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Any people anywhere, being inclined and having the power, have the right to rise up and shake off the existing government, and form a new one that suits them better.
This is a most valuable, a most sacred right—a right, which we hope and believe, is to liberate the world. Nor is this right confined to cases in which the whole people of an existing government may choose to exercise it.
Any portion of such people, that can, may revolutionize, and make their own of so much of the territory as they inhabit.


ABRAHAM LINCOLN
January 12, 1848
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WASHINGTON, D.C.


SEPTEMBER 10, 1861


ABRAHAM LINCOLN KEPT HIS TEMPER UNDER CONTROL, BUT the woman standing across from him was taxing his patience.


“The general did only what all decent people believe to be right,” she said.


Jesse Benton Fremont was the wife of General John Fremont, United States Army, the man in charge of all Union military affairs west of the Mississippi River. A Mexican War hero and renowned explorer, Fremont had received his latest command appointment in May. Then, a month ago, with the Civil War raging in the South, he unilaterally issued a proclamation emancipating all slaves of Missouri Rebels who’d taken up arms against the United States. That was bad enough, but Fremont’s edict went even farther and declared that all prisoners of war would be shot.


“Madam,” he said, his voice low. “Is it truly your husband’s view that any captured Rebels be killed?”


“These men must know they are traitors to their country, and traitors have always been put to death.”


“Do you realize that once that is begun, the Confederates will shoot who they hold of ours in retaliation. Man for man. Indefinitely.”


“Sir, we did not start this rebellion.”


The clock on the mantel told him it was nearing midnight. A note had arrived at the presidential mansion three hours ago, its message concise. Mrs. Fremont brings to the president from General Fremont a letter and some verbal communications, which she would be glad to deliver with as little delay as possible. If it suits the president’s convenience will he name a time to receive them this evening or at some early hour tomorrow.


His response told her to come immediately.


They stood in the Red Parlor on the first floor, a chandelier burning brightly. He knew of this imposing woman. The daughter of a former U.S. senator, highly educated, raised in Washington, D.C., schooled in politics. She’d defied her parents and married Fremont at the age of seventeen, eventually birthing five children. She’d supported her husband during his explorations of the West and was there when he served as military governor of California and as one of that state’s initial U.S. senators. She’d campaigned with him when he became, in 1856, the first presidential nominee of the new Republican party. He came to be known as the Pathfinder, and his candidacy had reawakened popular enthusiasm. And though he lost to James Buchanan, if Pennsylvania had voted differently he would have been elected.


So, for Lincoln, as the first Republican party president actually elected, appointing John Fremont commander of the West had been an easy choice.


Now he regretted it.


He wondered if life could be any worse.


The immense pride he’d felt in March, taking the oath as the sixteenth president, had been replaced with the agony of the Civil War. Eleven states had seceded from the Union and formed their own confederacy. They’d attacked Fort Sumter, forcing him to blockade all Southern ports and suspend the writ of habeas corpus. The Union army had been dispatched, but suffered a humiliating defeat at Bull Run—that crushing blow convincing him this conflict would be long and bloody.


Now Fremont and his grand emancipation.


He could sympathize with the general. Rebels had soundly defeated Union forces in southern Missouri and were advancing northward. Fremont was isolated, with limited men and resources. The situation demanded action, so he’d placed Missouri under martial law. Then he’d gone too far, ordering the slaves from all Rebels freed.


Neither Lincoln himself, nor Congress had been so bold.


Several messages, and even a direct order, to modify the proclamation had been ignored. Now the general had dispatched his wife to deliver a letter and plead his case.


“Madam, there are considerations here far beyond those of Missouri. As you have reminded me, a war rages. Unfortunately, the issues that divide the opposing sides to that conflict are not so distinct.”


Slavery being the main misunderstanding.


From Lincoln’s standpoint slavery simply was not an issue. He’d already thrown the secessionists an offer, telling them that they could keep their slaves. They could even raise a new flag, send representatives to Montgomery, and have their confederacy—provided they allowed the collection of Northern tariffs in their ports. If the South became free of tariffs, Northern industrial interests would be crippled, the national government would be rendered broke. No armies would be required to defeat it. Tariffs were the country’s main source of revenue. Without them, the North would flounder.


But the South had rejected his overtures, firing on Fort Sumter.


“Mr. President, I have traveled for three days in an overcrowded train, the weather hot and miserable. It was not a journey I enjoyed, but I came because the general wants you to understand that the only considerations relevant are those of the utmost importance to this nation. Rebels have taken arms against us. They must be stopped and slavery ended.”


“I have written to the general, and he knows what I want done,” he made clear.


“He feels he is at the great disadvantage of being opposed by people in whom you have every confidence.”


A curious retort. “Who do you mean?”


“He thinks that your advisers, men closer to you than him, have a better hold on your ear.”


“And that accounts for his disobeying my orders? Madam, his emancipation proclamation does not come within the range of military law or necessity. He has made a political decision, one that is not his to make. Just a few weeks ago I sent my personal secretary, Mr. Hay, to see the general, who asked him to modify the part of the proclamation that freed all slaves in Missouri. No answer was given to my request. Instead, the general has now sent you to speak to me directly.”


Even worse, Hay’s reports had made clear that Fremont’s command was rife with corruption, his troops on the verge of rebellion. Not surprising. Fremont was stubborn, hysterical, and rash. His whole career had been one fiasco after another. Back in 1856 he’d ignored the advice of political experts and made slavery that presidential campaign’s main issue. But the country was not yet ready for such an uprooting. Sentiment wasn’t right.


And it cost him a victory.


“The general’s conviction,” she said, “is that it will be long and dreadful work to conquer the Rebels by arms alone. To secure the support of foreign countries, other considerations have to be recognized. The general knows of the English feeling for gradual emancipation, and the strong wish to meet that feeling on the part of important men in the South. We cannot allow that to happen. As president, surely you know that we are on the eve of England, France, and Spain recognizing the South. England on account of her cotton interests. France because the emperor dislikes us—”


“You are quite a female politician.”


“I am not ignorant of the world. Perhaps yourself, a man who barely laid claim to this great office, should be mindful of other people’s opinions.”


An insult he’d heard before. He’d won the 1860 election thanks to a fracture in the Democratic party, which stupidly had offered two candidates. Then the upstart Constitutional Union party chose another of its own. Among them the three garnered 48% of the popular vote and split 123 electoral votes, which allowed his 40% and 180 electoral votes to claim victory. True, he was but a lawyer from Illinois, the extent of his national experience one term in the House of Representatives. He’d even lost the 1858 Illinois race for the U.S. Senate to his longtime nemesis Stephen Douglas. But now, at fifty-two years old, ensconced in the White House with a four-year term, he found himself at the center of the greatest constitutional crisis the nation had ever faced.


“I must say, madam, that I cannot be unmindful of others’ thoughts, as I am barraged by them every day. The general should never have dragged the Negro into this war. This is a conflict for a great national object and the Negro has nothing to do with it.”


“You are mistaken, sir.”


He’d allowed this woman some latitude, mindful that she was merely defending her husband, as a wife should.


But now the Fremonts were both bordering on treason.


“Madam, the general’s actions have caused Kentucky to rethink whether it will stay with the Union or join the Rebels. Maryland, Missouri, and several other border states are likewise reconsidering their positions. If this conflict be about the freeing of slaves, then we shall surely lose.”


She opened her mouth to speak, but he silenced her with a lift of his hand.


“I have not left anyone in doubt. My task is to save the Union. I would save it the shortest way under the Constitution. The sooner the national authority can be restored, the nearer the Union will be the Union as it was. If I could save the Union without freeing any slave, I would do it. If I could save it by freeing all slaves, I would do it. If I could save it by freeing some and leaving others alone, I would also do that. What I do about slavery, and the colored race, I do because I believe it helps to save the Union. What I forbear, I forbear because I don’t believe it would help to save the Union. I shall do less whenever I shall believe what I am doing hurts the cause, and I shall do more whenever I shall believe doing more will help the cause.”


“Then you are not my president, sir. Nor would you be the president of those who voted for you.”


“But I am president. So take this message back to the general. He was sent west to move the army to Memphis and keep advancing eastward. Those are still his orders. He shall either obey them or be removed from his post.”


“I must warn you, sir, that it could be hard if you continue to oppose the general. He could set up for himself.”


The federal treasury was empty. The War Department a mess. No Union army anywhere was prepared to advance. And now this woman, and her insolent husband, were threatening revolt? He should have them both arrested. Unfortunately, however, Fremont’s unilateral emancipation had become popular with abolitionists and liberal Republicans who wanted slavery ended now. A bold strike at their champion could be political suicide.


He said, “This meeting is over.”


She threw him a glare, one that said she was unaccustomed to being dismissed. But he ignored her sneer and stepped across the room, opening the door for her to leave. Hay, his personal secretary, was on duty outside, as was one of the stewards. Mrs. Fremont passed Hay without saying a word, and the steward led her away. He waited until he heard the front door open, then close, before signaling for Hay to join him in the parlor.


“That is an impertinent soul,” he said. “We never even sat. She gave me no chance to offer her a seat. She taxed me so violently with so many things that I had to exercise all the awkward tact I have to avoid quarreling with her.”


“Her husband is no better. His command is a failure.”


He nodded. “Fremont’s mistake is that he isolates himself. He does not know what is going on in the matter he is dealing with.”


“And he refuses to listen.”


“She actually threatened that he might set up his own government.”


Hay shook his head in disgust.


He made a decision. “The general will be removed. But not until a suitable replacement is found. Locate one. Quietly, of course.”


Hay nodded. “I understand.”


He noticed a large envelope that his trusted aide held and motioned toward it. “What is that?”


“It arrived late today from Pennsylvania. Wheatland.”


He knew the location. The family home of his predecessor, James Buchanan. A man vilified by the North. Many said he paved the way for South Carolina to secede, blaming that act on the intemperate interference of the northern people with the question of slavery.


Strong, partisan words from a president.


Then Buchanan went farther and said that slave states should be left alone to manage their domestic institutions in their own way. Northern states should also repeal all laws that encouraged slaves to become fugitives. If not, then the injured states, after having first used all peaceful and constitutional means to effect redress, would be justified in revolutionary resistance to the government of the Union.


Tantamount to a presidential endorsement of rebellion.


“What does the former president want?”


“I did not open it.” Hay handed him the envelope. Scrawled across the front were the words FOR THE EYES OF MR. LINCOLN ONLY. “I respected his wishes.”


He was tired, and Mrs. Fremont had sapped what little strength remained from a long day. But he was curious. Buchanan had been so eager to leave office. On Inauguration Day, during their carriage ride back from the Capitol, he’d made his intentions clear. If you are as happy in entering the White House as I shall feel on returning to Wheatland, you are a happy man indeed.


“You may go,” he said to Hay. “I’ll study this, then be off to bed myself.”


His secretary left, and he sat alone inside the parlor. He broke the wax seal on the envelope and slid out two pages. One, a parchment—brown with age, water-stained, dry and brittle. The second, a soft vellum, newer, the black ink fresh, in a firm masculine hand.


He read the vellum first.




    It is a sorry place, the country which I left you, and for that I apologize. My first mistake was declaring at my inauguration that I would not become a candidate for reelection. My motive was pure. I wanted nothing to influence my conduct in administering the government except the desire to ably and faithfully serve and to live in grateful memory of my countrymen. But that proved not to be the case. On my return to the White House the day I accepted the oath a sealed package awaited me, similar in shape and size to this one. Inside was a note from my predecessor, Mr. Pierce, along with the second document I have enclosed. Pierce wrote that the enclosure was first given to Washington himself, who decided that it would be passed from president to president, each man free to do with it as he saw fit. I know you and many others blame me for the current national conflict. But before you criticize any further, read the document. To my credit, I tried in every way possible to fulfill its mandate. I listened carefully to your speech on Inauguration Day. You called the Union explicitly perpetual in name and text. Don’t be so sure. All is not as it seems. My initial intentions were not to pass this on. Instead, I planned to set it afire. Over the past few months, away from the turmoil of government and the pressures of the national crisis, I have come to believe that the truth should not be avoided. When South Carolina broke the Union I stated publicly that I could be the last president of the United States. You openly called that comment ludicrous. Perhaps you will see that I was not as foolish as you thought. I now feel that my duty has been faithfully executed, though it may have been imperfectly performed. Whatever the result, I shall carry to my grave the belief that I at least meant well for my country.





He looked up from the sheet. What a strange lament. And a message? Passed down from president to president? One withheld by Buchanan until now?


He rubbed his weary eyes and brought the second sheet closer. Its ink had faded, the script more stylish and difficult to read.


Signatures graced the bottom.


He scanned the entire page.


Then read the words again.


More carefully.


Sleep was no longer important.


What had Buchanan written?


All is not as it seems.


“This cannot be,” he muttered.
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ONE
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OFF THE COAST OF DENMARK


WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 8


7:40 P.M.


ONE GLANCE AND COTTON MALONE KNEW THERE WAS TROUBLE.


The Øresund, which separated the northern Danish island of Zealand from the southern Swedish province of Scania, usually one of the busiest waterways in the world, was light on traffic. Only two boats in sight across the gray-blue water—his and the fast-approaching profile of the one slicing toward them.


He’d noticed the craft just after they’d left the dock at Lands-krona on the Swedish side of the channel. A red-and-white twenty-footer with dual inboards. His boat was a rental, secured at the Copenhagen waterfront on the Danish side, a fifteen-footer with a single outboard. The engine howled as he plowed through the moderate surf, the skies clear, the crisp evening air devoid of breeze—lovely fall weather for Scandinavia.


Three hours ago he was working in his bookshop at Højbro Plads. He’d planned on dinner at the Café Norden, as he did almost every evening. But a call from Stephanie Nelle, his former boss at the Justice Department, changed all that.


“I need a favor,” she said. “I wouldn’t ask if it wasn’t an emergency. There’s a man named Barry Kirk. Short black hair, pointy nose. I need you to go get him.”


He heard the urgency in her request.


“I have an agent en route, but he’s been delayed. I don’t know when he’ll get there, and this man has to be found. Now.”


“I don’t suppose you’re going to tell me why.”


“I can’t. But you’re the closest to him. He’s across the water in Sweden, waiting for someone to come get him.”


“Sounds like trouble.”


“I have an agent missing.”


He hated to hear those words.


“Kirk may know where he is, so it’s important to secure him quickly. I’m hoping we’re ahead of any problems. Just bring him back to your shop and keep him there until my guy comes for him.”


“I’ll take care of it.”


“One more thing, Cotton. Take your gun.”


He’d immediately gone upstairs to his fourth-floor apartment above his bookshop and found the knapsack beneath his bed, the one he always kept ready with identification, money, a phone, and his Magellan Billet–issued Beretta, which Stephanie had allowed him to keep when he retired.


The gun now nestled against the small of his back, beneath his jacket.


“They’re getting closer,” Barry Kirk said.


Like he didn’t know that. Two engines were always better than one.


He held the wheel steady, his throttle three-quarters of the way engaged. He decided to max out the power and the bow rose as the V-hull gained speed. He glanced back. Two men occupied the other boat—one driving, the other standing with a gun.


This just kept getting better and better.


They were not yet halfway across the channel, still on the Swedish side, heading diagonally southwest toward Copenhagen. He could have taken a car, crossing the Øresund Bridge that connected Denmark to Sweden, but that would have taken an extra hour. Water was faster and Stephanie was in a hurry, so he’d rented the bowrider runabout from the same shop he always used. Far cheaper to rent than to own a boat, especially considering how little he ventured out on the water.


“What do you plan to do?”


A stupid question. Kirk was definitely annoying. He’d located him pacing the docks, exactly where Stephanie had said he’d be waiting, anxious to leave. Code words had been arranged so they both would know they’d found the right person. Joseph for him. Moroni for Kirk.


Odd choices.


“Do you know who those men are?” he asked.


“They want to kill me.”


He kept the boat pointed toward Denmark, its hull breasting the waves with jarring lunges, throwing spray.


“And why do they want to kill you?” he asked over the engine’s roar.


“Who are you, exactly?”


He cut a quick glance at Kirk. “The guy who’s going to save your sorry ass.”


The other boat was less than thirty yards way.


He scanned the horizon in every direction and spotted no other craft. Dusk was gathering, the azure sky being replaced by gray.


A pop.


Then another.


He whirled.


The second man in the pursuing boat was firing at them.


“Get down,” he yelled to Kirk. He ducked, too, keeping their course and speed steady.


Two more shots.


One thudded into the fiberglass to his left.


The other boat was now fifty feet away. He decided to give his pursuers a little pause. He reached back, found his gun, and sent a bullet their way.


The other boat veered to starboard.


They were more than a mile from the Danish shore, nearly at the Øresund’s center. The second boat looped around and was now approaching from the right on a path that would cut directly in front of them. He saw that the pistol had been replaced with a short-barreled automatic rifle.


Only one thing to do.


He adjusted course straight for them.


Time for a game of chicken.


A burst of gunfire cut across the air. He dove to the deck, keeping one hand on the wheel. Rounds whizzed by overhead and a few penetrated the bow. He risked a look. The other boat had veered to port, swinging around, preparing to attack from the rear, where the open deck offered little cover.


He decided the direct approach was best.


But it would have to be timed just right.


He kept the boat racing ahead at nearly full throttle. The second craft’s bow still headed his way.


“Keep down,” he told Kirk again.


No worry existed that his order would be disobeyed. Kirk clung to the deck, below the side panels. Malone still held his Beretta but kept it out of sight. The other boat narrowed the distance between them.


And fast.


Fifty yards.


Forty.


Thirty.


He yanked the throttle back and brought the engine to idle. Speed vanished. The bow sank into the water. They glided for a few yards then came to a stop. The other boat kept coming.


Parallel.


The man with the rifle aimed.


But before he could fire, Malone shot him in the chest.


The other boat raced past.


He reengaged the throttle and the engine sprang to life.


Inside the second craft he saw the driver reach down and find the rifle. A big loop brought the boat back on an intercept course.


His feint worked once.


But would not again.


Nearly a mile’s worth of water still lay between them and the Danish coast, and he could not outrun the other vessel. Maybe out-maneuver, but for how long? No. He’d have to stand and fight.


He stared ahead and grabbed his bearings.


He was five miles or so north of Copenhagen’s outskirts, near the spot where his old friend Henrik Thorvaldsen had once lived.


“Look at that,” he heard Kirk say.


He turned back.


The other boat was a hundred yards away, bearing down. But out of an ever-dimming western sky a high-wing, single-engine Cessna had swooped down. Its trademark tricycle landing gear, no more than six feet clear of the water’s surface, raked the other craft, its wheels nearly smacking the driver who disappeared downward, his hands apparently off the wheel as the bow lurched left.


Malone used the moment to head for his attacker.


The plane banked high, gained altitude, and swung around for another pass. He wondered if the pilot realized that there was an automatic weapon about to be aimed skyward. He headed straight for the trouble, as fast as his engine allowed. The other boat had now stopped in the water, its occupant’s attention totally on the plane.


Which allowed Malone to draw close.


He was grateful for the distraction, but that assistance was about to turn into disaster. He saw the automatic rifle being aimed at the plane.


“Get up here,” he screamed to Kirk.


The man did not move.


“Don’t make me come get you.”


Kirk rose.


“Hold the wheel. Keep us going straight.”


“Me? What?”


“Do it.”


Kirk grabbed hold.


Malone stepped to the stern, planted his feet, and aimed the gun.


The plane kept coming. The other man was ready with his rifle. Malone knew he’d have only a few chances from a bumpy deck. The other man suddenly realized that the boat was coming at the same time as the plane.


Both a threat.


What to do?


Malone fired twice. Missed.


A third shot hit the other craft.


The man darted right, deciding the boat now posed the greater problem. Malone’s fourth shot found the man’s chest, which propelled the body over the side and into the water.


The plane roared by, its wheels low and tight.


Both he and Kirk ducked.


He grabbed hold of the wheel and slowed the throttle, turning back toward their enemy. They approached from the stern, his gun ready. A body floated in the water, another lay on the deck. Nobody else was on board.


“Aren’t you a ton of trouble,” he said to Kirk.


Quiet had returned, only the engine’s throaty idle disturbing the silence. Water slapped both hulls. He should contact some local authority. Swedes? Danes? But with Stephanie and the Magellan Billet involved, he knew partnering with locals was not an option.


She hated doing it.


He stared up into the dim sky and saw the Cessna, now back up to a couple thousand feet, making a pass directly over them.


Someone jumped from the plane.


A chute opened, catching air, its occupant guiding himself downward in a tight spiral. Malone had parachuted several times and could see that this skydiver knew the drill, banking the canopy, navigating a course straight for them, feet knifing through the water less than fifty yards away.


Malone eased the boat over and came up alongside.


The man who hoisted himself aboard was maybe late twenties. His blond hair appeared more mowed than cut, the bright face clean-shaven and warmed by a wide, toothy smile. He wore a dark pullover shirt and jeans, matted to a muscular frame.


“That water is cold,” the young man said. “Sure appreciate you waiting around for me. Sorry I was late.”


Malone pointed to the fading sound of a prop as the plane kept flying east. “Someone on board?”


“Nope. Autopilot. But there isn’t much fuel left. It’ll fall into the Baltic in a few minutes.”


“Expensive waste.”


The young man shrugged. “The dude I stole it from needed to lose it.”


“Who are you?”


“Oh, sorry about that. Sometimes I forget my manners.”


A wet hand was offered.


“Name’s Luke Daniels. Magellan Billet.”





TWO
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KALUNDBORG, DENMARK


8:00 P.M.


JOSEPE SALAZAR WAITED WHILE THE MAN GATHERED HIMSELF. His prisoner lay semi-conscious in the cell, but awake enough to hear him say, “End this.”


The man lifted his head from the dusty stone floor. “I’ve wondered … for the past three days … how you can be so cruel. You are a believer … in the Heavenly Father. A man … supposedly of God.”


He saw no contradiction. “The prophets have faced threats as great as or greater than those I face today. Yet they never wavered from doing what had to be done.”


“You speak the truth,” the angel told him.


He glanced up. The image floated a few feet away, standing in a loose white robe, bathed in brilliance, pure as lightning, brighter than anything he’d ever seen.


“Do not hesitate, Josepe. None of the prophets ever hesitated in doing what had to be done.”


He knew that his prisoner could not hear the angel. No one could, save for him. But the man on the floor noticed that his gaze had drifted to the cell’s back wall.


“What are you looking at?”


“A glorious sight.”


“He cannot comprehend what we know.”


He faced his prisoner. “I have Kirk.”


He hadn’t received confirmation yet on what happened in Sweden, but his men had reported that the target was in sight. Finally. After three days. Which was how long this man had lain in this cell, without food or water. The skin was bruised and pale, lips cracked, nose broken, eyes hollow. Probably a couple of ribs broken, too. To increase the torment a bucket of water lay just beyond the bars, within sight but not reach.


“Press him,” the angel commanded. “He must know that we will not tolerate insolence. The people who sent him must know we will fight. There is much to be done and they have placed themselves in the middle of our path. Break him.”


He always accepted the angel’s advice. How could he not? He came directly from Heavenly Father. This prisoner, though, was a spy. Sent by the enemy.


“We have always dealt with spies harshly,” the angel said. “In the beginning there were many and they inflicted great harm. We must return that harm.”


“But am I not to love him?” he asked the apparition. “He is still a son of God.”


“Who are you … talking … to?”


He faced the prisoner and asked what he wanted to know, “Who do you work for?”


No reply.


“Tell me.”


He heard his voice rise. Unusual for him. He was known to be soft-spoken, always projecting a placid demeanor—which he worked hard to maintain. Decorum was a lost art, his father had many times said.


The bucket of water lay at his feet.


He filled a ladle, then tossed its contents through the bars, soaking his prisoner’s bruised face. The man’s tongue tried to savor what little refreshment it could find. But three days of thirst would take time to quench.


“Tell me what I want to know.”


“More water.”


Pity had long abandoned him. He was charged with a sacred duty, and the fate of millions depended on the decisions he would make.


“There must be a blood atonement,” the angel said. “It is the only way.”


Doctrine proclaimed that there were sins for which men could not receive forgiveness in this world, or in the world to come. But if they had their eyes opened, made able to see their true condition, surely they would be willing to have their blood spilled in forgiveness of those sins.


“The blood of the son of God was shed for sins committed by men,” the angel said. “And there remain sins that can be atoned for by an offering upon an altar, as in ancient days. But there are also sins that the blood of a lamb or a calf or a turtledove cannot remit. These must be atoned for by the blood of the man.”


Sins such as murder, adultery, lying, covenant breaking, and apostasy.


He crouched down and stared at the defiant soul on the other side of the bars. “You cannot stop me. No one can. What will happen is going to happen. But I am prepared to show you some consideration. Simply tell me who you work for and your mission, and this water is yours.”


He gathered up another full ladle and held it out.


The man lay flat on his stomach, arms extended, wet face to the floor. Slowly, he rolled over onto his spine, eyes to the ceiling.


He and the angel waited.


“I’m an agent … for the … Justice Department. We’re all … over you.”


The U.S. government. For 180 years it had been nothing but an impediment.


But how much did his enemies know?


The man rolled his head toward him, tired eyes focused tight. “Killing me will accomplish … nothing, except bring you … more trouble.”


“He lies,” the angel said. “He thinks we can be frightened.”


True to his word he slipped the ladle through the bars. The man grabbed the offering and tossed the water into his mouth. He slid the bucket closer, and the man shoveled more liquid down his dry throat.


“Do not waver,” the angel said. “He has committed a sin that he knows will deprive him of that exaltation he desires. He cannot attain it without shedding his blood. By having his blood shed he will atone for that sin and be saved and exalted with God. There is not a man or woman who would not say, ‘Shed my blood that I may be saved and exalted with God.’ ”


No, there was not.


“There have been many instances, Josepe, where men have been righteously slain in order to atone for their sins. I have witnessed scores of people for whom there would have been a chance of exaltation if their lives had been taken, their blood spilled as a smoking incense to the Almighty. But they are now angels to the Devil.”


Unlike this emissary, who spoke the word of God.


“This is loving our neighbor as ourselves. If he needs help, help him. If he wants salvation and it is necessary to spill his blood on the earth in order that he may be saved, spill it. If you have committed a sin requiring the shedding of blood, do not be satisfied nor rest until your blood should be spilled so that you might gain the salvation you desire. That is the way to love mankind.”


He stared away from the apparition and asked the prisoner, “Do you seek salvation?”


“Why do you care?”


“Your sins are great.”


“As are yours.”


But his were different. To lie in search of the truth was not a lie. To kill for another’s salvation was an act of love. He owed this sinner eternal peace, so he reached beneath his jacket and found the gun.


The prisoner’s eyes went wide. He tried to retreat, but there was nowhere to hide.


Killing him would be easy.


“Not yet,” the angel said.


He lowered the gun.


“We still have need of him.”


The apparition then ascended until his form disappeared into the ceiling, the cell left dull, as it had been before the light appeared.


A kindly smile played on his lips.


His eyes shone with a new light, which he attributed to heavenly gratitude for his obedience. He checked his watch and calculated back eight hours.


Noontime in Utah.


Elder Rowan must be informed.





THREE
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SOUTHERN UTAH


12:02 P.M.


SENATOR THADDEUS ROWAN STEPPED FROM THE LAND ROVER and allowed the sun to soak him with a familiar warmth. He’d lived in Utah all of his life, now its senior U.S. senator, a position he’d held for thirty-three years. He was a man of power and influence—important enough that the secretary of the interior had personally flown out to escort him today.


“It’s a beautiful place,” the secretary said to him.


The southern half of Utah belonged to the federal government, places with names like Arches, Capitol Reef, and Bryce Canyon. Here, inside Zion National Park, 147,000 acres stretched from northwest to southeast between Interstate 15 and Highway 9. The Paiute once lived here but, starting in 1863, Latter-day Saints, moving south from Salt Lake, displaced them and gave the desolate locale a name—Zion. Isaac Behunin, the Saint who first settled here with his sons, reported that a man can worship God among these great cathedrals as well as in any man-made church. But after a visit in 1870, Brigham Young disagreed and dubbed the locale Not Zion, a nickname that stuck.


Rowan had flown the 250 miles south from Salt Lake by helicopter, landing inside the park with the secretary, the local superintendent waiting for them. Being chairman of the Senate Committee on Appropriations came with many perks. Not the least of which was the fact that not a dime of federal money was spent on anything, anywhere, unless he okayed it.


“It’s magnificent country,” he said to the secretary.


He’d many times hiked this red-rock desert filled with slot canyons so tight the sun never hit the bottom. Towns on the outskirts were populated with Saints, or Mormons as many people liked to call them. Some Saints, himself included, did not particularly care for the label. It came from the mid–19th century when prejudice and hate forced them to gradually flee west, until they found the isolated Salt Lake basin. His ancestors had been with the first wagons that entered on July 24, 1847. Nothing there then but green grass and, if legend was to be believed, a single tree.


A lonely splendor. That’s how one Saint had described it.


When their leader Brigham Young entered, ill with fever, lying in the bed of one of the wagons, he supposedly rose up and proclaimed, This is the place.


Tens of thousands more settlers followed, avoiding orthodox routes, making the trip along trails blazed by pioneering Saints, replanting crops along the way so later caravans would also have food. On that day, though, in the first wave—143 men, three women, two children, 70 wagons, one cannon, one boat, 93 horses, 52 mules, 66 oxen, 19 cows, 17 dogs, and some chickens—found a home.


“It’s just up this ridge,” the superintendent said, pointing ahead.


Only the three men had ridden from the helicopter in the Land Rover. Each wore ankle boots, jeans, a long-sleeved shirt, and a hat. At seventy-one years old his body remained strong—his legs ready for the forbidding landscape that spread in all directions.


“What are we,” he said, “forty miles inside the park?”


The superintendent nodded. “Closer to fifty. This area is highly restricted. We don’t allow hiking or camping here. The slot canyons are too dangerous.”


He knew the numbers. Three million people a year visited Zion, making it one of Utah’s most popular attractions. Permits were required to do anything and everything, so many that off-roaders, hunters, and anti-conservationists had called for an easing. Privately he agreed, but he’d stayed out of that fight.


The superintendent led the way into a sheer-walled canyon crowded with bigtooth maples. Wild mustard and sturdy creosote bush mixed with tufts of wiry grass. High overhead in the clear sky a soaring condor drifted in and out of view.


“It was because of trespassers,” the superintendent said, “that all this came to light. Three people illegally came into this portion of the park last week. One slipped and broke his leg and we had to med-evac him out. That’s when we noticed that.”


The superintendent pointed at a dark slit in the rock wall. Rowan knew that caves in the sandstone were common, thousands littered southern Utah.


“Back in August,” the secretary explained, “there was a flash flood in this area. A good soaking for three days. We think the opening was exposed then. Before that, it had remained sealed.”


He gazed at the bureaucrat. “And what is your interest here?”


“To ensure the chairman of the Senate Committee on Appropriations is happy with the services of the Interior Department.”


He doubted that, since President Danny Daniels’ administration had, for the past seven years, cared little about what the senior senator from Utah thought. They were of different parties, his in control of Congress and Daniels’ holding the White House. Usually that kind of split encouraged cooperation and compromise. But lately any amicable spirit had ebbed. Gridlock was the popular term. Complicating matters was the fact that Daniels was entering the twilight of his two terms, and a successor was unclear.


Either party had a shot.


But elections did not interest him any longer. He had bigger plans.


They approached the opening and the superintendent dropped his backpack and found three flashlights.


“These’ll help.”


Rowan accepted the light. “Lead the way.”


They squeezed through, entering a spacious cavern, the ceiling twenty feet high. The beam of his light examined the entrance and he saw that it had formerly been much wider and taller.


“That was once a good-sized opening,” the superintendent said. “Like an oversized garage door. But it was deliberately covered over.”


“How do you know that?”


The man motioned ahead with his light. “I’ll show you. But be careful. This is a perfect place for snakes.”


That he’d already surmised. Sixty years of exploring rural Utah had taught him respect for both the land and its inhabitants.


Fifty feet farther inside forms rose from the shadows. He counted three wagons. Broad-wheeled. Maybe ten feet long, five wide. And tall, the bows and cylindrical canvas covers long gone. He stepped close and tested one. Solid wood, save for iron rims on the wheels, encrusted with corrosion. Teams of four to six horses would have drawn them, or sometimes mules and oxen.


“Vintage 19th century,” the superintendent said. “I know something about them. The desert air, and being sealed inside here, helped with their preservation. They’re intact, which is rare.”


He approached and saw the beds were empty.


“They would have come in through the opening,” the superintendent said. “So it had to be much larger.”


“There’s more,” the secretary said.


He followed a beam of light into the darkness and spotted rubble. Pieces of more wagons, piled high.


“They destroyed them,” the superintendent said. “My guess is there were maybe twenty or more before they started hacking them up.”


Twenty-two, actually. But he said nothing. Instead, he followed the superintendent around the debris pile where their lights revealed skeletons. He approached, loose gravel crunching like dry snow beneath his boots, and counted three, noticing immediately how they died.


Bullet holes to the skull.


Scraps of their clothes remained, as did two leather hats.


The superintendent motioned with his light. “This one lived a little longer.”


He saw a fourth victim, lying against the cavern wall. No hole to the skull. Instead the rib cage was shattered.


“Shot to the chest,” the superintendent said. “But he lived long enough to write this.”


The light revealed writing on the wall, like petroglyphs he’d seen in caverns in other parts of Utah.


He bent down and read the broken script.


FJELDSTED HYDE WOODRUFF EGAN
DAMNATION TO THE PROPHET
FORGET US NOT


He instantly realized the significance of the surnames.


But only he, one of the twelve apostles of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints, would know their identity.


“It was the reference to the prophet that caused us to call you,” the secretary said.


He gathered himself and stood. “You’re right. These men were Saints.”


“That was our thought, too.”


Throughout human history God had always dealt with His children through prophets. Men like Noah, Abraham, and Moses. In 1830, Joseph Smith had been anointed by heaven as a latter-day prophet to restore a fullness of the gospel in preparation for the second coming of Christ. So Smith founded a new church. Seventeen men since then had each taken the title of prophet and president. Every one of those seventeen had risen from the Quorum of Twelve Apostles, which stood just below the prophet in the church hierarchy.


His plan was to become the eighteenth.


And this discovery might just help.


He gazed around the cavern and imagined what had happened here in 1857.


Everything about this place fit the legend.


Only now it had been proven true.





FOUR
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COPENHAGEN, DENMARK


8:40 P.M.


MALONE PILOTED THE BOAT WHILE LUKE DANIELS, HIS CLOTHES soaked from the end of his skydive, kept low to avoid the briskness that raced across the windscreen.


“You a regular jumper?” he asked.


“I’ve got over a hundred in the logbook, but I haven’t landed in the water for a while.”


The younger man pointed at Kirk, who sat huddled near the stern, and yelled over the motor’s roar, “You’re a pain in my ass.”


“Care to tell me why?” Malone asked.


“What did Stephanie tell you?”


Good move, answering a question with a question. “Just that an agent is missing and this guy may know where he is.”


“That’s right. And this one here ran like a scalded dog.”


“And why is that?”


“ ’Cause he’s a snitch. And nobody likes a snitch.” Luke faced Kirk. “When we get to shore you and I are goin’ to have a chat.”


Kirk said nothing.


Luke stepped closer but stayed down out of the wind, knees flexed in response to the pitch and pound. “Tell me, Pappy, are you really as good as everyone says you are?”


“I ain’t as good as I once was, but I’m as good once as I ever was.”


“You know the song. I love Toby Keith. Saw him in concert about five years ago. Didn’t take you for a country music man.”


“I’m not sure how to take you.”


“Just a humble servant of the U.S. government.”


“That’s my line.”


“I know. Stephanie told me to say that.”


“You understand,” he said, “that plane of yours was about to be sprayed with automatic rifle fire. Charging so low was foolish.”


“I saw the rifle. But he was standing on a swaying boat, and it looked like you needed help.”


“Are you always that reckless?”


He throttled the engine back as they approached the Copenhagen waterfront.


“You got to admit, that was pretty cool flying. Those wheels weren’t, what, six feet off the water.”


“I’ve seen better.”


Luke grabbed his chest in mock pain. “Oh, Pappy, you cut me to the core. I know you were once a navy top gun. A fighter jock. But give me a morsel. Somethin’. After all, I saved your hide.”


“Really now? Is that what you did?”


In another life Malone had worked as one of Stephanie Nelle’s original twelve agents at the Magellan Billet. He was a Georgetown-trained lawyer and a former navy commander. Forty-seven years old now. But he still had his hair, his nerve, and a sharp mind. His sturdy frame bore the scars of being wounded several times in the line of duty, which was one reason why he’d retired early three years ago. Now he owned an old-book shop in Copenhagen, where he was supposed to stay out of trouble.


“Go ahead. Admit it,” Luke said. “It was going to be tough to get away from those guys. I saved your ass.”


He cut the engine and they eased past the Danish royal residence, then the pier at Nyhavn, swinging starboard into a placid canal. He docked just beyond the Christiansborg Palace near a spate of outdoor cafés where loud patrons were eating, drinking, smoking. The crowded square fifty yards away was Højbro Plads. Home.


The engine quit and he turned, swinging a right uppercut that slammed into Luke’s jaw, dropping the agent to the deck. The youngster shook off the blow and sprang to his feet, ready for a fight.


“First off,” Malone said. “Don’t call me Pappy. Second, I don’t like your cocksure attitude, it can get people killed. Third, who were those men trying to kill us? And, finally”—he pointed at Kirk—“who the hell is he snitching on?”


He caught the look in the younger man’s eyes, which said, I so want to jostle with you.


But there was something else.


Restraint.


Not a single one of his questions had been answered. He was being played and didn’t like it. “Is there really a man missing?”


“Damn right. And this guy can show us the way.”


“Give me your phone.”


“How do you know I have one?”


“It’s in your back pocket. I saw it. Magellan Billet issue. One hundred percent waterproof, which they weren’t in my day.”


Luke found the unit and unlocked it.


“Call Stephanie.”


The number was entered.


He gripped the phone and said, “Take Kirk and wait over by that café. I need to speak with her in private.”


“I’m not real keen on takin’ orders from retired guys.”


“Call it repayment for fishing you out of the water. Now go.”


He waited for an answer to his call and watched as Luke and Kirk hopped from the boat. He wasn’t an idiot. He realized that his ex-boss had schooled this upstart on how to handle him. Probably told him to push, but not push him away. Otherwise a hotshot like Luke Daniels would have been all over him. But that would have been okay. He hadn’t had a good fight in a while.


“How long did it take before you punched him?” Stephanie asked after the fifth ring.


“I actually waited a little longer than I should have. And I just killed two bad guys.”


He told her what had happened.


“Cotton, I get it. You don’t have a dog in this fight. But I really do have a missing man, who has a wife and three kids. I need to find him.”


She knew what would work on him.


He spotted Kirk and Luke fifty yards away. He should have waited until they were inside his bookshop to make the call, but he was anxious to know the situation so he kept his voice low, turning back toward the canal away from the cafés.


“Barry Kirk knows things,” she said in his ear. “I need him debriefed, then help me out here. You and Luke go find my agent.”


“Is this frat boy you sent any good?”


“Actually, he never went to college. But if he had, I assure you he wouldn’t have been in any fraternity. Not the type.”


He figured Luke was maybe twenty-seven, twenty-eight, probably ex-military, as Stephanie liked to draw from their ranks. But his lack of respect and reckless moves seemed contrary to any form of institutionalized discipline.


And he wasn’t a lawyer.


But he knew Stephanie had been gradually relaxing that rule for her agents.


“I imagine he’s a handful,” he said into the phone.


“To say the least. But he’s good. Which is why I tolerate his … overconfidence. Kind of like someone else who once worked for me.”


“Those men were right there,” he said to her. “On the water. Ready for us. That means either they were lucky, Johnny-on-the-spot, or somebody knew you called me. Did your missing man know where Kirk was headed?”


“No. We told Kirk to head to Sweden.”


He knew she was asking herself the same question.


How did those men know to be there?


“I assume you’re only going to tell me what you think I need to know.”


“You know the drill. This isn’t your operation. Just see about my man, then you’re done.”


“I’ll handle it.”


He ended the call, hopped onto shore, and walked toward Luke, saying, “You got yourself a partner for the night.”


“Do you have a pad and pen I could borrow so I can take notes on what I learn?”


“You always such a smart-ass?”


“You always so warm and friendly?”


“Somebody’s got to see to it the kids don’t get hurt.”


“You don’t have to worry about me, Pappy. I can take care of myself.”


“Thought I told you not to call me that.”


Luke’s back straightened. “Yeah. I heard you. And I gave you, per my orders, one free punch. There won’t be any more freebies.”


His green eyes threw the kid a challenge.


Which seemed to be accepted.


But not now. Maybe later.


He pointed at Kirk. “Let’s hear what this snitch has to say.”





FIVE
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ATLANTA, GEORGIA


2:45 P.M.


STEPHANIE NELLE GLANCED AT HER WATCH. HER DAY HAD started at 6:00 A.M.—noon in Denmark—and it was far from over. Of her twelve agents, nine were currently on assignment. The other three were cycled off on downtime. Contrary to spy novels and action movies, agents did not work twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. Most had spouses and children, lives outside of work. Which was good. The job was stressful enough without compounding it with maniacal obsession.


She’d founded the Magellan Billet sixteen years ago. This was her baby, and she’d nursed it through both adolescence and puberty. Now it was a fully grown intelligence team, credited with some of America’s most recent successes.


Right now, though, only one thought filled her mind.


The agent missing in Denmark.


She glanced at the clock on the corner of her desk and realized she’d skipped both breakfast and lunch. Her stomach was growling so she decided to grab a bite in the building’s cafeteria, three floors below.


She left her office.


Everything was quiet.


By design, the Magellan Billet was sparsely staffed. Besides her twelve operatives, the division employed five office staff and three aides. She’d insisted it be kept small. Fewer eyes and ears meant fewer leaks. Never had the Billet’s security been compromised. None of the original twelve agents remained on the payroll—Malone was the last to leave four years ago. On average she replaced a person a year. But she’d been lucky. All of her recruits had been excellent, her administrative problems few and far between.


She exited through the main door and walked toward the elevators.


The building was located in a quiet north Atlanta office park, home also to divisions of the Departments of the Interior and Health and Human Services. At her insistence the Magellan Billet had been intentionally tucked away, nondescript letters on its door announcing JUSTICE DEPARTMENT TASK FORCE.


She pressed the button and waited for the elevator to arrive.


The doors opened and a thin man, with a long sharp face and bushy silver hair, strolled out.


Edwin Davis.


Like her, he was career civil service, starting two decades ago at the State Department where three secretaries had used him to whip their ailing departments into line. He possessed a doctorate in international relations and was blessed with an uncanny political sense. A folksy, courteous man people tended to underestimate, he’d been working as a deputy national security adviser when President Danny Daniels elevated him to White House chief of staff.


She instantly wondered what was important enough for Davis to fly five hundred miles from Washington, D.C., unannounced. Her boss was the U.S. attorney general, and protocol mandated that he be included in any chain of communication from the White House.


Yet that had not happened.


Was this business? Or a social call? Davis was a close friend. They’d endured a lot together.


“Were you going somewhere?” he asked.


“To the cafeteria.”


“We’ll both go.”


“Am I going to regret this?”


“Possibly. But it has to be done.”


“You realize the last time you and I stood right here, at this same spot, and had a conversation just like this, we both were almost killed.”


“But we won that fight.”


She smiled. “That we did.”


They descended to the cafeteria and found an empty table. She munched on carrot sticks and sipped cranberry juice while Davis downed a bottled water. Her appetite had vanished.


“How is the president?” she asked.


She and Danny Daniels had not spoken in three months.


“He’s looking forward to retirement.”


Daniels’ second term ended soon. His political career was over. But he’d had quite a ride from a small-town Tennessee councilman to two terms as president of the United States. Along the way, though, he lost both a daughter and a wife.


“He’d like to hear from you,” Davis said.


And she’d like to call. But it was better this way. At least until his term was over. “I will. When the time is right.”


She and Daniels had discovered that feelings existed between them, an attachment perhaps born from the many battles they’d endured. Neither of them was sure of anything. But he was still the president of the United States. Her boss. And it was better they keep some distance. “You didn’t come here just to pass that message along. So get to the point, Edwin.”


A crease of amusement touched her friend’s face. She knew he was nearly old enough for Social Security, but his youthful physique cast the pose of a much younger man.


“I understand you’ve drawn some interest from Capitol Hill.”


That she had.


Six written requests for classified data from the Senate Committee on Appropriations had arrived last week. Which wasn’t uncommon. Congress routinely sought information from the intelligence community. If the particular department or agency was uncooperative, the “requests” were followed by subpoenas, which could not be ignored without a court fight. Public brawls over classified information were rare. Congress had to be placated. After all, they held the purse strings. So usually disputes were privately compromised. These six, though, had not left room for negotiation.


“They want anything and everything to do with my agency,” she said. “Top-to-bottom. Financial, field reports, internal analysis, you name it. That’s unprecedented, Edwin. Nearly all of that stuff is classified. I passed it on to the attorney general.”


“Who passed it to me. I’ve come to tell you that those requests relate to that favor I asked of you on Josepe Salazar.”


Six months ago a call from Davis had started a Billet inquiry into Salazar. The White House wanted a complete dossier, including all financial, business, and political associations. From the cradle to the present. Salazar held both a Danish and a Spanish passport, thanks to his parents who’d hailed from different countries. He lived half of the year in Spain, the other in Denmark. He was an international businessman who’d turned over everyday control of his multibillion-euro ventures to others so he could devote himself solely to his duties as an elder in the Mormon church. By all accounts he was devout, possessed no criminal record, and had lived an exemplary life. That he’d earned the attention of the White House had raised a multitude of questions in her mind. But being the loyal public servant she was, she hadn’t asked a single one.


A mistake.


Which she’d finally realized three days ago, when her man sent to Europe to compile the Salazar dossier disappeared.


And even more so after just talking with Malone.


“My agent working on Salazar has disappeared,” she said. “I’ve got people on the ground, right now, tracking him down. What have you gotten me into, Edwin?”


“I had no idea. What happened?”


“The situation escalated. One of Salazar’s associates, a guy named Barry Kirk, made contact with my man. He had inside information and even claimed that his boss might have killed someone. We couldn’t ignore that. We now have Kirk in custody, though two of Salazar’s men were killed in the process. Cotton shot them.”


“How’d you manage to get him involved?”


Davis and Malone had worked together before, too.


“He was nearby and doesn’t like our men going missing, either.”


“There’s a connection between Josepe Salazar and Senator Thaddeus Rowan.”


“And you’re just now telling me this?”


Rowan was chairman of the Senate Committee on Appropriations. All six of the requests for information bore his signature.


“It wasn’t my idea to withhold it.”


She knew what that meant. Only one person could overrule the White House chief of staff.


“The president should understand that you can’t hold back information and expect me to do my job,” she said. “This has become a circus. One of our own could be dead.”


He nodded. “I realize that.”


But there was something else.


True, she had two assets on the ground—Luke and her missing man. Malone had now joined the fray, at least for the night, making for three.


But there was actually a fourth.


One she hadn’t mentioned to Malone.





SIX
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KALUNDBORG, DENMARK


8:50 P.M.


SALAZAR SMILED AS HE ENTERED THE RESTAURANT AND SPOTTED his dinner companion. He was late but had called and asked that his apologies be passed on, along with a glass of whatever his guest might like to enjoy.


“I am so sorry,” he said to Cassiopeia Vitt. “Some important matters detained me.”


They were childhood friends, he two years her senior, their parents lifelong companions. In their twenties they’d become close, dating five years before Cassiopeia apparently realized that the attraction between them may have been more for their parents’ benefit than her own.


Or at least that’s what she told him at the time.


But he knew better.


What really drove them apart was more fundamental.


He was born a member of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. So was she. That meant everything to him, but not so much to her.
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