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      Ireland, 441
      A.D.
 
   
    
     A ring of standing stones crowned the summit of a rocky mountain on the rugged west coast of Erin, overlooking the island-spotted bay thousands of feet below.
     
    
     Although spring was drawing nigh, the night was cool and damp.
     
    
     A gibbous moon cast its chilly radiance upon the looming, rough-hewn stones, which had watched mutely over the lonely mountaintop for millennia.
    
 
   
    
     Lady Sibella was less patient.
    
 
   
    
     She stood at the center of the ring before an equally primeval stone altar.
     
    
     A dark silk robe, of the finest quality, shielded her from the cool vernal winds blowing off the ocean.
     
    
     A scowl marred her pale, aristocratic features, whose gleaming skin seemed almost iridescent in the moonlight.
     
    
     Lustrous black hair was coiled atop her head in the style of a lady of means.
     
    
     Long, sinuous fingers toyed with an exquisitely crafted bronze dagger with a hilt shaped like a striking serpent.
     
    
     The dagger was an emblem of her authority, passed down from one generation of leaders to another by an ancient, clandestine order whose tireless pursuit of magic and power was destined to someday transform the world.
    
 
   
    
     The Serpent Brotherhood.
    
 
   
    
     “I grow weary of waiting,” she announced, her accent that of a wellborn Briton.
     
    
     “The appointed hour has come and gone.
     
    
     The little man tests my forbearance.”
    
 
   
    
     Two warriors accompanied her, to guard her person and to carry out her wishes, sanguinary or otherwise.
     
    
     One was a Greek mercenary, the other a disgraced Roman legionnaire.
     
    
     The latter had his short sword drawn, the better to defend her, while the former held a bundle wrapped in a plain lambskin blanket.
     
    
     A mewling sound escaped the bundle, which was cradled in the mercenary’s brawny arms.
     
    
     Sibella’s stomach grumbled at the sound, reminding her that she had not dined in hours.
    
 
   
    
     “Perhaps he has been delayed, milady,” the Roman said.
     
    
     His clean-shaven face bore a snake tattoo on one cheek.
    
 
   
    
     “Not for much longer, I hope.”
     
    
     She tapped her foot against the stony ground.
     
    
     “My time is valuable
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      Paris, France
     
 
   
    
     “So the Phantom of the Opera was for real?”
     
    
     Ezekiel Jones boggled at the notion as he and Jake Stone made their way down a murky underground corridor.
     
    
     The dapper young Librarian shook his head in disbelief.
     
    
     An Australian accent tinged his remark.
     
    
     “You’d think that, by now, this wouldn’t surprise me, but I’m starting to wonder if 
     anything is just a story.”
    
 
   
    
     “You heard what Jenkins said,” Jake Stone said gruffly.
     
    
     A backpack hung from his broad shoulders.
     
    
     A flannel shirt, jeans, and work boots combated the dank atmosphere of the age-old tunnel.
     
    
     “Gaston Leroux, who wrote the original book, was a celebrated investigative journalist back in the day, and his so-called novel was actually based on eyewitness testimony and written records he unearthed while looking into certain real-life events that had taken place at the Paris Opera
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      Portland, Oregon
     
 
   
    
     “Any word from Flynn?”
     
    
     Baird asked.
    
 
   
    
     Jenkins looked up from polishing the long-lost arms of the 
     Venus de Milo, which tended to get a bit cranky if they were neglected for too long.
     
    
     Although the arms usually resided in the Library’s Greco-Roman gallery, the ageless caretaker had them propped up at his personal workstation a few yards away from Baird’s usually neatly organized desk, which had an annoying tendency to clutter itself when she wasn’t looking.
     
    
     The ground-floor office of the Library’s Portland Annex currently served as the Librarians’ base of operations and anchor to this physical plane of reality.
     
    
     Adjacent doorways and corridors led into the Library proper, which was infinitely larger than the institutional-looking gray building housing the Annex.
     
    
     Polished wooden bookcases, crammed with volumes both useful and arcane, lined the walls of the office, while an old-school card catalog ran alongside the sweeping staircase leading up to the mezzanine.
     
    
     Antique cabinets and sideboards, framed maps and scrolls, and an eclectic assortment of vintage knickknacks and curios, including an old-time radio and a genuine nineteenth-century bowie knife, gave the 
     Annex a cozy, timeless feel that Baird had come to appreciate over the last few years.
     
    
     It was more than just her workplace.
     
    
     It was a sanctuary.
    
 
   
    
     “I’m afraid not, Colonel,” Jenkins answered.
     
    
     A distinguished, silver-haired gentleman in a conservative gray suit, who only appeared to be in his sixties, he had been tending to the Annex for far longer than you might guess just by looking at him.
     
    
     The Library was, Baird suspected, the closest thing he’d had to a home since the fall of a certain bright and shining kingdom a long, long time ago.
     
    
     “But that’s to be expected,” he continued.
     
    
     “The Lemurian conclave was always going to take a good while, leaving Mister Carsen effectively incommunicado for the duration.”
    
 
   
    
     Flynn Carsen, the most experienced Librarian still on active duty, had been called away to serve as an impartial arbiter at some delicate deep-sea treaty negotiations between various feuding clans of mer-people.
     
    
     And the fact that “mer-people,” complete with gills and scales, were actually a thing still boggled Baird’s mind occasionally.
    
 
   
    
     “Given the frequently rancorous relations between the parties involved, most notably the displaced tribes of Mu and Ys,” Jenkins elaborated, “I rather suspect that Mister Carsen has his hands full at the bottom of the Marianas Trench
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      Inishclogh, off the coast of Ireland
     
 
   
    
     An ancient portal tomb, consisting of a horizontal granite slab resting atop two mammoth standing stones, sat in the middle of an open green pasture beneath a cloudy sky.
     
    
     Once, thousands of years ago, the tomb would have been buried beneath a mound of smaller stones and earth, but time and the elements had gradually exposed it to view, so that it resembled the homemade table of some mythical giant.
     
    
     Despite its descriptive label, however, the tomb had not been employed as a portal for millennia.
    
 
   
    
     Until today.
    
 
   
    
     A brilliant white light flashed beneath the capstone, briefly filling in the open space between the vertical supports, and Cassandra and the others stumbled through the doorway onto the damp, grassy expanse beyond.
     
    
     As always, she missed a step as she crossed from the Annex to elsewhere; even after more than three years of Librarian-ing, she still couldn’t step through the Magic Door without it throwing off her stride for a few paces.
     
    
     Maybe because of the rotation of the Earth?
    
 
   
    
     Or perhaps it was simply that crossing untold miles in a single step was always going to be a tad disorienting.
    
 
   
    
     One minute they’d been in the Annex, bidding good-bye to Jenkins as he programmed the Door using an ornate globe of the world that was magically linked to the large, frosted-glass double doors.
     
    
     The usual white glow had filled the doorway, letting them know they were ready for departure, and here they were: on a small island off the west coast of Ireland, more than four thousand miles away from Portland.
    
 
   
    
     It was early March and the weather was still a bit nippy, so Cassandra was glad that she had put on a toasty sweater and leggings before heading out into the field.
     
    
     The rest of the team had dressed for the season as well; jackets, sweaters, and boots were the order of the day.
     
    
     Glancing up at the overcast sky, Cassandra wondered if they should have brought an umbrella as well.
    
 
   
    
     The white light blinked out behind them.
     
    
     Stone turned around to admire the unusual threshold they had just crossed over.
    
 
   
    
     “Using a Neolithic dolmen as an actual portal,” he said appreciatively.
     
    
     “I got to hand it to Jenkins.
     
    
     That’s pretty slick.”
    
 
   
    
     Cassandra could see where that would impress Stone in particular, considering his interests, but she also thought that, as doorways went, the looming megalithic ruins were a whole lot cooler than stepping out of an unoccupied broom closet or an outhouse, which had been known to be the case when their options were particularly limited.
     
    
     She scanned the rugged countryside surrounding them, seeing nothing but grass, boulders, fields, and a few low stone walls carving up the landscape.
     
    
     Purple thistles added a trace of color to endless greenery.
     
    
     Birds cawed overhead.
    
 
   
    
     “I don’t get it.”
     
    
     Ezekiel gave the huge stone table a baffled 
     look.
     
    
     “Those oversized building blocks don’t look all that trashed to me, aside from a few thousand years of wear and tear.”
    
 
   
    
     “Wrong monument,” Cassandra explained.
     
    
     “This was just the closest ‘doorway’ in the vicinity.”
     
    
     Despite the cloud cover, she managed to orient herself from the approximate position of the sun and pointed to the northwest.
     
    
     “The monolith we’re looking for is that way.”
    
 
   
    
     Baird doubled-checked their bearings by consulting the GPS on her phone.
     
    
     “About seven klicks from here.”
    
 
   
    
     “Seven-point-four-nine,” Cassandra said.
     
    
     “To be exact.”
    
 
   
    
     “I stand corrected,” Baird said, smiling.
     
    
     “Let’s get hiking.”
     
    
     She adjusted her watch to local time.
     
    
     “We’re burning daylight.”
    
 
   
    
     Leaving the portal behind, they set out across the fields, which they appeared to have pretty much to themselves, aside from the native flora and fauna.
     
    
     According to Wikipedia, this particular island, one of more than three hundred in Clew Bay, was sparsely inhabited, with only a few isolated farms and villages here and there.
     
    
     Low rock walls, intended to keep herds of sheep or cattle from straying, proved easy enough to clamber over, even where a convenient stile could not be found.
     
    
     The brisk exercise helped Cassandra keep warm.
    
 
   
    
     “So how come there wasn’t a parking lot, visitor center, and gift shop back at that old tomb back there?”
     
    
     Ezekiel asked.
     
    
     “Seems like a waste of a perfectly good tourist attraction.”
    
 
   
    
     “Like Jenkins said,” Stone said, “Ireland is littered with old monuments and ruins and archeological digs, some of them more famous—and convenient to get to—than others.
     
    
     The big-name sites, like Newgrange or Blarney Castle, get the long lines of tourists, but you can still find the remains of a forgotten ring fort or Viking settlement tucked away in a pas
     ture somewhere, far from any main roads or highways.”
     
    
     He contemplated their isolated surroundings.
     
    
     “Frankly, I gotta wonder how long it took before some wandering farmer or birdwatcher noticed that this old monolith had been disturbed.”
    
 
   
    
     “Not too long, I hope,” Baird said.
     
    
     “We’re already playing catch-up here.”
    
 
   
    
     A longish hike brought them to their destination, which turned out to be atop a high cliff looking out over the bay separating the island from the mainland.
     
    
     Taking in the view, Cassandra noted a conical gray mountain rising up from the coast of Ireland, far across the waves.
     
    
     Her weary legs were grateful that, if nothing else, they hadn’t had to hike up the side of a mountain to get where they were going.
     
    
     She doubted there were any convenient doorways at the summit.
    
 
   
    
     “Bingo,” Baird said, calling Cassandra away from the view.
     
    
     “We’ve reached ground zero.”
    
 
   
    
     Sure enough, a huge granite monolith, which had once risen at least twelve feet above the ground, was now lying on its side, crushing the grass and soil beneath it.
     
    
     A gaping pit in the earth indicated where the monument had stood before being uprooted.
     
    
     Cassandra peered down into the pit, which was deeper than she expected.
    
 
   
    
     “That’s odd,” she commented.
    
 
   
    
     “What is?”
     
    
     Baird asked.
    
 
   
    
     “This hole.
     
    
     It’s deeper than it ought to be.”
     
    
     Geometry sang to her and variables smelled like pistachios as luminous equations briefly manifested before her eyes.
     
    
     By her calculations, taking into account the estimated size and mass of the monolith, as well as its center of gravity, the depth of the pit needed to be only about one-third its total height, assuming a ninety-degree angle and reasonable margin for error, but 
     that wasn’t what she was seeing with her regular vision.
     
    
     “I just ran the math, and the foundation of the monolith didn’t need to be buried nearly so deep.
     
    
     There’s an extra six feet or so that I can’t account for.”
    
 
   
    
     Stone squatted down beside the pit and looked it over himself.
     
    
     Besides being a student of architecture, he had also worked laying oil pipelines in Oklahoma before being recruited by the Library, so he knew all about construction issues involving big holes in the ground.
    
 
   
    
     “You’re right about that, Cassie.
     
    
     Just eyeballing it, I’d say that somebody excavated the ground beneath the monolith, digging to at least two yards below where the foundation used to be.”
     
    
     He glanced over at the fallen stone.
     
    
     “We can verify that by measuring how much of that pillar was originally underground, but I’d stake a couple of my degrees that this pit goes deeper than that—on purpose.”
    
 
   
    
     “Which means something was buried beneath the rock.”
     
    
     Ezekiel’s eyes lit up at the prospect of hidden treasure.
     
    
     “Something valuable?”
    
 
   
    
     “Or dangerous,” Baird said grimly.
     
    
     “Magically dangerous.”
    
 
   
    
     “But did they find what they were looking for?”
     
    
     Stone wondered aloud.
     
    
     “Or were they looking in the wrong place?”
    
 
   
    
     “I doubt the Clipping Book would have notified us if this was a wild-goose chase.”
     
    
     She winced at the memory of a recent 
     Mother Goose Chase, but pushed the thought aside; that was a whole other adventure.
     
    
     “My money’s on a buried magic artifact or grimoire or something.”
    
 
   
    
     “Let’s find out,” Cassandra said, rescuing her favorite magical spectrometer from her pocket.
     
    
     The handheld device was about the size of a handheld calculator and had a nifty digital display; it wasn’t as cool-looking and steampunky as the model 
     that looked like an eggbeater, but it was easier to carry and not nearly so conspicuous to operate
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      The Annex
     
 
   
     
      “‘Here lieth the bones of that foul serpent which once infested our shores.
      
     
      Let no hand disturb these unholy remains, on peril of your soul,’”
      Jenkins recited. 
    
     “Or words to that effect.”
    
 
   
    
     The entirety of the inscription was now transcribed onto a whiteboard mounted in the office across from the conference table.
     
    
     Marker in hand, Jenkins stood before the board while the Librarians and their Guardian listened intently to his translation, courtesy of the snapshots taken by Ezekiel at the site in Ireland.
     
    
     The dire, if cryptic, warning struck the immortal caretaker as definite cause for concern.
    
 
   
    
     “I managed most of that,” Stone muttered, “more or less.”
    
 
   
    
     “Which was impressive in its own right,” Jenkins assured him.
     
    
     “Ogham is an extremely odd and obsolete alphabet; people who can accurately translate it in the field are even rarer today than people who know how to use apostrophes and semicolons properly.
     
    
     Even my ogham is rusty, and I’m old enough to remember when it was trendy.”
    
 
   
    
     “It was a team effort all around,” Baird stressed.
     
    
     “So now that we have the inscription, what do we think it means?”
    
 
   
    
     Jenkins admired Baird’s ability to stay on point.
     
    
     Beyond 
     keeping the Librarians’ bodies and souls in one piece, she also excelled at corralling her occasionally distractible charges and getting them to function like a well-oiled machine.
    
 
   
    
     Well, semi-oiled at least.
    
 
   
    
     “The bones of a foul serpent?”
     
    
     Ezekiel echoed.
     
    
     He had showered and changed into fresh clothes after returning to the Library bedecked in dirt and grime.
     
    
     “Who’d want to dig up something like that?”
    
 
   
    
     “Maybe it’s not a literal serpent,” Cassandra suggested.
     
    
     “I mean, there aren’t any actual serpents in Ireland, are there?”
    
 
   
    
     “Not since Saint Patrick,” Stone joked.
    
 
   
    
     Jenkins stiffened as though he had just been bitten by a snake.
     
    
     There was an ominous hiss at the back of his mind as a long-slumbering memory stirred and began to uncoil, prodded by the Librarian’s flippant remark.
     
    
     He wheeled about in response.
     
    
     “What did you just say, Mister Stone?”
    
 
   
    
     The intensity of his query seemed to catch Stone off guard.
     
    
     “Um, I made a crack about Saint Patrick, since, you know, he supposedly drove the snakes out of Ireland.”
    
 
   
    
     “Of course!”
     
    
     Jenkins smacked his forehead, figuratively kicking himself for not making the connection earlier.
     
    
     Granted, his memory was almost as overstuffed as the Annex itself, and the annals of the Librarians’ long history were voluminous in their own right, but the clues had been right there in front of him.
     
    
     “Not snakes,” he said gravely.
     
    
     “Serpents
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     “The doorbell?”
     
    
     Stone said.
     
    
     “There’s something we don’t hear very often.”
    
 
   
    
     The Annex building, which was tucked away under the southern end of a towering suspension bridge spanning the Willamette River, was not open to the public.
     
    
     Aside from the occasional invaders, including the Serpent Brotherhood, intent on pillaging the Library, Stone couldn’t immediately recall any visitors dropping by unannounced, unless you counted a couple of determined Girl Scouts hawking cookies.
    
 
   
     
      Who in the world?
     
 
   
    
     “The Serpents?”
     
    
     Baird said warily, jumping to her feet.
     
    
     “Back for revenge?”
    
 
   
    
     Stone doubted it.
     
    
     “Politely ringing the doorbell isn’t exactly their style.
     
    
     They’re sneakier than that.”
    
 
   
    
     Cassandra winced slightly.
     
    
     The last time the Brotherhood had infiltrated the Library, they had done so by promising her a cure for her brain tumor.
     
    
     That was years ago, and she had since redeemed herself many times over, but Stone feared his comment had hit a nerve, even if he hadn’t intended to bring up that past betrayal.
     
    
     He made a mental note to watch his words a little more carefully for Cassandra’s sake.
     
    
     It had taken 
     a while for her to regain his trust, but she had it now—in spades.
    
 
   
    
     The bell chimed again, demanding their attention.
    
 
   
    
     “Jenkins?”
     
    
     Baird prompted.
    
 
   
    
     “Yes, Colonel,” Jenkins huffed, clearly displeased by the interruption.
     
    
     He crossed the office to where a velvet cloth was draped over a tall piece of furniture.
     
    
     He whipped off the cloth to reveal the standing, wood-framed mirror that served as the supernatural equivalent of a closed-circuit security monitor.
     
    
     A wave of Jenkins’s hand activated it, so that instead of displaying his reflection, the magic mirror offered a view of the scene outside the building, where a distraught-looking young woman was leaning on the bell by the Annex’s front entrance.
    
 
   
    
     Her short red hair, in a pageboy do, was only a shade darker than Cassandra’s.
     
    
     Freckles embellished her fair complexion, while a rumpled windbreaker and faded jeans protected her from the elements.
     
    
     One thing was for sure: she didn’t look like a Girl Scout.
     
    
     Stone didn’t recognize her.
    
 
   
    
     “Anybody we know?”
     
    
     he asked.
    
 
   
    
     A chorus of nopes went around the table.
     
    
     Stone glanced at Jenkins, who was the only one of them who actually lived at the Annex.
     
    
     “Friend of yours?”
    
 
   
    
     “Not by appearances,” the caretaker said.
     
    
     “Most of my social contacts have long since departed this vale of tears.
     
    
     Present company excluded.”
    
 
   
    
     The bell kept ringing as the woman in the mirror stabbed the button urgently.
     
    
     Her restless eyes searched the lifeless utilitarian fa
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     “My name is Bridget O’Neill and I didn’t know where else to go.”
    
 
   
    
     A blanket was draped over her shoulders as she sat at the end of the conference table, sipping a cup of hot tea that Jenkins had procured for her, his objections to her presence not eliminating his manners apparently.
     
    
     She glanced around the office, taking in its eclectic d
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     The next morning, before they split up, Jenkins had more history to impart.
    
 
   
    
     A leather-bound codex, which he’d retrieved from the archives, lay open on his desk as he addressed Cassandra and the others.
     
    
     Bridget had been dispatched via Uber back to her hotel room in the city with the promise that the Librarians would be in touch shortly, once they formulated their plan of action regarding her situation.
     
    
     Cassandra hoped the banshee would leave Bridget alone until they could get their act together.
     
    
     She knew what it was like to wait helplessly for death to arrive, never really knowing when the Grim Reaper was scheduled to drop by.
     
    
     That had been Cassandra’s life, too, for far too many years.
    
 
   
    
     “What do you have for us, Jenkins?”
     
    
     Baird asked.
    
 
   
    
     “Background, Colonel.”
     
    
     He looked up from the dusty tome, which he had handled carefully, using blue latex gloves.
     
    
     “Thankfully, I managed to locate the appropriate annals without too much difficulty and, having reviewed them, now possess a somewhat fuller picture of what transpired in Ireland nearly sixteen hundred years ago.”
    
 
   
    
     “Good work,” Baird said.
     
    
     “Let us have it.”
    
 
   
    
     “By all means,” he said.
     
    
     “Quite an intriguing account, actually.”
    
 
   
    
     Cassandra listened intently as, with his characteristic gravity, Jenkins explained how way back in 441 A.D., a Librarian named Erasmus, along with his Guardian and the future Saint Patrick, had stopped the Serpent Brotherhood from making off with a leprechaun’s pot of gold and sacrificing a defenseless baby.
     
    
     The confrontation, which had indeed taken place on Croagh Patrick, had apparently ended in the defeat of the Brotherhood—and the decapitation of their leader, a certain Lady Sibella.
    
 
   
    
     “Whoa.
     
    
     They chopped off her head?”
     
    
     Ezekiel reacted.
     
    
     “Guess those old-school Guardians didn’t mess around.”
    
 
   
    
     “It was a simpler time,” Jenkins replied with a hint of nostalgia in his voice.
     
    
     A former knight of the Round Table, he had probably beheaded a few miscreants in his time.
     
    
     Or so Cassandra assumed.
    
 
   
    
     “‘The bones of the foul serpent,’” Stone said, referencing the inscription on the vandalized monolith.
     
    
     “The grave of this Sibella woman?”
    
 
   
    
     “Possibly,” Jenkins said.
     
    
     “The site on the island was just across the bay from the mountain.
     
    
     Lady Sibella’s remains could have been easily transported there by boat.”
    
 
   
    
     “And buried in the middle of nowhere,” Baird said, “away from any ley lines.”
    
 
   
    
     “But why would the modern-day Serpent Brotherhood want Sibella’s bones anyway?”
     
    
     Cassandra asked.
    
 
   
    
     “That remains to be determined,” Jenkins said, “although, knowing the Brotherhood, I doubt that it was simply to rebury the remains with honors elsewhere.
     
    
     We must assume some darker purpose.”
    
 
   
    
     “Maybe there was something buried with her?”
     
    
     Stone speculated.
    
 
   
    
     “Forget the bones,” Ezekiel said, adding somewhat predictably, “what happened to the pot of gold?”
    
 
   
    
     “Alas, the fate of the pot has been lost to history, along with the name of the leprechaun who absconded with both the gold 
     and the anonymous infant.”
    
 
   
    
     Cassandra shuddered when she recalled what, according to the records, had nearly happened to the baby.
     
    
     Sacrificing an innocent child was vicious even for the Serpent Brotherhood.
    
 
   
    
     “About that baby,” she said.
     
    
     “Do we have any idea who she was or what happened to her afterward?”
    
 
   
    
     “I’m afraid not,” Jenkins said, “although she is surely dust by now, unlike the leprechaun, who may well still be roaming the earth and thus able to provide some firsthand insights into this matter
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      An undisclosed location
     
 
   
    
     Lady Sibella’s skull occupied a position of honor in a glass display case in an elegant penthouse apartment.
     
    
     Carefully cleaned and polished, it sat atop a lightweight aluminum carrying case holding the remainder of the bones exhumed in Ireland.
     
    
     An impressive pair of long, curved fangs enhanced the relic’s death’s-head grin.
    
 
   
    
     Max Lambton admired the fangs.
     
    
     The late Sibella had embodied the Serpent Brotherhood more literally than most.
     
    
     He could respect that.
    
 
   
    
     He ran his tongue over his own flawless white teeth, which were less apropos, but perfect nonetheless.
     
    
     Everything about Max was perfect, from his smoothly shaved cranium, neatly trimmed goatee, and tailored bespoke suit to his impeccably manicured nails, which he absently filed as he contemplated Sibella’s recovered remains.
     
    
     A slender Englishman in his early thirties, of aristocratic mien and bearing, he appreciated the sense of history conveyed by the relic.
     
    
     Lady Sibella may have fallen, as had various other Serpent leaders over the ages, but the Brotherhood continued.
     
    
     He was proud to be carrying on 
     its illustrious traditions by filling the void left by the fall of Dulaque.
    
 
   
     
      My hour has come round at last,
      he thought. 
    
     Now he merely needed to cement his position as the future of the Brotherhood, despite the existence of a few rivals also jockeying for the top spot, by scoring a major victory—and defeating the Library once and for all.
    
 
   
    
     But first he had to find a certain pot of gold.
    
 
   
    
     “Is it time?”
     
    
     he asked.
    
 
   
    
     “Almost,” Coral Marsh replied.
     
    
     “We’re ready to go.”
    
 
   
    
     Max turned away from the display case to inspect the preparations.
     
    
     A large map of North America was laid out atop a stylish chrome-and-glass table.
     
    
     A balcony window faced east, awaiting the dawn, if perhaps not as eagerly as Coral.
    
 
   
    
     “Sunrise is scheduled for exactly 7:08,” she reported.
     
    
     Dyed pink hair, the color of cotton candy, tried too hard to display her individuality, at least as far as Max was concerned.
     
    
     Unlike Max, she had hardly dressed for the occasion, having merely thrown on a baggy sweater and jeans that looked as though they had never been ironed.
     
    
     Wire-rim glasses perched upon her nose.
     
    
     Copper earrings, fashioned to resemble coiled serpents, signaled her allegiance to the Brotherhood, as did the silver Ouroboros on Max’s ring finger.
     
    
     A transparent crystal prism, no more than six inches long, dangled from a chain around her neck.
    
 
   
    
     Short and round and overcaffeinated, she was practically percolating with excitement as the critical moment approached.
     
    
     She sipped from one of the noxious energy drinks she seemed to live on.
     
    
     Although it was still early morning, Max guessed that it wasn’t her first.
     
    
     He preferred a strong cup of black coffee himself.
    
 
   
    
     From freshly ground Sumatran beans, of course.
    
 
   
    
     “A shame we have to do this at such an ungodly hour,” he observed, repressing a yawn.
     
    
     He had been up late trading on various precious metal and rare coin exchanges.
     
    
     Until he secured full control of the Brotherhood, he had only limited access to its vast treasuries, forcing him to rely on additional income streams for the time being.
    
 
   
    
     “But it’s the only way,” she insisted, her Midwestern accent marking her as an American.
     
    
     “It has to be the first ray of daylight, or the crack of noon, when the sun is highest in the sky, or the last light of day, or the whole procedure is compromised.
     
    
     It’s not just a matter of simple optics; dawn and noon and dusk have mystic significance that, coupled with the fundamental principles of applied astrological symbolism, is essential to producing the desired effect due to—”
    
 
   
    
     “Yes, yes, I understand all that,” Max interrupted, hoping to head off another lengthy exegesis on the finer points of the magical science involved.
     
    
     Coral’s enthusiasm for her work could be exhausting sometimes.
     
    
     “You’ve explained that before.”
    
 
   
     
      Many times,
      he added silently.
 
   
    
     “Sorry,” she said sheepishly.
     
    
     She shuffled her feet and looked down at the floor.
     
    
     “I guess I’m still psyched that we’re able to pull this off.”
    
 
   
    
     “As well you should be,” he said, giving credit where it was due.
     
    
     “Not everyone could do what you have done: create an all-new magical artifact for our use.”
    
 
   
    
     He was quite sincere in his praise.
     
    
     Most objects of power, such as Aladdin’s Lamp or the Golden Fleece, dated back to antiquity.
     
    
     To forge a new such item, without any history, was a considerable accomplishment indeed.
    
 
   
    
     “Thanks!”
     
    
     she chirped, looking up from the floor.
     
    
     “Although, 
     of course, I couldn’t have done it if the Brotherhood hadn’t reactivated the ley lines a few years ago, and let wild magic back into the world.”
    
 
   
    
     “You’re welcome,” he said, although that had been Dulaque’s doing, prior to his ignominious defeat at the hands of the Librarians.
     
    
     “And that’s only the beginning.
     
    
     Before we’re done, the Library will be ours and no longer able to hide magic away from the world.
     
    
     We’re going to change the world, Coral; and, speaking of which…”
    
 
   
    
     “Right!”
     
    
     She removed the chain holding the crystal prism, which was her most prized possession.
     
    
     She handled the prism carefully to avoid smudging its polished sides.
     
    
     “Here we go.”
    
 
   
    
     The sky was starting to lighten outside, presaging the dawn.
     
    
     Max dimmed the lights in the penthouse and removed a felt-tip marker from his suit pocket.
     
    
     Coral claimed a plastic spray bottle from a counter and misted the air above the map with water taken from a sacred pool in Killarney; as Max understood it, the dispersed water vapor was not essential but helped to facilitate the divination process.
    
 
   
     
      Whatever gets the job done,
      he thought.
 
   
    
     Coral got in place, holding up the crystal between the balcony window and the map table.
     
    
     Despite having witnessed this procedure several times before, Max held his breath until a single ray of sunshine passed through a prism, refracting into a brightly colored rainbow that arced above the table before coming to rest at one specific spot on the map.
     
    
     Marker in hand, Max sprung forward to mark the exact location of the end of the rainbow, where a leprechaun’s pot of gold could be found.
    
 
   
     
      Somewhere in Pennsylvania,
      he noted.
 
   
    
     “Did you get it?”
     
    
     Coral asked.
     
    
     “Did it work?”
    
 
   
    
     “As ever,” he assured her.
     
    
     “Your brilliant creation does not disappoint.”
    
 
   
    
     “Great!”
     
    
     She lowered the prism, even as the enchanted rainbow lost definition and clarity, fading away into the morning light.
     
    
     She rushed over to the map to see where the prism had directed them this time, but couldn’t wait for the answer.
     
    
     “Where are we going?”
    
 
   
    
     Max peered at the map.
    
 
   
    
     “Pittsburgh,” he reported.
    
 
   
    
     “Really?”
     
    
     She sounded slightly disappointed.
     
    
     “I was hoping for Vegas or New Orleans or something.”
    
 
   
    
     “Mission first, tourism later,” he reminded her.
     
    
     “We’re on a quest, not a sightseeing expedition.”
    
 
   
    
     “Of course.”
     
    
     She looked duly chastened.
     
    
     “Eyes on the prize, I understand that.”
    
 
   
    
     “I know you do.”
    
 
   
    
     A private jet waited to take them wherever they needed to go.
     
    
     Max had no doubt that another pot of gold awaited them in Pittsburgh; Coral’s ingenious prism had not steered them wrong yet.
     
    
     And this evening, at dusk, they could apply the prism to a detailed map of the city and thereby zero in even more precisely on the gold’s location.
    
 
   
    
     “But will it be 
     the Pot?”
     
    
     he wondered aloud.
    
 
   
    
     Although the faerie gold they’d plundered so far had helped to finance this current operation, Max was after one particular Pot—the very one that Lady Sibella had tried and failed to obtain more than fifteen hundred years ago.
    
 
   
    
     “There’s no way of telling,” Coral admitted, “but we’re getting closer.
     
    
     I know we are!”
    
 
   
    
     It was Coral, in fact, who had unearthed the full story of Lady Sibella and her plans for the Pot from the Brotherhood’s 
     top-secret archives, and who’d brought that tantalizing intelligence to Max.
     
    
     A first-rate historian and occultist, Coral would have probably made a fine Librarian had she not been recruited by the Brotherhood instead.
     
    
     Max had headhunted her himself.
    
 
   
    
     “No doubt.”
     
    
     He dearly hoped that they would find their ultimate prize in Pittsburgh, but was fully prepared to keep hunting for however long it took, no matter how many leprechauns they had to track down first.
     
    
     They had started in Ireland, naturally, before venturing farther afield.
     
    
     In retrospect, however, they possibly should’ve started searching in America first, given how many of the Irish had immigrated to the New World since the days of Lady Sibella; as Max understood it, there were actually more people of Irish descent in America than there were in Ireland these days, so perhaps that applied to leprechauns as well?
     
    
     Fifteen hundred years was more than time enough for a certain leprechaun to relocate to the States.
     
    
     “Rest assured, we’ll find the right pot eventually.”
    
 
   
    
     “Yes!”
     
    
     Coral enthused, her eyes gleaming behind her spectacles.
     
    
     She carefully hung the precious crystal back around her neck.
     
    
     “And then we’ll finally be able to rid the world of want!”
    
 
   
    
     “Naturally,” he assured his invaluable, if overly idealistic, associate.
     
    
     Max’s own designs were somewhat less humanitarian in nature, but Coral played a vital role in his campaign, at least for the present, so he was not about to disillusion her.
     
    
     “Just as the original Serpent dared humanity to taste the fruit of knowledge, to boldly seize their own destiny, so shall we lead the world into a glorious new age of magic and miracles.”
    
 
   
     
      And power,
      he amended.
 
   
    
     He looked over at Lady Sibella’s fleshless remains.
     
    
     Her fanged skull seemed to grin in anticipation.
    
 
   
     
      Soon,
      he promised. 
     
      Very soon.
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      The Annex
     
 
   
    
     “I thought we were going to see the leprechauns?”
     
    
     Cassandra said.
    
 
   
    
     “So we are,” Jenkins replied as he escorted her through the byzantine byways of the Library.
     
    
     It was a bewildering maze of halls and galleries, holding everything from Penelope’s unfinished tapestry to Prufrock’s intimidating peach, yet Jenkins navigated the sprawling Library with ease.
     
    
     “But we need to go properly prepared.”
    
 
   
    
     The Library’s Hibernian Wing, which was devoted to Irish history and mythology, was one of many subsections comprising the Library’s vast and all but unfathomable entirety, including the Large Collections Annex and the Theoretical Animals Wing.
     
    
     Even after three years and change, there were parts of the Library that Cassandra had barely explored.
     
    
     She wasn’t entirely sure she had ever visited the Hibernian Wing before.
    
 
   
     
      Some Cillian I am,
      she thought guiltily. 
     
      I suck at being Irish.
     
 
   
    
     A newfound determination to better appreciate her heritage prompted her to scope out the surprisingly sizable collection as she followed Jenkins into the wing.
     
    
     Along with shelf after 
     shelf of books on Ireland, from Ireland, and by Irish authors, poets, and playwrights, various other relics and artifacts were also on display, including a gorgeously illuminated manuscript that rivaled the celebrated Book of Kells, a three-faced stone idol, a weathered Celtic cross, a fiddle, a bog mummy, a humble iron bell, an oil painting of a cattle raid, a bottle of Guinness and
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      Downtown Portland
     
 
   
    
     Mill Ends Park was officially the smallest city park in the world, being nothing more than a small circle of shrubbery, only two feet in diameter, in the middle of a concrete traffic median on a public street.
     
    
     According to Jenkins, it was also the largest leprechaun colony west of Ireland and had been formally recognized as such ever since Saint Patrick’s Day, 1948, some seventy years ago.
     
    
     Tiny Irish flags and doll furniture, situated around the minuscule “park,” suggested that Portlanders were still going along with the gag—or what they 
     thought was a gag.
    
 
   
    
     “This is it?”
     
    
     Cassandra said, underwhelmed.
    
 
   
    
     She and Jenkins loitered in the traffic median on SW Naito Parkway, not far from the riverfront.
     
    
     Fog and drizzle had chased any other pedestrians indoors, even as cars and trucks drove past the pair on both sides of the parkway.
     
    
     The fog helped conceal them from view, but they had to watch out for spray from vehicles driving through puddles and potholes.
     
    
     A dank chill penetrated Cassandra’s bones; she was having second thoughts about tagging along on this trip.
    
 
   
    
     “Don’t be deceived by appearances,” Jenkins advised her.
     
    
     “This whimsical curiosity is merely the gateway to our ultimate destination: a faerie Otherworld that is home to a sizable contingent of expatriate leprechauns who emigrated to the Pacific Northwest decades ago, at least as time is reckoned on the mortal plane.
     
    
     Time tends to pass at a slower rate where the Fair Folk are concerned, so I suggest that we don’t linger any longer than necessary.”
    
 
   
    
     Cassandra grasped the concept, but hoped their visit wouldn’t be too much of a rush trip.
     
    
     How often did you get to visit a whole tribe of leprechauns for real?
    
 
   
    
     “So what’s next?”
     
    
     she asked.
    
 
   
    
     “We need only pass through the portal,” he said confidently, “after properly requesting admission, naturally.”
    
 
   
    
     Glancing around to make certain that they were unobserved, he produced a flask from beneath his jacket and spilled a splash of Irish whiskey onto the base of the park, accompanying the 80-proof libation with an incantation in what Cassandra assumed was flawless Gaelic:
    
 
   
     
      “Deontas duinn bealach isteach le do thoi!”
     
 
   
    
     She envied the ease with which the peculiar syllables rolled off his tongue.
     
    
     Why, he even managed a proper Irish brogue.
    
 
   
     
      Is everyone better at being Irish than I am?
     
 
   
    
     The ritual complete, Jenkins put away the flask and stepped toward the park expectantly.
    
 
   
    
     Nothing happened.
    
 
   
    
     Cassandra wasn’t quite sure what was 
     supposed to occur, but nothing resembling a gateway appeared.
     
    
     The shrub remained a shrub, and she and Jenkins remained stuck in the median in the cold, clammy fog.
    
 
   
    
     “Maybe they’re not home?”
     
    
     she suggested.
    
 
   
    
     “Unlikely,” Jenkins said, frowning, “but they 
     are showing a surprising lack of hospitality.”
     
    
     He heaved a weary sigh.
     
    
     “I 
     would have preferred a less pushy approach, but if they insist.
    
    
     …”
    
 
   
    
     He stamped on the concrete ring surrounding the bush, as though to demand the leprechauns’ attention.
     
    
     His voice took on a sterner tone, like a cop presenting a warrant.
    
 
   
    
     “Attend to my words.
     
    
     By the authority invested in me as a duly recognized representative of the Library, per the Seelie Accords and the Investiture of Myrddin, I hereby demand admission to the realm beyond and below.”
    
 
   
    
     Again, nothing happened.
    
 
   
    
     “I think they’re closed for business,” Cassandra said, disappointed.
     
    
     “Maybe if we come back later?”
    
 
   
    
     “By treaty, they cannot deny us access.”
     
    
     Concern furrowed Jenkins’s brow.
     
    
     “That they are continuing to do so is
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      Chicago
     
 
   
    
     The Pot O’ Gold was a traditional Irish pub in downtown Chicago.
     
    
     Numerous bottles of spirits were stacked neatly in front of a long, frosted mirror across from a polished mahogany bar.
     
    
     Brass taps gleamed beneath hanging lamps with translucent green shades.
     
    
     Framed newspaper clippings, celebrating various World Cup victories, adorned the wood-paneled walls, along with autographed photos of minor celebrities.
     
    
     A list of appetizers was scrawled on a chalkboard propped up behind the door, while empty stools, chairs, and booths awaited thirsty patrons.
     
    
     It was early morning, so the pub wasn’t open for business yet, but Baird got a positive vibe from the place.
     
    
     It struck her as the sort of authentic neighborhood watering hole that she wouldn’t have minded frequenting even if she weren’t investigating an alleged banshee haunting.
    
 
   
    
     “Nice place,” she said.
    
 
   
    
     “Thanks,” Bridget said.
     
    
     “It’s been in my family for generations now, ever since my great-granddad came over from the Old Country.
     
    
     Family legend has it that some lucky gold coins, 
     bestowed on my ancestors by a friendly leprechaun, provided the funds to launch the pub back in the day.”
    
 
   
    
     The Magic Door had deposited the Librarians and their new “client” at the pub by way of the tavern’s rear entrance.
     
    
     Baird had momentarily balked at revealing the Door’s existence to a civilian, but had concluded that the whole magic Library thing was pretty much out of the bag already, so it hadn’t been worth wasting several hours flying from Portland to Chicago just to avoid showing the Door to Bridget, who, to her credit, had been merely reasonably flabbergasted as she’d stepped through the magical shortcut.
    
 
   
    
     “A leprechaun?”
     
    
     Baird echoed.
    
 
   
    
     “Gold?”
     
    
     Ezekiel said almost simultaneously.
    
 
   
    
     Stone shot Baird a look, obviously making the same connection she had.
     
    
     The Serpent Brotherhood had been after a leprechaun’s gold way back in the fifth century.
     
    
     No way was this a coincidence.
    
 
   
    
     “That’s right,” Bridget replied.
     
    
     “In fact, the last of the original coins is supposedly on display right here.”
    
 
   
    
     She called their attention to a single gold coin embedded in the top of the bar beneath a thick sheet of glass.
     
    
     A plaque provided the inspiration for the pub’s name:
    
 
   
     
      “Actual gold coin straight from a leprechaun’s Pot O’ Gold.”
     
 
   
    
     “To tell the truth,” Bridget said, “I’d always figured the story behind the coin to be pure blarney, but then, when the medical bills started piling up, threatening to bankrupt both me and the pub, several more gold coins showed up on the bar one morning, right out of the blue.”
    
 
   
    
     “And you have no idea where the coins came from?”
     
    
     Baird asked.
    
 
   
    
     “Not a clue.”
     
    
     Bridget dusted off the glass with a rag.
     
    
     “But I 
     can tell you this: I would have almost surely lost the pub if that gold hadn’t shown up when it did, so who knows?
     
    
     Maybe there is a leprechaun looking out for me
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      Otherworld
     
 
   
    
     “Bridget?”
    
 
   
    
     Cassandra made her way across the crowded grotto, weaving through the bouncing leprechauns until she reached the other redhead, who was still merrily dancing a jig to the fiddler’s music.
     
    
     Familiar green eyes regarded Cassandra with curiosity—and not a trace of recognition.
    
 
   
    
     “Do I know ye?”
    
 
   
    
     Cassandra scrutinized the dancer.
     
    
     Up close, the resemblance was even more striking.
     
    
     The woman’s hair was longer and curlier than Cassandra remembered, her accent more Irish than American, and her clothing more traditional, but there was no mistaking that face, which was the same one Cassandra had first viewed via the magic mirror back at the Annex.
    
 
   
    
     “Bridget O’Neill?
     
    
     From Chicago?”
    
 
   
    
     “Simply Brigid,” the woman said, not missing a step of her dance.
     
    
     “And where be Chicago?”
    
 
   
     
      Not the same person,
      Cassandra realized. 
    
     Brigid, not Bridget, but a dead ringer for the other Bridget nonetheless.
     
    
     Cassandra 
     found herself hopping back and forth from one leg to another, in her best attempt at a jig, as she pondered this new mystery, which had to be another piece of a larger puzzle.
    
 
   
    
     “My name is Cassandra
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      Pittsburgh, PA
     
 
   
    
     Appropriately enough, the tiny shop was located below ground level.
     
    
     A short flight of concrete steps led down from the city sidewalk to the front entrance of the business, which was identified by a quaintly old-fashioned sign in the shape of a boot which read:
    
 
   
     
      COBBLER
     
BOOTS & SHOES REPAIR
 
   
    
     Max was amused to note that the toe of the boot curved upward in a distinctly elfin fashion.
     
    
     A sly joke on the part of the proprietor or an unintentional admission?
     
    
     In either event, he felt confident that the prism had led him to the right place.
     
    
     Leprechauns were traditionally cobblers, after all.
    
 
   
    
     “After me,” he instructed his bodyguard.
    
 
   
    
     Owens nodded.
     
    
     A tight black T-shirt strained to contain his prodigious pectorals, which owed as much to steroids as to weight lifting.
     
    
     A python was shaved into the back of his close-cropped blond hair.
     
    
     His thick neck would have given a 
     hangman pause.
     
    
     A man of few words and even less personality, the hulking bodybuilder took “laconic” to the extreme; Max wasn’t sure he’d ever heard the man utter more than five words in succession.
     
    
     Not that it mattered—Owens was around to provide muscle, not conversation.
    
 
   
    
     Descending the steps, they entered the shop to find a cramped, cluttered space smelling of glue, polish, and shoe leather.
     
    
     Examples of the cobbler’s craft were displayed on tables near the front of the shop: shoes and boots mostly, but also a handful of purses, handbags, and belts, all lovingly maintained and/or restored.
     
    
     Brown-paper parcels bearing handwritten tags filled rows of shelves behind the front counter, waiting to be picked up by customers who had dropped off their worn footwear to be mended.
     
    
     Wooden shoe stretchers of various sizes hung from a rack.
     
    
     Framed documents testified that the shop’s proprietor, one “Seamus Kincaid,” was certified in orthotics, prosthetics, and pedorthics.
    
 
   
    
     The sound of tapping came from a workshop somewhere in the back.
     
    
     Max visualized the cobbler nailing a new sole onto an old shoe.
    
 
   
     
      Classic,
      he thought. 
     
      If a tad clich
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      Otherworld
     
 
   
    
     “Jenkins!
     
    
     I’ve got somebody you have to meet.”
    
 
   
    
     Dragging Brigid behind her, Cassandra barged into the colony’s archives in search of Jenkins.
     
    
     A green-clad sentry was posted outside the entrance, possibly to ensure that Jenkins didn’t walk off with any rare tomes, but the guard let the two women rush right into the chamber beyond, where she was surprised to find Jenkins seated in front of
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      Chicago
     
 
   
    
     The Pot O’ Gold was doing good business.
     
    
     Plenty of customers, many of them obviously regulars, were enjoying the pub’s spirits and atmosphere, along with live fiddle music provided by a grizzled old Irish guy who was apparently a fixture at the place.
     
    
     Baird had staked out a place at the bar, where she was slowly nursing a single beer.
     
    
     She was on-duty, as it were, so she was watching her intake as well as the clientele.
    
 
   
    
     “Popular place,” she observed to Bridget, who was busy behind the bar, where Stone had pitched in to help out, bartending being among his many unexpected talents, while Baird and Ezekiel staked out the scene.
     
    
     There had been no banshee sightings yet, but the night was young.
    
 
   
    
     “Just wait until Thursday!”
     
    
     Bridget drew a pint of stout from a tap—slowly, to give it a proper head of foam—and handed it to a waiting customer.
     
    
     “Saint Patrick’s Day is always our biggest day of the year, not to mention our most profitable.”
    
 
   
    
     Baird could believe it.
     
    
     “So I guess lying low until we sort out this whole banshee business is not an option?”
    
 
   
    
     “Not if I want to stay in business,” Bridget said, wiping her brow.
     
    
     “Saint Pat’s Day is a big deal here in Chicago: parades, 
     parties—they even dye the river green for the occasion.
     
    
     I can’t afford to miss out on the festivities.”
     
    
     She leaned toward Baird, lowering her voice in order to avoid being overheard.
     
    
     “Plus, how do you hide out from a banshee anyway?”
    
 
   
    
     “Good question,” Baird conceded.
     
    
     As far as she knew, there wasn’t a Banshee Victim Protection Program.
    
 
   
    
     “Personally, I’m looking forward to checking out the scene Thursday,” Ezekiel said.
     
    
     By amazing coincidence, he had taken a seat at the bar right where the magic gold coin was displayed.
     
    
     “Saint Patrick’s Day is one of my favorite holidays.”
    
 
   
    
     “Funny,” Stone commented from the other side of the bar, “you don’t look Irish.”
    
 
   
    
     “Haven’t you heard?”
     
    
     Ezekiel said, grinning.
     
    
     “Everyone is Irish on Saint Patrick’s Day.
     
    
     And what with all the green beer and tipsy people not paying close attention to their personal belongings
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      An undisclosed location
     
 
   
    
     The map of Pittsburgh had been rolled up and put away, replaced by the map of the USA, which was once more spread out atop a table.
     
    
     The first light of dawn streamed through Coral’s magic prism, transforming into a rainbow that arced above the table before diving like a dowsing rod toward a specific spot on the map, somewhere in the middle of the country.
    
 
   
    
     “There we go,” Max said.
    
 
   
    
     He moved quickly to mark the spot, hoping as always that this would be the last time they performed this ritual.
     
    
     Pittsburgh had proven to be yet another disappointment, despite the consolation prize of the cobbler’s pot of gold.
     
    
     Max was tired of wasting time on false leads.
     
    
     The Pot was waiting for him
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      Otherworld
     
 
   
    
     “I can’t believe we’re stuck here,” Cassandra vented for the umpteenth time.
     
    
     She paced back and forth across the archives chamber.
     
    
     “What does MacDonagh think?
     
    
     That the Serpent Brotherhood is going to slither right in the minute we try to slip out?”
    
 
   
    
     Hours had passed since Mill Ends had gone into lockdown.
     
    
     She and Jenkins had been left alone in the archives so that Jenkins could at least continue his research in the interim, while MacDonagh had departed to personally see to the colony’s security in the wake of the Pittsburgh attack.
     
    
     Brigid had slipped away as well, no doubt embarrassed by the whole situation.
    
 
   
    
     “That we know the way in and out of Mill Ends is surely also a consideration,” Jenkins said.
     
    
     A hefty tome rested open in his lap as he bided his time in the comfy chair MacDonagh had vacated.
     
    
     “Under the present circumstances, MacDonagh no doubt prefers to keep that information confined, lest the Serpent Brotherhood somehow attempt to use us to gain access to Otherworld.”
    
 
   
    
     Jenkins shifted his weight in the chair.
     
    
     Cassandra was 
     surprised that he could remain so calm in captivity, but she imagined that immortality taught one patience over time.
     
    
     It took a lot to make Jenkins lose his cool.
    
 
   
    
     “That being said,” he added, “this forced confinement comes at a very inconvenient time.”
     
    
     He closed the book on his lap.
     
    
     “I believe I’ve learned all we need to know here.
     
    
     The sooner we can return to the Library, so I can embark on some judicious cross-referencing, the better.”
    
 
   
    
     Cassandra wondered if Baird and the others had missed them yet.
     
    
     “Any chance that our friends will be coming to liberate us?”
    
 
   
    
     “Eventually, perhaps,” Jenkins said.
     
    
     “Certainly, Mister Carsen might have some ideas and options should it come to that, if and when he returns from undersea, but there’s no way of knowing what might be occupying our compatriots at the moment.
     
    
     They may well be preoccupied with a hostile banshee as we speak.
     
    
     Or even, conceivably, the latest incarnation of the Serpent Brotherhood.”
    
 
   
    
     “Right,” Cassandra said glumly.
     
    
     “For all we know, they’re counting on us to come to 
     their rescue.”
    
 
   
    
     Her stomach grumbled, reminding her that she had not eaten since departing the Annex a good while ago.
     
    
     A tempting repast, provided by their apologetic “hosts,” sat uneaten on a desk nearby.
     
    
     A bowl of Irish stew, accompanied by generous plates of bread and cheese, called out to her, despite Jenkins’s warnings earlier.
    
 
   
    
     “So, anyway,” she said, “about the whole food-and-drink thing…”
    
 
   
    
     Jenkins contemplated the enticing Irish cuisine.
     
    
     “Traditionally, accepting refreshments in any sort of underworld is not a good idea if you don’t want to end up losing any desire or 
     ability to leave, but given that we’re all already under house arrest as it were, we may have to compromise on that front eventually.”
     
    
     His own stomach rumbled audibly.
     
    
     “Mind you, I once fasted for more than a year during a prolonged stay in Lyonesse.
    
    
     …”
    
 
   
    
     Cassandra was about to point out that she probably couldn’t hold out that long when Brigid quietly slipped back into the grotto.
    
 
   
    
     “Brigid?”
     
    
     she said.
     
    
     “I was wondering what happened to—”
    
 
   
    
     “Hush!”
     
    
     Brigid held a finger to her lips.
     
    
     She glanced around the library to confirm that they were alone before continuing in a low voice.
     
    
     “If I show ye a way out of Mill Ends, will ye take me with youse?
     
    
     I’m ever so longing to see the world I came from
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      Chicago
     
 
   
    
     Despite the tumult of the night before, which they were officially blaming on “a crazed opera singer on drugs,” the pub had drawn a decent post-lunch crowd.
     
    
     Ezekiel yawned as he shared a table with Baird, consuming a coffee of the non-Irish variety.
     
    
     They had spent most of the night and the better part of the morning helping Bridget clean up after the banshee vandalism and had even managed to put some Saint Patrick’s Day decorations up as well, in anticipation of the festivities tomorrow.
     
    
     A large plastic pot of fake gold pieces sat by the fireplace, not far from where Grady was softly playing his fiddle.
     
    
     Stone was again behind the bar, assisting Bridget, who was still recovering from last night’s haunting, which had been a little too up close and personal for comfort.
    
 
   
    
     “Still no word from Cassandra or Jenkins.”
     
    
     Baird stared worriedly at her phone.
     
    
     “I don’t like this.
     
    
     How long can it take to talk to some leprechauns?”
    
 
   
    
     “Depends on whether you’re after their Lucky Charms or not,” Ezekiel joked.
     
    
     “Seriously, what’s keeping them?
     
    
     Don’t they realize we’re stranded here until Jenkins gets back to the Annex and can open a Magic Door for us?”
    
 
   
    
     “Well, we’re not exactly ‘stranded,’” Baird said.
     
    
     “There are still such things as cars and planes, you know.”
    
 
   
    
     Ezekiel shrugged.
     
    
     “What can I say?
     
    
     The Magic Door has spoiled me.
     
    
     Who wants to spend hours in transit when you can just—”
    
 
   
    
     Baird’s phone chimed, interrupting him.
     
    
     She hushed him as she checked her messages.
     
    
     A sigh of relief escaped her lips.
     
    
     “About time.”
    
 
   
    
     Ezekiel leaned forward.
     
    
     “Is it—?”
    
 
   
    
     “It’s Cassandra,” Baird stated.
     
    
     “She and Jenkins are back
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      The Annex
     
 
   
    
     “It’s like looking in a mirror, so!”
    
 
   
    
     Brigid met Bridget as the Librarians reconvened at the Annex, bringing their two new charges with them for safekeeping.
     
    
     Cassandra was struck again by the startling resemblance between the two women, which was all the more obvious now that they were standing across from each other.
     
    
     Only their hair, clothing, and accents differentiated them; Bridget was a modern American, while Brigid still looked like she’d stepped out of Ye Olde Ireland.
    
 
   
    
     The escape route from Mill Ends had led Cassandra, Jenkins, and Brigid to an abandoned stone cabin in Forest Park, a wooded area about ten minutes west of downtown Portland.
     
    
     From there they had simply taken a Lyft back to the Annex, with Brigid gaping wide-eyed at the modern world the whole way.
     
    
     Cassandra figured that Portland was just as exotic to Brigid as Mill Ends had been to her.
     
    
     There weren’t many Starbucks or traffic jams in Otherworld.
    
 
   
    
     “But I don’t understand,” the other Bridget said, noticeably more distraught than her double.
     
    
     She was not on a grand adventure; she was being terrorized by a banshee and would-be 
     abductors.
     
    
     “Who is this woman?
     
    
     How can she look just like me?”
    
 
   
    
     Cassandra let Jenkins explain his theory, which he’d already shared with her and Brigid on the way back to the Annex.
     
    
     She didn’t want to step on his lines.
    
 
   
    
     “I have been developing a possible solution to that mystery,” the caretaker began as Cassandra and her teammates milled about the main office, digging into the card catalog and bookshelves in search of reference material on leprechauns, banshees, and Serpents.
     
    
     “Tell me, Miss O’Neill, are you familiar with the concept of changelings?”
    
 
   
    
     “A little,” Bridget said.
     
    
     “That’s when the fairies supposedly steal a mortal baby and leave a fairy child in its place.”
    
 
   
    
     “Precisely.”
     
    
     Jenkins plucked a book from a shelf and opened it to an old woodcut of a gnomish fairy stealing away from a cradle with a morta