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​Prologue

Yorktown, Virginia — October 1781
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The war was ending.

After six brutal years of fighting, the smoke of battle still drifted across the fields outside Yorktown. Cannons had thundered through the night, shaking the ground beneath thousands of soldiers who had fought for an idea most of the world believed impossible.

Freedom.

Now the battlefield had fallen quiet.

The British army was surrounded.

Victory for the American colonies was only days away.

Across the dark countryside, small fires burned in the American camps as exhausted soldiers rested beside their muskets. Some spoke quietly about home. Others stared silently into the flames, still hearing the echoes of war in their minds.

But beyond the main encampment, hidden among a line of trees, a single command tent stood alone.

Inside the tent, the air was dim and heavy with the scent of oil lamps and damp canvas.

Four men stood around a rough wooden table.

None of them spoke.

They were not ordinary soldiers.

One had served as a spy deep inside British territory, sending secret messages through invisible ink and coded letters. Another had commanded irregular fighters who struck enemy supply lines in the darkness. The third had carried intelligence across enemy lines on horseback for hundreds of miles.

The fourth had once sworn loyalty to the British Crown—until he chose rebellion instead.

Each of them had risked their lives for the fragile nation now being born.

At the head of the table stood General George Washington.

The flickering lantern light cast long shadows across his face.

Years of war had hardened him. His uniform coat was worn from months in the field, and the lines in his face made him look older than his forty-nine years.

War aged men quickly.

Washington studied the four men before him carefully.

Then he placed both hands on the iron box sitting on the table.

It was small but heavy, made of dark metal with a single keyhole in the center.

“Gentlemen,” Washington said quietly.

His voice carried the calm authority of a man used to command.

“Tonight the war is nearly finished.”

Outside the tent, the distant sound of cheering soldiers drifted through the night.

“But our struggle,” Washington continued, “is far from over.”

The men exchanged uncertain glances.

One of them finally spoke.

“What do you mean, General?”

Washington removed a small iron key from his coat.

He held it up briefly before sliding it into the lock.

The click of the mechanism echoed inside the silent tent.

Slowly, he opened the lid of the iron box.

Inside were several folded parchments sealed with dark red wax.

Each seal bore the same symbol.

A triangle.

Inside the triangle...

An eye.

The men leaned closer to the table.

Washington lifted one of the documents carefully.

“There will come a day,” he said, “when the enemies of this country will not wear red coats.”

The men listened quietly.

“They will not march beneath foreign banners.”

Washington looked each of them in the eye.

“They will speak our language.”

“They will call themselves patriots.”

He paused.

“And they will be Americans.”

The tent fell silent.

Even the wind outside seemed to stop.

Washington laid the parchment on the table and unfolded it.

Across the top were bold handwritten words.

THE BROTHERHOOD DIRECTIVE

“This nation,” Washington said slowly, “will face dangers long after this war ends.”

“Some threats will come from foreign powers.”

“But the greatest threat...”

He rested his hand on the parchment.

“...will come from men who seek power over the Republic itself.”

The four men stood silently, understanding the weight of what he was saying.

“When that day comes,” Washington continued, “the Republic will need guardians.”

“Men who operate outside politics.”

“Outside government.”

“Men who protect the nation from the shadows.”

He pointed to the parchment.

“This directive will guide them.”

One of the men asked quietly,

“Who will lead this organization?”

Washington shook his head.

“No single man.”

He tapped the parchment again.

“The directive will lead them.”

“And loyalty to the Republic must come before all else.”

Another man spoke.

“And who will join it?”

Washington looked at the four men standing around the table.

“You will.”

The words settled heavily in the air.

“You will become the first members of this order.”

The men glanced at one another.

They understood what Washington was offering.

Not honor.

Not glory.

But a lifetime of secrecy.

One of them finally asked the question that hung in the air.

“And what shall this order be called?”

Washington paused.

For a moment, he looked toward the flickering lantern flame.

Then he spoke the words that would remain hidden from history for centuries.

“The American Brotherhood.”

Outside the tent, the wind swept across the battlefield of Yorktown.

Soon the British army would surrender.

The Revolutionary War would end.

The United States of America would be born.

But inside that quiet tent beneath the lantern light, something else had been created.

A secret order.

A hidden network.

A brotherhood that would watch over the Republic from the shadows for generations.

The war for independence was ending.

But the war to protect the Republic...

​Had just begun.

​
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​Chapter 1 — The Letter

Baltimore, Maryland — Present Day
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Dr. Daniel Mercer had spent most of his life studying the past.

He never expected the past to reach back and threaten his future.

The Maryland Historical Research Center sat along the edge of Baltimore’s harbor, housed inside a massive red-brick warehouse built in the early nineteenth century. The building had once stored cargo arriving from ships that traveled the Atlantic trade routes.

Now its thick walls protected something just as valuable.

History.

Inside the quiet archive room, tall metal shelves stretched from floor to ceiling, filled with thousands of carefully preserved boxes. Each box contained pieces of America’s story—letters from soldiers, journals from politicians, faded maps from forgotten expeditions.

To Daniel Mercer, it was the closest thing to a treasure vault that existed.

Most people imagined history as something peaceful.

Quiet.

Safe.

Daniel knew better.

History was filled with secrets.

And sometimes those secrets refused to stay buried.

The archive room was silent except for the faint humming of the overhead lights.

Daniel sat alone at a wooden research table surrounded by stacks of Civil War records. A desk lamp cast a small circle of light across the documents as he carefully adjusted the white cotton gloves covering his hands.

In front of him rested a preservation box labeled:

Union Intelligence Correspondence — 1864–1865

Daniel opened the lid slowly.

Inside were dozens of sealed envelopes tied with thin cotton string.

“Let’s see what we’ve got,” he murmured.

Most of the letters inside the box were ordinary military communications—reports of troop movements, supply requests, and battlefield observations.

But one envelope immediately caught his attention.

It looked different.

Older somehow.

The paper was darker than the others, and the writing on the front was simple—almost secretive.

There was no military rank.

No return address.

Just two words written in faded ink.

Brother Thomas

Daniel frowned slightly.

“That’s strange.”

Civil War correspondence usually included precise details—regiments, divisions, locations. Officers rarely sent anonymous letters.

Carefully, Daniel opened the envelope.

The fragile paper inside crackled softly as he unfolded it beneath the lamp.

At the top of the page was a date.

April 14, 1865

Daniel leaned back slightly.

“That can’t be a coincidence.”

Every historian knew that date.

April 14, 1865.

The night President Abraham Lincoln was assassinated at Ford’s Theatre.

Daniel leaned closer and began reading.



Brother,

The directive given to us by the Founders must continue. Though the war nears its end, our duty remains unchanged.

Daniel’s brow tightened.

Directive?

He continued reading.

The vault remains secure. The documents have been hidden according to the instructions given decades ago.

Daniel sat up a little straighter.

“What vault?”

He kept reading.

The code remains within the monuments of Washington City as originally designed. Only those who know the numbers will see it.

Daniel’s pulse began to quicken.

Numbers?

What numbers?

He turned the page.

The final lines were shorter.

More urgent.

The Brotherhood endures.

—E.M.

Daniel stared at the words.

The Brotherhood.

The phrase felt... wrong.

Not like something that would normally appear in Civil War correspondence.

He flipped the paper over slowly.

And froze.

Pressed faintly into the back of the letter was a symbol.

Daniel leaned closer beneath the lamp.

The mark had been carved into the paper long ago.

A triangle.

Inside the triangle...

An eye.

Daniel whispered quietly.

“That looks like the Eye of Providence.”

The same symbol appeared on the back of the Great Seal of the United States.

But something about this version was different.

Beneath the triangle were four small numbers.

Carved carefully into the paper.

1 – 7 – 7 – 6

Daniel felt a chill crawl down his spine.

“Seventeen seventy-six...”

The year America declared independence.

But why would someone hide that number inside a Civil War letter?

And what was The Brotherhood?

Daniel grabbed a notebook and began scribbling quickly.

Triangle.

Eye.

1776.   

Brotherhood.

Vault.

Washington monuments.

“This has to be some kind of code,” he whispered.

Daniel reached for his phone.

There was only one person who might understand what this meant.

Samuel Grant.

Sam had been the senior archivist at the research center for nearly fifty years. He had spent decades cataloging rare historical materials and knew more about obscure American documents than almost anyone alive.

If anyone could explain this letter...

It would be Sam.

Daniel dialed the number.

The phone rang twice before Sam answered.

“Daniel?” the old man said. “Still digging through dusty boxes?”

Daniel smiled faintly.

“You know me too well.”

“What did you find now?”

Daniel hesitated for a moment.

“I think I found something strange.”

Sam chuckled.

“That describes about half the archives.”

Daniel leaned closer to the phone.

“It’s a Civil War letter.”

“Okay.”

“Dated April fourteenth... eighteen sixty-five.”

Sam went quiet.

“The night Lincoln was assassinated,” he said softly.

“Exactly.”

“What does the letter say?”

Daniel glanced back at the page.

“It mentions something called... the Brotherhood.”

The silence on the other end of the line was immediate.

Heavy.

“Sam?”

The old man spoke again, but his voice had changed.

It sounded tense.

“Daniel... listen to me carefully.”

“What?”

“Where exactly are you right now?”

“In the archive room.”

“Are you alone?”

Daniel looked around.

Rows of silent shelves stretched into darkness.

“Yeah.”

Sam’s voice dropped to a whisper.

“You need to leave that room.”

Daniel frowned.

“What are you talking about?”

“They know.”

Daniel laughed nervously.

“Who knows?”

“You found the letter.”

Daniel’s smile faded.

“Sam... what is the Brotherhood?”

There was a sudden noise on Sam’s end of the phone.

Footsteps.

Loud ones.

Then Sam whispered urgently.

“Daniel... you have to listen to me.”

“What’s happening?”

“You’re not safe.”

A crash exploded through the phone.

Daniel jumped.

“Sam?!”
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