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To Maurice


The tension of life has tilted dangerously towards the material side of the watershed, disabling the balance of our soul; so that we are constrained at intervals to leave the social structure of our time, and turn away for our stability to breathe in quiet, hoping for the Unexpected.

—FREYA STARK, EPHESUS, IONIA: A QUEST


Under Roman law the Latin expression “terra nullius” meant “land belonging to no one,” or no-man’s-land. In international law the term refers to territory that is not under the sovereignty of any state. Sovereignty over terra nullius is achieved through occupation of the land.

London, England

Peter Stapleton sat with his feet up on the leather ottoman. A light rain misted the dusk outside the window; evening was just setting in. He had done nothing all day except work on his portfolio. While everyone was piling into financials, he had moved into the safety of cash and a couple of choice investments. He flipped through his broker’s reports. It looked like he got out in time. The whole world was in a credit meltdown, banks collapsing like bamboo huts in a tsunami.

He looked past his monogrammed velvet slippers propped up on the ottoman. The fire was just dying down again. He would ring for more wood in a moment. Oh, on second thought, Magda would have left for the day. It was time to get dressed for dinner. Sara and David had a great cook, and meals at their home were always a delight. Not that he needed it, five stone overweight and still gaining. He really should get a grip on the weight; the doctor just kept shaking his head every time he went for a checkup.

He looked back at his financial documents. The Packton Fund was the ticket; that fellow in Chicago was a genius. And, of course, there was that little deal that Andrew had put him on to. The return on that was almost criminal. He took a sip of his highly sugared Earl Grey, but the tea had gone cold.

There was a noise a floor below. Magda must still be here. He rang the electronic bell beside his chair. Nothing. Only the sound of the clock on his desk. Must be his imagination. No, there was the noise again. It sounded like things falling to the floor. Peter Stapleton got up, heaving his enormous bulk out of the leather chair. Better check that out. It could be a window open, things blowing about.

He started down the stairs, feeling a little light-headed after sitting all afternoon. He had tried to stave off his indigestion after lunch, had drunk some tea. Lamb chops were always a bit heavy, nothing to be alarmed about. Of course, the sticky date pudding wasn’t really necessary, but Magda did it so well. The heaviness had sat on his chest on and off all afternoon. Walking about now, he started to feel a bit nauseous and clammy.

As he moved down the stairs he heard the unmistakable sounds of the contents of his living-room bookshelf being pulled to the floor. What was going on?

He glimpsed the intruder as he stood in the doorway. What in the bloody hell? The man was slight, dark, wearing a sweat suit and Wind-breaker, still wet from outdoors. Peter Stapleton looked at the spots of rain beaded on the nylon. It must be raining hard. He must have just come in.

That was his last real thought. Suddenly he felt very short of breath, his face flushed hot. His vision blurred and he was racked with a searing pain in his left arm. The man started toward him. Dark, foreign-looking. Not English. Peter Stapleton reached out to him, a perfect stranger, as he fell.



Ephesus, Turkey


For the last hour, John Sinclair had been crouched over a fragment of bone sticking up from the earth. With a small camel-hair brush he flicked away grains of soil.

“Karl, take a look at this,” he shouted over his shoulder. There was no reply.

Sinclair stood and looked around the site. Ephesus was strangely deserted. The silent ruins stretched out for miles in the sunshine, and not a soul was moving among the white chunks of marble. Even the few off-season tourists had left. He glanced at his watch, dustproof, shockproof, and well suited to his work. It was noon.

He spent most of his time in Ephesus on his hands and knees in the dust, breathing it, smelling it, and—truth be told—worshipping the ground of the ancient city. He loved the palpable heat that beat down on his back every day as he worked, baking the soil, warming the ancient marble ruins. Sinclair experienced Ephesus through his senses: the smell of the dust, and the feel of the warm stones beneath his hands. The carvings were as clear to him as if they had been done yesterday. He would trace, like a man reading Braille, the Greek and Latin inscriptions on a wall, or the secret Christian symbols carved into the marble pavement.

In the ancient graveyard he would handle every bone fragment with a deep reverence, because for him these people were real, and this was a living city. When he walked among the crowds of tourists along the ancient streets, he had no problem imagining that he was walking in the Ephesus of Roman times, along a broad marble avenue trod by leather sandals and resounding with a polyglot of archaic languages.

Sinclair realized his passion for the ancient city bordered on the irrational. If he were a superstitious man he would attribute his obsession to the power of ancient ghosts. If he had a strong belief in reincarnation, he might conclude he was influenced by the memory of a past life. If he were a religious man, he would say God was calling him. But Sinclair was neither superstitious nor very religious; he liked to think of himself as a man of science.

Sinclair wiped his forehead, streaking a smear across his temple. His dark hair was coated with dust. The intense blue eyes swept around the archaeological site. No sign of Karl. He sat down, leaning against a warm marble slab, and closed his eyes to the Turkish sun. There wasn’t a sound.

He drowsed, and his mind roamed freely: first he reviewed his find of the day, a new femur, and the utter thrill of lifting it out of the ancient soil. As he relaxed, he recovered the sense-memory of a pair of beautifully curved buttocks cupped in his hands, and the way he could slide two of his fingers between them as he pulled the woman’s body toward him. Then he felt her beautiful legs as they wound around his back, her head tilted, goading him, her eyes half shut with desire.

The shrill pierce of a cell phone sounded. Without opening his eyes, he worked it out of the pocket of his cargo shorts and flipped it open.

“Sinclair.”

A voice on the other end began speaking at a rapid pace. The pitch was feminine. He listened for a moment in silence, and his eyes finally opened and focused on the distance.

“Sure, I can work it out.”

The woman’s voice continued.

He answered. “I was planning on coming at the end of the week for the award ceremony, but I can come today if you need me.”

He consulted his watch. “I’ll get a flight this afternoon.”

The BMW R1200GSA Adventure was parked under the tree where he left it this morning. He put his notebook in the Zega side pannier, climbed on, and started the engine. The sound of the bike roared over the silence of Ephesus. Sinclair swerved sharply out of the dirt parking lot onto the macadam and followed the road uphill through an olive grove. As he left the dig, he scanned his cherished site. Random bits of marble stuck up from the grass like giant teeth, irregular and gleaming white. Only about 15 percent of Ephesus had been excavated, and the remnants of marble scattered around the fields were hints of more treasure to come.

Sinclair pushed the bike faster, and the wind cooled his face. He loved this ride. The road climbed steadily up into the arid hills for several miles. Across the landscape there was nothing but scrubby vegetation, mostly silver-leafed olive trees and narthex, a plant used in ancient Ephesus as a torch to light early church gatherings.

At the summit of the mountain, Sinclair pulled into the courtyard of a modest stone house and cut the engine. No other vehicles were in the yard. He walked to the door, unlocked it, and pushed it open. Inside, the single room was nearly empty: a neatly made bed, armoire, writing desk, and a couch by the window. He punched the sound system on the desk as he walked past, and the Baroque melody of Arcangelo Corelli’s La Follia filled the air. As he walked to the shower, he stripped naked, his uncovered flesh gleaming white in contrast to his deep tan. Throwing his clothes in a bin, he stepped into the shower and let the hot needles of the water sluice away the dust. He had to bend his knees to rinse his hair.

Sinclair stood at an impressive six feet four inches; his legs hinted of some extreme form of exercise; the muscles of his thighs were striated. An obvious guess would put him as a triathlete or competitive cyclist. But a closer look would reveal one thigh was slightly thicker, the telltale mark of a champion fencer. His broad shoulders had some bulk, but he carried no spare weight.

He finished his shower and walked to the phone naked, a towel thrown over his shoulder, dialed, and waited for the beep.

“Karl, it’s Sinclair. Sorry, but I have to leave for Monaco this afternoon. I’ll be back in a couple of days to help with the new quadrant. I think I just found a very nice femur there. Take a look and let me know what you think.”

The second call was to Charles Bonnard. Voice mail again.

“Charles, I’m heading to Monaco a few days early. If you’re still in Capri, don’t worry. There’s no rush; we can still meet at the end of the week if that works for you.”

He dialed again, and this time someone answered.

“Malik, it’s John Sinclair. Can you come pick me up right away? I need to get to the airport.”

Sinclair listened and then continued.

“It’s not a scheduled flight; I need a charter. Can you arrange it? Yes, for Monaco. Thanks, Malik, I’ll be waiting.”

Then he walked to the armoire and pulled it open. Nothing in the modest room would have given a hint of what lay inside: six immaculately tailored Italian suits, crisply ironed English-made shirts, dozens of silk socks, a rainbow of exquisite ties, and two rows of custom-made shoes. Sinclair pulled on a pair of Egyptian-cotton boxers and started to dress. Five minutes later he was tying his tie. When he heard the van rumbling up the hill, he scooped up his keys and tossed them into an earthenware bowl over the sink and walked out onto the terrace. If all went well, Sinclair would be in Monaco by evening.



Guaymas Basin, Gulf of California


Cordelia Stapleton unzipped her full-body dive skin, peeled it off, and flung it on the deck in a sodden black heap. Underneath was a blue tank suit. She could feel the ocean water evaporate instantly from her back, leaving the sensation of dried salt on her shoulder blades. Her dark hair was still wet, splayed like tentacles over her shoulders.

Dripping, she walked over to the bin of towels. She took one and rubbed her limbs vigorously, conscious of the deep tiredness that comes after swimming for hours. She massaged her leg muscles to warm them up. Cordelia was long and lean, and her body was well toned. The ocean currents served as her personal trainer, and the workouts were daily. She tied the towel around her waist into a sarong.

That was a good morning’s work. She had volunteered to be one of the two swimmers to retrieve the submersible. She and another diver had attached the tag line, to pull the Alvin to the stern of the vessel. The crew was now in the process of raising it up to secure it in the hangar.

She was not happy about the manipulators. The check of the robotic arms turned up multiple issues. They would need extensive repair. The whole thing was frustrating; those arms had just been installed two years ago.

“Hey, Delia,” Joel said, coming out on deck. “You have a phone message. The Herodotus Foundation called.”

“Never heard of it,” she said, taking another towel and drying her long hair.

“Well, they heard of you. They said they’ve been e-mailing you about an invitation for the last six months and you never replied,” Joel said, padding over in L.L.Bean flip-flops. His red shorts were faded to pink, and the logo on his shirt read WOODS HOLE OCEANOGRAPHIC INSTITUTION.

Cordelia took the pink message slip, trying not to drip on it: Charles Bonnard, Herodotus Foundation. 377 92 16 4738.

“Where is this? Where is three seven seven?”

“Monaco. Too late to call them back now; they’re nine hours ahead. I’ll remind you tomorrow.”

She didn’t answer. She tried to hand the message back to him, but Joel ignored her and walked away.

“They want you to come to Monaco to accept an award in honor of your great-great-grandfather,” he said.

Cordelia said nothing, staring at the pink message slip again.

“Hey, I had no idea you were related to someone famous. How come you never said anything about it?” Joel challenged.

“Most people haven’t heard of him.”

“What did he do?”

“His name was Elliott Stapleton. He was a polar explorer.”

“Are you kidding me? You are related to that Stapleton. Delia, he was huge, in what . . . the Victorian era?”

“Yes, but he made his most important expedition later, after the turn of the century—in 1906.”

“That is incredible! I had no idea you were related. So I guess the Herodotus Foundation wants you to accept his award. You have to go!”

Joel hoisted himself up to sit on a gear locker but didn’t break his gaze, which was magnified by his thick lenses. His skinny legs dangled down, and his flip-flops fell onto the deck and lay there like dead fish. He was the only man she knew who could spend his life on a ship and still look white and anemic. So typical for him to push his point like this. She ignored him, hosing off her flippers and mask, and setting them up against a gear locker to dry. When she looked back, he was still staring.

“Joel, I can’t go to Monaco. I have too much to do here.”

Cordelia didn’t want to tell him that she had been invited to lecture on the cruise ship the Queen Victoria directly after the award ceremony. The Cunard company had called her only last week, inquiring about her schedule. Cordelia had put them off, unable to decide whether or not to take them up on their offer.

“You have plenty of vacation coming to you,” Joel persisted. “Anyway, we are taking Alvin to the high-bed area for maintenance in another two days.”

“Yes, and I need to be here for that.”

“Don’t be silly, I can supervise that. You should get out of here.” Nothing doing. She was always around for the repairs—both major and minor. The maintenance schedule on Alvin was critical. The Woods Hole Oceanographic Institution’s deep submergence vehicle had regular three-month, six-month, and annual maintenance, which was done during the regular operational cycle while the vehicle was in use. But there was a major overhaul and strip-down every five years.

Cordelia always stood by as the engineers went over every bolt, filter, valve, and circuit. The lights were especially important. There was no natural light at the depths the Alvin descended, so the quartz-iodide-and-metal halide lights were critical in lighting up the ocean bed. Alvin couldn’t function without them.

“Joel, you know I want to be here for the overhaul,” she said, finally facing him down.

Just then Susan came out on deck and handed Cordelia an oversized mug of lentil soup. Cordelia immediately wrapped her hands around it for warmth and inhaled the fragrant steam. Thank God for Susan; she was always the voice of reason in any discussion. But today Joel sensed that Susan would not favor Cordelia’s argument.

“Susan, back me up here. Delia is telling me that we can’t take care of the overhaul.”

“Of course we can. What’s the big deal?”

“No big deal, I just want to be there when they do it, that’s all,” said Cordelia, starting to feel a bit cornered. What damn business was it of Joel’s whether she went or not?

“Delia, you should go,” Joel insisted.

“Go where?” asked Susan.

“Monaco,” Joel said to Susan. “She’s been invited for an award ceremony two weeks from now.”

“An award? You have to go if they’re giving you an award. Anyway, it’s perfect timing; the overhaul and strip-down will take at least a month.”

“The award isn’t for me. It’s for my great-great-grandfather.”

Cordelia handed the message back to Joel, put her soup mug down on a gear locker, picked up her skin suit, and walked to the railing to wring it out. She squeezed it extra hard, out of frustration with Joel.

“Delia, you’ve been working seven days a week for ten months straight,” said Joel, as he jumped down and reattached his flip-flops to his feet, hopping on one foot and then the other.

“So have you, Joel.”

“I haven’t been invited to Monaco.” Joel looked determined.

“Come on, Delia. You can’t refuse to go if it’s an award for your great-great-grandfather,” Susan added. “Unless there is someone else who can accept it?”

“No . . .” said Cordelia. “I’m the only one left in the family. Except for a distant cousin in England.”

“You really should go. It’s not like Monaco is that hard to get to. You could be back in less than a week.”

“I guess I could check the dates . . .” Cordelia wavered.

“Look,” said Susan, “I know what you’re worrying about. I can take care of the manipulators.”

The clawed pincers on the sub were not extending to their full seventy-four inches. A critical component of the submarine, they were used like hands to deploy instruments and pick up marine samples.

“That one stern thruster is not right either,” Cordelia added. “We can’t turn the way we should.”

“I know. I’ll check all six thrusters. I promise,” said Joel.

“You have to swear to call me if there is anything major.”

“Hey, you can count on it,” Joel agreed, hastily.

“And, Susan, the pumps for the seawater need to be checked; the variable ballast has been sluggish.”

“Right. I’ll check it.”

“It’s decided then,” Joel said, walking away quickly, his flip-flops flapping against his heels. Cordelia glared after him. She wanted to clobber him.

He stopped and turned back. “Oh, I just remembered, you have another message. I forgot to write it down. Your lawyer in New York—Jim Gardiner. He says to call him, it’s urgent.”



Villa San Angelo, Anacapri, Capri, Italy


Charles Bonnard looked away from the majestic view of the sea and saw the light blinking on his cell phone. He retrieved it from the stone parapet and sat down in the alcove. After looking at the water, his eyes had to adjust to the shade. It took a moment to register the number of the missed call.

John Sinclair’s international cell number—that was odd. They weren’t supposed to talk until the end of the week. He pressed the voice-mail retrieve button and listened.

“Charles, I’m heading to Monaco a few days early . . .”

Sinclair was going back to Monaco already? There could only be one reason: a five-foot-eleven, 118-pound bundle of destruction named Shari. What stunt could she be pulling now? Poor guy. Sinclair sure knew how to pick them—each one worse than the last.

Charles sighed and walked back into his house. He had better go meet Sinclair. But he really didn’t want to go back to Monaco and leave this little piece of paradise.

Villa San Angelo was built high into the hills of Capri and stood apart from the mayhem of the fashionable and famous down below. While the glitterati enjoyed their international watering holes in town, above them on the hillside Charles gloried in monastic isolation. Three hundred meters above the sea, his villa claimed the spectacular views that had been enjoyed by the ancient Romans when they built upon this spot. Charles had planted the Mediterranean garden out back. With his own hands, he had unearthed bits of Roman artifacts buried in the soil. Those marble fragments now held places of honor on the walls of the villa.

He walked into his bedroom to pack. The Villa San Angelo’s beautiful whitewashed rooms had the pure décor of a monastery. It dated back to the late nineteenth century. When he first bought the house, the locals had repeated the legend of an angel who had been seen sitting on the cliff side looking out to sea. It was his favorite place in the world, and the parapet was built on that spot, with a glorious view of the Bay of Naples.

He sighed. It was always hard to leave. He finished putting a few things in a duffel and looked around the room one last time before closing the door. In the town square, Charles just managed to catch the local bus down to the harbor. He took a seat for the death-defying ride along the cliffs and considered his plans. He had better get to Monaco as soon as possible. He had a strong suspicion it wasn’t going to be pretty.

The bus had nearly reached the village below when he remembered Brindy’s luncheon tomorrow. He’d have to make a quick stop to apologize. The contessa Giorgiana Brindisi wasn’t going to like it that he was not coming to her little party. And she would be furious when she found out the reason he couldn’t come—it was because of John Sinclair.



Hotel Metropole, Monaco


John Sinclair leaned over the balustrade of the Hotel Metropole. It was a gorgeous day. The breeze was blowing, the megayachts were bowing to one another in the marina, and the sunlight was sprinkling the sea with diamonds. At 1 p.m., Sinclair was still in his robe and unshaven. His head was pounding from a massive hangover, and the sunlight was searing his corneas.

God damn it, Shari. He remembered how she had looked last night. The breathtaking beauty of her as she walked into the terrace restaurant. Her white silk dress flowing around her magnificent body. She was ethereal. Golden hair was piled on top of her head, wound around with silver ribbons like an ancient Greek deity. He had become accustomed to her beauty. But last night he had been staggered.

What a fool. He had been kidding himself for months. Actually, he should have known it wouldn’t work out a year ago, when she turned up at the dig wearing those ridiculous shoes. Shari had teetered on four-inch heels along the ancient marble street, trailed by paparazzi. It had been a surprise visit. He had been supervising the excavation with Karl and Fabian. The three of them had been thunderstruck when she turned up. Fifteen screaming photographers kept shouting, “Look this way, Shari!!!! Look this way!!”

Sinclair was disgusted with himself. He had always been annoyed by the headlines: “Beauty and the Geek,” “Supermodel Digs Archaeologist.” He had lied to himself about it. Told himself it wasn’t all that bad. He had ignored the telltale signs the whole time.

At first she had seemed to like the way he lived. She even tried to read his archaeological articles and academic papers. After all, she wasn’t stupid. He was flattered. So he had made the effort to adjust to her world. Gradually he had become used to the idea of her celebrity. He had come to enjoy going out with her, spending time on a friend’s yacht or lounging by the pool and having lunch in one of the lavish Côte d’Azur villas. Her friends were silly and amusing. It was always perfectly pleasant, and a great diversion—even if he sometimes felt he didn’t always get the jokes, or didn’t seem to enjoy them as much as the others did.

Sinclair turned toward the beautiful coastline. The view was lost on him. He was consumed with introspection—trying to be realistic, and honest with himself.

He leaned on the railing of the balcony to ease his back. Come to think of it, being with Shari hadn’t been all that great lately. They had been irritable with each other. Not always, but plenty of times. And she did demand a lot. Of course, the sex was incredible. He could put up with a lot to keep that going. He closed his eyes, remembering her lithe body under his, her gold hair splayed all over the pillow.

But last night had been the last straw. What an awful scene. Never in his life had he fought in public like that. He had lost all control. And God knows she did too. Sinclair winced at the thought of it.

He could see where he had made his big mistake. It was thinking he was in love with her and would eventually marry her. He had believed she was going to tell him good news when she had called yesterday.

“I have something very important to tell you,” she had breathed over the phone in that tiny little voice. He had been in the middle of the dig, but he had left immediately at her call. No questions asked.

He actually thought that when he got to Monaco she would tell him she was expecting his child. He had spun quite a pretty picture as he sat on the plane from Turkey. Sinclair shook his head in disgust. He had even been hoping for a boy.

Well, that conversation had turned into a disaster. Oh, she had a new baby all right, but the Brazilian Formula One driver wasn’t quite what Sinclair had in mind.



Fifth Avenue, New York City


Cordelia Stapleton smiled to herself as she stood in the doorway of Jim Gardiner’s office. Her lawyer was seated at his desk, doing what he loved to do more than anything in the world—eating. Gardiner was looking over about a half dozen New York deli containers, his white plastic fork poised, ready to swoop. He glanced up and saw her standing there.

“Cordelia! Come in, come in,” he said, and put down the fork, and hauled himself to his feet. Gardiner walked to the door and gave her a bone-crushing squeeze. She knew it was coming and braced for it. Gardiner ushered her in, and then hastily returned to his desk.

“ ’Scuse me,” he said. “I didn’t expect you for another half hour.”

He took one last bite of French bread and chewed rhythmically, fat-cheeked like a squirrel, while he crumpled up the wrappers and closed up the containers.

“Don’t let me interrupt your lunch, Jim,” she said as she took a seat. “Sorry, I’m early. I never know how to gauge New York traffic.”

“Not at all—I’m finished, anyway,” he said, neatly stacking the plastic containers.

She let him get settled while she looked around. Fifteen years she had been coming here. The room was still pretty much the same. The cases of leather-bound law books insulated the office from sound. Heavy drapes cloaked the windows. The dark-wood paneling also dampened the outside noise. A grandfather clock in the corner ticked as if counting time from another era. Only faintly could she hear the taxi horns on Fifth Avenue.

She surveyed her lawyer. Even he was almost exactly the same. His paunch had turned into a basketball and his hair was nearly all gray now. But he was still the big bear of a man he had been when she first met him.

It was she who had changed. Cordelia had met Gardiner just days after her parents had died. Gardiner, the executor of the will, was the one who had to tell her the bad news: no one wanted her.

Her closest living relative, in England, Peter Stapleton, now had legal custody, but he had no interest in seeing her. It would be boarding school for Cordelia. There was no other choice.

That was a lifetime ago. Now Cordelia looked at the corner of the desk and pictured her young hands holding on to it. She had gripped the oak as if clutching a life raft. Jim Gardiner had reached across and held her cold twelve-year-old fingers in his big warm mitts.

She thought about touching the wood of the desk again in the same spot, but her hands stayed in her lap. It was the same wood. Her hands were different.

“Jim, it’s really good to see you,” she said.

“Cordelia, I have to say, you look great. You look great.” He was beaming at her.

“I’m glad I could get a couple of days free to stop off in New York. I wanted to see you before I head to Monaco.”

“Monaco? Very fancy. Well, you deserve it, honey, you work hard enough.”

“Oh, it’s not a vacation. It’s an award ceremony, to honor great-great-grandfather Stapleton. And after that, I have been invited to give a lecture on the Queen Victoria.”

“The Queen Victoria! That is wonderful! I’ve always wanted to take a cruise. You have to tell me all about it when you get back.”

“I’m pretty excited to go, although I am a little nervous about the award ceremony. I might have to give a speech or something.”

“You’ll do just fine,” said Gardiner. “What an honor to accept an award for Elliott Stapleton! Now that’s something.”

“It’s the Herodotus Foundation Award.”

“No kidding. I’ve heard of that. It’s a big honor. You know, come to think of it, you’re a chip off the old block, aren’t you? Being an oceanographer and all. He’d be proud of you, Delia.”

Cordelia basked in his approval. Gardiner was the closest thing to a parent she had. It was Gardiner who, all these years, had sent the checks, received the report cards, and enrolled her in schools. He had paid the tuition and living expenses from her small inheritance.

His legal work for her had always been pro bono. Awhile ago, she figured out he probably chipped in his own money to help her make ends meet. After all, her parents hadn’t left her that much.

But it was more than that. He had also supported her emotionally. He had always been there on the other end of the line when she called from the phone booth in the dorm. She had called him hundreds, thousands of times. And he was always available, offering encouragement, help, support, and love.

And then there were the presents; he had spoiled her atrociously. The boxes would come to school wrapped in brown paper, her friends crowding around. Always sent with the card signed: Love, Jim Gardiner. The fancy prom dress from Bergdorf Goodman for the senior dance. The red velvet box of Valentine chocolates every year. The tartan skirt from Scotland, and a very grown-up bottle of perfume from Paris. So many gifts.

When she was very young, she had often fantasized that someday Jim Gardiner would adopt her himself. She often wondered why he hadn’t. It was only when she became an adult that she learned about Tony, Gardiner’s domestic partner. And then she realized that adoption by a gay couple was not possible when she was a girl.

She looked at Gardiner closely. Tony had died last year. This was the first time she was seeing Gardiner since the funeral. At the grave site, they had clung to each other under an umbrella in the pouring rain. He had been unspeakably sad. Even today he looked a bit forlorn.

“It’s really great to see you, Jim. It’s been too long,” she said.

Her comment sounded formal, as she often did when she tried to express her love for him. He never seemed to notice, and he didn’t notice now.

“I know, Delia, I know,” he said briskly. He shuffled some papers on his desk, and seemed as if he were in a great rush to tell her something important. “Listen, I needed to see you because we got this notification from England, and I wanted to talk to you about it in person.”

“England?”

“Yes, your distant relative.” He said “distant” with derision.

“Peter Stapleton? You haven’t really mentioned him since my mom and dad died.”

“Yes, well, he didn’t exactly step up to the plate, if I recall.”

“Well, who could blame him: a twelve-year-old kid from the States . . .” Cordelia said.

“Well, it wasn’t right. He should have done something,” Jim said, his face flushing in anger. “But all that is water under the bridge.” He fussed with the papers to hide his irritation, but the gesture only amplified it.

“So what about this letter from England?”

“Well, Peter Stapleton’s wife died five years ago.”

“I remember. I wrote him a condolence note.”

“Geez, Delia, you’re too nice.”

“Well, it seemed like the kind of thing most people do.”

“Well, that note may have paid off. Peter Stapleton just passed away himself. It turns out you are his sole heir.”

She swallowed and nodded. She knew they were both thinking of that other day, long ago, when they had sat there together after her parents had died.

“Delia?”

She nodded again, more vigorously, to let him know she was all right, and took a breath.

“How did he die?” she asked.

“Heart attack, at his town house in London.”

She nodded again, mutely. She felt slightly faint, and a little tingly in her fingertips. Was she feeling shock? Certainly it was only because this talk of death conjured up such bad memories. After all, she didn’t really know Peter Stapleton.

Jim Gardiner said nothing. He looked down, leafing through his papers.

“This inheritance doesn’t make sense to me,” she finally said. “I thought there wasn’t any more money.”

He looked up, surprised.

“There wasn’t any money left from your parents,” Gardiner assured her. “This is his personal fortune, which he never felt inclined to share with you. Until now.”

“So this is his will?”

“Yes, in fact you are his sole heir. He probably didn’t have anyone else. Or maybe he wanted to make amends. Who knows?” Jim Gardiner’s tone was still bitter.

“How much did he leave me?”

“Let’s see, Delia, he left you . . .” he said, riffling through a sheaf of documents. He stopped, and paused dramatically, looking at her over his glasses with a bit of a smirk. “It’s actually quite a lot.”

“A lot? Like, how much, a lot?”

“At least twenty million pounds in stocks, investments, plus the town house in London and all its contents. That has to be worth at least eight to ten million pounds more.”

She sat back, stunned. The leather chair creaked.

“That’s a fortune! That would make me rich.”

He said nothing. He sat still, his glasses halfway down his nose.

“What am I going to do with all that?” she asked him.

“Keep it, honey. Keep it. And don’t let me hear one word of gratitude for the son of a bitch. He wasn’t there for you when it counted.”

She looked at him in shock.

“God rest his soul,” he added hastily, and smiled at her over his glasses.

Cordelia walked out into the cacophony of New York City. It was a warm morning, about to get a lot warmer. Traffic was gridlocked, noxious, and loud. After the quiet of Jim Gardiner’s office, she felt disoriented. She should do something, or go somewhere. The prospect of going back to her hotel room and sitting there alone was unappealing.

She glanced at her watch. It was too early to call Susan and Joel and tell them the news. California was three hours behind.

There were streams of people passing by. Some were bellowing into cell phones, shouting above the street noise. She stood in the alcove of the doorway and watched them. They were like schools of fish, yielding to objects in their path. Cordelia laughed a little to herself. Imagine thinking of fish right now. She felt very shaky, and considered getting a cup of coffee, but the caffeine would decidedly make her feel worse.

She tried to get her bearings. Across the street was Saks Fifth Avenue. It might be nice to go there and buy something. Shop a little. A woman walked by in high heels and a black designer suit. Cordelia suddenly felt dowdy in her best sweater, a peach cashmere twinset. She pretty much stuck to a classic grad-student wardrobe. She dressed that way on purpose; it was her safety net, her camouflage in the world of science and academia. She didn’t want to stand out, and these clothes didn’t draw unwanted attention. But it was time to grow up, wasn’t it? Just look at her purse. Who carried a shoulder bag these days? A new handbag would be a start.

She had money now. Life had moved on. This was not the time to be timid. Besides, she would need some clothes for the cruise ship. Cordelia stepped out onto the sidewalk with the rushing crowd.

The Hotel Sussex on the Upper East Side of Manhattan was cozy and quiet, the lobby decorated in beautiful French toile wallpaper. On the reservation desk, a bowl of yellow roses perfumed the air. Cordelia handed her seven shopping bags to the porter and let her aching arms drop.

“I’ll send them right up, miss,” he promised.

“Miss Stapleton,” called the desk manager. “You have a message.”

He handed her a thick-milled envelope. There was her name in black calligraphy on the front, and on the back was engraved the word CUNARD.

In her room she kicked off her shoes and fell on the couch. Her muscles ached, but she was feeling much better. Choosing a new wardrobe had given her confidence. She had redefined a look for herself, picking out a few smart suits and several dresses as well as formal gowns to wear on the ship. She had a half dozen pairs of new shoes to replace the flats she always wore. Cordelia had never shopped like that in her life.

It wasn’t too hard in the dressing rooms, when the admiring salespeople told her she looked gorgeous and she should buy, buy, buy. She had even gone up to the café on the eighth floor and picked her way through a salad, alone. But that’s when her confidence had waned, when she sat watching mothers and daughters lunching together.

“Are you alone, miss?” the waiter had asked, as he handed her the oversized menu. “Or will someone be joining you?”

“Nobody’s joining me,” she said, refusing to say the words “I am alone.”

She had eaten her salad without really tasting it. Just chewing seemed too much of an effort. She had forced herself to stay. Cordelia knew deep in her heart that it was important to leave the comfort of work, and the ship, and to try to do things that were normal and healthy. Maybe someday in the future she would actually enjoy a life outside work. Maybe there would come a time when she would not have to do everything alone.

Cordelia started to open the envelope the concierge had given her. The paper of the envelope was so thick she could barely slide the letter out.

Dear Miss Stapleton,

We congratulate you on accepting the Herodotus Foundation Award in Monaco on September 5. We would like to extend our official invitation to have you join our cruise on the Queen Victoria as it travels on its maiden year. The itinerary “Legends of the Mediterranean” will take you to Livorno and Naples, Italy; Valletta, Malta; Aghios Nikolaos and Piraeus, Greece; Izmir, Turkey; and Civitavecchia, Italy, near Rome. The ship departs Monaco September 7th at 5:00 p.m.

We are happy to offer you a suite, all expenses paid, for the duration of your stay with us. As discussed, Cunard would also like to offer you the opportunity to lecture on your recently published paper, “Oceans, Our Most Precious Resource.” We hope you will join us.

Best regards,
Greta Havens
Executive Manager, Queen Victoria. Cunard.

Cordelia dropped the letter onto the coffee table. There was a sharp rap on the door. The porter. She had almost forgotten about him.

“Your packages, miss.”



Hôtel de Paris, Monaco


John Sinclair escaped from the glare of the Place du Casino into the old-world elegance of the Hôtel de Paris. The grand lobby was hushed, cool, and dim. Sinclair stopped to let his eyes adjust, taking in the sumptuous dark-wood paneling, the sheen of the Persian carpets and crystal chandeliers, silk-upholstered armchairs sheltered by potted palms.

He looked around for his colleague and didn’t see him at first. Charles Bonnard was almost horizontal in a chair, a touch-screen phone inches from his face. Sinclair walked over, noticing that Charles was conspicuously overdressed as usual: cream silk slacks, Italian driving shoes, and a blue blazer of such fine wool it draped off his body.

“Look at you,” said Sinclair. “I hope you didn’t dress up for me.”

“Hey, Sinclair, how are you doing?” Charles never lifted his eyes from the phone.

“Charles. Put the damn thing down. You’re addicted to it.”

“Sorry. You want a drink?” Charles sat up. He flagged the waiter.

“Iced tea,” Sinclair ordered. “Lemon, no sugar.”

“Late night, was it?”

Sinclair didn’t answer, looking away.

“How’s Ephesus?” Charles tried.

Sinclair shifted his eyes back to Charles and brightened.

“Great. We’re really making some good progress.”

Charles studied him closely. Sinclair looked exhausted. Blue bruises under his eyes. Puffy eyelids from drinking, and his skin was sallow and dry. Clearly he was hungover.

“Bad late night? Or good late night?”

“Argghhh,” Sinclair exhaled, with the ghost of a smile. “Let’s just say it wasn’t all that good.”

“Do you want to talk about it? Or should we stick to business?” Charles ventured.

“Business. Definitely business.”

“I hereby call this meeting to order,” Charles said.

But Sinclair derailed all formality.

“Before we go into all that, I should tell you about Shari. You introduced us, after all.”

“Shari? What’s she up to?”

“Hector Corillo—the number-one driver for Team McAllister.”

“The race-car driver?”

Sinclair nodded, his face drawn.

“Did you break it off with her?” Charles asked.

“She did it.”

Sinclair sounded depressed. He looked around the lobby, and took a long sip of his iced tea. He looked down at his glass as if surprised at its contents, and then took another long swig.

Charles fussed with his monogrammed cuff links.

“You knew,” Sinclair accused.

“Yes, I knew.” Charles stopped with the cuff link and slid a magazine out from under him.

“You were literally sitting on the story!” exclaimed Sinclair.

“I didn’t want to be the one to tell you.”

He handed over the rolled-up magazine. Sinclair unfolded the Paris Match. Shari and Corillo were entwined on the cover.

“ ‘The Fast Life,’ “ translated Sinclair. “I guess I’m the last to know.”

“Well, unless it’s carved on the marble in Ephesus, you’re not likely to read it.”

Sinclair thumbed through the article, his brow furrowed, and handed the magazine back to Charles. Then he looked away, watching people walk through the lobby.

“Listen, we have to talk about tonight,” Charles finally said.

“So what’s the deal?” Sinclair’s voice was dispirited.

“The usual.” Charles struck up a brisk tone, rummaging through his brown crocodile folio.

“Six p.m. cocktails. Seven p.m. sit down for dinner. The program starts after the main course is over, and runs through dessert and coffee. Dancing afterward.”

Sinclair winced. “I don’t suppose you could take care of it, could you, Charles? I’m really not up to it.”

“Sinclair, I can’t. It’s your foundation. It’s your award. You have to come.”

Sinclair took a deep breath and blew it out in exasperation. There was a long moment as he decided.

“OK,” he said resignedly. “Who does the opening remarks? The prince?”

“Exactly,” Charles said, reading his notes, “His Serene Highness Prince Albert the Second will award the Monaco Prize to the Ocean Surface Topography Mission for their climate-change work. And right after the main course, during dessert, you’re up.”

“Damned if I can remember who we are giving it to. I got the letter, but I don’t remember where I put it.”

“It’s in some pile of bones on your desk in Ephesus, no doubt.”

“Probably.”

“We gave the award to Elliott Stapleton. American. Polar explorer and scientist. He was on expedition with Prince Albert’s great-great-grandfather Albert the First—he made quite a few expeditions, from about 1898 to about 1910.”

Charles was again referring to his notes. “Accepting is . . . here we go, Cordelia Stapleton. Great-great-granddaughter. A big deal in her own right. Oceanographer at Woods Hole Oceanographic Institution in Massachusetts.”

“Hometown girl,” said Sinclair approvingly.

“Yup. Quite a babe, from what I hear.”

“Oh, sure she is,” said Sinclair. “A real nature girl, I bet. Wears L.L.Bean. Swims five miles a day, dates ichthyologists. Do you have the speech?”

Charles handed over the cream envelope with the Herodotus Foundation logo.

“Don’t be bitter, Sinclair. Get even. Plenty of fish in the sea.”

Sinclair looked over at Charles skeptically.

“Are you aware that last year Shari was voted the most beautiful woman in the world?”

“What do they know? You’re going to believe People magazine? Besides, those glamour girls are a dime a dozen.”

Sinclair ignored the remark. “Why’s it heavy?” he asked, weighing the embossed envelope in his palm.

“The people at Monaco’s Oceanographic Institute are returning Stapleton’s diary from 1908. Somehow it ended up in their archives here in Monaco, with a bunch of other documents from the expeditions.”

“Why do we have it?”

“They want us to give it back to the great-great-granddaughter when you present the award. Somebody over at the institute called me and dropped it off yesterday at the office. It’s all in the speech.”

“OK, sounds good.” Sinclair finally said with some energy, “What’s her name again?”

Charles looked at his notes. “Cordelia.”



Port Hercule Marina, Monaco


In the Monaco marina, yachts were lined up one next to the other, and music from the deck parties floated up into the night. It was an array of wealth and luxury that was almost beyond comprehension. Only the most fabulous of the Mediterranean yachts converged at Monaco.

Each had its own style. In the early evening, as the sunlight faded and the interior lights were turned on in the main salons, the activities of the inhabitants were clearly visible from the dock. On some boats, the interiors were festive, people having cocktails, sitting on the couches or standing out on deck. Other boats were the picture of domesticity, children sprawled before the television, with sodas and pretzels, their parents relaxing with a glass of wine before dinner. Still others were dark, silent, their wealthy occupants pursuing other pleasures in other parts of the world.

On the enormous megayacht the Udachny, five people sat in tense silence. The room was sleek, luxurious, and well designed. A discriminating yacht owner might quibble that there was a little too much gold in the details of the décor, but despite the glitz, the artwork on board was above reproach. A bronze Rodin nude posed in a recessed alcove by the bar, and a Jackson Pollock hung on the wall.

The only nonhuman occupant of the yacht—a Russian Blue cat—walked across the bar, leapt to a chair, and finally made a deft spring into its master’s lap. During its tour of the salon, the animal avoided touching the floor.

Evgeny, the yacht owner, wondered why the cat did that even when the seventy-one-meter Benetti was docked. It probably hated the vibration of the twin marine diesel engines. The cat always spooked when they were running. Evgeny pulled its ears in a rough kind of massage, and the cat settled down.

He looked at the two couples across from him. There were two Russians: Vlad and Anna. Sitting across from them were two Americans: Bob and Marlene. Vlad returned his gaze belligerently, while his wife, Anna, sat staring at Evgeny with compressed lips and darting, nervous eyes. Evgeny scanned her up and down. She was an expensive-looking woman, all plastic and designer—like most expat Russian women these days. But she looked like she knew the score and would keep her husband in line. Vlad was only about thirty-five or so, and too much of a hotshot for his own good. Too vulgar, too flashy. Oligarch wannabe, with none of the talent. But Anna, she could kill. He stared at her ripe breasts, half exposed like fruit. She saw him looking and didn’t flinch. Yes, she would do what was necessary if given the chance.

The Americans, Bob and Marlene, were sitting together, with absolutely bovine expressions, seemingly upholstered into the white leather sofa, in pools of their own flesh. Only Americans could get big like that. It must be the corn diet. Evgeny liked fat people. Appetites like that could be counted on. They were weak and greedy—the best possible combination. Bob and Marlene would be no problem.

It was a weird crew: two high-rolling Russians and two fat Americans. Strange bedfellows, but it might work. They were all in it for the money. No high principles to get in the way. Vlad and Anna could do the legwork; the Americans could get cozy with the young woman. Disarm her with their friendliness. A young American girl on her own might be drawn to them.

Evgeny picked up the phone and dialed a number, then punched the speakerphone button.

“We’re all here,” he said. “What have you got?”

Vlad, Anna, Bob, and Marlene all leaned forward, as if they could discern who was on the other end of the line. But there would be no names used. Russian politicians like to keep their hands clean. And a wild card was always good in every game. It kept people on their toes. No one in Moscow could be identified if things went wrong, and that would make for an easier mop-up in the end. Evgeny would be the eraser on the chalkboard, so to speak.

The voice on the phone was factual, calm, the accent thick.

“We got the journal. They found it in the old storeroom of the Arctic

Coal Mining Company up in Svalbard. We read every word of it and only found a few references to the land deed. There is not enough information for us to go on.”

Vlad looked sideways at Anna. Staring at the phone, she didn’t move. The voice continued.

“There is a guy digging around up in Svalbard, in the old graves. He appears to be a scientist looking for medical specimens. But he also might be looking for the deed. We are following him to see if he turns up anything.”

“So what do you want us to do?” asked Evgeny.

“We’ll keep an eye on the guy up in Svalbard. You need to keep track of the journal.”

“Where is the journal now?” asked Evgeny.

“We planted the journal in the archives of the Oceanographic Institute of Monaco. And, good little researchers that they are, they found it already,” said the voice from Moscow.

“Then what?” asked Evgeny.

“The Oceanographic Institute is going to give it back to Cordelia Stapleton, Elliott Stapleton’s only living relative. She will read the journal. It will make more sense to her. It’s her family, after all.”

“What makes you think she will look for clues in the journal?”

“We will send her an offer for the land. Big money. So she will start to look for the deed. She will lead us right to it.”

“So we follow her, right?” interrupted Bob.

Evgeny gestured with a dismissive chop of his hand for the American to shut up.

“Who is giving the journal to her? The Oceanographic Institute?” asked Evgeny.

“No. They are going to pass it to the Herodotus Foundation. The American philanthropist John Sinclair runs it. He doesn’t know anything about the significance of the journal. He thinks he is just returning it as part of the foundation’s award ceremony—as a courtesy.”

“Good,” said Evgeny. “When do we expect the girl?”

“She’ll be there at the gala tomorrow. And then she will go to the cruise ship after that.”

“Good, so we will start surveillance tomorrow night, when she gets the journal,” Evgeny said, and looked over at the two Americans and the two Russians sitting on the couches of the yacht. “It shouldn’t take long.”



Monte Carlo, Monaco


As she stepped out of the Hôtel Hermitage, Cordelia checked her reflection in the glass of the lobby doors. The fabric of the midnight blue column dress was heavy and silky against her legs. The slight train gave her movements a new, stately glide.

“The Sporting Club,” she told the limo driver. “But can you drive around a bit, take the long way, so I can see Monaco?”

The driver held the door for her.

“Of course, mademoiselle.”

Cordelia slid onto the seat and had the ridiculous feeling that the car was way too big for just one person. The Herodotus Foundation had hired the limo and chauffeur for the evening. The driver took his place behind the wheel and looked at her in the mirror.

“Where shall we go, mademoiselle? Anywhere you wish.”

“Just around. Whatever you think. I don’t have to be there until six thirty.”

They started off at a slow pace and Cordelia looked out the limo windows. Monaco was magical. The floodlit pink palace was glowing against the deep blue sky. They drove past the Place du Casino and the harbor. Many of the yachts had lights strung along their masts. The car turned, and they drove through the charming cobblestoned streets of the town. Then, farther away from the casino, they followed the highway along the ocean to the Monte Carlo Sporting Club. Inside, the enormous Salle des Etoiles was the venue of choice for many large galas and events. The limo pulled up and stopped.

Cordelia felt a twinge of nervousness as she waited for the driver to walk around to open the door. She looked at the red carpet going up the stairs and the line of photographers waiting for arrivals. Real paparazzi. This was heady stuff. Well, Monaco was certainly all it was cracked up to be. She was going to be the center of attention accepting this award. Her heart pounded, and she felt a surge of adrenaline.

For the briefest flash she wished she had never come. It would be so much cozier to be having pizza and beer with Susan and Joel on board the research vessel rather than champagne and caviar at this award ceremony. But there was no choice; she had to accept the award. The car door opened and she gathered her skirts to step out.

Inside the Salle des Etoiles, guests were milling around sipping cocktails. The cavernous hall was hung with royal blue and silver banners in commemoration of the 1906 Arctic expedition of Elliott Stapleton and Prince Albert I—great-great-grandfather of the reigning monarch. She looked at Elliott Stapleton’s name on the banners and suddenly Cordelia felt a burst of family pride. He and Prince Albert I had mapped half of the Norwegian Arctic together. She walked around, looking at the huge hall filled with people, and suddenly realized what a monumental figure her great-great-grandfather had been. Of course, she had always known about the expeditions, but to see all these people gathered tonight to commemorate his work was astounding.

Cordelia noticed the reigning prince of Monaco, Albert II, in the center of a group. Middle-aged, handsome, he certainly looked royal. Look at that red-and-white sash and all those impressive medals. He was laughing. She tore her eyes away from him. She really shouldn’t stare. God knows she didn’t have the nerve to walk over and introduce herself.

She walked a few paces, took a glass of champagne from the waiter, and looked around. How sophisticated everyone looked in their evening clothes. This was really very exciting! She relaxed and started to enjoy the buzz of the room. Cordelia walked toward the middle of the crowd and stopped again, taking another sip of champagne.

Standing in front of her was a Russian undersea explorer. What was his name? She studied him and his group. They were clearly all Russians. The explorer was booming forth in his pompous way. What a fool. Her team had laughed at him last year, when he planted the titanium capsule with a Russian flag in the seabed at the North Pole, claiming it as Russian territory. Things got even more ridiculous when the Russian TV station Russiya reported on the expedition. The new show Vesti had spliced in undersea footage from the movie Titanic, saying it was from the expedition. They had labeled the footage “Northern Arctic Ocean,” but a thirteen-year-old Finnish kid had recognized the footage from his DVD at home and talked to his local paper.

Cordelia took another sip. Alexandrov. That was it. How weird Alex-androv should be at the gala. He was the first to descend the fourteen thousand feet to the Arctic seabed by submarine. Technically pretty difficult, but Russia had then preposterously declared the region “Forever Russian.” Canada and the United States immediately accused Russia of a crude attempt to grab the Arctic.

At the jingoistic press conference, Alexandrov had brandished the Russian flag and carried a stuffed polar bear, the symbol of United Russia, President Vladimir Putin’s political party. He had shouted, “Russia has what it takes to win! The Arctic has always been Russian.”

Suddenly the group of Russians turned and looked in her direction. One of them was talking about her. She could tell by the way they pretended not to notice her. Why were they all so interested in her?



Sporting Club, Monte Carlo


John Sinclair circulated through the crowd at the Oceanographic Institute Ball, greeting as many guests as possible. If he was going to be here, he might as well do it right. Don’t let them see you down. Not this crowd. He smiled even harder. Shari who?

Prince Albert II, surrounded by a mob, reached around to shake his hand. They exchanged a word, and the prince was drawn off to talk to another guest. Sinclair turned to work the other side of the room and realized too late he was on track to cross paths with the contessa Giorgiana Brindisi. After an imperceptible hesitation that showed only in his eyes, Sinclair moved confidently ahead. To avoid her would be a sign of weakness.

“John,” she called, as she saw him approaching. She air-kissed him, brushing his face with her dark mane of hair. He caught the familiar scent of her intoxicating perfume, the one she had designed herself. It got him every time—even tonight. Sinclair stepped back with a tight smile.

“Lovely to see you, Brindy.”

“John, darling. You look marvelous.”

Sinclair was aware of her escort, a tall, smoldering fellow about fifteen years her junior.

“May I introduce Giancarlo Grimitti.”

Sinclair’s eyes widened. It must be the son, not the father. The father would be, what, seventy by now? This man was not even thirty.

“Delighted,” said Sinclair, shaking his hand. The young man made a small half bow, more of a nod, but did not reply. Sinclair stepped to the side of the couple, as if to continue through the crowd. “I’d love to stay and chat, but duty calls. I’m searching for Charles. Have a great time!”

Sinclair walked slowly away, listening to the chatter build to a crescendo in the large space. Brindy. The last person he wanted to see. Now all he needed was for Shari to show up with her race-car driver. And he couldn’t even have a drink until after his speech. The gloom came over him like a pall. It was going to be a real trial to get through this night.

He walked to the enormous two-story windows of the Salle des Etoiles and looked out at the night view of Monaco. Right now he could use a nice sunset, an excellent whiskey, and a good book.

“Nice night, isn’t it?” Charles appeared at his elbow.

“Hmm . . .” said Sinclair.

“Oh, don’t let Brindy get you down,” Charles said. “Who is that with her, the Principe de Parma y Bologna?”

Sinclair barked a laugh in spite of his dour mood. He translated: “ ‘The Prince of Ham and Baloney.’ Good one, Charles.”

“Seriously, who is that? Look at him—he’s a kid. How old is he? Brindy is risking charges of pedophilia.”

“It’s the Grimitti heir.”

“Are you joking!” said Charles in disbelief. “Wow, Brindy is really trolling for the next big one. How much you figure he’s worth?”

“Charles, please. I can’t. Not tonight.”

“Oh, sorry, sometimes I get carried away. Listen, do you have the speech?”

Sinclair patted the lapel of his tuxedo. “All set.”

“You’re at table two,” Charles said. “Did you remember to bring the journal?”

“Yes, I have it.” Sinclair held it up in his other hand.

“OK. Well, don’t forget to take it up with you to the podium.”

“Charles, please stop harassing me.”

“OK, I’m done. Cheer up, Sinclair. Go find somebody pretty to talk to.” Charles gave him a wink and drifted away, his glass of Perrier in hand. People were starting to sit down. Sinclair found table 2 and shook hands with a portly Italian industrialist and his wife. Thank God, here were his old friends from New York: the director of the World Wildlife Fund and his wife, Jody. He continued around the table, looking for his place card. What luck! Charles had done him a good turn in the seating arrangements. He was right next to Jean-Louis Etienne, the director general of the Oceanographic Museum in Monaco. The conversation would be bearable after all.

“Mr. Sinclair, I have been hearing about your foundation for years. A pleasure to meet you,” Jean-Louis said, shaking his hand.

“The pleasure is mine.”

They took their seats and fell easily into conversation. When the appetizer of lobster thermidor was served, Sinclair realized he was hungry after all.

“How did your expedition go?” Sinclair asked, sampling a forkful, which was rich and delicious.

Etienne looked surprised.

“We just got back. I am astonished you know of it. Your field is archaeology, is it not?”

“Yes, but the foundation is looking at polar exploration next year. It seems like the right time to fund some research on the melting ice cap.”

“That is great news! We usually go in April, when the pack ice is at its maximum thickness.”

“That late?”

“Yes, the ice is actually solid enough to land a plane on at that time of year. The air is stable then.”

“I had no idea.”

“The cold gives good buoyancy to the EM-Bird. We use that to measure the ice.”

“So the air is less stable when it’s warmer?”

“Absolutely. In April, you really only get turbulence over the ice fracture zones. That’s where the water evaporates into the air.”

Sinclair felt someone brush his shoulder and take the seat next to him. Etienne looked past him and perked up the way Frenchmen do when a woman arrives.

“Cordelia Stapleton.” A woman reached around him to shake Etienne’s hand. “A very great pleasure to meet you.”

Sinclair turned to make his own introduction.

“John Sinclair,” he said, shaking her hand and looking into a pair of very beautiful green eyes. Charles was right, she was a stunner. She smiled politely at him, but then her eyes moved past him to Etienne.

“Are you talking about your expedition? I have been dying to hear about it.”

“Yes, we got back last week,” said Etienne, clearly charmed.

“What was your route?” she asked.

“Up through Tromsø, then straight up Norway to the Barents Sea and Svalbard.”

“Have you analyzed the data yet?” Her voice was firm and confident.

Etienne was talking to her in the lingo. It was all Greek to him, so Sinclair inched his chair back. That way they could talk, and he could observe her. Young, a bit nervous. Great figure. Not much makeup, but didn’t need it. She clearly was not used to wearing an evening dress: she kept fidgeting with the long skirt.

“We went over the polar drift current to the North Pole and then made radial trips to the latitude of eighty-five North,” Etienne explained. “Then we went to the Magnetic North Pole and the Beaufort Sea. We made about ten thousand measurements.”

“Where did you land?”

“Alaska.”

Now they were talking over him as if he weren’t there. Sinclair found himself thinking he had never been so charmingly ignored in his life. The room quieted and the program began. Prince Albert began his opening speech.

“We cannot go back in time,” the prince was saying. “It is essential to rise above political divisions and ask ourselves what measures we can take today for the development of our planet that are sustainable and respectful of nature.”

Sinclair felt in his pocket for his speech. This was going to be good. Cordelia Stapleton had no idea she would be accepting her award from the man she had ignored through the first two courses of dinner. Well, she couldn’t ignore him now.

“Presenting the Herodotus Foundation Award for Historical Contribution in Science and Exploration is John Sinclair, founder and chairman.”

He rose and walked to the podium in a crescendo of applause. Sinclair waited a moment for the audience to settle, looking over the crowd. He started.

“Elliott Stapleton was one of the great scientists of our time. His scientific discoveries outshone those of many of his peers. Several explorers gained more notoriety at the time because they were masters of publicity. But we at the Herodotus Foundation believe Elliott Stapleton was head and shoulders above the others. He was not only an explorer but also a dedicated scientist. He met Prince Albert I in Tromsø, Norway, in 1898, and that collaboration continued until 1910. During the prince’s expedition to Spitsbergen, the area now known as Svalbard, in the summers of 1898 and 1899, aboard the Princess Alice, they conducted a series of groundbreaking experiments. Together, these leading oceanographers made inroads in discovery we all still recognize. We are delighted to honor the expedition, the glorious collaboration of talent, and the historical contributions of the esteemed scientist Elliott Stapleton. Here accepting the posthumous award is his great-great-granddaughter, Cordelia Stapleton, one of the preeminent oceanographers in the world. She has come all the way from the Woods Hole Oceanographic Institution. Please welcome Cordelia Stapleton.”
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“Ilove a journey flled with adventure, intrigue, and
twlsls and trns. In The Explorer’s Tode K ty
character development is flawless.
l:omnaSuplemn has anresistible intellect and
strength that draw you into each moment, page
by page. This adventure surely doesn't disap-
point! 'm already looking forward to what's next
from —A.J. Hammer, Showiz Tonight, HLN

Award-winning CNN journalist Kitty Pilgrim turns her
talents to print in The Explorer’s Code, an exciting
international thriller that revolves around the quest
foraland deed valuable enough to killfor.

When the renowned young oceanographer
Cordelia Stapleton receives an invitation to accept
an award on behalf of her great-great grandfather,
afamous Victorian polar explorer, she has no idea
her life is about to change dramatically. John
Sinclair—a dashing. wealthy archaeologist and
philanthropist—presents Cordelia with the award
at the glamorous Oceanographic Institute Ball in
Monaco. He also gives her a journal that her greal-
great-grandfather wrote in 1908. An orphan with
very few family belongings, Cordelia is amazingly
touched to have this precious heirloom. Once the
journal is in her possession, Cordelia learns that
she is heir to the lmd on which the Global Seed
Vaultin Norwaysits. The valuable deed for thisland,
oratleast a clue Lo its whereabouts, may be hidden
inthejournal.

When the journal disappears from Cordelia’s
stateroom on the Queen Vicloria and Cordelia re-
ceives threatening e-mails, it becomes clear that she
in danger. John Sinclair comes to Cordelia’s aid,
helping her search for the missing journal and land
deed, and capturing her heart. As they race to find
the deed, Cordelia and Sinclair encounter a team
of British virologists trying to decode the genome of
the 1918 i zapandemic, butunea ected
{issuesamples may prove morelethal than cura

Cordelia and Sinclair sail through the Medi-

terranean from Monaco to an archacological site
in Ephesus, Turkey. They travel to a beautiful old
Parisian home and a lavish estate in the Bri
countryside. Their search culminates in the high
Arctic archipelago of Svalbard, not
North Pole. Behind them everystep of the wayarea
consortium of Russian underworld criminals, reli
gious fanatics from Texas, a sinister botanist, and a
sexy American spy, all hunting for the deed, all pur-
suing Cordelia.

The Explorer’s Codeis asatisfying blend of histor-
ical detail, fast-paced action, scientific discovery, and
the thrill o e g
tains.
aschillingasapolar breeze.

ish

from the

KITTY PILGRIM wasabroadeastjournalistat
CNN for twenty-four years, specializing in domestic
and international affairs. She has won majos
cast industry awards and has traveled the world
extensively. Sheisamemberofthe Council on Foreign
Relationsand the historic Explorers Clubin NewYork.
ty is a single mother of two sons and resides part-
time in New York Cityand in Rhinecliff, New York.
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Advance Praise for

Tae EXPLERER'S CODE

“Byland, by air, by sea... Kitty Pilgrim spins a fast-paced mystery packed with roller-coaster ups
and downs and an irresistible heroine like no other—Cordelia Stapleton.”
—Nancy Grace, television host and author of Death on the D-List

“Arollicking good read..... an intelligent thriller that races from one romantic and exotic dateline
tothe next, propelled by characters who are smart, sexy, and sinister. A must-read for anyone
who loves adventure with a brain. Guaranteed to leave you chilled, breathless, and demanding
asequell” —Martin Savidge, international correspondent, CNN

“Captivating characters, scientific intrigue, polar exploration, and romantic tension all wrapped
up in a mad dash around the world that will leave you breathless! Only Kitty Pilgrim could so
deftly bring together this story of Russian oligarchs, the 1918 flu epidemic, St. Paul's Letterto the:
Ephesians, the twisted roads of the Céte d'Azur, and the rarified air of the well-heeled into such a
vivid and unforgettable novel. | could not put it down.”

—Christine Romans, CNN host and author of Smart s the New Rich

“What a page-turner! | always knew Kitty Pilgrim could write down and report the facts. Now she

has turned her journalistic skills and keen understanding of the world to pen an exciting novel.

The Explorer’s Code takes you on a wild ride to exotic places filled with greed, intrigue, suspense,

N and colorful characters—rich, beautiful people and villains worth hating. Oh—and the heroes.

N are science geeks! There's nothing more | could ask for from athrilm

—Miles 0'Brien, science c pol t, PBS NewsHour

& Wwho can write a sophisticated thriller that takes gou all ovi
ctually been to the places she's writing about and
for along time. And did | mention romance? Yes, this bo
—Gerri Willis, anchor, The Willis Report, FOX Busin

her international experience as a journalist and spins an intelligent
thriller bat ery, exploration, and real scientists. Her wonderful characters lead us on
a merry chase through some of the most glamorous and sophisticated places.in the w
learned a lot and couldn’t put it dow!
-
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