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Newton was not the first of the age of reason.

He was the last of the magicians….

—JOHN MAYNARD KEYNES








PROLOGUE

Royal Society Headquarters

21 Crane Court

London, England

March 2, 1727

Isaac Newton was terrified.

He had always known that, sooner or later, someone would become suspicious about what he had discovered, but he had never expected this.

An angry mob was storming toward the headquarters of the Royal Society, claiming he was in league with the devil. They carried muskets, clubs, and torches, whose orange light flickered ominously against the buildings of Crane Court.

From the second floor office that he used as president of the society, Newton watched them approach, peering anxiously through a narrow gap in the curtains, not daring to show his face. Most of the crowd looked to be uneducated rabble, which was to be expected, as little of London’s population had any schooling at all. But scattered among them were also some priests and—most disturbingly—a few of the king’s own beefeaters. Newton had always suspected that, should trouble arise, the king would protect him; after all, he had served England with honor for over thirty years. But now it appeared that would not be the case.

“Mr. Newton, sir. You must leave at once.” A young scientist stood at the door of the office, his eyes darting nervously with fear.

Newton couldn’t recall his name. In truth, he couldn’t remember most of the names of the society’s members. Throughout his life, he had rarely paid much attention to other people; his mind was too focused on his own work.

“I can’t possibly leave,” Newton argued. “Can’t you hear that crowd? They’ll tear me apart!”

The young scientist lowered his eyes in shame. “Not through the front doors, sir. Your coach awaits in the back.”

Newton glanced out the window once again. The mob looked big and angry enough to break the doors down—and then who knew what they might do? Vandalize the building? Set fire to it? The Royal Society was home to countless important scientific works; Newton couldn’t let them be destroyed.

An angry laborer threw an empty liquor bottle at the building. It shattered off the wall just below Newton’s window. The other members of the mob cheered, then began to throw things as well: stones, garbage, empty bottles of their own.

Newton stepped back from the window and looked around his office sadly, realizing he would probably never return there again.

A heavy stone thumped off the window behind him, cracking the glass.

“Let us go,” Newton said.

The young scientist quickly led the way through the second floor. They avoided the main staircase down to the grand entry foyer, where the mob was already pounding on the doors, and instead ducked into the servants’ quarters. Even though Newton had been a member of the Royal Society for much of his life and president for the last eighteen years, he had never deigned to enter this area. As opposed to the impressive, formal rooms where the members of the society spent their time, the servant’s quarters were cramped and utilitarian.

The young scientist moved as quickly as he could—and noted that, for a man in his eighties, Newton had little trouble keeping up. They hurried down the narrow, rickety servants’ stairs, then shoved their way through the crowded kitchen, until they emerged into the mews behind the building.

Such streets could be found throughout London; they were the alleys that ran behind the respectable homes and businesses, where the horses and carriages were kept, often with rooms for the coachmen to sleep overhead. This mews was roughly paved with cobblestones and coated with a layer of horse dung, which reeked so badly that Newton recoiled at the stench. Normally, his carriage—like those of the other gentlemen—would be brought around to the front entrance, sparing him this experience. Newton’s coachman had just finished rigging the carriage to the horses and now perched in the driver’s seat atop it, ready to go.

“God be with you,” the young scientist told Newton as he helped him into the coach.

Newton gave him no word of thanks. Instead, he took his seat, thumped the roof with his cane, and ordered, “Go!”

“Yah!” The coachman snapped the reins. The horses leapt forward so quickly that Newton was thrown against the back of the coach.

For every action, there is an equal and opposite reaction, he thought automatically.

The carriage thundered through the mews, heading for the arch that served as the entrance. Newton suddenly noticed the telltale dance of shadows on the walls of the buildings ahead. More torches were approaching.

“The mob is coming this way!” he shouted. “Do not let them impede us!”

The coachman urged the horses onward. Just as the carriage reached the arch, the rioters arrived. They were a splinter faction of the larger mob that had stormed the society’s front doors, only a few dozen men and women, but still, they looked fearsome and wild in the torchlight. Some foolishly tried to grab the reins of the horses as they passed, only to be knocked aside.

However, one rioter managed to leap onto the running board and fling the carriage door open. He was so drunk that Newton could smell the liquor on his breath, and he carried a makeshift club. It was a wooden leg that had been wrenched off a chair, and the screws that had once held it in place now jutted from it dangerously like the spikes of a mace. “Heretic!” he roared, and would have clubbed Newton had the coachman not turned the horse whip on him. He cried out in pain, lost his grip, and fell from the carriage, tumbling across the road.

But Newton was still not safe. Word of his escape had already spread through the mob, which turned away from the Royal Society and raced down Fleet Street after him, swarming three carriages that happened to be passing by. The rioters quickly commandeered them, throwing the coachmen to the road, and then took up the chase.

Whenever Newton had traveled through London before, his coach had proceeded slowly, due to heavy traffic and the wretched condition of the roads. Now he had no such luxury. Thankfully, it was late enough that the streets were mostly empty; the grocers and craftsmen whose stalls generally lined Fleet Street had packed up their wares and gone home hours ago. But there were still a few people about, and the carriage had to veer wildly to avoid them, all the while rattling so heavily over the cobblestones that Newton worried it might come apart at the seams.

They quickly left the mob behind, but the three stolen carriages still bore down on them.

Newton fearfully watched them approach, wondering how his secret had gotten out.

He had pushed things too far, that was to be sure. He should have retired from public life long before. He had made plans to do so, but then… he hadn’t followed through. It was ironic, given how much he had avoided attention in his younger years, that he had been unwilling to relinquish it now. He was so used to being the smartest man in any room that he had presumed he could continue to keep his secret, even among the greatest scientific minds in the empire.

Obviously, someone hadn’t merely figured out what he had done; they had also spread the word to the masses, sparking a riot. The question remained: Who?

The carriage raced through the city. Fleet Street was one of the most important thoroughfares in all of London, paralleling the Thames river through the sprawling metropolis until it arrived at the Tower of London, the seat of the English government. While most of London’s streets were narrow, twisting alleys, Fleet Street was relatively straight and wide. This allowed Newton’s carriage to move quickly, but unfortunately, there was also room for the pursuing carriages, which threatened to draw alongside him.

Despite the impending danger, Newton still couldn’t help thinking about the mystery at hand. This had been a pattern throughout his life; once his mind was focused on something, everything else would fade into the background. Often, he would get so wrapped in his thoughts that he forgot to eat or sleep for days.

Now he wondered who had betrayed him. He had no shortage of enemies. A few decades earlier, he would have suspected a bitter scientific rival, like Robert Hooke or Gottfried Leibniz. Those men had passed away, but there were certainly still plenty of other scientists who bore grudges against him: men whose work he had discredited or mocked—or whom he had deemed unworthy of joining the Royal Society.

A pursuing carriage pulled close to Newton’s as they hurtled past St. Paul’s Cathedral. The great domed structure, designed by Sir Christopher Wren, was the tallest building in London by far, looming over the cramped, wooden structures around it like a giant among men.

Two men clung to the outside of the approaching carriage, ready to leap to Newton’s from it, but Newton’s coachman coaxed a burst of speed from his horses at the last moment. They surged ahead, cutting off the other carriage, which careened into the shops that lined Fleet Street. It glanced off the walls with such force that its front wheels tore loose. The vehicle toppled into the street, throwing Newton’s potential attackers into the path of the other two carriages. The horses trampled them, then kept coming.

Newton barely noticed. He was too lost in thought, trying to deduce who was behind his betrayal. Perhaps it wasn’t a scientist at all; he had angered scores of other people as well. As master of the Royal Mint for thirty years, he had pursued counterfeiters with a vengeance, sending many to the gallows. Some of their associates—or their families—must have still held a grudge. Had one of them been behind this?

Or perhaps he had angered one of his artisans at the mint. Or a member of the royal family. Or someone in Parliament. It seemed that someone was always getting upset at him for some reason or another….

Newton was suddenly aware that his coachman was shouting at him. Despite the dire circumstances, his mind had drifted. “What’s that?”

“Which way should we go?” the coachman shouted again, more desperate this time.

Newton peered out the door of his carriage and took stock of his situation. Not far ahead, Fleet Street forked, one branch heading east toward the Tower of London, the other angling south to London Bridge.

Newton suddenly had an idea. “Go right!” he ordered, and the coachman tugged on the reins. The horses veered onto the southern road, taking the turn at such speed that the carriage threatened to topple, its two right wheels lifting off the ground. Newton threw himself against the high side to shift the weight. The wheels slammed back down onto the road, landing so hard their spokes splintered. Newton felt a shift in the carriage’s movement and recognized, with concern, that his vehicle probably would not be able to withstand much more stress.

Ahead, London Bridge came into view. It was the only point to cross the Thames for miles in either direction, and thus, it was the center of the city. It had stretched between the banks in this spot since 1209, an edifice of stone so sturdy that it blocked much of the river’s flow; the water on the western side was six feet higher than on the east, and it surged through the small gap in the center in a great, churning rush. A drawbridge spanned this section but had fallen into disrepair decades before. Wooden buildings lined both sides of the bridge, with shops below and living quarters above, leaving only a narrow gap through the middle, barely wide enough for two carriages to pass.

Both ends of the bridge were flanked by stone arches. For much of London’s history, the heads of traitors and other criminals had been set on pikes atop them, including those of William Wallace, Thomas More, and Oliver Cromwell, but the practice had recently fallen out of favor. Newton’s coach rumbled through the first arch and onto the bridge, closely followed by his pursuers.

Because the homes along the bridge were built of wood, shared common walls, and were heated by open flames, they regularly caught fire. A dozen of them close to the northern shore had recently burned down and were now being rebuilt, so the passage across the bridge was even narrower than usual, as piles of wood and other construction supplies jutted into it.

Meanwhile, the damaged wheels of Newton’s carriage were threatening to come apart at any moment. They were wobbling so badly that the carriage was dragging, straining the horses and allowing their pursuers to gain on them. Newton quickly envisioned the calculations in his mind and deduced that it would be mere seconds before his enemies were upon him.

He threw open the carriage door and clambered up to the driver’s seat on the roof, startling the coachman. “Sir!” the man shouted. “What are you doing?”

“Follow me,” Newton ordered, and then surprised the coachman yet again by leaping onto the back of one of the horses.

He wasn’t nearly as spry as he had once been, so he almost lost his grip and fell beneath the horse’s hooves, but he managed to hold on. His powdered wig tumbled from his head, revealing his short gray hair beneath.

The coachman knew better than to question the great Isaac Newton, so he leapt to the other horse, landing with far more grace.

Newton promptly kicked out the pin that connected the carriage to the horses. Behind them, the vehicle smashed into a pile of wooden beams and burst into pieces, blocking the road. His enemies quickly reined their horses to avoid crashing into it, but then could only look on helplessly as Newton rode away.

The commotion woke everyone on the street, and within seconds, shutters were being thrown open, and alarmed people were peering out their windows.

Newton rode onward alongside his coachman, their horses still dragging the rigging for the carriage, which sparked on the stone bridge. Newton pulled a knife from his belt and slashed through the leather straps, cutting his horse loose from it all, then galloped across the drawbridge and onto the south bank of the Thames. It wasn’t until he had traveled through the entire city and reached the fields on the far side that he finally stopped his horse to give it time to rest—and allow himself one last look back at London.

Now that someone knew his secret, he could not return.

What he had discovered was incredible, with the power to change the world forever, but humanity wasn’t ready for it yet. Although perhaps, some day in the distant future, it would be.

Newton gently spurred his horse and rode on into the night. He had a long way to go and many plans to put into motion.






PART ONE THE LIBRARY



I can calculate the motion of heavenly bodies,

but not the madness of people.

—ISAAC NEWTON








ONE

Craobh Haven, Scotland

Modern Day

The house hadn’t been easy to find, but that was the point. The man who lived and worked there was wanted by Interpol, the CIA, and a dozen other law enforcement agencies. Only people who were desperate enough—and wealthy enough—to afford his services could go through all the trouble to track him down.

The house sat on a small peninsula that jutted into Loch Melfort on the ragged western shore of Scotland, surrounded by hundreds of acres of pasture. On a sunny summer day, it would probably have been beautiful, but now, a month into fall, it was gloomy and foreboding. Dark clouds hung low in the sky, and a cold rain was whipped sideways by the wind.

From the outside, the home looked much like every other old manor in the area, a once-grand place that had been battered by centuries of bad weather. Gray stone walls speckled with patches of moss. A sagging thatched roof. The whole structure tilted slightly to the side, as though the years of wind had slowly begun to shove it over.

Inside, however, it was surprisingly modern.

The original cramped interior had been gutted, and now there were spacious rooms decorated with fashionable furniture and expensive art. But the most contemporary part of all was a secret, a room that could only be accessed through an honest-to-goodness hidden door in a bookshelf. Pulling on a copy of Agatha Christie’s And Then There Were None triggered the door to open, leading to a staircase that spiraled down into the earth, until it reached a workshop filled with so much state-of-the-art computing and printing equipment that it looked like the documents lab at CIA headquarters.

This was where the forger worked.

He was younger than Charlie Thorne had expected. Barely thirty, by her guess. She was upset at herself for being surprised by this.

Charlie knew, better than almost anyone, that people could do exceptional things at a very young age. After all, she was only thirteen but had already solved several ingenious mysteries that had confounded the rest of the world for decades.

Even though the room should have been chilly, given that it was buried in the dank earth of Scotland, the electronic equipment generated so much heat that it felt as though a fire was blazing. Charlie had shed the thick sweater and raincoat she had worn on her way there. The forger was wearing only a vintage T-shirt from a band he was too young to have ever seen in person, jeans with holes in them, and sandals.

He had a policy of not asking questions about his clients, but Charlie could tell that he was thinking about violating it. He kept glancing at her, wondering what someone her age was doing, seeking the services of someone like him.

Charlie looked and acted older than thirteen. Most people assumed she was closer to seventeen or eighteen, but even that was awfully young to be seeking forged passports.

To add to her mystique, Charlie hadn’t said a single word since she’d arrived. Dante had been doing most of the talking.

Dante Garcia was rather young as well, considering that, until recently, he had been a respected CIA agent running a highly classified operation. He was only in his late twenties, with the same stocky, muscular wrestler’s physique he’d had since college. He was Charlie’s half brother, although for most of their lives, they had been estranged.

Milana Moon sat next to him. She was also in her late twenties—although she had never admitted her exact age to Charlie—and was lithe and athletic, with piercing dark eyes that signaled her intelligence. She had been an exceptional agent as well.

But then the CIA had turned on them. Charlie had information the Agency wanted, but Dante and Milana had refused to turn her over to them. So their status had been revoked, and they had been declared criminals. Which was why they were now in an underground bunker in Scotland, seeking the help of one of the best document forgers in the world.

Dante knew of other such people, but this man was the one they could get to most easily, and who was en route to where they were heading next.

“Our work requires that we travel a great deal,” Dante was explaining. “Ideally by commercial airline…”

“You can’t afford private jets?” the forger asked.

“There aren’t that many private jet services in the world,” Dante replied. “Our enemies are surely keeping tabs on all of them. At this point, we’d be less conspicuous traveling commercially.”

The forger glanced at Charlie once again, obviously pondering what she was involved in. But he asked another question instead. “Are there any languages that all three of you speak besides English?”

“Spanish,” Dante said. “And Mandarin Chinese.”

Once again, the forger glanced at Charlie. Although this time, he was studying her carefully.

Charlie came from an extremely multiracial background. This, combined with her prodigious talent for learning languages, allowed her to blend in almost anywhere on earth.

“She could pass for Chinese,” the forger noted. “Or at least partly Chinese.” He shifted his gaze to Dante and Milana. “But not the two of you. Spain would work, though. Or Mexico.”

“Let’s do both,” Dante said. “And ones from the United States as well.”

The forger arched an eyebrow, as intrigued by this order as he was by Charlie’s presence. “US passports are extremely difficult to fake.”

“But they don’t draw much attention,” Dante stated. “And my sources say that you can fabricate them perfectly.”

“I can. But they’re not cheap. And then all three of you want two more passports on top of those?”

“Four more, actually,” Dante corrected. “In case any of our identities get compromised.”

“That really won’t be cheap.” The forger wrote a price on a piece of paper, then slid it across his desk to Dante.

Dante picked it up. Milana looked at the price over his shoulder and was so startled, she spoke for the first time. “We’re only asking for fake passports here. Not a forgery of the Mona Lisa.”

“My passports are works of art,” the forger explained. “And there’s more to them than just the object itself. First, I need to fake multiple realistic entry stamps and visas from other countries; a blank passport is suspicious, while a well-used one is not. Then, I have to hack into the database of each country you want a passport from and create a realistic identity for all three of you, with a history of travel to the countries I’ve created the visas for. In addition, your case is special. I’ll need to create linked profiles to give the impression that you’re a family.” He pointed to Charlie. “Because someone her age traveling by herself internationally is going to garner attention otherwise. And finally, no offense, but I’m the only person in the British Isles who can do this kind of work to the specifications you need. I’m not sure how you got to this country in the first place, but I’m assuming you’ll need a passport to get back out again. Which means I have you over a barrel.” The forger grinned tauntingly.

Dante sighed, knowing the forger was right on all counts. They had arrived by sailboat, traversing the North Atlantic from the United States to Scotland. Dante was a capable seaman, so the journey had been quite pleasant, save for some nasty squalls once they reached the Scottish coast, but sailing was slow and therefore impractical. Dante was hoping that they wouldn’t have to travel far to find what they were seeking this time, but he still wanted to be prepared. Over the last few months, he had found that his plans rarely worked out for the best.

He handed the paper to Charlie, who gave the price a quick glance and then said, “That’s not a problem.”

At this, the forger could no longer control his curiosity. He broke his long tradition and asked a question about his clients. “She is the one who gets to make this decision?”

“Oh, she’s not just the money,” Dante said, giving Charlie a proud smile. “She’s also the brains of this operation.”






TWO

CIA Headquarters

Langley, Virginia

I understand that you trained Agent Dante Garcia,” said Arthur Zell.

“Not exactly.” Agent Varsha Khatti did her best to avoid sounding condescending to the director of the CIA. She had never met Zell before, but his naivete about the world of espionage was no secret. Unlike the previous CIA director, Jamilla Carter, a respected analyst who had worked her way to the top, Zell was a political appointee. Carter had been forced out for reasons that were classified—except at the highest level—and Zell had hastily replaced her. That sort of thing was relatively common, but there were already rumors that Zell had made some serious missteps within days of his appointment, and that he might not even be at the Agency long enough to learn how things worked.

They were in the director’s spacious office on the top floor of the CIA headquarters building. Out the window, fall had arrived; the leaves of the thousands of trees on the campus had begun to turn from green to red, gold, and orange.

“I served as lead agent on Garcia’s first two operations at the Agency,” Agent Khatti continued. “He had already finished his training by that time.”

Zell waved this comment off dismissively, as though the distinction was unimportant. “And what was your impression of him?”

“He was an extremely promising young agent.” Khatti could have said much more, but she chose not to. Given Zell’s tone, she was quite sure this wasn’t going to be a positive conversation about Garcia.

Zell waited a few seconds, as though pausing for dramatic effect. Then he said, “Agent Garcia has been compromised.”

Khatti’s eyes widened.

“You’re surprised?” Zell asked.

“Yes. I wouldn’t have expected that from Dante.”

“He’s not the first respected agent who has turned.”

“True, but that doesn’t mean it’s not a shock. What happened?”

“What I’m about to tell you is highly classified. It can’t leave this room.”

“Of course.”

There was a safe built into the wall behind Zell’s desk. He pressed his thumb against a pad, and the door clicked open, revealing a stack of classified documents inside. “Under the direction of my predecessor, Director Carter, Garcia was running a top secret off-the-books operation. He was searching for an equation developed by Albert Einstein….”

“Pandora?” Khatti asked.

Zell turned back to her. “You’ve heard of it?”

“I’m sure everyone who works here has. It’s CIA lore. Einstein is said to have discovered an equation that would make it simple to harness all the energy inside the atom—and thus, to easily create nuclear weapons. But I always assumed it was just a silly rumor.”

“It’s not. And Garcia found it.”

Khatti sat forward in her chair. “How?”

“With her.” Zell removed a dossier from the safe and slid it across his desk.

Khatti opened it quickly.

The first thing she found was a surveillance photograph of Charlie Thorne. Then came the background information: her psychological profile, IQ tests, assessments of her various skills.

Khatti read all of it, growing more and more intrigued. “This girl’s intelligence is off the charts,” she said finally. “She’s like Einstein himself.”

“That was Garcia’s argument to Director Carter,” Zell replied. “The best way to find something hidden by Einstein would be to recruit someone as brilliant as he was. Garcia compiled all those reports. But he left out one very important piece of information: Charlie Thorne is his half sister.”

Khatti looked up in surprise. “How’d he manage to keep that a secret?”

“Their mutual father left Dante’s mother when she was three months pregnant and she didn’t keep his name. Dad got married again much later and had Charlie. So Dante is sixteen years older than Charlie and they don’t appear to have had much contact for most of their lives. But I suspect they were in cahoots for a while before he proposed recruiting her. Young Miss Thorne already had a history of criminal activity. She had hacked the system at the Lightning Corporation and made off with at least forty million dollars.”

Khatti’s surprise cranked up another notch. “That was her?”

“Yes. But Carter agreed to this risky venture anyhow. And as I’m sure you can guess, it was a disaster. Thorne found Pandora, but then she and Garcia, along with Agent Milana Moon, kept it to themselves. They double-crossed us.”

This final statement was a lie. While Charlie had balked at giving Pandora to the CIA for fear that the US government would weaponize it, it was Zell who had double-crossed Garcia and Moon. He had given his agents orders to kill them and kidnap Charlie—but they had failed.

Charlie had retaliated by leaking Zell’s orders to the director of national intelligence, the chairman of the Senate Select Committee on Intelligence—and the president of the United States. Zell had been chewed out by each one of them. The only reason he still had his job was politics. Firing the director of the CIA only days after his taking office would make the people who had nominated him for the job look bad. So he had been allowed to stay—with orders to clean up the mess he had made. That meant quashing the story and finding Garcia, Moon, and Thorne.

Khatti suspected that Zell wasn’t telling her the whole truth about what had occurred, but then, that was standard procedure at the CIA. And the information in the dossier was damning enough. Garcia had schemed to bring a family member who was a criminal aboard an unsanctioned mission. And in the wrong hands, Pandora would be incredibly dangerous.

“I assume you want me to find them?” Khatti asked.

“Yes. You’ve worked with Garcia—and you’ve proven yourself at tracking down rogue agents before.”

“Do you have any idea where they might be?”

“Even better. I believe I know where they’re going.” Zell removed another dossier from the safe. “It turns out, Einstein wasn’t the only great scientist who discovered something he didn’t think humanity was ready for. And he had done some research into who the others might be. While searching for Pandora, Miss Thorne cracked the code Einstein used to record all this, and our agents translated his notes.”

Khatti opened the dossier to find the original coded documents, along with the translations. She had already been surprised several times during this meeting, but what she now read left her dumbfounded. According to Einstein, more than a dozen people from throughout history had hidden landmark scientific discoveries: Charles Darwin, Cleopatra, and many more. Einstein even hinted as to where he thought their discoveries might be located. It was like finding out that there were multiple important chapters that had been left out of human history books all at once.

Something occurred to Khatti. “Does Garcia have this list too?”

“Yes.”

“How did he get it?”

Zell shifted uncomfortably in his chair. “Thorne… er… hacked my CIA account.”

“That’s not possible.”

“Turns out, it is. As noted, she’s brilliant. But she’s also cocky. And that’s how we know where she’s going next. Our techs managed to track where she did the hack from: the Azores.” Once again, Zell was altering the truth to serve his purposes. Thorne had actually recovered Einstein’s documents months before, then used them to track down the discoveries of Darwin and Cleopatra, outwitting the CIA—and numerous other enemies—both times. The hack she had done from the Azores was the one where she had stolen Zell’s incriminating messages. But Zell didn’t want Khatti to know any of that. He continued, “The last time Thorne was seen was in New York City. We have reason to believe she, Garcia, and Moon left the US by sailboat. And the Azores are a harbor in the North Atlantic on the way from America to Europe.”

“Or Africa,” Khatti suggested. “There are plenty of discoveries on this list they could be heading toward.”

“True. But I had a team pull up satellite imagery of the harbor in the Azores on the day when Thorne performed her hack. There aren’t that many small sailboats crossing the Atlantic at any time. Only three left in the day after the hack. One is headed for the Canary Islands, one went to another of the Azores… and the third has gone to a remote marina on the western coast of Scotland.”

Khatti glanced back at the documents before her. One name immediately jumped out at her. “Isaac Newton.”

“That’s our guess as well. Assemble a team. You’re heading to Cambridge.”






THREE

Several floors below Zell’s office, two stories underground, another CIA agent was looking over Einstein’s notes on Newton.

The agent was a young, low-level analyst, only a few years out of the academy, who didn’t have the clearance level for such highly classified information. But it was almost impossible to keep secrets at an agency with thousands of spies.

The analyst’s job was not glamorous. She spent most of her time staring at a computer screen in a dim, windowless office that she shared with another analyst, who was currently out for three months on maternity leave. The job was dull. The analyst craved excitement—and she needed money.

She was in debt from college loans, poor investments, and a really bad bet on the previous Super Bowl. Her situation wasn’t awful. If she worked hard and cut down on expenses, she would be able to dig herself out in ten years, but that didn’t sound like much fun at all.

So the analyst had found another way to make money.

A few weeks earlier, she had been assigned to do analysis on a mission that had gone sideways in Manhattan. Two rogue CIA agents, Dante Garcia and Milana Moon, had slipped back into the country, and somehow the Israeli Mossad had known about it before the CIA did. The CIA wanted to know what the Mossad knew, so the analyst had to root through thousands of transcripts of tapped phone calls. Somewhere along the line, she’d come across several mentions of Pandora, which piqued her interest. So she’d started digging and eventually, after a lot of clever deductive work, had tracked down electronic copies of the transcripts of Einstein’s decoded notes that someone had foolishly forgotten to delete after transferring them.

Such information was worth a great deal of money.

Some of it would also be potentially dangerous in the wrong hands.

The analyst wasn’t a bad person. She wasn’t about to start World War III just to get out of debt.

So she selected what to sell with what she considered great caution. Einstein didn’t reveal what any of the people on his list had found; it was likely that the great genius didn’t know himself. But it seemed to the analyst that whatever Isaac Newton might have discovered hundreds of years before couldn’t possibly be life-threatening. It would predate nuclear power or bioweapons or anything like that.

So the analyst set up an account on the dark web and offered the information to the highest bidder.

To her surprise, it was only fifteen minutes before she got a response—and the money being offered was far more than she had imagined.

Still, she figured anyone willing to propose so much in an opening bid probably had a lot more cash to burn, so she wrote back, pretending that there were already other offers on the table.

Within two minutes, the buyer doubled their offer.

The analyst agreed to the deal. She set up an encrypted private bank account in the Cayman Islands. The buyer would deposit half the money, and the rest would be sent upon delivery of the information.

It took some time for the analyst to arrange everything so that she could transmit the information without anyone realizing what she had done, but it was finally all in place.

That morning, she had received confirmation from the bank that the buyer had sent the money—as well as a threat from the buyer that, if she tried anything sneaky, she would end up dead.

To the analyst’s astonishment, the buyer knew her home address.

The analyst thought she had covered her digital tracks perfectly, but that was obviously not the case. She was dealing with someone who had the money and skills to find out whatever they needed.

And yet, despite the threat, she still hesitated before sending the information. While Zell met with Agent Khatti, the agent stared at her computer screen, weighing what she was about to do.

As of that moment, she had still not broken any laws. If she called off the deal, she could return the money to the anonymous buyer and not end up in any trouble—or so she hoped.

After fifteen minutes of dithering, she finally gave in and sent the information.

Simply put, the money was too hard to resist.

And from the analyst’s point of view, leaking the information wasn’t going to hurt anyone.

Which turned out to be completely and totally wrong.






FOUR

Trinity College

Cambridge, England

Two days later

There was only one sentence about Isaac Newton in Einstein’s notes:

To find Newton’s discovery, turn the tables in the Wren.

Charlie wasn’t sure what “turn the tables” meant in this context, but the Wren was certainly the Wren Library at the University of Cambridge. Cambridge was the third oldest university on earth, founded in 1209. Newton had spent four decades of his life there—first as a student at Trinity College, and then as the Lucasian professor of mathematics. The library had been designed by Sir Christopher Wren, the same architect responsible for St. Paul’s Cathedral, and was built during Newton’s time at Trinity. Newton’s personal copy of the Principia Mathematica, his landmark work that revealed the laws of motion and gravitation, was on display there—and many of Newton’s notebooks and papers were housed in the library’s archives as well.

Unfortunately, the Wren was no longer open to the public. For much of its existence it had been, but the increasing number of tourists had become a distraction to the students at Trinity. Anyone could apply for permission to do research at the library, but Charlie, Dante, and Milana didn’t want to draw attention by doing that—or wait for their application to be accepted.

Besides, it wasn’t that hard to sneak into the library. Or at least it wasn’t hard for Charlie.

Since it was part of Cambridge, all university students were allowed access to the library, and Charlie looked like a student. A young student, perhaps, but there were plenty of those.

All Charlie had to do was get past security.

Cambridge was actually a collection of thirty-one separate colleges, each of which had its own campus and student body. Trinity was among the largest colleges, and, like the others, it was surrounded by walls and fences. The gates were staffed by security guards twenty-four hours a day.

But there was another way in.

The town of Cambridge got its name from the river Cam—and the single bridge that had provided a crossing point for it centuries earlier. Like most of the early colleges at Cambridge, Trinity had been built along the banks of the Cam, using it as both a water supply and a sewer. This dual use had ended for sanitary reasons in the 1800s—although not before multiple outbreaks of disease—and now the Cam was merely a scenic waterway that wound through the college properties. It was a small, shallow river, only a few meters across and less than two meters deep. On sunny days, there was a brisk business renting boats to tourists along it. The boats, called punts, were similar to the gondolas of Venice, though much less fancy. They were propelled with a simple pole; a person would stand on the stern, jab the pole into the muddy bottom of the river, then push the boat forward. Most tourists hired a guide to steer the punt—and to share some Cambridge history as well—but Dante, Milana, and Charlie didn’t want anyone else along with them, so they rented a punt for themselves.

It was only a short distance to Trinity along the Cam from the boat rental, but the punts were slow and difficult to control. It was a cloudy October day, five days after Charlie, Dante, and Milana had visited the forger—and well after the height of the summer tourist season, so there weren’t many other boats out on the river. Only a smattering of families with teenagers who had come to consider Cambridge as a university.

“Are you sure you can handle this operation by yourself?” Milana asked Charlie.

“You’ve asked her that three times already,” Dante reminded her.

“Because I’m concerned for her safety.”

“Really?” Charlie asked teasingly. “Didn’t you pull a gun on me once?”

Milana frowned at the memory. “That was back when I thought the CIA had our best interests in mind. And if the Agency happens to be here right now, it will be dangerous.”

“I can recognize an agent when I see them.” Dante pointed to the other tourists on the river. “And none of these people are agents.”

“This isn’t something to take lightly,” Milana chided. “We have a history of things going wrong on these missions. And we’re sending Charlie in alone….”

“No you’re not.” Charlie smiled, pleased by Milana’s concern for her. When they had first met, Milana hadn’t liked her much, but by now she was like an older sister. “I’ll be in touch with you the entire time.”

“But we won’t be close,” Milana said. “In case of trouble.”

“Maybe there won’t be trouble this time.” Dante ducked his head as he maneuvered them under one of the many low bridges along the Cam.

“I don’t think that’s the best frame of mind,” Milana argued. “We need to be prepared for anything.”

“And we will be,” Dante replied. “I’m just saying, maybe for once, this mission won’t be so complicated. I mean, we’re looking for something Isaac Newton hid. Newton didn’t travel nearly as far as Einstein or Darwin—or even Cleopatra. In fact, he never left southern England. And he spent a significant portion of his life right here in Cambridge. So hopefully his discovery will be here, and we won’t end up trekking through swamps or digging through ancient ruins or having anyone try to kill us this time.”

Milana looked to Charlie, obviously wanting her opinion.

“I suppose that’s possible,” Charlie agreed. “Newton was really a homebody. He didn’t have many friends. As far as we know, he never had a romantic relationship. He rarely socialized. And even though he served in the British Parliament for two years, the only time he ever spoke was to ask someone to close a window. He really just kept to himself and worked.”

Dante grinned proudly at Milana. “See? Charlie agrees with me.”

“Well, not completely,” Charlie said.

Dante’s grin faded. “No?”

“There’s still a good chance this won’t be easy. Newton had one of the most formidable minds in history. I mean, consider that.” Charlie pointed to a wooden bridge they were approaching.

Dante and Milana both looked at the bridge. It was definitely unusual in its construction, but neither could say why.

“What’s so important about that?” Dante asked.

“Newton designed it,” Charlie replied. “It’s known as the Mathematical Bridge. And there are two fascinating things about it. First, it’s only built out of straight pieces of wood.”

Dante regarded the bridge once again with newfound respect. “Wow. That’s quite a feat of engineering.”

“And yet, it’s beautiful,” Milana added. “What’s the second fascinating thing?”

“Newton designed it in such a way so that it didn’t need a single nail to hold it together,” Charlie answered.

Dante poled them beneath the bridge, inspecting the bottom as they passed. “But there are nails in it.”

“Yes, because this isn’t the original bridge,” Charlie explained. “Many years ago, a group of engineering students took the bridge apart to figure out how Newton had built it. And then they couldn’t figure out how to put the bridge back together again. Mind you, these were modern engineering students with computers and the Internet at their disposal. But they couldn’t replicate Newton’s work.”

“Are you sure that’s not just Cambridge folklore?” Milana asked skeptically.

“Even if it is, the fact remains that Newton was no ordinary person,” Charlie insisted. “He revolutionized the study of optics, figured out what gravity was, determined how everything in the universe moves in space and time, and then had to develop an entire branch of math—calculus—to explain it all. So if he wanted to hide a discovery, locating it might not be easy.”

“It seems like Einstein found it,” Dante pointed out.

“Einstein was a super genius,” Charlie reminded him.

“So are you,” Dante stated. “You cracked Einstein’s code. You can figure this out too.”

“Don’t be so sure,” Charlie warned. “And there’s a good chance Einstein didn’t find this. He’s just telling us where to start looking.”

“I have faith in you,” Dante insisted.

Charlie sighed. She knew her half brother’s confidence should have been reassuring, but worry still nagged at her. On the one hand, she was daunted by the challenge of finding what Newton had hidden—and on the other, she was worried about what might happen if she did find it. Einstein’s discovery had been an equation powerful enough to threaten the safety of all humanity; finding it had made Charlie a fugitive. The only physical copy of the equation had been destroyed in a fire, but Charlie had memorized it first; now lots of people were willing to do whatever was necessary to get her to reveal it. The CIA had turned on Dante and Milana when they refused to turn her over, and other governments were also after her. If Newton had discovered something equally as powerful and dangerous as Einstein, then Charlie feared she could end up in even greater jeopardy. And Dante and Milana would too.

The only reason Charlie continued looking for these discoveries was that unscrupulous people were looking for them as well. She knew the CIA was, and since secrets almost always leaked out, it was likely that others were on the hunt. The best way to protect what Newton had discovered was to get to it first.

It was a heavy burden for someone of her age to bear, no matter how brilliant she was. It made her thankful that Dante and Milana were now on her side. Both of them had given up a great deal for her. Their promising careers had been ruined, and they were now fugitives. They were taking a big risk to be there with her, because they knew it was the right thing to do.

“We’re here,” Dante announced.

He brought the punt around a bend in the river Cam, and the Wren Library came into view.

It was a blocky stone building the size of a large high school gymnasium set fifty yards back from the riverbank across a wide, open lawn. Unlike the other buildings of Trinity, it was not particularly attractive—at least from this side. At the time of its construction, the Cam had been so polluted with human waste that Christopher Wren had assumed no one would ever view the building from the river. All the architectural adornments were on the opposite face.

Times had changed. The Cam was now quite picturesque, and even on a chilly fall day, the Trinity grounds were lovely. On the side of the river across from the library, there was another great lawn, flanked with tall trees sporting a riot of autumn colors. Charlie suspected that, if the sun had been out, Trinity students would have been gathered in large numbers on the lawns; even now, despite the cloudy weather, a few were sprawled on the grass, studying.

None of them were paying any attention to Charlie; tourists on punts were so common, they must have seemed as eternal as the trees.

Still, Charlie had to move quickly, so as to not draw attention to herself.

The banks of the river were a few feet high, but there was nothing else to prevent Charlie from accessing Trinity College from the water. The rest of the property was surrounded by walls and fences, but the riverbanks were unguarded. It appeared that no one felt it was worth ruining the view of the river to protect this area against trespassers.

Milana gave Charlie a boost, and she easily hopped onto the opposite bank of the river from the Wren. It took less than two seconds, and none of the students noticed. Milana sat back down in the punt, and Dante continued poling along, as though they were normal tourists.

A private bridge only for Trinity students arced above the Cam. Charlie casually ambled over it; in her street clothes, she looked like any other student at Cambridge.

The Wren Library loomed ahead of her.

Maybe, this time, it will be easy, she thought hopefully.

Although, as she headed across the lawn toward the library, she couldn’t shake the disturbing feeling that trouble lay ahead.
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