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      For Randi. I was saving all my words for you.

   
      
      PROLOGUE

      Eighteen Months Ago

      Jordan Orr’s thumb hovered over the detonator. Two dead guards lay at his feet. He threw one final glance at his accomplices,
         who both nodded ready. Orr tapped the button, and a Mercedes in a car park near Piccadilly Circus exploded three miles away.
      

      Orr didn’t know and didn’t care if there were casualties, but at three in the morning he didn’t expect any. The important
         thing was that the authorities would suspect a terrorist attack. The response time from the London police for any other call
         would more than double, leaving Orr and his men plenty of time to empty the auction house’s largest storage vault.
      

      Orr pulled the balaclava over his face. Russo and Manzini did the same. Disabling the cameras inside the vault would take
         time they didn’t have. The alarm would go off the moment the door was opened.
      

      The vault door was guarded by the double lock of a card key and a pass code. The card key was now in his hand, courtesy of
         one of the dead guards. He inserted the card, which prompted the system to ask for the code. Orr examined the touchpad. The clever design scrambled the arrangement of the
         numbers on the keypad every time it was used, making it impossible to guess the code simply by watching someone’s finger movements.
         But the manager had been careless the day before, when Orr cased the facility as a prospective client. He made no effort to
         shield the screen from Orr, who recorded the code with a pen-shaped video camera in his jacket pocket.
      

      Typical complacency, Orr had thought. Security system planners always forgot about the human element.

      Orr typed the code, and the door buzzed, signaling that it was unlocked. He yanked it open and heard no Klaxon, but he knew
         that the broken magnetic seal had set off the silent alarm at the security firm’s headquarters. At this time of the morning,
         no one should be accessing the vault.
      

      Unable to reach the guards, the security company would call the police, but their problem would be a low priority. A terrorist
         event took precedence over everything else. Orr loved it.
      

      He led the way in. He’d seen the interior in person, but Russo and Manzini had seen only the video.

      The fifteen-foot-by-fifteen-foot vault was designed to showcase the objects that were to be formally appraised the next day.
         Jewelry, rare books, sculptures, gold coins, and antiques—valuables hidden away in an English manor’s attic for a hundred
         years—were illuminated for optimum effect. Together, the items were expected to fetch in excess of thirty million pounds at auction.
      

      One item was the prize of the collection. In the center display case was a delicate hand made of pure gold. Orr marveled at
         the lustrous beauty of the metal.
      

      Manzini, a short balding man with powerful arms, removed a sledgehammer from his belt.

      “Let’s get rich,” he said, and swung the hammer toward the case. The thick glass shattered, and Manzini reached in, removed
         the golden hand, and wrapped it with bubble wrap before stuffing it into his bag. He moved on to the jewelry case.
      

      Russo, so skinny that his pants could have been held up by a rubber band, used two hands to swing his own hammer. He smashed
         the back of the case holding a Picasso drawing and withdrew it carefully to keep it from getting cut by the shards.
      

      While Manzini and Russo gathered the rest of the jewels and rolled up the artwork, Orr raced to the back of the vault. With
         a single blow, he liberated three ancient manuscripts and carefully placed them in his duffel. The collection of rare gold
         coins was next.
      

      In three minutes, they had emptied the vault’s entire contents into their bags.

      “That’s it,” Orr said. He opened his cell and dialed. The call was answered on the first ring.

      “Yeah?”

      “We’re on our way,” Orr said, and hung up.

      They stepped over the bullet-riddled guards and ran to the building’s entrance. Outside, Orr could make out sirens in the
         distance, but they were going in the other direction. A stolen cab was waiting for them. The driver, Felder, wore a flat cap,
         glasses, and a fake mustache.
      

      They tossed the bags into the car and got in.

      “Success?” Felder asked.

      “Just like the video,” Russo said. “Thirty million pounds’ worth.”

      “A third of that on the black market,” Manzini said. “Orr’s buyer is only paying ten million.”

      “Either way, it’s more money than you’ve ever seen,” Felder said.

      “Drive,” Orr said, impatient with their giddiness. They still weren’t done.

      The cab took off. Because London has the highest concentration of surveillance cameras in the world, they kept their masks
         on. After a theft like this, Scotland Yard would pore over every single video for the one clue that would lead back to the
         thieves.
      

      Orr was confident that would never happen.

      As they had practiced, the cab reached the boat slip at the Thames river dock only five minutes later. They left the cab sitting
         at the dock car park and made their way to the cabin cruiser Felder had hired. Orr knew the boat might be traced back to Felder,
         but by the time it was, it wouldn’t matter.
      

      As soon as they were on board, Felder, a native Brit who had plied these waters for ten years as tug crewman, threw the throttle forward. They wouldn’t stop until they reached the Strait of Dover, where the plan was to go ashore in Kent and
         use a rental car to make their final escape on a SeaFrance ferry to Calais.
      

      While Felder navigated, the rest of them emptied the contents of the bags in the blacked-out forward cabin to take stock of
         their haul. Russo and Manzini cackled in Italian. The only word Orr, an American, could understand was when they mentioned
         their hometown, “Napoli.” Naples. He ignored them and carefully inspected the three manuscripts. He found the one he wanted
         and set it aside. The other two were worthless to him, so he put them back in the duffel.
      

      By the time they finished sorting the goods, the boat had entered the English Channel. It was time.

      Orr turned his back to Russo and Manzini and drew the silenced SIG Sauer he’d used to kill the guards.

      “Hey, Orr,” Russo said, “when do we meet your contact? I want my money soon, capisce?”
      

      “No problem,” Orr said, and whipped around. He shot Russo first, then Manzini. Manzini toppled onto Russo, the necklace he’d
         been fondling still in his hand.
      

      The wind and the engine noise were so loud that Felder couldn’t have heard the shots. Orr made his way up to the wheel deck.

      Felder turned and smiled at him.

      “Mind taking a few minutes at the wheel?” Felder said. “I’m dying to check out my share.”

      “Sure,” Orr said. He took the wheel with one hand, and when Felder’s back was turned, he shot him twice. Felder tumbled to
         the deck below.
      

      Orr checked the GPS and twisted the wheel until he was heading toward Leysdown-on-Sea, a small town on the coast, where he’d
         parked a second car. The car Felder had hired would stay where it was until it was towed away. Orr didn’t care. There would
         be nothing to link him with it.
      

      When the boat was three miles from town, Orr brought it to a stop. The water here would be deep enough.

      Down in the cabin, he lashed all three of the bodies to the interior, planted two small explosive charges below the waterline,
         and readied an inflatable raft and oars. Once he triggered the bombs, which were just big enough to tear openings in the hull,
         the boat would sink within minutes.
      

      He sealed the golden hand, jewelry, coins, and the lone manuscript in a waterproof bag and put everything else into lockers
         that he battened down. There would be no trace of the boat once it was on the bottom of the Channel. The items like the Picasso
         were valuable, but they were also too recognizable to sell. He couldn’t take the chance that they would lead back to him.
         The jewelry and the gold could be broken apart and sold for the gems and metal with little risk. He expected to net two million
         pounds from them, enough to pay off his debts and fund his ultimate plan.
      

      But the golden hand and the manuscript he would keep. Although Orr’s accomplices hadn’t known it, the document was the most
         valuable item they had taken from the vault. In fact, it was arguably the single most valuable object on the face of the earth. The owner must not have realized what it
         contained, or he would never have tried to auction it.
      

      Orr did know what it contained. He had checked it himself while Russo and Manzini had been fawning over the gold and the jewels.
         To the layman, the most important line, heading a section at the end of the document, looked like a string of random Greek
         letters, but it confirmed the document’s importance.
      

      ΟΣΤΙΣΚΡΑΤΕΙΤΟYΤΟYΤΟYΤΟYΓΡΑΜΜΑΤΟΣΚΡΑ ΤΕΙΤΟYΠΛΟYΤΟYΤΟYΜΙΔΑ.

      The manuscript was a medieval codex transcribed from a scroll written two hundred years before the birth of Christ. It contained
         an ancient treatise by antiquity’s greatest scientist and engineer, the man who kept the Romans at bay for two years through
         his ingenuity alone, a Greek native of Syracuse named Archimedes.
      

      The codex was written without spaces or lowercase letters, making it tedious to translate, so the manuscript’s complete contents
         were unknown. But that one line convinced Orr that the manuscript at his feet held the secret to the location of a treasure
         worth untold billions.
      

      Orr climbed into the raft and, for the second time that night, pressed the button of a detonator. The explosive charges blasted
         open two breaches in the boat’s hull. He rowed away but kept close to confirm that the boat was gone before he made his way
         to land. As Orr watched the boat sink beneath the placid sea, the translation of Archimedes’ text flashed in front of his eyes as clearly as if it were
         written on the water’s surface.
      

      He who controls this map controls the riches of Midas.

   
      
WEDNESDAY


      THE DEATH PUZZLE

   
      
      ONE

      
      Present Day

      
      “Excuse me,” Carol Benedict said as she raced to the Starbucks counter. “You’ve got my drink.”
      

      
      The man who was holding her latte already had the lid off, ready to put sugar into her pristine cup of coffee. After her daily
         six-mile run, no one—but no one—got between her and her caffeine.
      

      
      The man, a young guy wearing a Redskins cap and a dopey expression, looked down at the coffee and back at her.

      
      “You sure?”

      
      She smiled at him. “Did you order a tall double-shot latte?”

      
      He shook his head and gave her a sheepish grin. “Sorry, seven a.m. is early for me,” he said. He put the lid back and handed
         it to her.
      

      
      “No problem,” Carol said, and opened the door to a blast of heat.

      
      By the end of her ten-minute walk back to her apartment, Carol was drenched with sweat. Washington was known for its summer humidity, but Carol had never experienced it until now, her first year taking graduate-level summer classes
         at Georgetown. She was astounded that it could be so muggy this early in the morning in the middle of June, but her moisture-wicking
         jogging top and shorts did an admirable job of keeping her from being miserable.
      

      
      Carol wasn’t a breakfast person, one of her strategies for staying thin. When she entered her one-bedroom apartment, she cranked
         up the AC, turned on the news, and drained the last of her latte in between her stretching exercises. In the shower, she turned
         the water as cold as it would go. The cooling spray made her shiver with goose bumps and even get a little light-headed.
      

      
      She picked a tank top and shorts and put her hair in a ponytail, but she’d have to put a sweater in her bag for class. The
         classrooms at school were always overly air-conditioned.
      

      
      A knock came at her door just as she was putting on her shoes. She stood up too fast at the surprising sound, and the headrush
         nearly made her keel over. She steadied herself against the bureau. The feeling didn’t go away, but it subsided enough for
         her to walk.
      

      
      Who could be at her door at 7:30 in the morning?

      
      She peered through the peephole and saw a white man in a suit, stocky frame, not much taller than she was.

      
      “What is it?” she asked without opening the door.

      
      “Ms. Benedict, I’m Detective Wilson with the Arlington Police Department. I need to speak with you.”

      
      “Can you please show me your identification?” Living alone, Carol had learned to be cautious.
      

      
      “Of course.” He held up an open wallet displaying a badge and an ID with the Arlington PD logo. It looked all right to her,
         so she swung the door open. She suddenly felt unreasonably fatigued, so she leaned against the doorjamb, her head swimming.
         If she was getting sick, she’d have to power through it. Missing class could hurt her GPA.
      

      
      “What’s this about, Detective?” She really had no idea why the police would be here. She hadn’t gotten so much as a parking
         ticket in her entire life.
      

      
      Wilson, who had a thatchy unibrow, stared at her with an unreadable expression. “It’s about your sister, Stacy.”

      
      A shot of adrenaline cleared Carol’s head.

      
      “Stacy? Oh, my God! Has something happened?” They had talked just last night, and Stacy seemed fine.

      
      “There’s a hostage situation at her hotel in Seattle. I need to take you down to the station, where we can coordinate with
         the Seattle police.”
      

      
      “Is she hurt? Is she okay?”

      
      “She’s unharmed for now, but you’ll need to come with me. I’ll explain the situation on the way.”

      
      “Sure. Sure. Let me get my purse.” She snatched up her keys and her phone, threw them into her bag, and locked the door behind
         her. Her heart was thudding at the thought of her sister being held at gunpoint.
      

      
      As she went down the stairs, she stumbled and Wilson caught her.

      
      “Are you all right?” he asked. “You look pale.”
      

      
      “I just feel so tired all of a sudden.” Her vision was getting blurrier by the minute.

      
      Wilson held her arm the rest of the way to the parking lot, and she was glad he did, because her knees buckled twice.

      
      Instead of an unmarked car, Wilson steered her to a white panel van. Another man jumped out of the passenger seat and slid
         the rear door open. Carol’s stomach lurched when she saw that he was wearing a Redskins cap.
      

      
      It was the man who had taken her latte at Starbucks. The dopey expression had been replaced by the dead-eyed stare of a cobra
         assessing its prey.
      

      
      She sucked in a breath to scream, but Wilson’s hand went over her mouth.

      
      “I see you remember my partner,” he said into her ear.

      
      She tried to struggle, but her arms and legs felt like over-cooked spaghetti, and her mind was getting cloudier by the second.

      
      Wilson shoved her into the van, and the door slid closed behind her. He snapped cuffs onto her wrists and ankles as the other
         man started the van and drove off. She tried to scream again, but it came out as a weak mewl. Her tongue lolled in her mouth
         as if it were coated in syrup.
      

      
      “You drugged me.”

      
      Wilson nodded. “Rohypnol is easy to get, with so many university campuses in DC.”

      
      Rohypnol. Otherwise known as roofies. The date-rape drug. He had put it in her coffee.

      
      “Oh, my God—”
      

      
      “Don’t worry. That’s not what it’s for. We just need you out for a few hours while we take care of some other business.”

      
      “What do you want?”

      
      “We need your sister to do something for us,” Wilson said.

      
      “What have you done to Stacy?” Carol said, slurring out the S in Stacy. She couldn’t keep her eyes open any longer and rested her head on the floor.
      

      
      “Nothing. She’s going to be more worried about what we’re going to do to you if she doesn’t cooperate. Or if she isn’t able
         to …”
      

      
      Wilson kept talking, but Carol’s eyes could focus no longer, and darkness swept her to oblivion.

   
      
      TWO

      
      
         Answer your phone, Dr. Locke. You don’t have much time left.
         

      

      
      Tyler Locke peered at the text message and tried to decide whether it was a joke or some kind of marketing gimmick. He was
         ten minutes into his one-hour ferry commute to Bremerton, and three times his cell phone had rung with an unknown number.
         Tyler had ignored the calls, but the text message came soon after, again from an unknown number. The only people who had his
         cell number were in the phone’s contact list. As a rule, he didn’t answer calls from numbers he didn’t know, figuring that
         if it was important the caller would leave a voice mail. So far, no new messages.
      

      
      The boat was only half full, so Tyler had the bench to himself, with his long legs propped up on the facing seat. Any other
         morning, his best friend, Grant Westfield, would be next to him playing games on his phone, but Grant was planning to beat
         the afternoon rush hour for a long weekend in Vancouver, so he’d taken an earlier ferry. They’d been making the trip from
         Seattle to Bremerton three days a week for two months to consult on the construction of a new ammunition depot at the naval base.
      

      
      The phone rang again. Same number. Tyler drank his coffee and looked out at the receding Seattle skyline. It was eight-forty
         in the morning, and even though it was June sixteenth the sun was nowhere to be seen. Low clouds and drizzle made it a typical
         “June-uary” day, as the locals called the cool, overcast weather that usually preceded a sunny July.
      

      
      Couldn’t be a cold call, Tyler concluded. A telemarketer wouldn’t call him Dr. Locke. Tyler wasn’t an MD. He had a PhD, and
         the only time anyone called him doctor was on one of his consulting gigs. None of his co-workers used the honorific unless
         they were making fun of him.
      

      
      The call might be work-related, but he had fifty emails to plow through before he reached Bremerton, and he didn’t want to
         be sucked into a long conversation. He again let voice mail handle it and put the phone away. Eventually, the caller would
         get the hint to leave a message.
      

      
      A minute after he began working on his laptop again, the phone beeped with another text message. Tyler sighed and pulled the
         phone from his pocket.
      

      
      
         Dr. Locke, unless you answer my call you will be dead in twenty-eight minutes.

      

      
      Tyler had to read the message three times to believe what he was seeing. He closed his laptop and sat up straight, taking his feet off the seat. He slowly scanned the passengers around him, but no one seemed at all interested in him.
      

      
      The phone rang. Same number.

      
      Tyler tapped the screen and said, “Who is this?”

      
      “This is the person who is going to kill everyone on that ferry if you don’t do what I say.”

      
      Tyler couldn’t detect an accent in the gravelly voice on the other end. “Why don’t I just hang up on you and call the police?”
         he said. “Should make your day when the FBI drops by.”
      

      
      “You could do that, but what would you tell them? My number? It’s a prepaid phone bought with cash. Believe me, I’ve thought
         this through.”
      

      
      For a moment, Tyler considered doing just what he’d threatened: hanging up and calling the cops. But the man was right. He
         had little to tell them.
      

      
      “What’s this about?” Tyler said.

      
      “It’s about you, Dr. Locke. Actually, that sounds pretentious. I’ll just call you Locke.”

      
      “This is ridiculous.”

      
      “It may seem like that now, but it won’t in a few minutes.”

      
      Tyler paused. “Why are you calling me?”
      

      
      “Because you’re exactly who I need. Bachelor’s degree from MIT in mechanical engineering. PhD from Stanford. Former Army captain
         in a combat-engineering battalion, which makes you an expert in demolitions and bomb disposal. Now chief of special operations
         at Gordian Engineering. And all of that before you’re forty. You know, you sound very good on paper.”
      

      
      “So you know who I am. I should take all of this seriously because …?”

      
      “Because I just emailed you a couple of pictures that show how serious your situation is. I know the ferry has Wi-Fi. Take
         a look at them. I’ll wait. Better hurry, though.”
      

      
      With the phone propped in one hand, Tyler reluctantly opened his laptop and checked his in box.

      
      One new message from an email address he didn’t recognize. The subject line read 27 minutes left.

      
      Tyler opened the message. The body of the email had no text, just two images.

      
      The first showed a two-axle truck with the name SILVERLAKE TRANSPORT on the side.
      

      
      The second showed a refrigerator with its door open. Inside was a transparent plastic canister the size of a beer keg filled
         with a powdery gray substance. Cloth concealed an object on top. A digital timer was mounted on the front of the canister.
         The water was dead calm outside, but Tyler felt seasick.
      

      
      “I’m listening,” he said, his mind already racing to how he could warn the passengers to get to a life raft.

      
      “I thought you might. You know a bomb when you see it. In case you didn’t get it, the fridge is inside the truck, which is
         on the vehicle deck below you. And don’t call the police. I’ll know.”
      

      
      “You couldn’t have gotten it on board.”

      
      “You think I’m bluffing? Tell me about binary explosives.”
      

      
      Tyler sucked in a breath before responding. “Binary explosives start as two separate inert compounds, but when they’re mixed
         together they become highly volatile. They’re often used for target practice by shooting clubs. The explosives can only be
         set off by a high-powered rifle round or a detonator. You can buy them on the Internet.”
      

      
      “See? You are good. There’s a hundred pounds of binary in the fridge. Enough to blow a thirty-foot hole in that ferry and set half the
         cars on fire. I doubt there’d be many survivors.”
      

      
      “The bomb-sniffing dogs at the dock would have detected it,” Tyler said.

      
      “I took precautions to make sure the taggant odor was sealed in, and I paid some jobless college kid three hundred bucks to
         drive it on board. What’s bad for the economy is good for me.”
      

      
      “If you want to blow up the ferry, why warn me?”

      
      “Listen and find out. I want you to go to the truck. It has a padlock on the door. The key is taped inside the left wheel
         well. Go there now, or the ferry will never reach Bremerton.”
      

      
      Bremerton. Suddenly, Tyler had a horrifying thought: the naval base. This guy wanted Tyler to drive the truck into a US Navy port using his credentials.
      

      
      “So you want me to become a suicide bomber for you?” Tyler said, furiously thinking of a way to ditch the truck before he
         reached the entrance to the base.
      

      
      The man laughed. “A suicide bomber? Not even close.”
      

      
      “Then what do you want?”
      

      
      “Locke, you’re going to be a hero. That bomb is set to explode in twenty-four minutes and thirty seconds. I want you to disarm
         it.”
      

   
      
      THREE

      
      As Byron Gaul waited for the elevator in the lobby of the Sheraton Premiere, he checked his surroundings. He was relieved not
         to find unexpected security alterations for the conference being held in the hotel. He’d scouted the location thoroughly the
         week before in preparation for the mission, but given that the hotel was in Tysons Corner, Virginia, just outside Washington,
         there was always the chance security had been beefed up, especially for a Pentagon-sponsored conference called the Unconventional
         Weapons Summit.
      

      
      Two Army majors approached, deep in conversation. When they saw Gaul, he nodded to them, and they replied in kind. Because
         they were inside with their hats off, his lower rank didn’t require a salute. Gaul was dressed in a class-A Army service uniform
         with the rank of captain and a name tag that said Wilson. The uniform and all its ribbons and adornments were purchased off
         the Internet. The hardest part had been finding a size to fit his below-average height and above-average musculature.
      

      
      He readied himself for questions, but the majors went back to their discussion, ignoring him. Gaul didn’t know if he’d have to use his prepared backstory, but he was ready in case
         anyone asked. He would say that he was a liaison officer to a Washington think tank called Weaver Solutions, one of hundreds
         in the city. He was attending the summit to learn about the newest technologies and tactics that might be used against military
         or civilian objectives. These kinds of military conferences were held virtually every week in the nation’s capital, but this
         was the only one his target was scheduled to address.
      

      
      The elevator opened, and Gaul got on with the majors. At the first stop, the door opened to a buzz of activity. It was just
         after 11:30, the morning sessions over, including his target’s keynote speech. The participants would be breaking for lunch.
         The majors got off, and two men in civilian attire entered. Gaul glanced sideways at their name tags, which said Aiden MacKenna
         and Miles Benson.
      

      
      Both of them seemed to be enhanced by technology out of a science-fiction movie. A black disk was attached to MacKenna’s skull
         with a wire connected to his ear, as if it were a hearing aid with a direct pipeline to his brain. MacKenna was walking, while
         Benson was driving a motorized wheelchair like nothing Gaul had ever seen. The chair was balanced on two wheels, apparently
         in defiance of the laws of physics, so that the eyes of the man in the chair were almost even with his own.
      

      
      Though Benson wore a suit, Gaul could see that the man had the upper torso of someone who spent time at the gym. He had the intense gaze and close-cropped hair of a former Army officer, so Gaul guessed that he’d been injured in Iraq or
         Afghanistan. MacKenna looked more like Gaul’s idea of a research analyst, with tortoiseshell glasses and a physique that suggested
         nothing more strenuous than typing in his daily routine.
      

      
      “Think he’ll take you up on your offer?” MacKenna said with an Irish brogue.

      
      “I don’t know,” Benson said. “Depends how good my sales pitch is.”

      
      “It was a good keynote.”

      
      “That’s exactly why I want him.”

      
      The elevator door opened at the mezzanine.

      
      “Where is the Capital Club?” Benson said as he drove out of the elevator.

      
      “To the left, I believe,” MacKenna said.

      
      “Okay, we should have a table reserved. We’ll save a seat between us for the general.”

      
      Gaul trailed them around the corner. MacKenna and Benson went through the restaurant’s glass doors, but Gaul didn’t follow.
         He stopped abruptly, as if he’d gone in the wrong direction, and turned back toward the mezzanine’s conference rooms.
      

      
      Attendees were streaming from the conference seminars to their lunch destinations or milling about in the hall to chat after
         the sessions. The dress was a fifty-fifty mix of military and civilian clothes. Gaul blended right in.
      

      
      Gaul wandered down the hall, pretending to study a conference program. He passed by the glass doors of the Capital Club but didn’t see his target. He found a spot near the elevators
         and had to remind himself not to lean against the wall so that he would stay in character as a ramrod-straight military officer.
      

      
      His cell phone buzzed. The text message was from Orr.

      
      
         We’re under way here. You?

         Gaul texted back, Everything’s in place.
         

         Have you spotted him?

         Not yet. But he’s here and scheduled to attend the lunch.

         Good. We’ll know in 20 minutes. Be ready.

         K.

      

      
      With nothing more to do but wait while keeping an eye on the elevators and stairs, Gaul went back to scanning the program.
         He smiled when he saw the title of the keynote address by his target, the former military leader of the Defense Threat Reduction
         Agency. The speech was called “The Dangers of Asymmetric Threat and Response: How to Combat Improvised Weapons of Mass Destruction.”
         Gaul thought the speaker would be surprised by how personal that danger would become.
      

      
      The elevator emptied three times before Gaul saw who he had come for. The newly retired major general looked a little grayer
         than in the photo he’d memorized, but the intense gaze and the wrought-iron jaw were still the same. All eyes followed the general as he strode toward the restaurant.
      

      
      Gaul took out his cell phone to text Orr with the confirmation that he now had Sherman Locke in his sights.

   
      
      FOUR

      
      Tyler liked the sense of duty, purpose, and camaraderie of the military, but he could do without the threat-of-death part,
         which was one of the reasons he’d left for civilian life. He took calculated risks, as when he raced cars or worked with explosives
         on a demolition project, but that was because he was in control. This situation was definitely not under his control.
      

      
      “I’m back,” the man on the other end of the phone said. “Had other business to attend to. You there, Locke?”

      
      “I’m here,” Tyler said as he descended the ferry’s stairs to the vehicle deck. “Why do you want me to disarm a bomb you put on the ferry?”
      

      
      “I need someone with your skills for a special job, but before we get started, I need to make sure you can handle it.”

      
      “A job?” Tyler said. “Why didn’t you just hire me?”

      
      “Consider this task your interview. The clock is ticking, so you better get moving. Before you go to the truck, put the keys
         in the glove box of that little red sports car of yours. Leave it unlocked.”
      

      
      “Why?”
      

      
      “Because I said so, and I’m the one with the bomb. Just do it.”

      
      “I’m on my way,” Tyler said. “So if we’re going to be talking to each other on this job, what should I call you?”

      
      “You might be getting ahead of yourself. We could be working together for just the next twenty-two minutes.”

      
      Tyler set his watch to synchronize with the time he had left. “I’m the confident type,” he said, though he felt anything but.
         Bombs were tricky in the best of conditions. Tyler didn’t know what this guy’s game was, but he didn’t sound stupid.
      

      
      “I think you’re more cocky than confident,” the man said. “You’ll know what to call me as soon as you get in the truck.”

      
      I already have some ideas about what to call you, Tyler thought. Why do I attract all the crazy people?

      
      He reached the vehicle deck and went to his Viper, tucking the keys in the glove box as ordered. Looking forward from his
         position at the stern, he could make out several trucks, which were usually boarded first. He trotted in that direction.
      

      
      Tyler saw the truck marked SILVERLAKE TRANSPORT and angled toward it.
      

      
      “So what do I have to do?” he asked.

      
      “The instructions are taped to the fridge. It’s all written down for you. Well, not you, but you’ll see what I mean. And remember,
         no police. I have my eyes and ears on you, and I’ve got a remote detonator, so get busy and behave yourself. Ferry goes boom if SWAT arrives or life rafts start popping
         over the side.”
      

      
      “Then what?”

      
      “You’ll know if you’re successful. If you are, I’ll give you a call back. If not, you’ll go down with the ship.”

      
      The man hung up.

      
      Tyler reached the back of the truck and ran his hand under the left wheel well. The key was there, just as the guy had said
         it was.
      

      
      He looked around, but apart from an elderly woman walking her dog he was alone.

      
      The key fit the padlock, and Tyler slid the door up carefully. He didn’t think the guy was planning to have the bomb triggered
         by this, but he checked just in case. Nothing.
      

      
      Tyler pushed the door just high enough to squeeze in. If there really was a bomb in here, he didn’t want one of the deckhands
         to see it and sound the alarm.
      

      
      He thought he was going to have to leave the door open for light, but two lanterns were lashed to the sides of the interior.
         He switched them both on and closed the door.
      

      
      Boxes were piled on a sofa, a couple of chairs, and a table. In the middle sat an icebox, one of the old models with a latch.
         A manila envelope was taped to the front of the door. Tyler examined it and, when he was sure it was safe, tore it away and
         ripped it open.
      

      
      The envelope held one page. Tyler pulled it out expecting instructions on what to do next.

      
      The sheet may have had instructions, but they weren’t much help. The numbered paragraphs weren’t written in English. Although
         Tyler couldn’t read the words, he recognized the letters immediately. He had never been in a fraternity, but he’d used all
         the letters in equations while earning his engineering degrees.
      

      
      The page was written in Greek.

      
      Tyler scanned the text to see if there was any hidden code or some other message for him. He searched for a formula, something
         that would help him defuse the bomb, but he didn’t know what he was looking for. Given how much the guy on the phone knew
         about Tyler, he would have learned that foreign languages weren’t exactly Tyler’s strength. He could order a beer and ask
         where the bathroom was in French and Spanish, but even that was pushing it.
      

      
      The man had mentioned that the instructions weren’t written for him. Then who were they written for?

      
      He racked his brain trying to come up with someone he could call to translate the document, but he was interrupted when the
         truck echoed with the sound of pounding on the rear door. Tyler froze.
      

      
      “Is someone inside?” he heard a woman’s voice say.

      
      “I’m okay,” Tyler said, thinking that a crew member was checking on him. “I’m just repacking some items that came loose.”

      
      “Open the door.”

      
      Twenty minutes left. He didn’t have time for this, but ignoring her would just bring more attention than he wanted. He’d get rid of her quickly and focus on how to get the document translated.
      

      
      He pulled the door up expecting to see someone dressed in the crew’s crisp blue uniform. Instead, he saw a petite woman in
         her thirties dressed in a black leather jacket, jeans, and stylish but functional boots. Shoulder-length blond hair framed
         her face, and light makeup accentuated high cheekbones and pillowy lips. It was a no-nonsense, attractive look.
      

      
      Tyler recognized her immediately. Stacy Benedict, host of the television show Chasing the Past.

      
      He didn’t know where to begin, other than to say, “What are you doing here?”

      
      The woman had been appraising Tyler as much as he had been studying her, and his abrupt demand made her pause. “A man told
         me someone would be waiting inside this truck for me.”
      

      
      “Did he have a gravelly voice?”

      
      “That’s him. But he didn’t mention it would be you.” So she remembered Tyler from his appearance on her show. No need for
         introductions.
      

      
      The instructions are taped to the fridge, the man on the phone had said. It’s all written down for you. Well, not you, but you’ll see what I mean.

      
      “You don’t happen to read Greek, do you?” Tyler asked.

      
      Stacy’s look told him that the question sounded as ridiculous to her as it did to him, but her answer made it clear that it
         seemed ridiculous for another reason.
      

      
      “I have a PhD in Classics,” she said. “Of course I know Greek. Why?”
      

      
      He gave her the piece of paper. “That’s why.”

      
      As she read it, Tyler could see the blood drain from her face. But she didn’t panic. No screaming. No crying. Instead, her
         face contorted with barely contained fury.
      

      
      She looked up from the page and said, “Where’s the bomb?”

   
      
      FIVE

      
      Stacy boosted herself into the truck. As Tyler closed the door behind her, she read the first line on the sheet again. It was
         typewritten in modern Greek with awkward phrasing, as though it had been translated from another language by a free Web service.
         But she got the gist of it.
      

      
      There is a bomb in the truck. Work with this man to deactivate it. If you don’t accomplish your task, both you and your sister
            will die.

      
      Only an hour before, she’d been packing for her morning flight back to New York when she received a call from an unidentified
         man claiming to have kidnapped her baby sister, Carol. Upon seeing the video of Carol bound and gagged, Stacy unleashed a
         tirade of obscenities so withering that the caller had to calm her down just to tell her what he wanted her to do.
      

      
      His only command had been to board the 8:30 ferry to Bremerton as a walk-on and wait for further instructions. She’d allowed
         herself five minutes to react after he’d hung up, but all that came was a fit of shaking. She wasn’t a crier. Neither was her sister. Except for her parents’ funerals, the last time she could recall real tears was when their dog, Sparky,
         died. She was fourteen and Carol was twelve. Stacy supposed their fortitude had something to do with growing up as the only
         children on a working Iowa farm.
      

      
      But that toughness didn’t mean she was a loner. At least now she had a partner in this mess, even if it was a man she barely
         knew.
      

      
      Stacy had met Tyler Locke only once, nine months ago, when she had interviewed him for her show that investigated ancient
         mysteries around the world. He was a big get after his rumored involvement in finding Noah’s Ark. Before the interview, he
         made it clear that he wasn’t happy being in the spotlight, explaining that his boss had arranged the appearance over Tyler’s
         objections. In spite of his reluctance, Tyler was naturally engaging when he talked about the engineering of centuries-old
         mechanisms and could have been a regular if she had been able to persuade him to return.
      

      
      He was handsome in a rugged sort of way, which made him perfect for TV. His tan face showed just a bit of weathering, as if
         he spent a lot of time outdoors, but he didn’t have any deep lines on his forehead, so he wasn’t into his forties yet. He
         was over six feet tall, brown hair, blue eyes, with a jagged scar down the left side of his neck. The wind-breaker, khakis,
         and hiking boots were professional but casual.
      

      
      “What does it say?” Tyler asked. “We have less than twenty minutes.”

      
      Stacy examined the paper. The first four lines were in modern Greek, but the rest was in ancient Greek. Not too dissimilar
         from the modern form, but the punctuation and all caps made it harder to read.
      

      
      “The refrigerator door has a trap,” she said. “To disable it, flip the switch on the lower part of the door.”

      
      Tyler knelt and ran his hand under the door. “Got it.”

      
      “You should be able to open the door.”

      
      He pulled the latch and inched the fridge open.

      
      All the shelves had been removed from the interior. A clear plastic barrel filled with a grayish powder took up the bottom
         two-thirds of the interior. The barrel was topped by something covered in canvas, and a drawstring pouch hung on a hook next
         to it. An LCD timer stuck to the front of the barrel counted down. Nineteen minutes were left.
      

      
      Wires from the timer snaked into the barrel. They terminated at a device nestled into the powder. Another set of wires disappeared
         into the covered object.
      

      
      “I’ve never seen a bomb like this on TV,” Stacy said. Her heart was hammering, but her voice was even. Going to pieces wasn’t
         going to help her sister.
      

      
      “There’s a detonator in the powder,” Tyler said. “The powder is a binary explosive.”

      
      “Could it be a fake?” She remembered his credentials from the interview because they were so unusual. He had been a captain
         in an Army combat-engineering unit, and one of their responsibilities had been to dispose of IEDs.
      

      
      “Can’t be sure, but I don’t think so,” Tyler said. “And if it’s real, there’s enough to blow a car-sized hole in the deck.”
      

      
      “So that’s bad? You don’t have to sugarcoat it for me.”

      
      He gave her a wan grin. “Seemed like you could handle it.”

      
      She forced a smile in return. “I’ll freak out later.”

      
      “I’ll join you. What’s next?”

      
      She read the third item on the sheet. “Carefully remove the canvas covering.”

      
      The canvas was tied at the bottom with twine. Tyler loosened it and pulled the cover off to reveal a gleaming bronze box one
         foot tall and six inches wide.
      

      
      Stacy moved closer to get a better look. The box had two dials on the front, but it wasn’t a clock. As far as she could see,
         the hands weren’t moving and the dials were ringed with Greek lettering, not numbers. Each dial was divided into twelve segments
         and labeled with words spelling out signs of the zodiac. Two small control knobs were attached to its left side.
      

      
      The object looked brand-new, although its design was definitely not modern. The box was clearly the endpoint of the wires,
         but she had no earthly idea why it was connected to a bomb.
      

      
      “What the hell is that?” Stacy said to herself. She was surprised when Tyler answered.

      
      “It’s a replica of a device designed by Archimedes. It’s called a geolabe. Like an astrolabe, but for terrestrial instead of astronomical use.” She could tell that he wasn’t guessing. He plainly recognized it.
      

      
      She gaped at him. “How do you know that?”

      
      He fixed her with a grim stare. “Because I’m the one who built it.”

   
      
      SIX

      
      The parking spot along the beach in West Seattle provided a beautiful view of Puget Sound. Jordan Orr would be able to watch
         the ferry until it turned past Bainbridge Island for the final leg into Bremerton. If the ship made it that far. The bomb
         was set to go off long before then.
      

      
      In the passenger seat of their rented SUV, Peter Crenshaw trained binoculars on the ferry, now visible as it passed the north
         tip of West Seattle.
      

      
      “If Locke doesn’t disarm the bomb in time,” Orr said, “you won’t need those to know.”

      
      “I’m just checking the deck for unusual activity. Making sure he hasn’t sounded the alarm.”

      
      “He won’t. By now he knows that I meant everything I said.” A jogger approached, and Orr couldn’t tell if she was watching
         them because she was wearing sunglasses. “Put those down before someone notices. No one’s going to think we’re bird-watching.”
      

      
      Crenshaw put the binoculars on the seat next to him and went back to monitoring the two video feeds on his laptop. The first was from the camera hidden in the visor of the truck.
      

      
      The second feed was from the back of the truck. Orr watched Stacy Benedict reading the instructions he’d created while Tyler
         Locke removed the drawstring pouch, opened it, and poured out the contents: fourteen pieces of a puzzle created more than
         two thousand years ago.
      

      
      “How did he sound?” Crenshaw asked in an irritating whine. “Think he can do it?”

      
      “I have faith in Locke,” Orr said. “He’s the best at what he does, and he’s the only one who can help us accomplish our mission.”

      
      “And if he can’t?”

      
      “Then Washington’s going to need a new ferry.”

      
      Orr leaned over to check the GPS tracker and saw that it was operational. It showed the truck in the middle of Puget Sound,
         right where it was supposed to be.
      

      
      He caught a whiff of body odor from Crenshaw and rolled down his window. Crenshaw was a skilled bomb designer, but his personal
         hygiene was atrocious. Given his scruffy beard and greasy hair, Orr wouldn’t be surprised if the pig hadn’t showered in a
         week. His belly protruded as if he were smuggling a beach ball under his T-shirt, and flecks of powdered doughnut dusted his
         chin. The man disgusted Orr, but the alliance was necessary.
      

      
      Orr had trolled Internet sites for months disguised as an anti-tax radical until he met Crenshaw in an underground chat room
         devoted to rants about the US government. Crenshaw was an electrical whiz whose penchant for building sophisticated pipe bombs got him kicked out of college. He escaped
         prison on a technicality, but his social inadequacies made him unemployable. Crenshaw still lived in the basement of his mother’s
         home in Omaha, nursing his hatred of Uncle Sam.
      

      
      Orr and Crenshaw had started sending private messages about what they could do to strike a blow for the common man. After
         he’d gained Crenshaw’s trust, Orr suggested that they get together at some property Orr had rented in upstate New York. Orr
         even paid for Crenshaw to fly out. Together, they shot guns, and Crenshaw showed off by building bombs with materials Orr
         provided. Shortly after that, Orr had presented his plan to Crenshaw, who readily agreed to participate. The two million dollars
         Orr promised him had made the decision easy.
      

      
      As Crenshaw grabbed his sixth doughnut, Orr shuddered at the man’s lack of self-control. Orr couldn’t understand how someone
         could let himself go like that. Crenshaw had never lacked for food or shelter or a comfortable lifestyle, no matter how much
         he belly-ached about the government screwing him over. Orr had been through hardship Crenshaw couldn’t imagine, but he didn’t
         dwell on it. There was only one person he could rely on, and that was himself.
      

      
      Ever since his parents died when he was ten, Orr had been on his own. Until then, his parents had lived lavishly and spoiled
         their only son. He’d had everything he could possibly want: a huge house, any toy he asked for, private school, vacations to Europe and Hawaii. But one night his father, an investment banker, crashed into a bridge abutment near
         their home in Connecticut, killing both himself and Orr’s mother instantly.
      

      
      The police found no skid marks and his father’s foot was jammed against the accelerator, so the deaths were ruled a murder-suicide.
         The life-insurance company paid nothing on his father’s policy, and his mother, a housewife, had none. Orr didn’t believe
         the coroner’s finding until he learned that his father had not only been fired two months before the crash but had also been
         blackballed by every firm on Wall Street for whistle-blowing on an embezzlement scheme. With their lavish lifestyle, the family
         had been living a hand-to-mouth existence, spending every dollar his father brought in and more, so the firing left them deeply
         in debt. Whether the car crash was accidental or intentional, the result was the same. Orr was left penniless.
      

      
      He was placed in foster care, and went through a succession of low-life guardians who either were hosting him to collect the
         welfare checks or wanted a kid who could act as a live-in servant. He got back at the world by stealing from his neighbors.
         At first it was just a buck or two to buy some candy or a comic book, but the amount grew until he was bringing in serious
         cash. He got caught only once, when he broke into a house not realizing that the husband had come home unexpectedly with his
         mistress, and the time he spent in juvenile detention made him vow never to let that happen again. When he was sixteen, Orr
         ran away and started working construction by lying about his age.
      

      
      For the next ten years, he bounced around the US, taking legitimate or illegitimate jobs, whatever paid. Then, during a bank
         renovation, one of his co-workers approached him and asked if he wanted to make some easy money. The guy planned to rob the
         bank, but he was too clever to attempt a daytime heist.
      

      
      Instead, they sabotaged the wiring for the security equipment and made off with a hundred thousand dollars that night. But
         Orr had inherited his father’s free-spending ways and blew through most of his share in two months. It was the end of his
         construction career and the beginning of the more high-risk, high-reward career as a thief.
      

      
      He absorbed everything he could about the art of breaking into secure facilities, educating himself by reading and working
         with better burglars than he until he had mastered the profession. The jobs kept getting bigger, with Orr planning the heists
         down to the most minute detail and assembling crews that could be trusted to do their jobs, but the money never lasted.
      

      
      For years he lived the high life two months at a time, until the tip about the Archimedes Codex presented the opportunity
         to find one of the most valuable treasures in history. If the trail really did lead to the lost tomb of King Midas and the
         fortune he was buried with, Orr could live the rest of his life in the style that had been stolen from him so long ago and
         at the same time exact his pound of flesh. His dream was within his grasp, and Stacy Benedict and Tyler Locke were going to find it for him or die trying.
      

      
      Orr reflexively reached for his backpack and felt the codex still inside. He kept it with him at all times.

      
      Crenshaw stuffed the rest of his doughnut into his mouth and nodded at the computer screen. “They’re having a little trouble
         with the Stomachion.”
      

      
      Crenshaw’s mispronunciation of the puzzle created by Archimedes grated on Orr. Despite dropping out of high school, he was
         a voracious reader and considered himself an educated man. It wasn’t “Stuh-muh-CHEE-on,” as Crenshaw pronounced the word.
         It was “Stoh-MAH-keeon.” Orr sighed but didn’t correct him. “I have faith in them.”
      

      
      The video feed showed Benedict and Locke going back and forth between the instructions and the puzzle pieces. There were fourteen—eleven
         triangles, one four-sided piece, and two five-sided pieces—and when the pieces were fitted together properly, they formed
         a square. According to Orr’s research, the puzzle was originally created by Archimedes to demonstrate some kind of mathematical
         principle. The version of the puzzle drawn in Orr’s codex had a different purpose: it was a code. The pieces were covered
         with Greek letters. The only problem was that Orr couldn’t figure out how to solve the puzzle.
      

      
      Somehow the letters on the Stomachion corresponded to the signs of the zodiac on the face of the bronze geolabe, the ancient
         device Orr had linked to the bomb. If the puzzle were solved correctly, it would tell you how to use the geolabe, and the geolabe was the key in the search for Midas’s hoard
         of gold. But Orr had only five days left to locate the treasure, and Locke was his last hope for deciphering how to operate
         the geolabe.
      

      
      Crenshaw pointed to his countdown timer, which was synchronized with the one on the bomb. It was down to nine minutes.

      
      “They’re not going to make it,” he said.

      
      “Maybe not,” Orr said. “Archimedes was a clever guy. The puzzle doesn’t have just one solution.”

      
      Crenshaw looked at him in surprise. “How many does it have?”

      
      Orr smiled. “More than seventeen thousand.”

   
      
      SEVEN

      
      Tyler stared at the pieces of Archimedes’ puzzle hoping to see a pattern, but none was apparent. There were more than seventeen
         thousand solutions, but fewer than six hundred unique arrangements when equivalent rotations and reflections were subtracted.
         Archimedes had linked a single particular solution to the geolabe, and that was the one Tyler had to find.
      

      
      On one side of the fourteen Stomachion pieces, each of the points was inscribed with a number written in Greek. On the other
         side, the pieces had Greek letters written on them. The puzzle would tell them how to use the geolabe, but unless the pieces
         were put together in the correct orientation, the results would be gibberish.
      

      
      According to their written instructions, the bomb would be deactivated when the two dials on the front of the geolabe and
         the third dial on the back face were all pointing to the twelve o’clock position. Tyler couldn’t just randomly turn the knobs
         that controlled the motion of the dials, because each twist affected the motion of all three dials simultaneously. The complicated
         set of forty-seven gears inside the device meant that there were millions of possible orientations. To get the one that would disarm the bomb, they
         had to solve the puzzle.
      

      
      “Eight minutes,” Stacy said, the edge in her voice palpable.

      
      Tyler said nothing as he studied the Stomachion pieces.

      
      “Are you thinking or frozen in terror?” she continued.

      
      “My bomb-disposal instructor had a motto,” Tyler said. “‘Don’t just do something, stand there.’ Doing nothing doesn’t mean
         you’re doing nothing.”
      

      
      “Just checking. What about dumping the whole thing over the side of the ship?”

      
      “Can’t,” Tyler said. “We’re being watched.”

      
      She swung around. “I don’t see a camera.”

      
      “I haven’t had time to search for it, but it’s here. He said he had his eye on us.”

      
      “Who is this guy?” Stacy asked.

      
      “His name’s Jordan Orr.”

      
      “You know him?”

      
      “He’s the one who had me build the geolabe,” Tyler said, glancing at the timer as it clicked below seven minutes. “I’ll tell
         you all about it if we live through this.”
      

      
      “So you built this geolabe but you don’t know how to use it?”

      
      “Think of it like the Rubik’s Cube. Just because someone can assemble it doesn’t mean they can solve it. That must be Orr’s
         problem. He knows that the dials should all point at the noon position, but he can’t figure out how to get them there. But Orr does know that Archimedes encoded the Stomachion with instructions for how to get the dials aligned, so he
         built the bomb as a test. We need to solve the puzzle in order to operate the geolabe, and that will deactivate the bomb.”
      

      
      Stacy nodded. “Makes sense that Archimedes would hide the instructions in a puzzle. The Greeks did invent steganography.”

      
      Tyler had heard of steganography, the technique of hiding messages in plain sight, like the microdots hidden behind stamps
         on postcards during World War II, or the way terrorists cloaked messages in pictures and video posted on public forums like
         Facebook and YouTube. Not only do you have to know that the message exists; you have to know how to read it.
      

      
      “Do you remember any specific methods of steganography that Archimedes might have used?”

      
      “The Greeks developed the technique twenty-five hundred years ago,” Stacy said. “Sometimes a message was tattooed onto the
         shaved head of a courier, who would grow out his hair and then travel with the secret message safely concealed. Secret communications
         could also be hidden in wax tablets.”
      

      
      “How?”

      
      “In normal use you would write on the wax itself using a metal stylus. If you wanted to erase it, you’d warm it up and use
         a tool like a spatula to smooth it over. To send a secret message, you’d write on the wood underneath and then apply the wax and write an innocuous note in the wax. To read the hidden message, you’d just scrape off the wax.”
      

      
      “So the message wasn’t encoded. You just had to know what to look for?”

      
      “Yes.”

      
      Six minutes left.

      
      Tyler ran his fingers through his hair as he thought through the problem. “When I was building the geolabe, the text of the
         manual for constructing it said, ‘The puzzle will be solved only by the geolabe’s builder.’ I wondered about that for a long
         time, but I couldn’t figure out what it meant. Now that we have the Stomachion, I see something that’s too strange to be coincidental.
         It must have been in the codex all along, but Orr never shared those pages with me.”
      

      
      Stacy bent down to look at the pieces. “What?”

      
      “There are forty-seven gears in the mechanism. I know, because I spent a few months with them.”

      
      “So?”

      
      “Look at the pieces in the Stomachion. There are eleven triangles, one tetragon, and two pentagons. If you add up the number
         of all the points, the total comes to forty-seven.”
      

      
      “Son of a bitch,” Stacy said. “I never would have noticed that.”

      
      “Only the builder of the geolabe would. Tell me some of the numbers etched on the points. They’ve got to mean something.”

      
      “Uh, twenty-four, fifty-seven, four, thirty-two, seventeen—”

      
      “Wait. You said twenty-four, fifty-seven, and thirty-two?”
      

      
      “And four and seventeen. What do they mean?”

      
      The puzzle will be solved only by the geolabe’s builder.

      
      “The gears!” Tyler shouted before he even realized that it had come out.

      
      “What?”

      
      “Quick! Is there a point with the number thirty-seven?”

      
      Stacy scanned the pieces while Tyler held his breath. If this didn’t work, they were dead.

      
      After an agonizing few seconds, she scooped up a piece. “Got it! Thirty-seven.”

      
      “Okay, give me the piece with twenty-four on it.”

      
      She gave it to him. When he put the pieces together, the numbers aligned perfectly.

      
      “What happened?” she said. “Did you figure it out?”

      
      Tyler nodded. “I hope so. One of the gears had thirty-seven teeth, and one of the gears it meshed into had twenty-four teeth.
         None of the gears had four or seventeen teeth, so those numbers must be included to throw off anyone looking for a code. Only
         someone who spent time crafting each gear would think to look for that connection. Now hurry. We’ve only got four minutes
         left.”
      

      
      He told her the numbers he needed. He remembered some of them because they were such odd numbers to use in the gearing. He’d
         have to hope he recalled enough of them so that the others wouldn’t be necessary.
      

      
      Within a minute, they had assembled the Stomachion into a square. They flipped it over so they could read the letters on the other side.
      

      
      “It still looks like gibberish,” Tyler said.

      
      “No!” Stacy yelled. “It makes perfect sense now. Notice that some of the letters seem to run in a crude spiral?”

      
      “What does it say?” Tyler’s eyes flicked to the timer on the bomb. Three minutes left.

      
      “Alpha Leo. Beta Libra. Alpha Pisces. Beta Scorpio … There’s twelve in all. They must refer to the signs of the zodiac written
         on the dials of the geolabe. But I don’t know what the alphas and betas refer to.”
      

      
      “I do. You couldn’t see it, but the upper knob on the side is labeled alpha, and the bottom is labeled beta. I’m supposed
         to turn the knobs in sequence to set the dials properly. Read them from the beginning.”
      

      
      “Alpha Leo,” Stacy said.

      
      “Which one is Leo?” It literally was all Greek to Tyler.

      
      Stacy pointed. “That one.”

      
      Tyler turned the top knob. The hands on both dials rotated simultaneously. Tyler didn’t stop until the top hand rested on
         Leo.
      

      
      “Now what?”

      
      “Beta Libra.” She pointed again, and Tyler followed her instruction. They got into a rhythm going through the next seven signs,
         but the process was still achingly slow.
      

      
      The timer ticked down to less than a minute.

      
      Stacy waved her hands, prodding him to go faster. “Beta Cancer, Hurry!”

      
      “How many left?” Tyler said as he twirled the knob frantically.
      

      
      “Two. Alpha Sagittarius.”

      
      Stacy pointed to the twelve o’clock symbol, but Tyler was already turning the dial toward it. “Got it!”

      
      Before Stacy could even say “Beta Aquarius,” his fingers were twisting the bottom knob. Aquarius had to be the zodiac sign
         at the noon position.
      

      
      “Fifteen seconds!”

      
      Despite Tyler’s frenzied twisting, the hand on the dial seemed to move in slow motion, like a nightmare where you were running
         as hard as you could but moved as if you were mired in tar. He raced the timer as it counted down below ten seconds.
      

OEBPS/images/9780748119387.jpg
H who controls this may
controls the riches gf Midas...

BOYD MORRISON

‘A heart-thumping ride ... One not to be missed’





