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      For Kara, of course—you make things possible.
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      “One thing that being a scientist has taught me is that you can never be certain about anything. You never know the truth. You can only approach it and hope to get a bit nearer to it each time. You iterate towards the truth. You don’t know it.”

      
        
        —James Lovelock, Originator of the Gaia Hypothesis
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      1 | GEORGETOWN, TEXAS - APRIL 27, 2019

      The rain finally let up after a near-torrent of thunderstorms all morning. You could see that reflected in the crowd, a bit thin compared to previous years. But that wouldn’t last long. A local music legend—Pat Green, the Texas “everyman” storyteller—was performing tonight, and there were hardcore fans all across the state who would brave even storms and tornadoes to see him. So it was sure to be one of the more memorable events in the town’s history.

      This was the Georgetown, Texas 20th Annual Poppy Festival, according to the banners and signs stretched everywhere along Main Street. This was the big deal around here, the Super Bowl of small-town street festivals in the region.

      It was the third such festival that Evan Calder had experienced since moving here from New York. Since taking the job.

      Unexpectedly, he’d fallen in love with this town. Cozy and quaint, the absolute picture of a small-town square. Gentrified just enough to make it a popular day-trip destination for tourists, and with all the amenities that someone escaping the big cities like Houston or Dallas or even nearby Austin would demand. No one had to worry that they’d be stuck eating gas station burritos or getting stared down by wary locals in dirty overalls. There were plenty of restaurants and souvenir shops, and everyone within sight was either a stranger here themselves, or counted on those strange visitors for the tourist dollars they brought with them.

      So Georgetown was a friendly and welcoming place, pretty much at all hours.

      Evan had moved here because it was only 30 minutes from the job. The Mendel Biotech campus was just north of here, down the I-35 corridor, covering a sprawling acreage almost dead center between Austin and Waco, and taking advantage of the amenities of both of those cities. Including and especially their college populations, which supplied eager interns and bright engineering minds looking for their first real job.

      For that matter, Georgetown itself sported Southwestern University—the oldest institution of higher learning in the Lone Star State, according to its own literature. Evan had no reason to doubt it. The university provided an attractive supply of interns and potential employees from their Engineering and Environmental Science departments.

      Being here was a win for Mendel Biotech and for the community alike. Mendel provided jobs, and provided plenty of tax dollars. They were even a sponsor of this year’s Poppy Festival.

      Evan liked Georgetown because it reminded him of where he’d grown up. Most of his co-workers chose to live in neighboring Round Rock, which had a more “city” feel. A few lived in Austin, the outer edges of which were only a 45-minute drive from the campus, and appealed more to those looking for an active nightlife and music scene.

      But Evan preferred the quieter town. And he particularly enjoyed the Poppy Festival. A fun, family-friendly event. A tribute to the veterans of the various wars. And the perfect cover, as Evan tried to evade the two men pursuing him.

      He was wearing a hoodie, pulled down to cover as much of his face as he could manage.

      He needed to stay out of sight. The fate of the world depended on it.

      Thankfully, due to the morning’s storms, the temperature was currently just in the high 60s, if a bit humid. Blissful, compared to the scalding, triple-digit heat that often started as early as April here in Central Texas.

      That heat had been a real surprise for Evan, who was used to East Coast springs being slightly on the chilly side, and even the hottest days of the year being in the low 90s at their worst. Here in Central Texas, come July, any day between 90–95ºF would be referred to as “cooler than expected,” even as people sweat and burned their necks in the midday sun. Even as grass went from a lush green to a dormant brown. Even as drought plagued the region, and everyone had to mind their water consumption.

      Thankfully, today was not one of those days. Plenty of rain. And temperatures below 70ºF were excuse enough for several people to break out their hoodies and pretend to be chilly. Evan could fit right in.

      Austin Avenue was blocked to vehicle traffic, and several hundred people milled about on the street itself, gathered near a stage where a local band was already playing. The volume near the stage was excruciating, but there had to be at least a hundred people pressing in to be as close and as deafened as possible.

      Everyone around Evan was carrying drinks or ice creams or funnel cake. Everyone smiled and laughed and chatted. Evan moved among them, out of sync with their spirit of fun and enjoyment. He passed stalls selling local art and handmade candles, and a stunning variety of objects he couldn’t begin to name. He stuck close to these booths and the small patches of crowd they’d drawn, blending in, taking cover.

      There was the sound of a train whistle, and Evan and others stood aside as a small model locomotive rolled along the street, towing a trail of colorful mock train cars behind it, each brimming with small children and the adults in charge of them. The kids waved to the crowd, and the crowd waved back. A gleeful, festival atmosphere, for sure.

      Evan started and ducked behind a display of novelty signs when he spotted the two men in the crowd, across the way. They were hard to miss, since they were the only ones wearing dark suits instead of shorts and T-shirts, or the occasional hoodie.

      He worried they might have spotted him too. And so he turned and moved as quickly as the throngs of people would allow, trying not to run or to call attention to himself.

      Crossing from the courthouse square, across Austin Avenue, Evan came to one of the more unusual objects of interest in the town—the statue of a man with three legs.

      Three-legged Willie, according to a bronze plaque at the statue’s base. A memorial for Robert McAlpin Williamson—Texas judge, statesman, and one of the earliest Texas Rangers. Also, the man for whom the entire county had been named. He had earned the nickname Three-Legged Willie because childhood polio had left his right leg crippled. To compensate, Willie had depended on a wooden prosthetic that extended down at an angle, his real leg bent at the knee and specially-made trousers masking the transition. The whole thing gave the appearance of a man with three legs.

      If you didn’t look closely enough at the statue, you might miss it. If you did look closely enough, you’d wonder at the absurdity of it.

      Evan had read the plaque when he first moved here, curious to learn more about his new home town, and all its quirks and eccentricities. He liked history. Liked finding the roots of a place. It helped him connect better with where he was. To feel more at home in a new place.

      Now, as he glanced back to see if the two men in suits were following, Evan spun around to face the Williamson County Museum, directly in front of Three-Legged Willie. After checking one more time and seeing no one immediately bearing down on him, he went inside.

      All the action was out on the street, and so the museum had no patrons at the moment. Even if everyone wasn’t preoccupied with street vendors and local bands, however, Evan doubted there would be many patrons in here. The museum was small by most standards, essentially one straight corridor bisecting the building, with a variety of exhibits depicting local history branching off to either side. Stories of the chuck wagon days, and early interactions—largely violent disputes—between settlers and Native Americans. Further in, the exhibits tended to reflect the building’s origins as the former Farmers State Bank building. To that end, there were a handful of exhibits featuring old bank safes, and the original vault.

      No one greeted Evan as he entered. The place seemed empty, though he thought he could hear someone having a conversation in the small office off of the entrance. In the past, when he’d visited—largely to escape into the air conditioning, to keep from being broiled alive by the Texas summer heat—he’d often been greeted by one of the kindly docents on duty. He had listened to stories of the history of both the building and the town, and had been obliged more than once to donate cash to support the museum. He’d always been happy to do that. He liked to know he was helping to keep history preserved, in a town like this. His adopted home town.

      He was a man of modern science, but he knew the importance of preserving history. That was, in part, how he’d ended up in this mess.

      Evan knew all the exhibits. He’d seen them a dozen times. There was rarely anything new here. But this time, he needed to leave something more than a donation. And he had a spot in mind.
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      The two men had been after him since he’d left his house, just a few blocks from the town square. He’d gotten lucky—he was already on his way to the Poppy Festival, already planning to visit the little museum, and the exhibit he had in mind. He was already moving along the sidewalk toward the square when he spotted the two SUVs pulling into the driveway of the little rental bungalow—one of hundreds of renovated and restored historic homes in the town.

      He doubted he could ever go back there again. Probably would never see his stuff again. But that was fine. He’d known, after what he’d done earlier that morning, that his days here were done. At Mendel Biotech. In this town. Probably as a free man.

      Four men had exited the two SUVs. Two of the men had gone around back, through the gate and into the backyard. The other two had gone up the short set of steps to his front porch, to knock on the door. Evan had hidden behind a large oak tree, and then all but sprinted toward the town square at the first opportunity.

      They weren’t cops. He knew that much. Mendel Biotech hired security people straight from the ranks of government agencies and the military. Guys like these wouldn’t bother with a warrant to break into the bungalow. They wouldn’t hesitate to do other things either. They’d do whatever it took to get their hands on him, and what he had. Ultimately he knew—he wasn’t actually all that important to them.

      What they really wanted was the page.

      He couldn’t even read it. And from what he’d learned, it wasn’t the original anyway. Just a transcription. A hand-crafted copy of a copy of the original, probably—though, in fairness, this copy was more than a thousand years old. As exact a replica as some Chinese monk could have produced, working from a weathered and fading scroll first created by a ruler in Ancient China. The writing, the sketches, the diagrams were all painstakingly reproduced. Every hash, every line, was precise. Or so Evan had been told.

      When he’d first come to Mendel Biotech, Evan wasn’t sure what they wanted from him. He was a climate scientist, not a geneticist or biochemist. He worked with data—long, sprawling trends of it. A wide-angle view of the Earth’s habits and patterns, told to humanity through geological record and sophisticated predictive models. If they wanted to know the trends of the Earth’s climate going back as far as history would allow them to look, Evan was their guy. But what Mendel Biotech wanted was something more current.

      Rather than eons, the data they gave Evan to work with often covered mere days. A few months at most, but often just a week or so of data. And it was absurdly local. Rather than the global perspective that had always been the focus of his work, Mendel had him focused explicitly on local phenomenon. Sometimes just within the boundaries of the campus itself.

      It was weird. It couldn’t possibly be useful. What good was a predictive model for the equivalent of a few acres, compared to the climate of the entire planet?

      But the job paid well. Really well. More than he’d made from all his previous jobs combined. More than enough to help him finally pay off his student loans, and even put some money into savings and retirement, into a nice mutual fund to help it grow. Enough to let him rent a nicely restored bungalow in a quaint little town, and populate it with furniture and art and fun toys he never could have afforded before. It was the sort of life he couldn’t even have dreamed of, before. So he’d been happy enough to study their ridiculous and absurd climate data, and deliver their useless results. He’d even become intrigued by it.

      Then it started scaring the crap out of him.

      The data and the models started predicting unlikely, insane trends and outcomes. It started pointing toward the impossible, and then confirming the impossible had actually happened. Evan’s job shifted from prediction to verification overnight. From speculation to interpretation.

      He did not like what he was seeing.

      He wasn’t in the upper echelons of the team, but his work did require him to have a high level of access. When things started getting weird, he used that access to look closer, when no one else was watching. And eventually he’d stumbled onto it. The reason behind it all. The thing that Mendel Biotech was building. And who was paying them to build it.

      Evan wasn’t someone who tended to take things into his own hands. He wanted to call the authorities. In fact, he thought maybe he should call on an old friend. Someone he’d known in high school, who’d gone on to do some very interesting work in federal law enforcement.

      But things were escalating quickly at Mendel, and it became clear that Evan didn’t have time to wait for the authorities. No one did. He had to act right now, to do something to stop Mendel’s progress.

      And so… he had.

      He’d gone in the middle of the early morning, while it was still pitch black outside. On a Saturday, so the campus was mostly empty. He’d gotten lucky with the thunderstorms—the rain and lightning and wind had helped cover his tracks, and kept him hidden from the casual security patrols roaming the campus.

      He’d had no trouble getting into the parking garage. There was no attendant on duty over the weekend. And there were no other cars in the garage. So he was able to park his jeep very close to the second floor entrance—the glass doors that led to the sky bridge. This was the most direct entrance into the building, without passing through the lobby. Security here was a bit more relaxed, since it took a security card to get into the garage, and open the glass doors. There were fewer people to see him on this level, or to question why he was on site on a weekend, so early in the morning.

      They might not have questioned it either way. The weird science guys often showed up at all hours, doing God only knew what in the labs here. That was normal. Evan himself had regularly come in early on a Saturday or Sunday to check on something he’d left running—usually some model developing on one of the quantum computers. Nothing alarming or unusual.

      But he couldn’t chance this being the one day that somebody decided to stop him and ask questions. So he’d planned this out as much as he could, figuring out the best bet for getting in and back out again without running into anyone.

      He’d rushed through the building, taking the elevator to the floors he needed, straight to where he knew the core of it all would be. The servers. The backups. And the prototype.

      He trashed all of it. Destroyed the servers and the backups, frying them and damaging the drives themselves. That had taken some time, and he’d worried someone might notice. But whatever alarms might go off to tell a server admin something was wrong were the silent kind. Someone was getting a scarily-worded email or a text from the automated system, for sure. They were grumbling and complaining that they’d have to go in to the office on their day off. That some janitor had probably plugged a vacuum cleaner into the wrong outlet and tripped a breaker or something. That for Jimmy’s sake, the coffee isn’t even ready yet, it’s so damned early.

      It would take time for someone to get here. Evan counted on that.

      Next, the prototype.

      Evan had worked with it a few times since coming here, mostly inputting and analyzing data. His access to it was limited and restricted, but he knew where it was and how to get to it. And he knew how to sabotage it.

      These were quantum systems. Expensive. Very expensive. And very delicate. The arrays they used were attuned within such a narrow band that the lab itself had to be sealed against vibration from the outside world, including sound or even just the wind rattling a window somewhere. So, all Evan really had to do to break the thing was open a door. He’d used his keycard to do just that and had gone in and given each of the delicate arrays a solid kick, just for good measure.

      They might be able to repair it. But without the data, they wouldn’t know how to re-attune it. That was the point. That was his mission here.

      Two-thirds of his objective were done.

      Now the page…

      Adrian Teller had the page in a glass display case, right in his office. An artifact preserved like a museum exhibit. A trophy.

      In many ways, the guy’s blatant arrogance made this the easiest part of the plan.

      There was nothing all that special about the display. The glass was shatter proof, but it was more of a default feature than a theft deterrent. The page itself was in an acrylic sleeve that held it rigid and sealed it away from corrosive oxygen. Between those acrylic plates, permeating and surrounding the ancient page, was an inert gas the would prevent the decay brought on by air and time. The acrylic was treated with a chemical coating that kept light from damaging the page. You couldn’t cut the thing with a laser.

      Despite all those precautions, there was one fatal flaw in the security protecting that page . . . Teller kept a key to the case in his desk drawer.

      When Evan had been invited to these offices, the very first time, he’d been in awe of Adrian Teller. It wasn’t every day you got to hang out with a self-made multi-billionaire who had the ear of the President. As he’d gotten to know the guy better, though, he’d determined that Teller was kind of a prick. Cocky. Definitely thought he was smarter than everyone else.

      And he liked to show off his toys.

      He’d shown Evan every artifact and every model of Mendel Biotech innovation that decorated his office. And then he’d gone to his desk and retrieved a very fancy key—a multi-pronged dagger of a key that was the only thing on Earth that could unlock that case. A key that had to have cost more than Evan’s annual salary.

      And the guy kept it in an unlocked desk drawer.

      He’d opened the case and handed Evan the acrylic-sheathed page, encouraged him to feel the heft of it, to turn it over, to hold it up to the light. Evan was hard pressed to say what Teller was more proud of—the page or the thin casing that protected it.

      Now Evan went to that desk and opened the top drawer. He took out the fancy key, and used it to unlock the case. No smash and grab. No alarms. He had the page, and its fancy acrylic sheath, in seconds.

      He left the key inside the glass case, resting where the page had once been. Sort of a gesture. A middle finger to Adrian Teller.

      Evan sprinted down the stairs, skipping the elevator, and burst out of the stairwell just in front of the sky bridge. Seconds later he was in his Jeep and moving. He drove straight through the barrier arm, smashing it to splinters and scarring the sides of his Jeep, and then sped along the long drive from the campus to the service road of I-35.

      He’d done it.

      He’d gotten lucky.

      He’d pulled it off.

      He’d saved the world.

      He was going to prison for sure.

      But maybe… maybe when they saw the evidence…

      It didn’t matter whether he was cleared or not. What he needed was for the world to find out what Mendel Biotech was doing, and who they were working for. There was an election coming up—a contentious one, full of political insanity. What Evan had in his backpack could tip the scales on that. At the very least, it was guaranteed to be the most shocking and widely discussed thing to happen in 2020. Nothing else could possibly top this.

      All he had to do was get the page and his notes to the right people, and keep it out of the hands of the wrong people.

      Like the two guys now chasing him.
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      If they caught him, this was all over. They’d have everything. They might not need his data to reconstruct the prototype, if they had the page. He needed to keep both the page and himself out of their hands.

      Back at the bungalow they likely already had his laptop. It was encrypted. Virtually no chance they’d get into it without using something really sophisticated to hack it. That was possible, of course. Mendel Biotech had no shortage of government contracts and clearances. As far as Evan could tell, they had access to CIA-level gear. They’d eventually get in.

      But it wouldn’t do them any good. The data there might help them move a little, but without the page they’d be missing all the details they needed to rebuild the prototype. Without the page, the data was worthless.

      The page was the thing he had to protect.

      That’s why he’d come here. What safer place to hide a historical document than in a museum? Evan just needed to make sure it stayed hidden until his friend could come and retrieve it.

      He stood within the foyer of the building and glanced around. He had planned ahead, knew exactly where to put this. Looking to make sure no one was watching, and no cameras were trained on the spot he’d chosen, he shrugged off his backpack and got to work.

      A few minutes later he was moving through the museum and out of the back door, emerging into an alley strewn with trash bins and wooden pallets. A restaurant used this space to get empty baker’s racks and other odds and ends out of their way. The result was an obstacle maze, beyond which was the sidewalk and the street, both currently crowded with tourists and event-goers.

      Evan wove his way through the alley until he got to 7th Street. A mass of people pushed along the sidewalks, headed for the stage that was only a block away. Country music echoed from the walls of the various businesses lining the street, and even this far back it was deafening.

      Evan moved in the opposite direction from that stage, against the current of festival-goers. Eventually he turned and walked toward the Georgetown Public Library. There was a mailbox on the street, close by. He could drop the letter and then figure out where to go next. He needed to get as far from here as possible, and find some place to wait things out.

      He shrugged off the backpack again, riffling through it to find the letter. He’d debated the safest and most secure way to reach his friend, and ultimately had let the facts decide for him. He didn’t have a direct phone number, or a direct email address. And he couldn’t trust either of those, anyway. They were sure to be monitored.

      Sending it through the mail also had its risks, but in the age of digital espionage, the low-tech solutions were often the safest. So, a good old-fashioned letter was the best way.

      The pack contained the everyday detritus he typically carried with him—notebooks and pens, some personal hygiene stuff, a small bag of trail mix. He pushed all of this aside, searching.

      After a moment, he felt his heart pounding in confusion and alarm.

      Where’s the letter!

      He searched several times, even emptied everything out on the ground, and couldn’t find it.

      Had he forgotten to put it in the bag?

      No. He clearly remembered writing the address on the front and sticking one of those adhesive stamps on it, before sliding it in along with the cardboard mailer he’d used to protect the manuscript page. He’d put both in the backpack. In a hurry, sure, but he was positive he’d done it.

      He panicked. Had he dropped it somewhere? What if the guys from Mendel found it? He’d written enough clues to his plan, to where he was hiding the page, that they’d be sure to find it. If they did, then all of this would be for nothing. His career. His freedom. All torched for no reason.

      He shook his head. That kind of thinking wouldn’t help. He needed to keep clear. To think of something new. Think like a scientist.

      The odds were that the letter had simply fallen out of the bag somewhere, as he was running. It was probably being trampled by a hundred different people attending the Poppy Festival, along with the rest of the inevitable trash that came with events like this. No one was likely to even care about it. Just one more piece of garbage to be swept up after the festival ended.

      Evan’s scientific brain dealt with probabilities based on facts. And the probability was incredibly low that those two men, or anyone from Mendel, would find that letter. It didn’t have his name or address on it. Just the name of his friend and the address of his offices.

      The highest odds were on it ending up in a landfill within the next 24 hours.

      That was comforting, as far as it went. But it still left the problem of informing his friend about the page. He still needed to get that information to someone who could do something.

      He would just have to write a new letter. He had a notebook and a pen in his bag. All he needed was an envelope and a stamp.

      He glanced around. He could probably get what he needed in the library. Write the letter and ask them to mail it for him. Or come back here and drop it in this mailbox, when he was done. It would mean taking more time, delaying his exit. But what were the odds that anyone would think to look for him in a public library? As slim as snow in July, he figured. And he was good at figuring such things.

      He should have plenty of time to write the letter, and then he could use the throwaway account he’d created to call a rideshare and get out of town. He’d already set up a place in Austin, where he could lie low for a few days until his friend arrived. For sure, he’d go to jail, eventually. He intended to turn himself in, anyway. But he’d go knowing that he’d done the right thing. The courts might even agree with him. It might count for something.

      Having a plan settled, he was about to cross the street and go into the library when a hand clamped on his shoulder, followed quickly by a vice grip on his wrist. He was spun around and pushed into a walled space where a set of dumpsters hid him from the street.

      The two men had found him at the public library after all.

      What are the odds? Evan thought.

      But never got the chance to calculate them.
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      1 | DAN KOLTER’S MANHATTAN APARTMENT - SEVEN YEARS LATER

      Kotler was in danger.

      Not an unusual circumstance—Kotler had found himself in danger most of his life, going back as far as he could remember. He’d lost count of the number of times he’d been on the wrong end of a gun, kidnapped, beaten, trapped in some tomb or navigating a maze of deadly traps. All of that he could handle. But this…

      The real danger was that Kotler was currently so bored he might actually go crazy.

      It was hard to believe that only a couple of months ago, all he wanted in life was to get back to New York, back to his apartment and a hot shower and a glass of premium whiskey. Back to his bed. Back to Liz.

      And to be sure, he really appreciated being in the blissful presence of both his bed and with Liz at the same time.

      But Liz Ludlum had just returned to the Hudson Valley offices of Historic Crimes HQ, back to her desk and her duties as Director. It seemed she and Kotler had returned, with no effort, to the previous status quo of seeing each other mostly on the weekends. Quick text messages and FaceTime calls, and the occasional pre-arranged, pre-planned drop-by for lunch. All pretty standard. All very normal. All so terrifyingly routine, it was giving Kotler an existential crisis.

      He wasn’t opposed to normal or routine, per se. Throughout his life, he’d developed some fairly good habits and some wholesome, centering rituals. He liked his morning coffee—artisan roasted, of course. Ground for his very expensive coffee machine—a device so complex it would thrill a NASA engineer.

      He liked his evening whiskey, too. An evening with a good bourbon, or a fine Scotch, was an evening worth having. Even if he was the only one present to appreciate it.

      Another morning ritual he enjoyed was one that surprised even him—despite his tendency to want some sort of action, some bit of activity in his life, he thoroughly enjoyed reading up on the goings-on in his field. The news in anthropology, and archaeology in general. The fresh discoveries of really old things and the new ideas they inspired. He liked corresponding with his colleagues and compatriots in the field, even if that correspondence was sometimes just a clever and witty deflection of their criticism and vitriol. There were people in his community who didn’t like him much.

      He could take it. He’d been dealing with being a black sheep among his peers his entire career. The fruits of a life spent bucking trends and bending rules, and occasionally bringing to light some discovery or evidence that rocked the boats of established academics and researchers.

      Rocking boats in “settled science” tended to build your enemies list fast.

      Not all correspondence was critical, though. He did have friends in the business. This morning he’d even heard from Dr. John Graham—not so much a friend, but they’d learned to respect each other after Kotler had saved him from guerrilla mercenaries and an ancient Mayan death curse. That sort of thing tends to help people bond.

      Since his survival, Graham had periodically shared updates with Kotler on new finds at Xi’paal ‘ek Kaahb. Or Star Boy City, as translated from the Yucatec Maya. The site was where they’d unexpectedly found the mortal remains of Broadway star Maggie Hamilton, in the burial tomb of Ah-Puch—a Mayan death god. Big, strange, unexpected news, at the time. A mystery that had attracted the FBI, and ultimately Kotler as well.

      That lost city, the lost tomb, the murder of Maggie Hamilton, and the events that had transpired as a result of it all fairly represented the sort of life Kotler had come to anticipate and sometimes appreciate. A life of movement. Action, for sure. But also discovery. The risk of life and death should always be accompanied by new perspective, Kotler believed. And he was man enough to admit he’d become a bit dependent on that process. He was an addict for new perspective.

      He was feeling antsy.

      Here he was, sitting with an espresso in his high-rise apartment, reading email on an iPad, feeling like he might lose his mind if he didn’t get out of here and get into some trouble soon.

      Just a few months ago he’d been exhausted and wondering if he should hang things up. Maybe retire from the gallivanting and world travel, and settle into a cozy place in the Hudson Valley, with a beautiful and brilliant woman to keep him company. Now he was having trouble with the idea of even staying in this apartment another minute.

      There was a buzz from his phone, and when he looked he saw it was a call from Ernest, the building doorman, downstairs at the lobby desk.

      “Ernest!” Kotler greeted him. The man had worked the door of this building for two-thirds of his life, which included the entirety of Kotler’s time living there. It was a level of dedication that Kotler admired but also found alarming. Kotler was about to crawl out of his skin after spending only a couple of months off of the road. The thought of his entire career being limited to the lobby of a single building was enough to make him want to gouge his own brain out with a spoon.

      He couldn’t argue that Ernest wasn’t happy, though. The man seemed content, even peaceful, in his work. Doorman Zen, Kotler thought of it. Ernest knew every tenant and could engage in conversation on just about any topic for as long as anyone cared to linger and chat. Kotler found himself having those chats with Ernest several times per week lately, usually after bringing the man a cup of coffee. He worried that Ernest might be getting sick of him as a nuisance, but if so he wasn’t forthcoming with any hints.

      “Dr. Kotler,” Ernest said. “Your friend is here. The grumpy FBI agent.”

      Kotler smiled. “Send him up. And thank you.”

      The grumpy FBI agent couldn’t be anyone other than Agent Roland Denzel—Kotler’s partner in his consulting work with the FBI and Historic Crimes. They’d been working together for the better part of a decade now, and had saved each other’s lives more times than Kotler could count. Much of the action and perspective Kotler had gained over the past ten years had come as a direct result of working with Agent Roland Denzel.

      So this could be good news.

      Denzel had moved out of the city and into the Hudson Valley area to be closer to HCHQ. Kotler had considered doing the same a thousand times, mostly to be closer to Liz. It would certainly help the relationship to be able to drop in at her place in the evenings. Or to drop into the office and take her to lunch, when she wasn’t swamped with bureaucracy. Plus, Kotler had his own contract with Historic Crimes that sometimes necessitated his being in the offices. When that was the case, he usually just stayed with Liz. It could be downright blissful, but it could also feel awkward. It wasn’t his place. He was always just a guest.

      They hadn’t yet talked about the idea of perhaps making it a more permanent situation. And Kotler wasn’t at all sure how he felt about the idea. Or how Liz would feel about it.

      But maybe he could consider getting his own place in the area, leaving Manhattan for the beauty of the Hudson Valley. It might be nice just to be able to drop by the Historic Crimes offices on a whim, now and then.

      Being closer to both Liz and Historic Crimes would have its perks, no question. And he could admit that being closer to his friend, Roland, wouldn’t be such a bad turn, either.

      But this city…

      When he wasn’t abroad, crawling through tombs or dusting off relics or, sometimes, dodging bullets and running from bad guys, Kotler found himself daydreaming about this city. The energy of it became a part of him when he came back here. He might feel restless now, having agreed with Liz that he’d stick closer to home for a little while. Rest and recoup. But that agreement had turned out to be excruciating.

      That wasn’t the city’s fault.

      Or Liz’s either, for what it was worth.

      Kotler simply had a nomad’s heart and a traveler’s soul. New York was where he came home to recharge and to reorient himself. And when that was done, he had always tipped his chin back toward wandering. It was his nature. It was part of him. He’d been with New York City longer than he’d been in any relationship in his life. He had a brother he’d spent less time with.

      Despite all that love, however, Kotler was starting to feel the familiar itch, the call to go out and find a challenge somewhere else. Somewhere new.

      Denzel showing up here was a good sign, in that case. Or, honestly, it might be a very bad sign—something world-threatening could be in the works. People’s lives might be in danger.

      What did it say about him that Kotler was more comfortable dealing with world-threatening than with having nothing better to do than read email while sitting on his sofa?

      The door buzzer sounded, and Kotler let Denzel in with a smile. “Surprise visit!” he said. “Coffee?”

      “Yes,” Denzel said, closing the door behind him as he entered.

      Kotler was off to the espresso machine, dialing things up, getting things brewing. He hadn’t realized how much he’d needed someone to drop by. It was really quite alarming to feel so desperate for something to happen. When had he become so restless?

      Was he so addicted to action and activity, to having people around, to having some task or case to engage in that he couldn’t simply relax?

      That would of course mean that Liz had been right, dammit.

      Denzel took a seat at Kotler’s breakfast table. As Kotler brought them both fresh coffees, he also sat. “How’s business?” he asked, smiling.

      Denzel sighed. “Active,” he said. “Ludlum’s agreed to pick up some cold cases the FBI’s lost interest in.”

      “Really? That’s magnanimous.”

      “Not so much,” Denzel said. “Alex Kayne was pushing for it.”

      “Ah.” Kayne, the former fugitive who was now part of the Historic Crimes task force. She was mostly under house arrest, and supposedly isolated from any means of accessing her advanced AI technology. Kotler knew one thing for certain about Alex Kayne, though—she would always find a way. And she would certainly be the one pushing to resolve unsolved crimes. Kayne’s whole motive was bringing justice to the disenfranchised. And like Kotler, she wasn’t one to stay still for long.

      She was probably feeling the same sort of pinch that Kotler was feeling. The same restlessness. They were kindred spirits, in that sense.

      “How’s that going?” Kotler asked, sipping from his second coffee of the morning.

      “It has a lot of our people running and digging, following up on leads that Kayne brought in,” Denzel said. “So, I think it’s good. Ludlum seems happy. So I’m happy.”

      “Oh yes, you absolutely seem happy,” Kotler smirked.

      Again, Denzel sighed, then he reached into the inner pocket of his coat and pulled out an envelope. He dropped it on the table in front of Kotler.

      Kotler squinted at him, then picked up the envelope, pulled the folded paper out and read:

      

      Roland,

      I know it’s been a few years. I would have called or emailed, but I don’t have your number or your email address. And to be honest, I wasn’t sure I could trust sending this electronically. I’m not even sure about sending it in the mail, but it was the best I could come up with.

      I’m in trouble. Probably a lot more trouble than I think. I’ll just confess right now. This morning I’m breaking into the main facility at Mendel Biotech, and I’m going to be doing a lot of damage. And then I’m going to steal something.

      I’m ready to face whatever happens because of this. But I had to do it.

      Mendel is working on something. I can’t give you very many details. But my role at Mendel is Lead Climate Researcher. They’ve been giving me data for the past three years, and I’ve been giving them projections and forecast models. It was all pretty tame, but there was something weird. They aren’t studying global climate. All the data is very local. It’s not going to make much sense until I can explain it in person.

      They have a machine. It’s a prototype, and they’re calling it an “earth engine.” They’ve built it based on research from a defunct project from the 1970s called the Lovelock Protocol. I don’t have much on that, except I think Adrian Teller bought a lab in the UK, and came across a bunch of abandoned research and tech.

      None of this would have been such a big deal, except a couple of weeks ago I accidentally found a file I’m pretty sure I wasn’t supposed to see. And it indicates that Mendel Biotech is working with the Chinese government to build this thing.

      This prototype is no joke. Based just on the data they’ve given me, if it can do what I think it can do, it could be a crazy powerful weapon. Definitely not the kind of thing we can allow to fall into the hands of the Chinese. Or anyone’s hands, honestly. Not even ours.

      So here’s my confession: today I’m going to destroy the servers and the backups. I’m going to sabotage the prototype. And I plan to steal something from Teller’s office.

      It’s a page from a manuscript. It’s maybe a thousand years old, but it’s transcribed from a much older scroll written by an ancient Chinese ruler named Shen Nong. I’ve Googled him. You should too. There’s a lot of weird stuff about him. But the important part is that he was somehow able to control the weather.

      I’m taking the page because it was the foundation of all of Mendel Biotech’s research. There’s a formula encoded in it. And that’s the piece they need to rebuild the prototype. You can’t let them do that. You have to stop them. I think all I’ll be able to do is slow them down, but they can probably rebuild. Especially if they have the page.

      I’m pretty sure I’m going to prison. But that doesn’t matter. Roland, you have to stop them.

      I’ll turn myself in to you, but you have to hear me out.

      I’m going to hide the page in the Williamson County Museum. That’s all I can share. But it should be SAFE there. Okay? It should be safe.

      I’m going to go into hiding, after this. But when you get here, call me at 512-555-9234. I’ll turn myself in, but only to you.

      Remember, keep it safe.

      —Evan

      

      Kotler looked up to see Denzel watching him. “Evan?”

      “Evan Calder. We graduated high school together. Other than a couple of class reunions, I haven’t seen or heard from him in years. I didn’t even know he was a climate scientist.”

      Kotler placed the letter on the table, sliding it back to Denzel. “He’s made some pretty bombastic claims. That stuff about working with the Chinese… have you reached out to anyone at Mendel Biotech about this?”

      Denzel nodded. “I’ve called and set up a chat.” He nodded to the letter. “I also called Evan.”

      “What did he say?” Kotler asked.

      “He’s dead,” Roland replied. “He died in 2019.”

      Kotler’s eyebrows went up. “Dead? When did you get this letter?”

      “Two days ago,” Denzel replied.

      Kotler shook his head, frowning. “That… makes no sense.”

      “I don’t have an explanation for it, either. But after doing some checking, his death is looking pretty suspicious. His Jeep ran off a bridge, impacting on a dry and rocky riverbed. His head was pretty much crushed. Died on impact.”

      At a loss for what to say or even to think, Kotler shook his head and said, “I’m sorry.”

      Denzel nodded. “I’ve talked to Ludlum. She agrees with me that there’s something fishy here. So she’s okayed me to open a file on it. But given that someone as wealthy and prominent as Teller is involved…”

      “She wants you to be quiet about it,” Kotler said, nodding. “I can see why. Adrian Teller has a lot of influence in Washington. He’s golfing buddies with the President. If anyone could end up making a lot of trouble for us, it’s him.”

      “So this is a bad deal,” Denzel said. “All around. If it turns out that Teller is working with the Chinese, or that he had something to do with Evan’s death…”

      He didn’t need to finish. Kotler knew. The list of troubles that would spin out of this was lengthy, and the impact would run deep.

      “What about the manuscript page?” Kotler asked. “Any idea what was on it?”

      Denzel shook his head. “Not beyond what Evan told me. I reached out to the Williamson County Museum. They’re a small operation, nothing too fancy. They’re located in the county seat. Georgetown, Texas. I didn’t want to spook them, so I pretended I was doing some research. I asked them about their archives. Asked if they had anything there from ancient China.”

      “What did they say?”

      “They laughed at me,” Denzel replied, shrugging. “I took it as a sign that they don’t have the page. Or haven’t come across it.”

      Kotler thought about that. “You think it’s possible they haven’t found that page after seven years? It’s still there?”

      “It’s the only lead I have so far,” Denzel replied.

      Kotler nodded. "Okay. So… when do we leave for Texas?”

      Denzel squinted at him. “What makes you so sure I came here to invite you along?”

      Kotler laughed. “Roland, please. You wouldn’t have come all the way to Manhattan just for coffee and a chat. The phrase ancient Chinese manuscript is kind of a dead giveaway. So you came here to tell me to pack a bag and accompany you on a flight. Am I right?”

      Roland huffed. “Fair enough. I’ll wait for you to get your things together.”

      “Oh, I’m already packed,” Kotler grinned. “I’ve learned to always keep a go-bag ready.”

      2 | GEORGETOWN, TEXAS

      The flight from New York took around four hours, and Kotler spent the time catching up on everything he could find online and in the various government databases on the phrase Lovelock Protocol. That hadn’t helped to pass much time.

      The phrase brought up exactly nothing on Google. Or any other public search tool. From all he could find publicly, those two words had never been used together in the history of anything.

      The phrase Earth Engine at least had results, but brought up almost exclusively content related to Google’s Earth map tool. It did deliver an interesting result from a climate tracking website, and Kotler had spent half an hour looking into that before deciding it was just a coincidence. Or at least it wasn’t directly related to this case. There was no connection between that site and Mendel Biotech or with Adrian Teller, at any rate. And though the business clearly operated under government contracts, there were no obvious ties to the Chinese. It was a nonstarter.

      When Kotler used his FBI access to peruse the government databases, on the other hand, things opened up.

      Denzel’s friend Evan Calder had guessed right. The Lovelock Protocol harkened back to the early- to mid-1970s, and an Oxford-led research project, with heavy backing by both the US and UK governments. And there, among the results populating Kotler’s screen, were virtual stacks of technical documents and research findings tied to the Lovelock Protocol, and specifically the Earth Engine project.

      Frustratingly, the files Kotler could access were heavily redacted. All the useful and actionable data was gone, and the schematics and technical specs were lost behind walls of black marker, or the digital equivalent. But the gist of the project was there.

      Oxford’s Environmental Engineering Division received massive funding from the US Department of Defense, under the oversight of the British government, to conduct deep-dive research into the implications of a bit of genuinely ancient science.

      It all started with the transcription of scrolls and writing from Shen Nong—the Divine Farmer, in Chinese lore. Shen was a legendary figure in China, having lived around 2800 BCE, and credited with discovering agriculture, herbal medicine, and the cycles of nature.

      Kotler had a passing familiarity with Chinese mythology and lore, but he’d been forced to do a quick brush-up on Shen Nong. One intriguing fact about the man was that he supposedly had a transparent abdomen, which he’d given himself so he could study the effects of consuming various plants and herbs. He was a living, breathing Visible Man.

      That was interesting. And maybe a little gross. Kotler had to fight the urge to run that particular rabbit trail, trying to find any veins of truth in the myth.

      There were always veins of truth in the myths.

      More in line with what Kotler had uncovered about the Lovelock Protocol, however, was that legend stated that Shen Nong not only studied nature, he had mastered it. Wherever Shen Nong lived, it seemed, nature was always perfectly well behaved. Rains came when and only as needed. Plants thrived in nutrient-rich soil. Crops yielded precisely what was needed for the surrounding villages, even during off seasons. Rivers remained in their banks, flooding was limited to rice paddies, trees swayed in pleasant and temperate breezes, summer evenings were cool and dry, and the winter snows were predictably boring, never too harsh and always melting away just in time for a perfect and productive Spring.

      The climate and the environment, it seemed, bent perfectly to Shen Nong's will.

      There was no abstract in the database to explain why the Oxford project was named the Lovelock Protocol, but after reading through the unredacted bits, Kotler felt confident that he could hazard a guess.

      Dr. James Lovelock was an ecological theorist who coined the Gaia hypothesis—the idea that Earth wasn’t just a rock covered in life, but was a self-regulating system, and a living organism in its own right. According to Lovelock, the planet adjusted its own temperature, atmosphere, even ocean chemistry to maintain balance, just like every other living thing.

      The Earth was alive, Lovelock insisted. It was a living, breathing organism.

      Most scientists had dismissed Lovelock’s hypothesis as metaphor. Others, however, were convinced it was true. Climate was the result of a natural system of organization. Which led the progenitors of the Lovelock Protocol to an inevitable and chilling conclusion…

      Systems can be manipulated.

      That was the crux of the fears of Evan Calder. And they worried Kotler, too.

      If someone figured out how to interfere with the balance of climate, to direct it and reshape it in any way they chose, they wouldn’t just be tampering with the weather. They’d be hacking the immune system of the planet itself. And anyone with that power also inherited the power to control literally everything.

      Suddenly, the implications of this project were clear. And Evan’s dire warning didn’t seem quite dire enough.

      If Shen Nong really had found and documented some way to impact or control the climate, even at just a local level, that would be a holy grail technology for any world government. The possibilities were as endless as they were nefarious.

      For just a start, the nation controlling this technology could either provide or halt water and food for the rest of the planet, starving or rewarding a population at will. Targeted strikes using natural phenomena would be the perfect tool for assassinations, for quelling citizen rebellions, or for crippling and overthrowing an enemy government. It could even provide a natural defense against an enemy attack—stopping an ICBM after launch might be a bit tricky, but stopping the launch from happening altogether would be easy enough. Tornadoes, lightning strikes, torrential rain and flooding… make the weather bad enough at the launch site and the chances are high that there will be a failure. Maybe worse. And even the power of a nuke paled in comparison to what Gaia could do if she got riled enough.

      Control the climate, and you control the world.

      If Kotler was right, the Lovelock Protocol was using Shen Nong's work to attempt exactly that, with an obvious endgame. And if the Chinese were behind it, that definitely wouldn’t be good for a large portion of the planet.

      Calder was right, though. This was technology too dangerous for anyone to have.

      Suddenly, this mysterious letter from Denzel’s old high school buddy was more important than anyone could have predicted. They really needed to find that missing page.

      From the Austin-Bergstrom Airport, Kotler and Denzel took a rental car and made the half-hour drive to Georgetown, where Kotler was pleasantly surprised. His experience with Texas, to date, had included a few archaeological dig sites, but had mostly been the major cities. Houston, Dallas, sometimes Austin, though not often. He’d also been to San Antonio briefly, more than a decade ago, and had spent a day on the famous Riverwalk. After touring the Alamo like everyone else, of course.

      Even on vacation, Kotler couldn’t resist a good historic site.

      Georgetown was an order of magnitude nicer than he’d expected. In fact, it was downright quaint.

      Billed as “the fastest growing town in the nation,” according to the internet, it had a wholesome-feeling town square, with a history stretching back to its original settlement in the 1840s. Practically ancient by American standards.

      The town was home to Southwestern University, and Kotler definitely got a minor “college town” vibe. He and Denzel found a place to park just a couple of blocks from the Williamson County Museum, in a lot adjacent to a restored chapel, its white steeple rising into the Spring air. A sign out front read Grace Heritage Center. Just beyond that was a wine bar and a coffee shop. It was all so cozy and comforting, it made Kotler want to grab a latte and sit in one of the little cafe chairs along the sidewalk.

      The last time Kotler had been to Austin, the temperature had been in the triple digits, and he felt as if he were being cooked alive just walking from the hotel to his Uber. So the Spring air, the cool breeze and mildly warm sunshine were all welcome, even pleasant.

      The energy here was both youthful and somehow traditional. They passed by the coffee shop and saw that it was filled with young people, presumably students of the university. Here on the sidewalks and streets, they were absolutely surrounded by families and couples out enjoying the day. Many stopped to chat amicably on the sidewalks fronting the courthouse, in the center of the town square. Every hand had a beverage or an ice cream or a small bag with items recently purchased.

      It was a picturesque small-town snapshot. And it was weirdly inviting. Despite his love for Manhattan, Kotler felt a pinch of nostalgia as they moved along. Maybe even a bit of yearning.

      He wasn’t going to be trading his high-rise apartment for a single-story bungalow near the square any time soon, of course. But it was a nice place to visit.

      What nagged at him was something else. The nostalgia he was feeling wasn’t for here. It was for her.

      He’d been feeling that antsy pull to get moving, to get back to some action. But he was also missing Liz. Their time together, after he’d returned from Turkey, had been good. Blissful. And he certainly hadn’t felt restless while he was with her.

      So, was he really missing the travel? Endless hours spent cramped and uncomfortable on small prop planes or rattling along in rusting pickups and Range Rovers over treacherous landscapes? Was he missing the thrills? The action? Being shot at, kidnapped, tied to a chair and beaten?

      Or was all of that just the distraction, because what he was really missing was her?

      It was an absurd thought, but he was having trouble ignoring it. So counter-intuitive, but it made so much sense.

      Kotler knew himself. He wasn’t delusional about his own faults and failings. He embraced them.

      So it made perfect sense to him that he just might be craving more time away because home was missing the one person he really wanted to spend time with. He could admit that he might be locked in the paradox of wanting to keep moving because all he really wanted was to stop, and be still, with her.

      Or he might just be as antsy and eager for adventure as he was feeling. Two things could be true.

      Crossing Austin Avenue from the square in front of the old courthouse, Kotler and Denzel soon entered the Williamson County Museum and were immediately greeted by a woman serving as docent for the day. Her name tag read Annie.

      “Hello gentlemen, welcome to the museum!” She immediately launched into a well-rehearsed spiel, explaining a breathtaking amount of detail about the museum, its exhibits, its history, and then on to the town itself. Kotler and Denzel both felt obliged to hear her out without interrupting.

      When she was done, she asked if they had any questions.

      Denzel reached into his inner coat pocket and took out his FBI credentials.

      Annie’s eyes widened, and Kotler could see she was suddenly afraid.

      “There’s nothing to worry about,” Denzel assured her. “We’re here investigating something. We’re hoping to ask a few questions, and maybe take a look around.”

      Annie nodded. “Yes sir. How can I help?”

      Denzel tucked his badge back into his pocket and pulled out the envelope. He showed this to Annie. “Do you recognize this letter?”

      Again, she nodded. “Y-yes. I put that in the mail a few days ago. Is it… is there something illegal?”

      “No,” Denzel smiled, shaking his head. “And thank you for sending it. This came to me from an old friend. But I’m curious, how did you end up having it?”

      “Oh! Well, your friend must have dropped it on the floor. I found it near one of the exhibits. I saw it was addressed to you at the FBI, and that seemed important. So, I put a stamp on it and mailed it. There wasn’t a return address, so I couldn’t track down who had dropped it.”

      “Was it sealed when you found it?” Denzel asked.

      She nodded. “But I wouldn’t have read it anyway. Mail’s a private thing.”

      Denzel smiled at that. “Can you show me where you found it?”






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.




OEBPS/images/dk-014-lovelock-protocol-front.jpg
BESTSELLING & AWARD-WINNING AUTHOR

] KEVIN TUMLI-N SON

CHAEOLOGICAL

"’/ THRILELER
- v







OEBPS/images/knovleton-round-on-white-logo.jpg
J(NOVELTON






