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I feel like an old war-horse
at the sound of a trumpet when I read

about the capture of rare beetles . . .

Charles Darwin
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CHAPTER ONE

The Mysterious Disappearance
of Bartholomew Cuttle

DrBartholomewCuttlewasn’tthekindofmanwho
mysteriouslydisappeared.Hewasthekindofman
whoreadenormousoldbooksatthedinnertable

andgotfriedeggstuckinhisbeard.Hewasthekindof
manwhoalwayslost hiskeys, andnevertookan
umbrellaonrainydays.Hewasthekindofdadwho
mightbefiveminuteslatepickingyouupfromschool,
buthealwayscame.Morethananythingelse,Darkus
knewhisdadwasnotthekindoffatherwhowould
abandonhisthirteen-year-oldson.

Thepolicereportstatedthatthe27thofSeptember

3

 Page 9                         Job: 1011080

Tile$Info
9,9,0, ,,Black,0,0

AutoImpos
Signature 9, Tile 9 (A) with pages 9



hadbeenanunremarkableTuesday.DrBartholomew
Cuttle,a48-year-oldwidower,hadtakenhisson,Darkus
Cuttle,toschoolandgoneontotheNaturalHistory
Museum,wherehewastheDirectorofScience.He’d
greetedhissecretaryMargaretatnine-thirty,spenta
morninginmeetingsdiscussingmuseumbusiness,and
eatenlunchatoneo’clockwithanex-colleague,Profes-
sorAndrewAppleyard.Intheafternoonhe’dgonedown
tothecollectionvaults,ashefrequentlywould,viathe
coffee machine, where he’d filled his cup. He’d
exchangedpleasantrieswithEddie,thesecurityguard
ondutythatday,walkeddownthecorridortothevaults
andlockedhimselfinoneoftheentomologyrooms.

Thatevening,whenhisfatherdidn’tcomehome,
Darkusalertedtheneighboursandtheycalledthepolice.

Whenthepolicearrivedatthemuseum,theroomDr
Cuttlehadenteredwaslockedfromtheinside.Fearing
hemayhavesufferedaheartattack,orhadanaccident,
theyproducedasteelbatteringramandsmashedthe
dooropen.

Theroomwasempty.
Astone-coldcupofcoffeesatwithsomepapersonthe

tablebesideamicroscope.Severalcoleopteraspecimen
drawerswereopen, but therewasnosignof Dr
BartholomewCuttle.

Hehadvanished.
Thevaulthadnowindowsordoorsotherthantheone

hehadenteredby. Itwasasealedchamberwitha
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controlledatmosphere.
Thepuzzleofthedisappearingscientistmadethe

frontpageofeverynewspaper.Theunsolvablemystery
drovejournalistscrazy, andnotoneofthemcould
explainhowDrCuttlehadgotoutofthatvault.

SCIENTISTDISAPPEARS!headlinesscreamed.
POLICEAREFOXED!newspaperscried.
ORPHANEDBOYPLACEDINCARE!theyreported.

HUNTISONFORONLYLIVINGRELATIVE,FAMOUS
ARCHAEOLOGISTMAXIMILIANCUTTLE.

Andthenextday:ARCHAEOLOGISTLOSTINSINAI
DESERT!

BOYALONE!theywailed.
Outsidethefosterhome,journalistsstoppedDarkus

inthestreet,takingpicturesandshoutingquestions:
‘Darkus,haveyouheardfromyourdad?’
‘Darkus,isyourfatherontherun?’
‘Darkus,isyourdaddead?’
Fiveyearsearlier,whenhismotherdied,Darkushad

retreatedinsidehimself.Hestoppedplayingoutwith
friendsorinvitinganyoneover.Hismum,EsmeCuttle,
hadbeentakenawaysuddenlybypneumonia.Theshock
wasterrible.Hisdadwasovercomewithgrief.Some
days–bluedays,Darkuscalledthem–hisfatherlayin
bedandstaredatthewall,unabletospeak,tearsrolling
downhischeeks.Onthebleakestbluedays,Darkus
wouldbringteaandbiscuitsandsitbesidehisdad,read-
ing.Itwasdoublehard,losingMum,andDadbeingso
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sadallthetime.Darkushadtolearntotakecareof
himself.Atschool,hegotalongwitheveryone,buthe
didn’thaveclosefriends.Hekepthimselftohimself.The
otherchildrenwouldn’tunderstandandhewasn’tsure
hecouldexplainit.Theonlythingthatmatteredwas
takingcareofDadandhelpinghimgethappyagain.

Finally,fouryearsafterMum’sdeath,thebluedays
gotfewerandfurtherapartandDarkuswatchedwith
cautiousjoyashisfatherawokefromhislongsleepof
sadness.Hebecameaproperdadagain,playingfootball
onSundays,smilingatDarkusoverthebreakfasttable
andteasinghimabouthisunrulyhair.

No,Darkuswassurehisdadwasn’tsuicidal,oronthe
run,orlivingadoublelife.Somethingelsehadhappened
inthatvault,andthatmadehimsicktothestomachwith
fear,becausehecouldn’tthinkwhatthatsomethingelse
couldpossiblybe. Sowhentheyaskedtheirstupid
questions,hejammedhishandsinhispockets,scowled
atthenotebooksandrefusedtoanswer.

‘BOYWITHBROKENHEARTSTOPSSPEAKING!’
thepaperstoldtheworld.

WhenDarkus’suncle,ProfessorMaximilianCuttle,
wasfinallytrackeddowninEgypt,heflewstraightback
toLondontolookafterhisnephew.Thepapers,unable
tosolvethemysteryofthedisappearingscientistor
makeupnewstoriesaboutDarkus,lostinterestandleft
himalone.UncleMaxbroughtDarkushometohisflat
aboveMotherEarth,ahealthfoodstore,inaparadeof
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shopsbetweenCamdenTownandRegent’sPark.
‘Ihavetowarnyou,myboy,’UncleMaxsaid,asthey

climbedthestairs,‘I’vealwayslivedonmyown.Travela
lot,yousee.NevermuchlikedEngland, it’sall this
blastedrain–dreary,andnotmuchfunonadig,Ican
tellyou.I’dratherbeintheSinaiDesertridingacamel.’
Hepausedtocatchhisbreath.‘Anyway,longandshort,
notmuchgoodwithguests.Likethem,justnotsurewhat
todowiththem;samegoesforchildren.’
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Darkusfollowedhisunclesilentlythroughthefront
door, enjoyinglisteningtoavoicesosimilartohis
father’s.

‘Kitchen.’UncleMaxfirstpointedtoabrightorange
roomonhisleft,andthenupsomestepstohisright.
‘Livingroom.’

Astheypassedthelivingroom,Darkusstaredata
seriesof long-facedwoodenmaskshangingonthe
midnight-bluewalls,andtheystaredbackathim.Climb-
inganotherflightofstairs,tothesecondfloor,they
arrivedoutsideUncleMax’sbedroomandalargepink
bathroom.

‘BecauseIworkabroadmostoftheyear,theuniver-
sitywon’tgivemeanoffice,sothisismyofficeaswellas
myhome,’UncleMaxsaidastheyclimbedathirdflight
ofstairsintotheloft,‘andupuntilnow,theroomyou’ll
besleepinginhasbeenmy–um,well–myfiling
cabinet.’

Whentheyreachedthelow-ceilingedlandingofthe
thirdfloor,UncleMaxleantagainstthewallandmadea
showofbeingtired.Pullingahandkerchieffromhisshirt
pocket,henudgeduphissafarihatwiththeswollen
knucklesofhisrighthandandmoppedhistanned,leath-
eryforehead.

‘Phew,’hegrimaced,‘whateveryoudo,don’tgetold,
lad.LordonlyknowshowI’llmakeitbackdown.You
mayhavetocarryme!’Hechuckledheartilytoshowhe
wasjoking,butwhenDarkusfailedtojoinin,hesmiled
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sadlyandshookhishead. ‘Youmightlooklikeyour
mother,butyou’reBartythroughandthrough.Esme
wouldalwayslaughatmyjokes,especiallytheunfunny
ones.’

Darkustriedtobepoliteandsmile,butitcameout
likeagrimace.ConsciousofUncleMaxstudyinghim,he
huggedhisoversizedgreenjumpertohisbodyand
lookeddowntoseehisscruffyjeansweretornatthe
knee.

Becauseofhisdarkskin,hair,andcoal-blackeyes,
peoplesaidhehadhismother’sSpanishlooks,butwhen
hethoughtofMum,itwasherwidesmilethatfilled
hishead.Hismouthwasshapedlikehers,butwhenhe
realizedhissmilemadeDadsad,he’dstoppeddoingit.

‘Whathappenedtoyourhair?’
‘Theyshaveditoffatthefosterhome.’Darkusrubbed

hishandoverhisstubble.Hedidn’twanttotellhisuncle
aboutthebullywhohadshavedastripeintohishairon
hisfirstnightinthatunfamiliarhouse.‘Therewerenits,’
hemuttered.

‘Isee.Sensibleprecaution,Isuppose.’ UncleMax
frowned, returninghishandkerchief tohispocket.
‘Righty-ho.’Hepointedatthedoorinfrontofthem.
‘That’satoilet.’Thenhewalkedalongthelanding:‘And
thisisyourroom.’UncleMaxgaveDarkusanapologetic
grin,beforepushingthedooropen.‘Ta-da!’

Apieceofpaper,coveredinscribblednotes,floated
intothehallandlandedatDarkus’sfeet.Theroomwas
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tiny.Pilesofpaperhidthefloorandboxeswerestacked
clumsilyontopofoneanother.Objectswrappedin
yellowingnewspaperhungoutofhalf-openedpackages,
andtheairwasthickwiththearomaofmildewanddust.

Darkussneezed.
‘Gesundheit,’ saidUncleMax, reachinginsidethe

doorwayandswitchingonthelight.
Beyondtheboxeswasawallofblackfilingcabinets.

Severaldrawerswerehalfopen,paperspewingout.On
thetop,rowsofhard-backedatlasesandloose-leafed
mapsslumpedagainstoneanother.Darkusnoticeda
skylightintheroof,itsexternalpanespreadsothickwith
grimethatitfilledtheroomwithshadows.

‘Youmusthatefiling,’hesaid.
‘Well,yes,Isupposeithasbeensomeyears.’Uncle

Maxcoughed.‘Cometothinkofit,I’mnotsurewhenIlast
cameuphere.Itmighthavebeenbeforeyouwereborn.’

Darkussmiledweakly,notwantingtoappearrude.
Pleasedthathisnephewwaswarming,UncleMaxpicked
upabookfromanopenbox.‘AnIntellectualHistoryof
Cannibalism–I’vebeenlookingforthat.’Heraisedhis
eyebrowstwiceanddroppedthebookbackdown.

Acloudofdusteruptedfromtheboxandbrokeover
Darkus’sface.

UncleMaxlaughedasDarkusfranticallywavedthe
dustawaywithonehand,sneezing,andthen–unableto
resist theinfectiousnatureof hisuncle’sroars–
laughing.
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