-
bered every precious stone she’d ever seen in her life, 
and she could feel all of  them now as if  she held them 
still. In her hands jewels were living things, and they 
seemed to like her. They fell toward her fingers grate-
fully. She knew them. The thief  toyed with the opal 
around her neck absently, and recited Gustave’s lessons.

“The Koh-i Noor — the Mountain of  Light — and 
the Darya-ye Noor — the Ocean of  Light — are sister-
stones. They were both mined from Golconda in India 
more than a century ago. Now Queen Victoria owns 
the Mountain of  Light, and the Shah of  Persia owns 
the Ocean of  Light. And for the first time since they 
were both mined, the stones are back together. In the 
Tower of  London. So that is why we are here.”

“And what do we want?”
“The ocean, not the mountain,” Rémy repeated, 

dutifully.
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Gustave’s pudgy, pasty face creased into a frown. 
“Remember that, Little Bird. The Ocean is smaller 
than the Mountain, but prettier. And it belongs to 
the Shah, not the Queen, so the good policemen of  
London will not care so much about it. Get in, take it, 
get out. That’s what you need to do when the time is 
right. Do not get distracted by the larger stone. Do you 
understand me?”

“Yes, master.”
He nodded slowly, and then held up the remains of  

his dinner’s carcass. “Do that, and there will be one of  
these for you. You can share it with that light-fingered 
friend of  yours. And her strange little whelp, if  you 
really do insist on feeding it.”

Rémy held herself  still, but she wanted to hit him. 
How dare he talk about Amélie like that? Just because 
she was different, just because she didn’t speak. How 
dare he —

“Well?” Gustave bellowed. “What are you waiting 
for? Go! Prepare!”

Rémy gritted her teeth and left, slamming the door 
as she ran down the steps. The sound was masked by 
Dorffman and his mournful violin, the ripple of  sad 
strings rising into the dead, wet night.

* * *

Thaddeus reached his front door as the rain began to 
fall in earnest. He stuck his hand in his coat pocket, 
searching for his key, and then remembered that he 
didn’t have it. It was on his desk at Scotland Yard. He’d 
left it there by accident earlier, when he’d been sent 
on yet another wild goose chase by the Chief. At the 
time he’d told himself  he’d go back for it, but then he’d 
noticed that the circus had arrived in town, and . . .

With a sigh, Thaddeus looked up at the window 
belonging to what his landlady generously termed his 
“suite.” It was really just one room with a water closet 
next to it, but it was all he could afford and at least it 
was close to the police station. The young policeman 
saw that he was out of  luck — his window was shut, 
and most likely locked. Mrs. Carmichael was very par-
ticular about security, and very suspicious of  fresh air. 
He looked at the door again, and the bell pull hanging 
beside it. It was no good — he’d have to ring it, even 
though getting her out of  bed would probably mean a 
burned breakfast as punishment in the morning.

He regretted pulling the bell as soon as he heard  
her angry footsteps in the hallway. He should have just 
gone back to the station. He could have slept in his 
chair.
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The door was wrenched open a crack. A poker, a 
candle, and one eye appeared around it.

“It’s me, Mrs. Carmichael. I am most terribly sorry. 
I —”

“Mr. Rec!” The door was flung wide. His landlady 
crossed her arms over her nightgown and looked him 
up and down, eyes narrowed. “And where, might I ask, 
is your key?”

“On my desk,” Thaddeus began again. “I’m sorry, 
but —”

“Your desk,” repeated Mrs. Carmichael accusingly, 
as if  he’d somehow said something disgusting. She 
didn’t approve of  his work with the police. Detecting, 
she had told him once, was nothing but nosing about 
in other people’s business. It seemed that such a thing 
should only be done from behind one’s curtains, if  her 
habits were anything to go by. Not that he’d dared to 
remark as much to her.

Thaddeus stepped forward. He wanted to get out 
of  the rain, but she didn’t seem inclined to move. “May 
I —”

“Mr. Rec,” Mrs. Carmichael said in outraged tones, 
as he stepped into the light. “Have you — have you 
been brawling?”

Thaddeus looked down at himself. He still had 

sawdust clinging to his knees, his shoes were scuffed, 
and the sleeve of  his coat arm was torn.

“Oh,” he said. “No — no, of  course not. I was at the 
circus. There was this girl, you see. She fell. Or at least, 
I thought she had, so I was trying to —”

Mrs. Carmichael rolled her eyes before turning 
away. “The circus. A girl. Of  course. Heaven forbid 
you be anywhere reputable. Honestly, if  you had a 
mother I would send you home for a drubbing. That’d 
sort you out, and no mistake. Come along, if  you 
please, Mr. Rec. I don’t want to catch a chill in that 
nasty night air. And besides — some of  us have real 
work to do in the morning.”

She disappeared down the hallway, taking the 
yellow light of  the candle with her. Thaddeus shut 
the door behind him and sighed as he drew the 
bolt before trudging up the stairs to the second 
floor. What an evening. He’d only gone to the cir-
cus for work. Well, for potential work, anyway. He 
had noticed — Thaddeus had a knack for noticing  
things — that the number of  petty crimes always 
went up when the circus was in town. He’d thought 
it would do no harm to take a look at the grounds 
and the people, especially now, with the Shah’s 
visit. So he’d done a bit of  a patrol, just to see if  he 
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could get a whiff  of  any shenanigans before they  
happened.

None of  the other detectives had been willing to 
join him. They all thought he was too young to be 
part of  their team anyway and mocked his ideas at 
every opportunity. Besides, it was time for their din-
ners, and it was a miserable night to be out and about. 
Thaddeus had gone anyway, alone. He’d been standing 
outside the big top making notes when he’d heard a 
whisper that the final act was the most amazing any-
one had ever seen. Astounding, the whisper had said. 
Not to be missed. He’d stuck his head inside, just out of  

curiosity.

And there she was. A girl who seemed to fly with-
out wings, as perfectly as a bird. He’d been instantly 
fascinated and couldn’t help pushing his way to a seat 
in the front row, just to watch her. And when she’d 
fallen —

Even the thought of  it made his heart freeze in his 
chest. The memory of  her plummeting to the ground 
was horrifying. Before he’d known what he was doing, 
he’d been over the barrier and running, desperate to 
catch her . . . to save her.

The door to his room clicked shut behind him 
and Thaddeus leaned against it, raising his eyes to 

the ceiling. Of  course it was a trick. They were circus 
folk — their whole lives were about tricks. He should 
have known better. She probably had a wire attached 
so she couldn’t reach the ground anyway, for goodness 
sake. What a fool! She was probably laughing at him 
right now, standing around the campfire with the rest 
of  them. Still, he wondered who she was and where 
she had come from. He thought her accent had been 
French, but he couldn’t be sure over the noise of  the 
crowd. And she spoke such good English. Where had 
she learned that? He’d looked for the posters outside, 
but on the line for her act all it said was “Little Bird.”

Shaking himself, Thaddeus pushed away from the 
door and glanced at his clock, ticking away quietly on 
the mantel. It was almost one in the morning, but he 
knew he wouldn’t sleep.

Thaddeus glanced at his workbench. On it were 
the night glasses he’d been working on with the 
Professor — their latest joint invention. Thaddeus was 
convinced that a modern police force needed modern 
machines, and his friend the Professor agreed with 
him. He wasn’t really a professor — that had just been 
his nickname ever since Thaddeus had known him. In 
fact, Thaddeus wasn’t even sure what the man’s real 
name was, as for some reason, the Professor preferred 
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people not to know. He was a mechanical genius and 
ever since they’d met, he and Thaddeus had shared 
their ideas for weird and wonderful gadgets.

The night glasses, though — they were another 
level of  brilliance altogether. If  they managed to 
perfect their invention, Thaddeus and the Professor 
believed that they could make it possible to see in the 
dark, just as if  it were day, even if  a person was in a 
pitch-black room. If  they got it right, the darkest cor-
ners of  London’s dingiest streets and dens would be 
visible to the police. It would be a revolution.

The glasses weren’t perfect yet, but they would 
be soon. In fact, Thaddeus had been hoping they’d 
be ready for the Shah’s arrival. The other coppers 
kept insisting that the Koh-i Noor and the Darya-ye 
Noor were “as safe as houses” inside the Tower, but 
Thaddeus wasn’t so sure. The gems weren’t being kept 
in the Jewel House, which was specially reinforced. 
Queen Victoria wanted to make a proper occasion out 
of  the visit, and had decreed that both stones be put 
on display in the Long Hall. It made Thaddeus very 
nervous indeed, especially since Her Majesty had also 
decided to throw a week of  receptions for the richest 
and most important people in the land to show off  the 
jewels.

None of  the other men in the city’s detective divi-
sion were concerned — they just laughed when he 
brought up the idea that someone would try to steal 
one or both of  the jewels. No one believed that any-
one could break into the great Tower of  London, and 
even if  they did, the place was crawling with police 
and Tower guards, watching the gems every moment 
of  every day.

But Thaddeus just had a feeling. A hunch, you 
could call it. It had been keeping him awake for weeks, 
through all the preparations for the Shah’s visit. And 
now that the gems were here, in London . . .

He shrugged off  his damp coat. Sitting down at his 
workbench, he lit the Bunsen burner. It wasn’t really 
that late, after all. He could do a little more work on 
the glasses. Maybe he could get them working prop-
erly in time for the first reception tomorrow.

As he worked, the night ticked onwards into day.
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{ Chapter 2}

IN PLAIN SIGHT

“I am not wearing that!”
Claudette, kneeling on the floor of  her caravan, 

looked up at Rémy with raised eyebrows. Morning 
sunlight from the open windows dappled her face. 
“And why not? What is wrong with it?”

“It is . . . it is . . .” Rémy threw her hands into the air. 
“A dress! A long one!”

Her friend sighed and pushed another pin into place 
on the hem of  the old gown before standing up to 
admire her handiwork. “Well done. I was not at all sure 
you knew what such a thing was.”

Rémy crossed her arms. “It’s horrible . . . and 
uncomfortable. I won’t wear it.”

“So what? You are going to walk into this recep- 
tion — a reception that the Queen of  England 
herself  may be at — looking like the ragamuffin 
orphan that you are?” Claudette pointed to Rémy’s 
current outfit — a pair of  tattered trousers that 
were too short, coupled with a rough blouse and 
belt. “This is not how young women usually dress,  
Rémy.”

“It’s stupid,” Rémy said, sulkily, “all of  it. Why does 
he want to make me do this, anyway? As if  I do not 
know what I’m doing.”

“Well, I for one am glad, ma chérie. I think once you 
go there, you will realize that what Gustave asks is the 
right thing. For once. Now, try it on. I need to see if  I 
have fitted it correctly.”

“No.”
Claudette tutted. “You are forgetting the good side 

of  having so many skirts, Little Bird.”
Rémy frowned. As far as she could see, the only 

thing that skirts did was stop you from running away 
properly. “What do you mean?”

Claudette lifted the wine-colored material to show 
one of  the petticoats underneath. She had stitched 
several pockets into it, and pointed to each one. “Lock-
picks. Rope. Penknife. Scarf  . . .”
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Rémy stared and then began to laugh. “Very well,” 
she said. “I will try it your way. Just this once.”

Claudette smiled, satisfied. “And what will you say? 
Once you get to the door? How will you make them 
let you in?”

Rémy shrugged. “I have not quite worked that out 
yet. But I’m sure I’ll think of  something.” 

* * *

Later, Rémy stood in the Long Hall, slightly stunned 
by the rich swirl of  music and the beauty of  the 
noblemen and noblewomen that filled the room. She 
looked down at herself  and was suddenly relieved that 
Claudette’s nimble fingers were as quick and sure with 
a needle as they were with a stranger’s wallet. She felt 
out of  place, but at least she didn’t look it.

Rémy looked down at the old man whose hand 
was still tucked into the crook of  her elbow. He had 
been her ticket into the Tower. She had arrived at the 
gate imagining that entry would be, if  not easy, then 
at least not impossible. If  she couldn’t get through the 
gate, Rémy thought, she could find a wall low enough 
to scale even in the long skirts that swamped her agile 
legs. She’d simply join the reception inside by a more 
circuitous route. But the imposing sight of  the Tower 

had stopped her dead. The thick walls seemed to be 
layered, each against the other, higher and higher, and 
each more impervious than the one before. The stones 
were rough, yes, but there was no hope of  climbing 
them. Vast pools of  flickering light from the huge, 
burning torches pinned to the walls created some 
shadows, but not nearly enough.

She’d been contemplating her options when a car-
riage had driven up, the footman jumping down to 
help an old man onto the uneven roadway leading to 
the gate. He was dressed in a fine suit and shook off  the 
attentions of  his servant, despite his obvious need of  
help. And so Rémy, in a flash of  inspiration, had offered 
her arm. She had learned early that old men will take 
help from young women far more easily than from 
other men. She walked with him to the gate, heart 
beating a fearful pattern despite her outward smiles. 
The old man chattered away in his ancient voice — he 
enjoyed her accent, he told her; it added an extra air of  
refinement to a young lady of  good breeding, such as 
herself. Still, the guard who stopped them at the gate 
obviously hadn’t been as sure of  her “breeding.”

“Tickets, please,” he’d said suspiciously.
She’d pretended to search her pockets. “I . . . I 

must have left mine inside,” she stuttered with feigned 
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confusion. “I came out, you see — for some fresh air. 
If  you just let me in, I will find my father . . .”

The guard shook his head. “No entry without  
tickets. Sir?”

The old man had presented his own invitation and 
was glowering at the guard.

“My Lord,” the guard corrected immediately, as he 
looked at the name on the ticket. “My apologies, Lord 
Abernathy, I did not realize . . .”

“This young lady is with me,” her companion had 
said firmly. “Honestly man, don’t you know who this 
is?” Lord Abernathy had turned to her, a slight twinkle 
in his eye, and just for a moment Rémy wondered 
whether, somehow, he knew what she was really up to. 
“Tell him, my dear,” he’d urged. “He will soon regret 
his rudeness.”

“I . . . I am Rémy Brunel,” she said, raising her chin 
as if  she were on the wire. “Of  Cordes-sur-Ciel. I am 
here with my father, and . . .”

“That is enough, my dear.” Lord Abernathy had 
raised an eyebrow at the guard. “Well, my lad?”

The guard looked her up and down again, but obvi-
ously wasn’t keen to raise the wrath of  a lord.

“Very well. Welcome to the Tower of  London, Lord 
Abernathy, my lady . . . Brunel. Enjoy your evening.”

And so it was that Rémy, for the first — and prob-
ably the last time in her life — had entered a room on 
the arm of  a lord.

“Can I get something for you, my Lord?” she asked 
now. “A glass of  wine? Water? A chair?”

He smiled again, rheumy eyes still blue enough to 
twinkle, and shook his head. “My dear,” he said, “I 
am sure you have other places you would prefer to be. 
Thank you for your kind assistance, but I do not expect 
your company to persist for the entire evening. Go 
now. Enjoy yourself. Perhaps I will see you later. And 
give my regards to your father.”

Rémy curtsied. “I will be sure to. Good evening, 
my Lord.”

When she straightened, Lord Abernathy was 
already making his way, feebly, through the throng 
of  people. Rémy turned away, surveying the crowded 
room. In fact, the Long Hall was not just one room 
but two, connected by a wide corridor that had been 
added in the past century. The alteration had created a 
large, long gallery of  whitewashed walls and polished 
wooden floors, with the two rooms at either end pro-
viding larger spaces for guests to mill about in. It was 
in each of  these rooms that the famed diamonds had 
been exhibited, facing each other at either end. Rémy 
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wanted to look at both stones, but knew she had to 
concentrate on the Darya-ye Noor. She approached 
the small crowd gathered around it, patiently waiting 
her turn until she had made her way to the front.

It was worth the wait. The Shah of  Persia’s Ocean 
of  Light stole Rémy’s breath with her first glimpse. It 
was large — the largest Rémy had ever seen — and 
cut into a pillow shape. It was the Ocean’s color, 
though, that really took Rémy by surprise. She had 
been expecting it to be clear, translucent, or perhaps 
the pale yellow of  champagne that some good dia-
monds were. But the Darya-ye Noor instead shone a 
delicate and beautiful rose pink, enhanced by the black 
velvet pillow on which it lay. Rémy was hypnotized 
by the diamond’s shine, by the way it reflected every 
flicker of  light that came its way in a halo of  miniature 
rainbows.

The jostling around her snapped Rémy out of  her 
daydream. She was here to work and could not afford 
to delay. Gustave was still expecting her back for the 
finale performance tonight. He knew that the crowd 
was mostly there to see her act, and besides, her 
nightly turn on the high wire was good cover for her 
other activities. How could she be a thief  if  she was 
performing every night in front of  hundreds?

Rémy quickly ran her eyes over the stone’s sur-
roundings. It was enclosed by a glass case on a black 
marble plinth. The stone and its pillow stood on a 
small mechanical pillar that had been built to rotate. 
Its cogs and gears were clearly visible beneath the 
velvet, working to constantly turn the stone to the 
light. Rémy leaned closer, wondering if  the clockwork 
mechanism hid some kind of  alarm bell that would 
sound when the stone was removed, but she could see 
nothing of  the kind.

An elbow dug into her ribs — the hopeful admirers 
behind her were becoming impatient. Rémy turned 
and made her way out of  the scrum. She’d seen what 
she needed to of  the stone’s housing. Now she had to 
work out how to penetrate the Tower itself.

It wouldn’t be easy, that was for sure. Even once she 
was inside the outer wall — and at the moment Rémy 
had no idea how she would achieve that feat — she’d 
have to find a way into the Long Hall. She looked 
up. The two rooms that housed the exhibits had flat 
ceilings interrupted only by ornate carvings. But the 
corridor that connected them was partly gabled with 
a flat center. Looking up, Rémy could see skylights 
in the highest part of  the roof, large enough that the 
smoky clouds of  London were visible above the glass. 
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One of  them was open, letting fresh air into the stuffy 
reception. Rémy wove through the knots of  guests 
toward Queen Victoria’s diamond, looking up at those 
distant windows. They’d be too high for most people 
to consider, but for her . . .

By the time she had reached the other end of  the 
corridor, she had decided. That was her way into the 
stone room. Now all she had to do was see what was 
up there on the roof  and work out how to get into the 
tower itself.

Rémy had been so absorbed in her contemplation 
of  the skylights that at first she didn’t notice the change 
in guests as she approached the Koh-i Noor. But,  
suddenly, Rémy became aware of  cautious eyes scan-
ning the crowd. She retired to the edge of  the room, 
deftly collecting a glass of  champagne from one of  the 
silver trays being offered by the Tower’s liveried but-
lers. As she sipped, she watched. Yes — in this part of  
the hall she could count at least twenty police officers, 
trying their best to blend in as they surreptitiously 
watched the guests. She’d seen none surrounding the 
Shah of  Persia’s diamond. Gustave had been right 
again. It was the Mountain they were protecting, not 
the Ocean.

Rémy looked up at the skylights again, wondering 

how sturdy the roof  was. She needed to find out, since 
it seemed to her that it would be the only way in.

Slipping out of  the Long Hall, Rémy moved quickly. 
She had to find the servants’ passageways — there 
must be an exit to the roof  somewhere, but it would 
be for the staff  only. Someone must have opened that 
window, after all — it would be impossible to do from 
the inside, even with a very long pole. She entered a 
quiet corridor. About halfway along, she found a door, 
its plain wooden surface disturbed only by a keyhole. 
Rémy stood still for a moment, listening to the low 
burble of  chatter from the Long Hall, but all seemed 
silent beyond the door.

Quickly, she hitched up the outer layer of  her dress, 
and pulled her lock-picks from the pocket Claudette 
had added to her petticoat. Gustave had taught her 
how to pick a lock when she was six years old, and 
Rémy still had the pick set he’d given her then. It was 
old and worn, but it still worked. She crouched down, 
peering at the lock. The trick when lock-picking, 
Gustave had told her, was not in the pushing of  the 
pins, but the amount of  pressure you applied to the 
plug. Too much, and the plates inside wouldn’t align, 
even if  you managed to push all the pins up. But just 
enough, and . . .
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Rémy felt the plug turn, a suddenly smooth motion 
of  polished metal against polished metal. The plates 
aligned with a tiny click, and the door swung open, 
revealing darkness beyond.

There was a sudden burst of  laughter from fur-
ther down the corridor, and the sound of  loud voices 
and louder footsteps. Someone was coming! Rémy 
scrambled to her feet, the heels of  her boots snagging 
on the skirts of  her dress. She wrenched the picks from 
the lock and slipped through the door, pushing it shut 
behind her and standing as still as she could, holding 
her breath. The voices passed, their owners too intent 
on their merry conversation to notice anything amiss.

Sighing in relief, Rémy turned. She was in a dull, 
narrow passageway, one that no noble man or woman 
would ever see — it was built only for the servants. 
And there, around another corner, was a flight of  steps 
leading up.

Rémy emerged onto the Tower’s roof  and into 
heavy darkness. She made her way toward the faint 
glow of  the skylights, picking up her skirts to move 
more easily.

From above, the distance to the floor of  the hall 
looked further, although it couldn’t have been more 
than thirty feet — less than she flew every night on 

the trapeze. Leaning over the skylight, Rémy exam-
ined its locks. They were firm but did not close with a 
key, which wasn’t surprising. Who would try to break 
in from up here? Who would even get this far? Rémy 
looked around. If  she were going to do this — and it 
would be the only way — she’d need to be able get out 
again. She’d have to secure a rope . . .

The sound of  metal clanging against metal startled 
her into fear. Voices broke into the cold night air and 
Rémy spun in the direction of  her escape route — 
someone had followed her up the stairs!

Rémy ducked into the shadows, her heart pound-
ing. At least she had the night on her side. Up here, 
the only light came from the weak moon and the 
meager shine rising through the glass of  the skylights. 
She held her breath, hoping that whoever it was had 
just needed a breath of  fresh air and would soon go  
away.

“What a worrier,” grunted a man’s gruff  voice. 
“I’m telling you, there’s no one up here.”

“I saw a shadow,” said another, firmly. Rémy rec-
ognized this voice somehow, though she wasn’t sure 
where from. “I’m sure I saw someone peering through 
the open skylight.”

“You’re losing it, Rec,” said the other man. There 
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came the sound of  someone rubbing their hands 
together. “It’s freezing up here!”

“Would you rather the diamonds were stolen on 
our watch?” asked the familiar voice.

There was an impatient sigh. “No one’s going to 
steal anything from here, boy. This place is a fortress. 
Come on then, Thaddeus,” the voice added. “You’ve 
been going on about these glasses of  yours for weeks, 
so you might as well get ’em out. What’s they all 
about, anyway?”

Rémy strained to see out of  her hiding place. The 
two men were slowly moving closer, but it was too 
dark for them to be clear.

“You’ll see,” came the soft voice again. “This is 
going to revolutionize detective work, Collins. These 
will let me see in the dark, just as if  it were day.”

Detective work? They were policemen!
There was a pause. Despite her fear, Rémy craned 

her neck, trying to see what was happening. There was 
a sudden guffaw of  laughter.

“Well,” chortled Collins. “It’ll give us a laugh, at 
any rate. You’ll look like a clown if  you put those 
on, Rec. You should go and join that circus of  yours. 
They’d have you like a shot!”

The circus? Rémy thought, startled. Why would they 

mention the circus? Then the moon cleared a patch of  
cloud and the two men passed into light, just for a 
moment. She clamped a hand over her mouth to cut 
off  a gasp as she recognized one of  them.

It was the man from last night! The one who had 
tried to save her!

“You can laugh,” she heard him say,  “but just you 
wait. You’ll see. There was someone up here, I swear. 
And with these, I’ll be able to see them, even in the 
dark. The shadow passed right overhead — over there, 
by that skylight.”

The footsteps became louder, nearer. Rémy peered 
from her hiding place, and her heart stopped alto-
gether. The boy with the mismatched eyes had put on 
the strangest pair of  glasses she had ever seen.

And he was looking straight at her.


