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History is the distillation of evidence surviving the past.


—OSCAR HANDLIN, Truth in History (1979)





Since the first Adam who beheld the night and the day and the shape of his own hand, men have made up stories and have fixed in stone, in metal, or on parchment whatever the world includes or dreams create. Here is the fruit of their labor: the Library . . . The faithless say that if it were to burn, history would burn with it. They are wrong. Unceasing human work gave birth to this infinity of books. If of them all not even one remained, man would again beget each page and every line.





—JORGE LUIS BORGES,


regarding the Library of Alexandria





Libraries are the memory of mankind.


—JOHANN WOLFGANG VON GOETHE





PROLOGUE


Palestine


April 1948





George Haddad’s patience ended as he glared at the man bound to the chair. Like himself, his prisoner possessed the swarthy skin, aquiline nose, and deep-set brown eyes of a Syrian or a Lebanese. But there was something about this man Haddad simply did not like.


‘I’ll only ask one more time. Who are you?’


Haddad’s soldiers had caught the stranger three hours ago, just before dawn. He’d been walking alone, unarmed. Which was foolish. Ever since the British decided last November to partition Palestine into two states, one Arab, the other Jewish, war had raged between the two sides. Yet this fool had walked straight into an Arab stronghold, offering no resistance, and had not said anything since being bound to the chair.


‘Did you hear me, imbecile? I asked who you are.’ Haddad spoke in Arabic, which the man clearly understood.


‘I’m a Guardian.’


The answer meant nothing to him. ‘What’s that?’


‘We’re keepers of knowledge.’


He was not in the mood for riddles. Just yesterday the Jewish underground had attacked a nearby village. Forty Palestinian men and women had been herded into a quarry and shot. Nothing unusual. Arabs were being systematically murdered and expelled. Land that their families had occupied for sixteen hundred years was being confiscated. The nakba, the catastrophe, was happening. Haddad needed to be out fighting the enemy, not listening to nonsense.


‘We’re all keepers of knowledge,’ he made clear. ‘Mine is how to wipe from the face of this earth every Zionist I can find.’


‘Which is why I’ve come. War is not necessary.’


This man was an idiot. ‘Are you blind? Jews are flooding this place. We’re being crushed. War is all we have left.’


‘You underestimate Jewish resolve. They’ve survived for centuries and will continue.’


‘This land is ours. We shall win.’


‘There are things more powerful than bullets that can provide you victory.’


‘That’s right. Bombs. And we have plenty of those. We’ll crush every one of you thieving Zionists.’


‘I’m not a Zionist.’


The declaration came in a quiet tone, then the man went silent. Haddad realized that he needed to end this interrogation. No time for dead ends.


‘I’ve come from the library to speak with Kamal Haddad,’ the man finally said.


His rage bowed to confusion. ‘That’s my father.’


‘I was told he lived in this village.’


His father had been an academic, schooled in Palestinian history, teaching at the college in Jerusalem. A man big in voice and laugh, body and heart, he’d recently acted as an emissary between the Arabs and the British, trying to stop the massive Jewish immigration and prevent the nakba. His efforts had failed.


‘My father is dead.’


For the first time he spied concern in the prisoner’s barren eyes. ‘I was not aware.’


Haddad retrieved a memory he’d wanted to forever dismiss. ‘Two weeks ago he ate the end of a rifle and blew off the back of his head. He left a note that said he couldn’t bear to watch the destruction of his homeland. He thought himself responsible for not stopping the Zionists.’ Haddad brought the revolver he now held close to the Guardian’s face. ‘Why did you need my father?’


‘He’s the one to whom my information must be passed. He’s the invitee.’


Anger built. ‘What are you talking about?’


‘Your father was a man due great respect. He was learned, entitled to share in our knowledge. That’s why I came, to invite him to share.’


The man’s calm voice hit Haddad like a pail of water dousing a flame. ‘Share what?’


The Guardian shook his head. ‘That’s only for him.’


‘He’s dead.’


‘Which means another invitee will be chosen.’


What was this man rambling about? Haddad had captured many Jewish prisoners – torturing them to learn what he could, then shooting what of them remained. Before the nakba Haddad had been an olive farmer, but like his father, he was drawn to academics and wanted to pursue further studies. That was now impossible. The state of Israel was being established, its borders carved from ancient Arab land, the Jews apparently being compensated by the world for the Holocaust. And all at the expense of the people of Palestine.


He nestled the barrel of the gun between the man’s eyes. ‘I just made myself the invitee. Speak your knowledge.’


The man’s eyes seemed to penetrate him and, for a moment, a strange uneasiness overtook him. This emissary had clearly faced dilemmas before. Haddad admired courage.


‘You fight a war that is not necessary, against an enemy that is misinformed,’ the man said.


‘What in God’s name are you talking about?’


‘That’s for the next invitee to know.’


Midmorning was approaching. Haddad needed sleep. From this prisoner he’d hoped to learn the identity of some of the Jewish underground, perhaps even the monsters who’d slaughtered those people yesterday. The cursed British were supplying the Zionists with rifles and tanks. For years the British had made it illegal for Arabs to own weapons, which had placed them at a severe disadvantage. True, Arabs came with more numbers, but the Jews were better prepared, and Haddad feared the outcome of this war would be the legitimacy of the state of Israel.


He stared back at a hard, unbending expression, into eyes that never drifted from his, and he knew that his prisoner was prepared to die. Killing had become much easier for him over the past few months. Jewish atrocities helped ease what little of his conscience remained. Only nineteen, and his heart had turned to stone.


But war was war.


So he pulled the trigger.




PART ONE
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Copenhagen, Denmark


Tuesday, October 4, The Present


1:45 am





Cotton Malone stared straight into the face of trouble. Outside his bookshop’s open front door stood his ex-wife, the last person on earth he’d expected to see. He quickly registered panic in her tired eyes, remembered the pounding that had awoken him a few minutes before, and instantly thought of his son.


‘Where’s Gary?’ he asked.


‘You son of a bitch. They took him. Because of you. They took him.’ She lunged forward, her closed fists crashing down onto his shoulders. ‘You sorry son of a bitch.’ He grabbed her wrists and stopped the attack as she started crying. ‘I left you because of this. I thought this kind of thing was over.’


‘Who took Gary?’ More sobs were his answer. He kept hold of her arms. ‘Pam. Listen to me. Who took Gary?’


She stared at him. ‘How the hell am I supposed to know?’


‘What are you doing here? Why didn’t you go to the police?’


‘Because they said not to. They said if I went anywhere near the police, Gary was dead. They said they would know, and I believed them.’


‘Who’s they?’


She wrenched her arms free, her face flooded with anger. ‘I don’t know. All they said was for me to wait two days, then come here and give you this.’ She rummaged through her shoulder bag and produced a phone. Tears continued to rain down her cheeks. ‘They said for you to go online and open your e-mail.’


Had he heard right? Go online and open your e-mail?


He flipped open the phone and checked the frequency. Enough megahertz to make it world-capable. Which made him wonder. Suddenly he felt vulnerable. Højbro Plads was quiet. At this late hour no one roamed the city square.


His senses came alive.


‘Get inside.’ And he yanked her into the shop and closed the door. He hadn’t switched on any lights.


‘What is it?’ she asked, her voice shredded by fear.


He faced her. ‘I don’t know, Pam. You tell me. Our son has apparently been taken by God-knows-who, and you wait two days before telling a soul about it? That didn’t strike you as insane?’


‘I wasn’t going to jeopardize his life.’


‘And I would? How have I ever done that?’


‘By being you,’ she said in a frigid tone, and he instantly recalled why he no longer lived with her.


A thought occurred to him. She’d never been to Denmark. ‘How did you find me?’


‘They told me.’


‘Who the hell is they?’


‘I don’t know, Cotton. Two men. Only one did the talking. Tall, dark-haired, flat face.’


‘American?’


‘How would I know?’


‘How did he speak?’


She seemed to catch hold of herself. ‘No. Not American. They had accents. European.’


He motioned with the phone. ‘What am I supposed to do with this?’


‘He said to open your e-mail and it would be explained.’


She glanced nervously around at the shelves cast in shadows. ‘Upstairs, right?’


Gary would have told her he lived over the store. He certainly hadn’t. They’d spoken only once since he’d retired from the Justice Department and left Georgia last year, and that had been two months back, in August, when he’d brought Gary home after their summer visit. She’d coldly told him that Gary was not his natural son. Instead the boy was the product of an affair from sixteen years ago, her response to his own infidelity. He’d wrestled with that demon ever since and had not, as yet, come to terms with its implications. One thing he’d decided at the time – he had no intention of ever speaking to Pam Malone again. Whatever needed to be said would be said between him and Gary.


But things seemed to have changed.


‘Yeah,’ he said. ‘Upstairs.’





They entered his apartment, and he sat at the desk. He switched on his laptop and waited for the programs to boot. Pam had finally grabbed hold of her emotions. She was like that. Her moods ran in waves. Soaring highs and cavernous lows. She was a lawyer, like him, but where he’d worked for the government, she handled high-stakes trials for Fortune 500 companies that could afford to pay her firm’s impressive fees. When she’d first gone to law school he’d thought the decision a reflection of him, a way for them to share a life together. Later he’d learned it was a way for her to gain independence.


That was Pam.


The laptop was ready. He accessed his mailbox.


Empty.


‘Nothing here.’


Pam rushed toward him. ‘What do you mean? He said to open your e-mail.’


‘That was two days ago. And by the way, how did you get here?’


‘They had a ticket, already bought.’


He couldn’t believe what he was hearing. ‘Are you nuts? What you did was give them a two-day head start.’


‘Don’t you think I know that?’ she yelled. ‘You think I’m a complete idiot? They told me my phones were tapped and I was being watched. If I varied from their instructions, even a little, Gary was dead. They showed me a picture.’ She caught herself and tears flowed anew. ‘His eyes . . . oh, his eyes.’ She broke down again. ‘He was scared.’


His chest throbbed and his temples burned. He’d intentionally left behind a life of daily danger to find something new. Had that life now hunted him down? He grabbed the edge of the desk. It would do no good for both of them to fall apart. If whoever they were wanted Gary dead, then he was already. No. Gary was a bargaining chip – a way to apparently gain his undivided attention.


The laptop dinged.


His gaze shot to the screen’s lower-right corner: RECEIVING MAIL. Then he saw GREETINGS appear on the FROM line and YOUR SON’S LIFE noted as the subject. He maneuvered the cursor and opened the e-mail.





YOU HAVE SOMETHING I WANT. THE ALEXANDRIA LINK. YOU HID IT AND YOU’RE THE ONLY PERSON ON EARTH WHO KNOWS WHERE TO FIND IT. GO GET IT. YOU HAVE 72 HOURS. WHEN YOU HAVE IT, HIT THE NUMBER 2 BUTTON ON THE PHONE. IF I DON’T HEAR FROM YOU AT THE END OF 72 HOURS, YOU WILL BE CHILDLESS. IF DURING THAT TIME YOU SCREW WITH ME, YOUR SON WILL LOSE A VITAL APPENDAGE. 72 HOURS. FIND IT AND WE’LL TRADE.





Pam was standing behind him. ‘What’s the Alexandria Link?’


He said nothing. He couldn’t. He was indeed the only person on earth who knew, and he’d given his word.


‘Whoever sent that message knows all about it. What is it?’


He stared at the screen and knew there’d be no way to trace the message. The sender, like himself, surely knew how to use black holes – computer servers that randomly routed e-mails through an electronic maze. Not impossible to follow, but difficult.


He stood from the chair and ran a hand through his hair. He’d meant to get a haircut yesterday. He worked the sleep from his shoulders and sucked a few deep breaths. He’d earlier slipped on a pair of jeans and a long-sleeved shirt that hung open, exposing a gray undershirt, and he was suddenly chilled by fear.


‘Dammit, Cotton—’


‘Pam, shut up. I have to think. You’re not helping.’


‘I’m not helping? What the—’


The cell phone rang. Pam lunged for it, but he cut her off and said, ‘Leave it.’


‘What do you mean? It could be Gary.’


‘Get real.’


He scooped up the phone after the third ring and pushed TALK.


‘Took long enough,’ the male voice said in his ear. He caught a Dutch accent. ‘And please, no if-you-hurt-that-boy-I’m-going-to-kill-you bravado. Neither one of us has the time. Your seventy-two hours have already started.’


Malone stayed silent, but he recalled something he learned long ago. Never let the other side set the bargain. ‘Stick it up your ass. I’m not going anywhere.’


‘You take a lot of risks with your son’s life.’


‘I see Gary. I talk to him. Then, I go.’


‘Take a look outside.’


He rushed to the window. Four stories down Højbro Plads was still quiet, except for two figures standing on the far side of the cobbled expanse.


Both silhouettes shouldered weapons.


Grenade launchers.


‘Don’t think so,’ the voice said in his ear.


Two projectiles shot through the night and obliterated the windows below him.


Both exploded.
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Vienna, Austria


2:12 am





The occupant of the Blue Chair watched as one car deposited two occupants under a lighted porte cochere. Not a limousine or anything overtly pretentious, just a European sedan of muted color, a common sight on busy Austrian roads. The perfect means of transportation to avoid attention from terrorists, criminals, police, and inquisitive reporters. One more car arrived and deposited its passengers, then headed off to wait among the dark trees in a paved lot. Two more appeared a few minutes later. The Blue Chair, satisfied, left his second-floor bedchamber and descended to ground level.


The meeting convened in the usual place.


Five gilded, straight-backed armchairs rested atop a Hungarian carpet in a wide circle. The chairs were identical except for one, which sported a royal blue scarf across its cushioned back. Next to each chair stood a gilded table that supported a bronze lamp, a writing pad, and a crystal bell. To the left of the circle a fire bristled inside a stone hearth, its light dancing nervously across the ceiling murals.


A man occupied each chair.


They were designated in descending order of seniority. Two of the men still possessed their hair and health. Three were balding and frail. All were at least seventy years old and dressed in sedate suits, their dark chesterfields and gray homburgs hanging on brass racks off to one side. Behind each stood another man, younger – the Chair’s successor, present to listen and learn but not to be heard. The rules were long-standing. Five Chairs, four Shadows. The Blue Chair was in charge.


‘I apologize for the late hour, but some disturbing information arrived a few hours ago.’ The Blue Chair’s voice was strained and wispy. ‘Our latest venture may be in jeopardy.’


‘Exposure?’ Chair Two asked.


‘Perhaps.’


Chair Three sighed. ‘Can the problem be solved?’


‘I think so. But prompt action is needed.’


‘I cautioned we should not interfere in this,’ Chair Two sternly reminded, shaking his head. ‘Things should have been allowed to run their natural course.’


Chair Three agreed, as he had at the previous meeting. ‘Perhaps this is a signal that we should leave well enough alone. A lot can be said about the natural order of things.’


The Blue Chair shook his head. ‘Our last vote was contrary to such a course. The decision has been made, so we must adhere to it.’ He paused. ‘The situation requires attention.’


‘Completion would involve tact and skill,’ Chair Three said. ‘Undue attention would defeat the purpose. If we intend to press forward, then I recommend we grant die Klauen der Adler full authority to act.’


The Talons of the Eagle.


Two others nodded.


‘I’ve already done that,’ the Blue Chair said. ‘I called this gathering because my earlier, unilateral action required ratification.’


A motion was made, hands raised.


Four to one, the matter was approved.


The Blue Chair was pleased.
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Copenhagen





Malone’s building shook like an earthquake and swelled with a rush of heat that soared up through the stairwell. He dove for Pam and together they slammed into a threadbare rug that covered the plank floor. He shielded her as another explosion rocked the foundation and more flames surged their way.


He gazed out the doorway.


Fires raged below.


Smoke billowed upward in an ever-darkening cloud.


He came to his feet and darted to the window. The two men were gone. Flames licked the night. He realized what had happened. They’d torched the lower floors. The idea wasn’t to kill them.


‘What’s happening?’ Pam screamed.


He ignored her and raised the window. Smoke was rapidly conquering the air inside.


‘Come on,’ he said, and he hustled into the bedroom.


He reached beneath the bed and yanked out the rucksack he always kept ready, even in retirement, just as he’d done for twelve years as a Magellan Billet agent. Inside was his passport, a thousand euros, spare identification, a change of clothes, and his Beretta with ammunition. His influential friend Henrik Thorvaldsen had only recently re-obtained the gun from the Danish police – confiscated when Malone had become involved with the Knights Templar a few months back.


He shouldered the bag and slipped his feet into a pair of running shoes. No time to tie the laces. Smoke consumed the bedroom. He opened both windows, which helped.


‘Stay here,’ he said.


He held his breath and trotted through the den to the stairwell. Four stories opened up below. The ground floor housed his bookshop, the second and third floors were for storage, the fourth held his apartment. The first and third floors were ablaze. Heat scorched his face and forced him to retreat. Incendiary grenades. Had to be.


He rushed back to the bedroom.


‘No way out from the stairs. They made sure of that.’


Pam was huddled next to the window gulping air and coughing. He brushed past her and poked his head out. His bedroom sat in a corner. The building next door, which housed a jeweler and a clothing store, was a story lower, the roof flat and lined with brick parapets that, he’d been told, dated from the seventeenth century. He glanced up. Above the window ran an oversized cornice that jutted outward and wrapped the front and side of his building.


Someone would surely have called the fire and rescue squads, but he wasn’t going to wait around for a ladder.


Pam started coughing harder, and he was having trouble breathing himself. He turned her head. ‘Look up there,’ he said, pointing at the cornice. ‘Grab hold and move yourself to the side of the building. You can drop from there onto the roof next door.’


Her eyes went wide. ‘Are you nuts? We’re four floors up.’


‘Pam, this building could blow. There are natural gas lines. Those grenades were designed to start a fire. They didn’t shoot one into this floor because they want us to get out.’


She didn’t seem to register what he was saying.


‘We have to leave before the police and fire rescue get here.’


‘They can help.’


‘You want to spend the next eight hours answering questions? We only have seventy-two.’


She seemed to instantly comprehend his logic and stared up at the cornice. ‘I can’t, Cotton.’ For the first time her voice carried no edge.


‘Gary needs us. We have to go. Watch me, then do exactly as I do.’


He shouldered the rucksack and wiggled himself out the window. He gripped the cornice, the coarse stone warm but thin enough that his fingers acquired a solid hold. He dangled by his arms and worked his way, hand over hand, toward the corner. A few more feet, around the corner, and he dropped to the flat roof next door.


He hustled back to the front of the building and peered upward. Pam was still in the window. ‘Come on, do it. Just like I did.’


She hesitated.


An explosion ripped through the third floor. Glass from the windows showered Højbro Plads. Flames raked the darkness. Pam recoiled back inside. A mistake. A second later her head emerged and she hacked out violent coughs.


‘You have to come now!’ he yelled.


She finally seemed to accept that there was no choice. As he’d done, she curled herself out the window and grabbed the cornice. Then she leveraged her body out and hung from her arms.


He saw that her eyes were closed. ‘You don’t have to look. Just move your hands, one at a time.’


She did.


Eight feet of cornice stretched between where he stood and where she was struggling. But she was doing okay. One hand over the other. Then he saw figures below. In the square. The two men were back, this time with rifles.


He whipped the rucksack around and plunged a hand inside, finding his Beretta.


He fired twice at the figures fifty feet below. The retorts banged off the buildings lining the square in sharp echoes.


‘Why are you shooting?’ Pam asked.


‘Keep coming.’


Another shot and the men below scattered.


Pam found the corner. He gave her a quick glance. ‘Move around and pull yourself my way.’


He searched the darkness but did not see the gunmen. Pam was maneuvering, one hand clamped onto the cornice, the other groping for a hold.


Then she lost her grip.


And fell.


He reached out, gun still in his hand, and managed to catch her. But they both crumpled to the roof. She was breathing hard. So was he.


The cell phone rang.


He crawled for the rucksack, found the phone, and flipped it open.


‘Enjoy yourself?’ the same voice from before asked.


‘Any reason you had to blow up my shop?’


‘You’re the one who said he wasn’t leaving.’


‘I want to talk to Gary.’


‘I make the rules. You’ve already used up thirty-six minutes of your seventy-two hours. I’d get moving. Your son’s life depends on it.’


The line went silent.


Sirens were approaching. He grabbed the rucksack and sprang to his feet. ‘We have to go.’


‘Who was that?’


‘Our problem.’


‘Who was that?’


A sudden fury enveloped him. ‘I have no idea.’


‘What is it he wants?’


‘Something I can’t give him.’


‘What do you mean you can’t? Gary’s life depends on it. Look around. He blew up your store.’


‘Gee, Pam, I wouldn’t have known that if you hadn’t pointed it out.’


He turned to leave.


She grabbed him. ‘Where are we going?’


‘To get answers.’
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Dominick Sabre stood at the east end of Højbro Plads and watched Cotton Malone’s bookshop burn. Fluorescent yellow fire trucks were already positioned, and water was being spewed into the flame-filled windows.


So far, so good. Malone was on the move. Order from chaos. His motto. His life.


‘They’ve come down from the building next door,’ the voice said through his radio earpiece.


‘Where did they go?’ he whispered into the lapel mike.


‘To Malone’s car.’


Right on target.


Firelighters scampered across the square, dragging more hoses, seemingly intent on making sure the flames did not spread. The fire seemed to be enjoying itself. Rare books apparently burned with enthusiasm. Malone’s building would soon be ash.


‘Is everything else in place?’ he asked the man standing beside him, one of the two Dutchmen he’d hired.


‘I checked myself. Ready to go.’


A lot of planning had gone into what was about to occur. He wasn’t sure success was even possible – the goal was intangible, elusive – but if the trail he was following led somewhere, he would be prepared.


Everything, though, hinged on Malone.





His given name was Harold Earl, and nowhere in any of the background material was there an explanation of where the nickname Cotton had originated. Malone was forty-eight, older than Sabre by eleven years. Like him, though, Malone was American, born in Georgia. His mother a native southerner, his father a career military man, a navy commander whose submarine had sunk when Malone was ten years old. Interestingly, Malone had followed in his father’s footsteps, attending the Naval Academy and flight school, then abruptly changed directions, eventually earning a government-paid law degree. He was transferred to the Judge Advocate General’s corps, where he spent nine years. Thirteen years ago he’d changed direction again and moved to the Justice Department and the newly formed Magellan Billet, which handled some of America’s most sensitive international investigations.


There he remained until last year, retiring early as a full commander, leaving America, moving to Copenhagen, and buying a rare-book shop.


A midlife crisis? Trouble with the government?


Sabre wasn’t sure.


Then there was the divorce. That, he’d studied. Who knew? Malone seemed a puzzle. Though a confirmed bibliophile, nothing in the psychological profiles Sabre had read satisfactorily explained all the radical shifts.


Other tidbits only confirmed his opponent’s competence.


Reasonably fluent in several languages, possessed of no known addictions or phobias, and prone to self-motivation and obsessive dedication, Malone was also blessed with an eidetic memory, which Sabre envied.


Competent, experienced, intelligent. Far different from the fools he’d hired – four Dutchmen with few brains, no morals, and little discipline.





He stayed in the shadows as Højbro Plads crowded with people watching the firefighters go about their job. The night air nipped his face. Fall in Denmark seemed only a quick prelude to winter, and he slipped balled fists inside his jacket pockets.


Torching everything Cotton Malone had worked the past year to achieve had been necessary. Nothing personal. Just business. And if Malone did not deliver exactly what he wanted, he would kill the boy with no hesitation.


The Dutchman beside him – who’d placed the calls to Malone – coughed but continued to stand in silence. One of Sabre’s unbending rules had been made clear from the start. Speak only when addressed. He hadn’t the time or desire for chitchat.


He watched the spectacle for another few minutes. Finally he whispered into the lapel mike, ‘Everyone stay sharp. We know where they’re headed, and you know what to do.’
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4:00 am





Malone parked his car in front of Christiangade, Henrik Thorvaldsen’s mansion that rose on the Danish Zealand east coast adjacent to the Øresund sea. He’d driven the twenty miles north from Copenhagen in the late-model Mazda he kept parked a few blocks from his bookshop, near the Christianburg Slot.


After finding their way down from the roof, he’d watched as firefighters tried to contain the blaze roaring through his building. He’d realized that his books were gone, and if the flames didn’t devour every last one, heat and smoke would do irreparable damage. Watching the scene, he’d fought a rising anger, trying to practice what he’d learned long ago. Never hate your enemy. That clouded judgment. No. He didn’t need to hate. He needed to think.


But Pam was making that difficult.


‘Who lives here?’ she asked.


‘A friend.’


She’d tried to pry information from him on the drive, but he’d offered little, which only seemed to fuel her rage. Before he dealt with her, he needed to communicate with someone else.


The dark house was a genuine specimen of Danish baroque – three stories, built of sandstone-encased brick, and topped with a gracefully curving copper roof. One wing turned inland, the other faced the sea. Three hundred years ago a Thorvaldsen had erected it, after profitably converting tons of worthless peat into fuel to produce glass. More Thorvaldsens lovingly maintained it over the centuries and eventually transformed Adelgade Glasvaerker, with its distinctive symbol of two circles with a line beneath, into Denmark’s premier glassmaker. The modern conglomerate was headed by the current family patriarch, Henrik Thorvaldsen, the man responsible for Malone now living in Denmark.


He strode to the stout front door. A medley of bells reminiscent of a Copenhagen church at high noon announced his presence. He pressed the button again, then pounded. A light flashed on in one of the upper windows. Then another. A few moments later he heard locks release, and the door opened. Though the man staring out at him had certainly been asleep, his copper-colored hair was combed, his face a mask of polished control, his cotton robe wrinkle-free.


Jesper. Thorvaldsen’s head of household.


‘Wake him up,’ Malone said in Danish.


‘And the purpose of such a radical act at four in the morning?’


‘Look at me.’ He was covered in sweat, grime, and soot. ‘Important enough?’


‘I’m inclined to think so.’


‘We’ll wait in the study. I need his computer.’





Malone first found his Danish e-mail account to see if any more messages had been sent, but there was nothing. He’d then accessed the Magellan Billet secured server, using the password that his former boss, Stephanie Nelle, had given him. Though he was retired and no longer on the Justice Department payroll, in return for what he’d done for Stephanie recently in France she’d provided him a direct line of communication. With the time difference – it was still only ten o’clock Monday evening in Atlanta – he knew his message would be routed directly to her.


He glanced up from the computer as Thorvaldsen shuffled into the room. The older Dane had apparently taken the time to dress. His short, stooped frame, the product of a spine that long ago refused to straighten, was concealed by the folds of an oversized sweater the color of a pumpkin. His bushy silver hair lay matted to one side, his eyebrows thick and untamed. Deep lines bracketed the mouth and forehead, and his sallow skin suggested an avoidance of the sun – which Malone knew was the case, as the Dane rarely ventured out. On a continent where old money meant billions, Thorvaldsen was at the top of every wealthiest-people list.


‘What’s happening?’ Thorvaldsen asked.


‘Henrik, this is Pam, my ex-wife.’


Thorvaldsen flashed her a smile. ‘Pleased to meet you.’


‘We don’t have time for this,’ she said, ignoring their host. ‘We need to be seeing about Gary.’


Thorvaldsen faced him. ‘You look awful, Cotton, and she looks anxious.’


‘Anxious?’ Pam said. ‘I just climbed out of a burning building. My son is missing. I’m jet-lagged, and I haven’t eaten in two days.’


‘I’ll have some food prepared.’ Thorvaldsen’s voice stayed flat, as if this kind of thing happened every night.


‘I don’t want food. I want to see about my son.’


Malone told Thorvaldsen what happened in Copenhagen, then said, ‘I’m afraid the building’s gone.’


‘Which is the least of our worries.’


He caught the choice of words and nearly smiled. He liked that about Thorvaldsen. On your side, no matter what.


Pam was pacing like a caged lioness. Malone noticed that she’d lost a few pounds since they’d last spoken. She’d always been slender, with long reddish hair, and time had not darkened the pale tone of her freckled skin. Her clothes were as frayed as her nerves, though overall she carried the same good looks from years ago, when he’d married her soon after joining the navy JAG. That was the thing about Pam – great on the outside – the inside was the problem. Even now her blue eyes, burned red from crying, managed to convey an icy fury. She was an intelligent, sophisticated woman, but at the moment she was confused, dazed, angry, and afraid. None of which, by his estimation, was good.


‘What are you waiting for?’ she spat out.


He glanced at the computer screen. Access into the Billet server had yet to be granted. But since he was no longer active, his request was surely being forwarded directly to Stephanie for approval. He knew that once she saw who was calling she’d immediately log on.


‘Is this what you used to do?’ she asked. ‘People trying to set you on fire. Shooting guns. This is what you did? See what it got us? See where we are?’


‘Mrs Malone,’ Henrik said.


‘Don’t call me that,’ she snapped. ‘I should have changed that last name. Good sense told me to do it in the divorce. But no, I didn’t want my name different from Gary’s. Can’t say a damn thing about his precious father. Not a word. No, Cotton, you’re the man. A king in that boy’s eyes. Damndest thing I’ve ever seen.’


She wanted a fight, and he half wished he had the time to give her one.


The computer dinged. The screen converted to the Billet’s access page.


He typed in the password, and a moment later two-way communication was established. The words KNIGHTS TEMPLAR appeared. Stephanie’s coded introduction. He typed ABBEY DES FONTAINES, the place where he and Stephanie had, a few months ago, found the modern-day remnants of that medieval order. A few seconds later What is it, Cotton? appeared.


He typed in a summary of what had happened. She answered:





We’ve had a breach here. Two months ago. The secured files were accessed.


Care to explain that one?


Not at the moment. We wanted it kept secret. I need to check some things. Sit tight and I’ll be back to you shortly. Where are you?


At your favorite Dane’s house.


Give him my love.





He heard Henrik snicker and knew that, like two divorced parents, Stephanie and Henrik tolerated each other simply for his sake.


‘We’re just going to sit here and wait?’ Pam said. They’d both been reading over Malone’s shoulder.


‘That’s exactly what we’re going to do.’


She stormed for the door. ‘You can. I’m going to do something.’


‘Like what?’ he asked.


‘I’m going to the police.’


She yanked open the door. Jesper stood in the hallway, blocking the way. Pam stared at the chamberlain. ‘Get out of my way.’


Jesper stood firm.


She turned and glared at Henrik. ‘Tell your manservant to move or I’ll move him.’


‘You’re welcome to try,’ Thorvaldsen said.


Malone was glad Henrik had anticipated her foolishness. ‘Pam. My guts are ripped up, just like yours. But there’s zero the police can do. We’re dealing with a pro who’s at least two days ahead of us. To do the best thing for Gary, I need information.’


‘You haven’t shed a tear. Not a hint of surprise, nothing from you at all. Like always.’


He resented that, particularly coming from a woman who just two months ago calmly informed him that he was not their son’s father. He’d come to the conclusion that the revelation meant nothing when it came to how he felt about Gary – the boy was his son and would always be his son – but the lie made a huge difference in what he thought about his ex-wife. Anger surged up his neck. ‘You’ve already messed this up. You should have called me the second it happened. You’re so damn smart, you should have found a way to get in touch with me or with Stephanie. She’s right there in Atlanta. Instead you gave these guys two days. I don’t have the time or the energy to fight you and them. Sit your ass down and shut up.’


She stood rock-still with a brooding silence. Finally she surrendered and sank limply onto a leather couch.


Jesper gently closed the door and remained outside.


‘Tell me one thing,’ Pam said, eyes fixed on the floor, her face stiff as marble.


He knew what she wanted to know. ‘Why can’t I give him what he wants? It’s not that simple.’


‘A boy’s life is at stake.’


‘Not a boy, Pam. Our son.’


She did not reply. Maybe she’d finally realized he was right. Before acting, they needed information. He was stalled. Like the day after law school exams, or when he requested a transfer from the navy to the Magellan Billet, or when he strode into Stephanie Nelle’s office and quit.


Waiting, wishing, wanting, all combined with not knowing.


So he, too, wondered what Stephanie was doing.
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Washington, DC


Monday, October 3


10:30 pm





Stephanie Nelie was glad to be alone. Worry clouded her face, and she did not like anyone, particularly superiors, seeing her concerned. Rarely did she allow herself to be affected by what happened in the field, but the kidnapping of Gary Malone had hit her hard. She was in the capital on business and had just finished a late dinner meeting with the national security adviser. Changes were being proposed by an increasingly moderate Congress to several post-9/11 laws. Support was growing to allow sunset provisions to lapse, so the administration was gearing up for a fight. Yesterday several high-ranking officials had made the Sunday talk-show rounds to denounce the critics, and the morning papers had likewise carried stories fed to them by the administration’s publicity machine. She’d been summoned from Atlanta to help tomorrow with lobbying key senators. Tonight’s gathering had been preparation – a way, she knew, for everyone to learn exactly what she intended to say.


She hated politics.


She’d served three presidents during her tenure with Justice. But the current administration had been, without question, the most difficult to placate. Decidedly right of center and drifting farther to that extreme every day, the President had already won his second term, three years left in office, so he was thinking legacy, and what better epitaph than the man who crushed terrorism?


All of that meant nothing to her.


Presidents came and went.


And since the particular anti-terrorism provisions in jeopardy had actually proven useful, she’d assured the national security adviser that she’d be a good girl in the morning and say all the right things on Capitol Hill.


But that was before Cotton Malone’s son had been taken.





The phone in Thorvaldsen’s study rang with a shrillness that rattled Malone’s nerves.


Henrik answered the call. ‘Good to hear from you, Stephanie. And I send my love, too.’ The Dane smiled at his own facetiousness. ‘Yes. Cotton’s here.’


Malone gripped the phone. ‘Talk to me.’


‘Around Labor Day we noticed a breach in the system that had occurred much earlier. Someone managed a look-see through the secured files – one in particular.’


He knew its identity. ‘Do you understand that by withholding that information you’ve put my son at risk?’


The other end of the phone was silent.


‘Answer me, dammit.’


‘I can’t, Cotton. And you know why. Just tell me what you’re going to do.’


He knew what the inquiry really meant. Was he going to give the voice on the cell phone the Alexandria Link? ‘Why shouldn’t I?’


‘You’re the only one who can answer that question.’


‘What’s worth risking my son’s life? I need to understand the whole story. What I wasn’t told five years ago.’


‘I need to know that, too,’ Stephanie said. ‘I wasn’t briefed, either.’


He’d heard that line before. ‘Don’t screw with me. I’m not in the mood.’


‘On this one I’m shooting straight. They told me nothing. You asked to go in, and I was given the okay to do it. I’ve contacted the Attorney General, so I’ll get answers.’


‘How did anyone even know about the link? That whole thing was classified at levels way above you. That was the deal.’


‘An excellent question.’


‘And you still haven’t said why you didn’t tell me about the breach.’


‘No, Cotton. I haven’t.’


‘The thought that I was the only person on earth who knows about that link didn’t occur to you? You couldn’t connect the dots?’


‘How could I have anticipated all this?’


‘Because you have twenty years of experience. Because you’re not a dumb-ass. Because we’re friends. Because—’ His worry was spilling out in a stream. ‘Your stupidity may cost my son his life.’


He saw how his words had jarred Pam, and he hoped she didn’t explode.


‘I realize that, Cotton.’


He wasn’t going to cut her any slack. ‘Gee, I feel better now.’


‘I’m going to deal with this here. But I can offer you something. I have an agent in Sweden who can be in Denmark by midmorning. He’ll tell you everything.’


‘Where and when?’


‘He suggested Kronborg Slot. Eleven AM.’


He knew the place. Not far away, perched on a spit of bare land overlooking the Øresund. Shakespeare had immortalized the monstrous fortress when he set Hamlet there. Now it was the most popular tourist attraction in Scandinavia.


‘He suggested the ballroom. I assume you know where all that is?’


‘I’ll be there.’


‘Cotton. I’m going to do all I can to help.’


‘Which is the least you can do, considering.’


And he hung up.
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Washington, DC


Tuesday, October 4


4:00 am





Stephanie entered the home of O. Brent Green, the Attorney General of the United States. A car had just delivered her to Georgetown. She’d telephoned Green before midnight and asked for the face-to-face, briefly telling him what had happened. He’d wanted a little time to investigate, which she’d had no choice but to accept.


Green waited in his study.


He’d served the President for the entire first term and had been one of only a handful of cabinet members who’d agreed to stay for the second. He was a popular advocate of Christian and conservative causes – a New England bachelor with not a hint of scandal attached to his name, who even at this early hour projected a serious vigor. His hair and goatee were precisely groomed and smoothly combed, his spare frame sheathed in a trademark pinstriped suit. He’d served six terms in Congress and was the governor of Vermont when tapped by the President for the Justice Department. His frank words and direct approach made him popular with both sides of the political aisle, but his distant personality seemed to prevent him from rising any higher nationally than Attorney General.


She’d never been inside Green’s house and had expected a sullen, unimaginative look, something akin to the man himself. But instead the rooms were warm and homey – lots of sienna, taupe, pale greens, and shades of maroon and orange – a Hemingway effect, as one furniture chain in Atlanta advertised similar ensembles.


‘This matter is unusual, even for you, Stephanie,’ Green said as he greeted her. ‘Anything further from Malone?’


‘He was resting before heading to Kronborg. With the time difference, he should be on his way there now.’


He offered her a seat. ‘This problem seems to be escalating.’


‘Brent, we’ve had this talk before. Somebody high on the food chain accessed the secured database. We know files on the Alexandria Link were copied.’


‘The FBI is investigating.’


‘That’s a joke. The director is so far up the President’s ass, there’s no danger of anyone at the White House being implicated.’


‘Colorful, as always, but accurate. Unfortunately it’s the only procedure available to us.’


‘We could look into it.’


‘That would bring nothing but trouble.’


‘Which I’m accustomed to.’


Green smiled. ‘That you are.’ He paused. ‘I’m wondering, how much do you actually know about that link?’


‘When I sent Cotton into the fray five years ago it was with the understanding that I didn’t need to know. Not unusual. I deal with a lot of that sort of thing, so I didn’t worry about it. But now I need to know.’


Green’s face cast a measure of concern. ‘I’m probably about to violate myriad federal laws, but I agree, it’s time you know.’





Malone stared across the rocky elevation at Kronborg Slot. Once its cannons were aimed at foreign ships that traversed the narrow straits to and from the Baltic, the collected tolls swelling the Danish treasury. Now the creamy beige walls stood somber against a clear azure sky. Not a fortress any longer, merely a Nordic renaissance building alive with octagonal towers, pointed spires, and green copper roofs more reminiscent of Holland than Denmark. Which was understandable, Malone knew, since a sixteenth-century Dutchman had been instrumental in the castle’s design. He liked the location. Public locales could be the best spots in which to be invisible. He’d used many during his years with the Billet.


The drive north from Christiangade had taken only fifteen minutes. Thorvaldsen’s estate sat halfway between Copenhagen and Helsingor, the busy port town that stood adjacent to the slot. Malone had visited both Kronborg and Helsingor, wandering the nearby beaches in search of amber – a relaxing way to spend a Sunday afternoon. Today’s visit was different. He was on edge. Ready for a fight.


‘What are we waiting for?’ Pam asked, her face set like a mask.


He’d been forced to bring her. She’d absolutely insisted, threatening to make more trouble if he left her behind. He could certainly understand her unwillingness to simply wait with Thorvaldsen. Tension and monotony made for a volatile mixture.


‘Our man said eleven,’ he noted.


‘We’ve wasted enough time.’


‘Nothing we’ve done has been a waste of time.’


After hanging up with Stephanie, he’d managed a few hours’ sleep. He would do Gary no good half awake. He’d also changed clothes with the spares from his rucksack, Pam’s cleaned by Jesper. They’d eaten a little breakfast.


So he was ready.


He checked his watch: 10:20 AM.


Cars were starting to fill the parking lots. Soon buses would arrive. Everyone wanted to see Hamlet’s castle.


He couldn’t have cared less.


‘Let’s go.’





‘The link is a person,’ Green said. ‘His name is George Haddad. A Palestinian biblical scholar.’


Stephanie knew the name. Haddad was personally acquainted with Malone and, five years ago, had specifically asked for Malone’s assistance.


‘What’s worth the life of Gary Malone?’


‘The lost Library of Alexandria.’


‘You can’t be serious.’


Green nodded. ‘Haddad thought he’d located it.’


‘How could that have any relevance today?’


‘Actually, it could be quite relevant. That library was the greatest concentration of knowledge on the planet. It stood for six hundred years until the middle of the seventh century, when the Muslims finally took control of Alexandria and purged everything contrary to Islam. Half a million scrolls, codices, maps – you name it, the library stored a copy. And to this day? No one has ever found a single shred of it.’


‘But Haddad did?’


‘So he implied. He was working on a biblical theory. What that was, I don’t know, but the proof of his theory was supposedly contained within the lost library.’


‘How would he know that?’


‘Again, I don’t know, Stephanie. But five years ago, when our people in the West Bank, the Sinai, and Jerusalem made some innocent requests for visas, access to archives, archaeological digging, the Israelis went berserk. That’s when Haddad asked Malone to help.’


‘On a blind mission, which I didn’t like.’



Blind meaning that Malone was told to protect Haddad, but not to ask any questions. She recalled that Malone hadn’t liked the condition, either.


‘Haddad,’ Green said, ‘only trusted Malone. Which was why Cotton eventually hid him away and is the only one today who knows Haddad’s whereabouts. Apparently the administration didn’t seem to mind hiding Haddad, so long as they controlled the route to him.’


‘For what?’


Green shook his head. ‘Makes little sense. There’s a hint, though, as to what might be at stake.’


She was listening.


‘In one of the reports I saw, written in the margin was Genesis 13:14–17. You know it?’


‘I’m not that good with my Bible.’


‘The Lord said to Abram, lift up now your eyes and look from the place where you are northward and southward and eastward and westward, for all the land which you see, to you I will give it, and to your seed forever.’


That she knew. A covenant that, for eons, had been the Jews’ biblical claim to the Holy Land.


‘Abram removed his tent and lived on the plain of Mamre and built there an altar to the Lord,’ Green said. ‘Mamre is Hebron – today the West Bank – the land God gave to the Jews. Abram became Abraham. And that single biblical passage goes to the core of all Mideast disagreements.’


That she knew, too. The conflict in the Middle East, between Jews and Arabs, was not a political battle, as many perceived. Instead it was a never-ending contest over the Word of God.


‘And there’s one other interesting fact,’ Green said. ‘Shortly after Malone hid Haddad away, the Saudis sent bulldozers into west Arabia and obliterated whole towns. The destruction went on for three weeks. People were relocated. Buildings leveled. Not a remnant remained of those towns. Of course that’s a closed part of the country, so there was no press coverage, no attention drawn to it.’


‘Why would they do that? Seems extreme, even for the Saudis.’


‘No one ever came up with a good explanation. But they went about it quite deliberately.’


‘We need to know more, Brent. Cotton needs to know. He has a decision to make.’


‘I checked with the national security adviser an hour ago. Amazingly, he knows less about this than I do. He’s heard of the link, but suggested I talk with someone else.’


She knew. ‘Larry Daley.’


Lawrence Daley served as the deputy national security adviser, close to the President and Vice President. Daley never appeared on the Sunday morning talk-show circuit. Nor was he seen on CNN or Fox News. He was a behind-the-scenes power broker. A conduit between the upper echelons of the White House and the rest of the political world.


But there was a problem.


‘I don’t trust that man,’ she said.


Green seemed to catch what else her tone suggested but said nothing, staring at her with penetrating gray eyes.


‘We have no control over Malone,’ she made clear. ‘He’s going to do what he has to. And right now he’s running on anger.’


‘Cotton’s a pro.’


‘It’s different when it’s one of your own at risk.’ She spoke from experience, having recently wrestled with ghosts of her own past.


‘He’s the only one who knows where George Haddad is,’ Green said. ‘He holds all the cards.’


‘Which is precisely why they’re squeezing him.’


Green kept his gaze locked on her.


She knew her quandary was certainly being transmitted through suspicion she could not remove from her eyes.


‘Tell me, Stephanie, why don’t you trust me?’
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Oxfordshire, England


9:00 am





George Haddad stood with the crowd and listened to the experts, knowing they were wrong. The event was nothing more than a way to garner media attention for both the Thomas Bainbridge Museum and the little-praised cryptanalysts of Bletchley Park. True, those anonymous men and women had labored in total secrecy during the Second World War, eventually deciphering the German Enigma code and hastening an end to the war. But unfortunately their story wasn’t fully told until most of them were either dead or too old to care. Haddad could understand their frustration. He, too, was old, nearing eighty, and an academician. He, too, once labored in secrecy.


He, too, had discovered a great revelation.


He wasn’t even known any longer as George Haddad. In fact, he’d used too many aliases to remember them all. Five years he’d been gone to ground and not a word from anyone. In one respect, that was good. In another, the silence racked his nerves. Thank God only one man knew he was alive, and he trusted that person implicitly.


In fact, he’d be dead but for him.


Coming out today was taking a chance. But he wanted to hear what these so-called experts had to say. He’d read about the program in The Times and had to admire the British. They had a flair for media events – the scene set with the precision of a Hollywood movie. Lots of smiling faces and suits, plenty of cameras and recorders. So he made a point of staying behind their lenses. Which was easy since the focus of everyone’s attention was the monument.


Eight stood scattered across the estate gardens, all erected in 1784 by the then earl, Thomas Bainbridge. Haddad knew the family history. The Bainbridges first bought the property, hidden in a fold of Oxfordshire and surrounded by beech woods, in 1624, erecting an enormous Jacobean mansion in the center of six hundred acres. More Bainbridges managed to retain ownership until 1848, when the Crown acquired the title through a tax sale and Queen Victoria opened the house and grounds as a museum. Ever since, visitors came to see the period furniture and sneak a glimpse of what it was like to live in luxury centuries ago. Its library had come to be regarded as one of the best anywhere on eighteenth-century furnishings. But in recent years most visited for the monument, since Bainbridge Hall possessed a puzzle, and twenty-first-century tourists loved secrets.


He stared at the white marble arbor.


The top, he knew, was Les Bergers d’Arcadie II, The Shepherds of Arcadia II, an unimportant work painted by Nicolas Poussin in 1640, the reverse image of his previous work The Shepherds of Arcadia. The pastoral scene depicted a woman watching as three shepherds gathered around a stone tomb, pointing at engraved letters. ET IN ARCADIA EGO. Haddad knew the translation. And in Arcadia I. An enigmatic inscription that made little sense. Beneath that image loomed another challenge. Random letters chiseled in a pattern.





D  O.V.O.S.V.A.V.V.  M





Haddad knew that new-agers and conspiratorialists had labored over that combination for years, ever since they’d been rediscovered a decade before by a Guardian reporter visiting the museum.


‘To all of you here today,’ a tall and portly man was saying into microphones, ‘we here at Bainbridge Hall welcome you. Perhaps now we will know the significance of whatever message Thomas Bainbridge left behind in this monument more than two hundred years ago.’


Haddad knew the speaker to be the museum’s curator. Two people flanked the administrator – a man and a woman, both elderly. He’d seen their pictures in The Sunday Times. Both were former Bletchley Park cryptanalysts, commissioned to weigh the possibilities and decipher whatever code the monument supposedly contained. And the general consensus seemed to be that the monument was a code.



What else could it be? many had asked.


He listened as the curator explained how an announcement had been published concerning the monument, and 130 solutions had been offered by a variety of cryptographers, theologians, linguists, and historians.


‘Some were quite bizarre,’ the curator said, ‘involving UFOs, the Holy Grail, and Nostradamus. Of course, these particular solutions came with little or no supporting evidence, so they were quickly discounted. A few of the entrants thought the letters an anagram, but the words they assembled made little sense.’


Which Haddad could well understand.


‘One promising solution came from a former American military code-breaker. He drew up eighty-two decryption matrices and ultimately extracted the letters SEJ from the sequencing. Reversed, this is JES. Applying a complex flag grid, he extracted Jesus H defy. Our Bletchley Park consultants thought this a message that denied the divine nature of Christ. This solution is a reach, to say the least, but intriguing.’


Haddad smiled at such nonsense. Thomas Bainbridge had been a devoutly religious man. He would not have denied Christ.


The elderly lady beside the curator stepped to the podium. She was silver-haired and wore a powder-blue suit.


‘This monument presented a great opportunity for us,’ she said in a melodious tone. ‘When I and others worked at Bletchley, we faced many challenges from the German codes. They were difficult. But if the human mind can conceive a code, it can also decipher it. The letters here are more complex. Personal. Which makes their interpretation difficult. Those of us retained to study all one hundred and thirty possible solutions to this puzzle could not come to a clear consensus. Like the public, we were divided. But one possible meaning did make sense.’ She turned and motioned to the monument behind her. ‘I think this is a love note.’


She paused, seemingly allowing her words to take hold.


‘OVOSVAVV stands for “Optimae Uxoris Optimae Sororis Viduus Amantissimus Vovit Virtutibus”. Roughly, this means, “a devoted widower dedicated to the best of wives and the best of sisters”. This is not a perfect translation. Sororis in classical Latin can mean “of companions” as well as “of sisters”. And vir, husband, would be better than viduus, widower. But the meaning is clear.’


One of the reporters asked about the D and M that bookended the main clump of eight letters.


‘Quite simple,’ she said. ‘Dis Manibus. A Roman inscription. “To the gods of the Underworld, hail”. It’s akin to our Rest in Peace. You’ll find those letters on most Roman tombstones.’


She seemed quite pleased with herself. Haddad wanted to pose a few pertinent inquiries that would burst her intellectual bubble, but he said nothing. He simply watched as the two Bletchley Park veterans were photographed before the monument with one of the German Enigma machines, borrowed for the occasion. Lots of smiles, questions, and laudatory comments.


Thomas Bainbridge was indeed a brilliant man. Unfortunately Bainbridge had never been able to communicate his thoughts effectively, so his brilliance languished and ultimately vanished unappreciated. To the eighteenth-century mind, he seemed a fanatic. But to Haddad he seemed a prophet. Bainbridge did know something. And the curious monument standing before him, the reverse image of an obscure painting and an odd assortment of ten letters, had been erected for a reason.


One Haddad knew.


Not a love note, nor a code, nor a message.


Something altogether different.


A map.
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Kronborg Slot


10:20 am





Malone paid the sixty-kroner admission for him and Pam to enter the castle. They followed a group that had poured off one of three buses.


Inside, a photographic exhibit, which showed glimpses from the many productions of Hamlet, greeted them. He thought about the irony of the location. Hamlet had been about a son avenging his father, yet here he was, a father, fighting for his son. His heart ached for Gary. Never had he wanted him placed in jeopardy, and for twelve years, while he’d worked for the Billet, he’d always kept a clear line between work and home. Yet now, a year after he’d voluntarily walked away, his son was being held captive.


‘This what you used to do all the time?’ Pam asked.


‘Part of it.’


‘How did you live like this? My guts are a wreck. I’m still shaking from last night.’


‘You get used to it.’ And he meant it, though he’d long ago tired of lies, half-truths, improbable facts, and traitors.


‘You needed this rush, didn’t you?’


His body was heavy with fatigue, and he wasn’t in the mood for this familiar fight. ‘No, Pam. I didn’t need it. But this was my job.’


‘Selfish. That’s what you were. Always.’


‘And you were just a ray of sunshine. The supportive wife who stood by her husband. So much so that you got pregnant by another man, had a son, and let me think it was mine for fifteen years.’


‘I’m not proud of what I did. But we don’t know how many of your women became pregnant, do we?’


He stopped walking. This had to end. ‘If you don’t shut up, you’re going to get Gary killed. I’m his only hope and, right now, playing with my head is not productive.’


That truth produced a momentary flash of understanding in her bitter eyes, an instant when the Pam Malone he’d once loved reappeared. He wished that woman could linger but, as always, her guard flew up and dead eyes glared back at him.


‘Lead the way,’ she said.





They entered the ballroom.


The rectangular hall stretched two hundred feet. Windows lined both sides, each set deep in alcoves of thick masonry, the oblique light casting a subtle spell across a checkerboard floor. A dozen or so visitors milled about admiring huge oil canvases that dotted the pale yellow walls, mainly battle scenes.


At the far end, before a hearth, Malone spotted a short, thin man with reddish brown hair. He recalled him from the Magellan Billet. Lee Durant. He’d talked with Durant a few times in Atlanta. The agent caught sight of him, then disappeared through a doorway.


He headed across the hall.


They passed through a series of rooms, each sparsely decorated with European Renaissance furniture and wall tapestries. Durant stayed fifty feet ahead.


Malone saw him stop.


He and Pam entered the room identified as the Corner Chamber. Hunting tapestries adorned plain white walls. Only a few pieces of furniture dotted the dull black-and-white tile floor.


Malone shook Durant’s hand and introduced Pam. ‘Tell me what’s happening.’


‘Stephanie said to brief you, not her.’


‘As much as I’d like for her not to be here, she is, so don’t sweat it.’


Durant seemed to consider the situation, then said, ‘I was also told to do whatever you ask.’


‘Glad to hear Stephanie’s being so accommodating.’


‘Get to the point,’ Pam said. ‘We’re under a deadline.’


Malone shook his head. ‘Ignore her. Tell me what’s happening.’


‘Access was gained to our secured files. No evidence of hacking or forced entry through the firewalls, so it had to be by password. That’s changed at regular intervals, but there are several hundred people with access.’


‘No traces to a particular computer?’


‘Zero. And no fingerprints in the data. Which indicates that whoever did it knew what they were doing.’


‘I assume somebody is investigating.’


Durant nodded. ‘The FBI, but so far nothing. About a dozen files were viewed, one of which was the Alexandria Link.’


Which might, Malone thought, explain why Stephanie had not immediately alerted him. There were other possibilities.


‘Here’s the interesting part. The Israelis are super-hyper right now, particularly during the last twenty-four hours. Our sources tell us that information was learned yesterday out of the West Bank from one of their Palestinian operatives.’


‘What does that have to do with this?’


‘The words Alexandria Link have been mentioned.’


‘How much do you know?’


‘I was just told this an hour ago by one of my contacts. I haven’t even fully reported to Stephanie yet.’


‘How is any of this helping?’ Pam asked.


He said to Durant, ‘I need to know more.’


‘I asked you a question,’ Pam said, her voice rising.


His civility ended. ‘I told you to let me handle this.’


‘You have no intention of giving anything to them, do you?’ Her eyes blazed and she seemed ready to pounce.


‘My intention is to get Gary back.’


‘Are you willing to chance his life? All to protect some damn file?’


A group of camera-clad visitors wandered into the room. He saw that Pam had the wisdom to hush, and he was grateful for the interruption. Definitely a mistake bringing her. He’d have to ditch her as soon as they left Kronborg, even if it meant locking her in a room at Thorvaldsen’s manor.


The visitors wandered off.


He faced Durant and said, ‘Tell me more about—’


A bang startled him, then the ceiling-mounted camera in the corner exploded in a shower of sparks. Next came two more bangs. Durant lurched backward as blood roses blossomed from punctures in his olive-colored shirt.


A third shot and Durant collapsed to the floor.


Malone whirled.


A man stood twenty feet away, holding a Glock. Malone stuffed his right arm under his jacket to find his own weapon.


‘No need,’ the man calmly said, and he tossed the gun.


Malone caught it. He gripped the pistol’s stock, finger on the trigger, aimed, and fired.


Only a click came in response.


His finger worked the trigger.


More clicks.


The man smiled. ‘You didn’t think I’d give it to you loaded.’


Then the shooter fled the room.
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Washington, DC


4:40 am





Stephanie considered Brent Green’s inquiry – Why don’t you trust me? – and decided to be straight with her boss.


‘Everybody in this administration wants me gone. Why I’m still here, I don’t know. So I don’t trust anybody at the moment.’


Green shook his head at her suspicion.


‘Those files were accessed by someone with a password,’ she added. ‘Sure, they scanned through a dozen or more, but we both know the one they were after. Only a few of us are privy to the Alexandria Link. I don’t even know the details – just that we went to a lot of trouble for something that was seemingly meaningless. Lots of questions. No answers. Come on, Brent. You and I haven’t actually been asshole buddies, so why should I trust you now?’


‘Let’s be clear,’ Green said. ‘I’m not your enemy. If I were, we wouldn’t be having this conversation.’


‘I’ve had friends in this business say that to me many times and not mean a word.’


‘Traitors are like that.’


She decided to test him further. ‘Don’t you think we ought to bring more people into the loop?’


‘The FBI is already in.’


‘Brent, we’re operating in the dark. We need to know what George Haddad knows.’


‘Then it’s time we deal with Larry Daley at the White House. Any road we take will lead straight to him. Might as well go to the source.’


She agreed.


And Green reached for the phone.





Malone heard the person who had just murdered Lee Durant scream that there was a man with a gun who’d shot somebody.


And he was still holding the Glock.


‘Is he dead?’ Pam muttered.


Stupid question. But standing with the murder weapon in hand was even more stupid. ‘Come on.’


‘We can’t just leave him.’


‘He’s dead.’


Hysteria filled her eyes. He recalled the first time he’d watched someone die, so he cut her some slack. ‘You shouldn’t have seen that. But we have to go.’


A warning rush of heels on tile echoed from beyond the room. Security, he assumed. He grabbed Pam’s hand and yanked her toward the opposite end of the Corner Chamber.


They scampered through more rooms, each like the next, sparsely furnished with period pieces, illuminated by dim morning light. He noticed more cameras and knew he’d have to eventually avoid them. He stuffed the Glock into his jacket pocket and brought out his Beretta.


They entered a room identified as the Queen’s Chamber.
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