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        August 16, 1970

        American University, Cairo, Egypt.

      

      

      

      NINETEEN-YEAR-OLD Danny Hawk held his breath and tried to listen. He had moved to a position near an open window in the old palace-like building that housed the science department of the American University in Cairo. Outside the window was a concrete ledge six inches wide. He could move along that ledge, three floors above the ground, if he had to.

      From what he could hear, two men were threatening Professor Davis in the outer office. The professor was pretending that he had no idea what the men wanted, even though Danny knew that was a lie. The men were after Danny’s father’s records, just as Danny was.

      “He’s not going to tell us,” one man’s voice said. “Kill him and search the place. They have to be here.”

      There was a sound of scuffling and then a muffled gunshot.

      Danny managed not to gasp or make any noise at all, but he wanted to be sick. It wasn’t possible that Professor Davis had just been killed.

      He couldn’t be dead.

      Danny’s entire body felt like it had turned to Jell-O, but with more noise from the outer office, he made himself move.

      And move quickly.

      He climbed out the window and stood on the narrow ledge. Holding on to the rough wall as best he could, he pulled the window silently closed behind him. The only other exit out of that back office was through where the professor had just been killed, and Danny certainly wasn’t going that way.

      The late-evening Cairo air was hot and dry. A slight wind whipped at his loose pants and shirt as he stood with his back against the stone wall. His long black hair blew around his face as he edged inch-by-inch along the stone ledge. He had spent a lot of time climbing rocks back home in Idaho and he had no fear of heights.

      But his life also hadn’t been threatened in any of those climbing expeditions.

      And none of them had been on the side of a building.

      He forced himself to concentrate on what he was doing and try to not think about what had just happened inside.

      The lights of the massive city of Cairo spread out in front of him. From the ledge, he had a good view over the palm trees and buildings, and in the distance, the Pyramids at Giza were lit up. There was so much light in the downtown area, he felt like there was a spotlight on him. The last thing he needed was to be seen from below and attention drawn to what he was doing.

      The door slammed open to the back office and the men’s voices got louder.

      “Search it and make sure you don’t miss anything.”

      Danny glanced back. Through the edge of the window, he caught a glimpse of a man with a red hood wearing the traditional Arab robe. Except for two eye-holes, his face was completely covered, but Danny caught a glimpse of one of the man’s hands. His skin was so pale, he couldn’t be Arab. And he had a tattoo on his hand that looked like something with a snake.

      Danny glanced away from the window at his path of escape ahead. This wall of the American University Science Building was long, with evenly spaced windows along the ledge. He didn’t dare try for the corner. That was too far, and would risk him being seen from either the men in the office or someone on the ground below.

      Either would likely get him killed.

      The next window to a dark office was locked. Danny glanced back. If one of the men happened to open the window and look outside, he would see Danny.

      Danny stepped up onto the windowsill and pressed himself against the glass and the corner of the stone wall. He was a solid five-foot-eight, and people called him husky. But luckily, the windowsill opening was just barely deep enough so that he wouldn’t be seen if one of the men looked his direction.

      Now Danny just hoped no one below noticed him.

      He kept himself perfectly still, using some of the techniques his Native American grandfather had taught him to stay calm.

      “Like a stone,” his grandfather would say. “Breathe in so slowly, no one can see you, exhale slowly, never stopping. Keep repeating to yourself: No one can see you.”

      Over and over, Danny did that, keeping himself pressed against the ledge and the glass, breathing as he had been taught.

      Not moving.

      I’m invisible. No one can see me.

      Danny had never been so afraid in all his life.

      His father had gone missing a month earlier, and now Professor Davis was killed because of Danny’s father’s notebooks.

      What had his father found that had caused so much trouble?

      Why did these men want that work?

      Why was it so valuable?

      And what was in the notebooks?

      Danny had no answers to any of those questions. The last couple of years, his father had been gone so much, they hadn’t talked.

      But whatever it was in those notebooks to make them so valuable, if Danny wasn’t careful, he would be killed as well for it, before he had any chance to find out what was going on, or what had happened to his father.

      His mother insisted that his father was still alive, that she would know in her heart, in her very soul, if he had been killed. And Danny trusted that special connection. His father was being held somewhere. Maybe close by in this very city, as far as Danny knew.

      That’s why Danny, his best friend, Craig, and his Uncle Steve were in Cairo. The authorities didn’t seem to care what had happened to Danny’s father, so now he had to go in search.

      Danny had expected that his father’s notebooks, left with Professor Davis days before his father disappeared, might give him a clue to what had happened.

      He never expected the notebooks themselves to get someone killed.

      Finally, he heard a clear voice from Professor Davis’s office. “There’s nothing here.”

      “Wipe up the blood,” another voice said. “Wrap the professor in his rug. We’ll haul him with us and make sure his body is very lost in the desert.”

      The sound of movement echoed out over the night, then one of the men asked the other.

      “What do we do now?”

      “We trail Hawk’s kid,” the voice said. “He’ll lead us right to the notebooks. His father must have told him where they were. Of that, I’m sure.”

      Danny was startled at the mention of him. How did these killers know he was in Cairo?

      He forced himself to stay perfectly still, to breathe regularly. The last thing he needed at this point, on this ledge, was to panic.

      “The kid’s here in Cairo?” the other man asked.

      “Yeah, he flew in this morning with a friend and Professor Hawk’s brother. No reason for them to be here except to find the professor and get his notebooks. Those three will be easy pickings.”

      Danny was stunned breathless.

      Whoever those two men were, they had just confirmed that they were after his father’s notebooks. And they knew that Craig and Uncle Steve had come with him to Cairo.

      The other man laughed. “Yeah, who knows, we might not have to even kill the three of them.”

      “Don’t count on it,” the man in charge said.
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        August 16, 1970

        American University, Cairo, Egypt.

      

      

      

      DANNY HAWK WAITED long enough on the ledge to make sure the men had gone, then when the area below the window was clear of late-night walkers, he eased along the ledge and back inside Professor Davis’s darkened back office.

      He didn’t dare turn on the light. His eyes were accustomed to the dark anyway, so he pulled the window closed and locked it, and then moved quickly over to where Professor Davis had hung his suit coat on the inside door of the closet. Luckily, the coat was still right there.

      In the dim light, the room didn’t look like it had been searched. Clearly these men were professionals.

      Danny wanted, more than anything, to just take his uncle and Craig and head for the airport, go home and forget all of this. Whatever his father had found had gotten him either killed or taken captive. And now it had gotten Professor Davis killed as well. And there was no telling how many other lives had been lost.

      Danny knew, without a doubt, that he was in far, far over his head. And there was no one to turn to, no one to trust. The only contact they had had in Cairo had just been killed.

      Now it was up to him to get his uncle and Craig to safety and quickly. If there was a safe place anywhere in the world.

      The professor’s suit coat was the reason that Danny had been in the back office in the first place. The professor’s car keys were in his suit coat pocket, and Danny, on Professor Davis’s instructions, had gone to get them just as those men had burst into the front office. The professor had told Danny that the notebooks were in the trunk of his car in the faculty parking garage.

      Danny searched the pockets of Professor Davis’s suit jacket, feeling very odd that he was searching through a dead man’s clothing. He pushed that thought back and finally came up with the keys.

      He put them in his pocket and moved silently toward the door to the outer office. He opened it carefully, and silently, only a crack. The office was empty, the lights off. It looked cleaned and everything in place.

      There was no body.

      The rug that had been under Professor Davis’s chair was missing. Otherwise, everything looked to be in order. Someone coming in would think the professor hadn’t been here. It would be days before anyone reported him missing, since he wasn’t married.

      Danny moved over to the phone and started to call his uncle at the hotel. Danny couldn’t go back there, and he now had to get his uncle and his best friend, Craig James, out of there as well without them being seen.

      Then, before he had finished dialing the number, he stopped and put the phone back in the cradle, looking at it as if it were a snake that might bite him at any moment.

      “Think,” he said softly to himself. “Come on, think.”

      He forced himself to take two slow, deep breaths, let his mind clear a little.

      “Those men are professionals. That phone could be tapped.”

      He took a few more deep breaths just as his grandfather had trained him to do, and tried to put himself into the mind of a criminal who didn’t want to get caught. He’d read enough mystery novels that he should be able to do that.

      And right now, he and his uncle and best friend needed to completely vanish from all sight in Africa’s largest city.

      And quickly.

      Danny looked around the dimly lit office. What had he touched?

      He took a couple of Kleenex tissues from a box on the professor’s desk, then wiped his fingerprints off of the phone. And along the edge of the desk. Then he went back into the inner office and wiped down anything he might have touched in there, including the window. If the professor’s body was discovered, there was no point in being connected to this in any way. And since he had an Egyptian visa, he had been fingerprinted when they entered the country.

      When he finished, he made himself stand in the center of each room and look around, going over all his movements. He didn’t dare miss anything.

      “Look carefully,” he muttered. “Very carefully.”

      He then made sure that any surface he might have even accidentally touched was wiped clean. Except for the outer doorknob of the office door, he was finally convinced that he had cleaned off every trace that he had been in the office.

      He went out into the hallway and finished the doorknob, then put the tissue in his pocket.

      The hallway had very high ceilings and was as wide as some streets. The floor was marble and polished. He walked silently along the empty hall, acting as if he were just a student here who had come later in the evening to see a professor, even though his heart felt like it wanted to explode out of his chest.

      So much for the old Indian ways in keeping himself calm. Now he wished he had spent even more time with his grandfather before he died and learned more about self-control. It just never seemed like he would need it. At least, not like this.

      He used the wide staircase in the old building and went down to the second floor. An empty receptionist desk filled a large area near the wide marble staircase. A public use phone sat on top of the desk and Danny picked it up and was quickly connected to his hotel.

      The hotel was massive and modern. It looked out over the Nile River. Even their room had a river view. They had all been excited getting to it after the long plane flight. Now they were all going to have to run from it, and fast.

      His uncle, Steve Hawk, answered the phone. Uncle Steve was the exact opposite of Danny’s father. He was friendly, liked to stay at home, and wasn’t very smart. Even he admitted that when they had passed out the brains between him and Danny’s father, he had got a half serving.

      Craig and Danny had the room next door to Uncle Steve’s room. Craig was much taller than Danny, standing just over six feet. He had blonde hair and a smile that never seemed to quit. He lived in the same small ski town in central Idaho and his father tried to run a restaurant for tourists, but he drank more than he worked. During the summer for the past few years, Craig had helped Danny and his uncle on their tourist boat on the big mountain lake just to get away from his father.

      To Danny, Uncle Steve had been there for him far more than his world-traveling archeologist father had ever been. And even when his father was at home, he was always up north at the University of Idaho, doing research and getting ready for his next trip.

      “Uncle Steve,” Danny said quickly when he answered the phone. “Don’t say anything, just listen to me. I need you and Craig to meet me at the south entrance of the U.S. Embassy. Go down a back staircase and out a hotel back door. Make sure you are not followed. Bring your luggage and what you can of my stuff as well. You’re never going back to those rooms. If I’m not there beside the embassy, wait for me without being seen. Move fast. Your lives are in danger.”

      Then Danny hung up without giving his uncle a chance to argue. More than likely, the call had just scared the poor man half to death. And that was good. After what Danny had just been through, they all needed to be scared if they were going to have any chance of surviving.

      Danny forced himself to take another deep breath and think about staying calm.

      The seemingly empty old building loomed around him. He had read that a long time ago this building had housed the University of Cairo, before that school moved across the river to larger grounds. It had been some sort of ancient palace before that.

      He stood silently, working to calm his racing heart. No one seemed to be listening, to even know he was there. But after what happened to Professor Davis, he could never completely trust that feeling again. He was going to have to be careful every moment and try not to do anything too stupid.

      What he really wanted to do was call the police and then just curl up behind the desk until they arrived. But he couldn’t do that either. He was in Egypt. A country that was going through a change of government and unrest. Nassar, the leader since 1952, had just died and a man by the name of Sadat looked like he was going to take control. The last thing Danny needed was to get involved with the Egyptian police at this point. Instead of trying to find his father, he might spend the next year in a jail cell even though he hadn’t done anything.

      Danny had no doubt at all that the three of them were very much on their own. And next what he had to do was take a huge risk and get his father’s notebooks out of the trunk of Professor Davis’s car. Those notebooks were the only chance he had of finding out exactly what was happening.

      And why his father had disappeared and Professor Davis had been killed.
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        American University parking garage, Cairo, Egypt.

      

      

      

      DANNY MOVED SILENTLY into the two-story parking garage and up to the second floor where Professor Davis had said his small red sedan was parked. The car was tiny compared to American cars, but after spending only a half-day so far in Cairo, Danny understood why all the cars here were small. The streets were jam-packed and, except for the main boulevards, as narrow as an alley. You had to have a small car to even get around.

      He stood to one side of the garage in a deep shadow and just watched and waited.

      Nothing was moving at all.

      But he didn’t trust that.

      He stayed there, silently in the dark, watching, listening, breathing slowly and deeply as his grandfather had taught him.

      No movement.

      Nothing.

      Finally, he stepped forward as if he belonged there, walking with the gait of someone who was heading to his car to go home.

      The key fit perfectly in the trunk of the car, even though Danny’s hands were shaking.

      The trunk looked empty.

      Danny’s stomach twisted. Oh, no! Had he heard the professor wrong?

      Or had someone else gotten to the notebooks first?

      He dug in the trunk, moving first an old blanket and then the spare tire. In the well under the tire, was a dark blue backpack, blending into the bottom of the trunk.

      Danny recognized his father’s brown notebooks inside. Six of them.

      He replaced the tire and blanket, made sure the backpack was securely closed, then put it over his shoulder.

      He finished his search of the trunk, finding nothing more that belonged to his father.

      Using the tissue still in his pocket, he wiped off his fingerprints from everything he had touched, including the trunk lid, then unlocked the front door, wiped off the keys as well, and tossed them in the tray between the seats.

      He quickly locked the door again, closed it as silently as he could, and then turned and walked away toward a side entrance.

      He was sweating, his hands were shaking, and his breath was coming fast and hard. What he had taken from the car belonged to him, his father’s notebooks, and Danny had had permission to get into the car. Yet, it still felt as if he had just robbed something.

      And with Professor Davis dead, Danny would have a very hard time proving that he hadn’t robbed the car.

      Or, for that matter, killed the professor. Who would believe his story of a red-hooded man?

      This garage in Cairo, Egypt, was a long way from the tree-covered mountains of central Idaho where he had grown up, and the tourist boat his mother and Uncle Steve ran.

      In two weeks, he was supposed to start back at Boise State University in his second year, and even though he got good grades, he didn’t work hard at it. He was much more worried about what was going to happen in two years when he graduated with a degree in English. He didn’t really believe in all the fighting and killing going on in Vietnam, so for the moment staying in college was the best thing he could do.

      All of it seemed so overwhelming to face.

      At least, until his father had disappeared and the next thing Danny knew, he was trying to stay alive in a parking garage in Cairo, Egypt. Worrying about being drafted into the Vietnam War suddenly seemed very tame.

      At the edge of the garage, Danny opened the door to the staircase, then let it close without going through. He stayed in the shadows, listening, watching for any movement at all in the garage. He needed to know if he had been followed out of the main building.

      He stood perfectly still, his jeans and dark shirt blending into the shadows.

      Nothing was moving.

      The warm wind blew strange city smells through the garage, and in the distance, sirens cut through the night sounds.

      Finally convinced that he hadn’t been followed to the car, he walked down the curling ramp to the ground level and out the main entrance, turning toward the U.S. Embassy.

      He kept one hand on the backpack strap as he turned south on a wide boulevard, trying to keep his pace the same as the few other walkers out this late at night. He knew he looked like a tourist of some sort or another. His long black hair and dark complexion from his Native American heritage helped him blend in a little, but not much.

      He forced himself to keep an eye on everything as he walked.

      No one seemed to be paying him any attention, but he had to be sure. Even though the American University was in the same general area of Cairo as the U.S. Embassy, he still had almost a mile to walk. Cairo was a huge city, the biggest in Africa. And Craig and his Uncle had a good mile to travel from the hotel to the embassy as well, coming from the north along the river.

      He stopped two blocks from the embassy, ducked into an open restaurant and then stood out of sight near the front door, making sure no one was following him.

      No one was, at least that he could see. But he was convinced that someone with real skill could be following him easily, and he would never know it.

      If that were the case, he was as good as dead.

      Finally, after waiting long enough to give himself a little confidence that he was alone, he went the last few blocks to the south side of the U.S. Embassy.

      Craig and his uncle were standing hidden from the street between a fruit stand and a dark alley.

      Danny walked up in front of them, then pointed at the street as a black and white taxi approached. He had been told that was what he needed to do to catch a cab in the city, but he hadn’t tried it yet. The taxi slowed, its window down.

      “Airport!” Danny shouted at the driver, and the driver pulled over to the curb quickly.

      Danny kept the backpack on his shoulder while, without a word, his Uncle and Craig loaded the bags they had brought into the trunk and back seat of the small Fiat taxi.

      Danny slid in beside the driver, indicating that no one should say a word. In broken English, and what little Arabic Danny knew, he and the driver worked out a fare by the time they were halfway to their destination. Six Egyptian pounds. That was just under two dollars U.S. Danny knew that was high, but at the moment, he didn’t care.

      He had the cab driver leave them at the international terminal, then Danny led the way inside and to a hidden restaurant off to one side of a large concourse.

      After they were settled at the table, Uncle Steve turned to Danny. “All right, you want to tell us why you scared us to death and brought us here?”

      Danny took a deep breath and let himself relax a little for the first time in the last two hours. He figured he might as well tell them the important detail first, then fill in the rest later.

      “Professor Davis was killed tonight by two professional killers looking for my father’s notebooks.”

      Both Uncle Steve and Craig stared at him with their mouths open. If it hadn’t been so serious, it might have been funny.

      “They’re going to come after us next to find them,” Danny said. “And they will kill us to get the notebooks. Actually, more than likely, they will kill us anyhow.”

      “Oh,” Uncle Steve said, his face suddenly drained of any sign of color.

      “And we have them?” Craig asked.

      Danny patted the backpack he had on the floor beside his chair. “We have them.”

      “Oh, great, now what are we going to do?” Uncle Steve asked, his face white.

      “Get on an airplane and get out of here,” Craig said. “I’ll even buy the tickets.”

      Craig stood up and reached for his wallet. “I think I have enough money.”

      Danny shook his head. “Nope.”

      Craig dropped back into his chair. “How did I know you were going to say that?”

      “We’re not leaving?” Uncle Steve asked, his voice cracking.

      “Nope,” Danny said. “We’re going to find a safe hotel and hole up while we read my father’s notebooks. Then we’re going to do what we came here to do.”

      “Find out what happened to your father,” Craig said.

      “Exactly,” Danny said. “And besides, we can’t go home. They would just go there and kill us, and maybe my mother, and there is no way I’m putting her in danger.”

      He looked around at the three of them. “I heard the men talking about when we arrived in town and how easy we would be to deal with. These people are very real and connected and they seem to have eyes everywhere. We have to find out what they want and why. We’re the only hope my father has at this moment.”

      “So we’re committed to this search,” Craig said.

      “Very,” Danny said.

      Uncle Steve didn’t say anything. He just looked like he might be sick at any moment.
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