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NOTE FROM THE HISTORICAL RECORD

In the last months of World War [1, as Germany fell, anew war began among the Allies: to plunder the
technology of Nazi scientists. A race between the Brits, Americans, French, and Russianswas every
country for itself. Patents were stolen: for new vacuum tubes, for exotic chemicals and plagtics, even for
pasteurizing milk with UV light. But many of the most senditive patents disappeared into the well of deep
black projects, like Operation Paper Clip, where hundreds of Nazi V-2 rocket scientists were recruited
in secret and brought into the United States.

But the Germans did not give up their technology easily. They dso fought to secure their secretsin the
hopes of arebirth of the Reich. Scientists were murdered, research |abs destroyed, and blueprints hidden
in caves, sunk to the bottom of lakes, and buried in crypts. All to keep them from the Allies.

The search became daunting. Nazi research and wespons |abs numbered in the hundreds, many



underground, spread across Germany, Austria, Czechodovakia, and Poland. One of the most mysterious
was a converted mine outside the small mountain town of Bredau. The research at thisfacility was
code-named die Giocke or "the Bell." People in the surrounding countryside reported strange lights and
mysteriousillnesses and desths.

The Russian forces were the first to reach the mine. It was deserted. All sixty-two scientistsinvolved in
the project had been shot. Asfor the device itsdlf...it had vanished to God knows where.

All that isknown for sure: the Bell wasred.

NOTE FROM THE SCIENTIFIC RECORD
Lifeisstranger than any fiction. All the discussonsraised in this novel about quantum mechanics,
intelligent design, and evolution are based on facts.

Thefact that evolution is the backbone of biology, and biology isthusin the peculiar position of being a
science founded on an improved theory—isit then ascience or faith?

—CHARLESDARWIN

Science without religionislame, religion without scienceisblind.

—ALBERT EINSTEIN

Who says| am not under the special protection of God?

—ADOLFHITLER

1945

MAY 4

6:22 A.M.

FORTRESSCITY OF BRESLAU, POLAND

The body floated in the dudge that duiced through the dank sewers. The corpse of aboy, bloated and
rat gnawed, had been stripped of boots, pants, and shirt. Nothing went to waste in the besieged city.

SS Obergruppenfuhrer Jakob Sporrenberg nudged past the corpse, ftirring thefilth. Offa and
excrement. Blood and bile. The wet scarf tied around his nose and mouth did little to ward off the stench.
Thiswaswhat the great war had come to. The mighty reduced to crawling through sewers to escape. But
he had his orders.

Overhead the double crump-wump of Russian artillery pummeled the city. Each explosion bruised his gut
with its concussive shock. The Russians had broken down the gates, bombed the airport, and even now,
tanks ground down the cobbled streets while transport carrierslanded on Kaiserstrasse. The main
thoroughfare had been converted into alanding strip by paralelrows of flaming oil barrels, adding their
smoke to the aready choked early morning skies, keeping dawn at bay. Fighting waged in every stre<t,
in every home, from attic to basement.

Every house afortress.

That had been Gaufefter Hanke'sfinal command to the populace. The city had to hold out aslong as
possble. Thefuture of the Third Reich depended oniit.

And on Jakob Sporrenberg.

"Mach schneff,'he urged the others behind him.

Hisunit of the Sicherheitsdienst— designation Specid Evacuation Kommando—trailed him, knee-deep
infilthy water. Fourteen men. All armed. All dressed in black. All burdened with heavy packs. Inthe
middle, four of the largest men, former Nordsee dockmen, bore poles on their shoulders, bearing doft
massve crates.



There was areason the Russans were striking thislone city deep in the Sudeten Mountains  between
Germany and Poland. The fortifications ofBredau guarded the gateway to the highlands beyond.
For the past two years, forced |abor from the concentration camp of Gross-Rosen had hollowed out a
neighboring mountain peak. A hundred kilometers of tunnels clawed and blasted, all to service one secret
project, one kept buried away from prying Allied eyes.

DieRiese...the Giant.

But word had still spread. Perhaps one of the villagers outside the Wenced as Mine had whispered of the
illness, the sudden malaise that had afflicted even those well outside the complex.

If only they'd had more time to complete the research...

Stll, apart of Jakob Sporrenberg balked. He didn't know al that wasinvolved with the secret project,
mostly just the code name: Chronos. Still, he knew enough. He had seen the bodies used in the
experiments. He had heard the screams.

Abomination.

That was the one word that had come to mind and iced his blood.

Hed had no trouble executing the scientists. The sixty-two men and women had been taken outside and
shot twice in the head. No one must know what had transpired in the depths of the Wencedas Mine...or
what was found. Only one researcher was alowed to live.

DoktorTolaHirszfeld.

Jakob heard her doshing behind him, half dragged by one of his men, wrists secured behind her back.
Shewastall for awoman, late twenties, small breasted but of ample waist and shapely legs. Her hair
flowed smooth and black, her skin as pae as milk from the months spent underground. She wasto have
been killed with the others, but her father, Oberarbeitdeiter Hugo Hirszfeld, overseer of the project, had
findly shown his corrupted blood, his half-Jewish heritage. He had attempted to destroy hisresearch
files, but he had been shot by one of the guards and killed before he could firebomb his subterranean
office. Fortunately for his daughter, someone with full knowledge of die Giocke had to survive, to carry
on thework. She, agenius like her father, knew his research better than any of the other scientists.But
she would need coaxing from here.

Fire burned in her eyes whenever Jakob glanced her way. He could fed her hatred like the heat of an
open furnace. But she would cooperate...like her father had before her. Jakob knew how to ded with
Juden, especidly those of mixed blood. Mischlinge. They were the worst. Partia Jews. There were some
hundred thousand Mischlinge in military service to the Reich. Jewish soldiers. Rare exemptionsto Nazi
law had alowed such mixed blood to still serve, sparing their lives. It required specia dispensation. Such
Mischlinge usually proved to be the fiercest soldiers, needing to show their loyaty to Reich over race.
Stll, Jakob had never trusted them. Tolasfather proved the vaidity of his suspicions. The doctor's
attempted sabotage had not surprised Jakob. Juden were never to be trusted, only exterminated.

But Hugo Hirszfeld's exemption papers had been signed by the fuhrer himsdlf, sparing not only the father
and daughter, but also apair of elderly parents somewhere in the middle of Germany. So while Jakob
had no trust of the Mischlinge, he placed hisfull faith in hisfuhrer. His orders had been | etter specific:
evacuate the mine of the necessary resources to continue the workand destroy the rest.

That meant sparing the daughter.

And the baby.

The newborn boy was swaddled and bundled into a pack, a Jewish infant, no more than amonth old.
The child had been given alight sedative to keep him silent as they made their escape.

Within the child burned the heart of the abomination, the true source of Jakob's revulsion. All of the
hopesfor the Third Reich lay in histiny hands— the hands of a Jewish infant. Bile rose at such athought.
Better to impale the child on abayonet. But he had his orders.

He aso saw how Tolawatched the boy. Her eyes glowed with amix of fireand grief. Besidesaiding in
her father's research, Tola had served asthe boy's foster mother, rocking him adeep, feeding him. The
child was the only reason the woman was cooperating at al. It had been athreat on the boy'slife that had
finaly made Tola acquiesce to Jakob's demands. A mortar blast exploded overhead, dropping dl to their
knees and deafening the world to a sonorous ring. Cement cracked, and dust trickled into the foul water.



Jakob gained hisfeet, swearing under his breath.

His second in command, Oskar Henricks, drew abreast of him and pointed forward to a side branch of
the sewer.

"Wetake that tunnel, Obergruppenfuhrer. An old storm drain. According to the municipa map, themain
trunk emptiesinto theriver, not far from Cathedra Idand.”

Jakob nodded. Hidden near theidand, apair of camouflaged gunboats should be waiting, manned by
another Kommando unit. It was not much farther.

Heled theway a amore hurried pace as the Russian bombardment intensified overhead. The renewed
assault plainly herdded their final push into the city. The surrender of its citizenry wasinevitable.

As Jakob reached the sde tunnel, he climbed out of the duicing filth andonto the cement apron of the
branching passageway. His boots squelched with each step. The gangrenous reek of bowel and dime
swelled momentarily worse, asif the sawer sought to chase him from its depths.

Therest of hisunit followed.

Jakob shone his hand-torch down the cement drain. Did the air smell atouch fresher? He followed the
beam with renewed vigor. With escape so near, the mission was dmost over. His unit would be hafway
across Silesia before the Russians ever reached the subterranean warren of rat runsthat constituted
Wencedas Mine. Asawarm welcome, Jakob had planted booby traps throughout the |aboratory
passages. The Russans and their dlieswould find nothing but deeth among the highlands.

With this satisfying thought, Jakob fled toward the promise of fresh air. The cement tunndl descended in a
gradua dope. The team's pace increased, hastened by the sudden silence between artillery bursts. The
Russianswere comingin full force.

It would be close. Theriver would only remain open for so long.Asif sensing the urgency, theinfant
began a soft cry, athready whine as the sedative wore off. Jakob had warned the team's medic to keep
the drugslight. They dared not risk the child'slife. Perhaps that had been amistake...

Thetimbre of the cries grew more strident.

A single mortar shell blasted somewhere to the north.

Cries became wails. The noise echoed down the tunndl's stone throat.

"Quiet the child!" he ordered the soldier who bore the baby.

The man, reed thin and ashen, bobbled the pack from his shoulder, losing hisblack cap in the process.
He struggled to free the boy but only earned more distressed screeches.

"L-let me" Tolapleaded. She fought the man holding her elbow. "He needs me."

The child bearer glanced to Jakob. Silence had falen over the world above. The screaming continued
bel ow. Grimacing, Jakob nodded his head.

Tolas bondswere cut from her wrists. Rubbing circulation into her fingers, she reached for the child. The
soldier gladly relinquished his burden. She cradled the baby in the crook of her arm, supporting his head
and rocking him gently. She leaned over him, drawing him close. Soothing sounds, wordless and full of
comfort, whispered through hiswails. Her whole being melted around the child.

Sowly the screeching ebbed to quieter cries.

Satisfied, Jakob nodded to her guard. The man raised his Luger and kept it pressed to Tolas back. In
slence now, they continued their trek through the subterranean warren beneath Bredau.

In short order, the smell of smoke overtook the reek of the sewers. His hand-torch illuminated a smoky
pall that marked the exit of the orm drain. The artillery guns remained quiet, but an amost continuous
pop and rattle of gunfire continued—mostly to the east. Closer at hand, the distinct |ap of water could be
heard.Jakob gestured to his men to hold their position back in the tunnel and waved his radioman to the
exit. "Signd the boats."

The soldier nodded crigply and hurried forward, disappearing into the smoky gloom. In moments, afew
flashes of light passed a coded message to the neighboring idand. It would only take aminute for the
boats to cross the channel to their location.

Jakob turned to Tola. She il carried the child. The boy had quieted again, his eyes closed.

Tolamet Jakob's gaze, unflinching. ™Y ou know my father wasright,” she said with quiet certainty. Her
gazeflicked to the sedled crates, then back to him. "I can seeit in your face. What we did...we went too



fa.

"Such decisons are not for either of usto decide," Jakob answered.

"Thenwho?'

Jakob shook his head and began to turn away. Heinrich Himmler had personaly given him hisorders. It
was not his place to question. Still, he felt

the woman's attention on him.

"It defies God and nature," she whispered.

A cdl saved him from responding. " The boats come," the radioman announced, returning from the mouth
of thestorm drain.

Jakob barked fina ordersand got his men into position. He led them to the end of the tunnel, which
opened onto the steep bank of the River Oder. They were losing the cover of darkness. Sunrise glowed
to the eadt, but here a continuous cloud of black smoke hung low over the water, drawn thick by the
river draft. The pall would help shelter them.

But for how long?

Gunfire continued its oddly merry chatter, firecrackersto celebrate the destruction of Bredau.

Free of the sewer's stink, Jakob pulled away his wet mask and took a deep clean breath. He searched
the lead gray waters. A pair of twenty-foot low boats knifed acrosstheriver, engines burbling a steady
drone. At each bow,barely concealed under green tarps, apair of MG-42 machine guns had been
mounted.

Beyond the boats, adark mass of idand was just visble. Cathedra Idand was not truly an idand, asit
had accumulated enough st back in the nineteenth century to fuse to the far bank. A cast-iron emerald
green bridge dating back to the same century crossed to this side. Beneath the bridge, the two gunboats
skirted its stone piers and approached.

Jakob's eyes were drawn upward as apiercing ray of sunlight struck the tips of the two towering spires
of the cathedral that gave the former idand its name. It was one of a haf-dozen churches crowded on the
idand.

Jakob's ears ill rang with TolaHirszfeld'swords.

It defies God and nature.

The morning chill penetrated his sodden clothes, leaving his skin prickling and cold. He would be glad
when hewas well away from here, able to shut out all memory of these past days.

Thefirst of the boats reached the shoreline. Glad for the distraction, even happier to be moving, he
hurried his men to load the two boats.

Tolastood off to the side, babein her arms, flanked by the one guard. Her eyes had a so discovered the
glowing spiresin the smoky skies. Gunfire continued, moving closer now. Tanks could be heard grinding
inlow gears. Cries and screams punctuated it all.

Where wasthis God she feared defying?

Certainly not here.

With the boats |oaded, Jakob moved to Tolas side. "Get on the boat.” He had meant to be stern, but
something in her face softened hiswords.

She obeyed, her attention till on the cathedral, her thoughts even further skyward.

In that moment, Jakob saw the beauty she could be...even though she was a Mischlinge. But then the toe
of her boot stubbed, she stumbled and caught herself, careful of the babe. Her eyesreturned to the gray
waters and smokypall. Her face hardened again, gone stony. Even her eyesturned flinty as she cast
about for a seat for her and the baby.

She settled on astarboard bench, her guard moving in step with her.

Jakob sat across from them and waved to the boat's pilot to set out. "We must not be late." He searched
down theriver. They were headed west, away from the eastern front, away from the rising sun.

He checked hiswatch. By now, a German Junker Ju 52 trangport plane should be waiting for theminan
abandoned airfield ten kilometers away. It had been painted with a German Red Cross, camouflaging it
asamedicd transport, an added bit of insurance against assault.

The boats circled out into the degper channdl, engines trebling up. The Russians could not stop them



now. It was over.

Motion drew his attention back to the far side of the boat.

Tolaleaned over the baby and ddlivered a soft kiss atop the boy's wispy-haired pate. She lifted her face,
meeting Jakob's gaze. He saw no defiance oranger. Only determination.

Jakob knew what she was about to do. "Don't—"

Toolate.

Shifting up, Tolaleaned back over thelow rail behind her and kicked off with her feet. With the baby
clutched to her bosom, she flipped backward into the cold water.

Her guard, sartled by the sudden action, twisted and fired blindly into the water.

Jakob lunged to hisside and knocked hisarm up. "Y ou could hit the child."

Jakob leaned over the boat's edge and searched the waters. The other men were on their feet. The boat
rocked. All Jakob saw in the leaden waters was his own reflection. He motioned for the pilot to circle.
Nothing.He watched for any telltale bubbles, but the laden boat's wake churned the waters to obscurity.
He pounded afist ontherail.

Likefather...like daughter...

Only aMischlinge would take such adrastic action. He had seen it before: Judische mothers smothering
their own children to spare them greater suffering. He had thought Tolawas stronger than that. But in the
end, perhaps she had no choice.

He circled long enough to make sure. His men searched the banks on each side. Shewas gone. The
whistling passage of amortar overhead discouraged tarrying any longer.

Jakob waved his men back into their seats. He pointed west, toward the waiting plane. They till had the
cratesand dl thefiles. It was a setback, but one that could be overcome. Where there was one child,
there could be another.

"Go," he ordered.

The pair of boats set out again, engineswinding up to afull throttle. Within moments, they had vanished
into the smoky pall as Bredau burned.

Tola heard the boats fade into the distance.

She treaded water behind one of the thick stone pylons that supported the ancient cast-iron Cathedral
Bridge. She kept one hand clenched over the baby's mouth, suffocating him to silence, praying he gained
enough air through his nose. But the child was wesk.

Aswas she.

The bullet had pierced the side of her neck. Blood flowed thickly, staining the weater crimson. Her vison
narrowed. Still she fought to hold the baby above the water.

Moments before, as she tumbled into theriver, she had intended to drown hersalf and the baby. But as
the cold struck her and her neck burned with fire, something tore through her resolve. She remembered
thelight glowing on the steeples. It was not her religion, not her heritage. But it was areminder that there
was light beyond the current darkness. Somewhere men did not savage their brothers. Mothers did not
drown their babies.

She had kicked deeper into the channd, alowing the current to push her toward the bridge. Underwater,
she used her own air to keep the child dive, pinching his nose and exhding her bresth through hislips.
Though she had planned for death, once thefight for life had ignited, it grew morefierce, afirein her
chest.

The boy never had aname.

No one should die without a name.

She bresthed into the child, shallow bresths, in and out as she kicked with the current, blind in the water.
Only dumb luck brought her up againgt one of the stone pilings and offered a place to shelter.

But now with the boats leaving, she could wait no longer. Blood pumped from her. She sensed it was
only the cold keeping her dive. But the same cold was chilling the life from thefrail child.

She kicked for shore, afrantic thrashing, uncoordinated by weakness and numbness. She sank under the
water, dragging the infant down with her.

No.



She struggled up, but the water was suddenly heavier, harder to fight.

She refused to succumb.

Then under her toes, dick rocks bumped againgt her boots. She cried out, forgetting she was il
underwater, and gagged on the mouthful of river. She sank abit more, then kicked one last time off the
muddy rocks. Her head breeched, and her body flung itself toward shore.

The bank rose steeply underfoot.

On hand and knee, she scrabbled out of the water, clutching the baby to her throat. She reached the
shordline and fell facedown onto the rocky bank. Shehad no strength to move another limb. Her own
blood bathed over the child. It took her last effort to focus on the baby.

Hewas not moving. Not breathing.

She closed her eyes and prayed as an eternal blackness swallowed her.

Cry, damnyou, cry...

Father Varick wasthefirgt to hear the mewling.

He and his brothers were sheltered in the wine cdllar beneath Saints Peter and Paul Church. They had
fled when the bombing of Bredau began last night. On their knees, they had prayed for their idand to be
gpared. The church, built in the fifteenth century, had survived the ever-changing masters of the border
city. They sought heavenly protection to survive once more.

It wasin such slent piety that the plaintive cries echoed to the monks.

Father Varick stood, which took much effort for hisold legs.

"Where are you going?"' Franz asked.

"I hear my flock calling for me," the father said. For the past two decades, he had fed scrapsto the river
cats and the occasiond cur that frequented the riverside church.

"Now isnot thetime," another brother warned, fear ripein hisvoice.

Father Varick had lived too long to fear desth with such youthful fervor. He crossed the cellar and bent
to enter the short passage that ended at the river door. Coal used to be carted up the same passage and
stored where now fine green bottles nestled in dust and oak.

He reached the old coal door, lifted the bar, and undid the latch.

Using ashoulder, he creaked it open.

The sting of smoke struck him firs—then the mewling drew his eyes down. "Mein Gott im Himmd..."A
woman had collapsed steps from the door in the buttresswall that supported the channd church. She
was not moving. He hurried to her side, dropping again to his knees, anew prayer on hislips.

He reached to her neck and checked for asign of life, but found only blood and ruin. She was soaked
head to foot and as cold as the stones.

Dead.

Then the cry again...coming from her far Sde.

He shifted to find a babe, half-buried under the woman, also bloody.

Though blue from the cold and just aswet, the child till lived. He freed the infant from the body. Hiswet
swaddling shed from him with their waterlogged weight.

A boy.

He quickly ran hishands over the tiny body and saw the blood was not the child's.Only his mother's.
He glanced sadly down at the woman. So much degth. He searched the far side of theriver. The city
burned, roiling smoke into the dawning sky. Gunfire continued. Had she swum across the channel ? All to
save her child?

"Rest," he whispered to the woman. Y ou have earned it."

Father Varick retrested to the coa door. He wiped the blood and water from the baby. The child'shair
was soft and thin, but plainly snowy white. He could be no more than amonth old.

With Varick's minigtrations, the boy's cries grew stronger, his face pinched with the effort, but he
remained wesk, limp limbed, and cold.

"Youcry, littleone.”

Responding to hisvoice, the boy opened his swollen eyes. Blue eyes greeted Varick. Brilliant and pure.
Then again, most newborns had blue eyes. Still, Varick sensed that these eyes would keep their sky blue



richness.He drew the boy closer for warmth. A bit of color caught hiseye. Wasist das? He turned the
boy's foot. Upon the hedl, someone had drawn asymbol.

No, not drawn. He rubbed to be sure.

Tattooed in crimson ink.

He studied it. It looked like a crow's foot.

Y

But Father Varick had spent a good portion of his youth in Finland. He recognized the symbol
for what it truly was: one of the Norse runes. He hadno ideawhich rune or what it meant. He shook his
head. Who had done such foolishness?

He glanced at the mother with afrown.

No matter. The sins of the father were not the son'sto bear.

He wiped away the last of the blood from the crown of the boy's head and snugged the boy into his
warm robe.

"Poor Junge...such ahard welcome to thisworld.”

FIRST

ROOF OF THE WORLD

PRESENT DAY

MAY 16, 6:34 am.

HIMALAYAS

EVEREST BASE CAMP, 17,600 FEET

Desgth rode the winds.

Taski, the lead Sherpa, pronounced this verdict with dl the solemnity and certainty of his professon. The
squat man barely reached five feet, even with his battered cowboy hat. But he carried himsdlf asif he
weretdler than anyone on the mountain. His eyes, buried within squinted lids, studied the flapping line of
prayer flags.

Dr. Lisa Cummings centered the man in the frame of her Nikon D-100 and snapped a picture. While
Taski served asthe group's guide, he was aso Lisa's psychometric test subject. A perfect candidate for
her research.

She had cometo Nepa under agrant to study the physiologic effects of anoxygen-free ascent of Everest.
Until 1978, no one had summited Everest without the aid of supplementa oxygen. The air wastoo thin.
Even veteran mountaineers, aided by bottled oxygen, experienced extreme fatigue, impaired
coordination, double vison, halucinations. It was consdered impossible to reach the summit of an
eight-thousand-meter peak without a source of canned air.

Thenin 1978, two Tyrolean mountaineers achieved the impossible and reached the summiit, relying soldly
on their own gasping lungs. In subsequent years, some sixty men and women followed in their footsteps,
herdding anew god of the climbing dite.

She couldn't ask for a better stresstest for |ow-pressure atmospheres.

Prior to coming here, Dr. Lisa Cummings had just completed afive-year grant on the effect of
Irlgr/r-pressure systems on human physiologica processes. To accomplish this, she had studied deep-sea
diverswhile aboard aresearch ship, the Degp Fathom. Afterward, circumstances required her to move
on...both with her professiond life and persona. So she had accepted an NSF grant to perform
antithetica research: to sudy the physiologic effects of /oiv-pressure systems.Hence, thistrip to the Roof
of the World.

Lisarepositioned for another shot of Taski Sherpa. Like many of his people, Taski had taken his ethnic
group as hissurname.

The man stepped away from the flapping line of prayer flags, firmly nodded his head, and pointed a
cigarette pinched between two fingers at the towering peak. "Bad day. Death ride deese winds," he
repeated, then replaced his cigarette and turned away. The matter settled.

But not for the othersin their group.



Sounds of disgppointment flowed through the climbing party. Faces stared at the cloudless blue skies
overhead. The ten-man climbing team had been waiting nine days for aweather window to open. Before
now, no one had argued against the good sense of not climbing during the past week's ssorm. The
wegther had been stirred up by a cyclone spinning off the Bay of Bengd. Savage winds had pummeled
the camp, reaching over ahundred miles per hour, kiting away one of the cook tents, knocking people
over bodily, and been followed by spats of snowfall that abraded any exposed skin like coarse
sandpaper. Then the morning had dawned as bright astheir hopes. Sunlight glinted off the Khumbu glacier
and icefal. Snowcapped Everest floated above them, surrounded by its serene sister peaks, awedding
party inwhite,

Lisahad snapped ahundred shots, catching the changing light in al its shifting beauty. She now
understood the local names for Everest: Chomolungma, or Goddess Mother of the World, in Chinese,
and Sagarmatha, the Goddess of the Sky, in Nepalese.

Floating among the clouds, the mountain was indeed a goddess of ice and cliff. And they had al cometo
worship her, to prove themselves worthy to kissthe sky. And it hadn't come cheap. Sixty-five thousand
dollarsahead. At least that included camping equipment, porters, Sherpas, and of course al the yaks
you could want. Thelowing of afemaeyak echoed over the valley, one of the two dozen servicing their
climbing team. The blisters of their red and yellow tents decorated the camp. Five other camps shared
thisrocky escarpment, al waiting for the ssorm gods to turn their back.

But according to their lead Sherpa, that would not be today .

"Thisisso much bull," declared the manager of a Boston sporting goods company. Dressed in the latest
down-duvet one-piece, he stood with his arms crossed beside hisloaded pack. "Over six hundred
dollarsaday to sit on our asses. They're bilking us. Therés not acloud in the damn sky!™

He spoke under his breath, as though trying to incite an uprising that he had no intention of leading
himsdlf.

Lisahad seen the type before. Type A persondity...j4 asin asshole. Upon hindsight, perhaps she
shouldn't have dept with him. She cringed at the memory. The rendezvous had been back in the States,
after an organizational meeting at the Hyatt in Sesttle, after one too many whiskey sours. Boston Bob had
been just another port in astorm...not thefirgt, probably not the last. But one thing was certain: thiswas
one port shewould not be dropping anchor in again.

She suspected this reason more than any other for his continued belligerence.

She turned away, willing her younger brother the strength to quell the unrest. Josh was a mountaineer
with adecade of experience and had coordinated her inclusion in one of his escorted Everest ascents. He
led mountai neering trips around the world at least twice ayear.

Josh Cummings held up ahand. Blond and lean like hersdlf, he wore black jeans, tucked into the gaiters
of hisMillet One Sport boots, and agray expedition-weight thermal shirt.

He cleared histhroat. "Taski has scaled Everest twelve times. He knows the mountain and its moods. If
he says the weather istoo unpredictable to move forward, then we spend another day acclimating and
practicing skills. If anyonewould like, | can dso have apair of guideslead aday trip to the
rhododendron forest in the lower Khumbu valey."

A hand rose from the group. "What about aday trip to the Everest View Hotel ? We've been camping in
these damn tents for the past six days. | wouldn't mind a hot bath.”

Murmurs of agreement met this request.

"I don't know if that's such agood idea," Josh warned. "The hotel isafull day'strek away, and the rooms
at the hotel have oxygen pumped into them, to stave off dtitude sickness. It could weaken your current
acclimation and delay any ascent.”

"Likewe're not delayed enough already!" Boston Bob pressed.

Josh ignored him. Lisaknew her younger brother would not be pressured to do something as stupid as
risk an ascent againgt inclement westher. Though the skieswere blue, she knew that could changein a
matter of minutes. She had grown up on the seg, off the Catadlina coast. As had Josh. One learned to
read signs beyond the lack of clouds. Josh might not have developed a Sherpas eye to read the weather
up at these heights, but he certainly knew to respect those who did.



Lisagtared up at the plume of snow blowing off thetip of Everest's peak. It marked the jet stream,
known to gust over two hundred miles an hour across the summit. The plume stretched impossibly long.
Though the storm had blown itself out, the pressure pattern still wreaked havoc above eight thousand
meters. Thejet stream could blow astorm back over them at any moment.

"We could at least make for Camp One," Boston Bob persisted. "Bivouac there and see what the
wesgther brings." An irritating whine had entered the sports-store manager's voice, trying to wheedle some
concession. Hisface had reddened with frustration.

Lisacould not fathom her prior attraction to the man.

Before her brother could respond to the lout, anew noiseintruded. A thump-thump like drums. All eyes
swung to the east. Out of the glare of the rising sun, ablack helicopter appeared. A hornet-shaped B-2
Squirrdl A-Star Ecuridl. The rescue chopper had been designed to climb to these heights.

A dlence settled over the group.

A week ago, just before the recent storm broke, an expedition had gone up on the Nepa side. Radio
communication had put them up at Camp Two. Over twenty-one thousand feet in elevation.

Lisashaded her eyes. Had something gone wrong?

She had visited the Himalayan Rescue Association's health clinic down in Pheriche. It was the point of
triage for al manner of illnessesthat rolled down the mountainsde to their doorstep: broken bones,
pulmonary and cerebral edema, frostbite, heart conditions, dysentery, snow blindness, and al sorts of
infections, including STDs. It seemed even chlamydia and gonorrheawere determined to summit Everest.
But what had gone wrong now? There had been no Mayday on the radio's emergency band. A
helicopter could only reach alittle above Base Camp dueto the thin ar up here. That meant rescues from
air often required trekking down from the most severe heights. Above twenty-five thousand feet, the
dead were smply left where they fdll, turning the upper dopes of Everest into anicy graveyard of
abandoned gear, empty oxygen containers, and frost-mummified corpses.

The beat of the rotors changed pitch.

"They're coming thisway," Josh said and waved everyone back to the nests of four-season storm tents,
clearing the flat expanse that served asthe camp's helipad.

The black helicopter dropped over them. Rotor wash swirled sand and bits of rock. A Snickers wrapper
blew past Lisas nose. Prayer flags danced and twisted, and yaks scattered. After so many days of quiet
in the mountains, the noise was deafening.

The B-2 settled to its skids with a grace that belied its size. Doors swung open. Two men stepped out.
One wore agreen camouflage uniform and shouldered an automatic wegpon, asoldier of the Royal
Nepalese Army. The other stood taler, in ared robe and cloak sashed at the waist, head shaved bald. A
Buddhist monk.

The pair approached and spoke rapidly in a Nepalese dialect to apair of Sherpas. There was a short
bout of gesturing, then an arm pointed.

AtLisa

The monk led the way to her, flanked by the soldier. From the suncrinkles at the corners of his eyes, the
monk appeared to be in his midforties, skin the color of latte, eyes carame brown.

The soldier's skin was darker, his eyes pinched closer together. His gaze was fixed below her neckline,
She had | ft her jacket unzipped, and the sports bra she was wearing beneath her fleece vest seemed to
have captured his attention. The Buddhist monk, on the other hand, kept his eyes respectful, even bowing
his head dightly. He spoke precise English touched by a British accent. "Dr. Cummings, | gpologize for
theintrusion, but there has been an emergency. | wasinformed by the HRA clinic that you are amedical
doctor."

Lisafrowned, her brow furrowing. "Yes."

"A nearby monastery has been struck by amysterious ailment, affecting amost dl the inhabitants. A sole
messenger, aman from aneighboring village, had been dispatched on foot, traveling three days to reach
the hospita in Khunde. Once derted, we'd hoped to ferry one of the HRA doctors up to the monastery,
but an avalanche has the clinic aready shorthanded. Dr. Sorenson told us of your presence here a Base
Camp."



Lisapictured the short Canadian doctor, another woman. They had shared asix-pack of Carlsherg lager
along with sweet milk teaone evening. "How can | be of service?' she asked.

"Would you be willing to accompany us up there? Though isolated, the monastery is serviceable by
helicopter.”

"How long...?" she asked and glanced in Josh's direction. He had moved over to join them.

The monk shook his head, his eyes concerned and dightly abashed a imposing upon her. "1t isabout a
three-hour ride. |1 don't know what well find." Another worried shake of his head.

Josh spoke up. "We're held up here for the day anyway." He touched her elbow and leaned closer. "But
| should go with you."

Lisabaked at this suggestion. She knew how to take care of herself. But she had aso been instructed on
the tense politica climatein Nepa since 1996. Maoist rebels had been waging aguerrillawar in the
highlands, seeking to overthrow the congtitutiona monarchy and replace it with asociaist republic. They
were known to hack off victims limbs—one by one—with farm sickles. Though there was currently a
cease-fire, occasond atrocities were till committed.

She eyed the well-oiled automatic rifle in the soldier's hands. When even aholy man needed an armed
escort, perhaps she had better reconsider her brother's offer."l...1 have little more than afirst aid kit and
some monitoring equipment,” she said haltingly to the monk. "I'm hardly suited for amgor medica
gtuation involving multiple patients.”

The monk nodded and waved to theidling helicopter. Itsrotors ill spun. "Dr. Sorenson has stocked us
with everything we should need for the short term. We don't expect to impose upon your servicesfor
more than aday. The pilot has a satellite phoneto relay your findings. Perhaps the matter has already
been resolved, and we could return here as soon as midday."

A shadow passed over hisfeatures with thislast statement. He didn't believeit. Worry threaded his
words...that and perhaps a trace of fear.

Shetook adeep breath of thethin air. It barely filled her lungs. She had taken an oath. Besides, she had
snapped enough photographs. She wanted to get back to real work.

The monk must have noted something in her face. " So you'll come.”

"Yes"

"Lisa..," Josh warned.

"I'll befine" She squeezed hisarm. ™Y ou have ateam to keep from mutinying on you."

Josh glanced back to Boston Bob and sighed.

"So hold the fort here until | get back."

Hefaced her again, not swayed, but he did not argue. Hisface remained tight. "Be careful out there.”

"I havethe very best of the Roya Nepaese Army to watch my back."

Josh stared at the lone soldier's oiled wegpon. " That'swhat I'm worried about.” Hetried to lighten it with
asnort, but it came out more bitter.

Lisaknew that was the best she'd manage out of him. She quickly gave him ahug* gathered her medica
backpack from her tent, and in moments, she was ducking under the razored threst of the spinning rotors
and climbing into the backseat of the rescue hdlicopter. The pilot did not even acknowledge her. The
soldier took the copilot seat. The monk, who introduced himsalf as Ang Gelu, joined her in the backsest.
She donned a set of sound-dampening headphones. Still, the engines roared as the blades spun faster.
The craft bobbled on itstreads as the rotors tried to grip the thin air. A whine ratcheted up into subsonic
ranges. The craft finaly lifted free of the rocky helipad and rose rapidly.

Lisafelt her somach sink below her navel asthe craft circled out over aneighboring gorge. She sared
through the side window and down to the clutter of tents and yaks below. She spotted her brother. He
had an arm lifted in farewell, or wasit just raised against the sun's glare? Next to him stood Taski Sherpa,
eadly identifiable by his cowboy hat.

The Sherpas earlier assessment followed her into the sky, icing through her thoughts and worries.

Desth rides these winds.

Not a pleasant thought at the moment. Beside her, the monk'slips moved in slent prayer. He remained
tense...whether from their mode of transport or in fear of what they might discover at the monastery.



Lisaleaned back, the Sherpas words still echoing in her head.

A bad day indeed.

9:13am.

ELEVATION: 22,230 FEET

He moved dong the chasm floor with easy dtrides, stedl crampons gouging deep into snow andice. To
ether sderose cliffs of bare stone, pictographed in brown lichen. The gorge angled upward.

Toward hisgod.

He wore a one-piece goose-down suit, camouflaged in shades of white and black. His head was
covered by apolar-fleece baaclava, hisface hidden behind snow goggles. His climbing pack weighed
twenty-one kilos, including theice ax strapped to one side and a coil of poly rope on the other.He also
carried aHeckler & Koch assault rifle, an extratwenty-round magazine, and a satchel holding nine
incendiary grenades.

He had no need for additiona oxygen, not even at this eevation. The mountains had been his home for
the past forty-four years. He was aswell habituated to these highlands as any Sherpa, but he didn't speak
their language and adifferent heritage shone from his eyes. one eye aglacid blue, the other a pure white.
The digparity marked him as surely asthe tattoo on his shoulder. Even among the Sonnekonige, the
Knights of the Sun.

Theradioin hisear buzzed.

"Have you reached the monastery?*

He touched histhroat. "Fourteen minutes."

"No word must escape of the accident.”

"It will be handled." He kept histone even, breathing through his nose. He heard as much fear as
command in the other's voice. Such weakness. It was one of the reasons he seldom visited the
Granitschloft, the Granite Cadtle, preferring to live on the fringes, aswas hisright.

No one asked him to move any closer.

They only asked for his expertise when it was most needed.

His earpiece crackled. "They will reach the monastery soon.”

He didn't bother to answer. He heard a distant thump of rotors. He calculated in his head. No need to
hurry. The mountains taught patience.

He steadied his breathing and continued down toward the cluster of stone buildings with red-tile roofs.
Temp Och Monastery sat perched at the edge of a cliff, gpproachable only by a single path from below.
The monks and students seldom had to worry about the rest of the world.

Until three days ago.

The accident.

It washisjob to clean it up.The bell-begat of the approaching helicopter grew louder, rising from below.
He kept his pace steady. Plenty of time. It wasimportant that those who approached enter the
monagtery.

It would be much easier to kill them all.

9:35am.

From the helicopter, the world below had frozen into astark photographic negeative. A study in contrasts.
Blacks and whites. Snow and rock. Mist-shrouded peaks and shadowed gorges. The morning light
reflected achingly off iceridgesand glacid dliffs, threatening snow blindness from the agrid glare.
Lisablinked away the brightness. Who would live so far from everything? In such an unforgiving
environment? Why did mankind aways find such inhospitable places to claim when much easier lives
were available to them?

Then again, her mother often posed the sameriddlieto Lisa. Why such extremes? Fiveyears at seaon a
research vessd, then another year training and conditioning for the rigors of mountain climbing, and now
herein Nepd, preparing to assault Everest. Why such riskswhen an essier life was readily available?
Lisasanswer had aways been asimple one: for the challenge of it. Hadn't George Mal lory,
mountaineering legend, answered smilarly when asked why he climbed Everest? Because it wasthere.
Of course, the true story behind that famous line was that Malory had issued it in exasperationto a



badgering journalist. Had Lisa's response to her mother'sinquiries been any less aknee-jerk reaction?
What was she doing up here? Everyday life offered enough chdlenges: making aliving, saving for
retirement, finding someoneto love, surviving loss, raising children.

Lisabaked a these thoughts, recognizing atwinge of anxiety and redlizing what it might imply. Could |
beliving alife on the edgeto avoid living ared one?Isthat perhaps why so many men have passed
through my lifewithout stopping?

And here shewas. Thirty-three, aone, no prospects, only her research for company, and a one-person
deeping bag for abed. Maybe she should just shave her head and move into one of these mountaintop
monagteries. The helicopter jittered, angling up.

Her attention focused back to the moment.

Oh, crap...

Lisaheld her breath asthe helicopter skimmed a sharp ridge. Its skids barely cleared the windswept lip
of ice and dove into the neighboring gorge.

She forced her fingersto unlock from the seat's armrest. Suddenly a three-bedroom cottage with
two-point-five kids didn't sound so bad.

Beside her, Ang Gelu leaned forward and pointed between pilot and soldier, motioning below. The roar
of the rotors swallowed hiswords.

Lisaleaned her cheek againgt the door's window to peer outside. The curve of cold Plexiglas kissed her
cheek. Below, she spotted thefirst bit of color. A tumble of red-tileroofs. A small collection of eight
stone lodges perched on a plateau, framed by twenty-thousand-foot peaks on three sdes and avertical
cliff on thefourth. Temp Och Monagtery.

The helicopter dropped precipitoudy toward the buildings. Lisanoted aterraced potato field to one sde.
Some corrals and barns sprawled on the other. No movement. No one came out to greet the noisy
newcomers.

More ominoudy, Lisanoted a collection of goats and blue bhara sheep gathered in the penned corrals.
They weren't moving ether. Rather than driven into a panic by the descending helicopter, they were dl
gprawled on the ground, legs twisted, necks bent, unnatural.

Ang Gelu noted the same and sank into the seat. His eyes found hers. What had happened? Some
argument was under way between pilot and soldier in the front seat. Plainly the pilot didn't want to land.
The soldier won the argument by placing apalm on the butt of hisrifle. The pilot scowled and snugged his
oxygen mask tighter over his nose and mouth. Not because he needed the additional air, but in fear of
contagion.

Still, the pilot obeyed the soldier's orders. He strangled the controls and lowered the craft earthward. He
aimed asfar from the corras as possible, dropping toward the edge of the monastery's potato fields. The
fieldsrosein an amphithester of tiers, lined by rows of tiny green sprouts. High-dltitude potato farming
had been introduced by the British in the early nineteenth century and potatoes had become one of the
subsistence crops of the area. With ajarring bump, the helicopter's skids struck the rocky soil, crushing a
row of plants. Neighboring sprouts whipped and waved in the rotor wash.

Still no one acknowledged their arrival. She pictured the dead livestock. Was there even anyone to
rescue? What had happened here? Various etiol ogies ran through her head, aong with routes of
exposure: ingestion, inhalation, contact. Or was it contagious? She needed more information.

"Perhaps you should stay here," Ang Gelu said to Lisawhile unbuckling his seat straps. "L et us check out
the monagtery.”

Lisagrabbed her medica pack from the floor. She shook her head. "I have no fear of the sick. And there
may be questionsonly | can answer."

Ang Gelu nodded, spoke hurriedly to the soldier, and cracked open the rear hatch. He climbed out,
turning to offer ahand to Lisa. Cold winds swept into the heated interior, aided by the rush of therotors.
Pulling up her parkas hood, Lisafound thefrigid draft drained whatever oxygen was il inthe air at this
atitude. Or maybe it was her fear. Her earlier words were braver than shefelt.

Shetook the monk's hand. Even through her woolen mittens, shefelt his strength and warmth. He did not
bother covering his shaved head, seemingly obliviousto theicy cold.



She clambered out but stayed ducked under the sweep of the helicopter blades. The soldier left last. The
pilot remained inside the cabin. Though he might land the helicopter as ordered, he wastaking no
chancesin leaving its canopy.

Ang Gelu dammed the hatch closed and the trio hurried across the potato field toward the jumble of
gonebuildings.

From the ground, the red-shingled lodges weretaller than they seemed from the air. The centermost
structure looked to be three storiestal, topped with a pagoda-style roof. All the buildings were
elaborately decorated. Rainbow-hued murals framed doors and windows. Gold leaf brightened lintels,
while carved stone dragons and mythic birds sneered and leered from roof corners. Covered porticos
linked the various buildings, creating little courtyards and private spaces. Wooden prayer whedls, carved
with ancient |ettering, were mounted on poles throughout the structures. Multicolored prayer flags draped
from rooflines, snapping in the intermittent gusts.

Whileit had afairy-tale gppearance to it, amountaintop Shangri-La, Lisastill found her steps dowing.
Nothing moved. Mogt of the windows were shuttered. Silence weighed heavily.

Then there was the distinct taint to the air. Though mostly aresearcher, Lisahad experienced her share of
death while amedical resident. Thefetid miasmaof rot could not be so easily blown away. She prayed it
was coming only from the livestock on the far sde of the pavilion. But from the lack of responseto their
presence, she didn't hold out much hope.

Ang Gelu led the way, flanked by the soldier. Lisawas forced to hurry to keep up with them. They
passed between two buildings and headed toward the centra towering structure.

In the main courtyard, farm implements lay strewn haphazardly, as if abandonedinahurry.
A cart tethered to ayak stood overturned on its side. The animal was dead, too, sprawled onitsflank,
belly distended with bloat. Milky eyes stared a them. A distended tongue protruded from black swollen
lips

Lisanoted the lack of flies or other tiny opportunists. Were thereflies a this dtitude? She wasn't sure.
She searched the skies. No birds. No noise except the hushed wind.

"Thisway," Ang Gelu said.

The monk headed for aset of tal doorsthat led into the centrd dwelling, clearly the main temple. He
tested the latch, found it unlocked, and pulled it open with amoan of hinges.

Beyond the threshold, thefirst Sgn of lifeflickered. To either side of the doorway, barrel-size lamps
glowed with a dozen flaming wicks. Butter lamps, fueled by yak butter. Thefetid odor wasworseinside.
It did not bode well.

Even the soldier now held back from crossing the threshold, shifting the automatic weapon from one
shoulder to the other, asif to reassure himsalf. The monk smply strodeinside. He called out agreeting. It
echoed.

Lisaentered behind Ang Gelu. The soldier kept a station at the doorstep.

A few more barrel lampsilluminated the templesinterior. To elther Sde, towering prayer wheelslined the
walls, while juniper-scented candles and incense sticks burned near an eight-foot-tall teak statue of
Buddha. Other gods of the pantheon were lined behind his shoulders.

AsLisaseyes adjusted to the gloomy interior, she noted the numerous wall paintings and intricately
carved wooden manda as, depicting scenesthat in the flickering light ssemed demonic. She glanced
upward. Raftered tiers climbed two stories, supporting anest of hanging lamps, dl dark and cold.

Ang Gelu cdled again.

Somewhere above their heads, something creaked.

The sudden noise froze them dl. The soldier flicked on aflashlight and waved it above. Shadowsjittered
and jumped, but nothing was there. Again the creak of planks sounded. Someone was moving on the top
floor. Despite the positive Sign of life, Lisas skin pebbled with goose bumps.

Ang Gelu spoke. "A private meditation room overlooks the temple. There are stairsin back. | will check.
Y ou stay here."

Lisawanted to obey, but shefelt the weight of both her medica backpack and her respongbility. It
wasn't the hand of man that had dain the livestock. That she was certain. If there was asurvivor, anyone



to tell what happened here, she was best suited for thistask.

She hefted her pack higher on the shoulder. *1'm coming.”

Despite her steedly voice, shelet Ang Gelu gofirg.

He crossed around behind the Buddha statue to an arched doorway near the back. He pushed through a
drape of gold-embroidered brocade. A small halway led deeper into the structure. Shuttered windows
dlowed afew diversof light into the dusty gloom. They illuminated awhitewashed wall. The splash of
crimson and smear dong onewall did not require closer ingpection. Blood.

A pair of dack naked legs stuck out of adoorway hafway down the hdll...resting in ablack pool. Ang
Gelu motioned her back into the temple. She shook her head and moved past him. She didn't expect to
save whoever lay there. It was plain he must already be dead. But ingtinct drew her forward. In five
strides, she was at the body.

In a heartbest, she took in the scene and fell back.

Legs That'sdl therewas|eft of the man. Only apair of chopped limbs, cleaved midthigh. She stared
deeper into the room—into the daughterhouse. Arms and legs lay stacked like cords of firewood in the
center of the room.

And then there were the severed heads, neatly digned along onewall, staring inward, eyeswide with the
horror of it dl.

Ang Geluwas a her Sde. He stiffened at the sight and mumbled something that sounded like haf prayer,
half curse.

Asif hearing him, something stirred in the room. It rose from the far Sde ofthe pile of limbs. A naked
figure, shaven-headed, drenched in blood like anewborn. It was one of the temple's monks.

A gutturd hissrose from the figure. Madness shone damply. Eyes caught the meager light and reflected
back, likeawalf a night.

It lumbered toward them, dragging a three-foot-long sickle acrossthe planks. Lisafled severa steps
down the hall. Ang Gelu spoke softly, pamsraised in supplication, plainly trying to placate the ravening
Cresture.

"ReuNa" hesad. "Relu Na."

Lisaredized Ang Gelu recognized the madman, someone he knew from an earlier visit to the monastery.
The smple act of giving the man aname both humanized him and made the avfulness al that more
harrific.

With agrating cry, the monk |legped at hisfellow brother. Ang Gelu easily ducked the sickle. The figure's
coordination had deteriorated aong with his mind. Ang Gelu bear-hugged the other, grappling him,
pinning him to one side of the doorframe. Lisa acted quickly. She dropped her pack, tugged down a
Zipper, and removed ameta case. She popped it open with her thumb.

Insdelay arow of plastic syringes, secured and preloaded with various emergency drugs. morphine for
pain, epinephrine for angphylaxis, Lasx for pulmonary edema. Though each syringe was labeled, she had
their positions memorized. In an emergency, every second counted. She plucked out the last syringe.
Midazolam. Injectable sedative. Mania and hallucinations were not uncommon at severe dtitudes,
requiring chemica restraint at times.

Using her teeth, she uncapped the needle and hurried forward.

Ang Gelu had the man till trapped, but the monk thrashed and bucked in hisgrip. Ang Gelu'slip was
split. He had gouges along one side of his neck.

"Hold him ill!" Lisaydled.

Ang Gelu tried his best—but at that moment, perhaps sensing the doctor's intent, the madman lashed
forward and bit deep into Ang Gelu's cheek. The monk screamed as his flesh was torn to bone.

But he dill hed tight.

Lisarushed to hisaid and jammed the needle into the madman's neck. She dammed the plunger home.
"Lethimgo!"

Ang Gelu shoved the man hard againgt the frame, cracking the monk's skull against the wood. They
backed away.

"The sedative will hit himin lessthan aminute.” She would have preferred an intravenous stick, but there



was no way to manage that with the man'swild thrashings. The deep intramuscular injection would have
to suffice. Once quieted, she would be able to finesse her care, perhaps glean some answers.

The naked monk groaned, pawing at his neck. The sedative stung. He lurched again in their direction,
reaching down again for his abandoned sickle. He Straightened.

Lisatugged Ang Gelu back. " Just wait—"—crack—

Therifle blast deafened in the narrow hall. The monk's head exploded in a shower of blood and bone.
Hisbody fell back with theimpact, crumpling under him.

Lisaand Ang Gelu stared aghast &t the shooter.

The Nepa ese soldier held his wegpon on his shoulder. He dowly lowered it. Ang Gelu began berating
himin his native tongue, dl but taking the weapon from the soldier.

Lisacrossed to the body and checked for apulse. None. She stared at his body, trying to determine
some answer. It would take a morgue with modern forensic facilities to ascertain the cause for the
madness. From the messenger's story, whatever had occurred here hadn't affected just the one man.
Others must have been afflicted to varying degrees.

But by what? Had they been exposed to some heavy metd in the water, a subterranean leak of
poisonous gas, or sometoxic mold in old grain? Could it be something vird, like Ebola? Or even anew
form of mad cow disease? Shetried to remember if yaks were susceptible. She pictured the bloated
carcass in the courtyard. She didn't know.

Ang Gelu returned to her side. His cheek was abloody ruin, but he seemed obliviousto hisinjury. All his
pain was focused on the body beside her.

"Hisnamewas Relu NaHavarshi."

"You knew him."

A nod. "Hewas my sgter's hushand's cousin. From asmall rurd villagein Raise. He had fallen under the
sway of the Maoist rebels, but their escaating savagery was not in his nature. He fled. For the rebels, it
was a death sentence to do so. To hide him, | secured him a position at the monastery...where hisformer
comrades would never find him. Here, he found a serene place to hedl...or so | had prayed. Now he will
have to find his own path to that peace.”

"I'msorry."

Lisastood. She pictured the pile of limbsin the neighboring room. Had the madness triggered some
post-traumatic shock, causing him to act out what horrified him the most?

Overhead another popping creak sounded.

All eyesturned upward.

She had forgotten what had drawn them al back here. Ang Gelu pointed to a steep narrow stair beside
the draped doorway to the temple. She had missed it. It was more aladder than adtair.

"I will go," hesad.

"Wedl stick together," she argued. She crossed to her bag and preloaded another syringe of sedative.
She kept it in her hand. " Just make sure Quick Draw McGraw over there keeps hisfinger off thetrigger.”
The soldier went up the ladder first. He scouted the immediate vicinity and waved them up. Lisaclimbed
and discovered an empty room. Stacks of thin pillows were piled in one corner. The room smelled of
resin and the waft of incense from the temple room below.The soldier had hiswegpon trained on a
wooden door on the far sde. Hickering light leaked under the jam. Before anyone could move closer, a
shadow passed across the bar of light.

Someonewasin there.

Ang Gelu stepped forward and knocked.

The creaking hated.

He called through the door. Lisadidn't understand hiswords, but someone else did. A scrape of wood
sounded. A latch was lifted. The door teetered dightly open—but no farther.

Ang Gelu put hispam on the door.

"Becareful,” Lisawhispered, tightening her grip on her syringe, her only wesgpon.

Besde her, the soldier did the same with hisrifle. Ang Gelu pushed the door the rest of the way open.
The room beyond was no larger than awalk-in closet. A soiled bed stood in the corner. A small side



table supported an oil lamp. The air was ripe with the fetid tang of urine and feces from an open chamber
pot at the foot of the bed. Whoever had holed up here had not ventured out in days.

In acorner, an old man stood with his back to them. He wore the same red robe as Ang Gelu, but his
clotheswere ragged and stained. The owner had tied the lower folds around his upper thighs, exposing
his bare legs. He worked on a project, writing on the wal. Fingerpainting, in fact.

With hisown blood.

More madness.

He carried a short dagger in his other hand. His bared legs were striped with deep cuts, the source of his
ink. He continued to work, even as Ang Gelu entered.

"LamaKhemsar," Ang Gelu said, concern and warinessin hisvoice. Lisaentered behind him, syringe
ready in her fingers. She nodded to Ang Gelu when he looked back at her. She aso waved the soldier
back. She didn't want arepeat of what had happened below.

Lama Khemsar turned. His face was dack, and his eyes gppeared glassy and dightly milky, but the
candldight reflected brightly, too brightly, fever-bright.

"Ang Gelu," the old monk muttered, staring in adaze at the hundreds of lines of script painted across al
four walls. A bloody finger raised, ready to continue the work.

Ang Gelu stepped toward him, plainly relieved. The man, master of the monastery, was not too far gone
yet. Perhaps answers could be obtained. Ang Gelu spoke in their native tongue.

LamaKhemsar nodded, though he refused to be drawn from his opusin blood. Lisastudied thewal as
Ang Gelu coaxed the old monk. Though she was not familiar with the script, she saw the work was
merely the same grouping of symbols repeated over and over again. Sensing there must be some meaning
here, Lisareached to her bag and freed her camerawith one hand. She aimed it at the wall from her hip
and snapped a picture. She forgot about the flash.

The room burst with brilliance.

The old man cried out. He swung around, dagger in hand. He swiped through the air. Ang Gelu, startled,
fell back. But Ang Gelu had not been the target. Lama Khemsar cried out asmattering of wordsin abject
fear and drew the blade's edge across his own throat. A line of crimson became a pulsing downpour. The
cut diced degp into the trachea. Blood bubbled with the old monk'slast breaths.

Ang Gelu lunged and knocked aside the blade. He caught Lama Khemsar and lowered him to the floor,
cradling him. Blood soaked the robe and across Ang Gelu'sarms and lap. Lisadropped her cameraand
bag and hurried forward. Ang Gelu tried to put pressure on the wound, but it was futile.

"Help me get himto thefloor," Lisasad. "l haveto securean airway..."

Ang Gelu shook hishead. He knew it was hopeless. He smply rocked the old lama. The man's
breathing, marked by the bubbling from the dash, had dready stopped. Age, blood loss, and dehydration
had aready debilitated LamaKhemsar.

"I'msorry,” Lisasaid. "l thought..." Shewaved an arm a the walls. "1 thought it might be important.”

Ang Gelu shook his head. "It's gibberish. A madman's scribblings™

Not knowing what elseto do, Lisafreed her stethoscope and dipped it under the edge of the man's robe.
She sought to mask her guilt with busywork. Shelistened in vain. No heartbeat. But she discovered odd
scabbing across the man'sribs. Gently she peeled back the soaked front of hisrobe and bared the
monk's chest. Ang Gelu stared down and exhaed sharply.

It seemed the walls were not the only medium upon which Lama Khemsar choseto work. A find symbol
had been carved into the monk's chest, diced by the same dagger, by the same hand most likely. Unlike
the strange symbols on the walls, the twisted cross could not be mistaken.

A swadtika

Before they could react, thefirst explosion rocked the building.

9:55 am.Hewokein apanic.

The rumble of thunder shook him out of afeverish darkness. Not thunder. An explosion. Plaster dusted
down from the low celling. He sat up, disoriented, struggling to fix himsdlf in time and place. The room
spun abit around him. He searched down, throwing back a soiled woolen blanket. He lay in astrange
cot, wearing nothing but alinen breechclout. He lifted an arm. It trembled. His mouth tasted of warm



paste, and though the room was shuttered againgt the light, his eyes ached. A paroxysmal bout of
shivering shook through him.

He had no ideawhere or even when he was,

Shifting hislegs off the cot, he attempted to stand. Bad idea. The world went black again. He dumped
and would have dipped into oblivion, but a spat of gunfire centered him. Automatic fire. Close. The short
burst died away.

Hetried again, more determined. Memory returned as he lurched toward the only door, struck it, held
himsalf up by hisarms, and tried the knob.

Locked.9:57 am.

"It wasthe hdlicopter,” Ang Gelu said. "It's been destroyed.”

Lisastood to one side of the high window. Moments before, as the explosive blast echoed away, they
had freed the window latches and shoved the shutters wide. The soldier had thought he'd seen movement
in the courtyard below and strafed wildly.

Therewas no return fire.

"Could it have been the pilot?' Lisaasked. "Maybe there was a problem with the engine and he
evacuated in apanic.”

The soldier kept his post by the window, resting his stock on the sill, one eye to the scope, scanning and
swveeping.

Ang Gelu pointed to therail of oily smoke risng from the potato fields. Exactly where the helicopter had
been parked. "1 don't believe that was amechanical accident.”

"What do we do now?" Lisaasked. Had another of the crazed monks blown up the chopper? If so, how
many other maniacs were |oose in the monastery? She pictured the sickle-wielding wild man, the
sdlf-mutilation of the monk...what the hell was happening here?

"Wemust leave" Ang Gdlu said.

"And go where?'

"There aretiny villages and occasona homesteads within aday'swalk. Whatever has transpired here will
require more than three people to discern.”

"What of the others here? Some may not be asfar gone as your brother-in-law's cousin. Should we not
try to hep them?'

"My first concern must be for your safety, Dr. Cummings. Additionaly word must reach someonein
authority.”

"But what if whatever agent struck hereis contagious? We could spread it by traveling.” The monk
fingered hiswounded cheek. "With the helicopter destroyed, we have no means of communication. If we
stay here, we dig, too...and no word reaches the outside world."

He made agood point.

"We can minimize our exposure to others until we know more," he continued. "Call out for help, but
maintain asafe distance.”

"No physica contact,” she mumbled.

He nodded. "The information we bear isworth therisk.”

Lisadowly nodded. She stared at the column of black smoke against the blue sky. Possibly one of their
party was dready dead. There was no telling the true number of afflicted here. The explosion would
surely have roused others. If they were to make their escape, it would have to be quickly.

"Let'sgo,” shesad.

Ang Gelu spokesharply to thesoldier. He straightened with a nod and retreated from his post at
the window, hisgun at the ready.

Lisagave the room and the monk one last worried glance, considering the possibility of contagion. Were
they aready infected? She found hersdf internaly judging her status as she followed the others out of the
room and down the ladder. Her mouth was dry, her jaw muscles ached, and her pulse beat heavily in her
throat. But that was just the fear, wasn't it? A typical flight-or-fight response to the Situation, normal
autonomic responses. She touched her forehead. Damp, but not feverish. She took a deep breath to
Seady hersdlf, to recognize the foolishness. Even if the agent was infectious, the incubation period would



be longer than an hour.

They crossed through the main temple with its tesk Buddha and attendant gods. Daylight glared
exceptiondly bright through the doorway.

Their armed escort checked the courtyard for afull minute, then waved an dl clear. Lisaand Ang Gelu
followed.

As Lisastepped into the courtyard, she searched the dark cornersfor sudden movement. All seemed
quiet again. But not for long...

With her back turned, a second detonation tore through the building across the courtyard. The force
blew her to her hands and knees. She ducked, rolling on one shoulder to stare behind her.

Roof tiles sailed skyward amid flames. A pair of firebals blasted out of shattered windows, whilethe
door to the lodge exploded into a splintery ruin, belching out more smoke and fire. Heat washed over her
like the exhdation from ablast furnace.

The soldier, afew steps ahead, had been knocked onto his backside by the blast. He'd kept his gun only
by locking hisfingersonits leather strap. He scrambled up asarain of broken tilesfell from the sky.
Ang Gelu gained his own feet and offered ahand to Lisa.

It was hisundoing.

A sharper blast punctuated the clatter of tilesand roar of flames. A gunshot. The upper half of the monk's
face blew away inamigt of blood. But thistime it was not the handiwork of her armed escort.

The soldier'srifle fill hung from its sirgp as the man fled the rain of stonetiles. He seemed desf to the
shot, but his eyes widened as Ang Gelu toppled over. Reacting on pure reflex, he dodged to the right,
throwing himsdlf into the shadow of the neighboring lodge. Heyelled a Lisa, unintdligiblein hispanic.
Lisa crab-crawled back toward the temple doorway. Another shot sparked off the rocky courtyard. At
her toes. She flung hersdlf across the threshold and into the dark interior.

Ducking around a corner, she watched the soldier sdle dong the wall, careful to keep clear of where he
estimated the sniper might be perched.

Lisaforgot how to breathe, eyesfixed wide. She searched the rooflines, the windows. Who had shot
Ang Gdu?

Then she saw him.

A shadow sprinted through the smoke billowing out of the far building. She caught areflection of flames
off gunmetal asthe man ran. A weapon. The sniper had fled his origind position and was tacking for a
new vantage.

Lisamoved back into the open, praying the shadows hid her well. She called and waved to the soldier.
He had his back to the wall, diding toward her location, toward the main temple. His gaze and weapon
focused on the roofline overhead. He had not seen the flight of the sniper.

Sheyelled again. "Get out!" She didn't speak the language, but her panic must've been plain. Hiseyes
met hers. She urged him over to her hiding place. She pointed, trying to illustrate the path the sniper had
fled. But where had he gone? Was he dready in position?

"Run!" she screamed.

The soldier took a step toward her. A flash over the man's shoulder revedled Lisa's mistaken assumption.
The sniper hadn't been sprinting to gain anew vantage. Flames danced behind awindow in the
neighboring building. Another bomb.

Oh, God...The detonation caught the soldier in midstep. The doorway behind him exploded outward with
athousand fiery shards, piercing through the soldier at the same time the blast lifted him off hisfeet and
tossed him acrossthe yard. Helanded hard on hisface and did.

Once stopped, he did not move, even asflamesignited his clothing.

Lisadodged into the depths of the main temple, eyes searching the doorway. She retreated toward the
rear exit, back toward the narrow hall. She didn't have aplan. In fact, she barely had control of her own
thoughts.

She was certain of only onething. Whoever had murdered Ang Gelu and their escort had been no
maddened monk. The actions had been too calculated, the execution too planned.

And now shewas aone.



She checked the narrow hallway, spotted the bloody body of Relu Na. Therest of the hallway appeared
clear. If she could get the dead man's abandoned sickle...at least have some weapon in hand...

She stepped into the hall.

Before she could take a second step, aform materidized behind her. A bare arm clamped tight around
her neck. Hoarse words barked at her ear. "Don't move."

Never oneto obey, Lisadrove her elbow into the gut of her attacker.

A satisfying oof and the arm fell away. The attacker fell back through the embroidered brocade drapery
across the doorway, tearing it down with hisweight. He landed on his backside.

Lisaspun, crouched and ready to run.

The man wore only aloincloth. His skin was deeply tanned but roped here and there with old scars.
Lank black hair, disheveled, half-obscured hisface. From his size, musculature, and broad shoulders, he
appeared more Native American than Tibetan monk.

Then again, it could just be theloincloth.

With agroan, helooked up &t her. Ice blue eyes reflected the lamplight.

"Who areyou?' she asked.

"Painter," he said with agroan. "Painter Crowe."

2 DARWIN'SBIBLE

MAY 16

6:05am.

OPENHAGEN, DENMARK

What wasit with bookstores and cats?

Commander Grayson Pierce crunched another chewable Claritin tablet as he left Hotel Nyhavn.

Y esterday's research among Copenhagen's bibliophile community had led him through ahdf dozen of the
city'sliterary establishments. In every bookstore, colonies of dander-rich felines seemed to have taken up
residence, lounging on counters, prowling the top of teetering bookshel vesfilled with dust and moldering
leather.

He suffered for it now, stifling asneeze. Or maybe it was smply the beginning of acold. Springin
Copenhagen was as damp and cold as any New England winter. He had not packed warmly enough.
He wore a sweater he had purchased from an overpriced boutique

neighboring his hotel. The turtleneck was corded merino wool, undyed and plain. And it itched. Still, it
warded off the early morning chill. Though dawn was an hour pagt, the cold sunin adate-gray sky
offered no hope of awarmer day. Scratching at his collar, he headed toward the central train station.
His hotel was located beside one of the city's candls. Gaily painted row houses—amix of shops,
hostelries, and private homes—Ilined both sides of the waterway, reminding Gray of Amsterdam. Along
the banks, amotley assortment of watercraft were moored tightly together: faded low-dung doops,
bright excursion boats, stately wooden schooners, gleaming white yachts. Gray passed one with ashake
of hishead. It looked like afloating wedding cake. Already at thisearly hour, afew camera-laden visitors
wandered about or took up posts aong the bridge rails, snapping away.

Gray crossed the stone span and followed the canal's bank for a haf block, then stopped and leaned
againgt the brick parapet that overlooked the waterway. His reflection in the still water appeared below,
gartling him amoment. Half-shadowed, hisfather's face stared back up at him; cod black hair hung
lankily over blue eyes, acrooked cleft divided the chin, the planes of hisface were dl sharp angles
defining astony Welsh heritage. Hewas

definitely hisfather's son. A fact Gray had been dwelling on abit too much lately, and it was keeping him
up a night.

What €l se had he inherited from hisfather?

A pair of black swans glided past his position, disturbing the waters, trembling apart the reflection. The
swans headed for the bridge, their long necks sashaying, eyes searching with anonchaant air.

Gray followed their example. Straightening, he feigned interest in taking a photo of the line of boats while
actudly studying the bridge he had just crossed. He watched for any stragglers, any familiar faces,
anyone suspicious. It was one advantage of residing near the cand. The bridges were perfect squeeze



points to observe anyonetrailing him. By crisscrossing the stone spans, he would force any tail into the
open. Hewatched for afull minute until satisfied, memorizing faces and gaits, then continued on.

On such aminor assignment asthis one, the habit was more paranoid than necessary, but he carried a
reminder around his neck of theimportance of diligence: achain from which hung asmall silver dragon
charm. It had been a gift from an operative playing on the other side of the fence. He carried it as
areminder. To bewary.

Ashe st off again, afamiliar vibration stirred in his pocket. He retrieved his cell phone and flipped it
open. Who was cdling him at thisearly hour?

"Pierce here," he answered.

"Gray. Good, | reached you."

Thefamiliar Slkiness of the voice warmed through hismorning chill. A smile softened his hard features.
"Rachd...?" His stepsfatered with concern. "'Is something wrong?!

Rachel VVeronawas the primary reason Gray had asked for this assgnment, winging across the Atlantic
to Denmark. While the current investigation could have been handled by any low-level research assistant
at Sigma, the mission offered a perfect opportunity to reconnect with the beautiful dark-haired lieutenant
of theltalian carabinieri. The two had met while working a case last year in Rome. Since then they had
fabricated whatever excuse to meet. Still, it had proven difficult. Her position kept her landlocked in
Europe, while his position with Sigma Force limited histime away from Washington.

It had been dmost eight weeks since they'd last been together.

Much too long.

Gray pictured their last rendezvous, a avillain Venice, Rache'sform silhouetted against the open

bal cony door, her skin aglow in the light of the setting sun. They'd spent that entire evening in bed.
Memories washed through him: the cinnamon-and-chocol ate taste of her lips, the rich perfume of her
damp hair, the heat of her breath on his neck, the soft moans, the rhythm of their entwined bodies, the
caress of slk...

He prayed she remembered to pack that black teddy.

"My flight'sbeen delayed,” Rachel said, interrupting hisreverie with redity.

"What?' He straightened beside the canal, unable to keep the disgppointment from hisvoice.

"I've been rerouted on aKLM flight. | now land at twenty-two hundred.”

Ten oclock. He frowned. That meant canceling their sunset dinner

reservationsa St. Gertruds Kloster, acandldlit restaurant nestled inside the medieval monastery vaullt.
He'd had to book it afull week in advance.

"I'm sorry," Rachd said, filling hissilence.

"No...noworries. Aslong asyou get here. That's dl that matters.”

"I know. I missyou so much."

"Me, too."

Gray shook his head at hislame response. He had so much morein his heart, but the words refused to
come. Why wasit dwayslikethis? Thefirst day of every rendezvous required overcoming acertain
formality between them, an awkward shyness. While it was easy to romanticize that they would smply
fal easly and immediately into each other'sarms, the redlity was different. For thefirst hours, they were
merely strangers with a shared past. They would certainly hug, kiss, say theright things, but the deeper
intimacy required a span of time, hours necessary to catch up on each other'slives on ether sde of the
Atlantic. But more importantly, they sought to find their rhythm again, that warm cadence that
would smolder into the more

passionate.

And each time Gray feared they would not find it.

"How isyour father doing?' Rachel asked, beginning the first steps of the dance.

He welcomed the diversion, while not necessarily the subject matter. But at least he had good news.
"He's actualy doing very well. His symptoms have pretty much stabilized as of late. Only afew bouts of
confusion. My mother is convinced the improvement isdueto curry.”

"Curry? Asin the spice?"



"Exactly. Sheread an article that curcumin, the yellow pigment in curry, acts as an antioxidant and
anti-inflammeatory. Possibly it even helps break down the amyloid plagues atributable to Alzheimer's.”
"That does sound promising.”

"So now my mother puts curry into everything. Even my father's scrambled

eggsin the morning. The whole house smdlslike an Indian restaurant.”

Rachd's soft laughter brightened the dreary morning. "At least she's cooking.”

Gray's smile broadened on its own. His mother, atenured biology professor at George Washington
University, had never been known for her homemaking skills. Sheld been too busy building her career, a
necessity after an industria accident had disabled Gray's father dmost two decades ago. Now the family
was struggling with anew issue: the early stages of hisfather's Alzheimer's. Recently, Gray's mother had
taken ashort leave of absence from the university to help care for her husband, but now there wastak of
her returning to the classroom. With everything going so well, it had proven agood time for Gray to
escape D.C. for this short trip.

Before he could respond, his phone chimed with another call. He checked the caller ID. Damn...
"Rachd, I've got acal coming in from centrd command. I'll need to take this. I'm sorry.”

"Oh, then I'll let you go."

"Wait, Rachel. Y our new flight number."

"ItsKLM flight four zero three"

"Got it. I'll seeyou tonight.”

"Tonight," she echoed back and clicked off.

Gray pressed hisflash button to activate the other call. "Fierce here"

"Commander Pierce." The speaker's clipped New England accent identified the man immediately as
Logan Gregory, second in command of Sigma Force, serving directly under Director Painter Crowe. In
hisusua perfunctory manner, Logan did not waste words.

"Weve new chatter to report that may relate to your search in Copenhagen. Interpol reports a sudden
increasein interest in today's auction.”

Gray had crossed another bridge. He stopped again. Ten days ago, a

database at the Nationa Security Agency had flagged a series of black market trades, al pertaining to
historica documents that once belonged to Victorian-era scientists. Someone was collecting manuscripts,
transcripts, lega documents, letters, and diariesfrom that era, many with shady trails of ownership. And
while normally thiswould be of little interest to Sigma Force, which concentrated on global security
issues, the NSA database tied severd of the salesto factions within terrorist organizations. And such
organizations money trails were always scrutinized.

Stll it made no sense. While certainly such historical documents had proven to be agrowing market for
Speculative investment, it was not the bailiwick of most terrorist organizations. Then again, timeswere
changing.

Either way, Sigma Force had been tapped to investigate the principasinvolved. Gray's assgnment was
to get as much background on the by-invitation-only saethat wasto occur later this afternoon, which
included researching items of particular interest, severa being put up by loca collectors and shopsin the
area. Hence he had spent the past two days visiting the dusty bookstores and antiquary establishmentsin
the narrow backstreets of Copenhagen. He discovered the most help at a shop on Hojbro Plads, owned
by an ex-lawyer from Georgia. With the ex-pat's help, Gray felt

prepared. His plan this morning had been to canvass the auction site and secure afew buttonhole
cameras near dl entrances and exits. At the auction, Gray was merely to observe the principals and get
head shots when possible. A minor assignment, but if it extended the database of peripherd playersin the
war on terror, al the better.

"What's stirred up the pot?' Gray asked.

"A new lineitem. It's attracted the attention of severd of the principalswe'reinvestigating. An old Bible.
Just put up by aprivate party.”

"And what's so exciting about that?"

"According to the line item description, the Bible originally belonged to Darwin.”



"Asin Charles Darwin, the father of evolution?

"Exadly.”

Gray tapped a knuckle on the brick parapet. Another Victorian-era scientist.

As he contemplated this, he studied the neighboring bridge.

Hefound himsdf fixated on ateenage girl in adark blue zippered sweater-jacket with the hood pulled
up. Seventeen...eighteen. Smooth-faced, her skin was the color of burnt caramel. Indian? Pakistani?
What he could see of her black hair waslong, spilling out one side of the hood in asinglethick braid. She
carried agreen, battered pack over her |eft shoulder, like many of the backpacking college students.
Except Gray had seen the young woman before...crossing thefirst bridge. Her eyes met hisfor amoment
acrossthe fifty yards. She turned away too quickly. Sloppy.

Shewasfollowing him.

Logan continued, "I've uploaded the seller's address into your phone's database. Y ou should have
enough timeto interview the owner before the auction.”

Gray glanced to the address that appeared on the screen, pinpointed on acity map. Eight blocks away,
just off the Stroget, the main pedestrian plaza

that ran through the heart of Copenhagen. Not far.

Butfird...

From the corner of hiseye, Gray continued to monitor the reflection of the bridge in the cand's ill
waters below. In the wavering mirror, he watched the girl hunch her shoulders, pulling her backpack
higher in aweak attempt to hide her features.

Did she know her cover had been blown?

"Commander Pierce?' Logan said.

The girl reached the end of the bridge, strode away, and vanished down a side Street. He waited to seeiif
she doubled back.

"Commander Pierce, did you get that address?"

"Yes I'll check intoit."

"Very good.” Logan signed off.

From the cand railing, Gray canvassed his surroundings, watching for the girl's return or the appearance
of any accomplices. He regretted leaving his 9mm Glock in the hotel safe. But the ingtructions from the
auction house warned that all invited participants woul d be searched upon entering, including passing
through ametd detector. Gray's only weagpon was a carbonized plastic knifein aboot sheath. That was
it.

Gray waited.

Foot traffic flowed around him asthe city woke. Behind him, a cadaverous shop owner wasicing down a
stack of street-side crates and dapping out a selection of fresh fish: Dover sole, cod, sand edl, and the
ubiquitous herring.

The smdl findly drove him from his post by the canal. He headed out, extra attentive to his back trall.
Perhaps he was being too paranoid, but in his profession, such aneurosis was hedlthy. He fingered the
dragon pendant around his neck and continued into the city.

After several blocks, he felt secure enough to pull out a notepad. Written on

thefirgt page were items of particular interest, set for auction that afternoon.

A copy of Gregor Mendel's 1865 paper on genetics.

Max Planck's books on physics: Thermodynamik Irotn 1897 and Theorie der

Warmestrahlungfrom 1906, both signed by the author.

3. Botanist Hugo de Vriess 1901 diary on plant mutations.

Gray had annotated as much information as he could about these items, from his research yesterday. He
jotted down the latest item of interest.

4, CharlesDarwin'sfamily Bible.

Hlipping the notebook closed, he wondered for the hundredth time since flying here: What wasthe
connection?

Perhapsit was a puzzle best |eft to someone else at Sigma. He thought about having Logan run some of



the details past his colleagues Monk Kokkalis and Kathryn Bryant. The pair had proven to be experts at
piecing together details

and congtructing patterns where none existed. Then again, maybe there redly was no pattern here. It was
gtill too early to tell. Gray needed to gather abit moreintelligence, afew more facts, especialy about this
last item.

Until then, held leave the two lovebirds aone.

9:32 P.M. EST WASHINGTON, D.C.

"Itistrue?’

Monk rested his pam on the bare belly of the woman heloved. He knelt beside the bed in
orange-and-black Nike sweatpants. His shirt, wet after his evening jog, lay on the hardwood floor,
where he had dropped it. His eyebrows, the only hair on his shaved head, were raised in hopeful
expectation.

"Yes," Kat confirmed. She gently removed his hand and rolled out the other side of the bed.

Monk's grin grew broader. He could not help it. "Are you sure?’

Kat strode toward the bathroom, wearing only apair of white panties and an oversize Georgia Tech
T-shirt. Her straight auburn hair draped loose to her shoulders. "l wasfive dayslate," she answered
sullenly. "1 took an EPT test yesterday.”

Monk stood up. "Y esterday? Why didn't you tell me?"

Kat disappeared into the bathroom, half closing the door.

"Kat?'

He heard the water turn on in the shower. He circled the bed and crossed to the bathroom doorway. He
wanted to know more. She had dropped the bombshell when he returned from hisjog to find her curled
in bed. Her eyes had been swollen, her face puffy. She had been crying. It had taken some coaxing to
discover what had been troubling her dl day.

He rapped on the door. The noise was louder and more demanding than he intended. He scowled at the
offending hand. The five-fingered prosthesswas

dtate-of-the-art, chock full of the latest in DARPA gadgetry. He had received the hand after losing his
own on amission. But plastic and metal were not flesh. Rapping on the wood door had sounded like he
was trying to batter it down.

"Kat, tak tome," hesaid gently.

"I'm just going to take a quick shower."

Despite her sighed words, Monk heard the strain. He peeked into the bathroom. Though they had been
seeing each other for amost ayear now and he had his own drawer in her gpartment here, there were
limitsof propriety.

Kat sat atop the closed toilet, her head resting in her hands.

"Kahryn..."

She glanced up, plainly startled at the intruson. "Monk!" She leaned to the door to pushiit the rest of the
way closed.

He blocked it with hisfoot. "It wasn't like you were using the bathroom.”

"l waswaiting for the shower to warm up.”

Monk noted the steam-fogged mirror as he entered. The chamber smelled of jasmine. A scent that
evoked al manner of dtirringsinsde him. He stepped and kndlt again before her.

She leaned back.

He placed his hands, one flesh, one synthetic, atop her knees.

Shewould not meet hiseyes, head still hanging.

He pushed apart her knees, |eaned between them, and did his hands up aong her outer thighs and
cupped her buttocks. He pulled her to him.

"l haveto—" she started.

"Y ou haveto come here." He lifted her and lowered her to hislap, straddling him now. Hisfacewasa
breath from hers.

Shefindly met hiseyes. "I...I'm sorry."



Heleaned closer. "For what?' Their lips brushed each other's.

"| should've been more careful.”

"l don't remember complaining.”

"But this sort of mistake—"

"Never." Hekissed her hard, not in anger but in firm assurance. He whispered between their lips. "Never
cdlitthat."

She mdted into him, her arms entwining behind his neck. Her hair smelled of jasmine. "What arewe
going to do?'

"I may not know everything, but I do know that answer."

Herolled to the Sde and lowered her down to the bathroom rug beneath him.

"Oh," shesad.

7:55am.

COPENHAGEN, DENMARK

Gray sat in the cafe opposite the smdl antiquarian shop. He studied the building across the street.
g/elden BOGER was stenciled on the window, rare books. The bookstore occupied the first floor of a
two-story row house topped by ared-tile roof. It appeared identical to its neighbors, lined one after the
other down the street. And like the othersin this less affluent section of town, it had falen into disrepair.
The upper windows were boarded up. Even the first-floor shop was secured behind a steel drop-gate.
Closed for now.

As Gray waited for the shop to open, he eyed the building more clinically, sipping what passed for hot
chocolate herein Denmark, so thick it tasted like amelted Hershey's bar. He searched beyond the
boarded windows. Though the building had faded, its Old World charm persisted: owl-eyed dormers
peered out from the attic, heavy exposed beams crisscrossed the upper story, and a steep pitch of the
roofline stood forever ready to shrug off along winter's snowfall. Gray even spotted old scars below the
windows

where flower boxes had once been bolted.

Gray contemplated ways of renovating the house back to itsoriginal glory, rebuilding it in hishead, a
mental exercise baancing engineering with aesthetics.

He could almost smdll the sawdust.

Thislast thought suddenly soured the daydream. Other memoriesintruded, unbidden and unwanted: his
father's woodshop in the garage, working aongside him after school. What usualy started out asasmple
renovation project often ended up in shouting matches and words too hard to take back. The warring
had eventudly driven Gray out of high school and into the military. Only lately had son and father found
new ways to communicate, finding common ground, accepting differences.

Stll, Gray was haunted by an offhand remark of his mother's. How father and son were more aike than
they were different. Why had that been bothering him so much lately? Gray pushed the thoughts away
and shook his head.

With his concentration broken, he checked hiswatch, anxiousto get on with

the day. He had aready canvassed the auction site and secured two cameras at the front and rear access
points. All he had to do was interview the shop owner here about the Bible and take some snapshots of
the principasinvolved—then he wasfinished, opening up along weekend to spend with Rachd.

The thought of her smile eased the knot that had devel oped between his shoulder blades.

Findly, acrossthe street, abell chimed. The door to the shop opened and the security gate began to roll
up.

Gray sat straighter, surprised by who opened the shop. Black braided hair, mocha complexion, wide
amond-shaped eyes. She was the one who had followed him earlier this morning. She even worethe
same zippered sweater-jacket and green, battered pack.

Gray scooped out abundle of billsand left it on the cafe table, glad to get out of his head and back to the
businessat hand.

He strode across the narrow street asthe girl finished securing the gate. She

glanced over a him, unsurprised.



"L et meguess, mate," shesaid in crigp English, flavored with a British accent, eyeing him up and down.
"American.”

He frowned at her abrupt manner. He hadn't said aword yet. But he kept hisface mildly curious, offering
no cluethat he knew she had been following him earlier. "How did you know?"

"Theway you wak. Stick up your bum. Givesdl you away."

"Isthat s0?'

She locked the gate. He noted she wore severa pins on her jacket: arainbow Greenpeace flag, asilver
Cdtic symbol, agold Egyptian ankh, and a colorful assortment of buttonswith dogansin Danish and one
in English that read go lemmings go. She aso wore awhite rubber bracel et with the word hope stamped
intoit.

She waved him out of her way but bumped past him when he didn't move quick enough. Shewaked
backward across the street. " Shop don't open for

another hour. Sorry, mate.”

Gray stood on the stoop, glancing between the shop door and the girl. She crossed the street and headed
to the cafe. Passing the table held just vacated, she picked up one of the bills Gray had left and went
insgde. Gray waited. Through the window, he watched her order two large coffees and pay with the
pilfered bill.

Shereturned, atal Styrofoam cup in each hand.

"Still here?' she asked.

"Don't have anywhere e se to be at the moment.”

"Shame." The girl nodded to the closed door and lifted both hands. "Well?"

"Oh." Gray turned and opened the door for her.

She brushed inside. "Berta!" she boomed—then glanced back at him. "Are you coming insde or not?"

"| thought you said—"

"Bollocks." Sherolled her eyes. "Enough with the act. Like you didn't see me earlier.”

Gray tensed. So it wasn't just coincidence. Thegirl had been following him.

She cdlled into the shop. "Bertal! Get your tail over herel™

Confused and wary, Gray followed her into the shop. He stayed by the door, ready to move if
necessay.

The shop was as narrow as an dley. To either side, rows of bookshelves rose from floor to ceiling,
crammed with al manner of book, volume, text, and pamphlet. A few stepsinside, two glass cabinets
flanked the center aide, plainly locked. Inside were crumbling lesther-bound books and what looked like
scrolls bound in acid-free white tubes.

Gray searched deeper.

Dust motesfloated through the space in the danting morning sunlight. The

air tasted old, moldering as much as the shop's paper stock. It was like much of Europe. Age and
ancientness were a part of everyday life here.

Still, despite the decrepitude of the building, the shop shone with awelcoming grace, from the
stained-glass wall sconcesto the handful of ladders that leaned againgt bookshelves. There was even an
inviting pair of overstuffed chairs near the front window.

And best of dl...

Gray took a deep breath.

No cats.

And the reason why became apparent.

Around one of the shelves, alarge shaggy shape lumbered into view. It looked like a Saint Bernard
cross, an dderly fellow with baggy brown eyes. The dog sullenly shambled toward them, hobbling on its
|eft front limb. The paw on that side wasagnarled lump.

"Thereyou are, Bertd." The girl bent down and poured the contents of one of her Styrofoam cupsinto a
ceramic bowl on the floor. "The mangy sot's usaless before hisfirst morning latte.” Thislast was said with
obvious affection.

The Saint Bernard reached their sde and began |apping the bow! eagerly.



"I don't think coffeg's good for adog,” Gray warned.

Thegirl straightened, tossing her braid over her shoulder. "No worries. It's decaffeinated.” She continued
into the shop.

"What happened to his paw?' Gray asked, making small talk while he adjusted to the situation. He patted
the dog on the Side as he passed, earning athump of atail.

"Frosthite. Mutti took himin along time ago.”

"Mutti?'

"My grandmother. She's been waiting for you."

A voice caled from the rear of the shop. "Er det ham der vil kobe bogerne, Fiona?'

"Ja, Muitti! The American buyer. In English please.”

"Send ham ind paamit kontor."

"Mutti will seeyouin her office” Thegirl, Fiona, led him toward the rear. The dog, finished with his
morning coffee, followed at Gray's hedls.

In the middle of the shop, they passed asmall cash-register desk set up with a Sony computer and
printer. It seemed the modern age had found its foothold here.

"We have our own website," Fionasaid, noting his attention.

They passed the register and entered a back room through an open door. The space here was more
parlor than office. There was asofa, alow table, and two chairs. Even the desk in the corner seemed
morein place to support the hot plate and teskettle than for any clerica function. Onewall, though, was
lined by arow of black filing cabinets. Above them, abarred window let in

cheery morning light, illuminating the office's sole occupant.

She stood and offered her hand. "Dr. Sawyer," she said, using his assumed namefor thismission. She
had clearly reviewed some background on him. "l am Grette Nedl "

Thewoman'sgrip wasfirm. Shewasrail thin, and though her skin was pale, the indomitable health of her
countrymen shone from her pores. She waved Gray to one of the chairs. Her whole manner was casud,
even her clothes: navy jeans, aturquoise blouse, and modest black pumps. Her long silver hair was
combed straight, accentuating a serious demeanor, but her eyes sparkled with wry amusement.

"Y ou have met my granddaughter.” Grette Neal's fluency in English was smooth, but the Danish accent
was evident. Unlike her granddaughter.

Gray glanced between the pae e derly woman and the dark girl. There was no family resemblance, but
Gray kept sllent on this matter. He had more important mattersto clarify.

"Yes, wevemet," Gray said. "Infact, it ssems|'ve met your granddaughter

twicetoday."

"Ah, Fionas curiogty will get her in red trouble one of these days." Grette's chastisement was softened
by asmile. "Has she returned your wallet?"

Gray's brow wrinkled. He patted his back pocket. Empty.

Fionareached into a side pouch of her pack and held out his brown leather wallet.

Gray snatched it back. He remembered her bumping into him as she left to get the coffee. It had been
more than impatient rudeness.

"Please don't take offense,” Grette assured him. "It's her way of saying hello.”

"All hisID checked out,” Fionasaid with ashrug.

"Then please return the young man's passport, Fiona."

Gray checked his other pocket. Gone. For the love of God!

Fionatossed the small blue chapbook with the U.S. eagle on the cover.

"Isthat everything?' Gray asked, patting himself down.

Fonashrugged.

"Agan, please excuse my granddaughter's exuberance. She gets overly protective sometimes.”
Gray dtared at the two of them. "Would either of you care to explain what's going on?'

"Y ou've cometo inquire about the Darwin Bibd" Grette said.

"TheBible," Fonatrandated.

Grette nodded at her granddaughter. The dip of tongue plainly revealed some anxiety about the object.



"| represent abuyer who might be interested,” Gray said.

"Yes. We know. And you spent dl day yesterday questioning others about additional itemsfor bid at the
Ergenschein Auction?'

Gray's browsrosein surprise.

"Weareasmdl community of bibliophiles herein Copenhagen. Word travels quickly among us."

Gray frowned. He had thought he'd been more discreet.

"It was your very inquiry that helped me decide to submit my Darwin Bible to the auction. The entire
community isstirred up by the growing interest in Victorian-erascientific trestises.”

"Making it agood timeto sel,” Fionasaid abit too firmly, asif thiswerethetail end of arecent
argument. "Theflat leaseisamonth past—"

Her wordswerewaved away. "It was adifficult decison. The Bible was purchased by my father in
1949. He treasured the volume. There are handwritten names of the Darwin family, going back ten
generations before the illustrious Charles. But the Bibleisaso of historic interest. It journeyed

with the man on his around-the-world trip aboard the HM S Beagle. And | don't know if you knew this
or not, but Charles Darwin once considered entering the seminary. In thisone Bible, you find the
juxtagposition of the rdigious man and the scientis.”

Gray nodded. Plainly the woman was attempting to intrigue him. Was dl thisaploy to get him to pitch
into the auction? To get the best price? Either way, Gray could use that to his advantage.

"And the reason Fionafollowed me?' he asked.

Grette's demeanor grew tired. "My apologies again for theintrusion. Like | mentioned before, there has
been much interest of latein Victorian-eramemorabilia, and it isasmal community. Weal know some
of the transactions have been...shall we say...if not across the black market, then definitely the gray.”
"So I've heard rumors,”" he said coyly, hoping to tease out more information.

"There have been some buyers who have reneged on bid prices or paid with illicit proceeds, bounced
checks, et cetera. Fionawas only trying to protect

my best interest. And sometimes she goestoo far, falling back on talents best left behind." The woman
raised asingle scolding eyebrow at her granddaughter.

Fiona suddenly found the floorboards of particular interest.

"There was one gentleman ayear ago who spent an entire month searching through my files of
provenance, the historical records of ownership.” She nodded to the wall of file cabinets. "Only to pay
for the privilege with astolen credit card. He showed particular interest in the Darwin Bible."

"So we can't betoo careful," Fiona said, emphasizing again.

"Do you know who this gentleman was?' Gray asked.

"No, but I'd remember him if | saw him again. A strange, paefdlow.”

Fonadtirred. "But afraud investigation administered by the bank traced histrail through Nigeriato South
Africa That'sasfar asit could be followed. Bloody bastard covered histracks."

Grette frowned. "Language, young lady."

"Why such diligent investigation for abad debt?" he asked.

Fionaagain found the floorboards fascinating.

Grette stared hard at her granddaughter. "He hastheright to know."

"Muitti..." Fionashook her head.

"Know what?'

Fionaglared a him, then away. "Hell tell others, and well get half the pricefor it."

Gray held up ahand. "I can be discreet.”

Grette studied him, one eye narrowing. "But can you be truthful...that | wonder, Dr. Sawyer."
Gray fdt himsalf scrutinized by both females. Was his cover as secure ashe

hoped? The weight of their combined gazes made his back stiffen.

Grette finaly spoke. "Y ou should know. Shortly after the pal e gentleman absconded with the knowledge
here, there was a break-in at the shop. Nothing was stolen, but the display where we normaly
showcased the Darwin Bible was picked and opened. Fortunately for us, the Bible and our most vauable
items are kept hidden in afloor vault at night. Also, the police responded promptly to the alarm, chasing



them off. The burglary remained unsolved, but we knew who came after it."

"Thesnivding pra...," Flonamumbled.

"Since that night, we've kept the Bible in a safe-deposit box in abank around the corner. Still, weve
been vandalized twice this past year. The culprit bypassed the alarm, and the place was ransacked each
time"

"Someone was searching for the Bible," Gray said.

"So we supposed.”

Gray began to understand. It wasn't just monetary gain that was the deciding

factor in unloading the Bible, but aso to relieve themselves of the burden. Someone wanted the Bible,
and eventually the pursuit might escaate into more violent meansto gain possession of it. And that threat
might pass on to the new buyer.

From the corner of hiseye, Gray studied Fiona. All her actions were done to protect her grandmother, to
protect their financid security. He noted thefirein her eyes even now. The girl plainly wished her
grandmother had remained more reticent.

"The Bible might be safer in aprivate collection in America," Grette said. " Such troubles might not pass
over the proverbia Pond."

Gray nodded, reading the sales pitch behind the words.

"Did you ever find out what o possessed the stranger to pursue the Bible?' he asked.

Now it was Grette's turn to search off into the distance.

"Such information can only make the Bible more vauableto my client,” Gray

pressed.

Grette's eyesflicked to him. Somehow she knew thelie behind hiswords. She studied him again,
weighing something more than just the truth of hiswords, looking deeper.

At that moment, Bertdl shambled into the office, nosed longingly at a set of tea cakes beside the kettle on
the desk, then crossed to Gray's Side and dumped to the floorboards with asigh. His muzzle cameto rest
atop Gray's boot, plainly comfortable with this stranger to their shop.

Asif thiswere enough, Grette sighed and closed her eyes, and whatever hard edge softened. "'l don't
know for sure. | only have some suppositions.”

"I'll take what you can give."

"The stranger came here looking for information regarding alibrary that was sold piecemed after thewar.
Infact, four such items are up for auction this afternoon. The de Vriesdiary, acopy of Mendd's papers,
and two texts by the physicist Max Planck.”

Gray waswell aware of the same list on his notepad. They were the very itemsthat had sparked specia
attention among the questionable entities. Who was buying them up and why?

"Can you tdl me anything else about thisold library collection? Isthere any provenance of significance?"
Grette stood and stepped toward her files. "1 have the original receipt from my father's purchase back in
1949. It names avillageand asmall estate. Let me seeif | canfind it.”

She moved into a shaft of sunlight below the back window and pulled open amiddie drawer. "I can't give
you the origind, but 1'd be happy to have Fiona photocopy it for you."

Asthe old woman rustled through her files, Berta raised hisnose from Gray's right shoe, trailing arope
of drool. A low growl burbled from the dog.

But it was not directed at Gray.

"Hereitis" Grette turned and held out a sheet of yellowed paper in aplagtic

protective deeve.

Gray ignored her extended arm and concentrated on her toes. A thin shadow shifted across the patch of
sunlight where Grette siood.

"Get down!™

Gray leaped toward the sofa, reaching for the old woman.

Behind him, Berta barked sharply, dmost masking the crackof glass.

Gray, gtill reaching, wastoo late. All he could do was catch Grette Neal's body asthe front of her face
dissolved in ashower of blood and bone, shot from behind by a sniper outside the window.



Gray caught her body and pitched down to the sofa.

Fiona screamed.

Through the shattered rear window, two distinct pops sounded aong with the shatter of glass. Two black
canigters jetted into the office, struck the far

wall, and clattered down, bouncing.

Gray legped off the sofa, shouldering into Fiona. He shoved her bodily out of the office and around the
corner.

The dog scrambled after them.

Gray haf carried Fiona behind a sheltering bookcase as twin detonations ripped through the office,
blagting gpart thewal in afiery explosion of plaster and splintered wood.

The bookcase toppled over, crashing into its neighbor and leaning precarioudy. Gray sheltered Fiona
under him.

Overhead, texts burst into flame and fiery ash rained down.

Gray spotted the old dog. He had moved too dowly, hobbled by the bad paw. The concussion had
dammed the poor dog into the far wall. He did not move. His fur smoldered.

Gray shidded Fionafrom the sght. "We haveto get clear.”

He pulled her shocked form from under the leaning bookcase. Flames and smoke areadly filled the back
half of the shop. Overhead sprinklers burst with tepid sprays. Too little, too late. Not with this much
tinder on hand.

"Out the front!" he urged.

He stumbled forward with her.

Toodowly.

Before them, the outer security gate crashed down, sealing the front door and window. Gray noted
shadows fading to either side of the barred gate. More gunmen.

Gray glanced behind him. A churning wall of flame and smokefilled the back of the shop.

They were trapped.

11:57 p.m. WASHINGTON, D.C.

Monk drowsed in that happy place between bliss and deep. He and Kat had moved from the bathroom
floor to the bed as passion dissolved to soft whispers and even softer touches. The sheets and comforters
were dill knotted around their naked forms; neither was ready to untie themsalves, not physically, notin
any way.

Monk's finger traced the curve of Kat's breast, lazily, more in reassurance than arousal. The smooth arch
of her foot gently caressed his calf.

Perfection.

Nothing could ruin this—

A piercing warble erupted in the room, tensing them both.

It rose from the side of the bed, where Monk had dropped his sweatpants...or rather had them yanked
off him. The pager was Htill clipped to the astic waist. He knew he had switched the device to vibration
when he returned from his evening jog. Only one manner of cal broke through that mode.

Emergency.

On the other side of the bed, from the nightstand, a second pager burst with amatching clarion call.
Kat's.

They both pushed up, eyes meeting with worry.

"Centrd command,” Kat said.

Monk reached down and grabbed his pager, dragging his swestpants up with it. He confirmed her
assessmen.

Herolled hisfeet to the floor and reached for the phone. Kat sat up next to him, pulling the sheetsto
cover her bare breadts, asif some manner of decency was necessary to call into central command. He
diaed the number for Sigma Force'sdirect line. It was picked up immediately.

"Captain Bryant?' Logan Gregory answvered.

"No, gr. It'sMonk Kokkalis. But Kat...Captain Bryant is here with me."



"I need you both back at command immediately.”

Loganfilled himintersdy.

Monk listened, nodding. "We're leaving now," he finished and hung up.

Kat met his gaze, brows pinched together. "What's wrong?"

"Trouble

"With Gray?"

"No. I'm sure he'sfine." Monk climbed into his sweats. "Probably having a great time with Rachd."
"Then—?"'

"It's Director Crowe. Something's happened in Nepal. Details are sketchy. Something about a plague.”
"Has Director Crowe reported in?"

"That'sjust it. Hislast report was three days ago, but astorm had closed off communication. So there
was not too much concern. Then the storm broke today, and still no communication. And now therere
rumors of plague, death, and some uprising out there. Possibly arebel attack.”

Kat's eyes widened.

"Loganiscdling everyoneinto command.”

Kat did out of bed and reached for her own clothes. "What could be going on out there?"

"Nothing good, that'sfor damn sure.”

922 am.

COPENHAGEN, DENMARK

"Isthere away upstairs?' Gray asked.

Fiona stared at the closed gate, rooted in place, eyes wide and unblinking. Gray read the signs of shock
inthegirl.

"Fiona..." Gray stepped around and leaned close, nose to nosg, filling her vison. "Fiona, we must get
away fromthefire

Behind her, the firestorm spread rapidly, fueled by the stacks of dry books and broken pine shelving.
Hames had climbed and lapped to the ceiling. Smoke churned and rolled aong the roof. Sprinklers
continued to leak tepidly into the conflagration, adding steam to the toxic pall.

The heat intensified with each breath. Still, as Gray took Fionas handsin his, she shivered, her whole
body trembling. But at least histouch findly focused her eyeson him.

"Isthere away updairs? To another level?

Fonaglanced up. A pal of smoke obscured thetin celling tiles. "Some old rooms. An attic...”

"Y es. Perfect. Can we get up there?”!

She shook her head at first dowly, then morefirmly, reviving to the danger. "No. Theonly sairsare...”
She waved feebly toward the fire. "At the back of

thebuilding.”

"Ontheoutsde”

She nodded. Ash swirled in fiery eddies around them asthe wall of fire advanced.

Gray cursed slently. There must've once been an interior Staircase, before the building was split into a
shop and upper rooms. But no longer. Hed have to improvise.

"Do you have an ax?' he asked.

Fiona shook her head.

"How about a crowbar? Something to open crates or boxes?"

Fona dtiffened and nodded. "By the cash register.”

"Stay here." Gray edged aong the left-hand wall. It offered the clearest path back toward the central
desk. Thefire had not quite reached it.

Fonafollowed.

"| told you to Stay back.”

"I know where the soddin’ crowbar is," she snapped at him.

Gray recognized the terror behind her anger, but it was an improvement over the limp-limbed shock from
amoment ago. Plusit matched hisown fury. At himsdlf. It was bad enough the girl had tailed him earlier,
but now he'd allowed himsalf to be trapped by unknown assassins. He'd been too distracted by thoughts



of Rachel, too dismissive of thismisson and its parameters, and now it wasn't only hislifein jeopardy.
Fiona pushed ahead of him, red-eyed and coughing from the smoke. "It's over here." Sheleaned across
the desk, reached behind it, and tugged free along green stedl bar.

"Let'sgo." Heled the way back toward the advancing flames. He pulled out of hiswool swester and
traded it for the crowbar.

"Wet the sweater down. Soak it good in that sprinkler." He pointed with the

crowbar. "And yoursdf, for that matter."

"What are you going to—?"

"Try to make our own staircase.”

Gray mounted one of the bookshelf ladders and scrambled up. The smoke churned above his upraised
face. The very air burned. Gray poked the crowbar at one of thetin calling tiles. It was easily didodged
and nudged aside. Ass he had hoped, the shop roof was a cantilevered drop celling. It hid the
rafter-and-plank floor of the story above.

Gray climbed to the top of the ladder and scaled the last few shelves of the bookcase. He perched atop
it. Using this vantage, he jammed his crow-bar between two of the planks. It sank deep. He shouldered
and levered the crowbar. The stedl bar ripped through the old wood. Still, he barely managed to gouge
out amouse hole.

Eyeswatering and burning, Gray leaned down. A racking cough shook through him. Not good. It would
be arace between his crowbar and the smoke. Gray glanced back to thefire. It grew fiercer. The smoke
belched

thicker.

He'd never makeit at thisrate.

Movement drew his gaze back down. Fiona had scrambled up the ladder. She had found a kerchief,
soaked it, and had it wrapped around the lower half of her face like abandit, afitting disguisein her case.
She held up his soggy wool swester. She had soaked herself, too, seeming to shrink in sizelike awet
puppy. Gray redlized she was younger than the seventeen he had guessed earlier. She could be no more
than fifteen. Her eyeswere red-rimmed with panic—but a so shone with hope, placing some blind faith in
him.

Gray hated when people did that...because it always worked.

Gray tied the arms of his sweater around his neck and let the rest drape over hisback. Hetugged up a
flap of sodden woal to cover his mouth and nose, offering some insulation from the ash-thickened air.
With water soaking through the back of his shirt, Gray knelt up again, ready

to attack the stubborn planks. He sensed the presence of Fiona below. And the responsibility.

Gray searched the space between the drop ceiling and the rafters for any other means of escape. All
around, piping and wiring crisscrossed in ahagphazard pattern, plainly added piecemed after the
two-story home had been sectioned into alower shop and upper apartment. The newer renovations
appeared shoddy, the difference between Old World craftsmanship and modern dipshod construction.
As he searched, Gray spotted a break in the uniform run of planks and rafters. A boxed-off section,
three feet square, framed by thicker bracing. Gray recognized it immediately. Hed been right earlier. The
bracing marked the opening where along-demolished interior staircase had once passed through to the
floor above.

But how securely had it been sealed up?

Only oneway to find out.

Gray rose up on his hedls, sood atop the bookcase, and followed it like a

balance beam in the direction of the framed opening. It was only afew yards—Dbuit it led deeper into the
shop, toward thefire.

"Where are you going?' Fiona demanded from atop the ladder.

Gray didn't have the breath to explain. The smoke choked thicker with every step. The heet grew to an
open-furnace intengity. He finaly reached the section of bookshelf below the sedled stairwell.

Glancing down, Gray saw that the bookcase's lower shelves adready smoldered. Hed reached the
firestorm'sleading edge.



No timeto waste.

Bracing himsdf, he dammed his crowbar up.

Thetip plunged easily through the thinner wood planking. It was no more than pressed fiberboard and
vinyl tiles. Shoddy, as held hoped. Thank God for the lack of modern work ethic.

Gray hauled on his crowbar, cranking like amachine asthe ar burned and

the heat blistered. Soon he had created an opening wide enough to climb through.

Gray tossed the crowbar through the opening. It clattered above.

Heturned to Fionaand waved her to him.

"Can you get on top of the bookshelves and—?"

"I saw how you got over there." She scrambled up onto the bookcase.

A pop drew Gray's attention below. The bookcase shuddered under him.

Uh-oh...

Hisweight and the burning lower tiers were rapidly weakening his perch. He reached to the hole and half
pulled himsaf up, shifting hisweight off the shelf.

"Hurry," he urged the girl.

With her arms held out for balance, Fiona edged aong the top of the bookcase. About ayard away.
"Hurry," he repeated.

"I heard you the firs—"

With aresounding crack, the section of bookcase under Gray collapsed. He gripped the edges of the
hole tighter as the case toppled away, crashing into the fire. A fresh wash of heat, ash, and flames swept
high.

Fiona screamed as her section shook, but held.

Hanging by hisarms, Gray called to her. "Legp over to me. Grab around my shoulders.”

Fonaneeded no further encouragement as her case wobbled. She jumped and struck him hard, arms
latching around his neck, legs clinging around hiswaist. He was dmost knocked from his perch. He
swung in place.

"Can you use my body to climb up through the hole?' he asked with agtrain.

“l...I think s0."

She hung amoment longer, not moving.

The rough edges of the holetore at hisfingers. "Fona..."

She trembled againgt him, then worked her way around to his back. Once moving, she climbed quickly,
planting atoeinto his blt, then pushing off his shoulder. She was through the hole with dl the agility of a
spider monkey.

Below, abonfire of books and shelving raged.

Gray gladly hauled himsdlf up after her, worming through the hole and beaching himself on thefloor. He
wasin the center of ahalway. Rooms spread out in either direction.

"Firesup here, too," Fionawhispered, asif afraid to attract the flames attention.

Ralling to hisfeet, Gray saw the flickering glow from the back haf of the gpartment. Smoke choked
these halls, even thicker than below.

"C'mon," hesaid. It was dtill arace.

Gray hurried down the hall away from the fire. He ended at one of the boarded upper windows. He
peeked between two dats. Sirens could be heard in the distance. People gathered in the Street bel ow:
onlookers and gawkers. And surely hidden among them was a gunman or two.

Gray and the girl would be exposed if they tried climbing out the window.

Fona studied the crowd, too. "They won't et usleave, will they?

"Then well get out on our own.”

Gray backed away and searched up. He pictured the attic dormer window he'd spotted earlier from the
street. They needed to reach the roof.

Fonaunderstood hisintention. "There's a pull-down ladder in the next room." Sheled the way. "1 would
come up here to read sometimes when Mutti..." Fiona's voice cracked, and her words died.

Gray knew the girl would be haunted by the desth of her grandmother for a



long time. He put hisarm around her shoulder, but she shrugged out of it angrily and stepped away.
"Over here," she said and entered what once must have been asitting room. Now it held only afew
crates and afaded, ripped sofa.

Fiona pointed to afrayed rope hanging from the ceiling, attached to atrapdoor in the roof.

Gray tugged it down, and a collapsible wooden ladder did to the floor. He climbed firgt, followed by
Fona

The attic was unfinished: just insulation, rafters, and rat droppings. The only light came from a pair of
dormer windows. One faced the front street, the other toward the back. Thin smoke filled the space, but
so far no flames.

Gray decided to try the rear window. It faced west, leaving the roof in shadow thistime of day. Also,
that Sde of the row house was on fire. Their attackers might be less attentiveto it.

Gray hopped from rafter to rafter. He could fedl the heat from below. One

section of insulation was dready smoldering, the fiberglass melting.

Reaching the window, Gray checked below. The roof pitch was such that he could not seeinto the
courtyard behind the shop. And if he couldn't see them, they couldn't see him. Additionally, smokeroiled
up from the broken windows below, offering additional cover.

For once, the firewasto their advantage.

Stll, Gray stood well to the side as he unhooked the window latch and pushed it open. He waited. No
gunshots. Sirens could now be heard converging on the street outside.

"Let megofirg,” Gray whispered in Fionasear. "If al's clear—"

A low roar erupted behind them.

They both turned. A tongue of flame shot out of the heart of the burning insulation, licking high, cracking
and smoking. They were out of time.

"Follow me" Gray said.

He edged out the window, staying low. It was wonderfully cool out on the roof, the air crisp after the
perpetud difle.

Buoyed by the escape, Gray tested the roof tiles. The pitch was steep, but he had good grip with his
boots. With care, walking was manageable. He stepped away from the shelter of the window and aimed
for the roofline to the north. Ahead, the gap between the row houses was less than three feet. They
should be able to leap the distance.

Satisfied, he turned back to the window. "Okay, Fiona...be careful "

The girl popped her head out, searched around, then crept onto the roof. She stayed crouched, amost
ondl fours.

Gray walited for her. "You're doing fine."

She glanced over to him. Distracted, she failed to spot a cracked tile. Her toe shattered throughiit. It
broke away, causing her to lose her balance. She landed hard on her belly—and began to dide.

Her fingers and toes fought for purchase, but to no avall.

Gray lunged for her. Hisfingersfound only empty air.

Her speed increased as she skated over thetiles. Moretiles broke away in her frantic attempt to halt her
plummet. Shards of pottery chattered and bounced ahead of her, becoming an avalanche of roof tiles.
Gray lay splayed on hisbelly. There was nothing he could do to help.

"The gutter!" he cdled after her, forgoing caution. " Grab the gutter!”

She seemed desf to hiswords, fingers scrabbling, toes gouging out moretiles. She bumped over on her
sdeand begantoroll. A fluttering scream escaped her.

Thefirst few broken tiles rained over the edge. Gray heard them shatter to the stone courtyard below
with firecracker pops.

Then Fionafollowed, tumbling over the roof edge, aamsflailing.

And shewas gone,

3 UKUFA

10:20 am.
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ZULULAND, SOUTH AFRICA

Six thousand miles and aworld away from Copenhagen, an open-air Jeep trundled across the trackless
wilderness of South Africa.

The heet dready sweltered, searing the savannaand casting up shimmering mirages. In the rearview
mirror, the plains baked brilliantly under the sun, interrupted by thorny thickets and solitary stands of red
bush willow. Immediately ahead rose alow knoll, studded thickly with knobby acaciaand skeletal
leadwood trees.

"Isthat the place, Doctor?' Khamis Taylor asked, twisting the whed to bounce his Jeep acrossadry
creekbed, the dust rising in arooster tail. He glanced at the woman beside him.

Dr. MarciaFairfield haf stood in the passenger seet, her hand clamped on the

windshield's edge for balance. She pointed an arm. "Around to the west Side. There's adeep hollow."
Khamis downshifted and skirted to the right. As the current game warden on duty for the
Hluhluwe-Umfolozi Game Preserve, he had to follow protocol. Poaching was a serious offense—but dso
aredity. Especidly in the londlier sections of the park.

Even hisown people, hisfdlow Zulu tribesmen, sometimes followed the traditional way and practices. It
required even fining some of his grandfather's old friends. The elders had given him anickname, aword in
Zulu that trandated as"Fat Boy." It was said with little outward derision, but Khamis knew there was il
an undercurrent of distaste. They considered him lessaman for taking awhite man'sjob, living fat off of
others. Hewas till abit of astranger around here. Hisfather had taken him to Australiawhen he was
twelve, after hismother died. He had spent agood portion of hislife outside the city of Darwin on
Audtrdias north coast, even spent two years at university in Queendand. Now at twenty-eight, he was
back, having secured ajob as a game warden—ypartly from his education, partly from histiesto the
tribes here.

Living fat off of others.

"Can't you go any faster?" his passenger urged.

Dr. MarciaFairfidd was agraying biologist out of Cambridge, well respected, a part of the origina
Operation Rhino project, often called the Jane Goodadl| of rhinos. Khamis enjoyed working with her.
Maybeit wasjust her lack of pretense, from her faded khaki safari jacket to her silver-gray hair tied
back in asmple ponytail.

Or maybe it was her passon. Like now.

"If the cow died birthing, her calf might till be dive. But for how long?" She pounded afist againgt the
edge of thewindshield. "We can't lose both."

As game warden, Khamis understood. Since 1970, the population of black rhinos had decreased
ninety-six percent in Africa. The Hluhluwe-Umfolozi reserve sought to remedy that, asit had the white
rhino population. It was the chief conservation effort of the park.

Every black rhino was important.

"The only reason we found her was the tracking implant,” Dr. Fairfield continued. " Spotted her by
helicopter. But if she gave birth, therell be no way to track her calf."

"Won't the baby stay closeto its mother?' Khamis asked. He had witnessed the same himsdf. Two
years ago, apair of lion cubs had been found huddling against the cold belly of their dam, shot by a sport
poacher.

"Y ou know the fate of orphans. Predators will be drawn by the carcass. If the cdlf is till around, bloody
frombirth..."

Khamis nodded. He punched the gas and bounced the Jeep up the rocky dope. The rear end fishtailed
in some |oose scree—but he kept going.

Asthey cleared the hill, the terrain ahead broke gpart into deep ravines, cut by trickling streams. Here the
vegetation thickened: sycamore figs, Nata mahogany, and nyaatrees. It was one of the few "wet" areas
of the park, aso one of the most remote, well away from the usua gametrails and tourist roads. Only
those with permits were allowed to traverse this section under grict limitations: daylight hours only, no
overnight stays. Theterritory ran all the way to the park's western border.

Khamis scanned the horizon as he inched the Jeep down the far dope. A mile away, astretch of game



fencing broke acrossthe terrain. The ten-foot-high black fence divided the park from aneighboring
private preserve. Such reserves often shared a park’s borders, offering the more affluent traveler amore
intimate experience.

But thiswas no ordinary private preserve.

The Hluhluwe-Umfolozi Park had been founded in 1895, the oldest sanctuary in dl of Africa. Assuch,
the neighboring private reserve was a so the oldest. The chunk of family-owned land predated even the
park, owned by aliving dynasty of South Africa, the Waa enberg clan, one of the origina Boer families,
whose generations stretched back to the seventeenth century. This particular reserve was aquarter the
szeof the park itsdlf. Its grounds were said to be teeming with wildlife. And not just the big five—the
elephant, rhinoceros, leopard, lion, and cape buffalo—but aso predators and prey of every ilk: the Nile
crocodile, hippo, cheetah, hyena, wildebeest, jackal, giraffe, zebra, waterbuck, kudu, impala, reedbuck,
warthog, baboons. It was said that the Waal enberg preserve had unknowingly sheltered a pack of rare
okapi, well before thisrelative of the giraffe had even been discovered back in 1901.

But there were dways rumors and stories associated with the Waa enberg preserve. The park was only
accessible by helicopter or small plane. The roads that once led to it had long since returned to the wild.
Theonly visitors, occasona asthey were, were mgjor dignitaries from around the world. It was said
Teddy Roosevet once hunted on the reserve and even fashioned the United States nationa park system
after the Wad enberg preserve.

Khamis would give his eyeteeth to spend aday in there.

But that honor was limited only to the head warden of Hluhluwe. A tour of the Wad enberg etate was
one of the perks upon acquiring that mantle, and even then it took asigned affidavit of secrecy. Khamis
hoped one day to achieve that lofty godl.

But he held out little hope.

Not with hisblack skin.

His Zulu heritage and education might have helped him get this job, but even after gpartheid, there
remained limits. Traditiond ways die hard—for both

black and white men. Still, his position was an inroad. One of the sad legacies of apartheid wasthat an
entire generation of tribal children had been raised with little or no education, suffering under the years of
sanctions, segregation, and unrest. A lost generation. So hedid al he could do: opened what doors he
could and held them for those who would come after.

Hewould play the Fat Boy, if that'swhat it took.

Inthe meantime...

"Therel” Dr. Fairfield shouted, startling Khamis back to the tortuous unmarked track. "Make aleft at
that baobab at the bottom of the hill."

Khamis spotted the prehistoric giant tree. Large white flowers drooped mournfully from the ends of its
branches. To itslé&ft, the land dropped away, descending into a bowl-shaped depression. Khamis caught
agparkle of atiny pool near the bottom.

Weater hole.

Such springs dotted the park, some natural, some man-made. They were the best places for a glimpse of
wildlife—and a so the most dangerous to traverse on foot.

Khamis braked to ahdt by the tree. "WEell haveto walk in from here."

Dr. Fairfieddd nodded. They both reached for rifles. Though both were conservationists, they were dso
familiar with the ever-present danger of the veldit.

As he climbed out, Khamis shouldered hislarge-bore doublerifle, a.465 Nitro Holland & Holland
Royd. It could stop a charging dephant. In dense brush, he preferred it to any bolt-actionrifle.

They headed down the dope, prickling with basket grass and shrubby sicklebush. Overhead, the higher
canopy shielded them from the sun but created deep shadows below. As he marched, Khamis noted the
heavy slence. No birdsong. No chatter of monkeys. Only the buzz and whirring of insects. The quiet set
histeeth on edge.

Beside him, Dr. Fairfield checked ahandheld GPS tracker.

She pointed an arm.



Khamis followed her direction, skirting the muddy pool. As he stalked through some reeds, he was
rewarded by agrowing stench of rotting mest. It didn't take much longer to push into a deep-shadowed
copse and discover its source.

The black rhino cow must have weighed three thousand pounds, give or take astone. A monster-size
specimen.

"Dear God," Dr. Fairfield exclamed through a handkerchief clutched over her mouth and nose. "When
Roberto pinpointed the remains by helicopter..."

"It'sawaysworse on the ground,” Khamis said.

He marched to the bloated carcass. It lay onitsleft sde. Fliesrosein ablack cloud at their approach.
The belly had been ripped open. Intestines bulged out, ballooned with gas. It seemed impossible that all
this had once fit ingde the abdomen. Other organs were draped acrossthe dirt. A bloody smudge
indicated where some choice tidbit had been dragged into the surrounding dense foliage.

Hies settled again.

Khamis stepped over a section of gnawed red liver. Therear hind limb appeared to have been aimost
torn off at the hip. The strength of the jawsto do that...

Even amature lion would've had ahard time.

Khamig circled until he reached the head.

One of therhino's stubby ears had been bitten off, itsthroat savagely ripped open. Lifelessblack eyes
gtared back at Khamig, too wide, appearing frozen in fright. Lips were also rippled back asif in terror or
agony. A wide tongue protruded, and blood pooled below. But none of this was important.

He knew what he had to check.

Above the scum-flecked nostrils curved along horn, prominent and perfect.

"Definitely not apoacher,” Khamis said.

The horn would've been taken. It was the main reason rhino populationswere still in rapid decline.
Powdered horn sold in Asian markets as a so-cdled cure for erectile dysfunction, ahomeopathic Viagra.
A single horn fetched aprincey sum.

Khamis draightened.

Dr. Fairfield crouched near the other end of the body. She had donned plastic gloves, leaning her rifle
againgt the body. "It doesn't appear she'sgiven birth."

"So no orphaned calf."

The biologist stepped around the carcass to the belly again. She bent down and, without even awince of
sgueami shness, tugged aflap of torn belly up, and reached inside.

Heturned away.

"Why hasn't the carcass been picked clean by carrion feeders?' Dr. Fairfield asked as she worked.
"It'salot of meat,” he mumbled. Khamis circled back around. The quiet continued to press around him,
squeezing the heet atop them.

The woman continued her examination. "I don't think that'sit. The body's been here since last night, near
awatering hole. If nothing e se, the abdomen would have been cleaned out by jackals."

Khamis surveyed the body again. He stared at the ripped rear leg, the torn throat. Something large had
brought the rhino down. And fast.

A prickling rose dong the back of his neck.

Where were the carrion feeders?

Before he could contemplate the mystery, Dr. Fairfield spoke. "The caf'sgone.”

"What?' Heturned back around. "I thought you said she hadn't given birth."

Dr. Fairfield stood up, stripping off her gloves and retrieving her gun. Riflein hand, the biologist stalked
away from the carcass, gaze fixed to the ground.

Khamis noted she was following the bloody path, where something was dragged away from the belly, to
be esten in private.

Oh, God...

Hefollowed after her.

At the edge of the copse, Dr. Fairfield used thetip of her rifle to part some low-hanging branches, which



reveded what had been dragged from the belly.

Therhino calf.

The scrawny body had been shredded into sections, asif fought over.

"| think the calf was ill divewhen it wastorn out,” Dr. Fairfidld said, pointing to aspray of blood. *Poor
thing..."

Khamis stepped back, remembering the biologist's earlier question. Why hadn't any other carrion
feeders eviscerated the remains? V ultures, jackas, hyenas, even lions. Dr. Fairfield wasright. Thismuch
mest would not have been left to flies and maggots.

It made no sense.

Not unless...

Khamidg's heart thudded heavily.

Not unlessthe predator was till here.

Khamig lifted hisrifle. Degp in the shadowed copse, he again noted the heavy silence. It was asif the
very forest wereintimidated by whatever had killed the rhino.

Hefound himsdf testing the air, listening, eyes straining, anding dead ill. The shadows seemed to
deepen al around him.

Having spent his childhood in South Africa, Khamis waswell familiar with the superdtitions, whispers of
mongtersthat haunted and hunted the jungles: the ndalawo, a howling man-eater of the Uganda forest; the
mbilinto, an e ephant-size hippo of the Congo wetlands; the mngwa, afurry lurker of coastal coconut
groves.

But sometimes even myths cameto lifein Africa Likethe nsui-fis. It was a striped man-egting monster
of Rhodesia, long considered afolktae by white settlers...that is, until decades|ater it was discovered to
be anew form of cheetah, taxonomically classfied as Acinonyx rex.

AsKhamis searched thejungle, he recalled another monster of legend, one that was known across the
breadth of Africa. It went by many names: the dubu, the lumbwa, the kerit, the getet. Mere mention of
the name evoked cries of fear from natives. Aslarge asagorilla, it was averitable devil for its swiftness,
cunning, and ferocity. Over the centuries, hunters—black and white—claimed to have caught glimpses of
it. All children learned to recognize its characteristic howl. Thisregion of Zulu-land was no exception.
"Ukufa..,"Khamis mumbled.

"Did you say something?' Dr. Fairfield asked. She was still bent down by the dead calf.

It was the Zulu name for the monster, one that was whispered around campfires and kraal huts.

Ukufa

Desth.

He knew why such abeast came to mind now. Five months ago, an old tribesman claimed to have seen
an ukufa near here. Half beast, haf ghost, with eyes of fire, the old man had railed with dead certainty.
Only those as old as the leathery elder took heed. The others, like Khamig, pretended to humor the
tribesman.

But herein the dark shadows...

"We should go," Khamis said.

"But we don't know what killed her."

"Not poachers.” That'sal Khamis needed or wanted to know. He waved hisrifle toward the Jeep. He
would radio the head warden, get the matter signed off and settled. Predator kill. No poaching. They'd
leave the carcassto the carrion. The cycle of life.

Dr. Fairfidd rdluctantly rose.

Off to theright, adrawn-out cal split through the shadowy jungle—hoo eeee OOOO— punctuated by a
high-pitched feral scream.

Khamis trembled where he stood. He recognized the cry, not so much with his head aswith hisbone
marrow. It echoed back to midnight campfires, to stories of terror and bloodshed, and even further back,
to something primevd, to atime before speech, where life wasingtinct.

Ukufa

Desth.



Asthe scream faded away, silence again fell heavily over them.

Khamis mentally measured the distance between them and the Jeep. They needed to retrest, but notina
panic. A fearful flight would only whet a predator's bloodlust.

Out in the jungle, another scream growled.

Then ancther.

And another.

All from different directions.

In the sudden quiet afterward, Khamis knew they had only one chance. "Run.”

9:31am.

COPENHAGEN, DENMARK

Gray lay on hisbelly acrosstheroof tiles, head down, sprawled where held missed grabbing Fiona. The
image of her tumbling over the smoky edge of the roof seared into hismind's eye. His heart thudded in his
chest.

Oh, God...what've | done...?

Over hisshoulder, afresh spat of flames burst out the attic dormer, accompanied by a growled rush of
heat and smoke. Despite his distress, he had to move.

Gray willed himsdf up onto his elbows, then hands, pushing up.

Tothe sde, thefiretook amomentary bregth, faling back. In thelull, he heard voices below, urgent,
furtive. Also closer to him.... alow moan. Just beyond the roofline.

Fiona..?

Gray dropped back to his belly and scooted in acontrolled dide to the roof's edge. Smoke choked up
from the shattered windows directly below. He used the pall to cloak his approach.

Reaching the guttered edge, he glanced down.

Directly under him stretched awrought-iron balcony...no, not abalcony. It was alanding to astaircase,
The exterior Sairsthat Fiona had mentioned.

Sprawled across the landing was the girl.

With a second groggy groan, Fionarolled over and began to haul herself up, using the railing posts.
Others noted her movement.

Out in the courtyard below, Gray spotted two figures. One stood in the middle of the flagstones, arifle
raised to his shoulder, searching for aclear shot. Black smoke belched out the broken apartment door
window, obscuring Fionafrom view. The sniper waited for the girl to get her head above the landing's
raling.

"Stay down," he hissed a Fiona.

She glanced up. Bright blood dribbled across her brow.

The second gunman circled, ablack pistol clutched double-fisted. He aimed for the stairs, intent to block
any escape.

Gray motioned Fionato remain crouched, then rolled along the roofline until he was above the second
gunman. The churning smoke continued to keep him hidden. Most of the assassins attention remained
focused on the stairs. Once in position, Gray waited. He clutched a heavy roof tile in hisright hand, one
of the stone tiles Fionahad loosened during her tumble.

Hewould have only one shot.

Below, the man held his pistal at the ready and placed one foot on the lowermost stair.

Gray leaned over the edge, arm raised.

Hewhistled sharply.

The gunman glanced up, swiveing hiswegpon and dropping to aknee. Damned fadt...

But gravity wasfagter.

Gray chucked thetile. It spun through the air like an ax and struck the gunman in his upraised face. Blood
spurted from the man's nose. He fdll back hard. His head hit the flagstones, bounced, then didn't move.
Gray rolled again—back toward Fiona.

A shout rose from therifleman.

Gray kept his gaze fixed on him. He had hoped downing the man's partner would chase the other off. No



such luck. Therifleman fled to the opposite Side, finding shelter near atrash bin but leaving him aclear
shot till. His sniping position was close to the burning rear of the shop, taking advantage of the smoke
billowing out aneighboring window.

Gray reached Fionaagain. He waved her to stay low. It would be their deaths to attempt to haul Fiona
up. Both would be exposed too long.

That left only one choice.

Gripping the gutter with one hand, Gray lunged and swung down. He dropped to the landing with aring
of sted, then ducked low.

A brick above his head shattered.

Rifleshat.

Gray reached to his ankle sheath and pulled his dagger free.

Fonaeyed it. "What are we—?"

"Y ouare going to stay here," he ordered.

Gray reached ahand to therailing above. All he had was the element of surprise. No body armor, no
weapon except his dagger.

"Runwhen | tell you," he said. "Straight down the stairs and over your neighbor'sfence. Find the first
policeman or firefighter. Can you do that?"

Fionamet hiseyes. It looked asif she were about to argue, but her lips tightened and she nodded.
Good girl.

Gray balanced the dagger in his hand. One chance again. Taking a deep breath, Gray legped up,
pinioned off therailing, and vaulted over it. Ashefell toward the flagstones, he did two things at the same
time

"Run!" he hollered and tossed the dagger toward the sniper's hiding place. He didn't hopefor akill, just a
digraction long enough to close quarters with the man. A riflewasungainly in tight Stuations.

As helanded, he noted two things.

One good, one bad.

He heard Fiona's ringing footsteps down the metal staircase.

Shewasfleaing.

Good.

At the sametime, Gray watched his dagger wing through the smoky air, bang the trash bin, and bounce
off. Histoss hadn't even been close.

That was bad.

The sniper rose from his spot unfazed, rifle ready, aimed straight at Gray's chest.

"No!" Fiona screamed as she reached the bottom of the stairs.

Therifleman didn't even smile ashe pulled thetrigger.

11:05am.
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"Run!" Khamis repesated.

Dr. Fairfield needed no further prodding. They fled in the direction of their waiting Jeep. Reaching the
watering hole, Khamis waved Dr. Fairfield ahead of him. She shouldered through the tall reeds—but not
before slently meeting his gaze. Horror shonein her eyes, mirroring hisown.

Whatever creatures had screamed in the forest had sounded large, massive, and whetted from the recent
kill. Khamis glanced back at the rhino's macerated carcass. Mongters or not, he needed no other
information about what might be hidden in the maze of heavy forest, trickling streams, and shadowed
gullies

Twisgting back around, Khamis followed the biologist. He checked over his shoulder frequently, ears
graining for any sound of pursuit. Something splashed into the neighboring pond. Khamis ignorediit. It
wasasmal splash. Too small. Hisbrain teased out extraneous details, sifting through the buzz of
insects and crunch of reeds. He concentrated upon real danger sgnas. Khamis'sfather had taught him
how to hunt when hewas only six yearsold, drilling into him the signs to waich when stalking prey.



Only now, he was the hunted.

The panicked whir of wings drew hisear and eye.

A flick of movement.

Off to the | eft.

Inthe sky.

A single shriketook wing.

Something had frightened it.

Something on the move.

Khamis closed the distance with Dr. Fairfield asthey cleared the reeds.

"Hurry," he whispered, senses straining.

Dr. Fairfield craned her neck, her rifle swiveling. She was bregthing hard, face ashen. Khamis followed
her gaze. Their Jeep stood at the ridgeline above, parked in the shade of the baobab tree at the edge of
the deep hollow. The dope seemed stegper and longer than it had coming down.

"Kegp moving," he urged.

Glancing back, Khamis spotted atawny klipspringer doe leap from the forest edge and skip-hop its way
up the far dope, kicking up dirt.

Thenit wasgone.

They needed to heed its example.

Dr. Fairfield headed up the dope. Khamis followed, sdestepping, fixing his double-barreled rifle toward
the forest behind them.

"They didnt kill to eat,” Dr. Fairfield gasped ahead of him.

Khamis studied the dark tangle of forest. Why did he know she wasright?

"Hunger hadn't goaded them,” the biologist continued, asif struggling to qualm her panic with
deliberation. "Hardly anything was eaten. It was asif they had killed for pleasure. Like ahouse cat
hunting amouse.”

Khamis had worked dongside many predators. It wasn't the way of the natura world. Lions, after a
medl, seldom proved athrest, usualy lounging about, even approachable, up to adistance. A sated
predator would not tear apart arhino, rip its caf fromits belly, just for the sport of it.

Dr. Fairfield continued her litany, asif the present danger were a puzzle to solve. "In the domesticated
world, it isthe well-fed house cat that hunts more often. It has the energy and the time for such play.”
Play?

Khamis shuddered.

"Just keep moving,” he said, not wanting to hear more.

Dr. Fairfield nodded, but the biologist's words stayed with Khamis. What sort of predator killsjust for
the sport of it? Of course, there was one obvious answer.

Man.

But thiswas not the work of any human hand.

Movement again captured Khamig's gaze. For just amoment, a pae shape shifted behind the fringe of
dark forest, caught out of the corner of the eye. It vanished like white smoke as he focused on the spot.
He remembered the words of the wizened Zulu tribesman.

Half beast, haf ghodt...

Despite the heat, his skin went cold. He increased his pace, dmost shouldering the older biologist up the
dope. Loose shade and sandy dirt shifted treacheroudy underfoot. But they were amost at thetop. The
Jeep was only thirty meters away.

Then Dr. Fairfield dipped.

Shewent down on aknee and fell backward, knocking into Khamis.

Hetook a stumbled step back, missed hisfooting, and went down hard on hisrear. The angle of the
dope and momentum tumbled him ass over end. Herolled halfway down the hill before he findly braked
hisfdl usng hishedsand the butt of hisrifle.

Dr. Fairfidd sill sat where she had fdlen, eyes wide with fear, staring back down.

Not at him.



At theforest.

Khamis twisted around, gaining his knees; his ankle screamed, sprained, maybe broken. He searched
and saw nothing, but heraised hisrifle.

"Go!" he screamed. He had |eft the keysin theignition. "Go!™

He heard Dr. Fairfield scramble to her feet with acrunch of shale.

From the forest edge, another ululating cry arose, cackling and inhuman.

Khamis aimed blindly and pulled the trigger. The boom of hisrifle shattered through the hollow. Dr.
Fairfield cried out behind him, startled. Khamis hoped the noise dso startled off whatever lurked out
there.

"Get to the Jeep!" he bellowed. "Just go! Don't wait!"

He stood, leaning hisweight off his bad ankle. He kept hisrifle poised. The forest had gone quiet again.
He heard Dr. Fairfield reach the top of the dope. "Khamis...," she called back.

"Takethe Jeep!”

He risked aglance behind him, over his shoulder.

Dr. Fairfied turned from the ridgeline and stepped toward the Jeep. Above

her, movement in the branches of the baobab drew hiseye. A few of the tree's droopy white flowers
swayed gently.

There was no wind.

"Marcid" heydled. "Dont—!"

A savage cry erupted behind him, drowning out the rest of hiswarning. Dr. Fairfield turned haf astepin
hisdirection.

No...

It leaped down from the deep shadows of the giant tree, apae blur. It struck the biologist and knocked
them both out of sght. Khamis heard a curdling scream from the woman, but it wasripped away in haf a
bresth.

Slence again settled.

Khamis faced the forest edge again.

Desgth above and below.

He had only one chance.

Ignoring the painin hisankle, Khamig ran.

Down the dope.

Hesmply let gravity take hold of him. It wasn't so much asprint asafreefal. He raced back to the
bottom of the hill, legs struggling to keep him upright. Reaching the bottom, he pointed his gun toward the
forest and squeezed out a second shot from his double barrdl.

Boom.

He had no hope of scaring off the hunters. He sought only to buy himsdf an extrafraction of life. The
rebound of therifle dso helped him keep hisfeet asthe dope leveled out. He kept running, ankleon fire,
heart thundering.

He spotted or maybe merely sensed the movement of something largejust &t the forest edge. A dightly
paler shade of shadow.

Half beast, haf ghodt...

Though unseen, he knew the truth.

Ukufa

Desth.

Not today...he prayed not today.

Khamis crashed through the reeds—

—and dove headlong into the water hole.

9:32am.

COPENHAGEN, DENMARK

Fiona's scream punctuated the sniper'srifle blast.

Gray twisted, hoping to escape mortal injury. As he turned, a blur of something large



crashed out through the remains of the smoky shop window.

The gunman must have caught the same movement a fraction before Gray,

enough to throw hisaim off by a hairbreadth.

Gray felt the sear of the bullet's passage under hisleft arm.

He continued to spin farther out of point-blank range.

From the window, the large shape bounded atop the trash bin and bowled into the rifleman.

"Bertd!" Fonayelled.

The shaggy Saint Bernard, soaked to the skin, clamped hisjaws onto the rifleman’'s forearm. The sudden
and unexpected attack caught the man off guard. He fell back into the shadows behind the trash bin. His
rifle clattered to the flagstones.

Gray lunged for it.

A canine yelp sounded near a hand. Before Gray could react, the assassin legped out, high. He planted a
boot hed into Gray's shoulder, smashed him into the stones, and bolted over him.

Gray flipped to his Sde, aming the captured rifle. But the man moved like agazelle. Flagging ablack
trench coat, he vaulted over a garden stone fence and ducked away. Gray heard hisfootfalls retreating
downthedley.

"Bagtard...”

Fionaran up to Gray. She had apistal in hand. "The other man..." She pointed behind her. "I think he's
dead."

Gray shouldered therifle and took the pistol from her hand. She didn't argue, too intent on another
concern.

"Bertd..."

The dog came out, tottering, weak, one side was severely scorched.

Gray glanced back to the burning shop. How had the poor guy survived? Gray pictured where he had
last seen the dog: blasted by the initia firebombsinto the back wall, knocked unconscious.

Fiona hugged the soaked brute.

The dog must have landed under asprinkler.

She lifted the Saint Bernard's face, staring nose to muzzle. " Good dog.”

Gray agreed. He owed Berta. "All the Starbucks you want, buddy,” he promised under his breath.
Berta'slimbstrembled. He sank to his haunches, then to the stones. Whatever adrenaline had sustained
the poor brute was giving out.

Off to theleft, raised voices reached them, caling out in Danish. A spray of jetted water sailed high.
Firefighters were headed around the far side of the shop.

Gray could stay no longer.

"l haveto go."

Fiona stood up. She glanced between Gray and the dog.

"Stay with Bertd," he said, backing astep. "Get him to adoctor.”

Fonas gaze hardened. "And you're just going to leave..."

"I'm sorry." It was alame response to encompass the horrors: the murder of her grandmother, the
burning down of their shop, the hairbreadth escape. But he didn't know what else to say, and he had no
timeto explain more.

He turned and headed toward the rear garden wall.

"Y eah, go ahead, sod of f!" Fionayelled after him.,

Gray hopped the fence, face burning.

"Walt!"

He hurried down the alley. He hated abandoning her—but there was no choice. She was better off.
Within the circle of emergency personnel, she would be sheltered, protected. Where Gray had to go next
was no place for afifteen-year-old. Still, hisface continued to burn. Deeper down, he could not deny a
more selfish motivation: he was smply glad to berid of her, of the responsibility.

No matter...it was done.

He stalked quickly down the alley. He tucked the pistol into the waistband of his pants and g ected dl the



shellsfrom therifle. Once finished, he shoved the rifle behind a stack of lumber. Carrying it would betoo
conspicuous. As he continued, he pulled his sweater back on. He needed to abandon his hotel and
change identities. The desths here would be investigated. It wastime to let the persona of Dr. Sawyer
die

But before that, he had one more task to complete.

Hefreed his cdll phone from aback pocket and hit speed dia for central command. After afew
moments, he was connected with Logan Gregory, his op mission |eader.

"We have aproblem out here," Gray said.

"What'swrong?'

"Whatever isgoing onisbigger than weinitidly thought. Big enough to kill over." Gray debriefed his
morning. A long stretch of slence followed.

Logan finaly spoke, adrain of tensonin hisvoice. "Thenit's best if we scrub thismission until you have
more resources on the ground.”

"If | wait for backup, it'll betoo late. The auction isin afew more hours."

"Y our cover's blown, Commander Fierce.”

"I'm not sureit is. Asfar asthe principas know, I'm an American buyer who asks too many questions.
They won't try anything in the open. Therell be plenty of people in atendance a the auction, and the
house has tight security. | can gill canvass the Site and perhaps ascertain some clues about who or what's
redlly behind al this. Afterward, I'll disappear, go low until | have more help.”

Gray aso wanted to get his hands on that Bible, if only to ingpect it.

Logan spoke. "I don't think that'swise. The potentia risk outweighsthe potentid gain. Especidly asa
solo op.”

Gray's response grew heated. " So the bastards try to fry my ass...and now you want meto sit on it?"
"Commander.”

Gray'sfingerstightened on the phone. Logan had plainly spent too much time as a paper pusher at
Sigma. For aresearch mission, Logan was adequate as an ops leader—but thiswas no longer a
fact-gathering assgnment. It was turning into afull-blown Sigma Force op. And if that wasthe case,
Gray wanted someone with real |eadership backing him up.

"Maybe we should get Director Crowe involved," Gray said.

Another long pause followed. Perhaps he had said the wrong thing. He didn't mean to insult Logan, to go
over hishead, but sometimes you smply had to know when to step aside.

"I'm afraid that would be impossible a the moment, Commander Pierce.”

"Why?"

"Director Croweis currently incommunicado in Nepd."

Gray frowned. "In Nepa? What's he doing in Nepa ?*

"Commander, you sent him."

"Whet?'

Then it dawned on Gray.

The cdl had comein aweek ago.

From an old friend.

Gray's mind dipped into the past, back to hisfirst dayswith Sigma Force. Like dl other Sigma agents,
Gray had abackground with Specid Forces: joining the army at eighteen, the Rangers at twenty-one. But
after being court-martialed for striking a superior officer, Gray had been recruited by Sigma Force,
straight out of Leavenworth. Still, he had been leery. There had been agood reason held struck that
officer. The man'sincompetence had resulted in needless deaths in Bosnia—desths of children—but
Gray's anger had deeper roots. Tangled issues with authority, going back to hisfather. And while those
hadn't been completely resolved, it had taken awise man to show Gray the path.

That man had been Ang Gelu.

"Areyou saying Director Croweisout in Nepa because of my friend the Buddhist monk?"

"Painter knew how important the man wasto you."

Gray stopped walking and stepped into the shadows.



He had spent four months studying with the monk in Nepa, dongside histraining for Sigma. Infact, it
was through Ang Gelu that Gray had developed his own unique curriculum at Sigma. Gray had been
fast-tracked to study biology and physics, adua degree, but Ang Gelu elevated Gray's studies,
ingtructing him how to search for the balance between all things. The harmony of opposites. The Taoist
yin and yang. The one and the zero.

Such ingght eventualy helped Gray confront demons of his padt.

Growing up, he had aways found himself stuck between opposites. Though his mother had taught at a
Catholic high school, ingtilling adeep spiritudity in Gray's life, she was aso an accomplished biologist, a
devout disciple of

evolution and reason. She placed as much faith and trust in the scientific method asin her own rdigion.
And then there was hisfather: aWe shman living in Texas, aroughneck oilman disabled in midlife and
having to assume therole of ahousewife. Asaresult, hislife became ruled by overcompensation and
anger.

Likefather, like son.

Until Ang Gelu had shown Gray another way.

A path between opposites. It was not ashort path. It extended as much into the past as the future. Gray
wasdill gruggling withit.

But Ang Gelu had hel ped Gray take hisfirst steps. He owed the monk for that. So when the call for help
reached Gray aweek ago, he had not wanted to ignoreit. Ang Gelu reported strange disappearances,
odd maladies, dl in acertain region near the Chinese border.

The monk had not known to whom to turn. His own government in Nepa was too focused on the
Maoig rebels. And Ang Gelu knew Gray wasinvolved ina

nebulous chain of command in covert ops. So he had appealed to Gray for help. But aready assigned to
this current mission, Gray had turned the matter over to Painter Crowe.

Passing the buck...

"I had only meant for Painter to send ajunior operative," Gray stumbled out, incredulous. "To check it
out. Certainly there were others who—"

Logan cut him off. "It was dow here."

Gray bit back agroan. He knew what Logan meant. The same [ull in global threats had brought Gray to
Denmark.

"So hewent?"

"Y ou know the director. Alwayswantsto get his hands dirty." Logan sSghed in exasperation. "And now
therésaproblem. A storm blanketed communication for afew days, but now that it's cleared, weve ill
not heard an update from the director. Instead we're hearing rumors through various channels. The same
storiesasreported by your friend. Sickness, plague,

deaths, even possible rebel attacksin theregion. Only it'sescdating.” Gray now understood the strain
he'd been hearing in Logan's voice. It seemed it was not only Gray's mission that was going tits up.
Whenitrans, it pours.

"l can send you Monk," Logan said. "He and Captain Bryant are on their way here. Monk can be on the
ground there in ten hours. Stand down until then.”

"But the auction will be over—"

"Commander Pierce, you have your orders.”

Gray spokerapidly, hisvoicetightening again. "Sir, I've dready set up buttonhole cameras at entry and
egress points around the auction house. It would be awaste to ignore them.”

"All right. Monitor the cameras from a secure |ocation. Record everything. But no more. Isthat
understood, Commander?"

Gray bristled, but Logan had his hands full. All because of afavor to Gray. So he had little reason to
object. "Very good, Sir."

"Report in after the auction,” Logan said.

"Yes gr."

Thelinedlicked off.



Gray continued through the backstreets of Copenhagen, aert to dl around him. But worry nagged him.
For Painter, for Ang Gelu...

What the hell was happening in Nepa ?

4 GHOST LIGHTS

11:18am. HIMALAYAS

"And you're sure Ang Gelu waskilled?' Painter asked, glancing back.

A nod answered him.

Lisa Cummings had finished her story, having told how sheld been enlisted from an Everest climbing team
to investigate an illness at the monagtery. She had quickly related the horrors that followed: the madness,
the explosions, the sniper.

Painter reviewed her story in his head as the pair wound deeper into the monastery's subterranean root
cdlar. The narrow stone maze was not meant for one his size. He had to keep tucked low. Still, the top
of his head brushed across some hanging bundles of drying juniper branches. The aromatic sprays were
used to make ceremonia smudge sticks for the temple overhead, atemple that was now just onelarge
smudge tick, burning and

smoking into the midday sky.

Weaponless, they had fled into the cellars to escape the flames. Painter had stopped only long enough to
grab aheavy poncho and apair of fur-lined boots from acloakroom. In the current getup, he dmost
looked the part of aPequot Indian, even if he was only half-blooded. He had no recollection of where his
own clothes or packs had been taken.

Three days had vanished from hislife.

Along with ten pounds.

While donning the robe earlier, he noted the prominence of hisribs. Even his shoulders seemed bonier.
He had not fully escaped theillness here. Still, at least his strength continued to improve.

It needed to.

Especiadly with an assassn ill on theloose.

Painter had heard the occasional spats of gunfire asthey fled below. A sniper

was killing anyone who fled the burning monastery. Dr. Cummings had described the attacker. Only one
man. Surely there were others. Were they Maoist rebels? It made no sense. What end did their daughter
serve?

Bearing apenlight in hand, Painter led the way.

Dr. Cummingsfollowed closdly.

Painter had learned she was an American medica doctor and amember of an Everest climbing party. He
studied her glancingly, evauating her. She was long-legged with an athletic physique, blond and
ponytailed, her cheeks rosy from windburn. She was aso terrified. She kept closeto him, jumping at the
occasiona muffled pop of the firestorm overhead. Still, she didn't stop, no tears, no complaints. It
seemed she staved off any shock by sheer will.

But for how long?

Her fingerstrembled as she moved aside adrying bouquet of lemongrass from her face. They continued
onward. Asthey moved deeper into the root cdllar, the air grew redolent from al the sprigs: rosemary,
artemisia, mountain rhododendron, khenpa. All ready to be prepared into various

incense fticks.

LamaKhemsar, the head of the monastery, had taught Painter the purposes of the hundreds of herbs: for
purification, to foster divine energies, to dispd disruptive thoughts, even to treet asthmaand the common
cold. But right now, al Painter wanted to remember was how to reach the cellar's back door. The root
cdlar connected al the monastery's buildings. Monks used the cellars during the winter's heavy snowfall
to pass underground from structure to structure.

Including reaching the barn at the outskirts of the grounds. It stood well away from the flames and out of
direct sght.

If they could reach it...then escape to the lower village...

He needed to contact Sigma Command.



As hismind spun with possibilities, so did the passageway.

Painter leaned ahand on the cdllar wall, seadying himself.

Dizzy.

"Areyou dl right?" the doctor asked, stepping to his shoulder.

Hetook afew breaths before nodding. Since he had awakened, bouts of disorientation continued to
plague him. But they were occurring less frequently—or was that wishful thinking?

"Whet redlly happened up there?' the doctor asked. She relieved him of his penlight—it was actually
hers, from her medica kit—and pointed it into his

eyes.

"I dont...I'm not sure...But we should keep moving.”

Painter tried to push off the wall, but she pressed a palm againgt his chest, till examining his eyes.

"Y ou're showing a prominent nystagmus,” she whispered and lowered the penlight, brow crinkled.
"Whet?'

She passed him a canteen of cold water and motioned for himto St ona

wrapped bale of hay. He didn't argue. The bae was as hard as cement.

"Y our eyes show signs of horizontal nystagmus, atwitch of the pupils. Did you take a blow to the head?"
"l don't think so. Isit serious?’

"Hard to say. It can be the result of damage to the eye or brain. A stroke, multiple sclerosis, ablow to
the head. With the dizziness, I'd say you've had someinsult to your vestibular gpparatus. Maybe in the
inner ear. Maybe centrd nervous system. Mogt likely it's not permanent.” Thislast was mumbledina
most disconcerting voice.

"What do you mean by most likdly, Dr. Cummings?*

"Cdl melLisa" shesad, asif atempting to divert attention.

"Fine. Lisa. Sothiscould be permanent?’

She glanced away. "I'd need more tests. More background,” she said. "Maybe you could start by telling
me how dl this happened.”

Hetook aswig. He wished he could. An ache settled behind his eyes as he tried to remember. Thelast
dayswereablur.

"l was staying a one of the outlying villages. In the middle of the night, strange lights appeared up inthe
mountains. | didn't see the fireworks. By the time I'd woken, they'd subsided. But by the morning,
everyonein the village complained of headaches, nausea. Including me. | asked one of the €lders about
thelights. He said they would appear every now and then, going back generations. Ghost lights.
Attributed it to evil spirits of the degp mountains.”

"BEvil Foirits?’

"He pointed to where the lights were seen. Up in aremote region of the mountains, an area of deep
gorges, ice waterfdls, stretching dl the way to the Chinese border. Difficult to traverse. The monastery
dtson ashoulder of mountain overlooking this no-man's-land.”

" So the monastery was closer to the lights?!

Painter nodded. "All the sheep died within twenty-four hours. Some dropped

where they stood. Others bashed their heads against boulders, over and over again. | arrived back the
next day, aching and vomiting. LamaKhemsar gave me sometea. That'sthe last thing | remember.” He
took another sip from the canteen and sighed. "That was three days ago. | woke up. Locked inaroom. |
hed to smash my way out.”

"Y ou were lucky," thewoman said, collecting back her canteen.

"How'sthat?"

She crossed her arms, tight, protective. "L ucky to be away from the monastery. Proximity to the lights
appearsto correlate to the severity of symptoms.” She glanced up and away, asif trying to see through
the walls down here. "Maybe it was some form of radiation. Didn't you say the Chinese border was not
far? Maybe it was anuclear test of some sort.”

Painter had wondered the exact same thing days earlier.

"Why are you shaking your head?' Lisaasked.



Painter hadn't realized he was. He raised apalm to hisforehead.

Lisafrowned. "Y ou never did say what you are doing way out here, Mr. Crowe."

"Cdl me Painter." He offered her acrooked smile.

She wasn't impressed.

He debated how much moreto say. Under the circumstances, honesty seemed the most prudent. Or at
least as honest as he could be.

"I work for the government, adivison caled DARPA. We—"

Shecut him off with aflip of her fingers, amstill crossed. "'I'm familiar with DARPA. The U.S. military's
research and development division. | had aresearch grant with them once. What'stheir interest out
here?'

"Well, it seems you were not the only one Ang Gelu recruited. He contacted our organization aweek
ago. Toinvedtigate rumors of strangeilinesses up here. | wasjust getting the lay of the land, determining
what expertsto bring into the area—doctors, geologists, military—when the scorms blew in. | hadn't
planned on being cut off for so long.”

"Were you ableto rule anything out?"

"Frominitid interviews, | was concerned that perhaps the Maoist rebelsin the area had comeinto
possession of some nuclear waste, preparing adirty bomb of some sort. Along the lines of what you
were conjecturing with the Chinese. So | tested for various forms of radiation as| waited out the sorms.
Nothing unusud registered.”

Lisagared a him, asif studying a strange beetle.

"If we could get you to alab,” she said clinicdly, "we might come up with some answvers.™

So she didn't consider him so much abeetle asaguineapig.

At least he was moving up the evolutionary scae.

"Hrst we haveto survive," Painter said, recaling her to the redlity here.

She glanced at the cdllar's ceiling. 1t had been awhile since they heard any gunfire. "Maybethey'll think
everyone'sdead. If wejust stay down here—"

Painter pushed off the bale and stood. ""From your description, the attack here was methodical. Planned
in advance. They'll know about these tunndls. They'll eventually search here. We can only hopethey!ll
wait for thefiresto cool down."

Lisanodded. "Then we keep going.”

"And get clear. We can do this" he assured her. He placed ahand againgt the wall to steady himsglf.
"We can do this" he repeated, more to himsalf thistime than to her.

They st off.

After afew steps, Painter felt steadier.

Good.

The exit could not be much farther.

Asif confirming this, abreeze whispered down the corridor, stirring the hanging bundles of herbswith a
dry clacking. Painter felt the cold on his

face. It frozehimin place. A hunter'singtinct took hold—half specia opstraining, haf blood heritage. He
reached behind him and took hold of Lisasebow, slencing her.

Heflicked off the penlight.

Ahead, something heavy struck the floor, the sound echoing down the passage. Boots. A door dammed
closed. The breeze died.

They wereno longer aone.

The assassin crouched in the root cellar. He knew others were down here. How many? He shouldered
hisrifleand pulled out a Heckler & Koch MK23 pistol. He had aready stripped his handsto fingerless
wool under-gloves. He stood his pogt, listening.

The faintest scuffle and scrape.

Retreating.

At least two...maybe three.

Reaching up, he pulled shut the trapdoor that led to the barn above. The cold breeze died with one last



whispered rush as darkness clamped over him. He pulled down apair of night-vision goggles and clicked
on an ultraviolet lamp affixed to his shoulder. The passage ahead glowed in shades of asivery green.
Near at hand, awall of shelveswas stacked with canned goods and rows of wax-sealed jars of amber
honey. He dipped past, moving dowly, silently. There was no need to hurry. The only other exitsled to
fiery ruin. He had shot those monks with sense enough till in their addled headsto flee the flames.
Mercy killings, dl of them.

As heknew too well.

The Bell had been rung too loudly.

It had been an accident. One of many lately.

For the past month, he had sensed the agitation amnong the others at the Granitschloft. Even before the
accident. Something had stirred up the castle, fdlt asfar as the hinterlands where he made his solitary
home. He had ignored it. Why should it be his concern?

Then the accident...and it had become his problem.

To clean up their mistake.

It was hisduty as one of the last surviving Sonnekonige. Such was the decline of the Knights of the
Sun—both in numbers and in status, debilitated and shunned, anachronistic and an embarrassment.
Before long, the last of them would be gone.

Andjust aswell.

But at least this duty today was most finished. He could return to his hovel after he cleared out thisroot
cdlar. Thetragedy at the monastery would be blamed on Maoist rebels. Who el se but the godless
Maoists would attack astrategicaly unimportant monastery?

To ensure this deception, even his ammunition matched the rebels.

Indluding hispigtol.

With wespon ready, he edged by arow of open oak barrels. Grain, rye, flour, even dried apples. He
stepped carefully, wary of any ambush. The monks might be damaged of mind, but even the mad could
display cunning when cornered.

Ahead, the passageway jagged to the left. He hugged the right wall. He stopped to listen, ears pricked
for any scuffle of hed. Heflipped up his night-vison goggles.

Pitch dark.

He lowered the scopes over his eyes, and the passageway stretched ahead, limned in green. He would
see any lurkerswel before they saw him. There was no escape. They would have to get past him to
reach the only safe way out.

He did around the corner.

A low bae of hay sat crooked across the passage, asif knocked asidein ahurry. He searched the
gretch of cellar ahead. More barrels. The roof was raftered with hanging bunches of drying branches.
No movement. No sound.

He reached aleg over the blocking bae and stepped to the far side.

Under hisboot hed, abrittle juniper branch cracked.

His eyesflicked down. The entire floor was covered with a spread of branches.

Trap.

"Now!"

He glanced up asthe world ahead burgt into a strobing brilliance. Amplified by the goggles sensitivity, the
exploding supernovas seared the back of his skull, blinding him.

Cameraflashes.

Hefired ingtinctively.

The explosionswere deafening in the tight cdllar.

They must havelainin wait in the dark, listening until he stepped on the crackling branch, giving away his
proximity, then ambushed him. He backed a step, half tripping on the bale of hay.

Falling back, hisnext shot fired high.

A migtake.

Taking advantage, someone barreled into him. Low. Hitting him in the legs and knocking him over the



bale. His back dammed into the stone floor. Something stabbed into the meat of histhigh. He kneed up,
earning agrunt from the attacker atop him.

"Go!" the attacker ydled, pinning down hispistol arm. " Get clear!”

His attacker spoke English. Not amonk.

A second figure legped past their bodies, appearing shadowy as his vision began to return. He heard the
steps retreating toward the barn trapdoor.

"Schefie''he swore.

He heaved hisbody around, flinging the man from him like aragdoll. The Sonnekonige were not like
other men. His attacker struck the wall, rebounded, and tried to leap after the other escapee. But vison
returned rapidly, illuminated by the retreating light. Furious, he grabbed his attacker's ankle and dragged
him back.

The man kicked with his other foot, catching him in the elbow.

Growling, he dug histhumb into a tender nerve behind the Achilles tendon. The man cried out. He knew
how painful that pinch could be. Like having your ankle broken. He drew the man up by hisleg.

As he graightened, the world turned in aheady spin. All the strength suddenly sputtered out of him asif
he were a popped balloon. His upper thigh

burned. Where held been stabbed. He stared down. Not stabbed. A syringe till protruded from his
thigh, jammed to the hilt.

Drugged.

His attacker twisted and broke hiswesakening grip, rolling and scrambling away.

He could not let the man escape.

Helifted his pistol—as heavy as an anvil now—and fired after him. The shot ricocheted off the floor.
Weakening rapidly, he fired a second shot—but the man was aready out of sight.

He heard his attacker fleeing.

Limbs heavy, he sank to hisknees. His heart pounded in hischest. A heart twice the average size. But
norma for a Sonnekonig.

Hetook several deep bresths as his metabolism adjusted.

The Sonnekonige were not like other men.

He dowly pushed to hisfeet. He had aduty to finish. It was why he had been born. To serve.

Painter dammed the trapdoor closed.

"Help mewith this," he said, limping to the side. Pain prickled up hisleg. He pointed to a stack of crates.
"Stack them on the trapdoor.”

He dragged off the topmost crate. Too heavy to carry, it crashed to the floor with aclang of rattling
metal. He dragged it toward the door. He didn't know what wasinsde the crates, only that they were
heavy, damn heavy.

He manhandled the box atop the trapdoor.

Lisastruggled with asecond. Hejoined her, grabbing athird.

Together they hauled the load to the door.

"Onemore,” Painter said.

Lisastared at the pile of crates on the door. "No one's getting through that.”

"Onemore," Painter indsted, panting and grimacing. "Trust me."

They dragged the last one together. It took both of them to lift it atop the others dready piled on the
trapdoor.

"The drugswill keegp him out cold for hours" Lisasad.

A single gunshot answered her. A rifle round pierced through the loaded trapdoor and drilled into
one of the barn rafters.

"| think I'm going to want a second opinion,” Painter said, pulling her away.

"Did you get dl of the midazolam...the sedetive into him?"

"Ohyeeh."

"Then how—7?"

"I don't know. And right now, don't care.”



Painter led her toward the open barn door. After searching for any other gunmen, they fled outside. To
theleft, theworld was afiery, smoky ruin. Flaming embers swirled into alowering sky.

Cloudsthe color of granite obscured the summit overhead.

"Taski wasright,” Lisamumbled, pulling up the hood of her parka.

"Who?'

"A Sherpaguide. He warned that another storm front would strike today."

Painter followed the flames twigting toward the clouds. Heavy white

snowflakes began to sft downward, mixing with ablack rain of glowing ash. Fireand ice. It was afitting
memoria to the dozen monkswho had shared this monastery.

As Painter remembered the gentle men who made their home here, adark anger stoked inside him. Who
would daughter the monkswith suchmerei | essn ess?

He had no answer to the who, but he did know the why.

Theillnesshere,

Something had gone wrong—and now someone sought to cover it up.

An explosion cut off any further contemplation. Flame and smoke bel ched out the barn door. One of the
crate lids sailed out into the yard.

Painter grabbed Lisasarm.

"Did he just blow himsdf up?' Lisaasked, staring aghast toward the barn.

"No. Jugt the trgpdoor. Cmon. Thefireswill only hold him off so long.”

Painter led the way acrosstheice-crusted ground, avoiding the frozen carcasses of the goats and sheep.
They picked their way out the pen gate.

Snow grew heavier. A mixed blessing. Painter wore only athick woolen robe and fur-lined boots. Not
much insulation againg ablizzard. But the fresh snowfdl would help hide their path and shave visihility.
He led the way toward a path that ran aong a sheer cliff face and trailed down to the lower village, the
village he had visited afew days ago.

"Look!" Lisasad.

Below, a column of smoke churned into the sky, asmaller version of the one at their back.
"Thevillage..." Painter tightened afig.

So it wasn't just the monastery that was being eradicated. The scatter of huts below had been
firebombed, too. The attackers were leaving no

witnesses.

Painter pulled back from the cliff-gdetrail. It was too exposed.

The path would surely be watched, and others might still be below.

He retreated back toward the fiery ruins of the monastery.

"Where are we going to go?' Lisaasked.

Painter pointed beyond the flames. "No-man's-land.”

"But isn't that where—?"

"Where the lights were last seen,” he confirmed. "But the broken land isaso aplace to lose ourselves. To
find shelter. To hole up and weather out the storm. Well wait for othersto come investigate the fire and
smoke."

Painter stared at the thick black column. It should be visible for miles. A smoke signd, like hisNative
American ancestors once used. But was there anyone to see it? His gaze shifted higher, to the clouds. He
tried to pierce the

cover to the open skies beyond. He prayed someone recognized the danger.

Until then...

He had only one choice.

"Let'sgo.”

1:25am. WASHINGTON, D.C.

Monk crossed the dark Capitol Plazawith Kat at his side. They marched in brisk stride together, not so
much in Smpetico asirritation.

"I'd prefer wewait," Kat said. "It'stoo early. Anything might happen.”



Monk could smell the hint of jasmine from her. They had showered hurriedly together after the cal from
Logan Gregory, caressing each other in the steam, entwined asthey rinsed, afina intimacy. But
afterward, asthey separately toweled and dressed, practicaity began to intrude with every tug of a
Zipper and securing of abutton. Redlity set in, cooling their passion as

much asthe night's chill.

Monk glanced at her now.

Kat wore navy blue dacks, awhite blouse, and awindbreaker emblazoned with the U.S. Navy symbol.
Professional asaways, as spit-and-polished as her black leather pumps. While Monk, in turn, wore
black Reeboks, dark jeans, and an oatmeal-colored turtleneck swester, topped by a Chicago Cubs
baseball cap.

"Until I know for sure,” Kat continued, "1'd prefer we keep silent about the pregnancy.”

"What do you mean by until | know for sure? Until you know for sure you want the baby? Until youre
sure about us?”'

They had argued al the way from Kat's gpartment at the edge of Logan Circle, aformer Victorian
bed-and-breakfast that had been converted into condos, within walking distance of the Capitol. This
night, the short walk seemed interminable.

"Mork..."

He stopped. He reached a hand out to her, then lowered it. Still, she stopped, too.

He stared her squareinthe eye. "Tell me, Kat."

"I want to make sure the pregnancy...I don't know...sticks. Until I'm further ong before telling anyone.”
Her eyes glistened in the moonlight, near tears.

"Baby, that'swhy we should let everyone know." He stepped closer. He placed ahand on her belly.
"To protect what's growing here."

Sheturned away, his hand now resting on the smal of her back. "And then maybe you wereright. My
career...maybethisisnt theright time.”

Monk sghed. "If dl kidswere born only at the right time, the world would be amuch emptier place.”
"Monk, you're not being fair. It'snot your career.”

"Like hdl it'snot. You don't think akid isnt going to dter my life, my choicesfrom here? It changes
evarything."

"Exactly. That'swhat scares me the most.” She leaned into hispam. He wrapped her in hisarms.
"WEell get through thistogether,” he whispered. "l promise.”

"I'd still rather keep quiet...at least for afew more days. | haven't even been to adoctor yet. Maybe the
pregnancy test iswrong."

"How many tests did you take?'

Sheleaned againgt him.

"Wd|?'

"Five," shewhigpered.

"Fve?' Hefailed to kegp the amusement from hisvoice.

She hdf punched himintheribs. It hurt. "Don't make fun of me." He heard the smilein her voice.
Hewrapped hisarmstighter around her. "Fine. It'll be our secret for now."

Sheturned in hisarms and kissed him, not deeply, not passionately, just in thanks. They separated, but
their fingers remained entwined as they continued acrossthe mal.

Ahead, brightly lit, was their destination: the Smithsonian Castle. Its red sandstone battlements, towers,
and spires shone in the dark, an anachronistic landmark to the orderly city surrounding it. Whilethemain
building housed the Smithsonian Ingtitution's information center, the old abandoned bomb shelter below
had been converted into Sigmas central command, burying DARPA's covert force of military scientistsin
the heart of the Smithsonian's score of museums and research Sites.

Kat'sfingers dipped from his as they neared the castle grounds.

Monk studied her, aworry nagging him till.

Despite their agreement, he sensed the core of insecurity persisted behind her manner. Wasit more than

just the baby?



Until | know for sure.

Sure of what?

Theworry nagged Monk all the way down to the subterranean offices of Sigma command. But once
bel ow, the debriefing with Logan Gregory, Sigmas interim director, added awhole new batch of
worries.

"Storm cover isgtill blanketing the region, with eectrica storms surging across the entire Bay of Bengdl,”
Logan explained, seated behind an orderly desk. A bank of LCD computer screenslined onewall. Data
scrolled across two of them. One showed alive feed from awesather satdllite over Asa

Monk passed Kat a photo of one of the satellite passes.

"Hopefully well hear some further word before sunrise,”" Logan continued. "Ang Gelu left at dawnin
Nepa to hdlicopter some medical saff up tothemonastery. They were atempting the flight
during the break between

gorms. It's till early. Only noon there now. So hopefully welll have some further Intel soon.”

Monk shared a glance with Kat. They had been briefed on the director's investigation. Painter Crowe
had been out of communication for three days. From the haggard look of Logan Gregory, the man had
been awake the entire time. He wore his usual blue suit, but it was dightly rumpled at elbow and knee,
practicaly disheveled for the second in command of Sigma. His straw blond hair and tanned physique
aways gave him ayouthful air, but thisnight, sgns of hisforty-plus years wore through: puffy eyes, awan
pallor, and apair of wrinkles between his eyes as deep as the Grand Canyon.

"What about Gray?" Kat asked.

Logan straightened afile with afirm tap on the desk, asif this settled the prior matter. Ever efficient, he
shifted a second folder to the forefront and opened it. "There was an attempt on Commander Pierceslife
an hour ago."

"What?' Monk leaned forward, a bit suddenly. "Then what'swith dl the wegther reports?’

"Cam down. He's secure and awaiting backup.” Logan gave the bullet points of eventsin Copenhagen,
including Gray's survivd. "Monk, I've arranged for you to join Commander Pierce. Therésajet waiting
in Dulles, scheduled for wheels up in ninety-two minutes.”

Monk had to give the man credit. He didn't even check hiswatch.

"Captain Bryant," Logan continued, turning to Kat. "In theinterim, 1'd like to keep you herewhilewe
monitor Stuationsin Nepal. | have calsinto our embassy in Kathmandu. | can use your experience with
intelligences, domegtic and foreign.”

"Certainly, gr."

Monk was suddenly glad Kat had risen through the ranksin the intelligence branch. She would be
Logan'sright-hand man during this criss. HEd rather have her here, bunkered safely below the
Smithsonian Cadtle, than out in thefield. It would be one less thing to worry about.

Hefound Kat staring at him. There was an angry set to her eyes, asif she could read hismind. He kept
hisface fixed and immobile.

Logan stood up. "Then I'll let you both get Situated.” He held open the door to his office, effectively
dismissng them.

No sooner had the door closed behind them than Kat grabbed his arm, above the elbow, hard. "Y ou're
heading over to Denmark?"

"Yegh, 07"

"What about...?" Shetugged him into the women's lavatory. It was empty &t thislate hour. "What about
the baby?'

"l don't understand. What does—?"

"What if something happensto you?'

Heblinked a her. "Nothing will happen.”

She lifted his other arm, exposng his prosthetic hand. "Youre notindestructible.”
Helowered hisarm, half hiding his hand behind him. Hisface heated up. "It's

ababydtting operation. I'll support Gray as he finishes hiswork there. | mean, even Rachd's coming to
town. Mogt likely I'll be their bloody chaperone. Then welll be on thefirst flight back here.”



"If it's so damn unimportant, let someone else go. | can tell Logan that | need your help here.”

"Like hell believethat."

"Monk..."

"I'm going, Kat. Y ou're the one who wants to keep quiet about the pregnancy. | want to shout it out to
the world. Either way, we have our duties. Y ou have yours. | have mine. And trust me, | won't be
reckless." He placed ahand on her belly. "I'll be protecting my assfor al three of us.”

She covered his hand with her own and sighed. "W, it isapretty nice ass."

He smiled at her. She grinned back, but he also saw the exhaustion and worry in her eyes. He only had
one answer for that.

Heleaned in, lipstouching, and whispered between them. "l promise.”

"Promisewhat?' she asked, pulling back dightly.

"Everything," he answered and kissed her deeply.

Hemeant it.

"You cantdl Gray," she said when they findly broke their embrace. "Aslong asyou swear himto
secrecy.”

"Redly?' His eyes brightened, then narrowed in suspicion. "Why?'

She stepped around him toward the mirror, but not before swatting hisbackside. "I want him
watching your ass, too."

"All right. But | don't think he swingsthat way."

She shook her head and checked her face in the mirror. "What am | going to do with you?"

He stepped behind her and encircled her waist. "Well, according to Mr. Gregory, | do have ninety-two
minutes”

12:15 p.m. HIMALAYAS

Lisascrambled after Painter.

With the skill of amountain goat, he led the way down a steep pitch, boulder-strewn and treacherous
with frozen shde. Snow fdl thickly over them, ashifting, billowing cloud that lowered vishility to afew
feet, creating asirange, gray twilight. But at least they were out of the worst of theicy gusts. The deep
notch they had worked down ran counter to the wind's direction.

Still, there was no escaping the frigid cold as the temperature plummeted. Even in her ssorm parkaand
gloves, she shivered. Though they had traveled lessthan afull hour, the heet of the burning monastery
was a distant memory. The inches of exposed skin on her face felt windburned and abraded.

Painter had to be faring worse. He had donned a pair of thick pants and woolen mittens, stripped off one
of the dead monks. But he had no insulating hood, only ascarf tied over the lower haf of hisface. His
breeth puffed whiteinto thefrigid air.

They had to find shelter.

And soon.

Painter offered her ahand as she did on her butt down a particularly steep patch and gained hisside.
They had reached the bottom of the notch. It angled away, framed by steep walls.

The fresh snow had aready accumulated to afoot's depth down here.

It would be hard trekking without snowshoes.

Asif reading her worry, Painter pointed off to one side of the narrow cut. An overhang lipped out,
offering protection from the weether. They set out for it, trudging through the drifts.

Once they reached the overhang, it became easier.

She glanced behind her. Already their steps werefilling up with new snow. In minutes, they would be
gone. Whilethis certainly helped hide their path from any trackers, it sill unnerved her. It was asif their
very existence were being erased.

Sheturned around. "Do you have any ideawhere we're going?' she asked. She found hersdlf
whispering—not so much in fear of giving away their position but asthe blanketing hush of the storm
intimidated.

"Bardy," Painter said. "These borderlands are uncharted territory. Much of it never trod by man." He
waved anarm. "When | first arrived here, | did study some satellite survey shots. But they're not much



practica use. Theland'stoo broken. Makes surveys difficult.”

They continued in slence for afew more steps.

Then Painter glanced back to her. "Did you know that back in 1999 they discovered Shangri-Laup
here?'

Lisastudied him. She couldn't tdl if he was smiling behind his scarf, trying to ease her fear.
"Shangri-La...asin Lost Horizon?" She remembered the movie and the book. A lost Utopian paradise
frozenintimeinthe Himdayas.

Turning back around, he trudged on and explained. "Two National Geographic explorers discovered a
monstroudy deep gorge in the Hima ayas afew hundred miles south of here, tucked under amountain
spur, aplace that failed to show up on satdllite maps. At the bottom lay a subtropical paradise.
Waterfdls, fir and pine trees, meadows full of rhododendrons, streams lined by hemlock and spruce
trees. A wild garden landscape, teeming with life, surrounded on al sides by ice and snow."
"Shangri-La?'

He shrugged. "Just shows you that science and satellites don't dways revea what the world wantsto
hide."

By now his teeth were chattering. Even the act of talking wasted breath and hest. They needed to find
their own Shangri-La.

They continued in slence. The snow fell thicker.

After another ten minutes, the notch cut to one sidein atight switchback. Reaching the corner, the
protective overhang disappeared.

They stopped and stared, despairing.

The notch cut steeply down from here, widening and opening. A veil of snow fdl ahead of them, filling the
world. Through occasiond gusts, fluttering glimpses of adeep valey appeared.

It was no Shangri-La.

Ahead stretched an icy, snow-swept series of jagged cliffs, too steep to traverse without ropes. A stream
tumbled down through the precipitous landscape in a series of towering waterfalls—the course frozen to
pureice, locked intime.

Beyond, misted by snow and ice fog, lay a deep gorge, appearing bottomless from here. The end of the
world.

"WEell find away down," Painter chattered.

He headed into the teeth of the storm again. The snow quickly climbed above their ankles, then midcalf.
Painter plowed apath for her.

"Wait," she said. She knew he couldn't last much longer. He had gotten her thisfar, but they were not
equipped to go any farther. "Over here"

Sheled him toward the cliff wall. The leaward sde was somewhat sheltered.

"Where—?" hetried to ask, but histeeth rattled away hiswords.

She just pointed to where the frozen stream tumbled past the cliff overhead. Taski Sherpa had taught
them surviva skillsup here. One of his strictest lessons. Finding shelter.

She knew by heart the five best placesto |ook.

Lisacrossed to where the waterfall of ice reached their level. Asinstructed, she searched where the
black rock met the blue-whiteice. According to their guide, summer snowmet turned the Himaayan
waterfdlsinto churning torrents, capable of carving adeep pocket out of the rock. And by summer's
end, the water flow receded and froze, often leaving an empty space behind

it.

With relief, she saw thiswaterfall was no exception.

She sent aprayer of thanksto Taski and al hisancestors.

Using her elbow, she shattered a crust of rime and widened a black gap between iceand wall. A smal
cave opened beyond.

Painter joined her. "Let me make sureit's safe.”

Turning on his Sde, he squeezed through—and disgppeared. A moment later, asmall light bloomed,
illuminating thewaerfdl.



Lisapeered through the crack.

Painter sood acouple of steps away, penlight in hand. He swept his beam around the small niche.
"Looks safe. We should be able to westher out the storm in here for sometime.”

Lisapushed through to join him. Out of the wind and snow, it dready felt

warmer.

Painter flicked off his penlight. A light source wasn't really necessary. Theice wall seemed to collect
whatever daylight the storm let through and amplified it. The frozen waterfal scintillated and glowed.
Painter turned to her, his eyes exceptionally blue, a match to the glowing ice. She searched hisface for
sgns of frosthite. The wind's abrasion had turned his skin adeep ruddy hue. She recognized his Native
American heritage in the planes of hisface. Striking with hisblue eyes.

"Thanks," Painter said. ™Y ou may have just saved our lives"

She shrugged, glancing away. "l owed you the favor.”

Still, despite her dismissve words, apart of her warmed at his appreciation—more than she would have
expected.

"How did you know how to find—?" Painter's last words were lost to a hard sneeze. "Ow."
Lisashrugged out of her pack. "Enough questions. We both need to warm up.”

She opened her medica pack and tugged out an MPI insulating blanket. Despite its deceptive thinness,
the Agtrolar fabric would retain ninety percent of radiated body heat. And she wasn't counting on just
body hest.

She pulled out a compact catalytic heater, vita gear in mountaineering.

"Sit," she ordered Painter, spreading the blanket over the cold rock.

Exhausted, he didn't offer any argument.

She joined him and sweypt it over them both, forming a cocoon. Nestling inside, she pressed the
electronic ignition for her Coleman Sport-Cat hester. The flameless device operated on asmall butane
cylinder that lasted fourteen hours. Using it sparingly and intermittently, along with the space blanket, they
should be ableto last two or three days.

Painter shivered next to her asthe heater warmed.

"Take off your glovesand boots," shesaid, doing the same. "Warm your

hands over the heater and massage fingers, toes, nose, ears.”

"Agang f...frogbite..."

She nodded. "Pile as much clothing between you and the rock to limit heat loss from conduction.”
They stripped and feathered their nest with goose down and wool.

Soon the space felt amost balmy.

"l have afew PowerBars," she said. "We can melt snow for water."

"A regular backwoods survivdig," Painter said abit more steadily, optimism returning as they warmed.
"But none of thiswill stop abullet,” she said. She stared over at him, dmost nose to nose under the
blanket.

Painter sighed and nodded. They were out of the cold, but not out of danger. The storm, athreat before,
offered some protection. But what then? They had

no means of communication. No wespons.

"Well stay hidden," Painter said. "Whoever firebombed the monastery won't be able to track us.
Searcherswill comelooking when the storm clears. Hopefully with rescue helicopters. We can sgnd
them with that road flare | saw in your emergency pack.”

"And just hope the rescuers reach us before the others.”

He reached and squeezed her knee. She appreciated the fact that he didn't offer any false words of
encouragement. No candy-coating their Stuation. Her hand found hisand held tight. It was
encouragement enough.

They remained Slent, lost in their own thoughts.

"Who do you think they are?" shefindly asked softly.

"Don't know. But | heard the man swear when | knocked into him. In German. Felt like hitting atank."
"German? Areyou sure?'



"I'm not sure of anything. Probably a hired mercenary. He obvioudy had some military training.”

"Wait," Lisasaid. Shewiggled around to her pack. "My camera

Painter sat straighter, shaking loose acorner of the blanket. He tucked it under to closethe gap. "You
think you might have a picture of him?"*

"To operate the strobe flash, | set the camerato continuous shooting. In that mode, the digital SLR takes
five frames per second. | have no ideawhat got captured.” She twisted around, thumbing on the camera.
Shoulder to shoulder, they stared at the tiny LCD screen on the back of the camera body. She brought
up thelast shots. Most were blurry, but as she flipped through the series, it was like watching a
dow-motion replay of their escape: the startled response of the N, hisraised arm as heindtinctively
tried to shield hiseyes, his gunfire as she ducked behind her barrdl, Painter's crash into him.

A few shots had captured dices of the man'sface. Piecing thejigsaw together, they had a rough
composite. blond-white hair, brutish brow,

prominent jaw. The last shot in the series must have been taken as she legped over Painter and the
assassin. She captured agreat close-up of his eyes, his night-vision scopes knocked over one ear. Anger
blazed, awildness accentuated by the red-eyed pupilsin the camera flash.

Lisaflashed back to Relu Na, the distant relation of Ang Gelu who had attacked them with asickle. The
maddened monk's eyes had glowed smilarly. A chill that had nothing to do with the weather washed
over her bare skin.

She a so noted one other thing about the eyes.

They were mismatched.

One eye shoneabrilliant Arctic blue.

The other was a dead white.

Maybe it wasjust flash washout...

Lisahit the back arrow and recycled through the photos to the beginning.

She overshot and brought up the last picture stored in the camera before the seriesin theroot cllar. It
was apicture of awall, scrawled and scratched in blood. She had forgotten she had taken it.
"What'sthat?' Painter asked.

She had dready related the sad story of the head of the monastery, Lama Khemsar. "That's what the old
monk had been writing on thewall. 1t looks like the same series of marks. Over and over again.”

Painter leaned closer. "Can you zoom in?"

She did, though some crispness and clarity pixilated away.

Painter's brow knit together. "It's not Tibetan or Nepalese. Look at how angular the script is. Looks
more like Nordic runes or something.”

"Doyou think so?'

"Maybe." Painter leaned back with atired groan. "Either way, it makes you wonder if LamaKhemsar
knew more than helet on.”

Lisaremembered something she had failed to tell Painter. "After the old monk cut histhroat, we found a
symbol carved into hischest. | dismissed it asjust raving and coincidence. But now I'm not so sure.™
"What did it look like? Can you draw it?"

"No need to. It was aswastika."

Painter'sbrowsrose. "A swastika?'

"I think s0. Could he have been flashing back to the past, acting out something that frightened him?"
Lisardated the story of Ang Gelu'srdative. How Relu Na had fled the Maoist rebels, traumatized by
their growing brutality asthey took sicklesto the limbs of innocent farmers. Then Relu Na did the
same when the illness

sapped the man's sanity, acting out some deep-seated trauma.

Painter frowned as she finished. "LamaKhemsar was somewhere in his mid-seventies. That would place
him in his early to midteens during World War 11. Soit's possible. The Nazis had sent research
expeditionsinto the Himadayas."

"Here? Why?'

Painter shrugged. "The story goesthat Heinrich Himmler, the head of the SS, was fixated on the occullt.



He studied ancient VVedic texts of India, dating back thousands of years. The bastard came to believe that
these mountains were once the birthplace of the origind Aryan race. He sent expeditions looking for
proof. Of course, the man was afew fries short of aHappy Medl."

Lisagmiled a him. "Still, maybe the old lama had some run-in with one of those early expeditions. Hired
asaguide or something."

"Maybe. But well never know. Whatever secretsthere were died with him."

"Maybe not. Maybe that was what he was trying to do up in hisroom. Letting

go of something horrible. His subconscious trying to absolve itself by reveding what he
knew."

"That'salot of maybes." Painter rubbed hisforehead, wincing. "And | have one more. Maybe it wasjust
gibberigh."

Lisa had no argument againg that. She sighed, tiring rapidly as theadrendine of their flight
wore off. "Are you warm enough?'

"Y egh, thanks"

She switched off the heater. "Need to conserve the butane.”

He nodded, then failed to stop ajaw-popping yawn.

"We should try to get some deep,” she sad. "Take shifts.”

Hourslater, Painter woke, startled awake by someone shaking his shoulder. He sat up from where he
had been leaning against the wall. It was dark out.

Thewall of ice before him was as pitch-black as the rock.

At least the storm seemed to have died down.

"What'swrong?"' he asked.

Lisahad dropped a section of their blanket.

She pointed an arm and whispered, "Wait."

He shifted closer, shedding any deepiness. Hewaited haf aminute. Still nothing. The sorm definitely
seemed to have subsided. Thewind's howl was gone. Beyond their cave, awinter's crystaline quiet had
settled over the valey and cliffs. He strained to hear anything suspicious.

Something had definitely spooked Lisa

He sensed her raw fear. It practically vibrated out of her tense body.

"Lisa, what's—?"

Suddenly thewall of iceflickered brilliantly, asif fireworks had ignited in the sky outsde. There wasno
noise. The scintillating radiance cascaded up aong the falls and away. Then theice went dark again.
"The ghost lights...," Lisawhigpered and turned to him.

Painter flashed to three nights ago. When thishad dl started. Theillnessin the village, the madnessin the
monastery. He remembered Lisas earlier assessment. Proximity to the strange lightswas directly related
to the severity of the symptoms.

And now they were in the heart of the badlands.

Closer than ever.

AsPainter watched, the frozen waterfall flared again with a shining and deadly brilliance. The ghost lights
had returned.

5 SOMETHING ROTTEN

6:12 p.m.

COPENHAGEN, DENMARK

Does nothing ever gart on time in Europe?

Gray checked hiswristwatch.

The auction had been dated to sart at five o'clock.

Trains and buses might be efficient enough to set your clock by here, but when it came to scheduled
events, it was anyone's guess. It was already after Sx. Thelatest consensus was that the auction's sart
would be closer to six-thirty, dueto some late arrivals, as a storm off the North Seawas delaying air
traffic into Copenhagen.

Bidderswere dill arriving below.



Asthe sun sank away, Gray had positioned himself on a second-story balcony

of the Scandic Hotdl Webers. It sat across the street from the home of Ergenschein Auction House, a
modern four-gtory building that seemed more art gdlery than auction establishment, with its modern
Danish minimalist style, al glass and bleached woods. The auction was to take place in the house's
basement.

And hopefully soon.

Gray yawned and Stretched.

Earlier, he had stopped at hisoriginal hotel near Nyhavn, quickly collected his survelllance gear, and
checked out. Under anew name with anew MasterCard, he had booked into this hotel. It offered a
panoramic view of Copenhagen's City Square, and from the private ba cony, he could hear the distant
titter and music of one of the world's oldest amusement parks, Tivoli Gardens.

He had alaptop open with a half-eaten hot dog from a street vendor resting beside it. His only meal of
the day. Despite rumors, the life of an operative was not all Monte Carlo casinos and gourmet
restaurants. Still, it wasagreat hot dog, evenif it cost amost five dollars American.

The image on the |aptop screen shivered as the motion-sensitive camera snapped arapid series of
pictures. He had aready captured two dozen participants: stiff bankers, dismissve Eurotrash, atrio of
bull-necked gentlemen in shiny suits with mafioso stamped on their foreheads, a pudgy womanin
professorid attire, and afoursome of white-suited nouveau riche wearing identical matching sailor caps.
Of course, these last spoke American. Loudly.

He shook his heed.

There couldn't possibly be too many more arrivals.

A long black limousine pulled up to the auction house. Two figures stepped out. They weretdl and lean,
dressed in matching black Armani suits. His and hers. He wore arobin's egg bluetie. Sheworeasilk
blouse of amatching hue. Both were young, midtwenties at best. But they carried themselves asif much
older. Maybe it was the bleached white hair, coiffed dmost identically, short, pasted to the scalp, looking
likeapair of silent-movie stars from the Roaring Twenties. Thelr manner gave them an ageless grace. No
gmiles, but not cold. Even in the snapshots, there was afriendly amusement in their eyes.

The doorman held the door open for them.

They each nodded their thanks—again not overly warm, but acknowledging the man's gesture. They
vanished inside. The doorman stepped after them, turning asign. Plainly this couplewasthelast, and
perhapsin fact the very reason the auction had been delayed until now.

Who were they?

He stowed his curiosity. He had his orders from Logan Gregory.

Hereviewed his pictures to ensure he had clean images of each participant. Satisfied, he backed thefile
onto aflash-disk and pocketed it. Now al he had to do was wait for the auction to end. Logan had
arranged to obtain alist of saleitems and names of successful bidders. Surely afew would be aliases, but
the information would be shared with the U.S. task force on terrorism and eventually Europol and
Interpol. Whatever was redlly afoot here might never be known to Gray.

Like why was he attacked? Why had Grette Neal been killed?

Gray forced hisfist to relax. It had taken al afternoon, but in acalmer frame of mind, Gray had learned
to accept the restraints Logan had placed on him. He had no ideawhat was redlly going on here, and to
operate blindly, rashly, might only get more peoplekilled.

Stll, alarge measure of guilt ached at the base of his spine, making it difficult to St ill. He had spent
most of the afternoon pacing his hotel room. The past days had replayed in hismind over and over again.
If he had been more careful to art...taken more precautions...

Gray's cdll phone vibrated in his pocket. Taking it out, he checked the incoming number. Thank God. He
snapped open the phone, stood, and stepped to the bacony railing.

"Rachd...I'm glad you called back."

"| got your message. Areyou dl right?

He heard both the persona concern and the professiond interest in amore thorough debriefing. He had
left her only ashort note on her cell phone,



warning that their rendezvous would have to be cut short. He hadn't goneinto the details. Despite their
relationship, there were security clearancesinvolved.

"I'mfine. But Monk isflying in. Hell be here alittle after midnight.”

"I'vejust arrived in Frankfurt mysdlf," Rachel said. "Laying over for my last leg to Copenhagen. |
checked my messages after we landed here.”

"Agan. I'msorry..."

"So | should head back?'

Hefeared involving her in any way. "It would be best. Well have to reschedule. Perhgpsif things calm
down here, | can make a short Side trip to Rome and visit you there before returning to the States.”

"l would likethat."

He heard the disappointment in her voice.

"I'll makeit up to you," he said, hoping it was a promise he could keep.

She sghed—noat inirritation, but in understanding. They were not naive about their long-distance
relationship. Two continents, two careers. But they were willing to work on it...to see whereit would
lead.

"I'd hoped we would have achanceto talk,” Rachel said.

He knew what she meant, reading the degper meaning behind her words. They had been through much
together, witnessed both the good and the bad in each other, and till, despite the difficulty ina
long-distance romance, neither had been willing to throw in the towd. In fact, both of them knew that it
was time to discuss the next step.

Shortening that distance.

It was probably one of the reasons that they'd been so long apart since the last rendezvous. Some
unspoken acknowledgment that they both needed time to think. Now it wastimeto lay the cards on the
table.

Move forward or not.

But did he even have an answer? Heloved Rachel. He was ready to make alife with her. They had even
talked about kids. Still...something unsettled him. Made him amost relieved their tryst here had been
delayed. It wasn't something as mundane as cold feet. So then what wasit?

Maybe they had better talk.

"I'll get to Rome" hesaid. "l promise.”

"I'm going to hold you to thet. I'll even keep some of Uncle Vigor'svermicdlli aia pannawarming on the
sove." He heard the tension easing from her voice. "l missyou, Gray. We—"

Her next words were cut off by the strident beep of acar horn.

Gray glanced down to the street. Below, afigure ran acrosstwo lanes, heedless of traffic. A womanina
cashmere jacket and ankle-length dress, hair bundled up in abun. Gray almost didn't recognize her. Not
until sheflipped off the driver who had honked.

Fona

What the hell wasthe girl doing here?

"Gray—?' Rache saidinhisear.

He spokeinarush. "I'm sorry, Rachdl...I haveto run.”

He hung up, pocketing his cell phone.

Below, Fionarushed to the auction house door and pushed inside. Gray darted back to hislaptop. His
camera captured the girl'simage through the glass entrance. She was arguing with the doorman. Findly,
the uniformed man checked a paper she shoved into his hands, scowled, and waved her farther inside.
Fiona bulled past him and disappeared. The camerawent dark.

Gray glanced between laptop and street.

Damnit...

Logan would not be happy. No rash actions.

Still, what would Painter Crowe do?

Gray swung back inside and stripped out of his street clothes. His suit jacket lay on the bed. Ready in
case of emergency.



Painter certainly would not st camly and do nothing.

10:22 p.m. HIMALAYAS

"We haveto remain cam,” Painter said. "Sit tight.”

Before them, the ghost lights continued to flare and subside, wintry and slent, igniting theicy waterfdl into
ashattering brilliance, then dying away. In the resulting darkness, the cave seemed colder and blacker.
Lisashifted closer to him. Her hand found his, squeezing al the blood from his palm.

"No wonder they hadn't bothered tracking us," she whispered, breathless with fear. "Why hunt through
thisstorm, when dl they haveto doisturn

those damn lights back on and irradiate us? We can't hide from that."

Painter redlized she was right. Maddened, they would be without defenses. In such asensdess Sate, the
treacherous |andscape and frigid cold would kill them as surely as any sniper's bullet.

But he refused to give up hope.

The madness took hours to take hold. He would not waste those hours. If they could reach help in time,
perhaps there was away to reverse the effect.

"WEell get through this™" he said lamédly.

Thisonly irritated her.

"How?"

Sheturned to him asthelights flared again, sparkling the cavern with adiamondlike sheen. Lisaseyes
shone with lessterror than he had imagined. She was fearful—and rightfully so—but thereremained a
hard glint, dso diamondlike.

"Don't tak down to me" Lisasaid, dipping her hand from his. "That'sal | ask."

Painter nodded. "If they're trusting the radiation or whatever to kill us, they may not be watching the
mountainsthat well. With the sorm over, we can—"

A spatter of gunfire erupted, splintering the winter's quiet.

Painter met Lisas gaze.

It sounded close.

Proving that, a spate of bullets cracked into the wall of ice. Painter and Lisa scrambled back, shedding
their space blanket. They retreated to the rear of the small cave. There was no escape.

By now, Painter noted something else.

The ghost light had not faded asit had before. The frozen waterfal remained aglow with its deadly
brilliance. The light held steedy, pinning them down.

A bullhorn boomed. "Painter Crowe! We know you and the woman are hiding there!"

The commanding voice had afemininelilt. Also accented.

"Comeout! Hands high!"

Painter gripped Lisas shoulder, squeezing as much reassurance into her as he could. " Stay here.”

He pointed to their discarded outerwear, motioning Lisato suit up. He shoved into his own boots, then
edged to the break in the ice. He poked his head out.

Aswas common in the highlands, the storm had broken apart as quickly asit had struck. Stars shone
acrossthe black sky. The Milky Way arched over the wintry valley, etched in snow and ice, patched
with missof icefog.

Closer a hand, aspotlight pierced the night, its beam centered on the frozen waterfal. Fifty yards away
on alower cliff, ashadowy figure straddled a snowmobile, operating the searchlight. It was only an
ordinary lamp, possibly

xenon fromitsintensity and bluish tint.

It was no mysterious ghost light.

Painter felt asurge of relief. Had that been thelight dl the time, marking the approach of the vehicles?
Painter counted five of them. He a so counted the score of figuresin white parkas, spread across the
lower tier and to either Sde. They dl borerifles.

With no other choice—and damn curious to boot—Painter held up hisarms and stepped free of the
cave. The nearest gunman, ahulk of aman, sdled closer, rifle leveled. A tiny beam of light traced
Painter'schedt. A laser sight.



Weaponless, Painter could only stand his ground. He weighed the odds of manhandling therifle from the
gunman.

Not good.

Painter met the eyes of the gunman.

Oneanicy blue, the other afrosted white.

The assassin from the monastery.

He remembered the man's ungodly strength. No, the odds were not good. And besides, with the number
of men here, what would he do if he succeeded?

From behind the man's shoulder, afigure stepped into view. A woman. Perhaps the same who had used
the bullhorn a moment ago. She reached and used asingle finger to push the n'srifle down. Painter
doubted any man would have the strength to do that.

As she stepped forward, Painter studied her in the spotlight's glare. She had to bein her late thirties.
Bobbed black hair, green eyes. She wore aheavy white parkawith afur-lined hood. Her form was
shapel ess beneath her outerwear, but she appeared svelte and moved with atoned grace.

"Dr. Anna Sporrenberg,” she said and held out ahand.

Painter stared at her glove. If he pulled her to him, got an arm around her throat, tried to use her asa
hostage...

Meeting the n'seyes over her shoulder, Painter thought better. He

reached out and shook the woman's hand. Since they hadn't shot him yet, he could at least be polite. He
would play thisgame aslong asit kept him dive. He had Lisato consider, too.

"Director Crowe," she said. "It seemsthere has been much chatter over the past few hours across the
internationa intelligence channd s regarding your wheregbouts."

Painter kept hisface fixed. He saw no reason to deny hisidentity. Perhaps he could even useit to his
advantage. " Then you know the extent to which those same resources will go to find me.”
"Natiirlich,"she nodded, dipping into German. "But | would not count on their success. In the meantime, |
must ask you and the young woman to accompany me.”

Painter took awarding step back. "'Dr. Cummings has nothing to do with any of this. Shewasonly a
hedlth care worker coming to the aid of the sick. She knows nothing.”

"Weéll know the truth of that soon enough.”

Sothereit was, plainly stated. They were dive for the moment only because of their suspected
knowledge. And that knowledge would be extracted through blood and pain. Painter considered making
amove now. Getting it over with. A fast death over adow agonizing one. He had too much sengitive
Intel in his head to risk torture.

But hewas not alone out here. He pictured Lisa, warming her handswith his. Aslong asthey lived, there
was hope.

Other guards joined them. Lisawas forced out of the cave at gunpoint. They were led to the
snowmobiles.

Lisamet hiseyes, fear shining bright.

He was determined to protect her to the best of his ability.

Anna Sporrenberg joined them as they were being bound. "Before we head out, let me speak plainly.
We can't let you go. | think you understand that. | won't give you that false hope. But | can promiseyou
apanlessand peaceful end.”

"Likewith themonks" Lisasaid harshly. "We witnessed your mercy there.”

Painter tried to catch Lisa's eye. Now was not the time to antagonize their captors. The bastards
obvioudy had no compunction againgt killing out of hand. They both needed to play the cooperative
prisoner.

Toolate.

Annaseemed to truly see Lisafor thefirst time, turning to her. A bit of heat entered the woman's voice.
"It was mercy, Dr. Cummings." Her eyesflicked to the nwho il kept guard. ™Y ou know nothing
of theillnessthat struck the monastery. Of what horrors awaited the monks. We do. Their deasths were
not murder, but euthanasa.”



"And who gave you that right?" Lisa asked.

Painter shifted closer. "Lisa, maybe—"

"No, Mr. Crowe." Annastepped closer to Lisa. "What right, you ask? Experience, Dr. Cummings.
Experience. Trust mewhen | tell you...the deaths up there were akindness, not acruelty.”

"And what about the men | came up herewith in the helicopter? Was that a kindnesstoo?"

Annasighed, tiring of their words. "Hard choices had to be made. Our work here istoo important.”
"And what about us?' Lisacdled asthe woman turned away. "It's a painless needle if we cooperate. But
what if we don't fed like cooperating?'

Anna headed toward the lead snowmobile. "Therewill be no thumbscrews, if that's what you mean.
Drugs only. We are not barbarians, Dr. Cummings.”

"No, youre only Nazid" Lisaspat at her. "We saw the swastikal"

"Don't befoolish. Were not Nazis." Annaglanced camly back to them as she hiked her leg over the seat
to the snowmobile. "Not anymore.”

6:38 p.m.

COPENHAGEN, DENMARK

Gray hurried acrossthe street toward the auction house.

What was Fiona thinking, barging in here after what happened?

Concern for her safety weighed heavily. But Gray also had to admit that her intrusion offered him the
excuse he needed. To attend the auction in person. Whoever had firebombed the shop, murdered Grette
Ned, and tried to kill him...their trail led here,

Gray reached the sdewak and dowed. The danting rays of the setting sun turned the door to the auction
house into asilvery mirror. He checked his clothes, having dressed in afrenzy of finetalloring. The suit, a
navy Armani pingtripe, fit wel, but the starched white shirt wastight at the collar. He straightened the pae
ydlow tie

Not exactly inconspicuous. But he had to play the role of the buyer for an affluent American financier.

He pushed through the door to the auction house. The lobby was pure Scandinavian design, meaning a
total lack thereof: bleached wood, glass partitions, and little else. The only furniture was abony sculptural
chair positioned next to a side table the size of apostage stamp. It held up asingle potted orchid. Its
reedlike stem supported an anemic brown and pink

blossom.

The doorman tapped his cigarette into the plant's pot and stepped toward Gray with a sour expression.
Gray reached to apocket and pulled out hisinvitation. It had required wiring a quarter-million-dollar
deposit into the house's fund, aguarantee that the buyer had the wherewithd to attend such an exclusive
event.

The doorman checked hisinvitation, nodded, and strode over to avelvet rope that closed off awide set
of sairsthat led to the lower level. He unhitched the rope and waved Gray through.

At the bottom of the stairs, aset of swinging doors opened into the main bidding floor. A pair of guards
flanked the entrance. One held a meta-detecting wand. Gray alowed himself to be searched, arms out.
He noted the video cameras posted to either side of the threshold. Security was snug. Once he was
cleared, the other guard buzzed a button and pulled open the door.

The murmur of voices flowed out to him. He recognized Italian, Duitch,

French, Arabic, and English. It seemed all the world had shown up for the auction.

Gray entered. A few glances were made in hisdirection, but most attention remained focused on the
glass casesthat lined the walls. Employees of the auction house, dressed in identical black attire, stood
behind the counter, like at ajewelry store. They wore white gloves and helped patrons view the objects
up for bid.

A sring quartet played softly in one corner. A few servers circulated, offering tall glasses of champagne
to the guests.

Gray checked in at aneighboring desk and was given anumbered paddle. He moved farther inside. A
handful of patrons had aready taken their seats. Gray spotted the pair of latecomerswho had held up the
auction, the pale young man and woman, the silent-movie stars. They sat in the front row. A paddie



rested on the woman's lap. The man leaned over and whispered in his partner's ear. It was astrangely
intimate gesture, perhaps enhanced by the woman's arched neck, long and lithe, tilted asif awaiting a
kiss.

Her eyesflicked to Gray as he moved down the center aide. Her gaze flowed

over him and away.

No recognition.

Gray continued his own search, reaching the front of the room with its raised stage and podium. He
turned in adow circle. He saw no outward threet to his presence.

He aso saw no sign of Fiona.

Where was she?

He edged to one of the glass cases and wandered down the far side. His ears were half tuned to the
conversations around him. He walked past an attendant lifting and gently resting a bulky leather-bound
book atop the display casefor a portly gentleman. The interested party leaned close, apair of spectacles
resting at thetip of hisnose,

Gray noted the particular book.

A treatise on butterflies with hand-drawn plates, circa 1884.

He continued down the aide. Once near the door again, he found himself confronted by the dowdy
woman he had filmed earlier. She was holding out asmall white envelope. Gray accepted it, even before
he wondered what it could be. The woman seemed disinterested in anything further and wandered away.
Gray smel led ahint of perfume on the envelope.

Strange.

He used athumbnail to break the sed and pulled out afolded piece of stationery, expensive fromits
watermark. A short note was negtly written.

EVEN THE GUILD KNOWSBETTER THAN TO STRAY TOO NEAR THISFLAME. WATCH
YOUR BACK. KISSES.

The note was unsigned. But at the bottom, inked in crimson, was the symbol of asmall curled dragon.
Gray's other hand wandered to his neck, where amatching dragon hung in silver, agift froma
competitor.

Seichan.

Shewas an operative for the Guild, ashady cartel of terrorist cellsthat had crossed paths with Sigma
Forcein the past. Gray felt the hairs on his neck stand on end. He turned and searched the room. The
dowdy woman who had handed him the note had vanished.

He glanced again at the note.

A warning.

Better |ate than never...

But at least the Guild wastaking apass here. That is, if Seichan could be believed...

Actudly Gray waswilling to take her a her word.

Honor among thievesand dl that.

A commotion drew his attention toward the rear of the room.

A tal gentleman swept onto the bidding floor through a back door.

Resplendent in atuxedo, he was the esteemed Mr. Ergenschein himsdlf, acting as auctioneer. He palmed
hisailed black hair into place—clearly adye job. Across his cadaverous features, a smile wasfixed on
hisface, asif pasted from a book.

The reason for his clear discomfort followed behind. Or rather was being led by a guard who had a hand
clamped on her upper arm.

Fona

Her face was flushed. Her lips set in aline of dread, bled of color.

Furious.

Gray headed toward them.

Ergenschein strode off to the Side. He carried an object wrapped in a soft unbleached chamois. He
stepped over to the main display case near the front. It had been empty before. One of the staff unlocked



the cabinet. Ergenschein gently unwrapped the object and settled it into the case.

Noting Gray's approach, the auctioneer brushed his hands together and stepped over to meet him,
alowing hispamsto cometo rest asif in prayer. Behind him, the cabinet was locked by an attendant.
Gray noted the addition to the case.

The Darwin Bible.

Fionas eyes widened when she spotted Gray.

Heignored her and confronted Ergenschein. "Isthere aproblem here?"

"Of course not, sir. The young lady's being escorted out. She has no invitation to this auction.”

Gray took out hisown card. "I believe I'm alowed aguest in attendance.” He held out his other hand for
Fiona. "I'm glad to see she'salready here. | was held up on aconference call with my buyer. |
approached the young Ms. Nedl earlier today to inquire about a private sale. Oneitem in particular.”
Gray nodded to the Darwin Bible.

Ergenschein's entire body sighed with feigned sadness. "A tragedy. About the fire. But I'm afraid that
Grette Neal signed her |ot to the auction house. Without a countermand from her estate's barrister, I'm
afraid the lot must be put up for auction. That isthe law."

Fionatugged on the guard's arm, murder in her eyes.

Ergenschein seemed oblivious of her. "I'm afraid you'll haveto bid yoursdlf, sr. My gpologies, but my
handsaretied.”

"Theninthat case, you certainly wouldn't mind that Ms. Nedl remainsat my sde. Toaid meif | wishto
ingpect thelot?"

"Asyou wish." Ergenschein’'s smileworeinto a brief frown. He made avague dismissve waveto the
guard. "But she must stay with you at dl times. And asyour guest, sheisyour responghbility.”
Flonawasreleased. As Gray led her toward the back, he noted the guard flanked them a ong the edge of
the room. It seemed they had gained their own persona bodyguard.

Gray herded Fionainto thelast row. A chime sounded, announcing that the auction would commencein
another minute. Seets began to fill, mostly near the front. Gray and Fiona had the back row to
themsdves

"What are you doing here?" he whispered.

"Getting back my Bible," she said with thick disdain. "Or at least trying to."

She dumped back in her seat, arms crossed over her leather purse.

Off to the front, Ergenschein took the podium and made some forma introductions. The proceedings
would bein English. It was the most common language among the auction'sinternationd clientele.
Ergenschein eaborated on the rules of bidding, the house's premium and fees, even proper etiquette. The
most important rule was that you were only alowed to bid up to ten times the amount placed and
secured on deposit.

Gray ignored mogt of it, continuing with Fiona, earning afew disgruntled glances from those in the row
ahead.

"Y ou came back for the Bible? Why?"

Thegirl only tightened her arms.

"Hona.."

She turned to him, hard and angry. "Becauseit was Mutti's” Tears glistened. "They killed her over it. |
won' let them haveit."

"Who?'

She waved an arm. "Whoever sodding murdered her. I'm going to get it and burniit.”

Gray sghed and leaned back. Fionawanted whatever revenge she could get. She wanted to hurt them.
Gray didn't blame her...but her reckless actionswere only likely to get her killed, too.

"The Bibl€'sours. | should be ableto takeit back." Her voice cracked. She shook her head and swiped
at her nose.

Gray put an arm around her.

Shewinced but didn't pull away.

In front, the auction began. Paddles rose and fell. Items came and went. The best would be held until last.



Gray noted who bought what. He especialy noted who were thefind biddersfor theitemslogged into
his notebook, the three items of specid interest: Mendel's genetics papers, Planck's physics, and de
Vriessdiary on mutations,

They dl went to the pair of Slent-movie gars.

Thelr identities remained unknown. Gray heard whispers among hisfellow participants. No one knew
who they were. Only their ever-risng paddie number.

Number 002.

Gray leaned to Fiona. "Do you recognize those buyers? Have you ever seen them before in your shop?'
Fonasraightened in her seat, stared for afull minute, then dunk down. "No."

"How about anyone € 527"

She shrugged.

"Fiona, are you sure?'

"Yes," she snapped. "I'm bloody goddamn sure!”

This earned more exasperated glancesin their direction.

At last the auction wound down to thefina item. The Darwin Bible was unlocked from its case and
carried likeardigiousrelic to an easd that stood under aspecial halogen spot. It was an unimpressive
tome: flaking black leather, tattered and stained, not even any lettering. It could be any old journd.
Fionasat straighter. Plainly thiswas what had kept her in her seet this entire time. She grabbed Gray's
wrist. "Areyou redly going to bid onit?" she asked, hope dawning in her bright eyes.

Gray frowned at her—then redlized it wasn't ahalf-bad idea. If the others

werewilling to kill over it, maybe some clueto the entire house of cards could be discerned fromit.
Besides, hewas aching to get apeek at it. And Sigma Force had poured 250,000 euros into the account
here at the auction house. That meant he could bid up to 2.5 million. That was twice the maximum
estimate for the Bible. If he won, held be able to ingpect his purchase.

Still, he remembered Logan Gregory's admonishment. He had aready disobeyed ordersto follow Fiona
here. He dared not involve himsdlf even moreintimately.

Hefelt Fionaseyeson him.

If he started bidding, it would put their livesin danger, painting abull's-eye on both of them. And what if
he lost the bid? The risk would be for nothing. Hadn't he been foolhardy enough today?

"Ladies and gentlemen, how much to start the bidding on today's last lot?* Ergenschein said grandly.
"Shall we open with one hundred thousand? Ah, yes, we have one hundred thousand...and from a new
bidder. How wonderful. Number 144."

Gray lowered his paddle, dl eyes on him, committed now.

Besde him, Fionasmiled widdly.

"And we doublethe bid," Ergenschein said. "Two hundred thousand from number 002!
Thedlent-moviegars.

Gray felt the room's focus shift back to him, including the pair in front. Too late to back down. Heraised
hispaddle again.

The bidding continued for another ten tense minutes. The auction room remained full. Everyone was
staying behind to see what the Darwin Bible would fetch. There was an undercurrent of support for Gray.
Too many others had been outpaddied by number 002. And as the figure crossed the two million mark,
well above the maximum estimate, murmurs of hushed excitement burbled around the room.

There was another flash of excitement when a phone bidder jumped into the fray, but number 002 outbid
him, and he didn't counter.

Gray did. Two mill three. Gray's pdms began to swest.

"Two million four from number 002! Gentlemen and ladies, please keep your seats.”

Gray raised his paddle one moretime.

"Two millionfive"

Gray knew he was sunk. He could do nothing but watch as 002 rose again, unstoppable, relentless,
merciless.

"Three million," the pale young gentleman said, tiring of the game. He stood and glanced back at Gray, as



if daring him to chalengethat.

Gray had reached hislimit. Even if he wanted, he couldn't bet more. His hand ground on his paddle. Gray
shook his head, admitting defeat.

The other bowed toward him, one adversary to another. The man tipped an imaginary hat. Gray noted a
blue blemish on the fellow's right hand, at the webbing between thumb and forefinger. A tattoo. His
companion, who by now

Gray redlized must be the young man's Sster, perhaps even twin, bore the same mark on her |eft.

Gray fixed thetattoo in hismind's eye, perhaps aclueto their identity.

His atention was interrupted by the auctioneer.

"And it gppears number 144 isfinished!" Ergenschein said. "Any more bids. Once, twice, thrice." He
raised the gavel, held it for a breathless moment,

then tapped it on the edge of the podium. "Done!"

Polite gpplause met the concluding bid.

Gray knew it would have been more boisterous if he had won. Still, he was surprised to see who was
clapping beside him.

Fona

Shegrinned a him. "Let's get out of here.”

They joined the flow of peoplefiling out the door. Gray was offered sympathy and condolencesfrom a
few of the other participants as he departed. Soon they reached the streets. They al went their separate
ways.

Fonatugged him afew shops down and directed him into a nearby patisserie, aFrench affair of chintz
drapery and wrought-iron cafe tables. The girl picked a spot near adisplay filled with cream puffs, petits
fours, chocolate eclairs, and smerrebred, the ubiquitous Danish open-face sandwich.

Sheignored the trests, beaming with astrange glee.

"Why areyou so happy?' Gray finaly asked. "Welost the bid."

Gray sat facing the window. They would have to watch their backs. Still, he hoped now, with the Bible
sold, that perhaps the danger would subside.

"We duck it to them!" Fionasaid. "Droveit to three mill. Brilliant!"

"l don't think money meansthat much to them.”

Fiona pulled the pin on her bun and shook her hair loose. She lost adecade of age in appearance.
Amusement continued to shinein her eyes, with an edge of malicious ddlight.

Gray suddenly felt asick twist of his stomach.

"Fiona, what have you done?'

Shelifted her purseto thetable, tilted it toward Gray, and held it open. He leaned forward.

"Oh, God...Fiona..."

A battered leather-bound tome rested in her purse.

A match to the Darwin Bible that had just been sold.

"Isthat the real one?" he asked.

"I nicked it right from under that blind wanker in the back room."

"Hown—7?"

"A hbit of the old bait and switch. Took me al day to find a Bible the right size and shape. Course | had to
tinker with it abit afterward. But then dl it took waslots of tears and shouting, abit of fumbling..." She
shrugged. "And Bob's your uncle, it was done.”

"If you dready had the Bible, why did you have me bid—?" Redization struck Gray. "Y ou played me."
"To make those bastards shell out three mill for atwo-pence fake!"”

"They'll discover soon enough that it's not the real book," Gray said, horror rising.

"Yeah, but | plan to belong gone by then."

"Where?'

"Going with you." Fiona snapped the bag closed.

"l don't think s0."

"Y ou remember when Mutti told you about the disbanded library? Where the Darwin Bible came from?”



Gray knew what she was talking about. Grette Neal had hinted that someone was reconstructing some
old scientigt'slibrary. She had been going to let him copy the origind bill of sale, but then they'd been
attacked, and it was|ogt to the flames.

Fionatapped her forehead. "I have the address stored right here.” She then held out ahand. " So?
Frowning, he went to shakeit.

She pulled her hand back in distaste. "Asif." Extending her arm again, she turned her palm up. "1 want to
see your rea passport, you wanker. Y ou think | can't scope out afake onewhen | seeit.”

He met her gaze. She had stolen his passport earlier. Her ook now was uncompromising. Frowning, he
finaly reached to a concedled pocket of his suit and took out his real passport.

Fonaread it. "Grayson Pierce." Shetossed it back on thetable. "Niceto meet you...findly"

He retrieved his passport. " So the Bible. Where did it come from?”

"Il only tell if you take me with you."

"Don't beridiculous. Y ou can't come with me. You're only achild.”

"A child with the Darwin Bible."

Gray tired of her blackmail. He could snatch the Bible whenever he wanted to, but the same couldn't be
sad for her information. "Fiona, thisisn't some goddamn game.”

Her eyes hardened on him, aging before him. "And you don't think | know that." Her words were deadly
cold. "Where were you when they took my Muitti out in bags? Bloody goddamn bagsA™

Gray closed hiseyes. She had struck anerve, but he refused to relent. "Fiona, I'm sorry," hesaid with a
strained voice. "But what you're asking isimpossible. | can't teke—"

The explosion shook the patisserie like an earthquake. The front glass rattled, dishes crashed. Fionaand
Gray stood and went to the window. Smoke billowed across the street, fuming and roiling into the dusky
sky. Flames danced and licked upward from the shattered side of a building across the Strest.
Fonaglanced to Gray. "Let me guess” shesad.

"My hotel room," he admitted.

"So much for the head gtart.”

11:47 p.m. HIMALAYAS

Captured by the Germans, Painter rode behind Lisaon aded pulled by one of the snowmobiles. They
had been traveling for dmost an hour, cinched in place with plastic straps and bound together. At least
their ded was hested.

Still he kept hunched over Lisa, shdltering her as best he could with his body. She leaned back into him.
It was dl they could manage. Their wrists were bound to stanchions on either side.

Ahead, the n rode on the backseet of the towing snowmobile. He faced to the rear, rifle pointing
at them, mismatched eyes never wavering. Anna Sporrenberg piloted the vehicle, the leader of this group.
A group of former Nazis.

Or reformed Nazis.

Or whoever the hell they were.

Painter shoved the question aside. He had a more important puzzle to solve at the moment.

Saying dive.

En route, Painter had learned how easily he and Lisahad been discovered hiding in their cave. Through
infrared. Againgt thefrigid landscape, their heat Sgnature had been easy to pick up, reveding their hiding
place.

The samewould make flight acrossthisterrain most impossible.

He continued his deliberation, mind focused on one goal.

Escape.

For the past hour, the caravan of snowmobiles had trundled through the wintry night. The vehicleswere
equipped with eectric motors, gliding with amost no noise. In silence, the five snowmobiles traversed the
maze with practiced ease, gliding aong cliff edges, diving down steep valleys, sweeping

over bridgesof ice.

Hedid hisbest to memorize their route. But exhaustion and the complexity of their path confounded him.
It didn't help that his skull had begun to pound again. The headaches had returned—as had the



disorientation and vertigo. He had to admit that his symptoms were not subsiding. He aso had to admit
that he wasthoroughly lost.

Craning, he stared at the night sky.

Overhead, stars shone coldly.

Perhgps he could fix his position.

As he stared, the pinpoints of light soun in the sky. He tore his gaze away, a stabbing ache behind his
eyes.

"Areyou dl right?' Lisawhispered back a him.

Painter grumbled under his breath, too nauseated to trust speaking.

"The nystagmus again?' she surmised on her own.

A harsh grunt from the assassin silenced any further communication. Painter was grateful. He closed his
eyes and took deep breaths, waiting for the moment to pass.

Eventudly it did.

He opened his eyes as the caravan edged up to a crest of rock and dowed to a stop. Painter searched
around. Nothing was here. Anicy dliff cracked the crest on the right. Snow began to fal again.

Why had they stopped?

Ahead, the assassin climbed from his sest.

Annajoined him. Turning a shoulder, the hulking man spoke to the woman in German.

Painter strained to hear and caught the assassin's last words.

"—gahould just kill them.”

It was not said with any vehemence, only dread practicdity.

Annafrowned. "We need to find out more, Gunther." The woman glanced in Painter's direction. Y ou
know the problems weve been having lately. If he was sent here...if he knows something that can stop
it

Painter was cludless asto what they were talking about, but he alowed them this misconception.
Especidly if it kept him dive.

The assassin just shook his head. "He'strouble. | can smell it on him." He began to turn away, dismissive,
done with the matter.

Annastopped him with atouch to the man's cheek, tender, grateful...and maybe something more.
"Danke, Gunther."

Heturned away, but not before Painter noted the flash of painin the man'seyes. The n trudged to
the broken cliff face and disappeared through acrack in thewall. A moment later, acloud of steam
puffed out dong with a bit of fiery light—then cut off.

A door opening and closing.

Behind him, one of the guards made a derisive noise, grumbling oneword under his breeth, an insult,
heard by only those closest to him.

Leprakonige.

Leper King.

Painter noted the guard had waited until the hulking man named Gunther was out of earshot. He had not
dared say it to the man's face. But from the hunch of the n's shoulders and gruff manner, Painter
suspected held heard it before.

Annamounted the snowmobile. A new armed guard took the Nn's seat, weapon pointing. They
headed out again.

The path switchbacked around a spur of rock and down into an even steeper notch in the mountain. The
way ahead was a sea of ice fog, obscuring what lay below. A heavy crest of the mountain overhung the
misty sea, cupped low like apair of warming hands.

They descended into the vast fog bank, lights spearing ahead.

In moments, visibility lowered to feet. Stars vanished.

Then suddenly the darkness deepened as they trundled under the shadow of the overhang. But rather
than growing colder, the air grew notably warmer. Asthey descended farther, rocky outcroppings
appeared out of the snow. Mdtwater trickled around the boulders.



Painter redlized there must be alocalized pocket of geothermal activity here. Hot springs, while rare and
known mostly to the indigenous people, dotted the Himalayas. Created by the intense pressures of the
Indian continental plate grinding into Asa, such geotherma hot spots were believed to be the source of
the Shangri-Lamythology.

Asthe snow thinned, the caravan was forced to abandon the snowmobiles. Once parked, Painter and
Lisawere cut free from their ded, hauled to their feet, and bound at the wrists. He kept closeto Lisa.
She met hiseyes, mirroring hisworry.

Wherethe hell were they?

Encircled by white parkas and rifles, they were led down the rest of the way. Snow turned to wet rock
under their boots. Stairs appeared underfoot, cut into the rock, trickling with snowmelt. Ahead, the
perpetud fog thinned and shredded.

Within afew steps, acliff face appeared out of the gloom, sheltered by the shoulder of the mountain. A
natural deep grotto. But it was no paradise—only craggy black granite, dripping and sweeting.

More hdl than Shangri-La.

Lisastumbled beside him. Painter caught her as best he could with hiswrists bound. But he understood
her faltering step.

Ahead, out of the mists, appeared acastle.

Or rather halfacastle.

Asthey neared, Painter recognized the shape as afacade, cut crudely into the back of the grotto. Two
giant crendlated towers flanked a massive centra keep. Lights burned behind thick, glazed windows.
"GranitschloR," Annaannounced and led them toward an arched entrance, twice his height, flanked by
giant granite knights.

A heavy oak door, studded and strapped in black iron, sealed the entryway. But as the group
approached, the door winched up, rising like a portcullis.

Annastrode forward. "Come. It has been along night, /a?"

Painter and Lisawere led at gunpoint toward the entrance. He studied the facade of battlements,
parapets, and arched windows. Across the entire surface, the black granite sweated and trickled, wept
and dripped. Thewater appeared like arun of black ail, asif the castle were dissolving before their eyes,
melting back into the rock face.

Thefiery illumination from afew of the windows made the castl€'s surface shine with ahdllish glow,
reminding him of a Hieronymus Bosch painting. The fifteenth-century artist had specidized in twisted
depictions of hell. If ever Bosch had sculpted the gates to the Underworld, this castle would beiit.
With no choice, Painter followed Annaand passed under the arched entrance of the castle. He looked
up, searching for the words Dante had said were

supposedly carved upon the gates to the Underworld.

All hope abandon, ye who enter here,

The words weren't here—but they might aswell have been.

All hope abandon...

That about summed it up.

8:15p.m.

COPENHAGEN, DENMARK

Asthe hotel explosion echoed away, Gray grabbed Fiona by the arm and rushed her out aside door of
the French bakery. He aimed for aneighboring aley, pushing through the patrons gathered on the
sdewak patio.

Srenserupted in the distance.

It seemed Copenhagen'sfirefighters were putting in along day today.

Gray reached the corner of the alley, away from the smoke and chaos, Fionain tow. A brick cracked
near hisear, followed by aricocheted ping. A gunshot. Spinning, he whipped Fionainto the alleyway and
ducked low. He searched the street for the shooter.

And found her.

Close.



A hdf block back, across the street.

It was the white-blond woman from the auction. Only now she wore ablack, tight-fitting running suit. She
had aso gained anew fashion accessory. A pistol with asilencer. She held it low by her knee, striding
quickly toward hislocation. She touched her ear, lips moving.

Radio.

Asthe woman stepped under a streetlamp, Gray redlized his mistake. It wasn't the same woman from the
auction. Her hair waslonger. Her face more gaunt.

Anolder shling to the pair.

Gray swung away.

He expected Fionato be hafway down the alley. She was only five yards back, straddling a rust-scarred
lime green Vespa scooter.

"What are you—7?"

"Getting usaride." She had her purse open and dropped a screwdriver back into it.

Gray hurried to her sde. "Theré's no timeto hot-wireit."

Fiona glanced over ashoulder a him, while her fingers blindly fiddled with anest of ignition wires. She
twisted two, and the engine coughed, whined, and caught.

Damn...

She was good—~hut there were limitsto trust.

Gray waved her back. "I'll drive."

Fona shrugged and did onto the backseat. Gray mounted the bike, rolled it off its kickstand, and gunned
the engine. Keeping the headlamp off, he took off down the dark aley. Or rather puttered.

"C'mon," he urged.

"Pop it into second,” Fionasaid. " Skip past third. Y ou have to goose the crap out of these old ones."

"l don't need abackseat driver."

Still, Gray obeyed, popping the clutch and shifting. The scooter jumped like agtartled filly. They sped
faster down the dley, zigzagging around stacks of trashcans.

Sirens screamed behind them. Gray glanced back. A fire engine roared past the entrance to the dley,
lights blazing, responding to the explosion. Before Gray turned back around, adark figure strode into
view, limned againg the brighter sreetlights.

The shooter.

He eked out abit more power, swerving around atal construction bin, putting it between him and the
woman. If he stuck to thewall, he had a straight shot out of the dley from here.

At the other end, the far street glowed like a beacon.

It wastheir only chance.

Focused forward, he watched a second dark figure step into view and stop. A passing car's headlights
turned hisblond hair silver. Y et another sbling. The man wore along black duster. He parted the trench
coat and raised a shotgun.

The woman must have radioed him, setting up this ambush.

"Hold tight!" Gray cdled.

Asthe man lifted the gun one-armed, Gray noted the ding around his other arm, bandaged from wrist to
elbow. Though hisface wasin shadows, Gray

knew who blocked their escape.

It was the man who had murdered Grette Nedl.

He still bore Bertd's bite wounds, bandaged now.

The shotgun pointed at Gray.

Notime.

Gray twisted the scooter's handles and sent the bike into a smoking skid, tilted sideways, aiming for the
man.

The shotgun exploded with amuffled blast, accompanied by asplintering crash asafist of pellets struck a
neighboring doorway.

Fonayepedin fright.



But that was the man's only shot. He dove out of theway of the diding bike. Once clear of the dark dley,
Gray swung the bike out of its skid with akick of the throttle and a scream of rubber on cement. He
manhandled the scooter

up and into traffic, earning asavage blast of ahorn from adisgruntled Audi driver.

Gray headed away.

Fionaloosened her grip.

Gray maneuvered around the dower cars, gaining speed as the road doped steeply downward. At the
bottom, the avenue dead-ended into atree-lined cross street. Gray braked for the sharp turn. The bike
refused to obey. He glanced down. A cable bounced alongside the scooter's back tire.

The brake cable.

His skid-out must have didodged it.

"Sow down!" Fionaydledin hisear.

"Brake'sout!" he called back. "Hang on!"

Gray choked out the engine, then fought to lose the bike's momentum by

swerving and skidding, like adownhill skier. He dragged the rear tire ongside one curb, rubber
smoking.

They reached the corner, going too fast.

Gray dewed the scooter on its Sde, metal scraping up fiery sparks. The bike did acrossthe intersection,
passing in front of aflat-paneled truck. Horns blared. Brakes squesled.

Then they hit thefar curb.

The bikeflipped. Gray and Fionaflew.

A hedgerow broke the worst of their collision, but they still ended up rolling across the sidewalk and
landing at thefoot of abrick wal. Gaining his feet, Gray moved to Fionas side.

"Areyoudl right?'

She stood up, more angry than hurt. "I paid two hundred eurosfor this skirt." Her dresshad along rip up
one sde. She clutched it closed with one hand

and bent down to retrieve her purse.

Gray's Armani suit fared even worse. One knee was ripped out, and the right side of his jacket looked
like it had been scoured with awire brush. But besides afew scrapes and aorasions, they were
unharmed.

Traffic flowed past the Site of their accident.

Fonaheaded away. "V espas crash around here al the time. And they're stolen just as often. Ownership
of ascooter in Copenhagen isagenera term. Need one? Grab one. Leave it behind for the next guy. No
oneredly cares”

But somebodly did.

A fresh squed of tires drew their attention. A black sedan siwung into the street two blocks back. 1t sped
inther direction. It wastoo dark to identify the driver or passengers. Headlights speared toward them.
Gray hurried Fionaaong the tree-lined sdewalk, seeking the deeper shadows. A tall brick wall framed
this side of the street. No buildings, no dleys. Just a stretch of high wall. From beyond rose amerry
twinkle of flutes

and gtrings.

Behind them, the sedan dowed beside the crashed Vespa, searching.

No question their escape by scooter had been reported.

"Over here" Fionasaid.

Hooking her purse over ashoulder, sheled him to ashadowy park bench and climbed on it—then using
the seat back as a boost, she legped up and grabbed one of the tree limbs overhead. She kicked up,
hooking her legs over the branch.

"Wheat are you doing?'

"Street kidsdo thisdl thetime. Free admission.”

"What?"

"Cmon."



Hand over hand, she followed the thick branch asit angled over the brick wall. She dropped on the far
Sde and vanished.

Damnit.

The sedan began to drift up the Street again.

With no choice, Gray followed Fionas example. He mounted the bench and jumped up. Music wafted
over thewall, scintillating and magical in the dark night. Once hanging upside down, he craned over the
wal.

Beyond lay awonderland of glowing lanterns, miniature paaces, and twirling amusements.

Tivoli Gardens.

The turn-of-the-century amusement park lay nestled in the heart of Copenhagen. From thisheight, Gray
gpotted the park's central lake. Its mirrored surface reflected thousands of lanterns and lights. Spreading
outward, flower-lined paths led to lamplit pavilions, wooden roller coagters, carousels, and Ferriswhedls.
The old park was less atechnocratic Disney

and more an intimate neighborhood park.

Gray scuttled aong the limb toward the park, passing over thewall.

Onthefar side, Fionawaited below and waved to him. She stood at the back of a utility or gardening
shed.

Gray dropped hislegs and dangled by hisarms.

A chunk of bark exploded by hisright hand. Shocked, he let go and fell, hisarms cartwheding for
balance. He landed hard in aflower bed, jamming aknee, but the soft loam cushioned hisfal. Beyond
thewall, an engine growled, and adoor dammed.

They'd been spotted.

Grimacing, Gray joined Fiona. Her eyeswere wide. She had heard the shot. Without aword, they fled
together toward the heart of Tivoli Gardens.

6 UGLY DUCKLING

1:22am. HIMALAYAS

Well past midnight, Lisasoaked in asteaming bath of naturaly hested mineral waters. She could close
her eyes and imagine hersdlf in some expendve European spa. The room's accoutrements were certainly
plush enough: thick Egyptian cotton towels and robes, a massive four-poster bed piled high with anest of
blankets on afoot-thick goose-down featherbed. Medieva tapestries hung on the walls, and underfoot,
Turkish rugs covered the stonefloors.

Painter wasin the outer room, stoking their tiny fireplace.

They shared this pleasant little prison cell.

Painter had told Anna Sporrenberg that they were companions back in the States. A ruse intended to
keep them from being separated.

Lisahadn't argued againgt it.

She had not wanted to be alone here.

Though the water's temperature was only afew degrees|ower than parboil, Lisashivered. Asadoctor,
she recognized her own signs of shock asthe adrendine that had been sustaining her up to this point
wore off. She remembered how earlier she had lashed out againgt the German woman, almost attacked
her. What had she been thinking? She coul d've gotten them both shot.

And dl that time, Painter had been so cam. Even now, she drew strength hearing Painter roll another log
onto the fire, smple bits of caretaking and comfort. He must be exhausted. The man had aready soaked
in the massive tub, not so much for hygiene as a prescription againg frosthite. Lisa had noted the white
patches on thetipsof hisearsand inssted he go firdt.

Morewarmly dressed, she had fared better.

Stll, sheimmersed hersdf fully into the tub, dunking her head under, her hair willowing out. The heet
suffused through her, warming dl her tissues. Her

senses dretched. All she had to do wasinhale, alow herself to drown. A moment of panic, and it would
be over. All thefear, dl the tenson. She would be in control of her own fate—taking back what her
captors held hostage.



Just a bregth...

"Areyou dmost finished with your bath?' The muffled words reached her through the water, sounding far
away. "They've brought us alate-night snack."

Lisashifted, surfacing out of the steam, water duicing from her hair and face. "1...I'll be out in another
minute

"Takeyour time" Painter caled from the main room.

She heard him roll another log onto thefire.

How could he still be moving? Bedridden for three days, the fight in the root cellar, the frozen trek
here...yet he till kept forging on. It gave her hope. Maybe it was just desperation, but she sensed awell
of grength in him that went beyond the physicd.

Asshethought about him, her trembling finaly dowed.

She climbed out of the bath, skin steaming, and toweled off. A thick robe hung from ahook. Sheleft it
hanging for amoment more. A floor-length mirror stood beside an antique washbasin. Its surface was
misty, but her naked form was visible. Sheturned her leg, not in some narcissstic admiration, but to study
the map of bruises down her limb. The degp achein her calves reminded her of something essentid.
Shewasdill dive.

She glanced to the tub.

She would not give them the satisfaction. She would seeit through.

She climbed into her robe. After snugging it tight around her waist, she lifted the heavy iron laich to the
bathroom and opened the door. It was warmer in the next room. A steam register had kept the chamber
livable, but the new fire in the hearth had stoked the room to awelcoming warmth. Thetiny blaze
snapped and crackled merrily, casting theroom in arich, flickering glow. A grouping of candlesbeside
the bed added to the homey ambience, the only

other illumination.

There was no dectricity in the room.

While imprisoning them here, Anna Sporrenberg had explained proudly how most of their power was
geothermally generated, based on a hundred-year-old design of Rudolf Diesdl, the French-born German
engineer who would go on to invent the diesdl engine. Even till, eectricity was not to be wasted and had
been limited to select areas of the castle,

Not here.

Painter turned to her as she entered. She noted how disheveled his hair had dried, giving him arakish,
boyish appearance. Barefooted and in amatching robe, hefilled apair of ssone mugswith asteaming
brew.

"Jasminetea," he said and waved her to asmall sofain front of thefire.

A platter rested on alow table: hard cheeses, aloaf of dark bread, piled dlices of roast beef, mustard,
and abowl of blackberrieswith atiny decanter of cream.

"Our last med?' Lisaasked, trying to sound flippant, but she couldn't carry it off. They wereto be
interrogated firgt thing in the morning.

Painter patted the seat next to him as he sat down.

Shejoined him.

As he diced the bread, she picked up adiver of sharp cheddar. She sniffed and set it down. No
appetite.

"Y ou should est," Painter said.

"Why? So I'll be stronger when they drug us?'

Painter rolled apiece of beef and popped it into his mouth. He chewed as he spoke. "Nothing's certain.
If I'velearned nothing in life, I've at least learned that.”

Unconvinced, she shook her head. "' So what are you saying? Just hope for the best?”

"| personaly prefer aplan.”

She eyed him. "And you have one?"

"A dmpleone. Not exactly guns-blazing, grenades-exploding.”

"Thenwhat?'



He swallowed hisroast beef and turned to her. " Something that | find works a surprising amount of the
time"

Shewaited for an answer. "Well?'

"Honegty."

She dunk back, shoulders dumping. " Grest."

Painter picked up adice of bread, dathered it with some coarse mustard, added a dice of beef, and
topped it with apiece of cheddar. He held it out toward her. "Eat."

Sighing, shetook his crestion in hand, only to gppease him.

Painter made a second one for himsdlf. "For instance, I'm the director for adivision of DARPA named
Sigma We specidizein investigating threats to the U.S., employing ateam of ex-Specid Forces soldiers.
The srong arm for DARPA out inthefield.”

Lisanibbled at the edge of the sandwich's crust, catching atangy bit of fresh mustard. " Can we expect
some rescue by these soldiers?”

"Doubtful. Not in the time frame we have. It will take them daysto discover that my body's not among
the ruins of the monagtery.”

"Then| don't see—"

Painter held up a hand, munched amouthful of sandwich, and mumbled around it. "It's about honesty.
Putting it out there, plainly and openly. Seeing what happens. Something drew Sigmal's attention out here.
Reports of strange ilinesses. After operating so covertly for so many years, why al these dipsin the past
months? I'm not one to place much stock in coincidence. | overheard Anna speaking to the
soldier-assassin. She hinted at

some problem here. Something that has them baffled. | think our two goas might not be a such
cross-purposes. There may be room for cooperation.”

"And they'd let uslive?' she asked, half scoffing, but apart of her hoped. She bit into the sandwich to
hide her foolishness,

"I don't know," he said, staying honest. "Aslong as we prove useful. But if we can gain afew days...it
widens our chancesfor arescue or maybe a change of circumstance.”

Lisachewed her food, contemplating. Before she knew it, her fingers were empty. And she was il
hungry. They shared the bowl of blackberries, pouring cream over them.

She eyed Painter with afresh perspective. He was more than stubborn strength. There was abrilliance
behind those blue eyes and awealth of common sense. Asif senang her scrutiny, he glanced at her. She
quickly returned to studying the platter of food.

In slence, they finished their medl, Spping thetea. With food in their bellies, exhaustion weighed on
them both, making even talk a burden. Alsoshe

enjoyed the quigt, Sitting next to him. She heard him breathing. She could sméll hisfreshly scrubbed skin.
Asshefinished the last of her honeyed tea, she noted Painter rubbing at hisright temple, one eye
squinted. His headache wasflaring up. She didn't want to play doctor, go clinica and worry him, but she
sudied him askance. Thefingersof his other hand trembled. She noted the dight vibration in his pupilsas
he stared a the dying fire.

Painter had mentioned honesty, but did he want the truth about his condition? The attacks seemed to be
coming on more frequently. And apart of her was sdlfish enough to fear—not for his hedlth, but for the
thin hope of surviva he had indtilled in her. She needed him.

Lisastood. "We should get some deep. Dawn cannot be far off."

Painter groaned but nodded. He stood. She had to grab his elbow as he teetered a bit.

"I'mfine" hesad.

So much for honesty.

She guided him toward the bed and pulled back the blankets.

"l can degp onthe sofa," he said, resisting.

"Don't beridiculous. Get in. Now's not the time to be concerned with any impropriety. Werein aNazi
gronghold.”

"Former Naz."



"Y eah, big comfort there.”

Stll, he climbed into the bed with asigh, robe and dl. Walking around the bed, she did the same,
blowing out the bedside candles. The shadows thickened, but the dying firelight kept the room pleasantly
aglow. Lisadidn't know if she could handle the total darkness.

She settled under the blankets, pulling them up to her chin. She kept a space between the two of them,
back to Painter. He must have sensed her fear and rolled to face her.

"If wedie" Painter mumbled, "well dietogether."

She swallowed. Those were not the reassuring words she had expected to hear, but at the sametime she
was oddly comforted. Something in histone, the honesty, the promise behind the words, succeeded
where wesk assartions of their safety would have failed.

She bdieved him.

Snuggling closer, her hand found his, fingers entwined, nothing sexua, just two people needing to touch.
She pulled hisarm around her.

He squeezed her hand, reassuring and strong.

She pulled degper againgt him, and he rolled to hold her more snugly.

Lisaclosed her eyes, not expecting to deep.

Butin hisarms, she eventudly did.

10:39 p.m.

COPENHAGEN, DENMARK

Gray checked hiswatch.

They'd been hiding for over two hours. He and Fiona had holed themsalves up insde a service sheft for a
ride called the Minen, or Mine. It was an ol d-fashioned animatronic amusement where carsrolled past
cartoonish molelike animasin mining gear, working somewhimsica subterranean quarry. The same
musica refrain kept playing over and over again, an aura form of the Chinese water torture.

Shortly after disgppearing into the crowds of Tivoli Gardens, Gray and Fiona had hopped on the old
ride, playing father and daughter. But at the first unsupervised turn, they rolled out of their car and into a
service cubby behind aswinging door with an dectrical hazard sgn on it. Never finishing theride, Gray
could only imagine the end: the moldlike creatures merrily ensconced in hospita beds, suffering from
black-lung disease.

Or s0 he hoped.

Thejaunty refrain in Dutch continued for the thousandth time. Maybe it

wasn't as bad asthe It's-a-Small-World ride at Disneyland, but it was a close second.

In the cramped quarters, Gray had the Darwin Bible open in hislap. He had been perusing the pages
with apenlight, searching for any clueto itsimportance, page by page. His head throbbed in tuneto the
music.

"Do you have agun?' Fiona asked, crunched in acorner, arms crossed. "If you do, shoot me now."
Gray sghed. "We only have another hour.”

"I'll never makeit."

The plan wasto wait for the park to close. The park only had one officid exit, but Gray was sure dl exits
were under surveillance by now. Their only chance wasto try to escape during the park's mass exodus at
midnight. He had tried to confirm Monk's arriva at the Copenhagen airport, but the iron and copper in
the old building were playing havoc with his cell phone reception. They needed to reach the airport.
"Have you learned anything from the Bible?" she asked.

Gray shook his head. It was fascinating to see the house lineage graphed insde the front cover, the
Darwin family's persond evolutionary tree. But otherwise, of the remaining pages he'd perused so far, the
brittle and fragile sheets offered no clues. All he discovered were afew scribblings. The same mark over
and over, in many different positions and incarnations.

Gray glanced at his notebook. He had jotted down the symbols as they appeared, written in the margins
of the Bible—whether by the hand of Charles Darwin or alater owner, he didn't know.

He nudged his notebook toward Fiona.

"Anything look familiar?'



Fonasighed and leaned forward, uncrossing her arms. She squinted at the symbols.

"Bird scratches," she said. "Nothing worth murdering over.”

Gray rolled hiseyes, but he held histongue. Fionas mood had darkened. He preferred her vengeful
amusement and manic anger. With their incarceration here, she seemed to have drawn inward. Gray
suspected she had driven dl her grief and energy into the ruse to obtain the Bible, her small act of
revenge againgt her grandmother's murder. And now, in the dark, the reality was setting in.

Wheat could he do?

Picking up pen and paper, he sought some means to keep her focused on the

present. He drew another symbol, the small tattoo on the back of the male bidder's hand.

Hedid it over. "How about this one?'

With an even louder, more dramatic sigh, she again leaned forward to stare. She shook her head. "A
four-leaf clover. | don't know. What's that supposed to...wait..." She took the notebook and looked
closer. Her eyeswidened. "I've seen this beforel™

"Where?'

"Onabusinesscard,” Fionasaid. "Only it wasn' like this, more of an outline." Shetook up hispen and
began to work.

"Whose business card?"

"The prat who came months ago and searched through our records. The guy who stiffed uswith the fake
credit card." Fiona continued to work. "Where did you seeit?’

"It was drawn on the back of the man's hand, the one who bought the Bible."

Fonapractically growled. "I knew it! So it's been the same bastard behind thisall dong. First hetriesto
ged it. Then hetriesto cover histracks by killing Mutti and burning down the shop.”

"Do you remember the name on the business card?’ Gray asked.

She shook her head. "Only the symbol. Because | recognized it."

She did her drawing over to him. It was amore detailed line-drawing of the solid tattoo, revealing more
of atangled nature to the symbol.

9B?

Gray tapped the page. "Y ou recognized this?!

Fonanodded. "'l collect pins. Course | couldn't wear them with these naff clothes.”

Gray remembered her hooded jacket, the one he had first spotted her wearing, festooned
with buttons of every shapeand size.

"I went through a Cdltic phase," Fionasaid. "It was the only music I'd listen to, and most of my pins had
Cdtic desgns”

"And the symbol here?'

"Cdlled an Earth Square or Saint Hans Cross. It's supposed to be protective, calling on the four corners
of the earth for power." She tapped the cloverledf circles. "That'swhy it's sometimes called a shield knot.
Meant to protect you."

Gray concentrated but found no significance to the clue.

"It'swhy | told Mutti to trust him," Fionasaid. She had sunk back. Her voice lowered to awhisper, asif
afraid to talk. "She didn't like the man. On first sight. But when | saw that on hiscard, | thought he must
be an okay bloke."

"Y ou couldn't have known."

"Mutti did,” she said sharply. "And now she's dead. Because of me." Guilt and anguish rang through her
words.

"Nonsense." Gray moved closer and put hisarm around her. "Whoever these people are, they were
damned determined from the start. Y ou know that. They would have found away to get that information
from your shop. They wouldn't have taken no for an answer. If you hadn't convinced your grandmother
to let them look through the records, they might have killed you both on the spot.”

Fonaleaned againg him.

"Y our grandmother—"

"Shewasn't my grandmother,” sheinterrupted hollowly.



Gray had figured as much, but he stayed silent, | etting Fiona speek.

"She caught mewhen | tried to nick some stuff from her store. Two years ago. But she didn't call the
police. Instead she made me soup. Chicken barley.”

Gray didn't need to seein the dark to know Fionahad smiled dightly.

"That wasthe way she was. Always helping street kids. Alwaystaking in strays.”

"LikeBertd."

"And me." She stayed silent for along moment. "My parentsdied in acar accident. They were Pakistani
immigrants. Punjabis. We had asmall house in Waltham Forest in London, even agarden. Wetalked
about getting adog. Then...then they died.”

"I'm sorry, Fona"

"My aunt and uncle took mein...they had just arrived from the Punjab." Another long pause. "After a
month, he started coming into my room at night.”

Gray closed hiseyes. Dear God...

"So | ran...l lived on the streets of London for acouple years, but | got in trouble with the wrong people.
Had to run. So | left England and backpacked across Europe. Getting by. | ended up here.”

"And Grettetook you in."

"And now she'sdead, too." Again that ring of guilt. "Maybe I'm just bad luck."

Gray pulled Fionatighter. "1 saw the way shelooked at you. Y ou coming into her life was not bad luck.
Sheloved you."

"I....I know." Fionaturned her face away. Her shoulders shook as she quietly sobbed.

Gray just held her. She eventudly turned and buried her facein his shoulder. Now it was Gray'sturn to
fight twinges of guilt. Grette had been such agenerous woman, nurturing and ingtinctive, kind and
empathetic. Now she was dead. He had his own culpability to balance here. If he had proceeded with
more caution...been less reckless with thisinvestigation...

And the cost for hisneglect.

Fiona's sobbing continued.

Even if the murder and arson had been planned regardless of his own

blundering inquiries, Gray judged his actions afterward. He had fled, abandoning Fionato the chaos,
leaving her to her grief. He remembered her calling out to him—at first angered, then pleading.

He hadn't stopped.

"I have no one now," Fionacried softly into hissuit.

"You haveme."

She pulled back, teary-eyed. "But you're leaving, too."

"And you're coming with me."

"But you said—"

"Never mind what | said." Gray knew the girl was no longer safe here. She would be diminated, if not to
ganthe Bible, then to shut her up. She knew too much. Like..."Y ou mentioned you knew the address
fromthe Bibleshill of sde”

Fonastared at him with open suspicion. Her sobbing had stopped. She pulled back and eyed him,
judging if his sympathy was aruseto get her to cough up what she knew. He understood her wariness
now, born of the streets.

Gray knew better than to pushit. "I have afriend flying in on a private jet. He should be touching down at
midnight. We can connect with him and fly anywhere. Y ou can tel me where we have to go once we're
on board." Gray held out ahand, prepared to seal the dedl.

With one eye squinted in suspicion, Fionatook his hand.

"Ded," shesad.

It wasasmall patch on Gray's mistakes of the past day, but it was agtart. She had to be removed from
harm's way, and she should be safe once on board the plane. She could stay aboard, under guard, while
he and Monk investigated further.

Fiona pushed his notebook back toward him with al the doodled symbols. " Just so you know...we need
to go to Paderborn in Central Germany. I'll give you the specific address once were there."



Gray took her concession as atiny measure of trust. "Good enough.”

She nodded.

Theded clinched.

"Now if only you could get thisgormless music to stop,” she added with atired moan.

Asif on cue, theincessant chant died. The constant low machinery hum and clacking of the cars over
tracks also ceased. In the sudden quiet, footsteps sounded outside the narrow door.

Gray gained hisfeet. "Stay behind me," he hissed.

Fonagathered up the Bible and tucked it into her purse. Gray grabbed alength of rebar he had found
ealier.

The door opened and a bright light shonein their eyes.

The man barked sharply, startled. He spoke in Danish. "What are you two

doing in here?'

Gray dtraightened and lowered the bar. He had dmost speared the man in the maintenance uniform.
"Rideisclosed,” the man said, stepping aside. "Get out of here before | call security.”

Gray obeyed. The man scowled a him as he passed. He knew how it must look. An older man with a
teenaged girl holed up in acubby of an amusement park.

"Youdl right, miss?' theworker asked. He must have noticed her puffy eyes, ripped clothes.
"Werefine." She hooked her arm into Gray's and sashayed her hipsabit. "He paid extrafor thisride."
The man frowned in distaste. "Back door isover there." He pointed to aneon exit sign. "Don't let me
catch you in here again. It's dangerous to be traipsing around back here.”

Not as dangerous as outside. Gray led them to the door and pushed through. He checked hiswatch. It
was only abit after eeven. The park wouldn't close for another hour. Maybe they needed to try for an
exit now.

Asthey cleared the corner of the ride's building, it looked like this section of the park was deserted. No
wonder the ride had closed up early.

Gray heard music and merriment coming from the direction of the park'slake.

"Everyone's gathering for the dectrical parade,” Fionasaid. "It closes up the park, along with fireworks."
Gray prayed tonight'sfireworks didn't end up with people bleeding and screaming. He searched the
immediate park grounds. Lanternslit up the night. Tulipsfilled beds to overflowing. The concrete paths
and aprons here were sparsely populated. They were too exposed.

Gray spotted apair of park security guards, aman and awoman, striding a bit too purposefully in their
direction. Had the maintenance worker gone ahead and aerted security after al?

"Timeto get lost again," Gray said and tugged Fionain the opposite direction of the approaching guards.
He headed toward where the crowds gathered. They waked quickly, staying in shadows under trees.
Just two visitors anxious to watch the parade.

They cleared the garden paths and entered the central plazawith itswide lake, aglow from al thelights
and lanterns of the encircling pavilions and palaces. Acrossthe way, a cheer arose asthe firg of the
parade floats drifted into the plaza. It stood three stories, depicting amermaid on arock, emblazoned
with emerdd and azure blue lights. An arm waved in welcome. Other floats swept behind it, aglow with
animated puppets, five meterstall. Flutes piped merrily, drums sounded.

"The Hans Chrigtian Andersen parade,” Fionasaid. "Celebrating the writer's two hundredth anniversary.
He's the patron saint of the city."

Gray marched with her toward the crowd lining the parade route around the center |ake. Reflected in the
il waters, agiant fiery bloom burst in the sky, accompanied by a sonorous whump. Fanciful cascades
of sparkling streamers whistled and spiraled out acrossthe night sky.

Nearing the edge of the surging parade crowd, Gray kept aconstant vigil around him. He searched for
any paefigurein black. But this was Copenhagen. Every fifth person was blond. And black, it seemed,
was the new black this season in Denmark.

Gray's heart thumped in beet to the drums. A short volley of fireworks pummeled his chest and eardrums
with their concussions. But they finally reached the crowds.

Directly overhead, another flaming flower, drizzling with fire, crackled and burdt.



Fonastumbled.

Gray caught her, hisearsringing.

Asthe explosion echoed away, Fiona stared up at him, shocked. Shelifted ahand from her sde. She
held it out toward him as he pulled her into the crowd.

Her pdm was covered in blood.

4:02am. HIMALAYAS

Painter woke into darkness, the fire cold. How long had he been adegp? Without windows, it was
timeless. But he sensed not much time had passed.

Something had roused him.

He pushed up on an elbow.

On the other side of the bed, Lisawas dso awake, glancing toward the door. "Did you feed —?"

The room shuddered with aviolent shake. A distant boom reached them, felt in the gut.

Painter threw back the blankets. "Trouble.”

He pointed to the pile of fresh clothes supplied by their hosts. They quickly dressed: long underwesar,
heavy worn jeans, and bulky swesaters.

Acrossthe room, Lisalit the bedside candles. She shoved her feet into apair of sturdy leather boots
meant more for men. They waited in sllencefor agpan of time...maybe twenty minutes, listening to the
commotion dowly die down.

Both sank back to the bed.

"What do you think happened?* Lisawhispered.

Barked shouts echoed.

"Don't know...but | think we're about to find out.”

Boots pounded down the stone passage beyond the thick oak door. Painter stood, craning an ear.
"Coming thisway," hesaid.

Confirming this, ahard knock rattled the door. Holding up an arm, Painter held Lisa back, but he dso
took astep back himsdlf. A heavy scrape sounded next, releasing the iron bar that sedled them inside.
The door was tugged open. Four men streamed into the room, rifles pointing at them. A fifth entered. He
looked alot like the assassin named Gunther. A giant bull of aman, thick necked, astubble field for hair,
slver or light gray. He wore baggy brown pants tucked into midthigh black boots and a matching brown
shirt.

Except for the missing black armband and swastika, he looked the part of aNazi storm trooper.

Or rather former Nazi storm trooper.

He aso had the same pale face as Gunther, only something seemed wrong. Theleft Sde of hisface
drooped like a stroke victim. Hisleft arm trembled with apalsy as he pointed toward the door.
"Kommen mit mirf'he snapped.

They were being ordered out. The massive leader turned and strode away, asif any thought of
disobeying was smply unfathomable. Then again, therifles at their back certainly reinforced that
assumption.

Painter nodded to Lisa. She joined him asthey exited, trailed by the cadre of guards. The halway was
narrow, hewn from the rock, barely wide enough for two people. The only illumination came from
flashlights secured to the guards rifles, jittering shadows ahead of them. It was ditinctly colder inthe
hdlway than their room, but far from frigid.

They were not led far. Painter estimated that they were headed toward the front facade of the castle. He
was right. He even heard adistant whistle of wind. The storm must have kicked up again outside.
Ahead, the massive guardsman knocked on a carved wooden door. A muffled response encouraged him
to open the door. Warm light flowed out into the hal, long with a breath of hest.

The guard stepped through and held the door.

Painter led Lisainto the room and searched around him. It appeared to be arustic study and library. It
climbed two stories, al four walls covered in open bookshelves. The upper level was circled by aniron
bal cony, heavy and undecorated. The only way up was viaa steep ladder.

The source of the room's heat was alarge stone hearth, aglow with asmall bonfire. An oil painting of a



man in aGerman uniform glared down at them.

"My grandfather,” Anna Sporrenberg said, noting Painter's attention. She rose from behind a carved
monstrosity of adesk. She wore dark jeans and a swester, too. Apparently it was the dress code for the
cadtle. "Hetook over the castle after the war.”

She motioned them to acircle of wingback chairsthat fronted the fireplace. Painter noted the circles
under her eyes. It looked like she hadn't dept at al. He also smelled smoke on her, an odor not unlike
cordite.

Interesting.

Painter met her eyes as she approached the heavy chairs. The small hairs on the back of his neck
prickled. Despite her exhaustion, her eyeswere bright and sharp. Painter recognized a cunning,
predatory, and caculating gleam. Here was someone to watch closaly. She seemed to be gppraising him
just asintently, Szing him up.

What was going on?

"Setzen Sie, bitte,"she said, nodding to the chairs.

Painter and Lisatook neighboring chairs. Anna chose one opposite them. The guard kept apost by the
closed door, arms crossed. Painter knew the cadre of other guards still waited outside. He surveyed the
room for escape routes. The only other exit was a deegp-set glazed window, frosted to obscurity,
crisscrossed with iron bars,

No escape that way.

Painter returned his attention to Anna. Maybe there was another way out. Annas manner was cautious,
but they had been called here for areason. He needed as much information as possible, but he would
have to handle this deftly. He noted Anna's family resemblance to the manin the ail painting. A placeto
dart.

"Y ou said your grandfather took over the castle," Painter said, prying for answers, sticking to safe
ground. "Who held it before him?"

Annaleaned back into the seet, obvioudy relieved to Sit in front of the fire for aquiet moment. Still, her
manner was focused, hands folded on her 1ap,

eyes passing over Lisa, then back to him. "GranitschloR has along and dark history, Mr. Crowe. Are
you familiar with Heinrich Himmler?!

"Hitler's second in command?’

"Ja. The head of the SS. Also abutcher and madman.”

Painter was surprised to hear this characterization. Was thisatrick? He sensed agame afoot. Only he
didn't know the steps...at least not yet.

Annacontinued, "Himmler believed himsdf to be the reincarnation of King Heinrich, atenth-century
German king of the Saxons. Even thought he received psychic messages from him."

Painter nodded. "I've heard he was interested in the occult.”

"Obsessed actudly.” Annashrugged. "It was a passion of many in Germany. Going back to Madame
Blavatsky, who coined the term Aryan. She claimed to have gained secret knowledge while studying at a
Buddhist monastery. Secret masters supposedly taught her how mankind had devolved from a superior
race and would one day evolve back."

"The proverbia master race," Painter said.

"Precisaly. A century later, Guido von List mixed her bdiefswith German mythology, refining aNordic
origin to thismythic Aryan race.”

"And the German people bought the story hook, line, and sinker,” Painter said, baiting her abit.

"And why not? After our defeat in World War |, such an ideawas aflattering conceit. It wastaken upin
aflourish of occult lodgesin Germany. The Thule Society, the Vril Society, the Order of the New
Templars”

"And as| recdl, Himmler himsdf belonged to the Thule Society.”

"Y es, the Reichdfiihrer believed fully in thismythology. Even in the magic of the Nordic runes. It waswhy
he chose the double sg runes, twin lightning bolts, to represent his own order of warrior-priests, the
Schutzgtaffd, the SS. He became convinced, from studying Madame Blavatsky'swork, that it wasin the



Himalayasthat the Aryan racefirst arose, and that it was here that it would rise again.”

Lisagpokefor thefirg time. "So Himmler did send expeditions out into the Himdayas." She shared a
glance with Painter. They had talked about this earlier. So they weren't so far off base. But Painter ill
wondered about Annas cryptic statement.

We're not Nazis. Not anymore.

He encouraged the woman to talk while she remained gregarious. He sensed a setup, but he had no idea
where it was leading. He hated being in the dark, but he refused to show it.

"So what was Himmler searching for out here?" he asked. "Some lost tribe of Aryans? A
white-supremacist's Shangri-La?'

"Not exactly. Under the guise of anthropologica and zoologica research, Himmler sent membersof his
SSto search for evidence of along-lost master race. He became convinced that he would find traces of
the old race here. And though he found nothing, he grew more determined, driven further into madness.
When he garted congtructing an SS stronghold in Germany, a personal castle named Wewelsburg, he
built amirror image of the same here, airlifting a thousand dave laborers from German concentration
camps. He

aso shipped ametric ton of gold bullion. To make us sdf-sufficient. Which it has, with careful
invesments.”

"But why build here?"' Lisaasked.

Painter could guess. "He believed that the Aryan race would again rise from these mountains. He was
building their first citadd.”

Annanodded, asif conceding apoint in amatch. "He aso believed the hidden masters who once taught
Madame Blavaisky were dill dive. He was building them astronghold, a centra placeto bring al such
knowledge and experience together."

"Did these hidden masters ever show up?' Painter asked mockingly.

"No. But my grandfather did at the end of thewar. And he brought with him something miraculous,
something that could make Himmler'sdream aredity.”

"And what wasthat?' Painter asked.

Annashook her head. "Before we talk further, | must ask you aquestion. And | would appreciate a
truthful answer.”

Painter frowned at the sudden change of tack. "Y ou know | can't promisethat.”

Annasmiled for thefirst time. "I appreciate even that much honesty, Mr. Crowe."

"So what's your question?"' he asked, curious. Here must be the heart of the matter.

Annagared a him. "Areyouill?I'm having ahard timetelling. Y ou seem very clear-headed.”
Painter's eyes widened. He had not expected that question.

Before he could respond, Lisaanswered, "Yes."

"Lisa..," Painter warned.

"Shélll know anyway. It doesn't take amedica degreeto tell.” Lisaturned to Anna. "He's showing
vedibular sgns, nystagmus, and disorientation.”

"How about migraineswith visud flashes?

Lisanodded.

"| thought as much." She leaned back. The information seemed to reassure the woman.

Painter frowned. Why?

Lisapressed. "What is affecting him?1 think we...he has aright to know."

"That will take somefurther discussion, but | can give you his prognosis.”

"Andthat is?'

"Hewill diein another three days. Mot horribly."

Painter forced himsdf not to react.

Lisaremained equaly unfazed, her toneclinicd. "Isthere acure?"

Annaglanced to Painter, then back to Lisa

"No."

11:18 p.m. COPENHAGEN, DENMARK



He had to get the girl to safety, to adoctor. Gray felt the blood seeping from Fiona's gunshot wound,
soaking through her shirt as he supported her, an arm under her.

Around them, the crowds pressed. Cameras flashed, keeping Gray edgy. Music and song echoed off the
lake asthe eectrica parade floated past. Giant animated puppets loomed high, nodding and lolling over
the heads of the crowd.

Fireworks continued to boom and burst over the lake.

Gray ignored it all. He kept low, gill searching for the sniper who shot Fiona.

He had glanced briefly at her wound. Only a graze, skin burned, weeping blood, but she needed medical
care. Pain blanched her face.

The shot had come from behind. That meant that the sniper had to be positioned among the trees and
bushes. They had been lucky to reach the crowds. Still, with them spotted, the hunters were probably
aready converging. Surely there were some among the crowd already.

He checked hiswatch. Forty-five minutes until the park closed.

Gray needed aplan...anew plan. They could no longer wait until midnight to make their escape with the
exiting crowd. They would be discovered before then. They needed to leave now.

But the stretch of park between the parade grounds and the exit was nearly deserted as dl the visitors
gathered around the lake. If they attempted a mad dash for the exit, they would be exposed again, caught
out in the open. And surdly the park gate was under watch, too.

Next to him, Fionakept ahand clutched to her wounded side. Blood oozed between her fingers. Her
eyesmet his, panicked.

She whispered to him, "What are we going to do?'

Gray kept them moving through the crowd. He only had oneidea. It was dangerous, but caution was not
going to get them out of the park. He turned Fionatoward him.

"l need to bloody my hands."

"What?"

He motioned to her shirt.

Frowning, shelifted the edge of her blouse. "Be careful...”

He gently wiped the blood dribbling from the raw wound. She winced and let out asmall gasp.

"Sorry," hesad.

"Your fingersarefreezing,” she mumbled.

"Areyou okay?"

“I'l live"

That wasthe godl.

"I'm going to have to carry you in asecond,” Gray said, standing up.

"What are you—7?"

"Just be ready to scream when | tell you."

Shewrinkled her nosein confusion, but nodded.

He waited for the right moment. Futes and drums started in the distance. Gray edged Fionain the
direction of the main gates. Past the heads of a group of schoolchildren, Gray spotted afamiliar figureina
trench coat, arm in ading, Grette's murderer. He waded through the pocket of youngsters, eyes
searching.

Gray retreated into amaob of Germans singing abalad in tune with the flutes

and drums. Asthe song ended, aburst of fireworks concluded in atympani of crackling explosions.
"Herewe go," Gray said, leaning down. He smeared his face with blood and picked Fionaup in hisarms.
Lifting her, heraised hisvoice and ydled in Danish. "Bomb!™

Crackling explosions punctuated his booming bellow.

"Scream,” he whispered in Fiona's ear.

Helifted hisface again, smeared in blood. On cue, Fionawailed and shrieked in agony in hisarms.
"Bomb!" Gray yelled again.

Facesturned in hisdirection. Fireworks boomed. The fresh blood glistened on his cheeks. At first no one
moved. Then like aturning tide, one person backed away, bumping against another. Confused criesand



callsrose. More people began to retreat.

Gray kept after those retreating, staying among the most panicked.

Fiona cried and thrashed. She waved an arm, fingers dripping with blood.

Confusion spread like wildfire. Gray's bellow caught on the dry tinder, whetted by attacksin London and
Spain. More cries of Bomb! echoed through the crowd, carried from one bregth to another.

Like a spooked herd of cattle, the crowd bristled and bumped against one another. Claustrophobia
accentuated the anxiety. Fireworks died overhead, but by now, frightened cries erupted across the
parade route. As one person fled, two more took flight, reflexive, growing exponentially. Feet pounded
on pavement, retreating, aming for the exit.

A trickle became asurge.

The stampede toward the exit began.

Gray dlowed himsdf to be carried with it, Fionain hisarms. He prayed no one was trampled. But so far
the retreat was not in full panic. With the boom of the fireworks ended, confusion reigned more than
horror. Still, theflow of

the crowd hastened toward the main gate.

Gray set Fionadown, freeing hisarms. He wiped hisface clean with the deave of his Armani jacket.
Fonagtayed at his side, one hand clutching his belt to keep anchored to him amid the throng.

The gate appeared ahead.

Gray nodded toward it. "If anything happens...run. Keegp going.”

"l don't know if | can makeit. Side hurtslike abitch.”

Gray saw that she waslimping now, scrunched over dightly.

Up ahead, Gray saw security guardstrying to control the crowd through the gates, keeping the press of
bodies from crushing anyone. As he watched, Gray spotted apair of guards standing off to the side,
conspicuoudy not helping with crowd control. A young man and woman. Both snowy blond. The bidders
from the auction house. In disguise, they guarded the gates. Both had bolstered pistols, palmsresting on
them.

For just amoment, the woman's eyes met hisin the crowd.

But they shifted away.

Then snapped back again.

Recognition.

Gray backpedaled through the crowd, fighting the current.

"What?" Fiona asked, pushed behind him.

"Go back. We need to find another way."

"How?"

Gray edged off to the Side, swimming against theriptide. It wastoo hard to retreat straight back. A
moment later, he broke free. Only ahandful of people still bustled around him, asmall eddy in the greater
current.

They needed better coverage.

Gray saw that they had reached the edge of the deserted parade route. The floats had ground to a stop,
lights il blinking, but no music. It seemed the panic had spread to the float operators. They had
abandoned their chariots and fled. Even the security guards had moved to the gates.

Gray spotted the open door to a cab of one of the floats.

"Thisway," hesad.

He haf carried Fionaaway from the crowd and ran for the float. Over the cab towered a giant
illuminated puppet of agangly duck with an oversize head. Gray recognized the figure. From the Hans
Chrigian Andersen fairy tale "The Ugly Duckling.”

They dashed under one of its upraised wings aglow with twinkling yellow lights, plainly meant to flap.
Gray helped Fionainto the cab, expecting to be shot in the back at any moment. He climbed in after her
and closed the door, snapping it shut as quietly as he could.

As he glanced out the windshield, he appreciated his caution.

A figure appeared ahead, stepping out of the crowd, dressed in black. Grette'skiller. He did not bother



hiding his shotgun. All attention had diverted to the front of the park. He circled the edge of the retresting
crowd, staring out toward the lake and parade circuit.

Gray ducked with Fiona.

The man passed within yards and continued down the line of abandoned floats.

"That was close," Fionawhispered. "We should—"

"Shh." Gray pressed afinger to her lips. His elbow nudged alever. Something clicked in the dashboard.
Oh crap...

Speakers buried in the puppet overhead erupted.

—QUACK, QUACK, QUACK...QUACK, QUACK, QUACK—

The Ugly Duckling had awakened.

And everyone knew it.

Gray straightened. Thirty yards away, the gunman swung around.

Therewas no hiding now.

Suddenly the cab's engine growled. Glancing over, he saw Fiona sitting up, popping the clutch.

"Found the key intheignition," she said and shifted into gear. Thefloat lurched forward, swinging out of
line

"Fona, let me—"

"You drovelast time. And look where that got us." She amed Straight for the gunman with the shotgun.
"Besdes, | owethisbastard.”

So she had recognized him, too. The man who murdered her grandmother. She had shifted into second
by the time he raised his shotgun. She barreled

The Ugly Duckling had awakened.

And everyone knew it.

Gray straightened. Thirty yards away, the gunman swung around.

Therewas no hiding now.

Suddenly the cab's engine growled. Glancing over, he saw Fiona ditting up, popping the clutch.

"Found the key intheignition," she said and shifted into gear. Thefloat lurched forward, swinging out of
line

"FHona, let me—"

"Y ou drovelast time. And look where that got us." She aimed straight for the gunman with the shotgun.
"Besides, | owethisbastard.”

So she had recognized him, too. The man who murdered her grandmother. She had shifted into second
by the time he raised his shotgun. She barreled

Returning his attention to the row of levers, Gray grabbed the left-most one. It only made sense. He
yanked it down. Gears ground. The Duckling's left wing, raised amoment ago, flapped low. It struck the
gunman in the neck, clothedining him from the side, shattering vertebrae. The man wasllifted off hisfeet
and tossed aside.

"Go for the gates!" Gray urged.

The Ugly Duckling had itsfirst taste of blood.

—QUACK, QUACK, QUACK...QUACK, QUACK, QUACK—

The sren call of the float cleared a path. People scattered to the sides. The security guards were crushed
back by the crowd. Even those in disguise. The service gate next to the main entrance, thrown wide
earlier to ease the crush of fleeing people, stood open.

Fonaamed for it.

The duck shattered through it, tearing off its deadly left wing. The cab shuddered, and they were onthe
streets. Fiona headed away.

"Takethefirg corner," Gray sad, pointing.

She obeyed, downshifting into the turn like apro. The Duckling flew around the corner. After two more
turns, Gray urged her to dow down.

"We can't keep driving thisthing," he said. "It's too conspicuous.”

"You think?" Fionaglanced to him and shook her head in exasperation.



Gray found along wrench in atoal kit. He had them stop at the top of a hill and waved Fionaout.
Shifting over, Gray popped the clutch, jammed the wrench on the accelerator, and jumped to the curb.
The Ugly Duckling took off, lights blazing, clipping parked cars asit fled downhill. Wherever it finaly
cameto roog,, the crash site would divert the attention of any trackers.

Gray headed in the opposite direction. They should be safe for afew hours. He checked his watch.
Penty of timeto reach the airport. And Monk. He would be touching down shortly.

Fonalimped beside him, eyes glancing back. Behind them, the Duckling trumpeted into the night.
—QUACK, QUACK, QUACK...QUACK, QUACK, QUACK—

"I'm going to misshim,” Fionasad.

"Me, too."

4:35am. HIMALAYAS

Painter stood by the hearth. He had risen from his chair upon the pronouncement of his death sentence.
The massive guard had come forward three steps when Painter rose to hisfeet, but Annahad held the
man back with araised hand. "Nein, Klaus. Alles 1st ganz recht.”

Painter waited for the guard, Klaus, to return to his post by the door.

"Therésno cure?'

Annanodded. "I spoketruly.”

"Then why isn't Painter showing the same madness asthe monks?' Lisa asked.

Annaglanced to Painter. "Y ou were avay from the monastery, Ja? At the outlying village. Y our exposure
was less. Rather than the rapid neurologica degeneration, you're experiencing adower, more generdized
bodily deterioration. Still, it isadeath sentence.”

Annamust have read something in hisface.

"Whilethereisno cure, thereis ahope of dowing the deterioration. Over the years, experimenting with
animals, we have devised some model s that show promise. We can prolong your life. Or at least we
could have."

"What do you mean?' Lisaasked.

Annastood. "Itiswhy | called you down here. To show you." She nodded to

the guard, Klaus, who opened the door. " Follow me. And perhaps well find away to help each other.”
Painter offered Lisaahand as Anna stepped away. He burned with curiosity. He sensed both atrap and
ameasure of hope,

Wheat better bait?

Lisaleaned toward him as she stood. "What is going on?' she whispered in hisear.

"I'm not sure." He glanced to Anna as she spoke with Klaus.

Perhaps well find away to help each other.

Painter had planned to propose the same to Anna, even discussed it with Lisaearlier, to bargain for their
lives, to buy time. Had they been eavesdropped upon? Bugged? Or had matters smply grown so much
worse here that their cooperation was truly needed?

Now he wasworried.

"It must have something to do with that exploson we heard,” Lisasaid.

Painter nodded. He definitely needed more information. For now, he tabled any concern about hisown
hedlth...though it was difficult, as another migraine built behind his eyes, aching in hisback molars,
reminding him of hisillnesswith every throb.

Annamotioned them over. Klaus stepped back. He did not look happy. Then again, Painter had yet to
see the man happy. And for some reason, he hoped never to. What made this man happy had to involve
screaming and bloodshed.

"If you'll comewith me" Annasaid with cold politeness.

She headed out the door, flanked by two of the outer guardsmen. Klausfollowed Lisaand Painter,
trailed by another two armed men.

They headed in adirection different from their plush prison cell. After afew turnsasraight tunnel, wider
than any of the others, stretched into the heart of the mountain. It was aso lit by arow of eectric bulbs,
lined up in wire cagesdong onewall. It wasthefirst Ssgn of any modern amenities.



They waked aong the corridor.

Painter noted the smoky reek to the air. It grew stronger asthey progressed. He returned his attention to
Anna

"So you know what made me sick,” he said.

"It was the accident, as| said before.”

"An accident involving what?' he pressed.

"The answer isnot easy. It retchesfar back into history."

"Back to when you were Nazis?'

Annaglanced to him. "Back to the origin of life on this planet.”

"Redly?' Painter said. " So how long isthis story? Remember, | only have three days left.”

She amiled at him again and shook her head. "In that case, I'll jump forward

to when my grandfather first cameto the GranitschloR. At the end of thewar. Areyou familiar with the
turmoail a that time? The chaosin Europe as Germany crumbled.”

"Everything up for grabs.”

"And not just German land and resources, but also our research. Allied forces sent competing parties,
scientists and soldiers, scouring the German countryside, pillaging for secret technology. It wasa
freefor-dl.” Annafrowned a them. "Isthat the right word?"

Painter and Lisa both nodded.

"Britain done sent in five thousand soldiers and civilians, under the code name T-Force. Technology
Force. Their stated goa wasto locate and preserve German technology from looting and robbery, when
in fact looting and robbery was their true god, competing against American, French, and Russian
counterparts. Do you know who was the founder of the British T-Force?"

Painter shook his head. He could not help comparing his own Sigma Force to

the earlier British World War |1 teams. Tech-plunderers. He would love to discuss the same with Sigmals
founder, Sean McKnight. If he lived that long.

"Who wastheir leader?’ Lisaasked.

"A gentleman named Commander lan Heming."

Lisamade adismissive snort. " The writer who crested James Bond?*

"The same. It was said he patterned his character on some of the men on histeam. That givesyou some
idea of the roughshod and cavaier exuberance of these plunderers.”

"To the victor go the spoils of war," Painter quoted with ashrug.

"Perhagps. But it was my grandfather's duty to protect as much of that technology as possible. Hewasan
officer inthe Sicherheitsdienst.” She glanced at Painter, testing him.

So the game was not over. Hewas up for the challenge. " The Sicherheitsdienst was the group of SS
commandosinvolved in evacuation of

German treasures: art, gold, antiquities, and technology.”

She nodded at him. "In thefina days of the war, as Russa pushed across the eastern lines, my
grandfather was given what you Americans call adeep black mission. Hereceived hisordersfrom
Heinrich Himmler himself, before the Reichsfuhrer was captured and committed suicide.”

"And hisorders?' Painter asked.

"To remove, safeguard, and destroy al evidence of a project code-named Chronos. At the heart of the
project was adevice smply caled die Glocke. Or the Bell. The research |ab was buried deep
underground, in an abandoned mine in the Sudeten Mountains. He had no ideawhat was the purpose of
the project, but he would eventually. He dmost destroyed it then, but he had his orders.”

"S0 he escaped with the Bell. How?'

"Two planswerelaid in place. Oneflight to the north through Norway, another to the south through the
Adriatic. There were agents waiting to assist him on both routes. My grandfather opted to go north.
Himmler had

told him about GranitschloR. He fled here with agroup of Nazi scientists, some with historiesin the
camps. All needed a placeto hide. Plus my grandfather dangled a project that few scientists could rest.”
"TheBdl," Painter concluded.



"Exactly. It offered something many scientists at the time had been seeking through other means.”

"And what was that?"

Annasighed and glanced back to Klaus. "Perfection.” She remained silent for afew moments, lostin
some private sadness.

Ahead the passage finally ended. A pair of giant ironwood doors stood open at the end. Beyond the
threshold, a crude staircase spiraled down into the mountain. It was cut from the rock, but the staircase
circled around a center pillar of sted asthick asatreg's trunk. They wound down around it.

Painter stared up. The pillar pierced the top of the roof and continued higher...possibly all the way out the
shoulder of the mountain. Lightning rod,

he thought. He dso sme | led ahint of ozonein the air, stronger now than the smoke.

Annanoted his attention. "We use the shaft to vent excess energies out of the mountain.” She pointed up.
Painter craned. He pictured the ghost lights reported in the area. Wasthistheir source? Both of the lights
and perhapstheillness?

Biting back hisanger, Painter concentrated on the stairs. As his head pounded, the winding aggravated a
growing vertigo. Seeking distraction, he continued their dialogue. "Back to the story of the Bell. What did
it do?'

Annabroke out of her reverie. "At first no one knew. It came out of research into a new energy source.
Some thought it might even be a crude time machine. That waswhy it was code-named Chronos."
"Timetravel?' Painter said.

"Y ou haveto remember,” Annasaid, "the Nazis were light-years ahead of other nationsin certain
technologies. That was why there was such fervent

scientific piracy after thewar. But let me backtrack. During the early part of the century, two theoretical
systemswere in competition: the theory of reativity and quantum theory. And while they didn't
necessarily contradict each other, even Eingtein, the father of relativity, spoke of the two theories as
incompetible. The theories split the scientific community into two camps. And we know very well on
which side most of the Western world concentrated.”

"Eingan'srdativity."

Annanodded. "Which led to splitting the atom, bombs, and nuclear energy. The entire world became the
Manhattan Project. All based on Einstein's work. The Nazis went adifferent route, but with no less
fervor. They had their own equivalent of the Manhattan Project, but one based on the other theoretical
camp. Quantum theory."

"Why go that route?" Lisa asked.

"For asmplereason.” Annaturned to her. "Because Einseinwasa Jew."

"What?"

"Remember the context of thetime. Einstein was aJew. Inthe Nazis eyes, that assgned lesser vaueto
his discoveries. Instead, the Nazis took to heart the physical discoveries of pure German scientists,
congdering their works more vaid and important. The Nazis based their Manhattan Project on the work
of scientistslike Werner Heisenberg and Erwin Schrodinger, and most importantly Max Planck, the
father of quantum theory. All had solid roots in the Fatherland. So the Nazis proceeded on a course of
practica applications based on quantum mechanics, work that even today is considered groundbreaking.
The Nazi scientists believed a power source could be tapped based on experiments with quantum
modes. Something that is only being redlized today. M odern science callsthis power zero point energy.”
"Zero point?' Lisaglanced to Painter.

He nodded, well familiar with the scientific concept. "When something is chilled to absolute zero—amost
three hundred degrees below zero Centigrade—all atomic motion stops. A complete standstill. The zero
point of nature. Y et even then, energy persists. A background radiation that shouldn't be there. The
energy's presence could not be adequately explained by traditiond theories.”

"But quantum theory does" Annasaid firmly. "It allows for movement even when matter isfrozento an
absolute standdtill ™

"How isthat possible?' Lisaasked.

" At absolute zero, particles might not move up, down, right, or left, but according to quantum mechanics,



they could flash into and out of existence, producing energy. What is called zero point energy.”

"Into and out of existence?" Lisaseemed little convinced.

Painter took the reins. "Quantum physics gets a bit weird. But while the concept seems crazy, the energy
isrea. Recorded in labs. Around the world, scientists are seeking ways to tap into this energy at the core
of dl existence. It offersasource of infinite, limitless power."

Annanodded. "And the Nazis were experimenting with this energy with al the fervor of your Manhattan
Project.”

Lisaseyesgrew wide. "An unlimited source of power. If they had discovered it, it would have changed
the course of thewar.”

Annalifted one hand, correcting her. "Who isto say they didn't discover it? It isdocumented that in the
last months of the war, the Nazis had achieved remarkable breakthroughs. Projects with the name
Feuerball and Kugelblitz. Details of which can be found among the unclassified records of the British
T-Force. But the discoveries cametoo late. Facilities were bombed, scientistskilled, research stolen.
Whatever was | eft disappeared into the deep black projects of various nations.”

"But not the Bell," Painter said, drawing the discussion back to itsoriginal point. His nauseawould not let
the conversation stray too far afield.

"Not the Bell," Annaagreed. "My grandfather managed to escape with the heart of the Chronos Project,
born of research into zero point energy. The project was given anew name by my grandfather. Schwarze
Sonne’

"Black Sun," Painter trandated.

"Sehr gut.”

"But what about this Bell?' Painter said. "Whet did it do?"

"It was what made you sick," Annasaid. "Damaged you at the quantum level, where no pill or remedy
can reach.”

Painter amogt tripped a step. He needed amoment to digest the information. Damaged at the quantum
level. What did that mean?

The last stairs appeared ahead, blocked by a cordon of crossed wood beams, guarded by another pair
of men with rifles. Though stunned, Painter noted the scorched rock aong the roof of the last turn of the
soird.

Beyond opened a cavernous vault. Painter could not see far into it, but he could still fed the heat. Every
surface was blackened. A row of humped shapes lay under tarps. Dead bodies.

Here was the blast zone from the explosions they had heard earlier.

Out of the ruin, afigure appeared, blackened with ash, but his features were sill recognizable. It was
Gunther, the massive guardsman who had burned down the monastery. It seemed those here had reaped
what they had sown.

Frefor fire.

Gunther crossed to the cordon. Annaand Klausjoined him. With Klaus and Gunther side by side,
Painter recognized asimilarity between the two giants—not physica features, but in some hardness and
foreignness that was hard to pin down.

Gunther nodded to Klaus.

The other barely noted his presence.

Annabowed her head with Gunther, speaking rapidly in German. All Painter could make out wasasngle
word. It was the same in German and English.

Sabotage.

So dl was not right in the Granite Castle. Wasthere atraitor here? If so, who? And what wastheir
purpose? Were they friend or another foe?

Gunther's eyesfedl upon Painter. Hislips moved, but Painter could not discern what he said. Anna shook
her head, disagreeing. Gunther's eyes narrowed, but he nodded.

Painter knew he should berelieved.

With afina pinched stare, Gunther turned and strode back into the blackened ruins.

Annareturned. "Thisiswhat | wanted to show you.” She waved an arm at the destruction.



"TheBdl," Panter said.

"It was destroyed. An act of sabotage.”

Lisagtared at theruin. "And it was this Bell that made Painter sick.”

"And held the only chancefor acure.”

Painter studied the devastation.

"Do you have aduplicate Bell?' Lisaasked. "Or can you fabricate another?"

Annadowly shook her head. "One of the key components can't be duplicated.

Xerum 525. Even after Sixty years, we've not been able to reformulateit.”

"So no Bdll, no cure,” Painter said.

"But there might be achance...if we help each other." Annaheld out her hand. "If we cooperate...| give
you my word."

Painter reached woodenly over and grasped her hand. Still, he hesitated. He sensed aleve of subterfuge
here. Something Anna had left unspoken. All her talk...al the explanations. They were dl meant to
misdirect. Why were they even offering him thisdeal ?

Then it dawned on him.

Heknew.

"Theaccident...," he said.

Hefdt Anndsfingerstwitchinhis,

"It wasn't an accident, wasit?' He remembered the word he had overheard.

"It was sabotage, t00."

Annanodded. "At firgt, we thought it was an accident. Weve had occasional problemswith surges.
Triggering spikesin the Bell's output. Nothing mgjor. Venting the energiestriggered afew illnesses
locally. The occasiond death."”

Painter had to restrain himsalf from shaking hishead. Nothing major, Annahad said. Theillnessesand
deaths were mgjor enough to warrant Ang Gelu sending out an internationd call for help, drawing Painter
here.

Annacontinued, "But afew nights back, someone jinked with the settings during aroutine test of the Bell.
Exponentidly increasing the output.”

"And zapping the monastery and thevillage.”

"That'sright."

Painter tightened his grip on Annas hand. It looked like she wanted to pull away. He wasn't about to let
her. Shewas still hedging from full disclosure. But Painter knew the truth as surely as the headache that
pressed now. It explained the offer of cooperation.

"But it wasn't just the monks and the village that were affected,” Painter said. "Everyone here was, too.
You'real sick likeme. Not the rapid neurologica degeneration seen at the monastery, but the dower
bodily deterioration I'm experiencing.”

Annas eyes narrowed, studying him, weighing how much to tell—then she finaly nodded. "We were
partially shielded here, somewhat protected. We vented the worst of the Bell's radiation upward and
Painter remembered the ghost lights seen dancing in the mountaintops. To spare themselves, the Germans
had blasted the immediate areawith radiation, including the neighboring monastery. But the scientists here
had failed to escape totally unscathed.

Annamet hisgaze, unflinching, ungpologetic. "We're now al under the same degth sentence.”

Painter considered his options. He had none. Though neither side trusted the other, they were dl in the
same boat, so they might aswell get closer. Gripping her hand, he shook it, sedling the pact.

Sigmaand the Nazis together.

SECOND
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Khamis Taylor stood in front of the head warden's desk. Stiff-backed, he waited while Warden Gerald
Kdlogg finished reading his preiminary report on the past day's tragedy.

The only sound was the cresk of an overhead fan, dowly churning.

Khamis wore aborrowed set of clothes, the pantstoo long, the shirt too tight. But they were dry. After
spending al day and night in the tepid water hole, shoulder degp in the muddy pan, arms aching while he
held therifle at the ready, he gppreciated the warm clothes and solid footing.

He aso gppreciated the daylight. Through the back office window, dawn painted the sky a dusty rose.
The world reappeared out of the shadows.

He had survived. Hewasdive.

But he had yet to fully accept that.

In hisskull, the calls of the ukufa till echoed.

Closer a hand, the head warden, Gerald Kellogg, rubbed absently at his bushy auburn mustache as he
continued to read. The morning sunlight gleamed off hisbald pate, giving it an aily pink sheen. Hefindly
looked up, staring over apair of half-moon reading glasses perched on hisnose.

"And isthisthe report you intend for meto file, Mr. Taylor?' Warden Kelogg ran afinger dong oneline
on theydlow paper. "' An unknown apex predator.’ Isthat al you can say about what killed and dragged
off Dr. Farfidd?'

"Sir, | didn't get aclear look at the animdl. It was something large and white-furred. As| reported.”

"A lioness perhaps" Kdlogg sad.

"No, gr...itwasnolion."

"How can you be sure? Didn't you just say you didn't seeit?"

"Yes, gr..what | meant, Sr...wasthat what | saw did not match any known predators of the lowveld.”
"Then what wasit?'

Khamis remained silent. He knew better than to mention the ukufa. In the brightness of an ordinary day,
whispers of monsterswould only provoke derision. The superdtitious tribesman.

"'So some creature attacked and dragged off Dr. Fairfield, something you never saw clearly enough to
identify..."

Khamis nodded dowly.

"...yet fill you ran and hid in the water hole?' Gerald Kellogg crumpled up the report. "How do you think
that reflects on our service here? One of our own wardens allows a sixty-year-old woman to bekilled
while heran and hid. Tucked tail without even knowing what was out there."

"Sir. That'snot afar—"

"Fair?' Thewarden's voice boomed, loud enough to be heard in the outer room, where the entire staff
had been called in due to the emergency. "How fair isit that | haveto contact Dr. Fairfidd's next of kin
and tell them their mother or grandmother was attacked and eaten while one of my wardens— one of my
armed wardens—ran and hid?"

"Therewas nothing | could do."

"Except save your own...skin.”

Khamis heard the ungpoken word purposefully left out.

Saveyour biack skin.

Gerald Kedlogg had not been thrilled to hire Khamis. The warden's family had tiesto the old Afrikaner
government, and he had risen through the ranks because of his connections and ties. He still belonged to
the Oldavi country club, exclusvely white, where even after thefal of apartheld much economic power
was till brokered. Though new laws had been passed, barriers broken

in government, unions formed, businesswas still busnessin South Africa. The De Beerses till owned
their diamond mines. The Waalenbergs sill owned most everything se.

Change would be dow.

Khamig's position was asmall step, one he meant to keep open for the next generation. So he kept his
voice cam. "I'm sure once investigators canvass the site, they'll support my course of action.”

"Will they, now, Mr. Taylor?| sent adozen men out there, an hour after the search-and-rescue
helicopter found you after midnight wallowing in the muddy weter. They reported in fifteen minutes ago.



They found the rhino carcass, dmost stripped by jackas and hyenas. No sign of the calf that you
reported. And more importantly, no sgn of Dr. Fairfield.”

Khamis shook his head, searching for away past these accusations. He flashed back to hislong vigil in
the water hole. The day seemed never ending, but the night had been worse. With the loss of the sun,
Khamis had waited to be attacked. Instead, he had heard the yip-yip-yip of hyenas and the bark of
jackas descend into the valley, accompanied by the furious growls and cries

of scuffling scavengers.

The presence of the scavengers had made Khamis amost believe it was safe to attempt arun for the
Jeep. If the usua jackas and hyenas had returned, then perhaps the ukufa had | ft.

Stll, he hadn't moved.

Fresh in hismind had been the ambush that had waylaid Dr. Fairfield.

"Surely there were other tracks," he said.

"Therewere."

Khamis brightened. If he had proof...

"They werelion tracks,” Warden Kellogg said. "Two adult femdes. Just like | said earlier.”

"Lions?'

"Yes. | believe we have afew pictures of these strange creatures around here somewhere. Maybe you'd
better study them so you can identify them in the future. What with dl the freetime you'll have.

"G

"Y ou're suspended, Mr. Taylor."

Khamis could not keep the shock from hisface. He knew if it had been any other warden...any other
white warden...that there would be more [eniency, more trust. But not when he was wearing a
tribesman's skin. He knew better than to argue. 1t would only make matters worse.

"Without pay, Mr. Taylor. Until afull inquiry iscompleted.”

A full inquiry. Khamis knew how that would end.

"And I've been told by thelocal constabulary to inform you that you are not to leave the immediate area.
Thereisaso the maiter of crimina negligenceto rule out.”

Khamis closed hiseyes.

Despite the rising sun, the nightmare refused to end.

Ten minuteslater, Gerdd Kelogg till sat at his desk, his office now empty. He ran aswesting pam over
the top of his head, like shining an apple. The sour et to hislipsrefused to relax. The night had been
interminable, so many firesto put out. And there were still athousand details to attend to: dedling with the
media, attending to the biologigt'sfamily, including Dr. Fairfield's partner.

Kdlogg shook his head at thislast problem. Dr. Paula Kane would prove the biggest thorn in the coming
day. He knew the term "partnership” between the two older women went beyond research. It was Dr.
Paula Kane who had pressed for the search-and-rescue helicopter last night after Dr. Fairfield hadn't
returned home from the day trip into the bush.

Woken in the middle of the night, Gerald had urged caution. It was not uncommon for reseerchersto
bivouac overnight. What got him out of bed was

when he learned where Dr. Fairfield had been headed with one of hiswardens. To the park's
northwestern border. Not far from the Waaenbergs private estate and preserve.

A search near there required hisimmediate supervision.

It had been a hectic night, necessitating fast footwork and coordination, but everything was amost over,
the genie returned to its proverbia bottle.

Except for onelast item to attend to.

There was no reason to put it off any longer.

He picked up the phone and diaed the private number. He waited for the line to pick up, tapping a pen
on a notepad.

"Report,” came aterse response as the connection was made.

"l judt finished my interview with him."

"And?



"He saw nothing...nothing clearly.”

"What does that mean?'

"Clamsto have caught glimpses. Nothing he could identify."

A long gretch of silence followed.

Gerdd grew nervous. "Hisreport will be edited. Lions. That will be the conclusion. Well shoot afew for
good measure and end the matter in another day or so. The man, meanwhile, has been suspended.”
"Very good. Y ou know what you must do."

Kelogg argued against it. "He's been suspended. He won't dare rock the boat. I've scared him good. |
don't think—"

"Exactly. Don't think. Y ou have your orders. Makeit look like an accident.”

Thelinedlicked off.

Kellogg settled the phone receiver inits cradle. The room stifled despite the chug of the air-conditioning
and the dowly turning fan. Nothing could truly withstand the blistering savanna hest asthe day warmed
up.

But it wasn't the temperature that rolled abead of sweat down hisforehead.

Y ou have your orders.

And he knew well enough not to disobey.

He glanced down to the notepad on his desk. He had absently doodled as he spoke on the phone, a
reflection of how uneasy the man on the other end of the line made him fedl.

Q

Gerad hurriedly scribbled over it, tore the sheet off, and ripped the page into tiny strips. No evidence,
Ever. That wastherule. And he had his orders.

Makeit look like an accident.

4:50am.

37,000 FEET ABOVE GERMANY

"WEell belanding in another hour,” Monk said. "Maybe you should try taking

another nap.”

Gray sretched. Thelow hum of the Chalenger 600 jet had [ulled him, but his mind till ticked through the
past day's events, trying to piece the puzzle together. He had the Darwin Bible open in front of him.
"How's Fiona?' he asked.

Monk nodded back to the sofa near the rear of the plane. Fiona was sprawled out under a blanket.
"Crashed findly. Knocked her down with some pain meds. Kid doesn't shut up.”

She had been talking nonstop since the pair arrived at the Copenhagen airport. Gray had derted Monk
by telephone, and he had arranged a private car to whisk them safely to thewaiting jet, dready refueling.
Logan smoothed out dl diplomatic and visaissues.

Stll, Gray had not breathed easily until the Challenger was whedls up and into the air.

"Her bullet wound?'

Monk shrugged and collapsed into aneighboring chair. " Scratch redly. Okay, aredly deep nasty
scratch. Will hurt like hell the next few days. But some antiseptic, liquid skin sedant, and a bandage
wrap, and shell beright asrain in acouple more days. Ready to rip more people off."

Monk patted hisjacket, making sure hiswallet was till there.

"Sheonly stoleit asaway to say hdllo,” Gray said. He hid atired smile. Grette Neal had explained the
sameto him yesterday. God, was it only yesterday?

While Monk had ministered to Fiona, Gray had reported to Logan. The temporary director was not
happy to hear about his escapades following the auction...an auction Gray had been forbidden to attend.



Stll, the damage was done. Luckily he ill had the flash drive containing al the participants pictures,
including theice-blond pair. He had forwarded it dl to Logan, dong with faxed copies of some of the
pages from the Bible and his notes. He had even sent his drawing of the cloverleaf tattoo he had spotted
on the night's assailants. Some unknown blond n squad.

Logan and Kat would work at their end to ascertain who was behind al this.

Logan had aready made inquiries with the Copenhagen authorities. They reported no deaths at the park.
It seemed the body of the assassin they had clothedined had disappeared. So the aftermath of their flight
from Tivoli Gardens proved no worse than bruises and scrapes among the jostled visitors. No serious
injuries...except to a parade float.

He watched Monk check the pocket of his jeans.

"Ring dill there?' Gray asked, needling hisfriend.

"She didn't haveto stedl that, too."

Gray had to give Fiona credit. Fast fingers.

"So you going to tell me about that ring box?" Gray asked, closing the Darwin Bible,

"| wanted to surpriseyou withit..."

"Monk, I didn't know you cared that much."

"Oh, shut up. I meant | wanted to tell you about it in my own time, not...not because Ms. Copperfield
over therepulled it out of ahat."

Gray leaned back, facing Monk, arms crossed. " So you're going to pop the question. | don't
know...Mrs. Kat Kokkalis. Shelll never go for it."

"l didn't think so either. | bought the damn thing two months ago. Haven't found the moment to ask her."
"Morelike, you hadn't found the courage.”

"Wel, maybethat, too."

Gray reached over and patted Monk on the knee. " She loves you, Monk. Quit worrying."

Monk grinned like a schoolboy at him. Not agood look for him. Still, Gray recognized the depth of
fedingin hiseyes. Along with ashimmer of genuine fear. Monk rubbed a the joint where his prosthetic
hand met the stump of hiswrist. Despite his bravado, the man had been shaken by last year's mutilation.
Kat's atention had gone along way toward hegling him, more

than any of the doctors. Still, adeep vein of insecurity remained.

Monk opened the small black velvet box and stared at the three-carat engagement ring. "Maybe | should
have gotten a bigger diamond...especidly now."

"What do you mean?"

Monk glanced over a him. The new expression shone from hisface...atrembling hope was the best way
to describeit. "Kat's pregnant.”

Gray sat up, surprised. "What? How?"

"I think you know how" Monk said.

"Chrigt...congratulations," he blurted out, till recovering. The last came out somewhat asaquestion. "'l
mesan...you are kegping the baby."

Monk raised one eyebrow.

"Of course," Gray said, shaking his head at his stupidity.

"Itsdill early,” Monk said. "Kat doesn't want anyone to know...she said it was okay to tell you.”

Gray nodded, taking time to assimilate the news. He tried to picture Monk as afather and was surprised
how easy that wasto imagine.

"My God, that'sjust grest."

Monk snapped the ring box closed. " So what about you?"

Gray frowned. "What about me?’

"Y ou and Rachel. What did she say when you called her about your escapadesin Tivoli Gardens?'
Gray's brow crinkled.

Monk's eyeswidened. "Gray..."

"What?"

"Youdidnt cdl her, did you?'



"l didn't think—"

"She'swith the carabinieri. So you know she heard about any possible terrorist attack in Copenhagen.
Especidly some nut job yelling 'Bomb!" in acrowded park and joyriding in a parade float. She hasto
know you wereinvolved.”

Monk was right. He should have cdled her right away.

"Grayson Pierce, what am | going to do with you?' Monk shook his head sadly. "When are you going to
cut thet girl free?"

"Wheat are you talking about?'

"C'mon. I'm happy you and Rachd have hit it off, but wheré€sit redly going?'

Gray bristled. "Not that it'sany of your business, but that's what we were planning on discussing here,
beforedl hell brokeloose.”

"Lucky bresk for you."

"Y ou know, just because you have atwo-month-old engagement ring in your pocket does not make you
areaionship expert.”

Monk held up both palms. "All right...backing off...| wasjust saying..."

Gray was not |etting him off the hook that easily. "What?"

"Y ou don't redly want areationship.”

He blinked at the frontd assault. "What are you talking about? Rache and | have been bending over
backward to make thiswork. | love Rachd. Y ou know that."

"I know you do. | never said otherwise. Y ou just don't want ared relationship with her." Monk ticked
off threeitemson hisfingers. "That meanswife, amortgage, and kids."

Gray just shook his head.

"All you're doing with Rachel isenjoying aprolonged first date."

Gray sought some retort, but Monk was hitting too close to home. He remembered how it took
overcoming a certain awkwardness each time he and Rachel met, abuffer that had to be crossed before
adeeper intimacy could be reestablished. Like afirst date.

"How long have | known you?' Monk asked.

Gray waved the question away.

"And during that time how many serious girlfriends have you had?' Monk formed hisfigt into abig zero.
"And look who you pick for your first serious reationship.”

"Rachd'swonderful "

"Sheis And I think it's greet that you're finally opening up more. But man, talk about setting up
impossible barriers.”

"What barriers?’

"How about the goddamn Atlantic for one. Standing between you and afull reationship.” Monk waggled
threefingersat him.

Wife, mortgage, kids.

"You'renot ready,” Monk said. "I mean, | mention Kat's pregnant and you shoul d've seen your face.
Scared the crap out of you. And it'smy kid."

Gray's heart best heavily in histhroat. He found himself bresthing harder. Punched in the gut.

Monk sighed. "Y ou have issues, my man. Maybe something you need to work through with your pops. |
don't know."

Gray was saved from responding by achime over the jet'sintercom.

The pilot reported, "Were approximately thirty minutes out. WEeIl be beginning our descent
soon.”

Gray glanced out the window. The sun rose to the east.

"Maybe'll try to catch alittle downtime,” Gray muttered to the window. "Until weland.”

"Sounds good.”

Gray turned to Monk. He opened his mouth to respond in some way to Monk's words, but he resorted
to thetruth instead. "I do love Rachdl.”

Monk reclined his seet and rolled over to hissdewith agrunt. "I know. That's what makesit so hard.”



7:05am.

HLUHLUWE-UMFOLOZI PRESERVE

Khamis Taylor sipped theteain the smal parlor. Though it was steeped well and sweetened with honey,
he tasted none of it.

"And there's no chance Marcia could be alive?' PaulaKane asked.

Khamis shook hishead. He did not shrink from the redlity. That was not why he had come here after
his dressng-down by the head warden. He had

wanted to retreat to his one-bedroom home at the edge of the preserve, where arow of squat houses
were leased to the wardens on duty. Khamis wondered how long he would be able to remain at the
houseif his sugpengon turnedinto afull dismissal.

Still, he had not returned directly home. Instead he had driven halfway acrossthe park to another
settlement of transient housing, asmall enclave where park researchersresided for aslong astheir grant
money lasted.

Khamis had been to this particular whitewashed two-story Colonid home many times, with its giant
shady acaciatrees, tiny garden, and smdl courtyard where a smattering of chickens roamed. The two
residents here never seemed to run out of grants. In fact, the last time Khamis had been here wasto
celebrate the women's tenth anniversary here at the park. Among the scientific community, they had
become as much of afixture at Hluhluwe-Umfolozi asthe big five trophy animas.

But now they were one.

Dr. PaulaKane sat on atiny divan acrossthe low table from Khamis. Tearsfilled her eyes, but her
cheeksremained dry.

"It'sdl right,” she said. Her eyes wandered to awall of photos, apanoramaof ahappy life. He knew the
pair had been together since graduate school a Oxford so many years ago. "I hadn't held out much
hope.”

She was asmal woman, dight of figure, with sat-and-pepper dark hair, cut square to her shoulder.
Though he knew she was somewherein her latefifties, she gppeared a decade younger. She had dways
retained a certain hard beauty, exuding a confidence that surpassed any camouflaging makeup. But this
morning, she appeared faded, aghost of herself, something vital gone. It looked like shed dept in her
khaki pants and |oose white blouse.

Khamis had no words to ease the pain etched in every line of her body, only his sympathy. "I'm sorry."
Paulas eyesreturned to him. "I know you did everything you could. I've heard the rumblings out there. A
white woman dies, but ablack man lives. It will not sit well with certain types out here.”

Khamis knew she was referring to the head warden. Paulaand Marcia had butted heads with the man
many times. She knew the warden'sties and memberships aswell as any other. While gpartheid might
have been crushed

in the cities and townships, out in the bush, the myth of the Great White Hunter till reigned supreme.
"Her desth was not your fault,” Paulasaid, reading something in hisface.

Heturned away. He appreciated her understanding, but at the same time, the warden's accusations had
stoked his own guilt. Rationdly, he knew he had done dl he could to protect Dr. Fairfield. But he had
come out of the bush. She had not. Those were the facts.

Khamis stood. He didn't want to intrude any longer. He had come to pay hisrespectsand to tell Dr.
Kanein person what had transpired. He had done that.

"l should begoing,” he said.

Paula stood and accompanied him to the screen door. She stopped him with atouch before he | eft.
"What do you think it was?' she asked.

Heturned to her.

"What killed her?' Paula asked.

Khamis stared out at the morning sunlight, too bright to speak of monsters. He had a so been forbidden
to discussit. Hisjob wason theline.

He glanced down to Paula and told her the truth.

"Itwasnolion."



"Then what—?"'

"I'm going to find out."

He pushed through the screen door and climbed down the steps. His small rusted pickup sat baking in
the sun. He crossed to it, climbed into its stifling interior, and headed back home.

For the hundredth time that morning, the prior day'sterror unfolded. He barely heard the rumble of his
engine over the echo of the ukufas hunting screams. Not alion. Hewould never believe that.

He reached the line of dtilted houses, makeshift and without air-conditioning. The homes comprised staff
housing here at the park. He braked with acloud of red dust beside hisfront yard gate.

Exhausted, he would rest for afew hours.

Then he would seek the truth.

He dready knew where he wanted to begin hisinvestigation.

But that would have to wait.

As he approached hisfront yard fence, Khamis noted that the gate hung gar. He dways made sure he
latched it before leaving for the day. Then again, when the disappearances had been reported last night,
someone might have come hereto check if he was a home.

Still, the edge to Khamisi's senses had never dulled...not since the moment he heard that first cry inthe
jungle. In fact, he doubted his senseswould ever relax.

He dipped through the gate. He noted his front door seemed secure. He spotted mail sprouting from his
mailbox, untouched. He mounted the steps, one at atime.

He climbed, wishing he had at least a Sdearm.

Floorboards creaked. The sound had come not from under his own feet—Dbut from inside his house.

All of Khamig's senses urged himto run.

Not again. Not thistime.

He reached the porch, stood to the side, and tested the door latch.

Unlocked.

He unhitched the latch and pushed the door open. Near the back of the house, another floorboard
rubbed.

"Who'sthere?' he called out.

852am. HIMALAYAS

"Come e this™

Painter startled awake, instantly aert. A dagger of a headache stabbed between his eyes. He rolled off
the bed, fully clothed. He had not redlized he had fallen asleep. He and Lisa had returned to their room a
couple of hours ago, under guard. Anna had needed to attend to matters and arrange for someitems
Painter had requested.

"How long have | been out?" he asked, the headache dowly fading.

"Sorry. | didn't know you were adeep.” Lisa sat cross-legged by the table before the fireplace. She had
sheets of paper scattered on the top. " Couldn't have been more than fifteen...twenty minutes. | wanted
you to seethis.”

Painter stood. The room bobbled for a breath, then settled back into place. Not good. He crossed over
to Lisaand sank beside her.

He noted her camera resting on some of the papers. Lisahad requested the

Nikon be returned asthefirst act of cooperation from their captors.

She did a sheet of paper over to him. "Look."

Lisahad drawn aline of symbols across the paper. Painter recognized them asthe runesthat Lama
Khemsar had scrawled on hiswall. She must have copied it from the digita photo. Painter saw that each
symbol had a corresponding letter under it.

ACHK'ftp?1 ; DN N i

"It was asmple replacement code. Each rune representing aletter of the aphabet. Took sometria and
aror.”

"Schwarze Sonne,"he read doud.

"Black Sun. The name of the project here.”



"So LamaKhemsar knew about dl this." Painter shook hishead. "The old Buddhigt did haveties here.”
"And plainly it traumatized him." Lisatook the paper from him. "The madness must have awakened old
wounds. Brought them back to life.”

"Or maybe the lamawas cooperating al aong, maintaining the monastery as some guard post of the
cadtle here"

"If s0, look what that cooperation gained him,” Lisasaid pointedly. "Isthat an example of thereward
well get for our cooperation?!

"We have no choice. It'sthe only way to tay dive. To stay necessary.”

"And after that? When were no longer necessary?!

Painter offered no delusions. "They'll kill us. Our cooperation isonly buying us sometime.”

Painter noted she didn't flinch from the truth but seemed to take strength from it. A resolve stiffened her
shoulders.

"So what do we do first?' she asked.

"Acknowledgethefirgt stepin any conflict.”

"Andthet is?'

"Know thy enemy.”

"l think | know too much about Annaand her crew asitis.”

"No. | meant discovering who was behind the bombing here. The saboteur...and whoever employed him.
Something larger isgoing on here. Thosefirst few acts of sabotage—messing with the safety controls of
the Bell, the first ilInesses—they were meant to draw us. Raise some smoke. Lure us here with the
rumors of strangeillnesses.”

"But why would they do that?'

"To make sure Annas group was discovered and shut down. Don't you find it strange that the Bell, the
heart of the technology, was only destroyed after we arrived here? What might that suggest?'

"While they wanted Annas project shut down, they aso didn't want the heart of the technology faling
into anyone esgshands."

Painter nodded. "And maybe something even more dire. All thismight be misdirection. A bit of deight of
hand. Look over here, whilethered trick is pulled off out of sight. But who isthe mysterious magicianin
thewings? What is his purpose, hisintent? That's what we must find out.”

"And the e ectronic equipment you requisitioned from Anna?'

"Perhaps away to hep us sniff out the mole here. If we can trap this saboteur, we might have some of
our answers, find out whoisredly pulling al the strings out here.”

A knock on the door startled them both.

Painter stood up as the bar was removed and the door swung open.

Annasdtrode in with Gunther at her sde. The guard had cleaned up since the last time Painter had seen
him. It was asign of the man's menace that no other guards followed them insde. He did not even have a
gun.

"| thought you might liketo join usfor breskfast,” Annasaid. "By the time were finished, the equipment
you requested should be here."

"All of it? How? From where?'

"Kathmandu. We have asheltered helipad on the other side of the mountain.”

"Redly? And you've never been discovered?”

Annashrugged. "It'ssmply amatter of folding our flightsin with the dozens of daily sightseeing toursand
mountai neering teams. The pilot should be back within the hour.”

Painter nodded. He planned on putting that hour to the best of uses.

Gathering Intdl.

Every problem had its solution. At least he hoped so.

They set out from their room. The halways beyond were unusualy crowded. Word had spread.
Everyone seemed busy or angry or casting hard glances a them...asif Painter and Lisawere somehow to
blame for the sabotage here. But no one approached too closaly. Gunther's heavy tread cleared a path.
Their captor had become their protector.



They findly reached Anna's sudy.

A long table had been set up before the fire, hegping platters upon it. Sausages, dark breads, steaming
stews, porridges, aged cheeses, an assortment of blackberries, plums, and melons.

"Isthere an army coming to join us?" Painter asked.

"Congtant fud ismost important in cold climates, both for the home and the heart,” Annasaid, ever the
good German.

They took their seats. Food was passed. Just one big happy family.

"If thereésany hopefor acure,” Lisasaid, "well have to know more about thisBell of yours. Its
higtory...how it works..."

Anna, sullen after the walk, brightened. What researcher didn't enjoy discussing their discoveries?

"It started out as an experiment as an energy generator,” she began. "A new engine. The Bell got itsname
from its bell-shaped outer containment jar, a ceramic vessd the size of ahundred-galon drum, lined by
lead. Inside were two metd cylinders, oneinsde the other, that would be spun in opposite directions.”
Anna pantomimed with her hands.

"Lubricating it dl and filling the Bell wasamercurylike liquid metd. What was caled Xerum 525."
Painter recalled the name. " That's the substance you said you couldn't duplicate.”

Annanodded. "Wevetried for decades, trying to reverse engineer theliquid

meta. Aspects of its composition defy testing. We know it contains thorium and beryllium peroxides, but
that's about it. All we know for sureisthat Xerum 525 was a by-product of Nazi research into zero point
energy. It was produced at another |ab, one destroyed just after the war."

"And you've not found away to manufacture more?" Painter asked.

Annashook her head.

"But what did the Bdll actualy do?" Lisaasked.

"As| said before, it was purdly an experiment. Most likely another attempt to tap into the infinite power
of zero point. Though once the Nazi researchersturned it on, strange effects were noted. The Bell
emitted apale glow. Electrica equipment in ahuge radius short-circuited. Deaths were reported. During
aseries of follow-up experiments, they refined the device and built shielding. Experiments were done
deep within an abandoned mine. No further deaths occurred, but villagers akilometer away from the
mine reported insomnia, vertigo, and muscle spasms. Something was being radiated by the Bell. Interest
grew.”

"Asapotentid wegpon?' Painter guessed.

"l can't say. Many of the records were destroyed by the head researcher. But we do know the origina
team exposed dl sorts of biologiesto the Bell: ferns, molds, eggs, mest, milk. And an entire spectrum of
animal life. Invertebrates and vertebrates. Cockroaches, snails, chameleons, toads, and of course mice
andrats.”

"And what about the top of the food chain?' Painter asked. "Humans."

Annanodded. "I'm afraid so. Mordlity is often thefirst casudty to progress.”

"So what happened during these experiments?’ Lisaasked. She had lost dl interest in her plate of food.
Not in distaste for the subject matter but wide-eyed interest.

Anna seemed to sense acommonality here and turned her attention to Lisa. "Again the effects were
inexplicable. The chlorophyll in plants disgppeared, turning the plants white. Within hours they would
decomposeinto agreasy dudge. In animals, blood would gel inveins. A crystalline substance would form
within tissues, destiroying cellsfrom theinsde out.”

"Let meguess,” Painter said. "Only the cockroaches were unaffected.”

Lisafrowned at him, then returned to Anna. "Do you have any ideawhat caused those effects?”

"We can only conjecture. Even now. We believe the Bdll, asit spins, creates a strong el ectromagnetic
vortex. The presence of Xerum 525, abyproduct of earlier zero point research, when exposed to this
vortex, generates an aura of strange quantum energies.”

Painter put it together in his head. " So the Xerum 525 isthe fudl source, and the Bdll isthe engine.”
Annanodded.

"Turning the Bell into aMix magter,” anew voice grumbled.



All eyesturned to Gunther. He had amouthful of sausage. It wasthe first time he had shown any interest
in the conversation.

"A crude but accurate description,” Annaconcurred. "Imagine the nature of

zero point asabowl of cake batter. The spinning Bell islike abeater that dipsinto it and sucks quantum
energy outward, into our existence, splattering with al manner of strange subatomic particles. The earliest
experiments were attempts to manipul ate the speed of this mixer and so control the splatter.”
"Tomakelessof amess”

"And aong with it, to lessen the degenerative side effects. And they succeeded. Adverse effects waned,
and something remarkable took their place.”

Painter knew they were coming to the heart of the matter.

Annaleaned forward. "Rather than degeneration of biologic tissues, the Nazi scientists began noting
enhancements. Accelerated growth in molds. Gigantism in ferns. Faster reflexesin mice, and higher
inteligencein rats. The consstency of the results could not be attributed to random mutations alone. And
it appeared that the higher the order of animal, the more benefit was derived from exposure.”

"So human test subjects went next," Painter said.

"Keep ahigtorical perspective, Mr. Crowe. The Nazis were convinced that they would giveriseto the
next superrace. And herewas atool to do it in ageneration. Moraity held no benefit. Therewas alarger
imperative.

"To creste amaster race. To ruletheworld.”

"So the Nazis believed. To that end, they invested much effort in advancing research into the Bell. But
before it could be completed, they ran out of time. Germany fell. The Bell was evacuated so the research
could be continued in secret. It was the last great hope for the Third Reich. A chancefor the Aryan race
to be born anew. To arise and rule the world."

"And Himmler chosethisplace," Painter said. "Deep in the Himalayas. What madness.” He shook his
head.

"Oftentimes, it is madness more than genius that moves the world forward. Who e se but the mad would
reach so far, sretching for the impossible? And in so doing, prove the impossible possible.”

"And sometimesit merdly invents the most efficient means of genocide.”

Annasghed.

Lisabrought the discussion back in line. "What became of the human studies?’ She kept her toneclinical.
Annarecognized amore collegia dining partner. "In adults, the effects were il detrimentd. Especidly at
higher settings. But the research did not stop there. When afetus was exposed in utero, onein six
children born of such exposure showed remarkable improvements. Alterationsin the gene for myodtatin
produced children with more well-developed muscles. Other enhancements arose, too. Keener eyesight,
improved hand-eye coordination, and amazing |Q scores.”

"Superchildren,” Painter said.

"But sadly such children seldom lived past the age of two,"” Annasaid. "Eventudly they would begin to
degenerate, going pale. Crystals formed in tissues. Fingers and toes necrosed and fell away.”
"Interesting,” Lisasaid. "Soundslike the same Sde effects asthefirst series of tests."”

Painter glanced at her. Did she just say interesting? Lisas gaze was fixed on Annawith fascination. How
could sheremain so clinical? Then he noted Lisasleft knee bobbing up and down under the table. He
touched her knee and camed it. She trembled under histouch. Outwardly, her face continued to remain
passive. Painter redlized dl of Lisasinterest wasfeigned. She was bottling up her anger and horror,
alowing him to play good cop, bad cop. Her cooperative atitude alowed him to pepper their
interrogation with afew harder questions, dl the better to gain the answers he needed.

Painter squeezed her knee, acknowledging her effort.

Lisacontinued her act. "Y ou mentioned one out of six babies showed these short-lived improvements.
What about the other five?'

Annanodded. "Stillborn. Fatal mutations. Deeths of the mothers. Mortdity was high.”

"And who were dl these mothers?' Painter asked, voicing the outrage for

both of them. "Not volunteers, I'm assuming.”



"Don' judgetoo harshly, Mr. Crowe. Do you know the level of infant mortality inyour own country?Itis
worse than some third world countries. What benefit do those desths gain?”

Oh, dear God, she can't be serious. It was a ludicrous comparison.

"The Nazis had their imperative,” Annasaid. "They were a least condstent.”

Painter sought some wordsto blast her, but anger trapped histongue.

Lisaspoke up instead. Her hand found his atop her knee and clutched tightly. "1'm assuming that these
scientists sought some waysto further fine-tune the Bell, to eradicate these Sde effects.”

"Of course. But by the end of the war, not much more progress was made. There is only one anecdotal
report of afull success. A supposedly perfect child. Prior to this, al the children born under the Bell bore
dight imperfections. Patches of pigment |ass, organ asymmetry, different colored eyes.” Annaglanced to
Gunther, then back again. "But this child appeared

unblemished. Even crude genetic andysis of the boy's genome tested flawless. But the technique
employed to achieve this result remained unknown. The head researcher performed thislast experiment
in secret. When my grandfather came to evacuate the Bell, the head researcher objected and destroyed
al of hispersond lab notes. The child died shortly theresfter.”

"From Sde effects?’

"No, the head researcher's daughter drowned herself and the baby."

"Why?"

Annashook her head. "My grandfather refused to talk about it. As| said, the story was anecdota .”
"What was this researcher's name?" Painter asked.

"l don't recdll. | canlook it up, if you'd like."

Painter shrugged. If only he had accessto Sigma's computers. He sensed

there was more to her grandfather's sory.

"And after the evacuation?" Lisaasked. "The research continued here?”’

"Y es. Though isolated, we continued to keep afinger on the scientific community &t large. After thewar,
Nazi scientists had spread to the winds, many into deep black projects around the world. Europe. Soviet
Union. South America. The United States. They were our ears and eyes abroad, filtering datato us.
Some il believed in the cause. Others were blackmailed with their pasts.”

"So you kept current.”

A nod. "Over the next two decades, great |eaps were made. Superchildren were born who lived longer.
They were raised like princes here. Given thettitle Ritter des Sonnekonig. Knights of the Sun King. To
note their births from the Black Sun project.”

"How very Wagnerian," Painter scoffed.

"Perhaps. My grandfather liked tradition. But I'll have you know dl

experimental subjects here at Granitschloft were volunteers.”

"But wasthisamord choice? Or wasit because you didn't have any Jews handy in the Himalayas?'
Annafrowned, not even dignifying hisremark with acomment. She continued, "While the progresswas
solid, decrepitude continued to plague the Sonnekonige. The onset of symptoms still generally occurred
at about two years, but the symptoms were milder. What was an acute degeneration became a chronic
one. And with theincreased longevity, anew symptom arose: mentd deterioration. Acute paranoia,
schizophrenia, psychosis™

Lisaspoke up. "Theselast symptoms...they sound like what happened to the monks at the monastery.”
Annanodded. "It'sal amatter of degree and age of exposure. Children exposed in utero to a controlled
leve of the Bell's quantum radiation showed enhancements, followed by alifelong chronic degeneration.
While adults, like Painter and me, exposed to moderate amounts of uncontrolled radiation were struck by
amore acute form of the same degeneration, amorerapid decline. But the monks, exposed to a
high level of the radiation, progressed

immediately into the menta degenerative Sate.”

"And the Sonnekonige?' Painter said.

"Like us, there was no cure for their disease. In fact, while the Bell holds promise of helping us, the
Sonnekonige areimmuneto the Bell. It seemstheir exposure so young makes them resistant to any



further manipulation by the Bell—for better or worse."

"'So when they went mad...?" Painter pictured rampaging supermen throughout the castle.

"Such acondition threstened our security. The human tests were eventudly halted.”

Painter could not hide his surprise. Y ou abandoned the research?"

"Not exactly. Human testing was dready an inefficient means of experimentation. It took too long to
judge results. New mode s were employed. Modified strains of mice, fetal tissue grown in vitro, stem
cdls. With the human genome mapped, DNA testing became afaster method with

which to judge progress. Our pace accelerated. | suspect if we restarted the Sonnekonige project, we'd
see much better resultstoday.”

"So then why haven't you tried again?'

Annashrugged. "Were gtill seeing dementiain our mice. That'sworrisome. But mostly, we've declined
human studies because our interests over the last decade have turned more clinica. We don't see
ourselves as harbingers of anew master race. We are indeed no longer Nazis. We believe our work can
benefit mankind as awhole, once perfected.”

"So why not come out now?" Lisaasked.

"And be bound by the laws of nations and the ignorant? Science is not ademocratic process. Such
arbitrary restraints of morality would only dow our progresstenfold. That is not acceptable.”

Painter forced himsdlf not to snort. It seemed some Nazi philosophies ill flourished here.

"What became of the Sonnekdnige?' Lisa asked.

"Mogt tragic. While many died of degenerative conditions, many more had to be euthanized when their
minds deteriorated. Still, ahandful have survived. Like Klaus, who youve met."

Painter pictured the giant guardsman from earlier. He remembered the man's palsied limb and stricken
face, Sgns of degeneration. Painter's attention drifted over to Gunther. The man met his gaze, face
unreadable. One blue eye, one dead white. Another of the Sonnekonige.

"Gunther wasthelast to be born here”

Annapointed to her shoulder and sgnded to the large man.

Frown lines degpened, but Gunther reached and rolled the loose edge of his deeve to expose his upper
arm. Herevealed a black tattoo.

Y

"The symbol of the Sonnekonige’ Annasaid. "A mark of pride, duty, and accomplishment.”

Gunther pulled down hisdeeve, hiding it avay.

Painter flashed back to the ded ride last night, to the snide comment directed at Gunther by one of the
guards. What was the word again? Leprakonige. Leper King. Plainly there remained little respect for the
former Knights of the Sun King. Gunther wasthe last of hiskind, dowly degenerating into oblivion. Who
would mourn him?

Annas eyes lingered on Gunther before focusing back on them.

Maybe there would be one mourner.

Lisaspoke up. She dtill held Painter's hand. "One thing you've yet to make clear. The Bell. How isit
bringing about these changes? Y ou said they were too consistent to be mutations generated by random
chance."

Annanodded. "Indeed. Our research has not been limited to the effects of the Bell. Much of our studies
have focused on howit works."

"Have you made much progress?’ Painter asked.

"Of course. In fact, we are certain we understand the basic tenets of its functioning.”

Painter blinked hissurprise. "Redly?"

Annas brow crinkled. "I thought it was obvious." She glanced between Painter and Lisa "The Bell
controlsevolution.”

7:35am.

HLUHLUWE-UMFOLOZI PRESERVE

"Who'sthere?' Khamis repeated, standing at the threshold to his house. Someone lurked inside, back in
the rear bedroom.



Or maybeit was someanimal.

Monkeys were dways bregking into homes, sometimeslarger animasdid.

Still, herefused to enter. He strained to see, but dl the curtains had been drawn. After theride herein the
blinding sun, the gloom of hishomewas asdark asany jungle.

Standing on the porch, Khamis reached through the door for the light switch. Hisfingersfumbled. He
found and flicked the switch. A singlelamp ignited, illuminating the sparsdly furnished front room and a
gdley kitchen. But the light did nothing to show who or what waited in the back bedroom.

He heard a scuffle of something back there.

"Who—?'

A sharp gting to the Side of his neck cut off hiswords. Startled, hefdll

forward into the room. His hand dapped &t the bite. Hisfingers found something festhered imbedded
there.

He pulled it out and stared &t it, uncomprehending for a bregth.

A dart.

He used the sameto tranquilize large animals.

But this one was different.

It fdl from hisfingers

The moment of incomprehenson wasal it took for the toxin to reach his brain. The world tipped on its
sde. Khamis fought for baance—and failed.

The plank floor rushed toward hisface.

He managed to catch himsdlf dightly, but till he struck hard, cracking his head. Pinpoints of light
shattered out into a closing darkness. His head lolled. From hisangle, he spotted asiretch of rope on
the planks. Hefocused

harder. Not rope.

Snake. Tenfeet long.

Herecognized it on Sght.

Black mamba.

It was dead, cut in haf. A machete lay nearby. His machete.

Coldness numbed hislimbs asthe hard truth struck him.

The poisoned dart.

It hadn't been like those he employed in the fidld. This dart had two needles. Like fangs.

His eyes glazed upon the dead snake.

Staged.

Death by snakebite.

From the back bedroom, floorboards creaked. He had just enough strength left to turn his head. A dark
figure stood in the doorway now, illuminated by the lamplight, studying him, expressionless.

No.

It made no sense.

Why?

He would have no answer.

Darkness folded over him, taking him away.

8 MIXED BLOOD

6:54 am.

PADERBORN, GERMANY

"You're staying here," Gray said. He stood in the center of the Challenger's main cabin, fistis on hiships,
not budging.

"Bollocks," Fionaretorted. A step away, she made her stand.

To the side, Monk leaned against the open jet doorway, arms crossed, much too amused.

"| till haven't told you the address," Fiona argued. ™Y ou can spend the next month searching door to
door throughout the city, or | can go with you and take you to the place. Y our choice, mate.”
Gray'sface heated. Why hadn't he teased the address from the girl when she was still wesk and



vulnerable? He shook his head. Wesk and vulnerable never described Fiona

"Sowhat'sit going to be?'

"Lookslike we have atagadong,” Monk said.

Gray refused to relent. Maybe if he scared her, reminded her of her close cal in Tivoli Gardens. "What
about your gunshot wound?"

Fonas noseflared. "What about it? Good as new. That liquid bandage. Patched meright up.”
"She can even swim with it," Monk said. "Waterproof."

Gray glared at his partner. "That's not the point.”

"Then what isthe point?' Fiona pressed.

Gray focused back at her. He didn't want to be responsible for the girl any longer. And he certainly didn't
have timeto be babysitting her.

"He'safraid you'll get hurt again,” Monk said with ashrug.

Gray sghed. "Fiona, just tell usthe address.”

"Oncewereinthecar,” shesad. "Then I'll tdl you. I'm not staying cooped up in here.”

"Day'swadting,” Monk said. "And it looks like we might get wet."

The sky was blue and morning bright, but dark clouds stacked to the north. A sormwasralling in.
"Fine." Gray waved his partner out the door. He could at |east keep an eye on Fiona.

Thetrio climbed down the jet steps. They had dready cleared customs, and arented BMW waited for
them. Monk carried ablack backpack over one shoulder, Gray a matching one. He glanced over to
Fiona. She had one, too. Where—?

"Therewas an extraone,” Monk explained. "Don't worry. Ther€re no guns or flash grenadesin hers. At
least, | don't think s0."

Gray shook his head and continued across the tarmac toward the parking garage. Besides the backpack,
they were dl smilarly dressed: black jeans, sneakers, swesaters. Tourist haute couture. At least Fionahad
customized her clothes with afew buttons. One caught hiseye. It read: strangers have

THE BEST CANDY.

As Gray entered the parking garage, he surreptitioudy checked hiswegpons one last time. He paited the
9mm Glock bolstered under his swesater and fingered the hilt of a carbonized dagger sheethed at his | eft
wrist. He had additional armamentsin the backpack: flash grenades, packets of C4 explosive, extraclips.
He was not going anywhere unprepared thistime.

They findly reached their ride. A midnight blue BMW 525i.

Fiona strode toward the driver's door.

Gray cut her off. "Funny."

Monk strode around the far sde of the car and caled, " Shotgun!™

Fonaducked, searching around.

Gray steadied her and guided her toward the rear door. "He was only claiming the front seat.”
Fionascowled across the car at Monk. "Wanker."

"Sorry. Don't be so jumpy, kid."

They al climbed into the sedan. Gray started the engine and glanced back to Fiona. "Well? Where to?"
Monk aready had a map pulled out.

Fionaleaned forward and reached over Monk's shoulder. She traced afinger a ong the map.

"Out of town. Twenty kilometers southwest. We haveto go to the village of Burenin Alme Vdley."
"What's the address there?"

Fonaleaned back. "Funny,” she said, repeating his own word from amoment ago.

He met her gazein the rearview mirror. She wore adisgusted look at hislast lame attempt to coerce the
information from her.

Couldn't blame aguy for trying.

Shewaved for him to head out.

With no choice, he obeyed.

Onthefar sde of the parking garage, two figures sat in awhite Mercedes roadster. The man lowered the
binoculars and donned a pair of Italian sunglasses. He nodded to histwin sister beside him. She spoke



into the satellite phone, whispering in Dutch.

Her other hand held his. He massaged his thumb across her tattoo.

She squeezed hisfingers.

Glancing down, he noted where she had chewed one of her fingernailsto aragged nub. Theimperfection
was as glaring as a broken nose.

She noted his attention and tried to hide her nail, embarrassed.

There was no reason for shame. He understood the consternation and heartache that resulted in the
chewed nail. They had lost Hans, one of their older brothers, last night.

Killed by the driver of the car that had just |€ft.

Fury narrowed hisvision as he watched the BMW dide out of the parking garage. The GPS transponder
they'd planted would track the vehicle.

"Understood,” his sister said into the phone. " As expected, they've followed the book's trail here.
Undoubtedly, they will be headed to the Hirszfeld estate in Buren. WElI leave the jet under survelllance.
All isprepared.”

As she listened, she caught her twin brother's eye.

"Yes" she said both to the phone and her brother, "we will not fail. The Darwin Bible will be ours.

He nodded, agreeing. He dipped his hand from hers, twisted the key, and Started the ignition.
"Good-bye, Grandfather," hissster said.

L owering the phone, she reached over and shifted asingle lock of hisblond hair that had fallen out of
place. She combed it in place with her fingers, then smoothed it out.

Perfect.

Always perfect.

He kissed thetips of her fingers as she pulled back.

Loveand apromise.

They would havetheir revenge.

Mourning would come later.

He drifted their polar white Mercedes out of its parking place to begin the hunt.

11:08am. HIMALAYAS

The soldering gun'stip flared fiery crimson. Painter steadied the tool. His hand shook, but it was not fear
that trembled hisfingers. The headache continued to pound behind hisright eye. He had taken afistful of
Tylenoal, dong with two tabs of phenobarbita, an anticonvul sant. None of the drugs would stave off the
eventud debilitation and madness, but according to Anna, they would buy him more functional hours.
How long did he have?

Lessthan three days, maybe even shorter before he was incapacitated.

Hefought to block out this concern. Worry and despair could debilitate him just as quickly asthe
disease. Ashisgrandfather said in that sage Pequot

Indian manner of his, Wringin'your hands only stops you from rollin' up your deeves.

Taking thisto heart, Painter concentrated on soldering the cable connection to an exposed ground wire.
The wiring ran throughout the entire subterranean castle and out to its various antennas. Including the
satellite uplink dish hidden somewhere near the top of the mountain.

Once done, Painter leaned back and waited for the new solder to cool. He sat at abench with an array
of tools and parts negtly aigned, like a surgeon. His workspace was flanked by two open laptops.

Both supplied by Gunther. The man who had daughtered the monks. Murdered Ang Gelu. Painter ill
fet awel of fury whenever near the man.

Like now.

The large guard stood at his shoulder, watching his every move. They were done in amaintenance room.
Painter considered putting the soldering gun through the man's eye. But what then? They were milesfrom
civilization, and a desth sentence hung over his head. Cooperation wastheir only means of

surviva. To that end, Lisaremained with Annain her study, continuing her own line of investigation into a
cure.

Painter and Gunther pursued another angle.



Hunting down the saboteur.

According to Gunther, the bomb that had destroyed the Bell had been set by hand. And since no one
had |eft the grounds since the explosion, the saboteur waslikely Hill inthe castle.

If they could apprehend the subject, perhaps more could be learned.

So ahit of bait had been distributed through word of mouth.

All that was |eft was to set the trap to go along withiit.

One laptop was plugged into the castle's networked communications systems. Painter had aready
piggybacked into the system, using passwords supplied by Gunther. He had sent out a series of
compressed code packetsintended to monitor the system for al outgoing communication. |If
the

saboteur tried to communicate to the outside world, he would be discovered, hislocation pinned down.
But Painter did not expect the saboteur to be so ham-fisted. He or she had survived and operated in
secret for along time. That implied cunning—and ameans of communication independent of the castl€'s
main communication network.

So Painter had built something new.

The saboteur must have obtained a private portable satellite phone, one employed in secret to
communicate with his superiors. But such a phone needed a clear line-of-sight path between the unit's
antennaand the geosynchronous orbiting satdlite. Unfortunately there were too many niches, windows,
and service hatches where the saboteur could accomplish this, too many to guard without raising
suspicions.

So an alternative was needed.

Painter checked the signal amplifier he had attached to the ground wire. It was a device he had
engineered himsalf back at Sigma. Hisexpertiseasa

Sigma operdtive, before assuming the directorship, had been on surveillance and microengineering. This
was hisarena.

The amplifier linked the ground wire to the second | gptop.

"Should beready," Painter said, his headache finally waning a bit.

"Turniton."

Painter switched on the battery power source, set the amplitude of signa, and adjusted the pulse rate.
The laptop would do the rest. It would monitor for any pickups. It was crude at best, not capable of
eavesdropping. It could only gain agenerd signd-location of anillicit transmission, accurate to withina
thirty-yard radius. It should be enough.

Painter fine-tuned his equipment. "All set. Now al we have to do iswait for the bastard to cal out.”
Gunther nodded.

"That isif the saboteur takes the bait,” Painter added.

A haf hour ago, they had spread arumor that a cache of Xerum 525 had survived the explosion, locked
in alead-lined secret vault. It gave the entire castle's populace hope. If there was some of the
irreplacesble fuel, then maybe anew Bell could be fabricated. Anna even had researchers assembling
another Bell out of spare parts. If not acure for the progressive disease, the Bell offered the chance to
buy moretime. For al of them.

But hope was not the purpose of the ruse.

Word had to reach the saboteur. He needed to be convinced his plan had failed. That the Bell could be
rebuilt after adl. To seek guidance from his superiors, he would have to place acal out.

And when that happened, Painter would be ready.

In the meantime, Painter turned to Gunther. "What'sit like to be a superman?' he asked. "A Knight of the
Black Sun."

Gunther shrugged. The extent of his communication seemed to be grunts, frowns, and afew monosyllabic
responses.

"I mean, do you fed superior? Stronger, faster, ableto legp buildingsin asingle bound.”

Gunther just stared a him.

Painter sighed, trying anew tack to get the guy talking, strike up some sort of rapport. "What does



L eprakonige mean? | heard people using that word when you're around.”

Painter damn well knew what it meant, but it got the response he needed. Gunther glanced away, but
Painter noted the firein hiseyes. Silence stretched. He wasn't sure the man was going to speak.

"Leper King," Gunther finaly growled.

Now it was Painter'sturn to remain slent. He let the weight hang in the small room. Gunther finaly
folded.

"When perfection is sought, none wish to look upon failure. If the madness does not claim us, the disease
is horrible to witness. Better to be shut away. Out of sight.”

"Exiled. Likelepers.

Painter tried to imagine what it would be like to be raised as the last of the Sonnekonlge, knowing your
doomed fate at ayoung age. Once arevered line of princes, now a shunned and shambling line of lepers.
"Yet you gill hdp here” Painter said. "Still serve.”

"It waswhat | was born for. | know my duty."

Painter wondered if that had been drilled into them or somehow genetically wired. He studied the man.
Somehow he knew it went beyond that. But what?

"Why do you even care what happensto usall?' Painter asked.

"I believein the work here. What | suffer will one day help spare others from the same fate.”

"And the search for the cure now? It doesn't have anything to do with prolonging your own life."
Gunther's eyesflashed. "Ich bin nicht krank."

"What do you mean you're not sick?"

"The Sonnekonige were born under the Bell," Gunther said pointedly.

Understanding struck Painter. He remembered Anna's description of the castle's supermen, how they
were resistant to any further manipulation by the Bell. For better or worse.

"Youreimmune," hesad.

Gunther turned away.

Painter let theimplication Snk in. So it wasn't self-preservation that drove Gunther to help.

Then what—?

Painter suddenly remembered the way Annahad |ooked across the table at Gunther earlier. Withwarm
affection. The man had not discouraged it. Plainly

he had another reason for continuing to cooperate despite the lack of respect from the others.
"Youlove Anna," Painter mumbled aoud.

"Of course | do," Gunther snapped back. "She'smy sster.”

Holed up in Anna's study, Lisastood by the wall where alight box hung. Normally such boxes
illuminated a patient's X-ray films, but presently Lisa had snugged two acetate sheetsin place, striped
with black lines. They were archived chromosome maps from research into the Bell's mutational effects,
before shots and after shots of fetal DNA, collected by amniocentesis. The after shots had circleswhere
the Bell had transformed certain chromosomes. Notationsin German were written beside them.

Anna had trand ated them and had gone off to fetch more books.

At the light box, Lisaran afinger down the mutational changes, searching for any pattern. She had
reviewed severa of the case studies. There seemed no

rhyme or reason to the mutations.

With no answers, Lisareturned to the dining table, now piled high with books and bound reams of
scientific data, atrail of human experimentation going back decades.

The hearth fire crackled behind her. She had to restrain an urge to chuck the research into the flames.
Stll, even if Annahadn't been present, Lisa probably wouldn't have. She had come to Nepa to study
physiologic effects at high dtitudes. Though amedica doctor, she was aresearcher at heart.

Like Anna

No...not exactly like Anna

Lisanudged aside aresearch monograph resting on the table. Teratogenesisin the Embryonic
Blastoderm. The document related to aborted monstrosities that resulted from exposure to the Bell's
irradiation. What the black stripes on acetate had delinested with clinical detachment, the photographsin



the book revealed with horrifying detail: limbless embryos, Cyclopean fetuses, hydrocephalic tillborn
children.

No, shewas definitely not Anna.

Anger built againin Lisasches.

Annaclattered down the iron ladder that led to the second tier of her research library, another load of
books tucked under one arm. The Germans certainly were not holding back. And why would they? It
wasindl their best interest to discover a cure to the quantum disease. Annabdlieved it to be afutile
effort, confident that all possbilities had been explored over the past decades, but it hadn't taken much
persuasion to get her to cooperate.

Lisa had noted how the woman's hands shook with abarely detectable palsy. Annakept rubbing her
pams, trying to hideit. The remainder of the castle suffered more openly. Thetensionintheair al
morning had been papable. Lisahad witnessed afew yelling matches and one fistfight. She had dso
heard of two suicidesin the castle over the past severd hours. With the Bell gone and little hope of a
cure, the place was coming apart at the seams. What if the madness set in before she and Painter could
figure out asolution?

She pushed that thought aside. She would not give up. Whatever the reason for the current cooperation,
Lisaintended to useit to her best advantage.

Lisanodded to Anna as she approached. "Okay, | think | have alayman's grasp on the larger picture
here. But you raised something earlier that's been nagging a me."

Dropping the books to the table, Anna settled into a seat. "What isthat?!

"Y ou mentioned that you believed the Bell controlled evolution.” Lisawaved her hand across the breadth
of books and manuscripts on the table. "But what | see hereisjust some mutagenic radiation that you've
tied to aeugenics program. Building a better human being through genetic manipulation. Were you just
being grandiose when you used the word e vo/ution?”

Annashook her head, taking no offense. "How do you define evolution, Dr. Cummings?*

"The usua Darwinian way, | suppose.”

"Andthet is?'

Lisafrowned. "A gradua process of biologica change..where asingle-celled

organism spread and diversfied into the present-day range of living organisms.”

"And God hasno handinthisat dl?'

Lisawas taken aback by her question. "Likein creationism?"

Annashrugged, eyesfixed on her. "Or intelligent design.”

"Y ou can't be serious? Next you'll be teling me how evolution isjust atheory.”

"Don't be slly. I'm not alayman who associates theory with a'hunch’ or 'guess.’ Nothing in science
reachestheleve of theory without avast pool of facts and tested hypotheses behind it."

"So then you accept Darwin's theory of evolution?”

"Certainly. Without adoubt. It's supported across dl disciplines of science.”

"Then why were you talking about—"

"One does not necessarily rule the other out."

Lisacocked up one eyebrow. "Intelligent design and evolution?!

Annanodded. "But let's back up so I'm not misunderstood. Let'sfirst dismiss the ravings of the Flat Earth
Creationists who doubt theworld is even aglobe, or even the strict biblicd literdists who believe the
planet is at best ten thousand years old. Let's jump ahead to the main arguments of those who advocate
intelligent design.”

Lisashook her head. An ex-Nazi ssumping for pseudoscience. What was going on?

Annacleared her throat. "Admittedly, | will contend that most argumentsfor intelligent design are
fdlacious. Misinterpreting the Second Law of Thermodynamics, building statistical modelsthat don't
withstand review, misrepresenting radiometric deting of rocks. Thelist goes on and on. None of it valid,
but it does throw up lots of mideading smoke.”

Lisanodded. It was one of the main reasons she had concern for the current drive to have pseudoscience
presented dongside evolution in high school



biology classes. It wasamultidisciplinary quagmire that your average Ph.D. would have difficulty sorting
through, let done ahigh school student.

Anna, though, was not done with her sde of the argument. "That al said, thereis one concern proposed
by theintelligent design camp that bears consideration.”

"And what isthat?'

"The randomness of mutations. Pure chance could not produce so many beneficid mutations over time.
How many birth defects do you know that have produced beneficid changes?!

Lisahad heard that argument before. Life evolved too fast to be pure chance. She was not falling for it.
"Evolution is not pure chance," Lisa countered. "Natura selection, or environmenta pressure, weeds out
detrimental changes and only allows better-suited organismsto pass on their genes.”

"Surviva of thefittest?"

"Or fit enough. Changes don't have to be perfect. Just good enough to have an advantage. And over the
vast scope of hundreds of millions of years, these small advantages or changes accumulate into the variety
we seetoday.”

"Over hundreds of millions of years? Granted, that isindeed avast gulf of time, but doesit till alow
enough room for the full scope of evolutionary change? And what about those occasiond spurts of
evolution, where vast changes occurred rapidly ?*

"I presume you're referring to the Cambrian explosion?' Lisaasked. It was one of the mainstays of
intelligent design. The Cambrian Period encompassed ardatively short period of time. Fifteen million
years. But during that time avast explosion of new life appeared: sponges, snails, jdlyfish, and trilobites.
Seemingly out of the blue. Too fast apace for antievolutionists.

"Nein. Thefossi| record has plenty of evidence that this 'sudden appearance of invertebrates was not so
sudden. There were abundant Precambrian sponges and wormlike metazoans. Even the diversity of
shapes during thistime could be justified by the appearance in the genetic code of Hox genes.”

"Hox genes?'

"A set of four to Sx control genes appeared in the genetic code just prior to the Cambrian Period. They
proved to be control switches for embryonic development, defining up and down, right and left, top and
bottom, basic bodily form. Fruit flies, frogs, humans, al have the exact same Hox genes. You cansnipa
Hox genefrom afly, replaceit into afrog's DNA, and it functionsjust fine. And asthese genes arethe
fundamenta master switchesfor embryonic development, it only takes minuscule changesin any of them
to create massively new body shapes.”

Though unsure where thiswas dl leading, the depth of the woman's knowledge on the subject surprised
Lisa Itrivaed her own. If Annawere acolleague at aconference, Lisathought she might actualy enjoy
the debate. In fact, she kept having to remind herself to whom she wastaking.

"So therise of Hox genesjust prior to the Cambrian Period might explain that dramatic explosion of
forms. But," Annacountered, "Hox genes do not explain other moments of rapid—amost purposeful—
evolution."

"Likewhat?' The discussion was becoming more interesting by the moment.

"Like the peppered moths. Areyou familiar with the story?*

Lisanodded. Now Annawas bringing up one of the mainstays on the other side of the camp. Peppered
moths lived on birches and were speckled white, to blend in with the bark and avoid being eaten by
birds. But when a cod plant opened in the Manchester region and blackened the trees with soot, the
white moths found themsealves exposed and easy targetsfor the birds. But in just afew generations, the
population changed its predominant color to asolid black, to camouflage againgt the soot-covered trees.
"If mutations were random,” Annaargued, "it ssems amazingly lucky black showed up whenit did. If it
was purely arandom event, then where were the red moths, the green moths, the purple ones? Or even
the two-headed ones?'

Lisahad to force hersaf not to roll her eyes. "'l could say the other colored moths were eaten, too. And
the two-headed ones died off. But you're misunderstanding the example. The changein color of these
moths was not from mutation. The species already had ablack gene. A few black moths were born each
generation, but they were mostly eaten, maintaining the genera population as white. But once the trees



blackened, then the few black moths had an advantage and filled the population as the white moths were
consumed. That wasthe point of the example. Environments can influence apopulation. But it wasn't a
mutational event. The black gene was

aready present.”

Annawasamiling a her.

Lisaredized the woman had been testing her knowledge. She sat straighter, both angry and conversdy
more intrigued.

"Very good,"” Annasaid. "Then let me bring up amore recent event. One that occurred in acontrolled
laboratory setting. A researcher produced astrain of E. coli bacteriathat could not digest lactose. Then
he spread a thriving population onto a growth plate where the only food source was lactose. What would
science say should happen?”

Lisashrugged. "Unable to digest the lactose, the bacteriawould starve and die.”

"And that's exactly what happened to ninety-eight percent of the bacteria. But two percent continued to
thrive just fine. They had spontaneoudy mutated agene to digest lactose. In one generation. | find that
agtonishing, /a? That goes againgt dl probability of randomness. Of dl the genesin an E. coli's DNA and
the rarity of mutation, why did two percent of the population

al mutate the one gene necessary to survive? It defies randomness.”

Lisahad to contend that it was strange. "Maybe there was laboratory contamination.”

"The experiment has been repeated. With Smilar results.”

Lisaremained unconvinced.

"I seethe doubt in your eyes. So let'slook €l sawhere for another example of the impossibility of
randomnessin gene mutation.”

"Wheresthat?'

"Back to the beginning of life. Back to the primordia soup. Where the engine of evolution first switched
on.
Lisarecdled Annamaking some mention before about the story of the Bell stretching back to the origin
of life. Wasthiswhere Annawas leading now? Lisa pricked her earsabit more, ready to hear wherethis
might lead.

"Let'sturn the clock back,” Annasaid. "Back beforethefirst cell. Remember Darwin's tenet: what exists
hed to arise from asmpler, less complex form. So before the single cdll, what was there? How far can
we reduce lifeand il cdl it life? IsDNA dive? Isachromosome? How about a protein or an enzyme?
Whereisthe line between chemigtry and life?!

"Okay, that isan intriguing question,” Lisa conceded.

"Then I'll ask another. How did life make the legp from achemica primordid soup to thefirst cell?!
Lisaknew that answer. "Earth's early atmosphere was full of hydrogen, methane, and water. Add afew
jolts of energy, say from alightning strike, and these gases can form smple organic compounds. These
then cooked up in the proverbid primordia soup and eventualy formed a molecule that could replicate.”
"Which was proven in thelab,” Annaagreed, nodding. "A bottle full of primordia gases produced a
durry of amino acids, the building blocks of proteins.”

"And life garted.”

"Ah, you are 0 eager to jump ahead,” Annateased. "Weve only formed amino acids. Building blocks.
How do we go from afew amino acidsto that first fully replicating protein?’

"Mix enough amino acidstogether and eventualy they'll chain up into the right combination.”

"By random chance?"

A nod.

"That's where we come to the root of the problem, Dr. Cummings. | might concede with you that
Darwin'sevolution played asignificant role after the first self-replicating protein formed. But do you know
how many amino acids must link up in order to form thisfirst replicating protein?'

"No."

"A minimum of thirty-two amino acids. That'sthe smdlest protein that holds

the capacity to replicate. The odds of this protein forming by random chance are astronomically thin. Ten



to the power of forty-one."

Lisashrugged at this number. Despite her fedings for the woman, a grudging respect began to grow.
"Let's put these odds in perspective,” Annasaid. "If you took al the protein found in dl the rain forests of
the world and dissolved it dl down into an amino acid soup, it would gtill remain vastly improbable for a
thirty-two-amino-acid chain to form. In fact, it would take five thousand times that amount to form one of
these chains. Five thousand rain forests. So again, how do we go from adurry of amino acidsto that first
replicator, thefirg bit of life?!

Lisashook her head.

Annacrossed her arms, satisfied. "That's an evolutionary gap even Darwin has ahard time legping.”
"Still," Lisacountered, refusing to concede, "tofill this gap with the Hand of God is not science. Because
we don't have an answer yet tofill thisgap, it

doesn't mean it has a supernatural cause.”

"I'm not saying it's supernatural. And who says| don't have an answer tofill thisgep?”

Lisagaped at her. "What answer?'

"Something we discovered decades ago through our study of the Bell. Something that today's researchers
are only beginning to explorein earnest.”

"What'sthat?' Lisafound hersdlf Stting Straighter, forgoing any attempt to hide her interest in anything
associated with the Bell.

"Wecdl it quantum evolution.”

Lisarecdled the history of the Bell and the Nazi research into the strange and fuzzy world of subatomic
particles and quantum physics. "What does any of this have to do with evolution?’

"Not only doesthis new field of quantum evolution offer the strongest support for intelligent design,”
Anna said, "but it dso answers the

fundamenta question of who the designer is.”

"Y ou're kidding. Who? God?"

"Nein."Annagared her intheeye. "Us"

Before Annacould explain further, an old radio wired to the wall sputtered with static and afamiliar voice
rasped through. 1t was Gunther.

"We have atrace on the saboteur. We're ready to move."

7:37 am.

BUREN, GERMANY

Gray steered the BMW around an old farm truck, its bed piled high with hay. He dipped into fifth gear
and raced through the last hairpin turn. Cresting the hill, he had a panoramic view of the valley ahead.
"AlmeVadley," Monk said beside him. He clutched tight to a handhold above the door.

Gray dowed, downghifting.

Monk glared a him. "l see Rachel has been giving you Itdian driving lessons.”

"WheninRome..."

"Werenotin Rome."

Plainly they were not. Asthey crested the ridge, awideriver valey stretched ahead, agreen swath of
meadows, forests, and tilled fields. Acrossthe valey, a picture-postcard German hamlet huddled in the
lowlands, atownship of peaked red-tile roofs and stone houses set amid narrow, twisted streets.

But dl eyesfixed upon the massve castle perched on the far ridge, nestled in the forest, overlooking the
town. Towersjutted high, topped by fluttering flags. While hulking and massve, like many of thefortified
sructures dong the larger Rhine River, the castle dso had afairy-tale qudity to it, a place of enchanted
princesses and knights on white stalions.

"If Dracula had been gay,” Monk said, "that would so be his castle.™

Gray knew what he meant. There was something vaguely sinister about the place, but it might just be the
lowering sky to the north. They'd be lucky to reach the lowland village before the storm struck.
"Whereto now?' Gray asked.

A crumpling sound rose from the backseat as Fiona checked the map. She had confiscated it from Monk
and assumed therole of navigator, since she ill withheld their destination.



She leaned forward and pointed to theriver. ™Y ou have to crossthat bridge.”

"Areyou sure?!

"Yes, I'msure. | know how to read amap.”

Gray headed down into the valley, avoiding along line of bicydligts outfitted in amotley display of racing
jerseys. He sped the BMW dong the winding road to the valley floor and entered the outskirts of the
village

It appeared to be from another century. A German Brigadoon. Everywhere tulips filled window boxes,
and each peaked roof supported high gables. Off to the sides, cobbled streets stretched out from the
main thoroughfare. They passed a square lined by outdoor cafes, beer gardens, and a central bandstand,
where Gray was sure a polka band played every night.

Then they were trundling across the bridge and soon found themselves back in the meadows and small
farmsteads.

"Takethenext left!” Fonayelled.

Gray had to brake sharply and twist the BMW around a sharp turn. "A little warning next time."

The road grew narrower, lined by tall hedgerows. Asphalt turned to cobbles. The BMW shuddered over
the uneven surface. Soon weeds were sprouting among the cobbles. Iron gates appeared ahead,
spanning the narrow road, waiting open.

Gray dowed. "Where are we?"

"Thisisthe place" Fionasad. "Wherethe Darwin Bible came from. The Hirszfeld estate.”

Gray edged the BMW through the gates. Rain began pelting down from the darkening skies. At first
lightly...then more forcefully.

"Jugtintime" Monk said.

Beyond the gates, awide courtyard opened, framed on two sides by the wings of asmall country cottage
estate. The main house, directly ahead, stood only two stories high, but its date-tiled roof rose in steep
pitches, giving the home abit of magjesty.

A shatter of lightning crackled overhead, drawing the eye.

The castle they'd noted earlier rose directly atop the wooded ridge behind the estate. It seemed to loom
over the cottage.

"Oy!" acall snagpped out.

Gray's attention flicked back.

A bicyclist who had been trotting his bike out of the rain had dmost got himself run over. The youth,
dressed in ayellow soccer jersey and biker's shorts, dapped the BMW's hood with the palm of his hand.
"Watch where you're going, matel" He flipped Gray off.

Fiona aready had the back window rolled down, head sticking out. "' Sod off, you prat! Why don't you
watch where you're running around in those poncey shorts of yours!™

Monk shook his head. "Looks like Fiona's got adate for later.”

Gray pulled the car into adot near the main house. There was only one other car, but Gray noted aline
of mountain and racing bikes chained up in racks. A cluster of bedraggled young men and women stood
under one awning, backpacks resting on the ground. He heard them speaking as he cut the engine.
Spanish. The place had to be ayouth hostel. Or at least it was now. He could practicaly smell the
patchouli and hemp.

Wasthistheright place?

Evenif it was, Gray doubted held find anything of vaue here. But they had comethisfar. "Wait here," he
sad. "Monk, say with—"

The back door popped open, and Fiona climbed out.

"Next time," Monk said, reaching for his door, "choose the model with child locks for the back."
"Cmon." Gray headed out after her.

Backpack over her shoulder, Fiona strode toward the front door of the main house.

He caught up with her a the porch steps and grabbed her elbow. "We stick together. No running off."
Shefaced him, equaly angry. "Exactly. We stick together. No running off. That meansno leaving mein
arrplanesor cars." Shetwisted out of hisgrip and pulled open the door.



A chime announced their arrival.

A clerk glanced up from amahogany reception desk just insde the door. An early morning fireglowed in
the hearth, chasing away the chill. The entrance hall was box-beamed and tiled in date. Muted murals
that looked centuries old decorated the walls. But the place showed signs of disrepair: crumbling plaster,
dust in the rafters, frayed and faded rugs on the floor. The place had seen better days.

The clerk nodded to them, ahale young man in arugby shirt and green dacks. In hislate teensor early
twenties, helooked like some blond collegiate freshman from an Abercrombie & Fitch advertisement.
"Guten morgen,“the clerk said, greeting Gray as he stepped to the counter.

Monk scanned the hdl as thunder rumbled down the valey. "Nothing guten about thismorning,” he
mumbled.

"Ah, Americans," the clerk said, hearing Monk's gripe. Therewas adlight chill to histone.

Gray cleared histhroat. "We were wondering if thisisthe old Hirszfeld estate?"

The clerk's eyes widened dightly. " Ja, aber...Ws been the BurgschloB Hostel for going on two decades.
When my father, Johann Hirszfeld, inherited the place.”

So they were at theright place. He glanced at Fiona, who lifted her eyebrows at him asif asking What?
She was busy searching through her backpack. He prayed Monk was correct: that there were no flash
grenadesin there.

Gray turned his attention back to the clerk. "1 waswondering if | might speak to your father."
"Concerning...?" The chill was back, along with a certain wariness.

Fionabumped him aside. "Concerning this." She dapped afamiliar book on the reception counter. It was
the Darwin Bible.

Oh, God...he had |eft the book under guard on the jet.

Apparently not well enough.

"Fona," Gray said in awarning tone.

"It'smine" she said out of the Side of her mouth.

The clerk picked up the book and flipped through it. There was no sign of recognition. "A Bible? We
don't alow prosdlytizing here at the hostel." He closed the book and did it back toward Fiona "Besides,
my father is Jewish."

With the cat out of the bag, Gray proceeded more directly. "The Bible belonged to Charles Darwin. We
believeit was once apart of your family's library. We were wondering if we could ask your father more
about it."

The clerk eyed the Bible with lessderison. "Thelibrary was sold off before my father took over this
place" hesaid dowly. "I never did get to seeit. I've heard from neighbors that it had been in the family
going back centuries.”

The clerk stepped around the reception desk and led the way past the hearth to an arched opening into a
small neighboring hall. Onewall waslined by tal thin windows, giving the room acloistered fed. The
oppositewd| held acold hearth large enough to walk into upright. The room wasfilled with rows of
tables and benches, but it was empty, except for an older woman in asmock who swept the floor.
"Thiswasthe old family library and study. Now it'sthe hostel's dining hall. My father refused to sdll the
estate, but there were back taxes. | suppose that was why the library was sold half a century ago. My
father had to auction off most of the origina furnishings. Each generation, abit of history vanishes.”

"A shame" Gray sad.

The clerk nodded and turned away. "Let me cal my father. Seeif he'swilling to talk to you."

A few moments later, the clerk waved to them and guided them to wide-set double doors. He unlocked
the way and held the door. It led to the private section of the estate.

The clerk introduced himsdlf as Ryan Hirszfeld as he marched them to the back of the house and out into
aglass-and-bronze conservatory. Potted ferns and colorful bromeliads lined the walls. Stepped shelves
climbed one windowed side, crowded with amix of specimen plants, some looking like weeds. At the
back, alone palm tree rose, its crown brushing agains the glass roof, some fronds yellowing in neglect.
Therewas an old, overgrown

fed to the place, unkempt and untended. The fegling was enhanced by the drizzle of water leaking



through a cracked pane, trailing into a bucket.

The sunroom wasfar from sunny.

In the center of the conservatory, afrail man sat in awhedlchair, ablanket over hislap, staring out
toward the back of the property. Rainwater duiced across al the surfaces, making the world beyond
gppear insubstantid and unred.

Ryan went to him, dmost shyly. "Vater. Hier snd die Leute mit der Bibel."

"Auf Englisch, Ryan...auf Englisch." The man hauled on one whed and the chair turned to face them. His
skin looked paper thin. His voice wheezed. Suffering from emphysema, Gray guessed.

Ryan, the son, wore a pained expression. Gray wondered if he was even aware of it.

"I am Johann Hirszfeld," the old man said. " So you've cometo inquire about the old library. Certainly has
been alot of interest lately. Not aword for

decades. Now twicein oneyear."

Gray remembered Fionas story of the mysterious ederly gentleman who had visited Grette's bookshop
and searched through their files. He must have seen the bill of lading and followed the same path here.
"Ryan says you have one of the books."

"TheDarwin Bible" Gray said.

The old man held out his hands. Fiona stepped forward and placed it in his pams. He settled it to hislap.
"Haven't seen thissince | wasaboy," he wheezed. He glanced up at his son. "Danke, Ryan. Y ou should
seeto thefront desk.”

Ryan nodded, stepping back reluctantly, then turned and | eft.

Johann waited for his son to shut the conservatory door, then Sighed, his eyes returning to the Bible. He
opened the front cover, checking the Darwin family treeinside. "Thiswas one of my family's most
cherished possessions. The Bible was a gift to my great-grandfather in 1901 from the British Roya
Society. He had been a distinguished botanist at the turn of the century.”

Gray heard the melancholy in the man'svoice.

"Our family hasalong tradition of scientific study and accomplishments. Nothing along thelines of Herr
Darwin, but we've made afew footnotes." His eyes drifted back to the rain and watery property. "That's
long over. Now | guesswell have to be known as hoteliers.”

"About the Bible," Gray said. "Can you tel me anything else about it? Wasthe library dways kept here?
"Natiirlich. Some books were taken out into the field when one or another of my relatives went abroad
for research. But this book only Ieft the household once. | only know that because | was here when it
was returned. Mailed back by my grandfather. Caused astir here.”

"Why'sthat?"

"| thought you might ask. That'swhy | sent Ryan out. Best he not know."

"Ask about whet?'

"My grandfather Hugo worked for the Nazis. As did his daughter, my aunt Tola. The two of them were
inseparable. | learned later, whigpered scandaloudy among the relatives, that they were involved in some
secret research project. Both were noted and distinguished biologists.”

"What sort of research?' Monk asked.

"No one ever knew. Both my grandfather and Aunt Toladied at the end of the war. But amonth before
that, a crate arrived from my grandfather. It contained the part of the library he had taken with him.
Maybe he knew he was doomed and wanted to preserve the books. Five books actualy." The man
tapped the Bible. "Thiswas one of them. Though what he might want with the Bible as aresearch toal,
no one could tdll me."

"Maybe apiece of home," Fionasaid, softly.

Johann seemed findly to see the young girl. He dowly nodded. "Maybe. Perhaps some connection to his
own father. Some symbolic stamp of approva for what he was doing.” The old man shook his head.
"Working for

the Nazis. Horrible busness”

Gray remembered something Ryan had said. "Wait. But you're Jewish, aren't you?"

"Y es. But you have to understand, my grest-grandmother, Hugo's mother, was German, with deep loca



family roots. Which included connections within the Nazi party. Even when Hitler's pogrom began, our
family was spared. We were classified as Mischlinge, mixed blood. Enough German to avoid adegth
sentence. But to prove that loyalty, my grandfather and aunt found themselves recruited by the Nazis.
They were gathering scientists like squirrel s after nuts."

"So they wereforced,” Gray said.

Johann stared out into the storm. "It was complicated times. My grandfather held some strange beliefs.”
"Likewhat?'

Johann seemed not to hear the question. He opened the Bible and flipped

through the pages. Gray noted the hand-inked marks. He stepped forward and pointed to afew of the
hand-drawn hash marks.

"We were wondering what those were," Gray said.

"Areyou familiar with the Thule Society?' the old man asked, seeming not to hear his question.

Gray shook his head.

"They were an extreme German nationdistic group. My grandfather was a member, initiated when he
was twenty-two. His mother's family had tieswith

Johann held up the book. "The family tree at the back isgone.”

"Let me see." Gray took the book. He examined the inside of the end cover more closely. Fionaand
Monk flanked him.

Heran afinger dong the binding, then examined the back cover closdly.

"Look here," hesaid. "It looks like someone diced free the back flyleaf page of the Bible and glued it
over theinsde of the back cover. Over the origind pastedown.” Gray glanced to Fiona. "Would Grette
have done that?*

"Not a chance. She would rather rip apart the MonaLisa."

If not Grette...

Gray glanced to Johann.

"I'm sure no one in my family would've done that. The library was sold only afew years after the war.
After it was mailed back here, | doubt anyone touched the Bible."

Johann held up the book. "The family tree at the back isgone.”

"Let me see" Gray took the book. He examined the inside of the end cover more closely. Fionaand
Monk flanked him.

He ran afinger dong the binding, then examined the back cover closdly.

"Look here," hesaid. "It looks like someone diced free the back flyleaf page of the Bible and glued it
over theinsde of the back cover. Over the origina pastedown.” Gray glanced to Fiona. "Would Grette
have done that?'

"Not a chance. She would rather rip gpart the MonaLisa."

If not Grette...

Gray glanced to Johann.

"I'm sure no one in my family would've donethat. The library was sold only afew years after thewar.
After it was mailed back here, | doubt anyone touched the Bible."

Thet left only Hugo Hirszfeld.

"Knife," Gray said and crossed to agarden table.

Monk reached to his pack and unhooked a Swiss Army knife. He opened it and passed it to Gray. Using
thetip, Gray razored the edges of the back shest, then teased acorner up. The thick flyleaf lifted easly.
Only the edges had been glued.

Johann whedled his chair to join them. He had to push up with hisarmsto see over the tabl€'s edge. Gray
did not hide what he was doing. He might need the man's cooperation for whatever was exposed.

He removed the flyleaf and reveded the original pasteboard of the cover. Nesatly written upon it wasthe
other half of the Darwin family tree. Johann had been correct. But that was not al that was there now.
"Horrible," Johann said. "Why would Grandfather do that? Deface the Bible so?"

Superimposed over the family tree, inked across the entire page in black, dug

Thet left only Hugo Hirszfeld.
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deep into the backboard of the Bible, was a strange symbol.

Y

Inthe sameink, asingle linein German had been penned below it.

Gott, verzeihen mir.

Gray trandated.

God, forgive me.

Monk pointed to the symbal. "What isthat?'

"A rune," Johann said, scowling and dropping back into his seat. "More of my grandfather's madness.”
Gray turned to him.

Johann explained. "The Thule Society believed in rune magic. Ancient power and rites associated with
the Nordic symbols. Asthe Nazistook to heart the Thul€'s philosophy of supermen, they also absorbed
the mysticism about runes.”

Gray was familiar with the Nazi symbology and itstiesto runes, but what did it mean here?

"Do you know the significance of this particular symbol?' Gray asked.

"No. It's not asubject a German Jew would find of interest. Not after the war." Johann turned his
wheelchair and stared out at the ssorm. Thunder rumbled, sounding far away and close a the sametime.
"But | know who might be able to help you. A curator a the museum up there.”

Gray closed the Bible and joined Johann. "What museum?'

A crackle of lightning lit the conservatory. Johann pointed upward. Gray craned. In the fading light, velled
inran, rosethe massive cadtle.

"Higtorisches Museum des Hochgtifts Paderborn,” Johann said. "It is open today. Inside the castle.” The
old man scowled at hisneighbor. "They'll certainly know what the symbol means.”

"Why'sthat?' Gray asked.

Johann stared at him as though he were asimpleton. "Who better? That is Wewel sburg Castle.” When
Gray didn't respond, the old man continued with asigh. "Himmler's Black Camelot. The stronghold of the
Nazi SS."

"So it was Draculds castle,” Monk mumbled.

Johann continued, "Back in the saventeenth century, witch trialswere held up there, thousands of women
tortured and executed. Himmler only added to its blood debt. Twelve hundred Jews from the
Niederhagen concentration camp died during Himmler's reconstruction of the castle. A cursed place.
Should be torn down."

"But the museum there," Gray asked, directing Johann away from his growing anger. The man'swheezing
had worsened. "They would know about the rune?’

A nod. "Heinrich Himmler was amember of the Thule Society, steeped in rune lore. Infact, it was how
my grandfather was brought to his attention. They shared an obsession with runes."

Gray sensed aconvergence of tiesand events, all centered on this occult Thule Society. But what? He
needed more information. A trip to the castle museum was doubly warranted.

Johann whedled himsdlf away from Gray, dismissing him. "It was because of such common interestswith
my grandfather that Himmler granted our family, afamily of Mischlinge, the pardon. We were spared the
camps.”

Because of Himmiler.



Gray understood the root of the man's anger...and why he had asked his son to leave theroom. It was a
family burden best left undiscovered. Johann stared out into the storm.

Gray collected the Bible and waved everyone out. "Danke," he caled back to the old man.

Johann did not acknowledge him, lost in the past.

Gray and the others were soon out on the front porch again. The rain continued to pour out of low skies.
The courtyard was deserted. There would be no biking or hiking today.

"Let'sgo," Gray said and headed into therain.

"Perfect day to ssorm acastle,” Monk said sarcastically.

Asthey hurried across the courtyard, Gray noted anew car parked next to theirs. Empty. Engine
geaming in the cold rain. Must have just arrived.

Anice-white Mercedes.

9 SABOTEUR

12:32 p.m. HIMALAYAS

"Whereisthesgna coming from?' Annaasked.

The woman had rushed into the maintenance room, responding immediately to Gunther's cal. She had
arrived aone, claiming Lisahad wanted to remain behind in the library to follow up on some research.
Painter thought it more likely that Anna <till wanted to keep them apart.

Just aswell that Lisawas out of harm'sway.

Especidly if they were truly on the track of the saboteur.

Leaning closer to the laptop screen, Painter massaged thetips of hisfingers. A persstent tingling itched
behind hisnails. He stopped rubbing long enough to point at the three-dimensiona schematic of the
cadle.

"Best etimateisthisregion,” Painter said, tapping the screen. He had been surprised to see how
extensvely the castle spread into the mountain. It hollowed right through the pesk. The signal came from
thefar sde. "But it's not a pinpoint. The saboteur would need aclear line of sight to use his satellite
phone.”

Annadgraghtened. "The helipad isthere."

Gunther nodded with agrunt.

On the screen, the overlay of pulsing lines suddenly collapsed. "He'sended the call," Painter said. "Well
haveto movefas."

Annaturned to Gunther. "Contact Klaus. Have his men close off the helipad. Now."

Gunther swung to a phone receiver on the wall and started the lockdown. The plan had been to search
everyoneinthesigna vicinity, discover who had anillicit sat-phonein their possession.

Annareturned to Painter. "Thank you for your help. Well search from here."

"I may be of further help." Painter had been busy typing on the laptop. He memorized the number that
appeared on the screen, then detached his hand-built signad amplifier from the castle's ground wire. He
sraightened. "But I'll need one of your portable satellite phones.”

"| can't leave you herewith aphone,” Annasaid, knuckling her temple and wincing. Headache.

"Y ou don't haveto leave me. I'm going with you to the helipad.”

Gunther stepped forward, his usua frown degpening.

Annawaved him back. "We don't have timeto argue.”" But something silent passed between the large
man and hissigter. A warning for the big man to keep an eye on Painter.

Annaled the way out.

Painter followed, till rubbing hisfingers. The nails had begun to burn. He studied them for the first time,
expecting the nail bedsto be inflamed, but instead, his fingernailswere oddly blanched, bled of color.
Frosthite?

Gunther passed him one of the castl€'s phones, noted Painter's attention, and shook his head. He held out
ahand. Painter didn't understand—then noted the man was missing the fingernails on hislast threefingers.
Gunther lowered hisarm and marched after Anna.

Painter clenched and unclenched his hands. So the tingling burn wasn't frosthite. The quantum disease
was advancing. Herecalled Annaslist of debilitationsin the Bell'stest subjects: loss of fingers, ears, toes.



Not unlike leprosy.

How much time?

Asthey headed toward the far sde of the mountain, Painter studied Gunther. The man had lived his
wholelifewith asword hanging over his head. Chronic and progressive wasting, followed by madness.
Painter was headed for the Reader's Digest version of the same condition. He could not deny it terrified
him—not so much the debilitation astheloss of hismind.

How long did he have?

Gunther must have sensed hisreverie. "l will not let this happen to Anna," he growled under his bresth to
Painter. "I will do anything to stop it."

Painter was again reminded that the pair were brother and sster. Only after learning this did Painter see
subtle smilarities of feature: curve of lip, sculpt of chin, identica frown lines. Family. But the smilarities
ended there. Anna's dark hair, emerad rich eyes contrasted sharply with her brother's washed-out
gppearance. Only Gunther had been born under the Bdll, one child sacrificed, atithing in blood, and the
last of the Sonnekonige.

Asthey crossed hallways and descended stairs, Painter worked the back cover off the portable phone.
He pocketed it, loosened the battery, and jury-rigged hisamplifier to the antennawire behind the battery.
The broadcast would only be a single burst, seconds long, but it should do the job.

"What isthat?' Gunther asked.

"A GPS sniffer. The amplifier recorded the chip-specs from the saboteur's phone during the cal. | may
be able to useit to hunt him down if he's close.”

Gunther grunted, buying thelie.

So far so good.

The stairs emptied into awide passageway, large enough to trundle atank through. Old stedl tracksran
aong thefloor and headed straight through the heart of the mountain. The helipad was located at the
other end, remote from the main castle. They mounted a flatbed car. Gunther released the hand brake
and engaged the eectric motor with the press of afloor pedal. There were no seats, only rails. Painter
held on asthey zipped down the passage, lit intermittently by overhead lamps.

"So you have your own subway system,” Painter said.

"For moving goods," Annareplied, wincing, her brows furrowed tight in pain. She had taken two pillson
the way here. Pain rdievers?

They passed a series of storage rooms piled high with barrels, boxes, and crates, apparently flown in and
warehoused. In another minute, they reached the terminal end of the passageway. Theair had grown
more heated, steamy, smelling vaguely sulfurous. A deep sonorous thrum vibrated through the

stone and up Painter's legs as he climbed off the train cart. He knew from his peek at the castle
schematics that the geothermd plant was located in the nether regions of thisarea.

But they were headed up, not down.

A ramp continued from here, wide enough to accommodate a Humvee. They climbed up into a
cavernous space. Light streamed through an open set of sted doorsin the roof. It looked like the
warehouse of acommercid airfied: cranes, forklifts, heavy equipment. And in the center rested apair of
A-Star Ecurid hdlicopters, one black, one white, both shaped like angry hornets, made for high-atitude
flying.

Klaus, the hulking Sonnekonige guard, noted their entrance and marched up to them, favoring hisweak
sde. Heignored everyone except Anna. "All issecure,” he said in crisp German.

He nodded to aline of men and women off to the side. A good dozen stood under the watchful eyes of a
phalanx of armed guards.

"No one dipped past you?' Anna asked.

"Nein. Wewereready."

Anna had positioned four Sonnekonige in each main quadrant of the castle, ready to lock down
whichever region Painter pinpointed with his device. But what if he had made amistake? The commotion
here would surdly dert the saboteur. He or she would go even degper into hiding. Thiswastheir one
chance.



Annaknew it, too. She moved stiffly as she crossed the space. "Have you found—?"

She ssumbled a step, weaving abit. Gunther caught her arm, steadying her, hisface worried.

"I'mfine," she whispered to him and continued on her own.

"Weve searched everyone," Klaus said, doing his best to ignore her misstep. "We've found no phone or
device. We were about to start searching the helipad.”

Annas frown deepened. It was what they had feared. Rather than carrying

the phone, the saboteur might easily have stashed it somewhere after the call.

Or then again, Painter might have miscalculated.

Inwhich case, he would have to redeem himself.

Painter stepped to Annas Side. He lifted his makeshift device. "I might be able to accelerate the search
for the phone.”

She eyed him suspicioudy, but their choices were few. She nodded.

Gunther kept to his shoulder.

Painter lifted the satellite phone, turned it on, and punched in the number he had memorized. Nine digits.
Nothing happened. Eyeswere fixed on him.

He scrunched in concentration and punched them in again.

Siill nothing.

Had he got the number wrong?

"Wasist /0s?' Annaasked.

Painter stared at the line of digits on the phone's small screen. He read through them again and saw his
error. "'l mixed up thelast two numbers. Transposed them.”

He shook his head and typed them in again, concentrating hard, going dow. Hefinaly entered theright
sequence. Annamet his eyes when he glanced up. His error was more than stress. She knew it, too.
Keypad punching was often used as atest of mental acuity.

And this had only been a smple telephone number.

But an important one.

Painter's signal net had acquired the saboteur's sat-phone number. He pressed the transmit button and
glanced up.

After amillisecond, a phone rang in the chamber, trilling loudly.

All eyesturned.

ToKlaus.

The Sonnekonig backed up a step.

"Y our saboteur...," Painter said.

Klaus opened his mouth, ready to deny—»but instead he yanked out his handgun, hisface going hard.
Gunther reacted a second faster, hisMK 23 pistol already in hand.

A blast of muzzlefire.

Klaussweapon flew from hisfingertips with aricocheted spark.

Gunther lunged forward, pressing his pistol's smoking barrd againgt Klauss cheek. Cold flesh sizzled,
branded by the hot muzzle. Klaus didn't even wince. They needed the saboteur dive, to answer
questions. Gunther asked the foremost one.

"Warum?'he growled. Why?

Klaus glared out of hisone good eye. The other's lid drooped adong with his half-parayzed face, turning
his sneer into something more dreadful. He spat on the ground. "To put an end to the humiliating reign of
the Leprakonige.”

A long-suppressed hatred shone from histwisted face. Painter could only imagine the years of anger
smoldering in the man's bones, years of ridicule while his body deteriorated. Once a prince, now aleper.
But Painter sensed it was more than mere revenge. Someone had turned the man into amole.

But who?

"Brother," Klaus said to Gunther, "it doesn't haveto be thisway. A life of theliving dead. Thereisa
cure." A keening edge of hope and pleading entered the man's voice. "We can be kings among men

agan."



So there was the man's forty pieces of slver.

Promise of acure.

Gunther was not swayed. "I am not your brother,” he answered from deep in hischest. "And | was
neveraking."

Painter sensed the true difference between these two Sonnekonige. Klaus was a decade older. As such,
he had grown up as aprince here, only to haveit al taken away. Gunther, on the other hand, had been
born at the end of the test run, when the redlity of the debilitation and madness had become known. He
had aways been aleper, knowing no other life.

And there was another critical difference between them.

"Y ou sentenced Annato death with your betrayd," Gunther said. "'l will make you and anyone who
supported you suffer for it."

Klaus did not retreat but became more earnest. " She can be cured, too. It can be arranged.”

Gunther's eyes narrowed.

Klaus sensed the hesitation, the hope in his adversary. Not for himsalf, but his sister. " She doesn't have to
die"

Painter remembered Gunther'swords earlier. / will not let this happen to Anna. | will do anything to stop
it. Did that include betraying everyone el se? Even defying his sster's wishes?

"Who promised you this cure?' Annaasked in ahard voice.

Klauslaughed gutturdly. "Men far greater than the sniveling things you have become here. It isonly right
that you should be cast aside. Y ou have served your purpose. But no longer.”

A loud pop exploded in Painter's hands. The satellite phone he'd used to expose the saboteur shattered
asthe battery detonated, short-circuited by hisamplifier. Fingers stinging, he dropped the smoking
remains of the sat-phone and glanced skyward, toward the helipad bay doors. He prayed the amplifier
hed lasted long enough.

He was not the only one distracted. All eyes had siwung toward him when the phone blew up. Including
Gunther's

Using the momentary inattention, Klaus freed ahunting knife and legped at the other Sonnekonig.
Gunther fired, catching his atacker in the gut with the

largedug. Still, Klauss blade grazed through the meat of Gunther's shoulder asheféll.

Gasping, Gunther twisted and threw Klausto thefloor.

The man crashed hard, sprawled out. Still, he managed to roll up on hisside, hisgood arm clutching his
belly. Blood poured heavily out of the sscomach wound. Klaus coughed. More blood. Bright red. Arterid.
Gunther'swild shot had struck something vitdl.

Annahurried to Gunther's Side to check hiswound. He brushed her back, keeping his pistol trained on
Klaus. Blood soaked through Gunther's deeve and dripped to the stone.

Klaus merdly laughed, agrating of rocks. ™Y ou will al die! Strangled when the knot tightend!

He coughed again, convulsive. Blood spread in apool. With afind trembling sneer, he dumped to the
floor facedown. Gunther lowered his gun. Klaus needed no further guarding. One last breath and the
large man lay 4ill.

Dead.

Gunther dlowed Annato use an aily scrap of rag from apile nearby to tie off hiswound until it could be
better tended.

Painter circled Klauss body, nagged by something. Othersin the room had gathered around, talking
among themsalves in voices both fearful and hopeful. They had al heard the mention of acure.
Annajoined him. "I'll have one of our technicians examine his satdllite phone. Maybeit can lead usto
whoever orchestrated the sabotage.”

"Not enough time," Painter mumbled, tuning everything else out. He concentrated on what bothered him.
It was like grasping at threads just out of reach.

As he paced, he ran through what clues Klaus had offered.

...we can be kings among men again.

...you have served your purpose. But no longer.



A headacheflared as Painter attempted to piece things together.

Klaus must have been recruited as adouble agent...in agame of industrial espionage. For someone
carrying on parald research. And now the work at the castle here had become superfluous, and steps
had been put into motion to eiminate the competition.

"Could he have spoken truthfully?' Gunther asked.

Painter remembered the large man's hesitation amoment before, baited by an offer of acure, for himsdlf
and hissiger. It had dl died with Klaus.

But they weren't giving up.

Annahad dropped to aknee. She removed asmal phone from Klauss pocket. "Well have to work
quickly."

"Can you hdp?' Gunther asked Painter, nodding to the phone.

Their only hopelay in finding out who had picked up the other line,

"If you could tracethecdl...," Annasaid, slanding up.

Painter shook his head, not in denia. He pressed the hedls of his hands against his eyes. His head
pounded, rounding up to afull migraine. But even that wasn't what had him shaking his head.
Close...whatever nagged him was so close...

Anna stepped near to him, touched hiselbow. "It isto al our best interest to—"

"I know," he snapped. "Now shut up! Let methink."

Anna's hand dropped from hisarm.

His outburst silenced the room. He fought to drag up what his mind kept hidden. It waslike transposing
the numbers on the sat-phone. The sharp edge to his menta acuity was dulling.

"The sat-phone...something about the sat-phone...," he whispered, pressing back the migraine by sheer
will. "But whet?'

Annaspoke softly. "What do you mean?'

Then it struck him. How could he have been so blind?

Painter lowered his arms and opened his eyes. "Klaus knew the castle was under dectronic surveillance.
So why did he makethe call a al? Expose himsdlf? Why take that risk?”

Cold terror washed over him. He swung to Anna. " The rumor. The one about having a cache of Xerum
525 4till eft. Were we the only ones who knew the rumor was false? That there redly isn't any more of
theliquid metd?"

The othersin the room gasped at hisrevelation. A few voices rose in anger. Much hope had been seeded
by the rumor, inflaming some optimism that a second Bell could be built. Now it was dashed.

But certainly someone el se had believed the rumor, too.

"Only Gunther knew thetruth,” Annasaid, confirming hiswors fear.

Painter stared out across the helipad. He pictured the castle schematic in

his head. He now knew why Klaus had made the cdl...and why he made it from here. The bastard
thought he could hide in plain Sight afterward, so confident he hadn't even disposed of the phone. He had
chosen this spot specificaly.

"Anna, when you spread the rumor, where did you say you had the Xerum 525 locked up? How had it
avoided being destroyed in the explosion?”

"l clamed it waslocked up inavault.”

"What vault?'

"Away from the explosion ste. The onein my study. Why?'

All theway on the other side of the castle.

"Weve been played,” Painter said. "Klaus called from here, knowing the castle was being monitored. He
meant to lure us here. To pull our attention away from your study, from the secret vault, from the
supposed lagt cache of Xerum 525."

Annashook her head, not understanding.

"Klausscal wasadecoy. Thered goad dl dong wasthefabled last batch of Xerum 525."
Anndseyesgrew wide.

Gunther understood now, too. "There must be a second saboteur.”



"While were distracted here, he's going after the Xerum 525."

"My sudy," Annasaid, turning to Painter.

It finally struck him, what had been nagging him the most, making him heartsick and nauseated. It burst
forth with awhite-hot stab of blinding pain. Someone stood in the direct path of the saboteur.
Lisasearched the upper story of the library. She had climbed the wrought-iron ladder to the rickety iron
bal cony and now circled the room. She kept

one hand on the balcony railing.

She had spent the past hour gathering books and papers on quantum mechanics. She even found the
origind treatise of Max Planck, the father of quantum theory, atheory that defined a bewildering world of
elementd particles, aworld where energy could be broken down into small packets, called quanta, and
where elementa matter behaved like both particles and waves.

It al made her head ache.

What did any of this have to do with evolution?

She sensed any curelay in discovering that answer.

Reaching out, shetilted abook from the shelf, studying the binding. She squinted at the faded | ettering.
Wasthisthe right volume?

A commotion at the door drew her attention around. She knew the exit was

guarded. What now? Was Annareturning aready? Had they found the saboteur? Lisa turned back
toward the ladder. She hoped Painter was with Anna. She didn't like being apart from him. And maybe
he could make heads or tails of these strange theories of matter and energy.

She reached the ladder and turned to step down on thefirst rung.

A sharp scream, quickly silenced, froze her in place.

It came from right outside the door.

Reacting on ingtinct, Lisalunged back up and spread hersdlf flat on the wrought-iron bal cony. The open
floor grating offered little cover. She did closeto the stacks, into the shadows, away from thewall
sconcesonthisleve.

Asshelay ill, the door across the room opened and closed. A figure dipped into the room. A woman.
In asnow-white parka. But it wasn't Anna. The woman tossed back her hood and pulled down a scarf.
She had long white hair and was as pale asaghost.

Friend or foe?

Lisakept hidden until she knew more.

There was something too confident about the woman. Theway her eyes searched the room. She half
turned. A spray of blood marred the side of her jacket. In her other hand, she held a curved katana, a
short Japanese saber. Blood dripped from the blade.

Thewoman danced into the room, turning in adow circle.

Hunting.

Lisadared not breathe. She prayed the shadows kept her hidden up here. The library's few lampslit the
lower level, asdid the hearth fire. It crackled and shone with afew flames. But the upper balcony
remained gloomy.

Would it be enough to hide her?

Lisawatched the intruder make another circle, standing in the middie of the room, bloodied katanaheld
at the ready.

Seemingly satisfied, the ice-blond woman strode quickly toward Anna's desk. She ignored the clutter on
top and stepped behind the wide table. Reaching to atapestry on thewall, she pulled it back and
exposed alarge black cast-iron wall safe.

Hooking the tapestry aside, she knelt and inspected the combination lock, the handle, the edges of the
door.

With the woman's concentration so focused, Lisaalowed hersdlf to breathe. Whatever thievery was
afoot, so beit. Let the woman abscond with whatever she came for and be gone. If the burglar had dain
the guards, maybe Lisacould turn it to her advantage. If she could reach a phone...the intruson might
actualy turn out for the best.



A loud clatter sartled her.

A few yards away, aheavy book had falen from its shelf and landed splayed open on the wrought-iron
balcony. Pages il fluttered from the impact. Lisarecognized the book she had half pulled out amoment
ago. Forgotten until now, gravity had done the rest, dowly tugging the book free.

Below, the woman retrested to the center of the room.

A pigtol had appeared in her other hand, asif out of thin air, pointed up.

Lisahad nowhereto hide.

9:18 am.

BUREN, GERMANY

Gray pulled open the door to the team's BMW. He began to duck inside when a shout rose behind him.
He turned toward the entrance to the hostel. Ryan Hirszfeld hurried toward them, hunched under an
umbrella. Thunder echoed, and rain lashed across the parking lot of the cottage edtate.

"Get indde," Gray ordered Monk and Fiona, waving to the sedan.

He faced Ryan as the young man reached hisside.

"Areyou heading to the castle...to Wewel shurg?' he asked, lifting the umbrellato shelter them both.
"Yes, weare. Why?'

"Might | hop aride with you?'

"l don't think—"

Ryan cut him off. "Y ou were asking about my great-grandfather...Hugo. | may have more information for
you. It1l only cost you aride up the hill."

Gray heditated. The young man must have eavesdropped on their earlier conversation with Johann, his
father. What could Ryan know that hisfather didn't? Still, the man stared a him with earnest eyes.
Turning, Gray popped the back door and held it open.

"Danke."Ryan folded the umbrellaand ducked into the back with Fiona.

Gray climbed behind the whedl. In moments, they were bumping down the driveway out of the estate.
"Shouldn't you be home watching the store?' Monk asked, haf turned in the

passenger sedt to address Ryan.

"Aliciawill cover the front desk for me" Ryan said. "The storm will keep everyone closeto thefire”
Gray studied the young man in the rearview mirror. He looked suddenly uncomfortable under Monk's
and Fonas scrutiny.

"What did you want to tell us?' Gray asked.

Ryan's eyes met hisin the mirror. He swallowed and nodded. "My father thinks | know nothing about my
great-grandfather Hugo. Thinksit best be buried in the past, /a? But it's il whispered about. Same with
Aunt Tola"

Gray understood. Family secrets had away of surfacing, no matter how deeply you tried to bury them.
Curiosity had plainly been indtilled in Ryan about his ancestors and their role during thewar. It practically
shone from the man's eyes.

"Y ou've been doing your own investigation into the past?* Gray said.

Ryan nodded. "For three years now. But the trail goes back further. To when the Berlin Wall came
down. When the Soviet Union dissolved.”

"l don't understand,” Gray said.

"Do you remember when Russia declassified the older Soviet files?'

"l suppose. But what about them?”

"W, back when Wewe shurg was reconstructed—"

"Wait asec." Fionadtirred. Sheld been ditting with her arms crossed, asif disgruntled by theintrusion of
the stranger. But Gray had caught the few sidelong glances she gave the man, sizing him up. He
wondered if the man gill had hiswallet. "Reconstructed? They rebuilt that ugly place?’ she asked.

Ryan nodded as the castle came into view on theridgeline. Gray signaded and turned onto Burgstrasse,
the road that headed up toward the castle. "Himmler had it blown up near the end of thewar. Only the
North Tower was untouched. After thewar, it was rebuilt. Part museum, part youth hostdl. Still

bothers my father.”



Gray could understand why.

"It wasfinished in 1979," Ryan continued. "The museum directors over the years have petitioned former
Allied governments for documents and such related to the castle.”

"Including Russia,” Monk said.

"Natiirlich. Once records were decommissioned, the current director sent archivists over to Russia. Three
years ago, they returned with truckloads of declassfied documents related to the Russian campaign in the
area. Thearchivists had dso left herewith along list of namesto search for in the Russan files. Including
my great-grandfather, Hugo Hirszfeld.”

"Why him?"

"Hewasintimately involved in the Thule Society rituds at the castle. He was well known locdly for his
knowledge of runes, which decoratethecastle. He even corresponded with Karl Wiligut,
Himmler's persond

adrologer.”

Gray pictured the three-pronged mark in the Bible but remained silent.

"The archivigs returned with severd boxes specificaly about my great-grandfather. My father was
informed but refused to participate in any way."

"But you snuck up there?' Monk said.

"I wanted to know more about him," Ryan said. "Figure out why...what happened..." He shook his head.
The past had away of grabbing hold and not letting go.

"And what did you learn?' Gray asked.

"Not much. One box contained papers from the Nazi research lab where my great-grandfather worked.
Hewas given the rank of Oberarbeitdeiter. Head of the project.” Thislast was said with atone both
shamed and defiant. "But whatever they were working on must not have been declassified. Most of the
papers were persond correspondence. With friends, with family.”

"And you read through them al?"

A dow nod. "Enough to get the feding my great-grandfather had begun to have doubts about hiswork.
Y et he couldn't leave.”

"Or hewould've been shot,” Fionasaid.

Ryan shook his head, aforlorn expression waxing for abreath. "'l think it was more the project itself...he
couldn't let it go. Not completely. It was like he was repulsed but drawn at the sametime.”

Gray sensed Ryan's persond pursuit into the past was tinged with the sametida push and pull.

Monk tilted his head and cracked his neck with aloud pop. "What does any of this have to do with the
Dawin Bible?" he asked, bringing the subject back around to the beginning.

"I found one note," Ryan answered. "Addressed to my great-aunt Tola. It mentions the crate of books
my grest-grandfather sent back to the estate. | remember it because of hisrather strange remarks about
it

"What did he say?'

"Theletter isup at the museum. | thought you might like to have acopy of it...to go dong with the Bible."
"Y ou don't remember what it said?"

Ryan scrunched his brow. "Only acouple lines. 'Perfection can be found hidden in my books, dear Tola
Thetruth istoo beautiful to let die and too monstrous to set free. ™

Silence sttled in the car.

"Hedied two months later.”

Gray contemplated the words. Hidden in my books. The five books Hugo had mailed back home before
he died. Had he done it to keep some secret safe? To preserve what was too beautiful to let die and too
monstrous to set free?

Gray fixed Ryan with agtare in the rearview mirror. "Did you tell anyone €l se about what you found?'
"No, but the old gentleman and his niece and nephew...the ones who came earlier thisyear to speak to
my father about the books. They had aready been here, searching through my great-grandfather's papers
inthe archives. | think they must have read the same note and come to inquire further with my father."
"Thesefolks...the niece and nephew. What did they look like?!



"White hair. Tdl. Athletic. Good stock, as my grandfather would say.”

Gray shared aglance with Monk.

Fionacleared her throat. She pointed to the back of her hand. "Did they have a mark...atattoo here?”
Ryan dowly nodded. "I think so. Shortly after they arrived, my father sent me away. Like with you today.
Mustn't spesk in front of the children.” Ryan tried to smile, but he plainly sensed the tenson in the car.
His eyes darted around. "Do you know them?"

"Fellow competitors,” Gray said. "Collectorslike us."

Ryan's expression remained guarded, disbdieving, but he didn't inquire further.

Gray again pictured the hand-drawn rune hidden in the Bible. Did the other four books contain smilar
cryptic symbols? Did it tie back to Hugo's research with the Nazis? Was that what thiswas dl about? It
seemed unlikely these assassinswould just show up here and start sifting through records...not unless
they were searching for something specific.

But what?

Monk il faced backward. But he swung around and settled into his seat. He spoke low, under his
breath. "Y ou know we're being followed, right?”

Gray only nodded.

A quarter mile back, dowly climbing the switchbacks behind them, acar followed in therain. The same
one he had spotted earlier parked back at the hostel. A pearl white Mercedes roadster. Maybe they
were just fellow tourists, out on asightseeing excursion to the castle.

Right.

"Perhaps you shouldn't follow so close, 1saak.”

"They've dready spotted us, Ischke." He nodded past the rainswept windshield to the BMW a quarter
mile ahead. "Note how histurns are more restrained, less enthusiastically sharp and tight. He knows.”
"Isthat something we want? To dert them?'

Isaek tilted his head toward his sister. "The hunt is aways the best when the prey is spooked.”

"I don't think Hanswould agree." Her manner darkened with grief.

He reached afinger and touched the back of her hand, sharing her sadness and apologizing. He knew
how sensitive she could be.

"Thereisno other road down from theridge," he assured her. "Except for the

oneweareon. All isready at the castle. All we haveto do isflush theminto the trap. If they arelooking
over their shoulder at us, they arelesslikely to see what'sin front of them."

Sheinhaled her agreement and understanding.

"It'stime we cleared up al these tattered loose ends. Then we can go home.”

"Home," she echoed with a contented sigh.

"We're amost done. We must always remember the god, Ischke. Hanss sacrifice will not beinvain, his
spilt blood will herad anew dawn, a better world.”

"So Grandfather says."

"And you know it'strue.”

Hetilted his head toward her. Her lipsthinned into aweary smile.

"Careful of the blood, sweet Ischke.”

His sigter glanced down to the long stedl blade of the dagger. She had been absently wiping it clean with
awhite chamois. A crimson drop had dmost falen onto the knee of her white pants. Oneloose end
severed. A few moreto go.

"Thank you, Isagk."

1:22 pm. HIMALAYAS

Lisagtared at theraised pistal.

"Wer 1t dort? Zeigen Sie sichf"the blond woman called up to her.

Though Lisadidn't speak German, she understood the gist. Sheroseinto view dowly. Hands up. "1 don't
speak German,” she cdled down.

Thewoman eyed her, so focused in intent that Lisa swore she could fed it like alaser across her body.
"Y ou're one of the Americans,” thewoman said in crigp English. "Come down. Slowly."



The pigtol didn't waver.

With no cover on the open balcony grating, Lisahad no choice. She stepped to the ladder, turned her
back, and climbed down. With every rung, she expected to hear ablast of apistol. Her shoulders tensed.
But she reached the ground safely.

Lisaturned, arms still held abit out to the side.

The woman stepped toward her. Lisa stepped back. She sensed agood portion of the woman's restraint
in not immediately shooting her was due to the noise it might generate. Except for the single short cry, she
had dispatched the outer guards with barely a sound, employing the sword.

The assassin gill held the bloody katanaiin her other hand.

Maybe Lisawould've been safer staying atop the balcony, making the woman fire a her likeaduck ina
shooting gdlery. Maybe the gunfire would have

drawn othersin time. She had been foolish to put hersalf within sword reach of the intruder. But panic
had clouded Lisas judgment. It was hard to refuse someone when they had agun pointed at your face.
"The Xerum 525," thewoman said. "Isit in the safe?”

Lisaweighed her answer for a heartbeat. Truth or lie? There seemed little choice. "Annatook it," she
answered. She waved vaguely toward the door.

"Where?'

She remembered Painter's earlier lesson after they had been captured. Be necessary. Be useful. "I don't
know the castle well enough to describeit. But | know how to get there. I...can take you." Lisasvoice
fatered. She needed to be more convincing. And how better than to barter asthough her lie had vaue?
"I'll take you onlyW you promise to help me get out of here.”

Theenemy of my enemy ismy friend.

Would the woman fal for it? She was sunningly beautiful : svelte, unblemished skin, generouslips, but her
glacid blue eyesglinted with cold

cdculaion and intelligence.

She scared Lisawitless.

There was something unearthly about her.

"Then you will show me," the woman said and bolstered her pistol. She kept the katanain hand.
Lisawould've preferred it the other way around.

The sword pointed at the door.

Lisawasto go first. She circled toward the door, keeping some distance. Perhaps she could make a
break for it out in the hdls. It would be her only hope. She would have to watch for amoment, some
digtraction, a hestation, and then just run like hell.

A brush of air, theflicker of flamein the hearth, was her only warning.

Lisaturned—and the woman was dready there, a step away, having glided

swiftly and slently from behind. Impossibly fast. Their eyes met. Lisaknew in the heartbeat before the
sword fell that the woman had not believed her for amomen.

It had all been atrap to drop Lisa's guard.

It would be her last mistake.

Theworld froze...caught in aflash of fine Japanese slver asit plunged toward Lisals heart.

9:30am.

WEWEL SBURG, GERMANY

Gray did the BMW into aparking place beside a blue Wolters tour bus. The large German vehicle hid
the sedan from direct view of the street. The arched entryway to the castle courtyard stood directly
ahead.

"Stay inthe car,” he ordered the others. He twisted around. "That means you, young lady."

Fionamade an obscene gesture, but she stayed buckled.

"Monk, get behind the whed. Keep the engine running.”

"Gotit"

Ryan stared at him wide-eyed. "Was 1t |os?"

"Nothing'slos' Monk answered. "But keep your head down just in case."



Gray opened the door. A gust of rain dapped against him, sounding like machine-gun fire asit struck the
flank of the neighboring bus. Thunder rumbled in the distance.

"Ryan, may | borrow your umbrella?'

The young man nodded and passed it forward.

Gray climbed out. He shook out the umbrellaand hurried to the far side of the bus. He took up a post
near the rear door, sheltering againgt the rain. He hoped to appear like just another tour employee. He
kept himsdlf shielded by

the umbrellawnhile he watched the road.

Headlights appeared out of the gloom, climbing the last switchback.

The white two-seater roadster appeared amoment later. It did up to the parking lot and, without
dowing, passed it. He watched the taillights recede into the rain, heading toward the tiny hamlet of
Wewel sburg that nestled against the flank of the castle. The car disappeared around acorner.

Gray waited afull five minutes, circling behind the bus and sgnaling the dl clear to Monk. Monk cut the
engine. Finally satisfied that the Mercedes was not returning, Gray waved the others out.

"Paranoid much?' Fiona asked as she passed and headed to the arch.

"It'snot paranoiaif they're redly out to get you,” Monk caled after her. Heturned to Gray. "Arethey
redly out to get us?'

Gray gared into the storm. He didn't like coincidences, but he couldn't stop moving forward just because
he was spooked. " Stick with Fionaand Ryan. Let'stalk to thisdirector, get acopy of old Hugo's |etter to
his daughter, and

get the hell out of here.”

Monk eyed the hulking mass of tower and turret. Rain poured over the gray stone and suiced from green
gutters. Only afew of the windows on the lower floors shone with signs of life. The vast bulk was dark
and oppressive.

"Just so wereclear,” he grumbled, "if | see onefriggin' black bat, I'm out of here.”

1:31 p.m. HIMALAYAS

Lisawatched the sword plunge toward her chest. It all happened between heartbesats. Time thickened
and dowed. Thiswas how shewasgoingto die.

Then atinkle of glass shattered the tillness...followed by the soft crack of a gunshot, sounding impossibly
far away. Near at hand, the assassin's throat blossomed with afountain of blood and bone, head thrown
back.

But even then, the assassin's death stroke completed its arc.

The sword struck Lisain the chest, pierced skin, and collided into her sternum. But there was no weight
behind it. Limp fingers released the katanas hilt. The hedl of adying hand knocked it down before further
damage could beinflicted.

Lisastumbled back, released from the spdll.

The length of Japanese sted pirouetted and struck the floor with the sound of a perfectly tuned bell. The
body of the assassin followed next, thudding heavily besideit.

Lisaretreated, disbdieving, numb, sensaess.

Moretinkling of glass.

Words reached her asif from underwater.

"Areyou okay?Lisa..."

She stared up. Acrossthelibrary. The single library window. Frosted and glazed before, its pane
shattered away under the butt of a rifle. A face

appeared in the opening, framed by shards of broken glass.

Painter.

Beyond his shoulder, astorm blew, swirling snow and icemelt. Something large, heavy, and dark
descended out of the sky. A helicopter. A rope and harness dangled below it.

Lisatrembled and sank to her knees.

"WEell beright there," he promised.

Five minutes later, Painter stood over the body of the assassin. The second saboteur. Annawas on one



knee, searching the woman. Off to the Side, Lisasat in achair by the hearth, her sweater off, her shirt
open, exposing her braand abloody cut below it. Assisted by Gunther, Lisa had already cleaned the
wound and now applied a series of butterfly bandagesto seal the inch-long dice. She had been lucky.
Her bra's underwire had helped block the blade from penetrating deeper, saving her life. Tak
about offering additiona

support.

"No papers, no identification," Annasaid, turning to him. Her gazefdll heavily onto Painter. "We needed
the saboteur dive.”

He had no excuse. "I aimed for her shoulder.”

He shook hishead in frustration. A debilitating bout of vertigo had parayzed him after his descent in the
rope harness. But they had no timeto spare, barely making it here from the far sde of the mountain. They
wouldve never made it on foot through the castle. The helicopter had been their only chance, hopping
over the shoulder of the mountain and dropping someone down on a harness.

Annawas no good with agun, and Gunther was piloting the helo.

That |eft only Painter.

So despite the vertigo and double vision, Painter had crawled to the castle and aimed as best he could
through the window. He'd had to act fast as he saw the woman rush Lisa, sword poised.

S0 he had taken his shot.

And though it may have cost them everything—even the knowledge of the true puppetmaster who
manipul ated these saboteurs—Painter did not regret his choice. He had seen the horror on Lisasface.
Vertigo be damned, he had fired. His head still pounded now. A new fear rose.

What if he had struck Lisa...? How long until he was more of aliability than an asset? He shoved this
thought aside.

Quit wringing your hands and roil up your deeves.

"What about any distinguishing marks?' Painter asked, getting back into the game.

"Only this" Annaturned over the woman's wrist and exposed the back of the n'shand. "Do you
recognizeit?'

A black tattoo marred her perfect white skin. Four entwined loops.

"Looks Cdltic, but it means nothing to me."

"Nor me." Anna sat back, dropping the corpse's hand.

Painter noted something el se and knelt down closer. He turned the hand over again, ill warm. The
woman's pinkie fingernall was missing, the bed scarred. A tiny blemish, but asignificant one.
Annatook the hand from him. She rubbed the nail bed. "Dry..." A deep furrow formed between her
brows. Her eyesmet his.

"Doesthat mean what | think it means?' he asked.

Annas gaze shifted to the woman'sface. "But I'd have to do aretina scan for sure. Look for petechia
around the optic nerve.”

Painter didn't need any further evidence. He had seen how fast the assassin had moved across the room,
preternaturally agile. " She's one of the Sonne konige.”

Lisaand Gunther joined them.

"Not one of ours," Annasaid. "She'sway too young. Too perfect. Whoever

created her employed our latest techniques, those that we finessed over the past decades from our in
vitro sudies. They've advanced them into human subjects.”

"Could someone have created them here, behind your back...after hours?!

Annashook her head. "It takes an enormous amount of energy to activate the Bell. We would know."
"Then that only meansonething.”

"She was created somewhere else.”" Annaroseto her feet. " Someone el se has an operable Bell.”
Painter remained where he was, examining the nail and tattoo. "And that someone meansto shut you
down now," he mumbled.

Silence sttled over the room.

Inthe quiet, Painter heard atiny chime, barely audible. It came from the woman. He realized he had



heard it afew times, but there had been so much

commotion, so much speculation, it had not fully registered.

He pulled up her parka deeve.

A digital watch with athick leather band, afull two inchesin width, was secured to her wrist. Painter
studied itsred face. A holographic hand swept fully around, marking off the seconds. A digital readout
glowed.

01:32

Seconds subtracted with every sweep.

Just over aminute.

Painter unstrapped the watch and checked the inside of the band. Two slver contact points were wired
in place. Heartbeat monitor. And somewhere ingde the watch must be amicrotransmitter.

"What are you doing?" Annaasked.

"Did you search her for any explosives?'

"She'scdean," Annasad. "Why?'

Painter stood and spoke rapidly. " She's wired with amonitor. When her heartbeat stopped, a
transmisson must've been sent out.” He glanced to thewatch in hishand. "Thisisjust atimer.”

He held it out toward them.

01.05

"Klaus and thiswoman had full accessto your facilitiesfor who knows how long. Plenty of timeto
jury-rig afailsafe.” Painter held up the watch. " Something tells me we don't want to be here when this
reaches zero."

The second hand swept around, and asmall chime sounded as the count dropped below aminute.
00:59

"We must get out of here. Now!"

10 BLACK CAME LOT

9:32am.

WEWELSBURG, GERMANY

"The SS gtarted out as the persond bodyguard for Hitler," the docent said in French, leading a group of
sodden tourists through the heart of the Wewelsburg museum. "In fact, theterm SSis derived from the
German word Schutzstaffel, which means 'guard detachment.’ Only later did they become Himmler's
Black Order."

Gray stepped aside asthe tour group passed. While waiting for the museum director, he had
eavesdropped on enough of the tour to gain the gist of the castl€'s history. How Himmler had leased the
cadtle for only one Reichsmark, then spent aquarter billion rebuilding the castle into his persond
Camelot, asmdl price compared to the cost in human blood and suffering.

Gray stood beside adigplay case with astriped prison uniform from the Niederhagen concentration
camp.

Thunder rumbled from beyond the walls, rattling the old windows.

Asthetour group drifted away, the docent's voice faded into the babble of the few other vistors, dl
seeking shelter againgt the storm.

Monk stood with Fiona. Ryan had gone to fetch the director. Monk leaned down to examine one of the
infamous Toten Kopf rings on display, aslver band granted to SS officers. It was engraved with runes,
along with askull and crossbones. A gruesome piece of art, ripe with symbolism and power.

Other exhibits stretched across the smal hall: miniature modds, photographs of daily life, SS
paraphernalia, even astrange little tegpot that once belonged to Himmler. A sun-shaped rune decorated
the pot.

"Here comes the director,” Monk said, stepping closer. He nodded to a squat gentleman who strode out
aprivate door. Ryan accompanied him.

The museum director appeared to be in hislatefifties, salt-and-pepper hair, rumpled black suit. Ashe
approached, he removed a pair of eyeglasses and held out his other hand toward Gray.

"Dr. Diegter Ulmstrom," the man said. "Director of the Historisches Museum des Hochstifts Paderborn.



Wilkommen."

The man'sharried look belied hiswelcome.

He continued, "Young Ryan here has explaned how youve come toinvestigate somerunes
found in an old book. How intriguing.”

Again the man appeared more hasded than intrigued.

"Wewon't keep you long,” Gray said. "We were wondering if you could help usidentify aparticular rune
and itssgnificance."

"Certainly. If thereis one thing amuseum director at Wewe sburg must be fluent with, itisrunelore.”
Gray waved to Fionafor the Darwin Bible. She dready had it out.

Hipping open the back cover, Gray held the book out.

Lips pursing, Dr. Ulmstrom replaced his glasses and looked closer. He

studied the rune scoured in ink by Hugo Hirszfeld on the back pasteboard.

t

"May | examine the book, bitte?"

After amoment's hesitation, Gray relented.

Thedirector flipped through the pages, pausng a someof the chicken-scratched marksinsde. "A
Bible...how gtrange...”

"The symbal at the back," Gray pressed.

"Of course. It isthe Mensch rune.”

"Mensch,"Gray said. "Asin the German word for ‘'man.
"Ja. Note theform. Like a decapitated stick figure." The director drifted back to the earlier pages.
"Ryan's great-grandfather seemed very fixated on symbols associated with the All-Father.”

"What do you mean?' Gray asked.

Ulmstrom pointed to one of the scratches on the inner pages of the Bible.

f-

"Thisistherunefor k" the director said, "aso caled cenin Anglo-Saxon. It'san earlier runefor 'man,’
only two upraised arms, a cruder portraya. And on

this other pageisthe runesmirror image." Heflipped afew pages and pointed to another.

1

"Thetwo symbols are sort of like two sdes of the same coin. Yin and yang. Mae and female. Light and
dark."

Gray nodded. It reminded him of hisdiscussonswith Ang Gelu when he had studied with the Buddhist
monk, how al societies seemed to be transfixed by this duality. Thisreverie tweaked his concern about
Painter Crowe. Thereéd been no word yet from Nepal.

Monk redirected the talk. "These runes? What do they al have to do with this

All-Father guy?"

"All three are rdated. Symbolically. The big rune, the Mensch rune, is often considered to represent the
Norse god Thor, abringer of life, ahigher state of being. What we dl strive to become.”

Gray's mind puzzled through to the answer, picturing it in his head. " And these two earlier runes, the /r
runes, they form the two halves of the Mensch rune."

"Huh?' Monk grunted.

"Likethis" Fionasaid, understanding. Using her finger, she drew in the dust atop adisplay case. "You
push the two-armed runes together to form the Mensch rune. Like ajigsaw.”

Y-Y

"Sehr gut,"the director said. He tapped the first two runes. " These represent the common man—in dl his
dudity—joining together to form the All-Father, a supreme being." Ulmstrom handed the Bible back to
Gray and shook his head. "These runes certainly seemed to obsess Ryan's great-grandfather.”

Gray stared at the symbol on the back cover. "Ryan, Hugo was abiologist, correct?’

Ryan dtirred. He seemed dismayed by dl this. "Ja. Aswas my great-aunt Tola."

Gray nodded dowly. The Nazis were dways interested in the myth of the

superman, the All-Father from which the Aryan race supposedly descended. All these scribblings, were



they just Hugo's declaration of hisbelief in thisNazi dogma? Gray didn't think so. He remembered
Ryan's description of his great-grandfather's notes, the scientist's growing disillus onment—and then the
cryptic note to his daughter, a hint of asecret, one too beautiful to let die and too monstrous to set free.
From one biologist to another.

He sensed it was dll tied together: runes, the All-Father, some long-abandoned research. Whatever the
secret was, it seemed it wasworth killing over.

Ulmstrom continued, "The Mensch rune was also of particular interest to the Nazis. They even renamed it
the leben-rune”

"Theliferune?' Gray asked, focusing his attention back.

"Ja. They used it to represent the Lebensborn program.”

"What's that?' Monk asked.

Gray answered. "A Nazi breeding program. Farmsto produce more blond, blue-eyed children.”

The director nodded. "But like the dudity of the k rune, the leben-rune dso hasits mirror image." He
motioned for Gray to turn the Bible upside down, upending the symbol. "Reversed, the [eben-rune
becomesits opposite. The

toten-rune.”

Monk frowned at Gray.

Hetrandated. "The rune of death.”

1:37 pm. HIMALAYAS

Desth ticked down.

0:55

Painter stood with the dead assassin'swrist timer in his hand. "No time to makeit out on foot. Never get
clear of the blast zone."

"Then what—7?" Annaasked.

"The helicopter,” Painter said and pointed toward the window. The A-Star helicopter they'd used to hop
here dtill sat outside the castle, engine warm.

"The others." Anna headed to the phone, ready to raisethe darm.

"Keine Zeit,"Gunther barked, stopping her.

The man unhitched his assault rifle, a Russan A-91 Bullpup. With his other hand, he yanked out a
grenade cartridge from his waistband and jammed it into the rifleés 40mm launcher.

"HierfHe strode in large steps to Annas massive desk. " Schnd|!™

He pointed therifle at arm's length toward the room's barred window.

Painter grabbed Lisa's hand and ran for shelter, Annaon their hedl's. Gunther waited until they were close
enough and fired. A jet of gas blasted from the rock-steady weapon.

They dl legped behind the desk.

Gunther grabbed his sister around the waist and bodily rolled her under him. The grenade exploded
deafeningly. Painter felt his ears pop. Lisa clamped her hands over her ears. The concussion shoved the
desk afull foot. Bits of rock and glass pelted the front of the desk. Rock dust and smoke choked over
them.

Gunther hauled Annato her feet. They wasted no words. Across the library, aragged hole had been
blasted through to the outside. Books—shredded and aflame—dotted the floor and had been blown out
into the courtyard.

They ran for the exit.

The helicopter sat beyond the mountain overhang. A good forty yards. Bounding through the jumbled
blast zone, they sprinted for the helicopter.

Painter ill clutched thewrist timer. He didn't check it until they were a the helicopter. Gunther had
reached the chopper first and ripped open the rear door. Painter helped Annaand Lisainside, then dove
in after them.

Gunther was dready in the pilot's seat. Belts snapped into place. Painter glanced at the timer. Not that it
would do any good. Either they'd get clear or they wouldn't.

He stared at the number. His head pounded, stabbing his eyeswith pain. He could barely make out the



digital readout.

00:09

No timeleft.

Gunther had the engine roaring. Painter glanced up. The rotors had begun to spin...dowly, too dowly. He
glanced out a side window. The helo perched at the top of a steep snowy dope, freshly corniced from
last night's storm. The sky beyond was shredded with clouds, and icy mists clung to dliffsand valleys.
From the front seet, Gunther swore under his breath. The bird refused to climb into the thin air, not
without top rotor speed.

00:03

They'd never makeit.

Painter reached for Lisas hand.

He gripped it tightly—then suddenly the world lifted and crashed back down. A distant hollow boom
sounded. They dl held their breath, ready to be blasted off the mountain. But nothing el se happened.
Maybeit wouldn't be so bad &fter all.

Then the cornice upon which they were perched broke away. The A-Star tilted down nosefirst. Rotors
churned usdlesdy overhead. The entire snowy dope dipped in one sheet, diding avay, asif shrugged off
the mountain, taking the hdlicopter withit.

They were headed for the cliff's edge. Snow tumbled over it in achurning torrent.

The ground bumped again...another explosion...

The helo bucked but refused to get airborne.

Gunther wrestled with the controls, choking the throttle.

The cliff rushed toward them. The snow could be heard beyond the roar of the helicopter, growling like
ClassV rapids.

Lisapressed againgt Painter's side, her hand white-knuckled around hisfingers. On her other sde, Anna
sat ramrod straight, face blank, eyesfixed forward.

In front, Gunther went deethly slent asthey were carried over the dliff.

Shoved off the edge, they tipped sideways, snow falling away under them, behind them. Dropping fat,
the craft jittered, yawing back and forth. Cliffs of rock rosein dl directions.

No one made asound. Therotors screamed for al of them.

Then just like that, the craft found air. With no more jolt than an elevator coming to a stop, the A-star
steadied. Gunther grunted at the controls...dowly, dowly, spirding the craft upward.

Ahead, thelast of the avaanche tumbled over the cliff face.

The helo climbed enough to survey the damage to the castle. Smoke choked out al the fa cade's
windows. The front doors had been blown off. Over the shoulder of the mountain, athick black column
rose into the sky, coming from the helipad on thefar sde.

Anna sagged, palms on the side window. "Almost a hundred and fifty men and women."

"Maybe somegot out,” Lisasad dully, unblinking.

They spotted no movement.

Only smoke.

Anna pointed toward the castle. "Wir sollten suchen—"

But there would be no search, no rescue.

Ever.

A blinding white flash, like a.crack of lightning, blazed from al the windows. Beyond the shoulder, a
sodium-arc sunrise. No noise. Like heet lightning. It burned into the retina, shutting off al sight.

Blinded, Painter felt the helo lurch up as Gunther yanked on the collective. A noiseintruded, avast
grating rumble of rock. Impossibly loud. Not just an avalanche. It sounded tectonic, agrinding of
continentd plates.

The helo trembled inthe air, afly in apaint shaker.

Sight returned painfully.

Painter pressed against the window and stared below.

"My God...," he uttered in awe.



Rock dust obscured most of the view, but it could not hide the scope of the destruction. The entire side
of the mountain had buckled in on itsdf. The shoulder of granite that had overhung the castle had
collapsed, asif dl benesth it—the castle and agood section of mountain—had smply vanished.
"Unmoglich," Annamumbled, sunned.

"Whet?"

"Such annihilation...it had to be aZPE bomb." Her eyes had gone glassy.

Painter waited for her to explain.

She did after another shuddering bresth. "ZPE. Zero point energy. Eingtein'sformulasled to thefirst
nuclear bomb, tapping into the energies of afew uranium atoms. But that's nothing compared to the
potentia power hidden within Planck's quantum theories. Such bombs would tap into the very energies
birthed during the big bang.”

Silence ettled throughout the cabin.

Annashook her head. "Experiments with the fuel source for the Bell—the Xerum 525—hinted & the
possible use of zero point energy as aweapon. But we never pursued that avenue with any redl intent.”
"But somebody else did," Painter said. He pictured the dead, ice blond

assassin.

Annaturned to Painter, her face etched with horror and utter violation. "We have to stop them.”

"But who? Who are they?'

Lisadtirred. "I think we may find out." She pointed out the starboard side.

Over the edge of aneighboring peak, atrio of helicopters appeared, camouflaged in white againgt the
glaciered peaks. They spread out and swept toward the lone A-Star.

Painter knew enough of aeriad combat to recognize the pattern.

Attack formation.

9:32am.

WEWELSBURG, GERMANY

"The North Tower isthisway," Dr. Ulmstrom said.

The museum director led Gray, Monk, and Fiona out the back of the main hall. Ryan had |eft amoment
earlier with adim woman dressed in tweed, amuseum archivist. They were off to make copies of Hugo
Hirszfeld'sletter and anything else pertaining to his great-grandfather's research. Gray sensed he was
close to discerning some answers, but he needed more information.

To that end, he had agreed to the director's persond tour of Himmler's castle. It was here where Hugo
had begun his connection with the Nazis. Gray sensed that to move forward he would need as much
background as possible—and who better to supply that information than the museum curator?

"To truly understand the Nazis," Ulmstrom said, leading the way, "you have to stop considering them asa
politica party. They caled themselves National sozidistische Deutsche Arbeiterpartei—the National
Socidist German Workers Party—hbut in redlity, they wereredly acult.”

"A cult?' Gray asked.

"They bore dl the trappings, /a? A spiritual leader who could not be questioned, disciples who wore
matching clothes, rituasand blood oaths

performed in secret, and most important of al, the creation of a potent totem to worship. The
Hakenkreuz. The Broken Cross, aso called the swastika. A symbol to supplant the crucifix and the Star
of David."

"Hari krishnas on steroids,” Monk mumbled.

"Do not joke. The Nazis understood the inherent power of ideas. A power greater than any gun or
rocket. They used it to subjugate and brainwash an entire nation.”

Lightning cracked, brightening the hal behind them. Thunder followed onitshedls, booming, felt inthe
gut. Thelightsflickered.

They dl stoppedinthe hall.

"One squeaking bat,” Monk whispered. "Even asmdl one..."

Thelightsflared brighter, then steadied. They continued onward. The short hall ended at abarred glass
door. A larger room lay beyond.



"The Obergruppenfuhrersad.” Ulmstrom pulled out aweighty set of keysand

unlocked the door. "Theinner sanctum to the castle. Thisisredtricted from regular vistors, but | think
you might appreciateit.”

He held the door for them to enter.

They trailed insde. Rain pelted against the ring of windows that surrounded the circular chamber.
"Himmler built thisroom to mirror King Arthur'sin Camelot. He even had amassive oaken round table
placed in the middle of the room and gathered histwelve leading officers of his Black Order for meetings
andrituashere”

"What's this Black Order?" Monk asked.

"It was another name for Himmler's SS. But more accurately, the Schwarze Auftrag— the Black
Order—was aname given to Himmler'sinner circle, asecret caba that traced its roots back to the occult
Thule Society.”

Gray's attention focused. The Thule Society again. Himmler was amember of the group, so was Ryan's
great-grandfather. He pondered the connection. An inner cabal of occultists and scientists who believed
that a master race once

ruled the world—and would again.

The director continued histour. "Himmler believed this room and its tower to be the spiritua and
geographic center of the new Aryan world."

"Why here?' Gray asked.

Ulmstrom shrugged and walked to the middle of the room. "Thisregion is where the Teutons defeated
the Romans, apivotd battlein Germanic higory."

Gray had heard asimilar story from Ryan'sfather.

"But the reasons may be multiple. Legends are ripe here. Nearby stands an old Stonehenge-like set of
prehistoric monoliths, caled Externsteine. Some claim the roots of the Norse World Tree, Yggdrasi, lie
below it. And then, of course, there were the witches."

"Theoneskilled here" Gray said.

"Himmler believed, and perhaps rightly so, that the women were dain

because they were pagans, practicing Nordic rites and rituals. In his eyes, the fact that their blood was
Spilt at this castle only succeeded in consecrating these grounds.”

"Sothenit'sliketherea estate agents say,” Monk mumbled. "It'sal about location, location, location.”
Ulmstrom frowned but continued. "Whatever the reason, hereis the ultimate purpose of Wewe sburg.”
He pointed down to thefloor.

In the gloom, a pattern had been done in dark green tiles against awhite background. It looked like a
aun, radiaing twelve lightning bolts.

"The Schwarze Sonne. The Black Sun." Ulmstrom stalked around its circumference. "This symbol dso
has roots in many myths. But to the Nazisit represented the land from which the All-Father descended.
A land that went by many names. Thule, Hyperborea, Agartha. Ultimately the symbol representsthe sun
under which the Aryan race would be reborn.”

"Returning again to the All-Father," Gray said, picturing the Mensch rune.

"That was the ultimate goa of the Nazis...or at least for Himmler and his Black Order. To advancethe
German people back to their godlike status. It waswhy Himmler chose this symbol to represent his
Black Order."

Gray began to sense what research Hugo might have been involved with. A biologist with roots at
Wewe sburg. Could he have been involved with atwisted form of the L ebensborn project, some type of
eugenics program? But why would peoplekill over such a program today? What had Hugo discovered
that he felt needed to be kept so secret, burying it in code in hisfamily's books?



Gray remembered Ryan's recitation of his great-grandfather's | etter to his daughter, shortly before his
death. He hinted at a secret that was too

beautiful to let die and too monstrous to et free. What had he discovered? What had he wanted kept
secret from hisNazi superiors?

Lightning crackled again, shining through al the windows. The symbol of the Black Sun shone brilliantly.
Electric lights trembled as the thunder reverberated throughout the hilltop castle. Not the best placeto be
inan eectrica storm.

Confirming this, the lights flared again—then went dark.

Blackout.

Stll, enough murky illumination came through the windowsto see.

Voices shouted in the distance,

A loud clang rang out closer a hand.

All eyesturned.

The door to the chamber had dammed closed. Gray reached for the butt of

his gun, holstered under his swester.

"Security lockdown," Ulmstrom assured them. "Nothing to fear. Backup generators should—"
Lightsflickered, then ignited again.

Ulmstrom nodded. "Ah, therewe go. Estut mir leid”" he gpologized. "Thisway."

He led them back through the security door, but rather than heading toward the main hall, he amed for a
st of stairsto the sde. Apparently the tour was not over.

"l think you might find this next chamber of particular interest asyou'll see the Mensch rune from the
Bible depicted there."

Footsteps approached down the hal, coming fast.

Gray turned, redlizing hishand still rested on his gun. But there was no need to unholster it. Ryan hurried
toward them, a stuffed manila envel ope clutched

in hishand.

Hejoined them, dightly out of breath. His eyes darted abit, plainly spooked by the brief blackout. "Ich
glaube..." He cleared histhroat. "I have dl the paperwork, including the letter to my great-aunt Tola."
Monk took the envelope. "Now we can get our butts out of here."

Maybe they should. Gray glanced to Dr. Ulmstrom. He stood at the head of stairsleading down.

The curator stepped toward them. "If you'reinahurry..."

"No, bitte. What were you saying about the Mensch rune?" It would be foolish to leave without exploring
thisfully.

Ulmstrom lifted an arm and motioned toward the gairs. "Below lies the only chamber in the entire castle
where the Mensch rune can be found. Of course, the rune's presence only makes sense considering...”
"Consdering what?'

Ulmstrom sighed, checked hiswatch. "Come. I'll have to make this quick anyway." He turned and strode
to the staircase and headed down.

Gray waved Fionaand Ryan to follow. Monk rolled hiseyes a Gray as he passed. " Spooky cadtle...time
togo..."

Gray understood Monk'sitchinessto leave. Hefdt it, too. First the false alarm with the Mercedes, then
the blackout. But nothing untoward had happened. And Gray hated to pass up achanceto learn more
about the Bibleésrune and its history here.

Ulmstrom's voice carried up to Gray. The others had reached the landing below. "This chamber lies
immediately below the Obergruppenfuhrersad.”

Gray joined them while the curator unlocked a matching door to the one above, aso barred and sesled
with thick glass. He held it open for them, then stepped in after them.

Beyond lay another circular chamber. This one windowless, lit gloomily by afew wall sconces. Twelve
granite columns circled the space, holding up adomed roof. In the center of the ceiling, atwisted
swastika symbol had been

painted.



"Thisisthe castles crypt,” Ulmstrom said. "Note the well in the center of the room. It iswhere the coat of
ams of falen SS officerswould be burned ceremonidly.”

Gray had already spotted the stone well, directly below the swastikain the ceiling.

"If you stand near the well, and look at thewalls, you'll see the Mensch runes depicted here.”

Gray stepped closer and followed hisdirections. At the cardind points, the runes had been engraved in
the stonewalls. Now Gray understood Ulmstrom's remark. The rune's presence only makes sense
congdering...

The Mensch runeswere all upside down.

Toten-runes.

Degth runes.

A loud clang, amatch to the one amoment ago, resounded across the chamber. Only thistime there had
been no blackout. Gray swung around, redlizing his mistake. Curiosity had lessened hisguard. Dr.
Ulmstrom had never moved far from the door.

The curator now stood outsideit, clicking the lock.

He cdled through the thick glass, doubtless bulletproof. "Now you'll understand the true meaning of the
toten-rune.”

A loud pop sounded next. All the lamps went dark. With no windows, the chamber sank into complete
darkness.

In the shocked silence, anew sound intruded: afierce hissng.

But it came from no snake or serpent.

Gray tasted it on the back of histongue.

Ges.

149 p.m. HIMALAYAS

Thetrio of helicoptersfanned out for an attack run.

Painter studied the approach of the choppers through a set of binoculars. He had unbelted and crawled
into the copilot seat. He recognized the enemy crafts. Eurocopter Tigers, medium-weight, outfitted with
air-to-air gun pods and missiles.

"Do you have any weapons equipped on the heo?' Painter asked Gunther.

He shook hishead. "Nein."

Gunther worked the rudder pedals to bring them around, swinging away from their adversaries. Pitching
the helo forward, he accelerated away. It was their only real countermeasure: speed.

The A-Star, lighter and unburdened of armaments, was quicker and more maneuverable. But even that
advantage had itslimitations.

Painter knew the direction in which Gunther was headed now, forced by the others. Painter had
thoroughly studied the region'sterrain maps. The Chinese border lay only thirty miles away.

If the attack choppers didn't eliminate them, invading Chinese airgpace would. And with the current
tensions between the Nepal ese government and the Maoist rebels, the border was closely watched. They
were literaly between arock and a hard place.

Annayelled from the backseat, head craned to watch their rear. "Missile launch!™

Even before her warning ended, a screaming streak of smoke and fire shot past their port Side, missing
by mereyards. The missile dammed into the ice-encrusted ridgeline ahead. Fire and rock shot high. A
large chunk of cliff broke off and did away, likeaglacier caving.

Gunther tipped their helo on its Side and sped clear of therain of debris.

He darted their craft down and raced between two ridges of rock. They were temporarily out of the
direct line of fire,

"If we put down,” Annasaid. "Fast. Flee on foot."

Painter shook his head, shouting to be heard above the engine. "I know these Tigers. They have infrared.
Our heat sgnatures would just give us away. Then theréd be no escaping their guns or rockets."

"Then what do we do?'

Painter's head still spasmed with white-hot bursts. His vision had constricted to alaser focus.
Lisaanswered, leaning forward from the backseat, her eyes on the compass. "Everest," she said.



"What?"
She nodded to the compass. "We're heading right toward Everest. What if we landed over there, got lost
inthemassof climbers.”

Painter considered her plan. To hidein plain sight.

"The storm's backlogged the mountain,” she continued loudly. " Some two hundred people were waiting
to ascend when | |eft. Including some Nepalese soldiers. Might even be more after the monastery burned
down."

Lisaglanced over to Anna. Painter read her expression. They werefighting for their lives aongside the
very enemy who had burned down that monastery. But agreater adversary threatened dl. While Anna
had made brutal, unforgivable choices, this other faction had triggered the necessity for her actions,
eiting in motion the chain of eventsthat led them &l here.

And Painter knew it wouldn't stop here. Thiswas just the beginning, afeint meant to misdirect.
Something monstrous was afoot. Anna's words echoed in his pounding head.

We must stop them.

Lisafinished, "With so many satellite phones and video feeds broadcasting from Base Camp, they'd dare
not attack.”

"Or sowe hope," Painter said. "If they don't back off, we'd be jeopardizing many lives."

Lisaleaned back, digesting hiswords. Painter knew her brother was among those at Base Camp. She
met hiseyes.

"It'stoo important,” she said, coming to the same conclusion he had amoment ago. "We haveto risk it.
Word must get out!"

Painter glanced around the cabin.

Annasaid, "It will be shorter to go over the shoulder of Everest to get to the other Side, rather than taking
the longer route around.” She pointed to the wall of mountain ahead of them.

"So we head for the Base Camp?' Painter said.

They weredl in agreement.

Others were not.

A hdlicopter roared over theridgeline, its skids passing directly over their rotors. The intruder seemed
gtartled to come across them. The Tiger twisted and climbed in a surprised pirouette.

But they'd been found.

Painter prayed the others were spread out in awide search pattern—then again, one Tiger was enough.
Their unarmed A-Star shot out of the trough into awider couloir, abowl-shaped gully full of snow and
ice. No cover. The Tiger's pilot responded quickly, plunging toward them.

Gunther throttled up the engine speed and increased the blade pitch, attempting a full-out sprint. They
might outrun the heavier Tiger, but not itsmissiles.

To punctuate this, the diving Tiger opened fire with its gun pods, spitting flames, and chewing through the
Sow.

"Forget outrunning the bastard!" Painter yelled and jerked histhumb straight up. "Take the race that
way."

Gunther glanced at him, heavy brows knit tight.

"He'sheavier," Painter explained, motioning with his hands. "We can climb to a higher levation. Where
he can't follow."

Gunther nodded and pulled back on the collective, turning forward motion into verticd. Likeriding an
express elevator, the helo shot upward.

The Tiger was taken aback by the sudden change of direction and took an extramoment to follow,
spirding up after them.

Painter watched the altimeter. The world record for elevation reached by a helicopter had been set by a
gtripped-down A-Star. It had landed on the summit of Everest. They didn't need to climb that far. The
armament-heavy Tiger was aready petering out as they went above the twenty-two-thousand-foot mark,
itsrotors churning usdesdy in therarefied air, making it difficult to maintain yaw and roll, confounding an
attack pitch in which to employ itsmissles.



For now, their craft continued to sail upward into safety.

But they could not stay up hereforever.

What went up eventually had to come down.

And like acircling shark, the attack helicopter waited below. All it had to do was track them. Painter
spotted the two other Tigerswinging in their direction, called into the hunt, apack closnginonits
wounded prey.

"Get above the chopper,” Painter said, pantomiming with one pam over the other.

Gunther'sfrown never wavered, but he obeyed.

Painter twisted around to Annaand Lisa. "Both of you, look out your side windows. Let me know when
that Tiger isdirectly below us™"

Nods answered him.

Painter turned his attention to the lever in front of him.

"Just about there!" Lisacaled from her Sde.

"Now!" Annaresponded a second later.

Painter yanked on the lever. It controlled the winch assembly on the undercarriage of the chopper. The
rope and harness had lowered Painter earlier when held been pursuing the assassin. But he wasn't
lowering the harness now. The emergency lever he gripped was used to jettison the assembly if it should
be jammed. He cranked it fully back and felt the pop of the release.

Painter pressed his face to the window.

Gunther banked them around, pitching for a better view.

The winch assembly tumbled end over end, unreding its harnessin awide tangled mess.

It struck the Tiger below, smashing into itsrotors. The effect was as destructive as any depth charge. The
bladestore gpart, flying in al directions. The chopper itself twisted like a spun top, flipping sdeways and
faling away.

With no timeto spare, Painter pointed toward their only neighbor at this €levation. The white summit of
Everest rose ahead, shrouded in clouds.

They had to reach Base Camp on its lower dopes—but below, the skies were not safe.

Two more helicopters, angry as hornets, raced toward them.

And Painter was out of winches.

Lisawatched the other helicopters swoop toward them, growing from gnats to hawks. It was now a
race.

Pitching the chopper steeply, Gunther dove out of the rarefied ether. He aimed for the gap between
Mount Everest and its Sister peak, Mount Lhotse. A shouldered ridgeline—the famous south
col—connected Lhotse to Everest. They needed to get over its edge and put the mountain between them
and the others. On the far side, Base Camp lay at the foot of the col.

If they could reachit...

She pictured her brother, his goofy smile, the cowlick at the back of his head

that he was perpetually trying to smooth down. What were they thinking, bringing thiswar to Base
Camp, to her brother?

In front of her, Painter was bent with Gunther. The engine'sroar ate their words. She had to place her
trust in Painter. He would not jeopardize anyone'slife needlesdly.

The col rose toward them. The world expanded outward as they dove toward the mountain pass.
Everest filled the starboard sde, aplume of snow blowing fromiitstip. Lhotse, the fourth highest peak in
the world, wasawall to the | eft.

Gunther steepened their angle. Lisa clutched her seat harness. She fdt like she might tumble out the front
windshield. The world ahead became a sheet of ice and snow.

A whigtling scream cut through the roar.

"Misslel" Annascreamed.

Gunther yanked on the stick. The nose of the chopper shot up and yawed to

theright. The missle sailed under their skids and streaked into the eastern ridge of the col. Fire blasted
upward. Gunther banked them clear of the eruption, dipping the nose down again.



Pressing her cheek againgt the side window, Lisaglanced to the rear. The two choppers had closed the
distance, angling toward them. Then awall of ice cut off the view.

"Wereover theridge!" Painter yelled. "Hang tight!"

Lisaswung back around. The helicopter plunged down the vertiginous dope of the south col. Snow and
iceraced under them. Ahead, adarker scar appeared. Base Camp.

They amed for it, asif intending to crash headlong into the tent city.

The camp swelled below them, growing with each second, prayer flags flapping, individua tents
discernable now.

"Were going to land hard!" Painter yelled.

Gunther didn't dow.

Lisafound aprayer rising to her lips or maybe amantra. "Oh God...oh God...oh God..."

At the last moment, Gunther pulled up, fighting the controls. Winds fought him. The helicopter continued
fdling, rotors now shrieking.

Theworld beyond was a Tilt-A-Whirl.

Thrown about, Lisaclenched the armrests.

Then the skids dammed hard to the ground, dightly nose down, throwing Lisaforward. The seat harness
held her. Rotor wash churned up snow in aflurried burst, but the chopper rocked back onto its skids,
level and even.

"Everybody out!" Painter yelled as Gunther throttled down.

Hatches popped, and they tumbled out.

Painter appeared a LisasSde, taking her amin his. Annaand Gunther

followed. A mass of people converged toward them. Lisaglanced up to the ridge. Smoke rose behind
the col from the missile attack. Everyone at camp must have heard it, emptying tents.

Voicesinadur of languages assaulted them.

Lisa, haf-deafened by the helicopter, felt distant fromiit dl.

Then one voice reached her.

"Lisa"

Sheturned. A familiar shape in black snowpants and agray thermal shirt shoved through the crowd,
elbowing and pushing.

" Jogh!"

Painter dlowed her to divert the group in hisdirection. Then Lisawasin her brother's arms, hugging tight.
He smdlled vaguely of yaks. She had never smel led anything better.

Gunther grunted behind them. " Pass auf!”

A warning.

Criesarose around them. Attention shifted in a spreading tide. Arms pointed.

Lisafreed hersdf from her brother.

A pair of attack helicopters hovered at the top of the col, stirring the smoke from the missileimpact. They
hung in place, predatory, lethdl.

Go away, Lisaprayed, willing it with dl her strength. Just go away.

"Who arethey?' anew voice grated.

Lisadidn't need to turn to recognize Boston Bob, amistake from her past. His accent and perpetua
whining undercurrent identified him plainly enough. Alwaysintrusive, he must have followed Josh. She
ignored him.

But Josh must have felt her tense when the helicopters appeared. "Lisa...?"

She shook her head, eyesfixed to the skies. She needed her full concentration to will them away.
Buttono avall.

In unison, both helicopters tipped out of their hovers and dove down the dope toward them. Spats of fire
lit their noses. Snow and ice blasted up in pardld lines of desth, chewing down the dope, aming straight
for Base Camp.

"No...," Lisamoaned.

Boston Bob yelled, backing away, "What the hell did you do?"



The crowd, stunned and frozen for a breath, suddenly erupted in screams and shouts, breaking apart and
fleeingindl directions.

Painter grabbed Lisa's other arm. He tugged her away, hauling Josh, too. They retreated, but there was
nowhereto hide.

"A radio!" Painter yelled at Josh. "Wheresaradio?'

Her brother stared mutely at the sky.

Lisashook her brother'sarm, drawing his eyes down. " Josh, we need to find aradio." She understood
Painter'sfocus. If nothing ese, word of what had happened must reach the outside world.

Her brother coughed, collected himself, and pointed. "Thisway...they set up an emergency
communication net after the rebd attack at the monastery." He hurried out toward alarge red tent.
Lisanoted Boston Bob kept up with them, checking over his shoulder, sensing the authority radiating
from Painter and Gunther. Or maybe it was the assault rifle Gunther carried. The German had dammed
another grenade into the weagpon's launcher. He was ready to make alast stand, guard them while they
attempted to radio out.

But before they could reach the tent, Painter yelled, "Get down!™

Heyanked Lisato the ground. Everyone followed his example, though Josh had to pull Boston Bob off
hislegs

A strange new scream suddenly echoed off the mountains.

Painter's gaze searched the skies.

"What—7?" Lisaasked.

"Wait," Painter said with aconfused frown.

Then over the shoulder of Mount Lhotse, apair of military jets shot into view, streaking on twin contrails.
Fireflared from under their wings.

Missles

Oh, no!

But the base wasn't the target. Thejets shot overhead, streaking away, booming as they passed and
saling sraight up into the ether.

The pair of attack helicopters, already three-quarters of the way down the dope, exploded asthe jets
heat-seeking missiles crashed into them. Fery ruins dammed into the dope, blasting snow and flames.
Debrisrained, but

none of it reached the camp.

Painter gained hisfeet, then helped Lisaup.

The othersfollowed.

Boston Bob shoved forward, bullying up to Lisa. "What the hdll was dl that? What shit did you bring
down on our heads?'

Lisaturned away. Whatever had possessed her back in Seattle to deep with him? It was asif that had
been a different woman.

"Don't turn your back on me, you bitch!™

Lisaswung around, fingers clenched—but there was no need. Painter was dready there. Hisarm
pistoned and smashed into the man'sface. Lisa had heard the term "coldcocked" but never had
witnessed it. Boston Bob fell back, stiff asaboard, and crashed to the ground. He did not get up,
splayed out, nose broken, out cold.

Painter shook his hand, wincing.

Josh gaped, then grinned. "Oh, man, 1've been wanting to do that for a solid week."

Before more could be said, a sandy-haired man stepped out of the red communication tent. Hewore a
military uniform. A United States military uniform. He stepped to their group, his eyes settling on Painter.
"Director Crowe?" the man asked in aGeorgian drawl, hisarm out.

Painter accepted the handshake, grimacing at the pressure on his bruised knuckles.

"Logan Gregory sends his best wishes, sir." The man nodded to the blasted ruins smoking on the dope.
"Better late than never," Painter said.

"We have him on the horn for you. If you'l follow me."



Painter accompanied the Air Force officer, Mg or Brooks, into the communication tent. Lisatried to
follow with Annaand Gunther. Mgor Brooks held up an arm, blocking them.

"I'll beright back,” Painter assured them. "Hold fast."

Ducking, he entered the tent. Inside stood an array of equipment. A communication officer stepped back
from a satdllite telecommuni cation station. Painter took his place, picking up the recaiver.

"L ogan?”

The voice came through clear. "Director Crowe, it'swonderful to hear you're okay."

"l think | have you to thank for that."

"We got your SOS."

Painter nodded. So his message had gotten out, sent by burst transmission from hisjury-rigged amplifier
back at the castle. Luckily the GPS signal had

broadcast before the overloaded amplifier had exploded. Apparently it had been enough to track.

"It took some fast footwork to get surveillance up and coordinate with the Roya Nepalese military,”
Logan explained. "Still, it was close, too close.”

Logan must have been monitoring the entire Situation via satellite, possibly from the time they'd fled the
castle. But details could wait. Painter had more important concerns.

"Logan, before fully debrief, | need you to get started on asearch. I'm going to fax you asymbol, a
tattoo." Painter mimed writing on a pad to Mgor Brooks. Supplieswere brought to him. He quickly
drew the symbol he had seen on the n's hand. It was dl they had to go on.

"Get garted immediately,” Painter continued. "Seeif you can find out if any terrorist organization, politica
party, drug cartel, even Boy Scout troop, might be associated with this symbol."

"Il getright onit."

Finishing arough gpproximation of the cloverleaf tattoo, Painter passed it to the communication officer,
who stepped to afax machine and fed the sheet into it.

While the transmission was sent, Painter gave athumbnail version of what happened. He was grateful
Logan didn't interrupt with too many questions.

"Did thefax arrive there yet?' Painter asked after afew minutes.

"Jugt in my hands now."

"Perfect. The search...giveit top priority."

A long pause followed. Dead air. Painter thought maybe they'd lost their signal, then Logan spoke,
tentative, confused. "Sir..."

"What isit?"

"I know this symbol. Grayson Pierce sent it to me eight hours ago.”

"What?"

Logan explained about the eventsin Copenhagen. Painter struggled to wrap hismind around it. With the
adrendine from the chase dissipating, the pounding in his head confounded his attention and focus. He
fought againgt it, putting pieces together. The same assassins were after Gray, Sonnekonige born under a
foreign Bdll. But what were they doing in Europe? What was so important about a bunch of books? Gray
was currently off in Germany invetigating the trail further, seeing what he might uncover.

Painter closed his eyes. It only made his headache worse. The attacksin Europe only further confirmed
hisfear that something global was afoot. Something magjor was stirring, about to cometo fruition.

But what?

Therewas only one place to sart, asingle clue. "The symbol hasto be significant. We must find out who
it belongsto.”

Logan spoke crisply. "1 may have that answer.”

"What? Already?'

"I've had eight hours, gr."

Right. Of course. Painter shook his head. He glanced down to the pen in his hand, then noted something
odd. Heturned hishand. The nail on hisfourth finger was gone, ripped away, possibly when held
punched the asshole amoment ago. There was no blood, just pae, dry flesh, numb and cold.

Painter understood the significance.



Timewas running out.

Logan explained what he had learned. Painter interrupted him. "Have you passed this Intdl to Gray?"
"Not yet, Sr. We're having trouble reaching him at the moment.”

Painter frowned, dismissing his own heath concerns. "Get word to him," he said firmly. "However you
can. Gray hasno ideawhat he'sup againgt.”

9:50am.

WEWELSBURG, GERMANY

Light flared in the crypt asMonk clicked on aflashlight.

Gray found his own flashlight and pulled it free of his pack. Heturned it on, pointing it up. Tiny ventsran
aong the edges of the dome. A greenish gas poured forth, heavier than air, spilling in smoky waterfalls
fromdl the vents.

They weretoo high and too many to plug.

Fonadrifted closer to him. Ryan stood on the other side of thewell, arms clutched around himsdlf,
dishdieving hiseyes.

Movement drew Gray's attention back to Monk.

He had pulled out his 9mm Glock and aimed it at the glass door.

"No!" Gray called out.

Too late. Monk fired.

The pistol blast echoed, accompanied by a sharp ping as the bullet ricocheted off the glass and struck
one of the sted vents with afiery spark.

At least the gas didn't appear to be flammable. The spark could have killed them dll.

Monk seemed to redlize the same. "Bulletproof,” he said sourly.

The curator affirmed this. "We had to ingta| extra security. Too many neo-Nazistrying to break in." The
reflection of ther lights off the glass hid his position.

"Bagtard,” Monk mumbled.

The gas began to fill the lower spaces. It smelled sweetly musty but tasted acrid. Not cyanide, at least.
That had abitter mond scent.

"Keep ganding,” Gray said. "Heads high. Get in the center of the room, away from the vents."

They gathered around the ceremonid pit. Fionas hand found his. She clasped it tightly. Shelifted her
other hand. "I nicked hiswallet, if that makes any difference.”

Monk saw what she held. "Grest. Y ou couldn't steal his keys?!

Ryan called out in German. "My...my father knowswe're up here! Helll cal the Pofitzefi"

Gray had to give the young man credit. Hewastrying his best.

A new voice responded, faceless behind the reflective glass. "I'm afraid your father will not be calling
anyone...ever again." Thewords were not spoken in threat, merely a statement.

Ryan fdl back agtep, asif physicaly struck. His eyesflicked to Gray, then back to the door.

Gray recognized the voice. Asdid Fiona. Her fingers had clenched hard in hisgrip. It was the tattooed
buyer from the auction house.

"Therewill be none of your tricksthistime,” the man said. "No escape.”

Gray's head began to fed woozy. His body grew lighter, growing weightless. He shook his head to clear
the cobwebs. The man was correct. Therewould

be no escape. But that didn't mean they were defenseless.

Knowledge was power.

Gray turned to Monk. "Get your lighter out of your pack,” he ordered.

AsMonk obeyed, Gray dropped his own backpack and yanked out his notebook. He threw it into the
pit.

"Mork, tossin Ryan's copies.” Gray held out his hand. "Fiona, the Bible, please.”

They both obeyed.

"Light the pit," Gray said.

Monk flicked hislighter and ignited one of Ryan's recently copied sheets. He dropped it into the pit. In
seconds, asmattering of flame and smoke rose, consuming al. The rising smoke even seemed to drive



back the poison momentarily...or S0 Gray hoped. His head swam drunkenly.

Beyond the doors, voices murmured, too low to make out.

Gray held up the Darwin Bible. "Only we know what secret ishiddenin this Bible!" he called out.

The white-blond assassin, Hill faceless behind the glass, answered, vaguely amused. "Dr. Ulmstrom
discerned al we needed to know. The Mensch rune. The Bibleisworthlessto us now."

"Isit?" Gray held the book up, shining hislight on it. "We only showed Ulmstrom what Hugo Hirszfeld
wrote on the back pasteboard of the Bible. But not what was scrawled on the front”

A moment of silence, then voices again drew back into furtive murmurs. Gray thought he heard a
woman'svoice, perhaps the blond man's pale twin.

A cdear nein arose in Ulmstrom's voice, defengve.

Fiona stumbled next to him, her knees giving way. Monk caught her, holding her head above therising
pool of poisonous gas. But even he wobbled on hisfedt.

Gray could wait no longer.

He clicked off hisflashlight for dramatic effect and dropped the Bibleinto thefire pit. He was still Roman
Catholic enough to fed atwinge of misgiving, burning aBible. The old pagestook to flame immediatdly,
flaring up to their knees. A fresh curl of smoke plumed upward.

Gray took a deep breath, putting as much conviction as possiblein hisvoice, needing to sdl it. "If wedie,
S0 does the secret of the Darwin Bible!™

Hewaited, praying his ruse would work.

One second...two...

The gas rose under them. Each breath gagged now.

Ryan suddenly collapsed, asif someone had cut the strings holding him up. Monk reached for hisarm but
went down on aknee, burdened by Fiona. He never rose again. He dumped, cradling Fionawith him.
Gray stared toward the black door. Monk'sflashlight rolled from hislimp

fingers, spinning. Was anyone even out there? Had anyone believed him?

Hewould never know.

Astheworld drowned from sight, Gray fell back into darkness.

550 p.m.

HLUHLUWE-UMFOLOZI PRESERVE

Thousands of miles away, another man woke.

Theworld returned in amiasmaof pain and color. His eyesflickered open to something fluttering over his
face, thewings of abird. Hisearsfilled with achanting.

"Hewakes," another saidin Zulu.

"Khamig..." Thistimeawoman'svoice.

It took amoment for the waking man to reconnect the name to himsdif. It fit uneasily. A groan reached
hisears. In hisown voice.

"Help him st up,” the woman said. She aso spoke Zulu, but her accent was British, familiar.

Khamis felt himsalf tugged up into aweak douch, propped by pillows. His sight stabilized. Theroom, a
mud brick hut, was dark, but painful lances of light pierced around shaded windows and the edges of a
rug shielding the hut's door. The roof was decorated with colorful gourds, twists of hides, and strings of
feathers. The odor of the room cloyed with strange scents. Something was snapped under hisnose. It
reeked of ammonia and shoved his head back.

Heflaled out abit. He saw hisright arm trailed an IV line, attached to a hanging bag of yelowish fluid.
Hisarmswere caught.

On one side, the bare-chested shaman wearing a crown of feasthers held his shoulder steady. He had
been the one chanting and waving a desi ccated vulture wing over hisface, to ward away desth's
scavengers.

Onthe other, Dr. Paula Kane held hisarm, placing it back down on the blanket. He was naked benegath
it. Sweat had soaked the cloth to his skin.

"Where..what...?" hisvoice croaked.

"Water," Paulaordered.



The third person in the room obeyed, a crooked-backed elder of the Zulu. He passed a dented canteen.
"Canyou holdit?" Paulaasked.

Khamis nodded, strength feebly returning. He took the canteen and sipped the tepid water, loosening his
pasty tongue and his memories. The elder who brought the canteen...he had been in Khamis's house.
His heart suddenly best faster. His other hand, trailing the 1V line, roseto his neck. A bandage lay there.
Heremembered it dl. The fanged dart. The black mamba. The staged snake attack.

"What happened?’

The old man filled in the blank spaces. Khamis recognized him as the éder who had first reported seeing
an ukufain the park five months ago. Back

then, his clams had been dismissed, even by Khamis.

"I heard what happened to Missus Doctor." He nodded to Paulain sympathy and sorrow. "And | heard
what you say you saw. Peopletak. | come by your home, to speak to you. But you not home. So | wait.
Otherscome, 0 | hide. They chop asnake. Mamba. Bad magic. | stay hiding."

Khamis closed his eyes, remembering. He had then come home, been darted, |ft for dead. But his
attackers hadn't known about the man hiding in the back.

"I comeout,” the elder continued. "I call others. In secret, we take you away."

PaulaKane finished the sory. "We brought you here," she said. " The poison amost killed you, but
medicine—both modern and ancient—saved you. It wasaclose cdl.”

Khamis glanced from the IV bottle to the shaman.

"Thank you."

"Do you fed strong enough to walk?' Paulaasked. ™Y ou should get your limbs moving. The poison hits
the circulatory system like aload of bricks."

Assigted by the shaman, Khamis stood up, modestly keeping his soaked blanket around hiswaist. He
was walked to the door. Whiletaking hisfirst steps hefelt asweak as ababe, but afrail strength quickly
suffused hislimbs,

The rug over the door was pulled back.

Light and the day's heet flowed insde, blinding and blistering.

Midafternoon, he guessed. The sun sank in the west.

Shidding hiseyes, he stepped out.

He recognized the tiny Zulu village. It stood at the edge of the Hluhluwe-Umfolozi reserve. Not far from
where they'd found the rhino, where Dr. Fairfield had been attacked.

Khamis glanced at Paula Kane. She stood with her arms crossed, her face

exhausted.

"It was the head warden," Khamis said. He had no doubits. "He wanted to silence me."

"About how Marciadied. What you saw."

He nodded.

"Whet did you—?"

Her words were cut off as atwin-engine helicopter sped past overhead, low and loud. Rotor wash
thrashed bushes and tree limbs. Rugs flapped from doorways, asif trying to wave away the interloper.
The heavy arcraft raced away, passing low over the savanna.

Khamis watched it. It was no tourist junket.

Besde him, Paulahad raised apair of Bushnd| binoculars, following the aircraft. It drifted farther away,
then settled for alanding. Khamis stepped

out farther to watch.

Paulapassed him the binoculars. "Thereve been flightsin and out of theredl day."

Khamig lifted the glasses. The world magnified and zoomed. He saw the twin-engine drop behind a
barrier of ten-foot-high black fencing. It marked the boundary of the Waalenberg private estate. The
helicopter vanished behind it.

"Something hasthem all stirred up,” Paulasaid.

Thetiny hairs on the back of Khamisg's neck quivered.

He twisted the focus, fixing more sharply on the fencing. The old main gates, rarely used, stood closed.



He recognized the old family crest, donein silver filigree across the gates. The Wadenberg Crown and

Cross.
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DEMON IN THE MACHINE

12:33am.

AIRBORNE OVER THE INDIAN OCEAN

"Captain Bryant and | will do our best to investigate the Waalenbergs here in Washington,” Logan
Gregory said over the phone.

Painter wore an earpiece that dangled amicrophone. He needed his hands free as he sifted through the
mountain of paperwork that L ogan had faxed to their staging areain Kathmandu. It contained everything
about the Wad enbergs. family history, financia reports, internationd ties, even gossp and innuendo.

On top of the pile rested agrainy photograph: a man and awoman climbing out of alimousine. Gray
Pierce had taken the picture from a hotel suite across the stret, prior to the start of an auction. The
digita surveillance had confirmed Logan's assessment. The tattoo wastied to the Wadenberg clan. The
two in the photo were Isaak and Ischke Wadenberg, twins, the youngest heirs to the family fortune, a
fortune that rivaled most countries gross

national product.

But moreimportantly, Painter recognized the wan complexions and white hair. The pair were more than
heirs. They were Sonnekonige. Like Gunther, likethe n back at the mountain castle.

Painter glanced to the front of the Gulfstream's cabin.

Gunther dept, sprawled across a sofa, legs dangling over the end. Hissister, Anna, sat in anearby chair,
facing apile of research as daunting as Painter's. The two were guarded over by Mgjor Brooks and a
pair of armed U.S. Rangers. Roles were now reversed. The captors had become the prisoners. But
despite the shift in power, nothing had really changed between them. Anna needed Painter's connections
and logistical support; Painter needed Anna's knowledge of the Bell and the science behind it. AsAnna
hed stated earlier, "Oncethisis over, then well settle matters of legality and responsibility.”

Logan cut into hisreverie. "Kat and | have an appointment set for the morning with the South African
embassy. Well seeif they can't help shed somelight on thisreclusve family.”

And reclusve was putting it mildly. The Waalengbergs were the Kennedys of South Africa: rich, ruthless,
with their own estate the size of Rhode Idand outside of Johannesburg. Though the family owned vast
tracts e sawhere, the Waaenberg family seldom strayed far from their main estate.

Painter picked up the grainy digital photo.

A family of Sonnekonige.

Astimeran short, there could be only one place a second Bell could be hidden. Somewhere on that
edtate.

"A British operative will meet you when you touch down in Johannesburg. M15 has had their eye on the
Wad enbergsfor years—tracking unusua transactions—but they've been unable to penetrate their wall of
privacy and secrecy.”

Not surprising, since the Waaenbergs practically own the country, Painter thought.

"They'll offer ground support and loca expertise” Logan finished. "I'll have

more details by the time you touch down in three hours.”

"Very good." Painter stared at the picture. "And what about Gray and Monk?'

"They've dropped off the map. We found their car parked at the airport in Frankfurt.”

Frankfurt? That made no sense. The city wasamgor internationa airline hub, but Gray aready had



accessto agovernment jet, faster than any commercid airline. "And noword at al?!

"No, sr. Werelisening on dl channds.”

The newswas definitely disconcerting.

Rubbing at a needling headache that even codeine couldn't touch, Painter concentrated on the drone of
the plane asit sailed through the dark skies. What had happened to Gray? The options were few: hed
goneinto hiding, been captured, or killed. Where was he?

"Turn over every sone, Logan."

"It'sunder way. Hopefully by the time you reach Johannesburg, I'll have more news on that matter, too."
"Do you ever deep, Logan?'

"There's a Starbucks on the corner, Sir. Make that every corner.” A tired amusement flavored hiswords.
"But what about you, Sir?"

He had taken a power nap back in Kathmandu while dl the preparations had been made and fires put
out—literaly and politically—in Nepa. They had been ddlayed too long in Kathmandu.

"I'm holding up fine, Logan. No worries.

Right.

As Painter sgned off, histhumb rubbed absently over the pale pebbly flesh that was the nail bed to his
fourth finger. All his other fingers tingled—and now histoes. Logan had attempted to convince him to fly
back to Washington, have tests run at Johns Hopkins, but Painter had trusted that Anna's group was well
ahead of the curve on this particular iliness. Damaged

at the quantum level. No conventiona treatment would help. To dow down the disease, they needed
another functioning Bell. According to Anna, periodic trestment with the Bell's radiation under controlled
Stuations could buy them yearsinstead of days. And maybe down the line, even acomplete cure, Anna
concluded hopefully.

But first they needed another Bell.

And more information.

A voice behind his shoulder startled him. "I think we should talk to Anna," Lisasaid, asif reading his
mind.

Painter turned. He thought Lisa had been adeep in back. She had cleaned up, showered, and now
leaned againgt his seat back, dressed in khaki dacks and a cream-colored blouse.

Her eyes searched hisface, clinicd, judging. "You look like crap,” she said.

"Such agood bedside manner," he said, standing and stretching.

The planetilted and darkened. Lisa grabbed his elbow, steadying him. The world brightened and
stabilized. It hadn't been the plane, just his head.

"Promise me you'l get some more deep beforeweland,” she said, squeezing hiselbow in ademanding
pinch.

"If theréstime—owwwF

Shehad agrip likeiron.

"Okay, | promise," he relented.

Her grip relaxed. She nodded to Anna. The woman was hunched over a stack of invoices, going over
bills of lading for the Wad enberg estate. She was looking for any telltale sgnsthat the Waalenbergs had
been bringing in supplies cong stent with the operation of afunctioning Bell.

"I want to know more about how that Bell works," Lisasaid. "The fundamenta theories behind it. If the
disease causes quantum damage, we must understand how and why. She and Gunther are the only
aurvivors from Granitschloft. | doubt Gunther has been instructed on the finer points of the
Bdl'stheories.

Painter nodded. "More guard dog than scientist.”

Asif confirming this, aloud snore rumbled from the man.

"All the remaining knowledge of the Bell isin Annas head. If her mind should go..."

They'dloseitdl.

"We need to secure the information before that happens,” Painter agreed.

Lisaseyesmet his. She did not hide her thoughts. They were plain on her face. He remembered her



climbing on board the plane in Kathmandu. Exhausted, frayed to aragged edge, she had not hesitated to
come adong. She understood. Like now.

It wasn't just Annas mind and memory that were at risk.

Painter was dso in danger.

Only one person had been following thistrail from the beginning, one person with the medica and
scientific mind to follow it al, amind free of impending dementia. Back &t the cadtle, Lisaand Annahad
shared long conversations alone. Also on her own, Lisa had explored the depths of Annas research
library. Who knew what tiny fact might prove to be the critical one, the difference between successand
falure?

Lisahad understood.

It had taken no discussion in Kathmandu.

She had smply climbed on board.

Lisa's hand dipped from hisebow and did to his hand. She gave hisfingers a squeeze and nodded to
Anna "Let'sgo pick her brain."

"To undersand how the Bdl works” Anna explained, "you must first understand quantum
theory."

Lisastudied the German woman. Her pupils were dilated from the codeine. She was taking too much.
Annasfingers shook with fine tremors. She clutched her reading glassesin both hands, asif they werean
anchor. They had retreated to the back of the jet. Gunther still dept under guard in the front.

"I don't think we havetime for the full Ph.D. program,” Painter said.

"Naturlich. Only three principles need to be understood.” Annalet go of her glasses|ong enough to hold
up onefinger. "First, we must understand that once matter is broken down to the subatomic level—the
world of eectrons, protons, and neutrons—then the classical laws of the universe begin to erode. Max
Planck discovered that electrons, protons, and neutrons act as both particles and waves. Which seems
strange and contradictory. Particles have distinct orbits and paths, while waves are more diffuse, less
digtinct, lacking any specific coordinates.

"And these subatomic particles act like both?" Lisa asked.

"They have the potentid to be either awave or aparticle,” Annasaid. "Which brings usto our next point.
The Helsenberg Uncertainty Principle.”

Lisawas dready familiar with it and had read further about it back in Anna's laboratory. "Heisenberg
bascaly statesthat nothing is certain until it is observed," she said. "But | don't understand what that has
to do with dectrons, protons, and neutrons.”

"The best example of Heisenberg's principleis Schrodinger's cat,” Annaresponded. "Put acat in aseded
box hooked to adevice that may or may not poison the cat at any moment. Purely random odds. Dead
or dive. Helsenberg tells usthat in that Stuation, with the box closed, that the cat is potentialy both dead
and dive. Only once someone opens the box and looks inside does redity choose one state or the other.
Dead or dive."

"Sounds more philosophical than scientific,” Lisasad.

"Perhaps when you're talking about a cat. But it has been proven true at the subatomic leve."

"Proven? How?" Painter asked. He had sat quietly up until now, letting Lisadirect the questioning. She
sensed he knew much of thisaready but wanted Lisato get dl the information she needed.

"Inthe classic double-dit test,” Annasaid. "Which brings usto point number three." She picked up two
pieces of paper and drew two dits on one and held them up on end, one behind the other.

[ I

"What I'm about to tell you is going to seem strange and against common sense.... Suppose this piece of
paper were a concrete wall and the dits were two windows. If you took agun and sprayed bullets at
both dits, you'd get a certain pattern on thewall on the far sde. Likethis."

She took the second piece of paper and punched dots on it.

"Cdl this Diffraction Pattern A. Theway bullets or particles would pass through these dits.”

Lisanodded. "Okay."



"Next, ingtead of bullets, let's shine abig spotlight on the wall, with light passing through both dits.
Because light travelsin waves, we would get adifferent pattern on the far wall.”

She shaded a pattern of light and dark bands across a new piece of paper.

"This patterning is caused by the light waves passing through the right and | eft windows interfering with
each other. So let's cal this Interference Pattern B...what is caused by waves."

"Gotit," Lisasaid, not sure where thiswas going.

Annahed up the two patterns. "Now take an e ectron gun and shoot asingle line of eectrons at the
double dits. What pattern would you get?'

"Since you're shooting eectrons like bullets, 1'd guess Diffraction Pettern A." Lisa pointed to the first
picture.

"Actudly, in laboratory tests you get the second. Interference Pattern B."

Lisathought about this. " The wave pattern. So then the eectrons must be shooting out of the gun—not
like bullets—but like light out of aflashlight, traveling in waves and cregting Pettern B."

"Correct.”

"So electrons move like waves."

"Y es. But only when no one actudly witnesses the e ectrons passing through the dits.”

"l don't understand.”

"In another experiment, scientists placed alittle clicker a one of the dits. It beeped whenever it sensed an
electron passing through the dit, measuring or observing the passage of an electron past the detector.
What was the pattern on the other side when the device was turned on?"

"It shouldn't change, should it?"

"In the larger world, you're correct. But not at the subatomic world. Once the device was switched on, it
immediately changed into Diffraction Pattern A."

"So the smple act of measuring changed the pattern”?”

"Just as Heisenberg predicted. Though it may seem impossible, it'strue. Verified over and over again.
Electronsexist in aconstant Sate of both wave and particle until something measuresthe eectron. That
very act of measuring the electron forcesit to collgpse into oneredlity or the other.”

Lisatried to picture asubatomic world where everything was held in a constant state of potential. It made
Nno sense.

"If subatomic particles make up atoms," Lisaasked, "and atoms make up the world we know, touch, and
fed, where isthe line between the phantom world of quantum mechanics and our world of red objects?!
"Again, the only way to collapse potentia isto have something measureit. Such mesasuring toolsare
congtantly present in the environment. It can be one particle bumping into another, a photon of light hitting
something. Congtantly the environment is measuring the subatomic world, collgpsing

potentia into hard reality. Look at your hands, for example. At the quantum leve, the subatomic particles
that make up your atoms operate according to fuzzy quantum rules, but expand outward, into the world
of billions of atomsthat make up your fingernail. Those aloms are bumping, jostling, and
interacting—measuring one another—forcing potentia into onefixed redity.”

"Okay..."

Annamust have heard the skepticism in her voice.

"I know it'sbizarre, but I've barely scratched the surface of the fuzzy world of quantum theory. I'm
skipping over such concepts as nonlocdity, time tunnding, and multiple universes.”

Painter nodded. "Gets pretty weird out there.”

"But dl you need to understand are those three points,” Annasaid, ticking them off on her fingers.
"Subatomic particles exist in aquantum sate of potentid. It takes a measuring tool to collapse that
potentid. And it isthe environment that constantly performs those measurementsto fix our redity.”
Lisalifted her hand, acquiescing for the moment. "But what doesthat haveto do with the Bell? Back
a the library, you mentioned something called

guantum evolution.”

"Exactly,” Annasad. "What is DNA? Nothing but a protein machine, /a? Producing dl the basic
building blocks of cells, of bodies"



"Atitssmples.”

"Then go even smpler. ISDNA not merely genetic codes locked in chemical bonds? And what bresks
these bonds, turning genes on and off?"

Lisaswitched back to basic chemigtry. "The movement of eectrons and protons.”

"And these subatomic particles obey which rules. the classca or thequantum?’

"The quantum."

"Soif aproton could be in two places—A or B—turning agene on or off—

which placewould it be found?"

Lisasquinted. "If it hasthe potentia to be in both places, then it isin both places. The geneis both on and
oil. Until something mesasuresit.”

"And what measuresit?’

"The environment."

"And the environment of ageneis...?"

Lisa'seyesdowly widened. "The DNA moleculeitsdlf."

A nod and agmile. "At itsmost fundamentd leve, theliving cdll acts asits own quantum-measuring
device. And it isthis congtant cdllular measurement that isthe true engine of evolution. It explains how
mutations are not random. Why evolution occurs at a pace faster than attributable by random chance.”
"Wait," Lisasad. "Y ou'll haveto back that one up.”

"Congder an example, then. Remember those bacteriathat could not digest |actose—how when they
were starved, offered only lactose, they mutated a a miracul ous pace to devel op an enzyme that could
digest lactose. Againgt astronomica odds." Annalifted an eyebrow. "Can you explain it now? Using the
three quantum principles? Especidly if | tell you that the beneficia mutation required only asingle proton
to move from one place to another."

Lisawaswilling to try. "Okay, if the proton could be in both places, then quantum theory says the proton
was in both places. So the gene was both mutated and not mutated. Held in the potentia between both.”
Annanodded. "Go on."

"Then the cdll, acting as a quantum-measuring tool, would force the DNA to collgpse on one sde of the
fence or the other. To mutate or not to mutate. And because the cell isliving and influenced by its
environment, it tilted the scae, defying randomnessto produce the beneficid mutation.”

"What scientists now call adaptive mutation. The environment influenced the cdll, the cell influenced the
DNA, and the mutation occurred that benefited the cell. All driven by the mechanics of the quantum
world."

Lisabegan to conceive an inkling of where thiswas heading. Anna had used the term "intelligent design”
intheir previous discussion. The woman had even answered the question of who she thought was behind
that intelligence.

Us.

Lisanow understood. It is our own cellsthat are directing evolution, responding to the environment and
collapsing potential in DNA to better fit that environment. Darwinian naturd selection then kickedin to
preserve these modifications.

"But even more importantly,” Annasaid, her voice beginning to catch and rasp a bit, "quantum mechanics
explains how lifesfirs spark started. Remember the improbability of that first replicating protein forming
out of the primordiad soup? In the quantum world, randomnessistaken out of the equation. Thefirst
replicating protein formed because it was order out of chaos. Its ability to measure and collgpse quantum
potential superseded the randomness of merely bumping and jostling that had been going onin the
primordid soup. Life started because it was a better quantum-measuring tool.”

"And God had nothing to do with it?" Lisasaid, repeating a question Annahad first asked her...what
seemed like decades ago.

Annalifted apam to her forehead, fingers shaking. Her eyestweaked. She stared out the window with a
pained expression. Her voice was amost too soft to hear. "I didn't say that ether...you're looking at it the
wrong way, inthewrong direction.”

Lisalet that drop. She recognized that Annawas growing too exhausted to continue. They al needed



more deep. But there was one question that had to be asked.

"TheBel?' Lisaasked. "What doesit do?'

Annalowered her hand and stared first at Painter, then at Lisa "The Bell isthe ultimate
guantum-measuring device."

Lisaheld her bregth, considering what Annawas saying.

Something fiery shone through Anna's exhaustion. It was difficult to read: pride, judtification, faith...but
adso afar anount of fear.

"The Bdl'sfidd—if it could be mastered—holds the ability not only to evolve DNA to its more perfect
form, but also to take mankind withit.”

"And what about us?' Painter said, stirring. From his expression, he was plainly unmoved by her ardor.
"Y ou and me? How iswhat is happening to us perfection?”

Thefiredied in Annas eyes, quenched by exhaustion and defest. "Because as much asthe Bell holdsthe
potentid to evolve, the reverse dso lurks within its quantum waves.”

"Thereverse?'

"The disease that'sinflicted our cdlls" Annaglanced away. "It's not just degeneration...it's devolution.”
Painter stared at her, stunned.

Her words dropped to a hoarse whisper. "Our bodies are heading back to the primordia ooze from
which we came"

5:05am. SOUTH AFRICA

The monkeyswoke him.

Monkeys?

The strangeness shocked him, snapping him from agroggy somnolence to an instant dertness. Gray
shoved up. Memory crackled up next as he tried to comprehend his surroundings.

Hewasdive.

Inacdl.

He remembered the flow of gas, the Wewe sburg museum, thelie. He had burned the Darwin Bible,
claming it contained a secret only his group knew about. He had hoped caution would outweigh revenge.
Apparently it had. He was dlive. But where were the others? Monk, Fiona, and Ryan?

Gray searched hiscdll. It was utilitarian. A cot, atoilet, an open shower

gall. No windows. The door wasinch-thick bars. It opened into ahalway lit by overhead fluorescent
lighting. Gray took amoment to inspect himself. Someone had stripped him naked, but a nest pile of
clothes had been folded atop a chair bolted to the foot of the bed.

He tossed aside the blanket and stood up. The world tilted, but afew bresaths steadied it. An edge of
nausea continued. Hislungs fdt coarse and heavy. The aftereffects of the poisoning.

Gray dso noted adeep achein histhigh. He fingered afist-gze bruise on hisflank. He felt some scabbed
needle pricks. There was dso aBand-Aid stuck to the back of hisleft hand. From an IV? Apparently
someone had treated him, saving hislife.

Distantly he heard another spat of howls and screamed calls.

Wild monkeys.

It wasn't acaged sound.

More like the natural world awakening.

But what world? The air smelled drier, warmer, scented muskier. He was in amuch more temperate
climate. Maybe somewherein Africa. How long had he been out? They had left him no wristwatch to
check the time of day, let alone which day it was. But he sensed no more than aday had passed. The
thickening of stubble on his chin bdied any long nap.

He stepped to the doorway and reached for the piled clothes.

His motion drew someone's attention.

Directly acrossthe hall, Monk stepped to the barred door on thefar cell. Gray felt asurge of relief at
finding his partner dive. "Thank God...," he whispered.

"Y ou okay?'

"Groggy...wearing off though.”



Monk was dready dressed, wearing the same white jumpsuit that had been left for him. Gray climbed
into his

Monk lifted up hisleft arm, baring his stumped wrist and the titanium bio-

contact implants that normaly linked Monk's prosthesis to his arm. "Bastards even took my
goddamn hand."

Monk's missing prosthesswasthe least of their worries. Infact, it might beto their advantage. But first
thingsfird...

"Fonaand Ryan?'

"No clue. They may bein another cdll here...or somewhere e se entirely.”

Or dead, Gray added silently.

"What now, boss?' Monk asked.

"Not much choice. Wewait for our captorsto make the first move. They want the information we have.
Well see what we can buy with that knowledge.”

Monk nodded. He knew Gray had been bluffing back at the castle, but the ruse had to be maintained.
The cellblock waslikely under surveillance.

Proving this, adoor clanged open at the end of the hall.

Many footsteps approached. A group.

They cameinto view: atroop of guards dressed in green and black camouflage uniforms, led by thetal,
pale blond man, the buyer from the auction. He was dapperly fashioned as usud: in black twill pants and
pressed linen shirt, with white leather loafers and awhite cashmere cardigan. He looked like he was
dressed for a garden party.

Ten guards accompanied him. They split into two groups, crossing to each cell. Gray and Monk were
marched out, barefoot, with their arms secured in plagtic ties behind their backs.

Theleader stepped in front of them.

Hisblue eyeswereice upon Gray.

"Good morning,” he said tiffly and abit staged, asif he were sengitive to the camerasin the halls, knew
he was being watched. "My grandfather requests an audience with you."

Despite the civility, ablack anger etched each word, an unspoken promise of

pain. The man had been denied hiskill before and now merely bided histime. Still, what wasthe red
source of hisfury? His brother's desth...or the fact that Gray had outfoxed him at the castle? Either way,
behind dl the cultured dress and mannerisms lurked something ferd.

"Thisway," he said and turned away.

He again led the group down the hall, Gray and Monk in tow. Asthey proceeded, Gray searched the
cdlsto ether sde. Empty. No Sgn of Fionaor Ryan. Werethey ill dive?

The hall ended at three steps that led up to amassive stedl exterior door.

It stood open, guarded.

Gray stepped out of the gterile cellblock and into adark and verdant wonderland. A jungle canopy
climbed high al around, trailing thorny vines and flowering orchids. The dense leafy foliage hid the sky.
Stll Gray knew it must be very early in the morning, well before sunrise. Ahead, black Victorian-erairon
lampposts marked paths that trailed off into awild jungle. Birds twittered and squawked. Insects droned.
Farther up in the canopy, a

single hidden monkey announced them with astaccato, coughing cal. His outburst woke a
flame-feathered bird and st it to wing through the lower branches.

"Africa" Monk mumbled under his breath. " Sub-Saharan at least. Maybe equatorid.”

Gray agreed. He estimated that it must be the morning of the next day. He'd lost eighteen to twenty
hours. That could put them anywherein Africa

But where?

The guards escorted them along agrave pathway. Gray heard the soft measured step of something large
pushing through the undergrowth afew yards off thetrail. But even so closg, its shape could not be
discerned. The forest offered plenty of cover if they could makearun for it.

But the chance never arose. The path ended after only fifty yards. A few more steps and the junglefell



away around them.

Theforest opened into astretch of manicured and lamplit greensward, a

garden of dancing waters and flowing springs. Ponds and creeksttrickled. Waterfalls burbled. A
long-horned antelope lifted its head at their appearance, froze for a heartbest, then took flight, bounding
away into the forest cover.

The sky, clear above, twinkled with stars, but to the east, a pale rosy glow hinted at the approach of
morning, maybe an hour off.

Closer at hand, another sight drew Gray's eye and fully captured his attention.

Across the gardens rose a six-story mansion of stacked fieldstone and exposed exotic woods. It
reminded him of The Ahwahneelodgein Y osemite, but thiswas much more massive, Wagnerianin
scope. A woodland Versailles. It had to cover ten acres, rising in gables and tiers, balconies and
balustrades. To thel€eft, aglass-enclosed conservatory protruded, lit from within, blazing in the predawn
darknesslikearisng sun.

The wedth here was Staggering.

They headed toward the manor house, across a stone path that split the

water garden and arched over afew of the ponds and creeks. A two-meter-long snake dithered across
one of the stone bridges. It was not identifiable until it reared up and fanned open its hood.

King cobra.

The snake guarded the bridge until the white-blond man broke off along reed from a creekbed and
shooed it away like an unruly cat. The snake hissed, fangs bared, but it backed down and sashayed off
the planks and did into the dark waters.

They continued on, unfazed. Gray's neck dowly craned as they approached the manor house.

He spotted another eccentricity about the construction. Spreading outward from the upper stories were
forest-top pathways—wood-d atted suspended bridges—allowing household guests to step out of the
upper-story levels and into the very jungle canopy itsalf. These paths were also strung with lamps. They
cast acongtdlation through the dark jungle. Gray turned in acircle as he waked. They glowed dl
around.

"Heads up,” Monk mumbled, nodding to the | ft.

Up on the canopy trail, aguard marched dowly into view, limned againgt one of the lamps, rifle on his
shoulder. Gray glanced to Monk. Where there was one, there must be more. An entire army could be
hidden up in the canopy. Escape seemed lessand lesslikely.

At last they reached a set of stepsthat led up to awide porch of polished zebrawood. A woman waited,
atwin to their escort and as nattily attired. The man stepped forward and kissed each of her cheeks.
He spoke to her in Dutch. While not fluent with the language, Gray was familiar enough to catch the gist.
"Arethe others prepared, Ischke?' he asked.

"Wejust wait word from grootvader.” She nodded to the illuminated conservatory at the far end of the
porch. "Then the hunt can begin.”

Gray struggled for any clue to their meaning, but he was too much in the dark.

With a heavy sigh, the blond man turned back to them, fingering astray lock of hair back in place. "My
grandfather will see you in the solarium,” their guide said, biting off each word. He headed down the
length of the porch toward it. "Y ou will speak to him civilly and with respect, or | will personaly seeyou
suffer for every word of disrespect.”

"Isaek...," thewoman caled to him.

He stopped and turned. "Ja, Ischke?”’

She spoke in Dutch again. "De jongen en net meige? Should we bring them out now?"

A nod answered her, followed by afinal order in Dutch.

As Gray trandated thislast bit, he had to be tugged to move. He glanced over ashoulder at the woman.
Shevanished insde the house.

Dejongen en net meige.

The boy and the girl.

It had to be Ryan and Fiona



The two were till dive. Gray took some consolation in the revelation—but 1saak’s last words chilled and
terrified him.

Bloody them up first.

518 am.

AIRBORNE OVER AFRICA

Painter sat with apen in hand. The only noise in the plane was the occasiond snore from Gunther. The
man seemed obliviousto the danger into which they were flying. Then again, Gunther did not have the
sametime congtraints as Annaand Painter. Though all three were headed toward the same
place—devolution—Annaand Painter werein thefast lane.

Unableto deep, Painter had used the timeto review the history of the Waa enberg clan, gaining as much
Intel on the family as possible.

To know your enemy.

The Waalenbergs had first reached Africaby way of Algiersin 1617. They proudly traced their family
history back to the infamous Barbary pirates along the North African coast. Thefirst Waaenbergwasa
quartermaster for the famous pirate Sleyman Reis De V eenboer, who operated an entire Dutch fleet of
corsarsand galeysout of Algiers.

Eventudly, rich upon spoils from the dave trade, the Wad enbergs had moved south, settling into the
large Dutch colony at the Cape of Good Hope. But their piracy didn't end there. It just went aground.
They gained a powerful stranglehold on theimmigrant Dutch population, so that when gold was
discovered in the lands they settled, the Waa enbergs profited the most. And the gold found was not a
smal amount. The Witwatersrand Reef, alow mountain range near Johannesburg, was the source of
forty percent of al the world's gold. Though not as ostentati ous as the famous diamond mines of the De
Beerses, the gold of the "Reef" was till one of the world's most val uable storehouses of wedlth.

It was upon such wedlth that the family set up adynasty that transcended the First and Second Boer
Wars, and al the political machinations that became South Africatoday. They were one of therichest
families on the planet—though for the past generations, the Wadenbergs had grown ever

more reclusive, especialy under the auspices of their current patriarch, Sir Baldric Waalenberg. And as
they disappeared from the public's eye, rumors grew around the family: of atrocities, perversions, drug
addictions, inbreeding. Y et till the Waaenbergs grew richer, with stakesin diamonds, ail,
petrochemicals, pharmaceuticals. They put the multi in multinational.

Could thisfamily truly be behind the events at Granitschlofi?

They were cartainly powerful enough and had ample resources. And the tattoo Painter had found on the
blond n definitely bore aresemblance to the "Cross' of the Wadenberg crest. And then there
werethe twins, Isaak and | schke Wadenberg. What wastheir purpose in Europe?

So many unanswered questions.

Painter flipped a page and tapped his pen on the Wad enberg crest.

Something about the symboal....

Aswith the history of the Waalenbergs, Logan had forwarded information about the symbol. It
traced back to the Cets, another Nordic tribe.

Emblematic of the sun, the symbol was often found emblazoned on Cdltic shidlds, earning it the name of
shidd knot.

Painter's hand paused.

Shield knot.

Wordsfilled his head, spoken by Klaus as he died, acurse cast at them.

Youwill dl die! Strangled when the knot tightend!

Painter had thought Klaus had been making areference to atightening noose. But what if he had been
referring instead to the symbol ?

When the knot tightens...

Painter turned over afax sheet. He sketched while staring at the Waaenberg crest. He drew the symbol
asif someone had cinched the knot more tightly, drawing the loops together, like tying a shoelace.
"What are you doing?' Lisamateridized at his shoulder.



Startled again, he scooted his pen across the paper, amost tearing it.

"Good God, woman, will you please stop sneaking up on me like that!"

Y awning, she settled on the arm of his chair, perching there. She patted him on the shoulder. "Such a
delicate dispogition." Her hand remained there as she leaned closer. "Redly. What were you drawing?
Painter suddenly was too conscious of her right breast next to his cheek.

He cleared histhroat and returned to his sketch. "Just playing with the symbol we found on the n.
Another of my operatives saw it on apair of Sonnekonigein Europe. Twin grandchildren of Sir Badric
Waalenberg. It must be important. Perhaps a clue we've overlooked.”

"Or maybe the old bastard just likes branding his offspring, like cattle. They're certainly breeding them as
Painter nodded. " Then there was something Klaus said. Something about tightening aknot. Like an
unspoken secret.”

He finished the sketch with afew more careful strokes, cinching it down. He put one beside the other.
Theorigina and the tightened.

AD /D
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Painter studied both drawings and redized the implication.

Lisamust have noted the dight intake in hisbresth. "What?' she asked, leaning even closer.

He pointed his pen at the second sketch. "No wonder Klaus was swayed to

their sde. And possibly why the Waalenbergs had become so reclusive these past few generations.”

"l don't understand.”

"We're not dedling with anew enemy here. Were dedling with the same one." Painter shaded the center
of the cinched-down shield knot, revealing its secret heart.

Lisagasped. "A swastika"

Painter glanced to the dumbering giant and hissgter.

Hedghed. "More Nazis."

6:04 am. SOUTH AFRICA

The glass conservatory had to be as old as the origina house. Its paned windows were leaded and
swirled, asif melted under the African sun and set into ablack iron framework that reminded Gray of a
spiderweb. Condensation on the inside of the glass blurred the view to the dark jungle outside.

After first gepping indgde, Gray was struck by the moisture. The humidity in the chamber had to be
pressing the 100 percent mark. His thin cotton jumpsuit sagged against him.

But the solarium was not for his comfort. It sheltered awild profusion of greenery, potted and shelved,
climbing in tiers, hanging from baskets held by black chains. The air was perfumed by hundreds of
blossoms. A small fountain of bamboo and stone tinkled quietly in the center of theroom. It wasa
handsome garden, but Gray wondered who needed a hothouse when you already lived in Africa.

The answer appeared ahead.

A white-haired gentleman stood on asecond tier with atiny pair of snip scissorsin one hand and
tweezing forcepsin the other. With the skill of asurgeon, he leaned over asmall bonsai tree—a flowering
plum—and clipped atiny branch. He straightened with a satisfied sigh.

The tree appeared ancient, twisted, and was bound in copper wire. It hung heavy with blossoms, each
one perfectly symmetricd, balanced and in harmony.

"Sheistwo hundred and twenty-two years old,” the old man said, admiring his handiwork. His accent




wasthick, Heidi's grandfather in awaistcoat. " She was dready old when given to me by Emperor
Hirohito himsdf in 1941."

He set down histools and turned. He wore awhite apron over anavy suit with ared tie. He held out a
hand toward his grandson. "Isaak, tevreden..."

The young man hurried forward and helped the elder down from the second tier. Thisearned him a
fatherly pat on the shoulder. The old man shed his gpron, retrieved ablack cane, and leaned heavily upon
it. Gray noted the

prominent crest upon the cane'ssilver crown. A filigreed capital 1V surmounted the familiar cloverlesf
symbol, the sameicon tattooed on the twins, Ischke and 1saak.

"I am Sir Badric Wadenberg," the patriarch said softly, eyeing Gray and Monk. "If you'll pleasejoin me
in the salon, we have much to talk about.”

Swinging around, he tapped hisway toward the back of the solarium.

The old man had to bein hislate eighties, but besides the need for a cane, he showed little debilitation.
He dtill had athick mane of slver-white hair, parted in the middle, and cut abit rakishly to the shoulder.
A pair of eyeglasses hung from asilver chain around his neck, one lens of which was outfitted with what
looked like ajewder's magnifying loupe.

Asthey crossed the date floor, Gray noted that the conservatory's flora consisted of organized sections:
bonsal trees and shrubs, afern garden, and last, a section that was dense with orchids.

The patriarch noted his attention. "'1've been breeding Phalaenopsisfor thepast Sx decades” He
paused by a tdl stak bearing midnight purple

blossoms, the hue of aripe bruise.

"Pretty,” Monk said, but his sarcasm wasplain.

Isaak glared at Monk.

The old man seemed oblivious. "Y et ill, the black orchid escapes me. The Holy Grail of orchid
breeding. I've come so very close. But under magnification, there is either banding or more purpling than
asolid ebony."

He absently fingered the jewder'sloupe.

Gray now understood the difference between the jungle outside and the hothouse. Nature wasn't enjoyed
here. It was something to master. Under the dome of the conservatory, nature was snipped, strangled,
and bred, its growth stunted with copper bonsai wire, its very pollination orchestrated by hand.

At the back of the solarium, they passed through a stained-glass door and reached a seating area of
rattan and mahogany woods, asmall salon dug into the side of the main house. On thefar Sde, adouble
set of swinging doors,

muffled with insulating strips, led into the interior of the mangion.

Baldric Wadenberg sttled into awingback chair.

Isaak crossed to a desk, complete with an HP computer and wall-mounted LCD monitor. A blackboard
stood next to it.

Prominently chalked acrossits surface was aline of symbals. All of them runes, Gray saw, noting the last
was the Mensch rune from the Darwin Bible.

rixmy

Gray counted and memorized them discreetly. Five symbols. Five books. Here was the complete set of
Hugo Hirszfeld's runes. But what did they mean? What secret was too beautiful to let die and too
monstrous to set free?

The old man folded his handsin his lap and nodded to Isagk.

Hetapped akey, and ahigh-definition imagefilled the LCD monitor.

A tal cage hung suspended above the jungle floor. It was sectioned into two haves. A small figure
huddled within each side.

Gray took astep forward, but aguard restrained him at rifle point. On the screen, one of the figures
looked up, face bright, illuminated by an overhead spotlight.

Fona

Andinthe other haf of the cage, Ryan.



Fionahad her left hand bandaged, rolled up in the hem of her shirt. The cloth was stained dark. Ryan
held hisright hand tucked under hisarmpit, putting on pressure. Bloody them up first. The bitch must
have cut their hands. Gray prayed that wasdl it was. A dark fury hollowed out his chest. Hisvision
sharpened as his heart hammered.

"Now wewill tak, /a?" the old man said with awarm grin. "Like gentlemen.”

Gray faced him, but he kept one eye on the screen. So much for gentility. "What do you want to know?"
he asked coldly.

"TheBible. What else did you find within its pages?'

"Andyoull et them free?’

"And | want my goddamn hand back!" Monk blurted ouit.

Gray glanced from Monk to the old man.

Baldric nodded to Isagk, who in turn waved to one of the guards and barked an order in Dutch. The
guard turned on ahed and shoved through the double doors, entering the manor house'sinterior.
"Thereisno need for further nastiness. If you cooperate, you have my word you will al be kept well."
Gray saw no advantage in holding out, especidly as he held nothing of value except lies. He shifted
Sdeways and displayed his bound wrigts. "I'll have to show you what we found. | can't accurately
describeit. It'sanother symbal,

likethese others."

Another nod, and in amoment, Gray was free. He rubbed his wrists and approached the blackboard.
Severd rifleswere dead-leveled upon him.

He had to draw something that would be convincing, but he was not dl that familiar with runes. Gray
remembered Himmler's tegpot, the one back at the museum. A runic symbol had decorated the pottery.
It should be cryptic enough, convincing enough. And by throwing a proverbia wrench in theworks, it
might aso delay these folks from solving the mystery here.

He picked up apiece of chalk and sketched the symbol on the pot.

*

Bddric leaned forward, eyes pinched. "A sun whed, interesting.”

Gray stood by the board, chak in hand, like a student awaiting ateacher's verdict on amath problem.
"And thisisdl you found in the Darwin Bible?' Baldric asked.

From the corner of hiseye, Gray noted adight smirk on Isaak'sface.

Something was wrong.

Badric waited for Gray to answer.

"Let them gofirgt," Gray demanded, nodding to the monitor.

The old man locked gazes with Gray. Despite his dissembling attitude, Gray recognized asavage
intelligence and a hint of hard cruelty. The old man enjoyed al thisimmensdly.

But finaly Badric broke their standoff, glancing over to his grandson and nodding again.

"Wie eg/-?'|saak asked. Who firgt?

Gray tensed. Something was definitely wrong.

Bddric answered in English, hiseyes again fixed on Gray, wanting to fully enjoy the entertainment. "The
boy, I think. Well savethegirl for later.”

| saak tabbed a command on the keyboard.

On the screen, the bottom of the trapdoor fell open underneath Ryan. He silently screamed, flailing as he
fell. He crashed hard into the tall grasses below. He stood quickly, searching around, terrified. The boy
was plainly aware of adanger to which Gray was blind, perhaps something drawn by their dripping
blood.

Ischke's earlier words replayed in Gray's head.

Wejust wait word from grootvader... Then the hunt can begin.

What hunt?

Badric motioned to Isaak, miming turning aknaob.

Isaak tapped a key, and sound rose from speakers. Screams and shouts echoed out.
Fonasvoicerang clear. "Run, Ryan! Get up in atreg”



The boy danced once morein acircle, then ran, limping, out of the frame. Worse dtill, Gray heard
laughter. From guards out of cameraview.

Then anew scream stretched out from the speakers.

Ferd and full of bloodlust.

The cry shivered the hairs all over Gray's body, standing them on end.

Badric made a dashing motion across his neck and the audio was muted.

"It is not only orchidswe breed here, Commander Pierce" Badric said, dropping al pretense of
avility.

"Y ou gave us your word,” Gray said.

"If you cooperated!" Badric stood, rising smoothly. He waved an arm dismissively to the blackboard.
"Do you think usfools? We knew dl dong that there was nothing e sein the Darwin Bible. We have
what we need dready. Thiswas dl atest, a demonstration. We brought you here for other reasons.
Other questions that need answering."

Gray reded from what he was hearing, redlization dawning. "The ges..."

"Only meant to incapecitate. Never kill. Y our little sham was amusing though, I'll grant you that. Now itis
timeto moveon.”

Badric stepped closer to the mounted screen. ™Y ou are protective of thislittle one, are you not? This
fiery littledip of agirl. Zeer goed. | will show you what awaits her in the forest."

A nod, atapped key, and an image filled aside window on the monitor.

Gray's eyeswidened in horror.

Baldric spoke. "We wish to know more about a certain accomplice of yours. But | wanted to be surewe
are done with games now, /a? Or do you need another demonstration?"

Gray continued to stare at the image on the screen, defeated. "Who? Who do you want to know about?"
Baldric stepped closer. "Y our boss. Painter Crowe."

12 UKUFA

6:19am.

RICHARDSBAY, SOUTH AFRICA

Lisawatched Painter's legs tremble as they climbed the steps to the local office of British Telecom
Internationa. They had come here to meet aUK operative who would aid in logistical and ground
support for any assault on the Waalenberg estate. The firm was only ashort taxi ride from the airport at
Richards Bay, amgjor port along the southern coast of South Africa. It lay only an hour's drive from the
edate.

Painter clutched the handrail, leaving amoist handprint. She caught his elbow and assisted him up the last
step.

"I'vegot it," he said with abit of asnap.

She didn't respond to his anger, knowing it bubbled up from an interndized anxiety. Hewasadsoinalot
of pain. Hed been popping codeine like M&M's. He limped toward the door to the telecom firm.
Lisahad hoped the downtime on the plane would have hel ped him regain some stirength, but if anything,
the half day spent inthe air had only advanced his debilitation...his devolution, if Annawasto be
believed.

The German woman and Gunther remained at the airport, under guard. Not that any sentry was
necessary. Annahad spent the last hour of the trip vomiting in the jet's bathroom. When they had | eft,
Gunther had been cradling Anna on the couch, adamp washcloth over her brow. Her |eft eye had turned
bloodshot and seemed painfully bruised. Lisahad given her an antiemetic for the nausea and a shot of
morphine.

Though Lisahadn't voiced it doud, she estimated Annaand Painter had at best another day before they
were too far gone for any hope of atreatment.

Major Brooks, their only escort, opened the door ahead for them. His eyes scanned the streets below,
ever vigilant, but few people were about at this early morning hour.

Painter waked giff-limbed through the door, struggling to hide hislimp.

Lisafollowed. In afew minutes, they were ushered past the reception area,



through alarge gray maze of cubicles and offices, and into a conference room.

It was empty. Itswall of windows at the back overlooked the lagoon of Richards Bay. To the north
stretched an industriad port of cranes and container ships. To the south, divided by aseawall, spread a
section of the original lagoon, now a conservation area and park, home to crocodiles, sharks, hippos,
pelicans, cormorants, and the ever-present flamingos.

Therigng sun turned the waters below into afiery mirror.

Asthey waited, tea and scones were brought into the room and spread out on the table. Painter had
aready settled into aseet. Lisajoined him. Mgor Brooks remained standing, not far from the door.
Though she didn't ask, Painter read something in her expression. "I'mfine."

"No, you're not," she countered softly. The empty room intimidated her for some reason.

Hesmiled a her, his eyes sparkling. Despite his outward degeneration, the

man himsaf remained sharp. She had noted a very dight durring to his speech, but it could just bethe
drugs. Would hismind be the last to go?

Benesth the table, her hand reached for his, areflexive gesture.

Hetook it.

She didn't want him to go. The strength of her emotion overwhelmed her, surprising her. She had barely
gotten to know him. She wanted to know more. His favorite food, what made him belly laugh, how he
danced, what he would whisper when he said good night. She didn't want it al to go away.

Her fingers squeezed, asif her will done could hold him here.

At that moment, the door to the room opened again. The UK operative had finally arrived.

Lisaturned, surprised at who walked in. She had been picturing some James Bond clone, some clean-cut
and Armani-suited spy. Instead, amiddle-aged woman, dressed in awrinkled khaki safari suit, entered
the room. She carried a hat crumpled in one hand. Her face was mildly pancaked in red

dust, except around her eyes, where sunglasses must have sat. It gave her astartled appearance, despite
the weary set to her shoulders and a certain sadnessin her eyes.

"I'm Dr. PaulaKane," she said, nodding to Mgor Brooks as she entered, then stepping over to join
them. "We don't have much timeto coordinate.”

Painter stood over thetable. An array of satellite photos was spread out over thetable. "How old are
these shots?' he asked.

"Taken a dusk last night,” Paula Kane said.

The woman had aready explained her role here. After graduating with aPh.D. in biology, she had been
recruited by British intelligence and posted in South Africa. She and a partner ran a series of research
projects while secretly monitoring and watching the Waa enberg estate. They had been spying upon the
family for closeto adecade, until atragedy less than two days ago. Her partner had been killed under
strange circumstances. Lion attack wasthe officid explanation. But the woman had looked little
convinced as she

offered this explanation.

"Wedid an infrared pass after midnight,” Paula continued, "but there was a glitch. Welost the image.”
Painter stared at the layout of the massive estate, over ahundred thousand acres. A smdll landing strip
was visihble, cut through a swath of jungle. Outbuildings dotted alandscape of forested highlands, vast
grassy savannas, and dense jungle. In the center of the densest section of forest squatted a castle of stone
and wood. The Waalenberg main residence.

"And we can't get a better view of thelay of the land around the manson?”

Paula Kane shook her head. "The junglein the arealis Afromontane forest, ancient woodlands. Only a
few such forestsremain in South Africa. The Waal enbergs picked thislocation for their estate both
because of its remoteness and to capture this gigantic forest for themselves. The bones of thisforest are
trees forty meters high, layered into distinct strata and canopies. The biodiversity within its bower is
denser than any rain forest or Congo jungle.”

"And it offersaperfect insulating cover,” Painter said.

"What goes on beneath that canopy is known only to the Waalenbergs. But we do know the engineering
of the manor houseisonly thetip of aniceberg. A vast underground complex lies beneeth the estate.”



"How deep?' Painter asked, eyeing Lisa If they were experimenting with the Bdll here, they would want
it buried away.

"We don't know. Not for sure. But the Waalenbergs made their fortunein gold mining.”

"At the Witwatersrand Resf."

Paulaglanced up at him. "Correct. | see you've been doing your homework." She turned her attention
back to the satellite photos. "The same expertise a mine engineering was used to congtruct a
subterranean complex beneath their mansion. We know the mining engineer, Bertrand Culbert, was
consulted in the congtruction of the manor's foundations, but he died shortly thereafter.”

"L et me guess. Under mysterious circumstances.”

"Trampled by awater buffalo. But his death was not the first, nor the last associated with the
Wadenbergs." Her eyesflared with pain, plainly reminded of her partner. "Rumors abound of people
vanishinginthearea"

"Y et no one has served a search warrant on the estate.”

"Y ou haveto understand the volatility of South African politics. Regimes may change, but gold has
always ruled here. The Waa enbergs are untouchable. Gold protects them better than any moat or
persond army."

"And what about you?' Painter asked. "What's MI5'sinterest here?!

"Our interest goes back aconsderable way, I'm afraid. British intelligence has had their eye on the

Waal enbergs since the end of World War 11."

Painter settled back down into his chair, tiring. One of his eyeswas having trouble focusing. He rubbed at
it. Too conscious of Lisastudying him, he turned his attention to Paula. He had not voiced his discovery
of the Nazi symbol buried within the center of the Waalenberg crest, but apparently M15

was already aware of the connection.

"We knew the Waalenbergs were mgjor financid backers of the Ahnenerbe Forschungs und
Lehrgemeinshaft, the Nazis Ancestral Heritage and Teaching Society. Are you familiar with the group?
He shook his head, triggering a spasm. His headaches of |ate had spread to his neck and shot pain down
his spine. He rode the agony, teeth clenched.

"The Ancestral Heritage Society was aresearch group, under Heinrich Himmler. They were conducting
projects seeking out the roots of the Aryan race. They were aso responsible for some of the most
heinous atrocities committed in concentration camps and other secret fecilities. Basically they were mad
sientigswith guns.”

Painter held back awince—but thistimeit was more psychic than physical. He had heard Sigma
described in smilar terms. Scientistswith guns. Wasthat their true enemy here? A Nazi version of
Sgma?

Lisadtirred. "What was the Waaenbergs interest in this line of research?"

"We're not entirely sure. But there were many Nazi sympathi zersin South Africaduring thewar. We
know the current patriarch, Sir Baldric Waaenberg, aso had interestsin eugenics, and he participated in
scientific conferencesin Germany and Austria before hogtilities broke out. But after the war, he
disappeared into seclusion, taking hisentire family with him."

"Licking hiswounds?' Painter asked.

"We don't believe s0. After the war, Allied forces scoured the German countryside, searching for secret
Nazi technology." Paulashrugged. "Including our own British forces."

Painter nodded. He had aready heard about that pillaging and looting from Anna.

"But the Nazis were good at spiriting away much of their technology, employing ascorched-earth policy.
Executing scientists, bombing facilities. Our forces came upon one such Stein Bavariaminutes late. We
discovered ascientist, shot in the head in aditch, yet till dive. Before he died, he reveded some clues as
to what had been going on. Research into anew energy source, one discovered through quantum
experimentation. They'd had

some breakthrough. A fuel source of extraordinary power."

Painter shared aglance with Lisa, remembering Annas discussion about zero point energy.

"Whatever was discovered, the secret was smuggled out, escaped through rat runs set up by the Nazis.



Little isknown except the name of the substance and where the trail ended.”

"At the Wad enberg estate?" Lisaguessed.

Paulanodded.

"And the name of the substance?' Painter asked, though he dready knew the answer, putting it together
inhishead. "Wasit called Xerum 5257

Paulaglanced to him sharply, straightening with afrown. "How did you know?'

"TheBdI'sfud source" Lisamumbled to him.

But to Painter, it only made sense. It wastime to come clean with Dr. Paula Kane. Painter stood.
"There's someone you need to meet.”

Annds reaction was no lessintense. "' So the secret to manufacturing Xerum 525 wasn't destroyed?
UnglaublichT

They weredl gathered back at the Richards Bay airport, huddled in ahangar while apair of dusty Isuzu
Trooper trucks were being loaded with weapons and equi pment.

Lisaran an inventory check through amedica kit while overseeing the discussion between Painter, Anna,
and Paula. Gunther stood at Lisas sde. His brow was deeply furrowed with worry as he watched his
ggter. Annaseemed steadier after the medicine Lisahad given her.

But for how long?

"While the Bl had been evacuated to the north with your grandfather," Painter explained to Anna, "the
secrets of Xerum 525 must have been shipped south. Dividing two parts of one experiment. At some
point, word must have reached the Waa enbergs of the Bell's surviva. Badric Wadenberg—as a
financid backer for the Ancestral Heritage Society—must have known about GranitschioR"
Paulaagreed. "The society was the group that backed Himmler's expeditionsinto the Hima ayas."

"And once discovered, it would have been easy for Baldric to infiltrate spiesinto GranitschloR."
Annasface had grown paler—and not from illness. "The bastard has been using ug! All dong!”

Painter nodded. He had aready explained the gist of it to Lisaand Paulaon the ride back to the hangar.
Badric Wadenberg had been orchedtrating everything, pulling strings from afar. Not one to waste talent
or reinvent the whedl, he had dlowed the GranitschloR scientists, expertsin the Bell, to continue their
research, while dl the time, his spies sphoned the information

back out to Africa

"Afterward, Badric must have built hisown Bell," Painter said, "experimenting in secret, producing his
own Sonnekonige, refining them through the advanced techniques discovered by your scientigts. It was
the perfect setup. Without another source of Xerum 525, Granitschloft was vulnerable, unwittingly under
the thumb of Baldric Wadenberg. At any moment, he could pull the rug out from under them.”

"Which hedid,"” Anna spat out.

"But why?" Paulaasked. "If this secret orchestration was working so well?"

Painter shrugged. "Maybe it was because Anna's group was drifting further and further away from the
Nazi ided of Aryan supremacy.”

Annapressed apam againgt her forehead, asif that would ward against what shewaslearning. "And
there were rumblings...among some of the scientigts...of going maingtream, of joining the scientific
community and sharing our research.”

"But | don't think it wasjust that," Painter said. " Something moreis afoot. Something larger. Something
that suddenly made Granitschlofi obsolete.”

"| believe you might be correct,” Paulasaid. "For the past four months, there has been a sudden increase
in activity a the estate. Something stirred them up.”

"They must have come to some breskthrough on their own," Annasaid with aworried expression.
Gunther findly spoke up, gruff, agrinding of boulders. "Genug!" He'd had enough and struggled with
Englishin hisfrugration. "The bastard has Bell...has Xerum...wefind it. We useit." He waved an arm to
hissger. "Enough talk!"

Lisafound hersef heartily agreeing, sding with the giant. "We must find away ingde.” And soon, she
added to hersdlf.

"It would take an army to storm the place." Painter turned to Paula. "Can we expect any help from the



South African government?”

She shook her head. "Not a chance. The Waa enbergs have greased too many palms. We're going to
have to find amore covert infiltration.”

"The satdllite photos didn't help much,” Painter said.

"So we go low tech," Paula said and led them toward the waiting Isuzu Troopers. "l have aman aready
on the ground out there.”

6:28am.

Khamis lay flat on hisbelly. Though dawn had come, thefirst rays of the sun only cast deeper shadows
aong the floor of the jungle. He wore camouflage fatigues and had hislarge double-borerifle, his.465
Nitro Holland & Holland Royal, strapped to his back. In his hand, he carried atraditiona Zulu short
Spear, an assegal.

Behind him lay two other Zulu scouts. Tau, the grandson of the elder who had rescued Khamis from the
attack, and his best friend, Njongo. They aso carried firearms, dong with short and long spears. They
were more traditionally attired in pelts, skin daubed with paint, and otter-skin headbands.

Thetrio had spent the night mapping the forest around the mansion, discerning an gpproach that avoided
the elevated walkways and the guards that patrolled them. They had used gametrailsthat burrowed
through the underbrush and skirted along with asmal herd of impala, keeping hidden in the shadows.
Khamis had stopped at severd pointsto rig ropes, linking wakway to ground, camouflaged as vines,
aong with afew other surprises.

With his duty done, he and the scouts had been heading out to where astream flowed under the wildlife
fencing that circled the estate.

Then amoment ago, he had heard the feral scream.

Hoo eeee OOQOO.

It ended with a screeched yowl.

Khamis froze. His very bones remembered the call.

Ukufa

Paula Kane had been right. She had believed the creatures came from the

Waa enberg estate. Whether escaped or purposefully planted to ambush Khamis and Marcia, she didn't
know. Either way, they wereloose now, hunting.

But who?

The call had come adistance to the lft.

It wasn't hunting them. The creatures were too skilled hunters. They would not give away their presence
S0 soon. Something €l se had drawn them, stirred up their bloodlust.

Then he heard a voice shout out in German, a sobbed cry for help.

It was closer.

His bones dtill vibrating from the call, Khamis wanted to run, to fleefar and fast. It was a primal reaction.
Tau mumbled in Zulu behind him, urging the same.

Khamis instead turned in the direction of the pleading cry. He had lost Marciato the cregtures. He
remembered his own terror, neck deep in the water hole, waiting for dawn. He could not ignore this
other.

Rolling to Tau, Khamis passed on the maps he had drawn. "Get back to camp. Get theseto Dr. Kane."
"Khamig...brother...no, come away." Tau's eyes were huge with his own fear. His grandfather must have
told him gtories of the ukufa, the myths cometo life. Khamis had to give the man and hisfriend credit.
No one ese had volunteered to enter the estate. Superdtitions ran high.

But now faced with the redity, Tau had no intention of remaining.

And Khamis couldn't blame him. He remembered his own terror when he'd been with Marcia. Instead of
holding his ground, he had fled, run, alowed the doctor to be killed.

"Go," Khamis ordered. He nodded toward the distant fence line. The maps had to get out.

Tau and Njongo hesitated for abreath. Then Tau nodded, and the pair rose up in alow crouch and
vanished into the jungle. Khamis couldn't even hear their footfalls.

Thejungle had fallen into adread slence, heavy and as dense asthe forest itsalf. Khamis set out inthe



direction of the cries—both man and cresture.

After another full minute, another yowl burst out of the junglelike aflight of startled birds. It endedina
series of yipping cackles. Khamis paused, struck by something familiar in thislast eerie bit.

Before he could consider it further, a soft sobbing drew his attention.

It came from directly ahead.

Khamis used the muzzle of hisdouble-borerifle to part someleaves. A small glade opened inthejungle
ahead, where atree had falen recently and cleared a part of the forest. The holein the canopy alowed a
shaft of morning sunlight to pierceto the floor. It made the surrounding jungle even darker with shadows.
Across the glade, movement drew hiseye. A young man—no more than aboy—Ilow in atree, struggled
to reach another branch, to climb higher. He couldn't reach. He couldn't get a grip with hisright hand.
Even from here, Khamis saw thetrail of blood soaked down the boy's deeve as he vainly struggled.
Then the boy suddenly sank to hisknees, hugging the bole, attempting to hide.

And the reason for the boy's sudden terror stepped into view.

Khamis froze asthe creature stalked into the glade, under the tree. It was massive, belying itssilent tread
out of theforest. It waslarger than afull-grown maelion, but it was no lion. Its shaggy fur wasahbino

white, its eyes a hyperreflective red. Its back doped from thickset high shouldersto alower rear end. Its
muscled neck supported alarge, muzzled head topped by apair of wide batlike belled ears. These
swiveled, focused on the tree.

Lifting its head, it sniffed upward, drawn by the blood.

Lipsrippled back from amaw of ripping teeth.

It howled again, ending again in ahair-raising series of cackling whoops.

Thenit began to climb.

Khamis knew what he faced.

Ukufa

Desth.

But asmongtrous as it gppeared, Khamis knew itstrue name.

6:30 am.

"Species Crocuta crocuta’ Baldric Waa enberg said, stepping to the LCD monitor. He had noted Gray's
continued focus upon the creature on the screen, overlaying the video feed of Fionain the cage.

Gray studied the massive bearlike cresture, frozen, facing the camera, growling, mouth wide, baring white
gums and yellowed fangs. It had to weigh three hundred pounds. It guarded the macerated remains of
some antelope.

"The spotted hyena," Baldric continued. "The speciesis the second-largest carnivore in Africa, capable of
dropping abull wildebeest dl by itsdf.”

Gray frowned. The creature on the monitor was no ordinary hyena. It massed three to four timesthe
normal size. And the pae fur. Some combination of gigantism and abinism. A mutated mongtrosity.
"What did you do to it?" he asked, unable to keep the disgust from hisvoice. He also wanted to keep the
man talking, buying time. He matched gazes with Monk, then returned his attention to the old man.

"We made the creature better, stronger.” Baldric glanced to his grandson. I saak continued to watch the
play digpassionately. "Did we not, |saak?'

"Ja, grootvader."

"Prehigtoric cave pictures in Europe show the great ancestor of today's hyena. The giant hyena. Weve

found away to return Crocutato itsformer glory.” Baldric spoke with the same scientific dispassion as

when he had discussed breeding black orchids. "Even enhanced the species intelligence by incorporating
human stem cdlls into its cerebrd cortex. Fascinating

results.”

Gray had read of smilar experiments done with mice. At Stanford, scientists had produced mice whose
brains were one percent human. What the hell was going on here?

Baldric stepped to the blackboard with the five runic symbols. He tapped the board with the cane. "We
have a series of Cray XT3 supercomputers working on Hugo's code. Once solved, thiswill alow usto

do the same with mankind. To bring about the next evolution of man. Out of Africaagain, man will rise



anew, putting an end to the mud races and racia mixing, apurity will supersededl. It only waitsto be
unlocked from our corrupted genetic code and purified.”

Gray heard echoes of the Nazis Obermensch philasophy, the superman myth. The old man was mad. He
had to be. But Gray noted the lucidity of his gaze. And on the screen lay proof of some monstrous
success toward that end.

Gray's attention shifted to Isask as he tapped a key and the mutated hyena vanished. Insight flashed
through him. The abinismin the hyena. Isagk and histwin sigter. The other white-blond ns.
Children dl. Badric hadn't

been experimenting only with orchids and hyenas.

"Now let usreturn to the matter of Painter Crowe," the old man said. He waved a hand toward the
screen. "Now that you understand what awaits the young meige in the cage if you don't answer our
questionstruthfully. No more games."

Gray studied the screen, the girl in the cage. He could not | et anything happen to Fiona. If nothing else, he
needed to buy her time. The girl had been pulled into al of this because of hisown clumsy inquiriesin
Copenhagen. She was his respongbility. And more than that, he liked the girl, respected her, even when
shewas being apain in the ass. Gray knew what he had to do.

Hefaced Baldric.

"What do you want to know?"

"Unlike you, Painter Crowe has proven more of an adversary than we had anticipated. He has vanished
after escaping our ambush. Y ou're going to help us find out where he's gone.”

"How?"

"By contacting Sigma command. We have ascrambled, untraceableline. Y ou're going to bresk
communication silence and find out what Sigma knows about the Black Sun project and where Painter
Crowe has goneinto hiding. And any hint of treachery..." Badric nodded to the monitor.

Gray now understood the strident lesson here. They wanted Gray to understand fully, strangling any hope
of deception. Save Fionaor betray Sigma?

The decision was momentarily postponed as one of the guards returned with another of Gray's demands.
"My hand!" Monk called out, noting the prosthesis carried by the guard. He struggled, his elbows ill
bound behind his back.

Baldric waved the guard forward. "Give the prosthesisto I saek.”

I saak spoke up, speaking Dutch. "Did the lab clear it of any hidden weapons?”

The man nodded. "Ja, Sr. All clear.”

Still 1saak inspected the prosthetic hand. It wasamarvel of DARPA engineering, incorporating direct
peripherd nerve control through the titanium wrist contact points. It also was engineered with advanced
mechanics and actuators that allowed preci se movements and sensory input.

Monk stared at Gray.

Gray noted Monk's | eft fingers had finished tapping a code on the contact points of hisright wrist's
sump.

Gray nodded, stepping closer to Monk.

There was one other feature of DARPA's dectronic prosthes's.

It waswireless.

A radioed signd passed between Monk and his prosthetic hand.

In response, the disembodied prosthetic clenched in Isaak's grip.

Fingersformed afig.

Except for araised middle finger.

"Screw you,” Monk mumbled.

Gray grabbed Monk's elbow and yanked him toward the double doors that led into the main house.
The explosion was not large—no more than an extraloud and brilliant flash grenade. The charge had
been blended directly into the plagtic deeve of the outer hand, impossible to detect. And whileit wasn't
much, it proved enough of adistraction. Cries of surprise and pain erupted from the guards. Gray and
Monk dammed through the double doors, fled down the hall, and took the first turn. Out of direct sight,



they pounded across polished hardwood floors.

Alarmsimmediately erupted, clanging and urgent.

They needed an escape route ASAP.

Gray noted wide stairsleading up. He guided Monk to them.

"Where we going?' Monk asked.

"Up, up, up..." Gray said asthey fled, taking two steps at atime. Security would expect them to make a
break for the nearest door or window. He knew another way out. In his head, a schematic of the manor
house revolved. He had studied the estate closaly asthey were marched over here. Gray concentrated,
trusting his sense of direction and position in space.

"Thisway." He hauled Monk off alanding and down ancther corridor. They were on the sixth floor.
Alarms continued.

"Where—?"' Monk began again.

"High ground," Gray answered and pointed toward the end of the corridor where adoor awaited. "To
the walkway in the canopy.”

But it wouldn't be that easy.

Asif someone had overheard their plan, an inner meta shutter began lowering over the exit door. An
automated lockdown.

"Hurry!" Gray yelled.

The shutter trundled quickly, aready three-quarters closed.

Gray sped faster, leaving Monk behind. He grabbed ahall chair asheran past it and flung it ahead. It
landed on the hardwood floor and skittered across the polished surface. Gray chased after it. The chair
struck the closed outer door as the inner metal shutter clamped down atop it. Gears ground. A red light
flared above the doorway. Mafunction. Gray was sure some warning bulb was aready flaring in the
mangon'smain security nest.

As he reached the door, the wooden chair legs splintered and cracked, crushed benesth the grinding
dhutter.

Monk ran up, out of breath, arms still clamped behind his back.

Gray ducked under the chair and reached for the knob on the exit door. It was astrain with the shutter
blocking the way.

Hisfingers clamped on the knob and twisted.

Locked.

"Goddamn it!" he swore,

More of the chair cracked. Behind them, the tromp of boots echoed, coming fast up the stairs. VVoices
barked orders.

Gray twisted around. "Brace mel" he said to Monk. He would have to kick the far door open.

On his back, legs pistoned up and ready, Gray leaned against Monk's shoulder for leverage.

Then the exit door smply popped open ahead of him, revealing apair of legsin camouflaged khakis. One
of thewalkway patrols must have noted the mafunction and cometo investigate.

Gray aimed for the man's shins and kicked out.

Caught by surprise, the man's legs went out from under him. He hit his head with aclang againgt the
shutter and landed hard on the planks. Gray dove out

and clocked the man again with hished. His body went dack.

Monk followed, rolling to Gray, but not before kicking the trapped chair free of the shutter. The meta
security gate continued its descent and dammed closed.

Gray relieved the guard of hiswegpons. He used aknife to dice avay Monk's bindings and passed him
the man's sdearm, an HK Mark 23 semiautomatic pistol. Gray confiscated therifle.

Weagponsin hand, they fled down the canopy bridge to the first crossroads. It divided just asthe bridge
reached the jungle. They checked both directions. So far it was dl clear.

"We're going to haveto split up,” Gray said. "Better our chances. Y ou haveto get help, get to a phone,
contact Logan."

"What about you?'



Gray didn't answer. He didn't haveto.

"Gray...she may dready be dead."

"Wedon't know that."

Monk searched hisface. He had seen the monster on the computer screen. He knew Gray had no
choice.

Monk nodded.

Without another word, they fled in opposite directions.

6:34 am.

Khamis reached the canopy wakway, scaling up atree on the opposite side of the glade. He moved
swiftly and dlently.

Below, the ukufa still circled the tree, guarding its trapped prey. Theloud bang amoment ago had
sartled the ukufa. It had dropped from the tree, wary and cautious. It stalked around the tree again, ears
high. Alarms and klaxons echoed out from the manor house.

The commotion also concerned Khamis.

Had Tau and Njongo been discovered?

Or maybe their camouflaged base camp outs de the estate grounds had been found? Their rallying point
was disguised as a Zulu hunting campsite, one of the many such nomadic camps. Had someone redlized it
was more than that?

Whatever the cause of the darm, the noise at |east had made the giant hyena monster—the ukufa—more
guarded. Khamis used its distraction to reach one of the overhead bridges. He rolled onto the planks,
freeing hisrifle. Anxiety kept his senses sharp. Terror, however, had shed from him. Khamis had noted
the creaturé's ambling gait, the soft rattling growl, afew sharp nervous cackles escaating into whoops.
Norma hyenabehavior.

Though mongirousin Sze, it was not something mythic or supernaturd.

Khamid took strengthinitsflesh.

On the bridge, he hurried dong the planks to where it crossed near the boy's tree. He unhooked a cail of
rope from his pack.

Bending over the walkway's stedl cabling, he spotted the boy. He whistled sharply, abird call. The boy's
attention had remained focused below. The sudden noise above his head made him flinch. But he glanced
up and spotted Khamisi.

"I'm going to get you out of there," he called out in low tones, using English, hoping the boy understood.
Below, something else heard Khamig, too.

The ukufa stared up at the bridge. Red eyeslocked onto Khamig's. Lidslowered asit studied the man
on the bridge. Teeth bared. Khamis read a caculating attention in itsfocus.

Wasthisthe creature that had ambushed Marcia?

Khamis would have liked nothing better than to unload both barrelsinto its smiling face, but the noise
of the large-bore rifle would draw too much

attention. The estate was dready on full alert. So instead, he placed therifle at hisfeet. He would need
both arms and shoulders.

"Boy!" Khamig said. "I'm going to toss you arope. Snug it around your waist." He mimed what to do.
"Il pull you up."

The boy nodded, eyeswide, face swollen from crying and fear.

Leaning over the edge, Khamis swung the coil of rope and tossed it toward the boy. The rope unfurled,
crashing through the leaves. It failed to reach the boy, nesting up in the branches above.

"Youll havetodimbtoit!"

The boy needed no goading. With a chance to escape, his effort at climbing grew more determined. He
scrambled and kicked and got himsdf up to the next branch. He tied the rope around hiswai g, shaking it
loose from the branches. He showed some skill with the rope. Good.

Khamis pulled in the dack, bracing it around one of the sted cable posts supporting the bridge. "I'm
going to gart pulling you up! Youregoing to

swing out.”



"Hurry!" the boy caled out, too sharply and too loudly.

Khamis pivoted on ahip and saw the ukufa had noted the boy's renewed movement. It drew the
mongter like acat after amouse. It had mounted the tree and was climbing up, digging in itsclaws.

With no time to waste, Khamisi began whedling the rope up, arm over arm. He fdlt the boy's weight
burden the rope as he was lifted free of his perch. Bending to check, he spotted the boy swinging back
and forth like apendulum.

The ukufadid, too, eyestracking the arc. It continued its climb. Khamis read itsintent. It was planning to
leap and snag the boy, like bait on aline.

Khamis hauled faster. The boy continued to swing.

"Wiezijn u?'avoice suddenly barked behind him.

Startled, he amost let go of the rope. He craned over ashoulder.

A tall, lithe woman stood on the walkway, dressed in black, feral-eyed. Her hair was blond but shaved
closeto the scalp. One of the senior Waalenberg children. She must have just stepped onto this section
and discovered him. She had aknife aready in one hand. Khamis dared not let go of the rope.

Not good.

Below, the boy cried out.

Khamis and the woman glanced down.

The ukufa had reached the boy's former perch and bunched up for itslegp. Behind Khamid, the woman
laughed, amatch to the cackle of the creature below. The planks creaked as she stepped toward his
back, knifein hand.

They were both trapped.

6:38am.

Gray kndlt a the crossroads. The elevated walkway split into three paths. The Ieft led back to the
manor house. The center walkway skirted the

forest's edge and overlooked the centra gardens. The path to the right smply headed straight off into the
heart of thejungle.

Whichway?

Crouched, Gray studied the dant of shadows, comparing it to the pattern he had studied on the LCD
monitor. Thelength and direction of the shadows had offered agenerd clueto the position of therising
sun in respect to the location of Fionasimprisonment. But that till |eft alarge sweth of estate to cover.
Feet pounded on the walkway, shaking it dightly.

More guards.

He had encountered two groups aready.

Gray shouldered hisrifle, rolled to the edge of the walkway, and dropped off its edge. He hung by his
armsto the cabling and worked hand over hand to the leafy shelter of atree branch. A moment later, a
trio of guards clattered by overhead, bouncing the walkway. Gray clung tightly, jiggled about.

Oncethey were past, he used the tree branch to scoot back onto the path. Hooking and swinging hisleg
over, he noticed arhythmic vibration in the cable in his hand. More guards?

Flat on hisbelly on the planks, he leaned an ear againgt the cable, listening like an Indian tracker on a
trail. Therewas adigtinct rhythm to the vibration, audible, like a plucked string of asted guitar. Threefast
twangs, three dow, three fast again. And it repeated.

Morse code.

S.0O.S

Someone was knocking out asigna on the cable.

Gray crouched and sidled back to the branching of the walkway. He felt the other support cables. Only
onevibrated. It led off aong the path to the right, the one headed into the depths of the jungle.

Could it be...?

With no better clue, Gray set off down the right path. He kept pace near the walkway's edge, attempting
to keep histread silent and the bridge from swaying. The path continued to diverge. Gray paused at each
crossing to find the cable vibrating in code and followed itstrail.

Gray was s0 focused on the path, that when he ducked under the heavy frond of apam leaf he suddenly



found himsdlf staring at aguard only four yards away. Brown-haired, midtwenties, typica Hitler youth.
The guard leaned on the cable handrall, facing Gray's direction. His gun was dready risng, as hed been
derted by the shuffle of the pdm tree.

Gray didn't havetimeto get hisrifle up. Instead, sill moving, he dammed hisweight to the Sde—not in
an attempt to dodge the coming dug. The guard couldn't miss a thisrange.

Gray struck the cabled handrail, jarring it.

The guard, braced againgt it, bobbled. The muzzle of hisriflejittered too high. Gray closed the gap in two
steps, getting under the rifleman’s guard, the pilfered dagger dready in hishand.

Gray used the man'simbaance to silence his scream, planting the dagger through the man'swind box,
severing hislarynx. A twist and the carotid spurted. He'd be dead in seconds. Gray caught his body and
heaved it over therail. He felt no remorse, remembering the guards laughing as Ryan had dropped into
the mongter's den. How many others had died that way? The body fell in a shushing whisper of leaves,
then crashed into the grassy underbrush.

Crouched low, Gray listened. Had anyone heard the guard'sfall?

Off to the left, surprisingly near, awoman shouted in accented English. " Stop kicking the bars! Or well
drop you now!"

Gray recognized the voice. Ischke. Isaak'stwin sSster.

A more familiar voice responded to the woman. " Sod off, you bony-assed prat!"

Fona

Shewasdive.

Despite the danger, Gray grinned—both in relief and respect.

Staying low, he snuck down to the end of the walkway. It dead-ended at a circular path that edged an
open glade. The one from the video. The cage was suspended from the elevated walkway.
Fionakicked the cage's bars. Three fast, three dow, three fast. Her face was amask of determination.
Gray felt the vibration under hisfeet now, transmitted along the cage's support cables.

Good girl.

She must have heard the alarms from the manor house. Perhaps guessed it might be Gray and sought to
signal him. Either that...or she was just damned pissed. And the pattern was just an annoying
coincidence.

Gray spotted three guards at the two-, three-, and nine-o'clock positions. Ischke, still dazzling in her
black and white outfit, tood on the far sde—at twelve o'clock—both hands on the insiderail, staring
down at Fiona

"A bullet through your knee might quiet you down," she cdled to thegirl,

placing apam on abolstered pistol.

Fiona paused in midkick, mumbled something under her breath, then lowered her foot.

Gray cdculated the odds. He had onerifle against three guards, dl armed, and Ischke with her pistol.
Not good.

A gpat of static sounded from across the glade. Garbled words followed.

Ischke unhooked her radio and lifted it to her lips. "Ja?'

Shelistened for haf aminute, asked another question that Gray couldn't make out, then signed off.
Lowering theradio, she spoke to the guards.

"New orderd" she barked to the othersin Dutch. "Wekill the girl now."

6:40 am.

The ukufalet out atrebling series of yips, ready to leap at the dangling boy. Khamis sensed the gpproach
of thewoman a his back. Hands on the rope,

he couldn't go for any of hiswegpons.

"Who areyou?' the woman asked again, knife threatening.

Khamis did the only thing he could.

Bending hisknees, he threw himself over the cabled railing. He clenched hard to the rope as he tumbled.
Overhead, the line whistled around the sted support post. As Khamis fel earthward, he caught aglimpse
of the boy being dragged skyward, flailing with along scream of surprise,



The ukufalegped at itsfleeing prey, but Khamisg'sfalling weight zipped the boy straight up to the
walkway, banging him hard againgt it.

The sudden stop ripped the rope from Khamig's grip.

Hefdl, landing on hisback in the grass. Overheed, the boy clung to the underside of the walkway. The
woman stared down at Khamis, eyeswide.

Something large crashed to the ground afew metersfrom him.

Khamis st up.

The ukufa bounded to its feet, throwing ropes of sdiva, furious, growling.

Itsred gaze fell heavily upon the only prey in sSght.

Khamig.

His hands were empty. Hisrifle still rested on the planks above.

The creature yowled in bloodlust and anger. It legped at him, intending to tear out histhroat.

Khamis fell to hisback, lifting his only wegpon. The Zulu assegai. The short spear was till strapped to
histhigh. Asthe ukufadropped onto him, Khamis shoved the blade up. Hisfather had once taught him
how to use the wegpon. Like all Zulu boys. Before they left for Austrdia With an ingtinct that crossed
deep into the past of hisancestors, Khamis dipped the blade under the creature's ribs—one of flesh, not
myth—and drove it deep asthe hyenasweight fell aop him.

The ukufa screamed. Pain and momentum carried it over Khamis and yanked the spear's handle from his
fingers. Khamis rolled clear, wesponless now. The ukufathrashed in the grass, corkscrewing theimpaled
bladeinsdeit. It screamed onelast time, jerking hard, then went limp.

Dead.

An angry cry above drew hiseye.

The woman on the bridge had found Khamig'srifle and had it pointed at him. The blast sounded likea
grenade. A bush exploded at his heds, gouting up soil. Khamis shoved back. Overhead, the woman
shifted therifle, fixing him more surdy initssights.

The second blast sounded oddly sharper.

Khamis twisted away—but found himsalf unscathed.

He glanced up in time to see the woman topple over the cable, her chest abloody ruin.

A new figure stepped into view on the walkway.

A muscular man with ashaved head. He had apistol held out, steadied on the sump of awrist. He
leaned over the cable and spotted the boy, till dangling by his hands.

"Ryan..."

The boy sobbed with relief. "Get me out of here."

"That'sthe plan..." Hisgaze found Khamig. "That is, if that guy down there knowsthe way out of here.
I'm sofriggin' logt.”

6:44 am.

The pair of gunshots echoed through the forest.

A small flock of green parrotstook wing from canopy roosts, squawking in protest, flapping acrossthe
glade.

Gray crouched.

Had Monk been found?

Ischke must have thought the same, her head craned in the direction of the gunfire. She waved to the
guards. "Check it out!™

Sheraised her radio again.

The guards, riflesin hand, pounded around the circular elevated walk, al coming in Gray's direction.
Caught off guard, Gray dropped and rolled, hugging hisrifleto his chest. He flung himsdlf off the planks.
The closest guard would be in view in mere seconds. Like before, he snatched the planks support cable,
but in his haste, off balance, he bardly caught a purchase with one hand. His body swung. Therifle
dipped from his shoulder, dropping away.

Twigting and reaching, he snagged the leather strap with one finger. He sllently sghed in relief.

Guards suddenly battered past overhead, boots hammering, jigging and bouncing his perch.



Theriflesleather strap popped off Gray'sfinger. Gravity disarmed him. The wegpon fell, spearing into
the underbrush. Gray grabbed another handhold and hung there. At least therifle hadn't gone off when it
hit the ground.

The guards footfalls echoed away.

He heard Ischke talking on her radio.

Now what?

He had aknife againgt her pistol. He didn't question her compunction to useit or her marksmanship.
The only red advantage he had was surprise.

And that was severely overrated.

Hand over hand, Gray traversed the underside of the walkway and reached the circular concourse. He
continued aong the underside, keeping to the outer edge, out of direct view of the Waa enberg woman.
He had to move dowly or his swaying weight would dert Ischke. He timed his movementsto

the occasiona breeze that ruffled the canopy.

But his appearance did not go unnoticed.

Fiona crouched in her cage, putting as many bars as she could between her and Ischke. Plainly she had
understood | schke's earlier wordsin Dutch. Wekill the girl now. Though the gunfire had momentarily
digtracted the blond twin, eventually her attention would return to Fiona.

From her low vantage, Fiona spotted Gray, awhite-jumpsuited gorilla scaing the underside of the
walkway, haf-hidden by thefoliage. Shejerked in surprise, dmost standing, then forced hersdlf to stay
low. Her eyestracked him, their gazes met.

Despite her noisy bravado, Gray read theterror in her face. The girl looked so much smdler in the cage.
She hugged her arms around her chest, attempting to hold hersdlf together. Hardened as she was by the
streets, he sensed her only defense againgt a compl ete panicked breakdown was her prickly blustering. It
sugtained her—barely.

Blocking with her body, shesignaled him. She pointed down and dightly

shook her head, eyeswidein fear, derting him.

It wasn't safe below.

He searched the thick grasses and bushes of the glade. Shadows lay thick. He saw nothing, but he
trusted Fionaswarning.

Dontfdl.

Gray estimated how far held come. He was about at the eight o'clock position along the circular
walkway. |schke stood at the twelve o'clock. He still had adistance to traverse, and hisarms weretiring,
hisfingers aching. He had to move faster. Stopping and starting were killing him. But he feared going any
faster would draw |schke's attention.

Fonamust have redlized the same. She stood and began kicking the bars again, rattling her cage,
swaying it with her weight. The motion alowed Gray to increase his pace.

Unfortunately her effort dso drew Ischke'swrath.

Thewoman lowered her radio and yelled at Fiona. "Enough of your foolishness, child!"

Fionadtill clutched the bars and kicked.

Gray hurried past the nine o'clock position.

Ischke stepped to theinner rail, haf in view. Luckily her focus wasfully on Fiona. Thewoman pulled a
device out of the pocket of her sweater. She used her teeth to extend the antenna. She pointed it at
Fona "ltistimeyou met Skuld, named after the Norse goddess of fate.”

A button was pressed.

Almost directly under Gray's toes, something howled in anger and pain. It thrashed out of the shadowed
eaves of the jungle and stalked into the grassy clearing. One of the mutated hyenas. Its hulked mass had
to tip three hundred pounds, al muscle and teeth. 1t growled low, hackles high on its doped back. Lips
snarled back asit barked and snapped at the empty air, sniffing up at the cage.

Gray redized the monster must have been stalking him al aong from below. He suspected what was
coming.

He hurried, swinging past the ten-o'clock spot.



Ischke called to Fiona, enjoying the terror, prolonging the cruelty. "A chip in Skuld'sbrain dlows usto
simulate its bloodlugt, its appetite.” She tweaked the button again. The hyenahowled, legped at the cage,
flinging ropes of drool, driven into aravening bloodlust.

So that was how the Waa enbergs controlled their mongters.

Radio implants.

Subverting nature again to their will.

"It'stime we sated poor Skuld's hunger,” Ischke said.

Gray would never makeit in time. Still, he rushed.

Eleven o'clock.

So close.

But too late.

Ischke pressed another button. Gray heard adistinct clink asthe trapdoor in Fionas cage unlatched.
Oh, no.

Gray paused in midswing. He watched the trgpdoor fall open benesth Fiona. Shefell toward the
dathering beast below.

Gray prepared to drop after her, to protect her.

But Fiona had learned from Ryan's demise. She was prepared. As shefdll, she caught the lower bars of
her cage and hung there. The creature, Skuld, leaped for her legs. She tucked up and hauled with her
ams.

The beast missed and crashed back to the underbrush with ayowl of frustration.

Climbing up, Fionanow clung to the outside of the cage like a spider monkey.

Ischke laughed with dark ddlight. "Zeer goed, melge. Such resourcefulness! Grootvader might have even
considered your genesfor his stock. But dasyou'll have to satisfy Skuld instead.”

From below, Gray watched |schke raise her pistol again.

He swung beneath her, staring up between the planks.

"Now to end this" schke muttered in Dutch.

Indeed.

Gray pulled with hisarms, kicked back hislegs—then siwvung forward and over, like agymnast on ahigh
bar. Hisheds struck Ischke in the belly as sheleaned on therail, steadying her am a Fiona

As his hedl's connected, her pistol blasted.

Gray heard thering of dug oniron.

Missed.

Ischke was knocked back as Gray followed through and crashed to the planks. He rolled up, knifein
hand. Ischke was down on one knee. Her pistol lay between them.

They both lunged for it.

Ischke, even with the wind kicked out of her, proved incredibly fagt, like astriking snake. Her fingers
reached the pistal firgt, snatching it up.

Gray had aknife,

Hejammed his blade through her wrist and into the planks. She screamed in surprise, dropping the pistol.
Gray tried to grab it, but the hilt bounced off the planks as Ischke thrashed. It flew past the walkway's
edge.

The momentary distraction was long enough for 1schke to yank her wrist free from the planks. She
pivoted off her other wrist and kicked out at Gray's head.

He lunged back, but her shin struck his shoulder as hard as the bumper of a speeding car. Gray rolled
with it, bruised to the bone. Damn, she was strong.

Before he could get up, shelegped a him, swinging her arm at hisface, trying to use thetip of the blade
impaled through her wrist to blind him. He barely caught her elbow, twisted it, and carried them both to
the walkway's edge.

Hedidn't stop.

L ocked together, their bodiesfell off the wakway.

But Gray hooked hisleft knee around one of the walkway's support posts. His body jerked to a stop,



swinging by hisleg, wrenching hisknee. Ischke pedled off of him and dropped away.

Upside down, he watched the woman snap through some branches and crash hard into the grassy sward.
Gray hauled himsdlf back up to the walkway, sprawling flat.

With disbelief, he saw Ischke climb to her feet below. Shelimped a step to steady hersdlf, ankle painfully
twisted.

A clatter to Gray's Sde startled him.

Fionalanded on the planks, swinging over from one of the cage's suspension wires.

During thefight, the girl must have crabbed her way atop the cage, then used the wiresto reach the
walkway. She hurried to him, shaking her left hand and wincing. Fresh blood flowed from where Ischke
had cut her.

Gray searched again below.

The woman stared up at him. Murder in her eyes.

But shewasn't donein the clearing.

Behind her, Skuld raced toward the woman, the hyena's muzzle low to the ground, ashark in the grass,
scenting blood.

How fitting, Gray thought.

But the woman merely raised her uninjured arm toward the beast. The massive hyena ground to a stop,
lifted its nose, dripping drool, and rubbed against her pam like asavage pit bull greeting its abusive
master. It mewled and lowered to its belly.

Ischke never broke eye contact with Gray.

Shelimped forward.

Gray stared below.

Steps from the woman, Ischke's pistol rested in plain view.

Gray climbed up, gaining hisfeet. He grabbed Fiona's shoulder and shoved her forward. "Run!”

She needed no further goading. They raced around the arc of the walkway. The girl flew on fear and
adrendine. They reached the exit.

Fonamade the corner, hanging on to one of the support posts to keep her footing. Gray followed her
example. As he swung clear, aringing spark off the support post accompanied apistol blast.

Ischke had found her gun.

Spurred on, they ran faster dong the straight path, putting distance between them and the limping
shooter. In aminute, approaching a crisscross of paths, Gray suspected they might be safe. Caution
overcame panic.

He dowed Fiona by the same crossroads he had stopped at before. Pathsled in al directions. Which
way? By now, there was a good chance | schke had raised an darm—unlessthe fal had broken her
radio, but he couldn't count on that. He had to assume guards were aready congregating between here
and the outsde world.

And what about Monk? What did the gunplay that drew off |schke's guards portend? Was he alive,
dead, recaptured? There were too many unknown variables. Gray needed a place to hole up and hide, to
let histrail cool.

But where?

He eyed the one path that bridged back to the manor house.

No one would expect to look for them over there. Plus the place had phones. If he could get to an
outsdeline...maybe even find out more about whatever the hell wasredlly going on there...

But it was a pipe dream. The place was |ocked up tight, afortress.

Fonanoted his attention.

Shetugged on hisarm and pulled something from her pocket. It looked like acouple of playing cards on
achain. She held them up.

Not playing cards.

Key cards.

"I nicked them from that ice bitch,” Fionasaid, hdf spitting. "Teach her to diceme.™

Gray took the cardsand examined them. He remembered Monk scolding



Fonafor not stedling the museum director's keys when they were trapped in Himmler's crypt. It seemed
the girl had taken Monk's lesson to heart.

With narrowed eyes, Gray again studied the manor house.

Thanksto hislittle pickpocket, he now held the keysto the castle.

But what to do?

13 XERUM 525

10:34 am.

HLUHLUWE-UMFOLOZI PRESERVE

ZULULAND, SOUTH AFRICA

Painter sat in the mud-stone and woven-grass hut, cross-legged around a series of maps and schematics.
Theair smelled of dung and dust. But the small Zulu encampment served as the perfect staging spot, only
ten minutes from the Waalenberg etate.

Periodicdly, security hdlicopters buzzed the camp, risng from the estate, wary and watchful of their
borders, but Paula Kane had the ste well orchestrated. From the air, none could tell that the small sandy
village was anything but away station for the nomadic tribes of Zulu that eked out aliving inthe area.
Nobody would suspect the council under way in one of the ramshackle huts.

The group had gathered to strategize and pool resources.

Acrossfrom Painter, Annaand Gunther sat together. Lisakept near Painter's e bow—as she had since
arriving in Africa, her face stoic but her eyes worried. Near the back, Mg or Brooks stood in the
shadows, ever vigilant, pam resting on his bolstered pigtol.

They were dl attentive on thefina debriefing from Khamis, aformer game warden here. At hisside,
leaning forward, head to head, was the most surprising addition to the gathering.

Monk Kokkalis.

To Painter's shock, Monk had wandered into the encampment with an exhausted and shell-shocked
young man, both led by Khamisi. The young man was recuperating in another hut, kept safely out of
harm'sway, but Monk had spent the last hour relating his story, answering questions, and filling in blanks.
Annastared at the set of runes Monk had finished drawing. Her eyes were bloodshot. She reached out a
trembling hand toward the paper. "These are dl the runes found in the books of Hugo Hirszfeld?!

Monk nodded. "And that old fart was convinced they were damn important, critical to some next stagein
hisplan.”

Annas gaze rose to Painter. "Dr. Hugo Hirszfeld was the overseer for the origina Black Sun project. Do
you remember how | told you he was convinced he had solved the riddle of the Bell? Performed one last
experiment, one done in secret, attended only by himself. A private experiment that supposedly produced
aperfect child, one uncorrupted of taint or devolution. A perfect Knight of the Sun. But his method...how
hedid it...no one knew."

"And the letter he wrote his daughter,” Painter said, "whatever he discovered frightened him. A truth...too
beautiful to let die and too monstrousto set free. To that end, he hid the secret in this runic code.”
Annasighed wearily. "And Badric Waalenberg was confident enough that he could solve the code, gain
thelost knowledge for himsdlf, that he destroyed the Granitschloff."

"| think it was more than just that you were no longer needed,” Painter said. "1 think you were right
before. Y our group was a growing threat with talk of

coming out of hiding, going mainstream. And with perfection so close, the culmination of the Aryan
dream, he could not risk your continuing presence.”

Anna shifted the paper with Monk's sketched runes toward her. "If Hugo wasright, deciphering his code
could prove criticd to treating our own condition. The Bell dready holds the ability to S'otv down our
disease—but if we could solvethisriddle, it may offer atrue cure.”

Lisainserted abit of redlity into the discussion. "But before any of that can happen, we must gain access
to the Waalenberg Bell. Then we can worry about cures.”

"And what about Gray?' Monk asked. "And the girl ?"

Painter kept hisfacetight. "Thereisno telling where heis. Hiding, captured, dead. For the moment,
Commander Pierceison hisown."



Monk's face soured. "1 can sneak back in. Use the map Khamis has of the grounds.”

"No. Now isnot thetimeto divide forces." Painter rubbed at a needling

headache behind hisright ear. Noises echoed. Nauseawelled.

Monk stared at him.

He waved away the man's concern. But something in Monk's focus suggested that it wasn't just hisboss's
physical failingsthat worried him. Was Painter making the right choices? How was his mental status? The
doubt touched achord in himsdf. How clear was histhinking?

Lisas hand drifted to hisknee, asif sensing his consternation.

"I'mfine," he mumbled—as much to himsdf asto her.

Further inquiry was interrupted by the room's rug door being shoved open. Sunlight and heet wafted
ingde. PaulaKane ducked into the dark interior. A Zulu el der followed her infull ceremonia regdia
plumes, feathers, leopard skin decorated with colorful beadwork. Though in hismidsixties, hisface was
unlined, seemingly carved of stone, his head shaved. He carried awooden staff topped with feathers, but
he dso bore an antique firearm, looking more ceremonia than functional.

Painter recognized the weagpon as he stood up. An old smoothbore English "Brown Bess," aflintlock
from the Napoleonic Wars.

Paula Kane introduced the visitor. "Maos D'Gana. Zulu chief."

The elder spokein crigp English. "All isready.”

"Thank you for your assstance,” Painter said formally.

Mos nodded his head dightly, acknowledging thewords. "But it is not for you we lend our spears. We
owethe Voortrekkers for Blood River."

Painter frowned, but PaulaKanefilled in the details. "When the English drove the Dutch Boers out of
Cape Town, they began amgjor trek into the interior. Friction escaated between the arriving immigrants
and the native tribes. The Xhosa, the Pondo, the Swazi, and the Zulus. In 1838, adong atributary of the
Buffao River, the Zulus were betrayed, thousands killed, their homeandslogt. It was adaughter. The
river became known as Blood River. The Voortrekker conspirator of that murderous assault was Piet
Wadenberg."

Mos lifted his old weapon and held it out to Painter. "We do not forget."

Painter did not doubt that this very gun had been involved in that infamous battle. He accepted the
weapon, knowing a pact had been forged with the passing of the flintlock.

Mos settled to the ground, dropping smoothly into a cross-legged position. "We have much to plan.”
Paula nodded to Khamis and held open the rug flap. "Khamisg, your truck isready. Tau and Njongo are
dready waiting." She checked her watch. "Y ou'll haveto hurry.”

The former game warden stood. Each had their own duty to perform before nightfall.

Painter met Monk's gaze. He again read the worry in the man's eyes. But not for Painter—for Gray.
Sundown was eight hours away. But there was nothing they could do until then.

Gray wason hisown.

12:05 p.m.

"Keep your head down," Gray whispered to Fiona.

They strode toward the guard at the end of the hal. Gray wore one of the camouflage uniforms, from
jackboots to black cap, the brim pulled low over his eyes. The guard who had lent Gray the outfit was
unconscious, gagged, and hog-tied in a closet of one of the upper bedrooms.

He had a so borrowed the guard's radio, clipped to hisbelt and trailing an earpiece. The chatter on the
linewasal in Dutch, making it hard to discern, but it kept them abreast of events.

Waking in Gray's shadow, Fionawore amaid's outfit, borrowed from the same closet. It was abit large,
but it was better to hide her shape and age. Mot of the house staff were natives in various shades of
dark skin, typica of an Afrikaner household. Fiona's mocha-brown complexion, her Pakistani heritage, fit
well enough. She dso hid her straight hair under abonnet. She could pass as native if no one looked too
closdly. To complete the act, she walked in tiny submissive steps, shoulders dumped, head down.

So far, their disguises had not even been tested.

Word had spread that Gray and Fiona had been spotted in the jungle. With the manor house shuttered



down, only askeleton patrol kept post insde the mansion. Most of the security forces were searching the
forests, outbuildings, and borders.

Unfortunatdly, security was not so thin here asto leave an outside phone line open. Shortly after using
Ischke's key card to gain entry back inside the mansion, Gray had tested afew house phones. Access
required passing through a coded security net. Any attempt to gain an outside line would only expose
them.

So their options were few.

They could hide. But to what end? Who knew when or if Monk would makeit to civilization? So amore
proactive role was needed. The plan wasto first gain a schematic of the mansion. That meant penetrating
the security nest on the main floor. Their only weaponswere asidearm carried by Gray and ahand Taser
in Fionas pocket.

Ahead, at the end of the hdl, a sentry manned the upper bal cony, guarding over the main entryway with
an automatic rifle. Gray strode up to the man.

Hewastadl, stocky, and his heavy-lidded eyes made him look piggish and mean. Gray nodded and
continued toward the sairs. Fionafollowed at hishedls.

All went well.

Then the man said something in Dutch. The words were beyond Gray, but they had alurid ring to them,
ending inagutturd low laugh.

Half turning, Gray saw the guard reach to Fiona's bottom and giveit afirm pinch. Another hand went for
her elbow.

Wrong thing to do.

Fonaswung to the man. "Piss off, you wanker."

Her skirt brushed the man's knee. A blue spark burned through her pocket and zapped the man'sthigh.
His body arched back, a strangled noise gargled forth.

Gray caught him ashefdl back, ill convulsing in hisarms. Gray dragged

him off the landing and into a side room. He dropped him to the floor, pistol-whipped him unconscious,
and began gagging him and tying him up.

"Why did you do that?' Gray asked.

Fiona stepped behind Gray and pinched his butt, hard and sharp.

"Hey!" He stood and swung around.

"How do you likeit?" Fionafumed.

Point taken. Still he cautioned, "I can't keep tying up these bastards.”

Fonastood with her arms crossed. Her eyes, though angry, were a so scared. He couldn't blame her for
her jJumpiness. He wiped some cold sweat from his brow. Maybe they had better just hide and hope for
the best.

Gray'sradio crackled. He listened hard. Had their attack by the staircase been noted? He trand ated
through the garble, "...gevangene...bringing in the main door..."

More followed, but Gray barely heard much past the word ge'vangene.

Prisoner.

That could only mean onething.

"They caught Mork...," he whispered, going cold.

Fonauncrossed her arms, face concerned.

"C'mon," he said and headed toward the door. He had relieved the downed guard of his Taser and
shouldered the man'srifle.

Gray led the way back to the stairs. He whispered his plan to Fionaas they hurried down the stairsto the
main entrance hall. The lower floor was empty, aswas the foyer ahead.

They crossed the polished floor decorated with woven rugsin African motifs. Their footsteps echoed. To
ather sde, suffed trophies mounted the walls: the head of an endangered black rhino, amassive lion with
amoth-eaten mane, arow of antelopeswith various racks of horns.

Gray crossed toward the foyer. Fiona pulled afeather duster from an apron pocket, apart of her
disguise. She crossed to one side of the door. Gray took a pogt, rifle in hand, on the other.



They didn't have long to wait, bardly getting into positionin time.

How many guards would be accompanying Monk?

At least hewasdive.

The metd shutter over the main entrance began to rise, clattering upward. Gray leaned down to count
legs. He held up two fingers toward Fiona. Two guards were accompanying a prisoner in awhite
jumpsuit.

Gray stepped into view asthe gate trundled fully up.

The guards saw nothing but one of their own, a sentry with arifle manning the door. They entered with
the prisoner in tow. Neither noticed Gray palming a Taser or Fiona coming up from the other side.

The attack was over in moments.

Two guards convulsed on the rug, hedls drumming. Gray kicked each in the Sde of the head, probably
harder than he should have. But anger fueled through him.

The prisoner was not Monk.

"Who areyou?" he asked the startled captive as he quickly dragged thefirst guard toward aneighboring
supply closet.

The gray-haired woman used her free arm to help Fionawith the second man. She was stronger than she
appeared. Her left arm was bandaged and secured across her chest in atight ding. The left Side of her
face was savaged with jagged scratches, sutured and raw. Something had attacked and mauled her.
Despite her recent injuries, her eyesmet Gray's, fiery and determined.

"My nameisDr. MarciaFairfidd."

12:25 p.m.

The Jeep trundled down the empty lane.

Behind the whedl, Warden Gerald Kellogg mopped his swesating brow. He had a bottle of Birkenhead
Premium Lager propped between hislegs.

Despite the hectic morning, Kellogg refused to break routine. There was nothing else he could do
anyway. Security at the Waalenberg estate had passed on the sketchy details. An escape. Kelogg had
aready alerted the park rangers and posted men at all the gates. He passed on pictures, faxed over from
the Waalenberg estate. Poachers was the cover. Armed and dangerous.

Until word of asighting reached Kellogg's office, he had nothing to kegp him from his usua two-hour
lunch at home. Tuesday meant roasted game hen and swest potatoes. He drove his Jeep across the cattle
guard and into the main drive, lined by short hedges. Ahead, atwo-story beadboard Colonia sat on afull
acre of manicured property, aperk of hispostion. It had astaff of ten to maintain the grounds and
household, which included only himsdf. Hewasin no hurry to marry.

Why buy the cow and dll that...

Plus histastes |eaned toward unripened fruit.

He had anew girl in the housg, little Aina, eleven yearsold, from Nigeria, black as pitch, just like he liked
them, better to hide the bruisng. Not that there was anyone to question him. He had a manservant,
Mxali, aSwazi brute, recruited from prison, who ran his household with discipline and terror. Any
problems were dedlt with swiftly, both at home and when needed elsewhere. And the Wadenbergs were
only too happy to help any troublemakers disappear. What became of them once they were dropped off
by helicopter at the Waa enberg estate, Gerald would prefer not to know. But he had heard rumors.
Despite the midday heet, he shivered.

Best not to ask too many questions.

He parked his car in the shade under aleafy acaciatree, climbed out, and strode down the gravel path to
the side door that led to the kitchen. A pair of gardeners hoed the flower bed. They kept their eyes down
as Gerald passed, asthey were taught.

The smell of roasting hens and garlic whetted his appetite. His nose and ssomach drew him up the three
wooden steps to the open screen door. He

entered the kitchen, belly growling.

To thel€ft, the stove door was open. The cook knelt on the planks, head in the oven. Kellogg frowned at
the odd tableau. It took him amoment to redlize it wasn't the cook.



"Mxdi...?"

Kdlogg findly noted the underlying smell of seared flesh behind the garlic. Something protruded from the
man'sarm. A feathered dart. Mxali's wegpon of choice. Usually poisoned.

Something was dreadfully wrong.

Kellogg backed away, turning to the door.

The two gardeners had dropped their hoes and had rifles pointed at hiswide belly. It was not uncommon
for smdl marauding bands, filth from the black townships, to raid farms and outlying homes. Kellogg held
up hisarms, skin going cold with terror.

A creak of aboard drew him around, haf ducking.

A dark figure stepped out of the shadows of the next room.

Kellogg gasped as he recognized the intruder—and the hatred in hiseyes.

Not marauders. Even worse.

A ghost.

"Khamis..."

12:30 p.m.

"So what exactly iswrong with him?' Monk asked, thumbing where Painter had disappeared into one of
the neighboring huts with Dr. Paula Kan€'s satellite phone. The director was coordinating with Logan
Gregory.

Under the shadowy eaves of another hut, he shared alog with Dr. Lisa Cummings. The medical doctor
was quite the looker, even when covered with dust and a bit haunted around the eyes.

Sheturned her attention to Monk. "His cells are denaturing, dissolving from the insde out. That's
according to Anna Sporrenberg. She's studied the deleterious effects of the Bell'sradiation extensively in
the padt. It causes multisystern organ failure. Her brother, Gunther, suffers from achronic verson of i,
too. But hisrate of declineis dowed by his enhanced healing and immunity. Annaand Painter, exposed
as adultsto an overdose of the radiation, have no such innate protection.”

She went into more details, knowing Monk shared a background in medicine: low platelet counts, risng
bilirubin levels, edema, muscle tenderness with bouts of rigidity around the neck and shoulders, bone
infarctions, hepatosplenomegaly, audible murmursin the heartbeat, and strange cacification of distal
extremities and vitreous humor of the eyes.

But ultimately it al came down to one question.

"How long do they have?' Monk asked.

Lisasighed and stared back toward the hut into which Painter had vanished. "No more than aday. Even
if acure could befound today, | fear there might till be permanent and sustained damage.”

"Did you note his durring...now he dropped words? Isthat dl the drugs...or...or...?"

Lisaglanced back to him, her eyes more sharply pained. "It's more than the drugs.”

Monk sensed thiswas the first time she admitted this to hersdlf. It was stated with dread and

hopel essness. He aso saw how much she suffered for it. Her reaction was more than just a concerned
doctor or aworried friend. She cared for Painter and plainly struggled to hold her emotionsin check, to
guard her heart.

Painter appeared in the doorway. He waved Monk over. "I have Kat on the horn."

Monk rose quickly, checked the sky for choppers, and crossed to Painter. He accepted the satellite
phone, covered the mouthpiece, and nodded to Dr. Cummings. "Boss, | think the woman could use
some company.”

Painter rolled his eyes. They were bloodshot, splotchy with hemorrhagesin the sclera. He shaded his
sore eyes and crossed toward the woman.

Monk watched from the doorway and lifted the phone. "Hey, babe."

"Don't babe me. What the hell are you doing in Africa?"

Monk smiled. Kat's scolding was as welcome as lemonade in the desert. Besides, her question was
rhetorical. She had surely been debriefed.

"I thought this was supposed to be a babydtting assgnment?' she continued.

Monk merely waited, letting her vent.



"When you get home, I'm locking you..."

She continued for another long, scrambled minute.

Finally, Monk got aword in edgewise. "I missyou, too."

A blugtering sound subsided into asigh. "I heard Gray istill missng.”

"Hell befine" he assured her, while hoping the same.

"Find him, Monk. Do whatever it takes."

Monk appreciated her understanding. He intended to do just that. She asked for no promise of caution.
Sheknew him too well. Still, he heard the tearsin her next words.

"l loveyou."

That was caution enough for any man.

"l loveyou, too." Helowered hisvoice and dightly turned away. "Both of you."

"Come home."

"Try tostop me."

Kat sghed again. "Logan ispaging me. | must sign off. We've amesting scheduled for zero seven
hundred with an attache at the South African embassy. Well do what we can to put pressure on from
here"

"Give'em hdl, babe."

"Wewill. Bye, Monk."

"Kat, —" But the line had disconnected. Damn.

Monk lowered the phone and stared at Lisa and Painter. The two leaned together, talking, but Monk
sensed it was more the need to be close than any real communication. He stared down at the phone. At
least Kat was safe and sound.

12:37 p.m.

"They weretaking meto an internment cell down below,” Dr. MarciaFairfield said. "For further
guestioning. Something must be worrying them.”

The three of them were back up in the room on the firgt-floor landing. The guard who had manhandled
Fionadtill lay unconscious on the floor, blood dribbling from his nogtrils.

Dr. Fairfield had quickly related her story, how she was ambushed inthe

field, attacked by the Waa enbergs pets, dragged away. The Waa enbergs had learned through channels
about apossiblerole she had with UK intelligence. So they staged her kidnapping asafata lion attack.
Her wounds certainly ill looked swollen and raw. "' was able to convince them that my companion, a
game warden, had been killed. It wasdl | could do. Hope he made it back to civilization.”

"But what are the Waaenbergs hiding?' Gray asked. "Whét are they doing?"

The woman shook her head. " Some macabre version of agenetic Manhattan Project. That'sas much as|
cantell. But | think thereis some other schemein theworks. A sdeline project. Maybe even an attack. |
overheard one of my guards talking. Something about a serum of some sort. Serum 525, | heard them
say. | dso heard Washington, D.C., mentioned in the same context.”

Gray frowned. "Did you hear of any timetable?’

"Not exactly. But from their laughter | got the impression whatever was going to happen would be soon.
Very soon.”

Gray paced a few seps, knuckling his chin. This serum..maybe it's a

biowarfare agent...a pathogen, avirus... He shook his head. He needed more information—and quickly.
"We haveto get into those basement labs," he mumbled. "Find out what's going on."”

"They weretaking meto that internment area,” Dr. Fairfield said.

He nodded, understanding. "If | pose as one of your guards, that might be our ticket down there."
"Wed haveto hurry,” Marciasaid. "Asit is, they must be wondering what's kegping me."

Gray turned to Fiona, ready for an argument. It would be safest if she stayed hidden in the room, out of
sght. It would be hard to justify her presence alongside a prisoner and aguard. It would only arouse
suspicion and atention.

"I know! No placefor amaid,” Fionasaid, surprisng him yet again. She nudged the guard on the floor
with her toe. "I'll keep Casanova here company



until you get back.”

Despite her brave words, her eyes shone with fear.

"Wewon't be gonelong,” he promised.

"Y ou'd better not be."

With the matter settled, Gray grabbed hisrifle, waved Dr. Fairfield toward the door, and said, "L et'sgo."
In short order, Gray marched Marciaat gunpoint into the central elevator. No one accosted them. A
card reader restricted access to the subterranean levels. He swiped Ischke's second key card. The
lighted buttons for the sublevels changed from red to green.

"Any ideawhereto art?' Gray asked.

Marciareached out. "The greater the treasure, the deeper it'sburied.” She pressed the bottommost
number. Seven levels down. The eevator began to descend.

As Gray watched the floors count down, Marcia's words nagged.

An attack. Possbly in Washington.

But what type of attack?

6:41 am. EST WASHINGTON, D.C.

Embassy Row was only two miles from the National Mall. Their driver turned onto Massachusetts
Avenue and headed toward the South African embassy. Kat rode with Logan in the backseat, comparing
fina notes. The sun had just risen, and the embassy appeared ahead.

Itsfour soriesof Indianalimestone shone brilliantly in the morning sunlight, highlighting its gablesand
dormerstypica of the Cape Dutch style. The driver pulled up to the residence wing of the embassy. The
ambassador had agreed to meet them in his private study at thisearly hour. It seemed any issues
concerning the Waalenbergs were best dealt with out of the public's eye.

Which wasfinewith Kat.

She had apistol in an ankle holster.

Kat climbed out and waited for Logan. Four fluted pilasters supported a carved parapet with the South
African coat of arms. Beneath it, a doorman noted their arrival and opened the glazed front door.

As second in command, Logan led the way. Kat kept a step or two behind, watching the Street, wary.
With as much money as the Waa enbergs wielded, she did not trust who might bein their private
employ...and that included the ambassador, John Hourigan.

The entrance hall opened wide around them. A secretary in aneet navy business suit ushered them
acrossthe hall. " Ambassador Hourigan will be down momentarily. I'm to take you to hisstudy. Can |
bring you any teaor coffee?’

Logan and Kat declined.

They were soon ensconced in arichly paneled room. The furniture—desks,

bookcases, occasiond tables—was constructed of the same wood. Stinkwood, native to South Africa,
sorareit was no longer available for commercia export.

Logan took a seat by the desk. Kat remained standing.

They didn't have long to wait.

The doors opened again, and atal, thin man with sandy-blond hair entered. He wore a navy suit but
carried hisjacket over one arm. Kat suspected the casua approach was pure artifice, meant to make his
manner appear more amiable and cooperative. Like meeting herein his private residence.

Shewaan't buyingiit.

AsLogan made introductions, Kat surveyed the room. With abackground in the intelligence services,
she imagined the conversation here would be taped. She studied the room, guessing where the
surveillance equipment was hidden.

Ambassador Hourigan finally settled to hisseet. ™Y ou've cometo inquire

about the Wadenberg estate...or so | wasinformed. How may | be of service?'

"We believe someonein their employ may have been involved in akidnapping in Germany.”

His eyes widened too perfectly. "1'm shocked to hear such dlegations. But I've heard nothing about this
from the German BKA, Interpol, or Europol.”

"Our sources are concrete,” Logan ingsted. "All we ask is cooperation with your Scorpionsto follow up



locally.”

Kat watched the man feign an intensely pensive expression. The Scorpions were the South African
equivaent of the FBI. Cooperation seemed unlikely. The best Logan sought here was to keep such
organizations out of Sigmasway. While they could not negotiate cooperation against such apolitica
powerhouse as the Waalenbergs, they might place enough pressure to keep any policing authoritiesfrom
helping them. A smdl concession, but ameaningful one.

Kat continued standing, watching the dow dance these two men performed,

each trying to gain the best advantage.

"| assure you that the Waa enbergs hold the international community and governing bodiesin the utmost
respect. Thefamily has supported relief efforts, multinationa charity organizations, and nonprofit trusts
throughout theworld. In fact in their latest act of generosity, they've endowed al South African
embassies and chanceries around the globe with a golden centennia bell, marking the hundred-year
anniversary of thefirst gold coin minted in South Africa”

"That isdl well and good, but it doesn't—"

Kat cut Logan off, speaking for thefirst time. "Did you say gold be//?"

Hourigan'seyes met hers. "Y es, giftsfrom Sir Baldric Waalenberg himsdlf. One hundred gold-plated
centennid bells bearing the South African coat of arms. Oursis being ingtalled in the resdence hdl on the
fourth floor."

Logan met Kat's eyes.

Kat spoke. "Would it be possible to seeit?!

The strange tack of the conversation unsettled the ambassador, but he failed to come up with agood
reason to deny it, and Kat imagined he hoped it would be away to even gain an upper hand in the quiet
war of diplomacy going on here.

"l would be ddlighted to show you." He stood up and checked hiswatch. "I'm afraid well have to move
smartly. | do have abreakfast meeting | must not be late to.”

AsKat had imagined, Hourigan was using the tour as an excuse to end the conversation early, to
wheedle out of any firm commitment. Logan stared hard at her. She hoped shewasright.

They were led to an eevator and taken to the top floor of the building. They passed hallways decorated
in artwork and South African native crafts. Then, alarge hal opened; it appeared more museum than
living space. There were display cabinets, long tables, and massive chests with hand-beaten brass
fixtures. A wal of windows overlooked the rear yard and gardens. But in a corner hung agiant gold bell.
It looked asif it had recently been uncrated, as bits of the straw stuffing were still scattered on thefloor.
The bell itsdf stood afull meter tall and haf again aswide at the mouth. The coat of arms

had been stamped onit.

Kat stepped closer. A thick power cableran from itstop and coiled to the floor.

The ambassador noted her attention. "It's automated to ring at set times of the day. Quite amarve of
engineering. If you look up ingdethe bell, itsamarve of gears, likeafine Rolex."

Kat turned to Logan. He had paled. Like Kat, he had studied the sketches Anna Sporrenberg had made
of the origina Bell. Thiswas an exact duplicate done in gold. Both had also read of the detrimental
effects that could be radiated from the device. Madness and desth. Kat stared out the upper-story
window. From this height, she could just make out the white dome of the Capital.

The ambassador's earlier words now horrified.

A hundred golden bells...endowed around the globe.

"It took agpecid techniciantoingall it," the ambassador continued, though

now adightly bored lilt entered hisvoice, winding the meeting toward itsend. "1 believe he'saround here
somewhere.”

Theroom'sdoor closed behind them, damming dightly.

All threeturned.

"Ah, here heis," Hourigan said upon turning. His voice died when he spotted the submachine gun held by
the newcomer. His hair was white-blond. Even from across the room, Kat spotted a dark tattoo on the
hand supporting the gun.



Kat dovefor her ankle holster.

Without aword, the n opened fire, spraying bullets.

Glass shattered, and wood splintered.

Behind her, beaten by ricocheting rounds, the golden bell rang and rang.

12:44 p.m.

SOUTH AFRICA

The elevator doors opened on the seventh sublevel. Gray stepped out, rifle in hand. He searched both
directionsaong agray halway. Unlike the rich woods and fine craftsmanship used in the main manor
house, this sublevel waslit by fluorescents and maintained arigid Sterility inits decor: bleached linoleum
floors, gray walls, low roof. Smooth sted doorswith glowing eectronic locks lined one side of the hdll.
The other doors appeared more ordinary.

Gray placed hispam againgt one.

The pand vibrated. He heard arhythmic hum.

Power plant? Must be massive.

Marcia stepped to hisside. "I think we've come down too far," she whispered. "This feds more storage
and utility.”

Gray agreed. Still...

He crossed to one of the locked stedl doors. "Begs the question, what're they storing?”

The sign on the door read: embryonaal.

"Embryonic lab," Marciatrandated.

She crossed to join him, eyes guarded, wincing dightly as she moved her bandaged and splinted arm.
Gray raised Ischke's card again and swiped it. The indicator glowed green and amagnetic lock rel eased.
Gray pushed the door. He had shouldered hisrifle and now had his pistol out.

The overhead fluorescents flickered then came on steedly.

Theroom was along hdl, agood forty meters. Gray noted how chilly the air wasin here, crisper,
filtered. A flush line of floor-to-ceiling stainless-sted! freezers covered one sde. Compressors hummed.
On the other sde were stedl carts, tanks of liquid nitrogen, and alarge microscope table wired to a
micro-dissection table.

It appeared to be some form of acryonics|ab.

At acentral workstation, a Hewlett-Packard computer idled. The Screensaver spun onthe LCD
monitor. A silver symbol rotated againgt ablack background. A familiar symbol. Gray had seen it
depicted on the floor of Wewelsburg castle.

"TheBlack Sun," Gray mumbled.

Marciaglanced a him.

Gray pointed to the spinning sun. "The symbol represents Himmler's Black

Order, acabal of Thule Society occultists and scientists obsessed with the superman philosophy. Baldric
must've been amember, too."

Gray sensed they had come full circle. From Ryan's great-grandfather to here. He nodded to the
compuiter. "Look for amain directory. See what you can find out.”

While Marciaaimed for the workstation, Gray crossed to one of the freezers. He pulled it open. Frigid
ar welled out. Insde were drawers, indexed and numbered. Behind him, he heard Marciatapping at the
computer. Gray edged one drawer open. Nesatly arranged in clips were a score of tiny glass strawsfilled
withaydlow liquid.

"Frozen embryos," Marciasaid behind him.

He closed the drawer and looked down the length of the hall at the number of giant freezers. If Marcia
was correct, there had to be thousands of embryos stored here.



She spoke, drawing him over. "The computer is adatabase, logging genomesand genedlogy.” She
glanced over to him. "Both human and animd.

Mammalian species. Look at this" Strange notationsfilled the screen.
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SchemaV.1.1S

VERANDERING L vi \.". "li.lit -l peej- -
A.0.2. Dipi-rimidinc to Di Thymidinefc[CT]>TT)
CODE HANGSCHKKEN

ATGGTTACGCGCTCATG GAATTCTCGCTCATG GA ATTCTCGCTCGTCAACT

LoclA.”. Gedeekdlijk

A.ijA. Dinudcoridc d ran scrip tic]

B.5.L.5 Cryptischc pkatrnttrverLng

Loci B J.

B.7.5.1. FeatamidsDtide rgf TACAGATTC]

Termi ndjtrdc i bil ircic}

CTAGAAATTACGCTCTTA CGCTTCTCG CTTGTTAC GCGCTCA
GTTACGCGCTCGCGCTCA TG GAATTCTCGC TCATG

ATGGTTACGCGCTUCGC TGGAATTCTCGCTC ATG GAATTCTCGCTC

"They appear to bealist of mutational changes,” Marciasaid. "Defined down to the level of
polynuclectides.”

Gray tapped the name near the top. "Crocuta crocuta,"he read. " The spotted hyena. I've seen the end
result of that research. Baldric Wad enberg mentioned how he was perfecting the species, even
incorporating human em cellsin ther brans”

Marcia brightened and tapped back to amain directory. "That explains the name of the entire database.
Hersenschim. Which trandaesto ‘chimera’ A biologic term for an organism with genetic materia from
more than one species, whether from grafting like in plants or insertion of foreign cdllsinto an embryo.”
She tapped one-handed at the computer, focused. "But to what end?”

Straightening, Gray glanced down the length of the embryonic lab. Wasdl thisany different from
Badric's manipulation of orchids and bonsai trees? Just another way to control nature, to manipulate and
design it according to his own definition of perfection.

"Hmm...," Marciamumbled. "Strange.”

Gray turned back to her. "What?"

"As| sad, there are human embryos here." She glanced over ashoulder to Gray. "According to the
cross-referenced genedlogy, dl of these embryos are genetically tied to the Waalenbergs.”

No surprise there. Gray had noted the smilaritiesin the Waalenberg offspring. Their patriarch had been
tweaking the family lineage for generations.

But apparently that wasn't the strange part.

Marcia continued, "Each of the Wadenberg embryosin turn is referenced to stem cell linesthat are then
tracked to Crocuta crocuta.”

"The hyenas?'

Marcia nodded.

Understanding and horror grew. "Are you saying he's been planting his own children's slem cdllsinto
those mongters?' Gray could not hide his shock.

Did the man's atrocities, his conceit, never end?

"That'snot al,” Marciasaid.

Gray felt asickening jolt in hisgut, knowing what she was going to say next.

Marcia pointed to acomplicated chart on the screen. "According to this, stem cellsfrom the hyenas are
cross-referenced back to the next generation of human embryos.”

"Dear God..."

Gray pictured Ischke holding out her hand and stopping the charging hyena. 1t was more than just master



and dog. It was family. Baldric had been implanting cellsfrom his mutated hyenas back into his children,
cross-pollinating like hisorchids.

"But even that's not the worst...," Marciabegan, pae and disturbed to her core. "The Wadenbergs have
been—"

Gray cut her off. He had heard enough. They had more to search. "We should

keep moving."

Marciaglanced to the computer with reluctance, but she nodded and stood. They left the monster lab
and continued down the hall. The next door was marked foetussen. A feta lab. Gray continued down the
hall without stopping. He had no desire to see what horrorslay insde there.

"How are they achieving these results?' Marciaasked. "The mutations, the successful chimeras...? They
must have someway of controlling their genetic manipulations.”

"Possibly," he mumbled. "But it's not perfected—not yet.”

Gray remembered Hugo Hirszfeld's work, the code he hid in runes. He now understood Baldric's
obsessonwithiit. A promise of perfection. Too beautiful to let die and too monstrousto set free.

And certainly the concerns of the monstrous didn't scare Baldric. In fact, he bred the monstrousinto his
own family. And now that he had Hugo's code, what was Baldric's next step? Especidly with Sigma
breathing down hisneck. No wonder Badric wanted so desperately to know about Painter
Crowe.

They reached another door. The room beyond must be huge, asit was spaced a distance from the fetal
lab. Gray noted the name on the door.

XERUM 525,

He matched gazeswith Marcia

"Not serum” Gray said.

"Xerum," Marciaread, shaking her head in alack of understanding.

Gray used hisstolen card. The green light flashed, the lock released, and he pushed insde. The room's
lightsflickered on. The air here smelled vagudly corrosive with ahint of ozone. Thefloor and wallswere
dark.

"Lead," Marciasad, touching thewalls.

Gray didn't like the sound of that, but he had to know more. The cavernous space looked like astorage
facility for hazardous wastes. Shelves Stretched

deep into the room. Stacked on them were yellow ten-gallon drums with the number 525 stamped on
them.

Gray remembered his concern about a biowarfare agent. Or did the drums hold some type of fissionable
material, nuclear waste? Was that the reason the room was lead-lined?

Marcia showed little concern. She crossed to the shelves. Each shelf spot bore alabd, marking each
drum. "Albania," she read, then stepped to the next one. "Argentina.”

Other countries were named, in dphabetica order.

Gray stared across the shelves. There had to be ahundred drums at least.

Marcia glanced to him. He understood the sudden concern in her eyes.

Oh, no...

Gray hurried into the room, searching the shelves, stopping periodicaly to read alabd:
Begium...Finland...Greece...

Heranon.

At lagt he reached the spot he waslooking for.

UNITED STATES.

He recalled what Marcia had overheard, something about Washington, D.C. A possible attack. Gray
stared down the rows of drums. From dl the countries named here, it wasn't just Washington under
threat. At least not yet. Gray remembered Badric's concern about Painter, about Sigma They were his
most immediate thregt.

To compensate, Badric must have moved up histimetable.

Above the label marked united states, the shelf was empty.



The corresponding drum of Xerum 525 was gone.

7:45am. EST

GEORGETOWN UNIVERSITY HOSPITAL

WASHINGTON, D.C.

"ETA on MedSTAR?' the radio dispatcher asked. He sat before the hospita's touch-screen program,
wireless headset in place.

The helicopter crackled back, "En route. Two minutes out.”

"The ER isasking for an update." Everyone had heard about the shootout on Embassy Row. Homeland
Security protocolswerein effect. Cals and alarms were being raised throughout the city. Confusion
reigned at the moment.

"Embassy medica personnel pronounced two on the spot. Two of their own. South African nationals,
including the ambassador. But two Americans are so down.”

"Satus?'

"Onedead...onecritical.”

14 MENAGERIE

1:55 p.m. SOUTH AFRICA

Fionalistened at the doorway, Taser in hand. V oices approached the first-floor landing. Terror strangled
her. Whatever reserve of adrenaline had been sustaining her for the past twenty-four hours was reaching
its end. Her hands shook, her bregthing remained shallow and rapid.

The gagged and bound guard, the one who'd grabbed her, lay sprawled behind her. Sheld had to shock
him again when the bloke had begun to moan.

The voices approached her hiding spot.

Fionatensed.

Where was Gray? He had been gone almost an hour.

Two people approached her door. She recognized one of their voices. It was

the blond bitch who had diced her palm. 1schke Wad enberg. She and her companion spoke Dutch, but
Fonawas fluent in the language.

"..key cards" Ischke said angrily. "1 must have lost minewhen | fel.”

"Wadl, dear zugter, you are home and safe now."

Zugter. Sister. So her companion was her brother.

"Well change the codes as a precaution,” he added.

"And no one has found the two Americans or the girl ?*

"We have dl the borders of the estate under double guard. We're confident that they're fill on the
grounds. Well find them. And grootvader hasasurprise.”

"What sort of surprise?’

"Insurance that no one leaves the estate dive. Remember he did take DNA samples from them when
they firg arrived.”

Ischke laughed, chilling Fionas blood. The voices wandered away.

"Come." The brother's voice faded down the stairs as they descended toward the main floor. "
Grootvader wantsusal downgtairs."

Their voicestrailed to astop near the bottom of the staircase. With her ear pressed to the door, Fiona
could make out no other words, but it sounded like an argument over some matter. But she had heard
enough.

No one leavesthe estate dive.

What were they planning? Ischke'sicy laugh still rang in her head, mirthless and satisfied. Whatever was
being plotted, they seemed certain of its outcome. But what did their DNA samples have to do with it?
Fionaknew there was only one way to find out. She had no ideawhen Gray would return and feared
time was running out for al of them. They would need to know what the danger was...if they wereto
avoidit.

That meant only onething.

She pocketed her Taser and took out her feather duster. She twisted the dead bolt and unlocked the



door. For this hunt, she needed all the skills from the street. She pulled open the door and dipped out of
the room. Pausing, her back to the door, she pushed it closed with her rear end. She had never felt so
aone, o purdly frightened. Reconsdering, she rested her hand on the doorknob. She closed her eyes
and steadied hersdf, offering up a prayer, not to God, but to someone who had taught her how courage
camein many forms, including secrifice,

"Muitti...," she prayed.

She missed her foster mother, Grette Ned . Old secrets from the past had killed the woman, and now
new secrets threatened Fiona and the others. For any hope of survival, she needed to be as brave and
sdflessas Mutti.

The voices below drifted away down the staircase.

Fonasdled closer, feather duster raised in defense. She peered over the first-landing bal cony, just
enough to spot the white-blond heads of the twins. Their words reached her again.

"Don't keep grootvader waiting," the brother said.

"I'll beright down. | just want to check on Skuld. Make sure sheisback in her kenndl. Shewas quite
aroused, and | fear she might harm hersdlf in her frugration.”

"The same might be said of you, my sweet zuster.”

Fionatook astep closer. The brother touched his sister's cheek, creepily intimate.

Ischke leaned into histouch, then pulled away. "I won't belong.”

Her brother nodded and stepped toward the central lift. "I will let grootvader know." He pressed a
button and the doors opened.

Ischke headed off in adifferent direction, toward the back of the manor.

Fonahurried to follow. She clutched the Taser in her pocket. If she could get the bitch aone, make her
tak...

Flying down the steps, Fiona dowed near the bottom, resuming a more subdued pace. |schke was
headed down acentra hall that seemed to run straight through the heart of the manor house.
Fionafollowed from adistance, head |owered, feather duster folded in her arms like anun with aBible,
Shetook tiny steps, anondescript mouse of a servant. | schke descended a set of five sairs, passing a
pair of sentries, and followed aong another halway to the lft.

Fonaapproached the pair of guards. She increased her pace, appearing like aservant late to some
obscure duty. Still, she stayed deeply bowed, haf-buried in her oversize maid outfit.

She reached the short dairs.

The guardsignored her, plainly on their best behavior after the mistress of the house had just passed
them. Fiona skipped down the five steps. Oncein the lower hal, Fionafound it empty.

She stopped.

Ischke was gone.

A mix of relief and terror suffused through her in equa parts.

Should | return to the room? Hope for the best?

She remembered | schke's cold laughter—then the woman's voice barked sharply, close, coming from a
double set of decorative iron-and-glass doorsto theright.

Something had pissed |schke off.

Fiona hurried forward. She listened at the door.

"The meat must be bloody! Fresh!" Ischke hollered. "Or I'll put you in there with her."

Mumbled apologies. Footsteps ran away.

Fionaleaned closer, her ear to the glass.

A migtake.

The door shoved open, striking her in the side of the head. Ischke stormed through, running straight into
Fona

Ischke swore, elbowing her aside.

Fonareacted ingtinctively, relying on old skills. She untangled hersdf and bunched into abdl, dropping
to aknee, cowering—it didn't take much acting.

"Watch whereyou'regoing!" Ischke fumed.



"Ja, maitresse,"she fawned, bowing deeper.

"Get out of my way!"

Fiona panicked. Where was she supposed to go? Finding Fiona at the door, 1schke would wonder what
she had been doing crouched there. The woman's body still held the door open. Fiona scraped her way,
bowing through the open doorway, out of Ischkesway.

Fionas hand went to her hidden Taser, but it took her amoment to drop what she had just stolen from
Ischke's sweater pocket. She had not meant to stedl it, just reflexes. Stupid. Now the delay cost her
everything. Before she could free her Taser, Ischke swore and strode away. The heavy iron-and-glass
door siwung shut with a clang between them.

Fonacringed, cursing hersdf. What now? She would have to wait afew moments before leaving.
Suspicions would be too aroused if she were spotted on Ischkestrail again. Besdes, she knew where
Ischke was headed. Back to thelift. Unfortunately, Fiona didn't know the house well enough to take an
dternate route to the main hdl, to attempt an ambush.

Tearsthrestened, amix of fear and frudtration.

She had bollixed the whole dedl.

Despairing, shefinaly took note of the chamber ahead. It was brightly lit, with natural sunlight stresming
through ageodesic glassroof. It was some type of inner circular courtyard. Giant palms rose from the
central floor and crowned toward the glass roof. All around, massive colonnades supported the high roof
and st off deep cloigters around the room. Three lofty halls,

arched and as high asthe central courtyard, branched off like chapels off achurch's nave, forming a
Cross.

But this hall was no place of worship.

The smell struck her first. Musky, fetid, the reek of acharnel house. Cries and ululating moans echoed
across the cavernous space. Curiodity drew her astep forward. Three stairsled down to the main floor,
empty of staff. The man whom she had heard run off after being scolded by Ischke was nowherein sight.
From her post, she searched the room.

Fitted into each of the sunken cloisters around the edges of the giant courtyard were massive cages,
sedled in front by iron-and-glass grates, like the entry door. Behind the bars, she spotted hulking shapes,
some curled in dumber, others pacing, one hunkered over aknob of leg bone, gnawing. The hyena
creatures.

But that wasn't dl.

In other cages, she spotted additiona monstrosities. A gorilla sat sullen near the front of one cage, staring
draight at Fionawith an unnerving intelligence. Worse yet, some mutation had stripped the beast of its
fur. Wrinkled eephantine skin hung from its body.

In another, alion paced back and forth. It wasfurred, but it grew out bleached and patchy and was
presently fouled with feces and gore. It panted, eyes red-rimmed. Fangs protruded, saber-toothed and
Sckled.

All around were twisted forms. agtriped antelope with corkscrewing horns, apair of skeletdly tall
jackals, an albino warthog plated like an armadillo. Gruesome and sad at the sametime. Thejackds
caged together wailed and yipped, moving woodenly, crippled.

Stll, pity did little to hold back the terror of seeing the giant hyenas. Her eyesfixed on the one gnawing a
thigh bone of some massve anima. Water buffalo or wildebeest. A bit of meet and black fur till waited
to beworried from the bone. Fiona could not help imagining that it could have been her. If Gray hadn't
rescued her...

She shivered.

Tending its massive jaws, the giant hyena cracked the leg bone, snapping it like agunshot.

Fionajumped, awakened again.

She retreated to the door. She had waited long enough. With her mission afailure, she would sneak back
to her hiding place with her tail tucked between her legs.

She grabbed the door and yanked onit.

Locked.



2:30 p.m.

Gray stared at the row of heavy stedl levers, heart pounding in histhroat. It had taken him too long to find
the master circuit switchesfor the eectrica board. He could sense the power flowing through the giant
cabling in the room, an eectromagnetic force felt at the base of the neck.

He had aready wasted too much time.

After discovering one of the drums of Xerum 525 was missing, one intended for the United States,
urgency weighed heavily upon Gray. He had abandoned any attempt to reconnoiter the remainder of the
subbasement. Right now, it was more important to get awarning off to Washington.

Marcia had reported seeing an emergency shortwave radio in the security block when she had been
taken from her cell. She knew whom to call, a partner of hers, Dr. Paula Kane, who could pass on the
warning. Still, they both knew that to go for the radio was probably a suicide mission. But what choice
did they have?

At least Fionawas safely ensconced away.

"What are you waiting for?' Marciaasked. She had cut free her ding and changed into alaboratory
smock from one of the storage lockers. In the dark, she might pass for one of the lab's researchers.
Marciastood at his back, clutching an emergency flashlight.

Gray raised ahand to thefirst lever.

They had aready located the fire stairs for the subbasement. The stairs should lead back to the main
house. But to get outside and reach the security block, they needed an additional means of distraction,
extrainsurance.

The answer had come afew moments ago. Gray had been leaning against one of the hallway doors. He
noted the vibration and hum of the level's power plant. If they could fry the main board—create more
chaos, possibly blind their captors for a spell—they'd have a better chance of making it to that radio.
"Ready?' Gray asked.

Marciaflicked on her flashlight. She met his gaze, took a deep breath, and nodded. "Let'sdo it.”
"Lightsout,” Gray said and yanked thefirst lever.

Then the next and the next.

2:35p.m.

Fonawatched the lamps around the courtyard flicker and die.

Oh, God...

Fonagtood in the center of the courtyard, near asmall fountain. Moments ago, she had dipped from her
post by the locked main door and had crept halfway acrossthe central courtyard. She had gonein
search of another exit. Surely there had to be one.

She froze now.

A momentary slence spread acrossthe room, asif the animal's sensed some primary change, aloss of the
perpetua subsonic hum of power. Or maybe it was merely asense of power shifting to them.

A door creaked open behind her.

Fonadowly turned.

One of the iron-and-glass cages nudged open, nosed by one of the hyenamonsgters. The blackout had
demagnetized the locks. The beast crept out of

its cage. Blood dripped from its muzzle. It had been the one gnawing the thigh bone. A low growl flowed
fromit.

Somewhere behind her, Fionaheard acackling yip as some silent communication passed through the
menagerie's predators. Other doors creaked on iron hinges.

Fonaremained fixed by the fountain. Even the water pump had died, slencing the waters, asif fearful of
drawing atention to itsdlf.

Somewhere down one of the arched side chapels, a bright scream echoed forth. Human. Fionaimagined
it was the zookeeper whom Ischke had scolded. It seemed his charges would get their bloody med after
all. Footsteps ran in her direction. Then anew scream erupted, pained and garbled amid ayowl of yips
and cries.

Fonashut her ears againgt the last cry, followed by the sound of feeding.



Her full attention remained on the first escapee.

The bloody-muzzled hyena approached. Fionarecognized the creature from

the shadow of spotting on itsflank, barely discernible, white on white. It was the same beast from the
jungle.

Ischke's pet.

Skuld.

It had been denied its caged treat before.

But no longer.

2:40 p.m.

"Help us...bittd" Gunther rushed into the hut, followed by Mgor Brooks.

Lisastood up, lowering her stethoscope from Painter's chest. She had been monitoring asystolic
murmur. In just the past haf day, it had changed from an early-peaking murmur to alate one, Suggesting
arapidly progressing stenosis of the man's aortic valve. Mild angina had worsened to bouts of syncope,
swooning faintsif Painter overexerted. She had never seen such arapid degeneration. She suspected
cdcification around his heart vave. Such

odd minerdized deposits had begun appearing throughout Painter's body, eveninthefluidsof his
eye.

Lying flat on hisback, Painter pushed to his elbowswith awince. "What'swrong?' he asked Gunther.
Major Brooks answered with aworried southern drawl. "It's his sster, Sr. She's having some type of
fit...asazure"

Lisa grabbed the med kit. Painter tried to stand but had to be assisted by Lisaon his second attempt.
"Just stay here," she warned.

"l canh manage,”" he answered, showing hisirritation.

Lisadidn't havetimeto argue. Shelet go of hisarm. He teetered. She hurried to Gunther. "Let'sgo.”
Brooks waited, unsure whether to follow or lend an arm to Painter.

The mgjor was waved off.

Painter hobbled after them.

Lisaran out of the hut and crossed to the neighboring one. The day's heat struck her like stepping into an
oven. Thear hung motionless, burning, impossible to breathe. The sun blinded. But in amoment, Lisa
was ducking into the cooler darkness of the next room.

Annalay on agrass mat, haf on her side, body arched, muscles contracted. Lisa hurried to her. She had
aready established an intravenous catheter in her forearm. Painter had the same. It was easier to
adminigter drugsand fluids.

Lisaquickly dropped to aknee and grabbed up a syringe premeasured with diazepam. She gavethe
entire dose in one bolus V. In seconds, Annarelaxed, dropping back to the floor. Her eyesfluttered
open and consciousness returned, groggy but attentive.

Painter arrived. Monk appeared in tow with him.

"How isshe?' Painter asked.

"How do you think?" Lisaasked, exasperated.

Gunther helped hissister sit up. Her face was ashen, covered in a sheen of swest. Painter was destined
for the samein the next hour. Though both were exposed, Painter'slarger bulk seemed to be sustaining
him abit more heartily. But their survival was down to hours.

Lisagtared up &t the shaft of sunlight spearing into the room from adit window. Twilight wastoo far off.
Monk spokeinto the worried silence. "I spoke to Khamis. He reportsthat every light in the damn
mangon just went out." Hewore atentative grin, asif unsure any good news was welcome. "1'm guessing
it's Gray's handiwork."

Painter frowned. It was hisonly expression latdly. "We don't know that."

"And we don't know it isn't." Monk wiped a hand across the top of his shaved head. "Sir, | think we
need to consder moving up thetimetable. Khamis says—"

"Khamid isnot running thisop," Painter said, coughing harshly.

Monk met Lisas eyes. Thetwo of them had held a private discussion twenty minutes ago. It was one of



the reasons Monk had made the cal to Khamisi. Certain expediencies had to be verified. Monk nodded
to her.

She dipped a second syringe from her pocket, stepped to Painter's side.

"Let meflush your catheter,” Lisasaid. "Therésblood init."

Painter held up hisarm. It trembled.

Lisasupported hiswrist and injected her dose. Monk stepped beside Painter and caught him as hislegs
went out from under him.

"What—7?" Painter's head lolled back.

Monk shouldered him under onearm. "It'sfor your own good, sr."

Painter frowned at Lisa. His other arm swung at her—whether to hit her or express some shock at her
betraya, Lisa doubted he even knew. The sedative swooned him away.

Mg or Brooks watched, his mouth hanging open.

Monk shrugged at the Air Force man. "Never seen amutiny before?’

Brooks collected himsdf. "All | can say, gir...about bloody time.”

Monk nodded. "Khamis is on his way in with the package. ETA three minutes. Heand Dr.
Kanewill take over ground support here.”

Lisaturned to Gunther. "Can you carry your sster?”

As proof, he scooped her up and stood.

"What areyou al doing?' Annaasked weskly.

"Y ou two are not going to last until nightfal,” Lisasaid. "Were going to makearun for the Bell."
"How...?"

"Don't worry that pretty little head of yours," Monk said and hobbled out with

Painter, supported by Major Brooks. "Weve got it covered.”

Monk again met Lisa's eyes. She read his expression.

It may betoo late aready.

2:41 p.m.

Gray led the way up the airs, pistol in hand. He and Marciamoved as silently as possible. She kept a
pam over her flashlight'slamp, keeping any illumination to aminimum. Just enough to see where they
were going. With the elevatorsincapacitated, he feared running into astray guard on the gairs.
Though he was disguised as aguard, one leading aresearcher out of the darkened basement, he'd till
rather avoid any unnecessary encounters.

They crossed past the sixth subleve, dark like the one below.

Gray continued, increasing his pace, balancing caution against the fear secondary generators would kick
in a some point. Climbing around the next

landing, aglow appeared ahead.

Holding up ahand, he stopped Marciabehind him.

Thelight didn't move. It remained Sationary.

Not awandering guard. Probably an emergency lamp.

Sill...

"Stay here," he whispered to Marcia

She nodded.

Gray continued ahead, pistol raised and ready. He climbed the steps. At the next landing, light seeped
through a half-open doorway. As Gray approached, he heard voices. Farther up the sairs, it remained
dark. So why wasthere light and power here? Thislevel must be on a separate circuit.

V oices echoed down the corridor.

Familiar voices. 1saak and Baldric.

They were out of direct sight, hidden deeper in the room. He glanced below and saw Marcidsface
limned in thelight washing down the Stairs. He waved her up to hislanding.

She had heard the voices, too.

Isaak and Baldric seemed unconcerned about the loss of dectricity. With power here, did they even
know the rest of the manor was blacked out? Gray held his curiogity in check. He had to warn



Washington.

Words reached him. "The Bdl will kill dl of them," Badric said.

Gray paused. Were they talking about Washington? If so, what were their plans? If he knew more...
Gray held up two fingersto Marcia. Two minutes. If he wasn't back, she wasto head up on her own. He
had |eft her his second pistal. If he could see this Bdll, it might be the difference between saving livesand
losing them.

Hehdd up thetwo fingers again.

Marcianodded. It would be up to her if Gray was caught.

He squeezed into the opening, not budging the door, afraid asqueak of hingeswould dert the two inside.
The same gray fluorescent-lit hall stretched ahead. But it ended a short distance away at a double set of
steel doors, opposite where the darkened elevator opened on thisfloor.

One of the double doors stood open.

Gray moved quickly, staying on the bals of hisfeet. He reached the doors and hugged the wall. He
dropped to a knee and peered past the edge of the door.

The chamber beyond was low-roofed but cavernous, encompassing this entire sublevel. Here was the
heart of the laboratory. Banks of computerslined onewall. Monitors glowed with scrolling numbers and
code. The computers probably warranted the separate circuit, their own power supply.

The room's occupants, so focused on the task a hand, hadn't noted the loss

of power elsewhere. But surely they would be aerted any minute.

Badric and Isaak, grandfather and grandson, were bent over agtation. A thirty-inch flat-screen monitor
on thewall flashed rapidly through aseries of runes, one after the other. It wasthe five from Hugo's
books.

"The code remains unbroken,”" Isaak said. "Isit wise to move the Bell program globa while we till have
thisriddle unsolved?"

"It will be solved!" Baldric dammed afist on thetable. "It isonly ameatter of time. Besides, we are close
enough to perfection. Like with you and your sgter. Y ou will live long. Fifty years. The deterioration will
not weaken you until your last decade. It istimefor usto move forward.”

|saak looked little convinced.

Bddric straightened. He lifted an arm and waved it toward the ceiling. " See what del ays have wrought.
Our attempt to distract internationa attention to the Himalayas has backfired.”

"Because we underestimated Anna Sporrenberg.”

"And Sgma," Baldric added. "But no matter. Governments now bresthe down our necks. Gold will buy
us only so much protection. We must act now. First Washington, then the world. And in that chaos, there
will be plenty of timeto break the code. Perfection will be ours.”

"And out of Africa, anew world will arise" I1saek said inrote, asif it were aprayer drilled into him at a
young age, cemented in his genetic code.

"Pure and cleansed of corruption,” Baldric added, ending the litany. But hiswords were equaly
dispassionate. It was asif dl thiswere no more than another step in his breeding program, a scientific
exercise.

Baldric teetered straighter on his cane. Gray noted how enfeebled the man really appeared, with no
audience but his grandson. Gray wondered if the accelerated timetable wasn't fueled more by Baldric's
own impending mortdity than by any true necessty. Werethey dl unwitting pawnsin Badric'sdesreto
move forward in his plan? Had Ba dric orchestrated this scenario on purpose—conscioudy or
unconscioudy—to judtify acting now, during hislifetime?

Isaak spoke again. He had shifted over to another workstation. "Weve green

lights across the board. The Bell is powered up and ready for activation. Well now be ableto cleanse
the estate of the escaped prisoners.”

Gray dtiffened. What wasthisdl about?

Badric turned his back on the flashing runic code and focused toward the room's center. " Prepare for
activation."

Gray shifted to see farther into the room.



Inits center rested amassive shell, composed of some type of ceramic or metallic compound. It was
shaped like an upended bell and stood astdl as Gray. He doubted he could hug his arms halfway around
itscircumference.

Motors sounded, chugging and echoing, and an inner metal deeve lowered from the ceiling, encasedina
clockwork of gears. It dropped into the larger outer shell. At the same time, aneighboring yellow tank
opened agasket and a stream of purplish metalic liquid flowed into the heart of the Bell.

Lubricant? Fuel source?

Gray had no idea, but he noted the numbers stamped on the Side of the tank: 525. It was the mysterious
Xerum.

"Raisethe blast shidld," Badric ordered. He had to yell to be heard above the clanking gears of the
motor assembly. He motioned to the floor with his cane.

The level here was covered by the same gray tile, except for adull black circular section, thirty yards
across, surrounding the Bell. A raised border edged it, afoot thick, likethering in acircus. The celling
above was amirror of the floor, except the roof had an indented border.

ltwasal lead.

Gray redlized the outer floor ring must rise on pistons and insert into the calling, forming an entire cylinder
locked around the Bell.

"What'swrong?' Badric yelled again, turning to Isaak at his station.

| saak toggled aswitch back and forth. "We're getting no power to the blast shield motors!”

Gray glanced to histoes. The motors must be on the level below. The darkened level. A phone rang
insgde the room, chiming stridently, competing with the motors. Gray could guesswho was cdling.
Security had finally discovered where the masters of the house were hidden.

Timeto go.

Gray straightened and turned.

A pipe siwung down and struck hiswrist, knocking the pistol from hishand. Thewielder swung at his
head. Gray barely ducked intime.

Ischke stalked toward him. Behind her, the doors to the darkened elevator stood open, pried apart. The
woman must have been trapped in the elevator when the power went out, then climbed down here.
Masked by the noise from the Bell's motors, Gray had not heard the doors being pried open behind him.
Ischke raised her pipe, plainly skilledin the art of saff fighting.

Gray fixed his eyes on her and retreated into the Bell's chamber. He refused to glance toward thefire
dairs. He prayed Marciahad dready left, wasen

route to reach the shortwave radio and rai se the alarm in Washington.

Ischke, her clothes stained with ail, her face smudged, followed Gray inside the Bell chamber.

Baldric spoke behind Gray. "Wat is ditAX seemslittle |schke has trapped the mouse who has chewed
through thewiring.”

Gray turned.

Unarmed. Out of options.

"Generators are coming back onling" Isask said, his manner bored, unimpressed by the
intruson.

A grind of motors rumbled under Gray's feet. The blast shield began to rise from the floor.

"Now to exterminate the other rats" Baldric said.

2:45p.m.

Monk yelled to be heard over the helicopter's rotors. Sand and dust swirled around them in the rotor
wash'swhirlwind. "Y ou know how to fly thisbird?"

Gunther nodded, grabbing the chopper's stick.

Monk clapped the large man on the shoulder. He would haveto trust the Nazi. Monk could not fly the
bird himsdlf, not one-handed. Still, with the giant's alegiance now centered on hissster's survival, Monk
thought it was a safe bet.

Annasat in the back with Lisa. Painter dumped between them, head hanging. He had only been lightly
sedated. Painter mumbled occasiondly, nonsensically, warning about some impending sandstorm, lost in



past fears.
Ducking his head under the blades, Monk circled around the helicopter. On thefar sde, Khamis stood

besde Mos D'Gana, the Zulu chieftain. They clasped each other'sforearms.

Mos had shed his ceremonia gear and now wore khaki fatigues, cap, and an automatic rifle over one
shoulder. A bolstered pistol hung from ablack belt. But he had not totally abandoned his heritage. A
short spear with awicked

blade was strapped to his back.

"Y ou have the command,” Mos said formaly to Khamis as Monk approached.

"My honor, Sr."

Mos nodded and let go of Khamis'sarm. "I've heard good things about you, Fat Boy."

Monk joined them. Fat Boy?

Khamis's eyeswidened, amix of shame and honor shining in them. He nodded back and stepped away.
Mos climbed into the helicopter. He would be joining the first-wave assault. Monk had no choice. He
owed the chieftain.

Khamis crossed to Paula Kane. The pair would be coordinating the ground assaullt.

Monk searched beyond the swirling plume of sand and dust. The forces had gathered quickly, comingin
on foot, on horseback, on rusted motorcycles and

beat-up trucks. Mos had spread the word. And like his great ancestor Shaka Zulu, he gathered an army.
Men and women. In traditiond pelts, in worn fatigues, in Levi's. And morewere till coming.

It would be up to them to keep the Waalenberg army occupied, to secure the etate if possible. How
would the Zulus fare againgt the superiorly armed and experienced security forces of the estate? Would it
be Bloody River dl over again?

Therewas only one way to find out.

Monk pulled himsdlf into the crowded rear compartment. Mos settled into a seat next to Mg or Brooks.
They sat on the bench facing Anna, Lisa, and Painter. One other newcomer, ahaf-naked Zulu warrior
named Tau, was a so strapped in the back. He haf twisted to keep a short spear thrust at the throat of
the chopper's copilot.

Head Warden Gerald Kellogg sat next to Gunther, bound and gagged. One eye was swollen and
purpling.

Monk tapped Gunther on the shoulder, and waved afinger to get the bird in

the air. With anod of acknowledgment, Gunther pulled on the collective, and the chopper legped into the
ar with aroar of the engines.

The ground dropped away. The estate stretched out ahead of them. Monk had been informed that the
estate was equipped with surface-to-air missiles. Weaponless, the dow-moving commercia chopper
would beaflying bull's-eye.

That would not be good.

Monk leaned forward.

"Timeto earn your keep, warden.”

Monk grinned wickedly. He knew it was not a pretty sight, but it came in handy now.

Kelogg blanched.

Satisfied, Monk reached forward and lifted the radio's mouthpiece to the warden's lips. " Connect usto
the security band.”

Khamis had aready obtained the codes. Hence Kellogg's black eye.

"Stick to the script,” Monk warned, dill grinning.

Kellogg leaned a bit farther away.

Washisamileredly that awful?

To reinforce the threat, Tau pressed the point of his spear into the soft flesh of the man's neck.

Static squelched from the radio, and Kellogg passed on the message asingtructed. "We've recaptured
one of your prisoners,” the warden told base security. "Monk Kokkais. We're flying him over to the
rooftop helipad.”

Gunther monitored security's response over his headphones.



"Roger that. Over and out,” Kellogg said.

Gunther yelled abit. "Weve been given the dl clear. Herewe go."

He nosed the helicopter forward and sped toward the estate. Ahead, the mansion came into view. It
looked even more massive from the air.

Swinging around and settling into his seat, Monk faced Lisa. Beside her, Annaleaned againgt the
window, eyes squeezed closed in pain. Painter hung in his straps and groaned. The sedative was wearing
thin.

Lisaheped settle him back.

Monk noted that she held Painter's hand—and had dl along.

Her face found Monk's.

Fear shone bright in her eyes.

But not for hersdif.

2:56 p.m.

"|sthe broadcast rod raised?’ Baldric asked.

Isaak nodded at his console.

"Ready the Bl for activation.”

Bddric turned to Gray. "Weve fed your companions DNA codesinto the Bell. It will modify its output
to denature and selectively destroy any matching DNA while remaining harmlessto al others. Our
verson of afind solution.”

Gray pictured Fiona hidden up in her room. And Monk was being flown in right now.

"Therésno need to kill them,” Gray said. "Y ou've recaptured my partner. Leave the othersaone.”

"If I'velearned nothing in these past days, I've learned it's best to leave no loose strings.” Baldric nodded
to Isaak. "Activate the Bell."

"Wait!" Gray ydled, stepping forward.

Ischke had retrieved his pistol and warned him away withit.

Badric glanced back, bored and impatient.

Gray had only one card to play. "I know how to bresk Hugo's code.”

Surprise softened Baldric's stern demeanor. He lifted a delaying hand toward Isaak. "Y ou do? Y ou can
succeed where a series of Cray computers has so far failed?’

Doubt rang in the man's voice.

Gray knew he had to offer Baldric something, anything to stop him from switching the Bell on and
irradiating hisfriends. He pointed to the monitor, repetitively cycling through the runes. The computer
shuffled and sought a combination that offered some mnemonic cipher.

"Youll fail onyour own,” Gray promised.

"And why'sthat?"

Gray licked hisdry lips, scared, but he had to stay focused. He knew with certainty that the computer
would fail because he had dready solved the

riddle of the runes. He didn't understand the answer, but he knew he was right, especially considering
Hugo Hirszfeld's Jewish heritage.

Stll, how much could he give away? He had to bargain to the best of his ability, balancing between the
truth and the answer.

"Y ou have the wrong rune from the Darwin Bible," Gray said truthfully. "And there are S, not just five,
runes.

Badric sighed. Disbdlief deepened the lines around his mouth. "Like the sun whed you drew before, |
suppose?’ He turned back toward |saak.

"No!" Gray cdled out firmly. "Let me show you!"

He searched around and spotted amarker on one of the computer stations. He pointed and waved for it.
"Passmethat."

Brows pinched, Baldric nodded to | saak.

The marker was tossed at him.

Gray caught it and knelt on the floor. He drew on the gray linoleum tiles with the black marker. "Therune



from the Dawin Bible

Hedrew it.

t

"The Mensch rune” Baldric said.

Gray tapped it. "It represents man's higher state, the godlike plane hidden in dl of us, our perfected
sHves"

"Gy

"Thiswas Hugo'sgoa. The end result sought. Y es?!

Badric dowly nodded.

"Hugo would not have incorporated the result into his code. His code leadsto this." He tapped the rune
harder. "This doesn't belong in the code.”

Sowly understanding dawned...as did the old man's bdlief. "The other runesin the Darwin Bible..."
Gray drew onthefloor, illustrating his point.

Mr=r

"These two runes make up the third." He circled the two double-pronged runes. " These represent
mankind at his most basic, what leadsto the higher state. As such, it isthese two runesthat must be
incorporated into the code.”

Gray wrotethe origind series of runes. "Thisisthe wrong sequence.”

XMy

He crossed them out and inscribed the correct set, splitting the last rune.

nXMir

Badric stepped closer. "And this is the correct series? What must be deciphered?’

Gray answered truthfully. "Yes™"

Badric nodded, eyes squinting as he considered thisrevelation. "'l believe you are right, Commander
Ferce”

Gray stood.

"Dank t/," Baldric said and turned back to Isask. "Activate the Bell. Kill hisfriends."

3:.07 p.m.

Lisahelped lift Painter out of the helicopter as the rotors wound down. The Zulu warrior Tau shouldered
his other Sde. The sedative she had given Painter was short-acting. It would wear off in another few
minutes.

Gunther supported Anna, her eyes glazed. The woman had dosed herself with another numbing injection
of morphine. But she had begun coughing up bloody sputum.

Ahead of them, Monk and Mos D'Gana stood over the dead bodies of atrio of helipad sentries.
Security had been caught off guard, expecting to be accepting a prisoner. It had only taken a short spat
from apair of pistols equipped with silencersto commandeer the hdlipad.

Monk switched places with Tau. " Stay here. Guard the chopper. Keep an eye on the prisoner.”
Warden Kdlogg had been pulled from the helicopter and dumped on the roof. He was gagged, his hands
cuffed behind his back, hisanklestied. He wasn't going anywhere.

Monk waved Mgjor Brooks and Mos D'Ganato take the lead. They had all reviewed the house
schematics from Paula Kane and cal culated the best route to the subbasement level. It was awaysto go.
The hdipad was Stuated near the back of the mansion.

Brooks and Mosi led them toward the rooftop door to the manor house, assault rifles held at shoulders.
The pair moved asif they'd worked together before, synchronized, efficient. Gunther also carried apistol
in hisfist and astubby-nosed assault rifle across his back. Bristling with armament, they reached the
door.

Brooks dashed forward. Key cards stolen from the dead guards unlocked the way below. Brooks and
Mos disappeared insde, scouting ahead. The others hung back.

Monk checked hiswatch. Timing was everything.

A short whigtling rose from below.

"Downwego," Monk said.



They hurried through the door and found a short stairwell leading to the sixth floor. Brooks stood at the
landing. Another guard sprawled on the airs, his neck diced open, hislifé's blood pumping avay. Mos
crouched at the next landing, bloodied knifein hand.

They continued down, around and around the stairs. They encountered no other guards. Asthey'd
hoped, most of the estate's forces were directed outward. The massing of Zulu tribesmen had to be
drawing amgority of their attention.

Monk checked hiswatch again.

Reaching the second floor, they exited the stairs and aimed down along corridor of polished wood. It
was shadowy and dark. Thewall sconcesflickered, asif the electrica syslem was Htill fritzing after the
blackout...or something was drawing off alot of power.

Lisaaso noted aranknessto theair.

The corridor dead-ended into a cross passage. Brooks scouted to the right, the direction they needed to
go. He came damming back around, flattening

agang thewall.

"Go back...back..."

A fierce and challenging growl erupted around the corner. A series of cacklesfollowed...and excited
yips. A single screeched scream drowned it al away.

"Ukufa"Mos said, waving them back.

"Run!" Brooks said. "WEell try to scare them off, then catch up.”

Monk tugged Lisaand Painter away.

"What are...?" Lisaasked, words strangling.

"Someone's loosed the dogs on us,” Monk said.

Gunther sumbled dong with Anna. The giant carried hissister, her feet usdesdy scuffling the floor.

A burgt of gunfire erupted behind them.

Yipsand ululations changed into cries of pain and anger.

They ran faster.

More blasts echoed, sounding amost frantic.

"Damnit!" Brooks sworeloudly.

Lisaglanced over ashoulder.

Brooks and Mos abandoned their post and pounded down the corridor, arms pointing back, firing.
"Go, go, go...," Brooksydled. "Too goddamn many!"

Three massive white-furred creatures ripped around the corner behind the men, heads low to the ground,
jaws dathering, hackles bristling. Claws dug into the wood floors as they raced in a serpentine pattern,
amog anticipating the bullets, avoiding kill shots. All three bled from wounds but seemed more goaded
than weskened from their injuries.

Lisaturned back around intimeto see apair of the same beasts stalk out of roomsto either sde at the
end of the corridor, cutting off escape.

Anambush.

Gunther's massive pistol went off like acannon, deafening. His shot missed the lead creature asit shifted
out of position like aflicker of shadow.

Monk raised hisown gun, pulling to astop.

Lisasmomentum carried her forward. She went down on a knee, pulling Painter'slimp form with her.
He crashed, waking dightly with the impact.

"Where—?" he asked groggily.

Lisapulled him lower asthe hdl filled with gunfire.

A sharp scream arose behind her.

Shejerked around. A heavily muscled form lunged out of a neighboring doorway and dammed
Major Brooksinto the wall.

Lisascrabbled away with acry.

Mos doveto the man'said, aspear above his head, ahowl on hislips.

Lisahugged Painter.



The creatures were everywhere.

Movement caught Lisa's eye. Another beast rose from behind a door to the left, creaking the hinges. Its
muzzle was bloody with fresh gore. Crimson eyes glowed in the dark room. She flashed back to the
madness of the first Buddhist monk she had seen, ravening, wild, but till operating with cunning and
intelligence.

It was the same here.

Asthe mongter stalked toward her, itslips snarled back with agrowl of triumph.

15HORNS OF THE BULL

3:10 p.m. SOUTH AFRICA

Khamig lay in agully covered by acamouflaged tarp.

"Three minutes," Dr. Paula Kane said next to him, aso on her belly.

The two studied the black fence line through binoculars.

Khamis had hisforces spread out dong the border of the park. Some Zulu tribesmen wandered in plain
sght, switching cows aong old paths. A group of eldersin traditional beads, plumes, and feathers stood
wrapped in shoulder blankets. Back at the village, drums and singing had begun, loud and bright. The
gathering at the way station had been staged as awedding ceremony.

Motorcycles, ATV hikes, and trucks had been parked haphazardly around thearea. Some of the
younger warriors, even women, skulked around the

vehicles, afew couples clasped in amorous embraces, others|ifted carved wooden cups, shouting in
feigned inebriation. A group of bare-chested men, painted for the celebration, bounced in atraditiona
dance done with clubs.

And except for the clubs, not aweapon wasin sight.

Khamis adjusted the focus on hisbinoculars. He shifted and lifted hisfield of view abovethetal game
fencing topped by barbed curls of concertinawire. He could make out movement in the jungle canopy
beyond. Waaenberg forces had gathered aong the e evated walkways, Soying over the fence, guarding
the borders.

"Oneminute," Paulaintoned. She had a sniping rifle on atripod under their tented tarp, hidden in the
shade of a stinkwood tree. He was surprised to learn she had won gold medalsin Olympic
marksmanghip.

Khamis lowered hisbinoculars. The traditiond Zulu attack strategy was termed "the Buffao.” The largest
body, named the " chest,” would lead afull frontal assault, while from either sde, the"horns of the bull”
would drike out at the flanks, cutting off any retreet, encircling the enemy. But Khamis had made adight
modification, compensating for modern armaments. It was

the reason he had scouted the grounds dl night, planting his surprises.

"Ten seconds," Paulawarned and began counting down quietly. She settled her cheek to the side of her
rifle

Khamig lifted histransmitter, twisted the key, and held histhumb over the row of buttons.

"Zero," Paulafinished.

Khamis pressed thefirst button.

Beyond the fence, the charges he had planted throughout the night ignited in fiery detonations, shattering
through the canopy, igniting sequentialy for maximum chaos. Sections of flaming planks and branches
salled high while an entire forest of birdstook wing in fright, an exploson of rainbow confetti.

Khamis had planted C4 packets, supplied through British channdls, at key junctures and supportsfor the
elevated walkway. Explosions spread, encircling the mansion, crashing the canopy bridges, stripping the
Wad enberg forces of the high ground, and inciting panic and confusion.

Ahead, Zulu warriors dropped blankets to reved rifles or knelt down and tugged free buried tarps that
hid weapons caches, becoming the chest of the Buffalo. To either Sde, enginesrevved al around
Khamis aswarriors mounted their vehicles, turning cycles and trucksinto the horns of the bull.

"Now," Paulasaid.

Khamis pressed the next buttons, one after the other.

Thefencelinefor afull half mile exploded with afiery twist of metal and barbed wire. Sections dropped



flat to the ground, exposing the belly of the enemy.

Khamis shed histarp and stood. A motorcycle sped up from behind, kicking sand and dirt asit skidded
to astop next to him. Njongo waved him to mount. But Khamis had one last duty. He lifted asiren horn
over his head and squeezed the trigger. Its trumpet blast echoed across the homeland of the Zulus,
sounding once again the charge of the Buffalo.

3:13 p.m.

The explosions echoed down from above, flickering lights across the Bell chamber. Everyone froze.
Baldric stood with his grandson Isaak by the control board. Ischke guarded Gray from astep away, her
pistol leveled at his chest. Eyes drifted toward the ceiling, questioning.

Not Gray's eyes.

His gaze remained focused on the power meter on the console. Itsindicators dowly rose toward afull
pulse. Desf to Gray's pleading, Baldric had activated the Bell. A rising hum penetrated the lead cylinder
encased around the device. On avideo monitor, the outer shell of the Bell glowed apale blue.

Once the power meter reached its peak, a pulse would erupt and broadcast outward for five miles, killing
Monk, Fiona, and Ryan wherever they hid. Only Gray was safe in the chamber, under the shield.

"Find out what's happening,” Badric finally ordered his grandson asthe explosions died away.

|saak was dready reaching for the red phone.

The pigtol blast gartled dl of them, coming on the hedls of the muffled explosion, loud and intimate.
Gray spun around as blood splattered acrossthetiled floor.

Ischke's | eft shoulder bloomed crimson as she spun with theimpact, shot from behind. Unfortunately, her
pistol was clutched in her right hand. Knocked around, Ischke took aim at the shooter by the door.

Dr. MarciaFairfiedd knelt in a shooter's stance, but with her right arm incapacitated, she had shot with
her left, missing her kill shot.

Ischke was not so compromised. Even caught by surprise, her aim was rock solid.

Until Gray doveinto her sde.

Two pistols went off, deafening in the chamber—Ischkes and Marcias.

Both missed their target.

Gray bear-hugged I schke from behind, twisting her away from Marcia, but the woman was strong and
fought like awildcat. Gray managed to get his hand around Ischke's fist that held the gun.

Her brother ran toward them, along German-steel dagger in his hand, held low.

Marciafired from her stance, but she had no clean bead on I saak either as Gray's and |schke's tusding
bodies blocked her shot.

Gray drove his chin into I schke's bloody shoulder. Hard. She gasped, weakened dightly. Gray got her
arm up and squeezed her fingers. Her pistol blasted. Hefelt the recoail in his own shoulder. But the shot
wastoo low, striking the floor at 1saak'stoes. Still, the ricochet grazed the man's calf, sumbling him a
step.

Ischke, seeing her twin injured, savagely freed her arm and dammed her elbow into Gray'sribs. Theair
was knocked from him and pain danced across his eyes. Ischke broke free.

Beyond her, Isaak caught hisfooting, murder in his eyes, dagger glinting.

Gray did not wait. Lunging forward, he shoulder-checked |schke from behind. The woman, till dightly
off balance from bresking Gray's hold, flew forward into her brother.

Onto hisdagger.

The serrated blade plunged into her chest.

A scream of surprise and pain burst from her lips. It echoed out of her brother. The pistol dropped from
Ischke's fingers as she clutched her twinin disbelief.

Gray dove and caught her faling pistol beforeit struck the ground.

Skidding on his back, he aimed toward |saak.

The man could have moved, should have moved, but he just held hissister in hisarms, hisface amask of
agony.

Gray fired from the Sde, aclean head shot, putting Isaak out of hismisery.

Thetwins collgpsed together to thefloor, limbs entwined, blood pooling together.



Gray stood up.

Marciaran into the room, pistol aimed toward Baldric. The old man stared at his dead grandchildren. But
there was no grief in hiseyes as heleaned on his cane, only aclinical detachment, dismayed by
disappointing lab resuilts.

Thefight had taken lessthan aminute.

Gray saw the power meter for the Bell wasin the red zone. He had maybe two minutes until the pulse.
Gray placed the hot muzzle of the pistol against the old man's cheek. "Turn it off."

Badric met hiseyes. "No."

313 p.m.

Asthe explosions echoed away, the frozen tableau in the upper hallway of the Waalenberg manson
thawed. The hyena creatures had flattened to the

floor asthe booming erupted. A few had turned tail, but the remainder stayed near their trapped prey. All
around, muscled bulks rose back to their feet.

"Don't firel" Monk whispered urgently. "Everyoneinto that room!"

He waved toward a side door, where they could make a better stand, limit their exposure. Gunther
hauled Anna. Mos D'Gana stepped away from the beast he had impaled with a spear. He helped Mgor
Brooksto hisfeet. Blood flowed thickly from a deep bite to the man'sthigh.

Before they could move farther, a savage growl of warning arose from Monk's other flank.

His name was whispered. "Mork..."

Lisacrouched over Painter's limp form on the floor, near another doorway. A massive creature, the
largest by far, rose behind the pair, sheltered in the door, shielded by Lisaand Painter.

It shouldered up, stance wide, guarding its prey. Its entire muzzle rippled back from razor teeth, growling,
blood and sdivadripping. It eyesglinted

crimson, warning them back.

Monk sensed if any of them raised even awegpon it would rip into the pair on the floor. He had to take
the chance, but before he could move, a shout barked down the hal, full of command.

"Skuld! No!"

Monk turned.

Fona stepped into view at the end of the hall. She stalked right past two of the creatures, ignoring them
asthey dropped, mewling, falling on their sdes. A Taser crackled with blue sparksin one hand. She held
another devicein the other. The antenna pointed at the beast hovering over Lisaand Painter.

"Bad dog!" Fionasad.

To Monk's amazement, the creature backed off, growlsfading, hackleslowering. Asif under aspell, it
lolled abit in the doorway. Firedied initseyesasit sank to the plank floors. A soft lowing moaned from
it, half-ecstatic.

Fionareached their side.

Monk stared up and down the hall. The other monstersfell under the same spell.

"Waalenbergs planted chipsin the bastards,” Fiona explained and hefted the devicein her hand. "Had
them wired for pain—and pleasure.”

A contented mewl rose from the massive monster in the doorway.

Monk frowned at the transmitter. "How did you get—7?"

Fionastared up a him and waved the device for them to follow her.

"You goleit,” Monk said.

She shrugged and headed down the hall. "Let'ssay | bumped into an old chum, and somehow it ended
up in my pocket. Shewasn't usngit.”

Ischke, Monk thought as he gathered the othersto follow.

Monk helped Lisawith Painter. Gunther carried Annaunder one arm. Mosi and Brooks leaned on each
other. They made a sorry assault team.

But they now had backup.

Behind them, the pack trailed, a dozen strong, morejoining, lured by the aura of pleasure emanating from
thegirl, their own little Pied Piper of mongters.



"| can't get rid of them," Fionasaid, babbling abit. Monk noted how her hands trembled. She was
terrified.

"Once| found the right button,” she said, "they followed me from their cages. | hid back in the room
where Gray told meto wait...but they must have remained in the halls and rooms around here.”

Gresat, Monk thought, and we run right smack into them, the perfect postcoital snack.

"Then | heard your ydls, then the explosions, and—"

"Fine" Monk finaly cut her off. "But what about Gray? Whereishe?"

"He took the elevator downgtairs. That was over an hour ago.” She pointed ahead, where the corridor
ended at abacony overlooking alarger hdl. "I'll show you.”

She hurried. They stumbled aong to keep up, checking periodically behind them to watch the pack.
Fionaled them down a set of stairsto the main entry hall. Closed elevator doors were opposite the
massive carved front doors of the mansion.

Magjor Brooks limped toward the eectronic lock, flipping through a set of key cards. He swiped severd
before he found one that turned the red light to green. A trundle of motors sounded. The cage rose from
somewhere below.

Asthey waited, the hyena pack dunk down the stairs, lounging, basking in the pleasurable glow from
Fonasdevice. A few padded the hdl floor, including the one called Skuld.

No one spoke, eyeing the monsters.

Digtantly, muffled by the door, screams and gunshots reached them. Khamis wasin thethick of hisown
war. How long would it take for him to get here?

Asif reading Monk's mind, the double doors to the mansion dammed open. Distant gunfire shattered
brightly, popping and blasting. Screams grew richer. Men poured in. Waalenberg forcesin retrest.
Among them, Monk spotted the black-suited figures of the elite, ice-blond siblings, a dozen strong,
looking little fazed, asif they'd comein after arefreshing day on the tennis courts.

Aswar waged outside, the two forces eyed each other in the hall.

Not good.

Monk's team pressed back, pinned againgt the wall, outnumbered five to one.

3:15p.m.

Gray stepped away from Badric Wadenberg.

"Watch him," he ordered Marcia

Gray did to Isaak's former workstation, one eye on the Bell's power meter. He reached to atoggle he
had seen Isaak flip before. It controlled the blast

shield around the activated device.

"What're you doing?' Baldric asked, voice sharp with sudden concern.

So there was something that scared the old man worse than a bullet. Good to know. Gray snapped the
toggle back. Motors rumbled underfoot and the shield began to lower. A sharp bluelight pierced itstop
edge, blazing forth asthe lead wall dropped from the roof.

"Dont! Youll kill usdl!"

Gray faced the old man. "Then turn the goddamn thing off."

Baldric stared between the lowering shield and the console. "I can't turn it off, you ezeh The Bell is
primed. It must discharge.”

Gray shrugged. "Then well dl watch it hgppen.”

Thering of bluelight thickened.

Badric swore and turned to the console. "But | can erase thekill solution.

Neutrdizeit. It won't harm your friends."

"Doit."

Bddric typed rapidly, his knobby fingers moving swiftly. "Just raise the shidd!"

"After you're done." Gray watched over the old man's shoulder. He saw al their names appear on the
screen aong with an aphanumeric code marked genetisch profid. The man hit the delete key four times
and the genetic profiles were erased.

"Done!" Badric said, turning to Gray. "Close the blast shidd!”



Gray reached to the toggle and switched it back with a pop.

A groan sounded underfoot—then something cracked with a ground-shuddering jolt. Thelead shidd
frozein place, partly lowered.

Beyond the edge, ablue sun glowed in the heart of the blast chamber. The air rippled around the Bell as
itsouter shell spun in one direction and the inner

inthe other.

"Do something!" Badric begged.

"The hydraulicsarejammed,” Gray mumbled.

Badric backed away, eyes widening with every step. "Y ou've doomed us adl! Once fully powered, the
Bdl'sraw and unshidded pulse will kill everyone within five miles...or worse."

Gray was afraid to ask what could be worse.

3:16 p.m.

Monk watched therifles rise toward them.

Outnumbered.

The elevator cage hadn't reached thisfloor yet, and even if it had, it would take too long to get aboard
and close the doors. Therewas no way to avoid afirefight.

Unless...

Monk leaned to Fiona. "How about alittle pain..."

He nodded to where the hyenas had retreated to the stairs.

Fona understood and shifted her finger on her device, switching from pleasure to pain. She pressed the
button.

The effect was ingantaneous. It was asif someonelit the hyenas tailsonfire. A mighty scream yowled
from a score of throats. Creatures fell from bacony perches overhead, crashing to the floor. Others
rolled down the stairsinto the men. Claws and teeth lashed at anything that moved in ablind rage of fury.
Men screamed. Riflesfired.

Behind Monk, the devator doorsfinaly chimed open.

Monk fell back, drawing Fionawith him, guiding Lisaand Painter.

Gunfire peppered at them, but most of the Waalenberg forces focused on the hyenas. Mos and Brooks
offered return fire asthey retreated into the cage.

Stll, it would be close. And what then? Alerted, the forces would smply chase after them.

Monk stabbed blindly at the subbasement buttons.

Time enough to worry about thet later.

But one of their party was not one to procrastinate.

Gunther shoved Annainto Monk'sarms. "Take her! | hold them off."

Annareached for him as the doors closed. Gunther gently pushed her arm down and stepped back. He
turned away, pistol in onefig, riflein the other—but not before staring hard into Monk's eyes, seding
ther dlent pledge.

Protect Anna.

Then the doors closed.

3:16 p.m.

Khamis raced through the jungle, hunched low over the motorcycle. PaulaKane rode behind him, rifle
on her shoulder. Zulu warrior and British agent. Strange bedfellows. Some of the bloodiest history of the
land had taken place during the Anglo-Zulu wars of the nineteenth century.

No longer.

Now they were afine-tuned team.

"Left!" Paulayelled.

Khamis twisted the whed. Paulasrifle muzzle swung to his other side. Shefired. A Wad enberg sentry
fell back with a scream.

To ether sde, gunfire and explosions echoed throughout the jungle.

The estate's forces werein full rout.

Suddenly, with no warning, their cycle jetted out of the jungle and into a ten-acre manicured garden.



Khamis braked to astop, skidding into cover under the branches of awillow.

The mangon filled the world ahead.

Khamis lifted his binoculars from around his neck and searched the roofline. He spotted where the park
helicopter had landed at the helipad. Movement drew his eye. He adjusted the binoculars, and afamiliar
shape focused into view. Tau. His Zulu friend stood at the roof's edge and studied the war bel ow.

Then from the left, a shape entered the field of view, behind Tau, a pipe gripped above his head. Warden
Gerad Kdlogg.

"Don't move," Paulasaid behind Khamis.

Her rifl€'s stock settled atop Khamisi's head as she aimed through her sniper's scope.

"l seehim," shesad.

Khamis cringed but hed gtill, staring through hisbinoculars.

Paulasqueezed her trigger. Therifle blasted, ringing hisears.

Warden Kellogg's head snapped back. Tau amost fell off the roof in fright, but he dropped flat, unaware
hislife had just been saved.

Khamis caught some of Tau'sfear, atremble of foreboding after the close call. How were the others
doing in there?

317 p.m.

"Y ou've doomed usl" Baldric repested.

Gray refused to give up. "Can you dow the Bell from discharging? Buy metimeto get below. Tofix the
shidd.”

The old man stared at the frozen blast shield, crowned by blue light. Fear reflected in hisface. "There
may beaway, but...but..."

"But what?'

"Someone hasto go insde there." He pointed histrembling cane at the blast chamber and shook his
head, plainly refusing to volunteer.

A voice caled asthe door pushed open. "I'll doit.”

Gray and Marciaspun, lifting their pistols.

An amazing sght hobbled into the room. Monk came firgt, supporting the dark-haired woman who had
just called to them. Most of the others were strangers. An older black man limped in with a clean-shaven
youth in amilitary buzz cut. They were followed by Fionaand atal ahletic blond woman who looked
like she had just run amarathon. The two supported an older man, limp, barely standing. Momentum
seemed to be all that kept him on hisfeet. As soon as the women stopped, he sagged. His face, hanging
down until now, raised, met Gray's gaze with familiar blue eyes.

"Gray...," he mumbled numbly.

A shock of recognition passed through him. "Director Crowe?"

Gray hurried to hisside.

"Notime," the dark-haired woman warned, still supported by Monk. She looked little better than
Painter. Her eyes sudied the shield and Bell with a

look of familiarity. "I'll need help getting insde the chamber. And he's coming with me."

Shelifted atrembling arm at Baldric Waalenberg.

The old man moaned. "No..."

The woman glared. "WEell need two sets of hands on the polarity conduits. And you know the machine."
Monk motioned to the black man. "Mos, help get Annainside there. Well need aladder.” He then faced
Gray and clasped him in abrief handshake, leaning forward to touch shouldersin amore familia gesture.
"We don't have much time," Gray said in Monk's ear, surprised at how relieved hewas at Monk'sarrival.
Renewed hope surged through him.

"Tell meabout it." Monk unhooked aradio and passed it to Gray. "Get that contraption movin'. I'll get
thingsgoing here”

Gray grabbed the radio and headed out. He had athousand questions, but

they would have to wait. He kept the radio channel open. He heard noises and voices, arguments and a
few shouts. Footsteps followed him, running. He glanced back. It was Fiona.



"I'm coming with you!" she shouted and closed the distance by the time he reached thefire airs.

He clambered down.

Shelifted atransmitter with an extended antenna. "'In case you run into any of those monsters.”

"Just keep up,” he said.

"Oh, shut up.”

They ran the rest of the way, reaching the lower-level hallway and utility room.

Monk came on the radio. "Annaand the old bastard are inside the chamber. Course he's none too happy
about it. A shame. And we were getting to be

such good friends.”

"Monk...," Gray warned, focusing his man back on task.

"I'm going to passthe radio to Anna. Shelll coordinate with you. Oh, by the way, you've got lessthan a
minute. Ciao."

Gray shook his head and yanked on the utility door.

Locked.

Fiona saw him tug on the door a second time and sighed. "No key?"

Gray frowned, pulled out his pistol from hiswaistband, and aimed at the lock. He fired. The blast echoed
inthe hall, leaving asmoking hole where the lock used to be. He shoved the door open.

Fonafollowed. "I guessthat works, too."

Ahead, he spotted the motor assembly and pistonsfor raising and lowering the blast shield.

A strange rhythmic static flowed over the radio, ebbing and flowing like waves on abeach. Gray realized
it must be interference from the Bell. Monk must have passed Annatheradio.

Confirming this, he heard the woman's voice arguing through the satic. It was ajumble of technical
debate, an angry mix of German and Dutch. Gray tuned mogt of it out as he circled the motor assembly.
Then the woman's voice spoke more clearly in English.

"Commander Pierce?"

He cleared histhroat. "Go ahead.”

Her voice rasped with exhaugtion. "We have our fingersin the proverbid dike up here, but it won't hold.”
"Hang tight."

Gray spotted the problem. A fuse smoked by one of the pistons. Using the edge of his shirt, he yanked it
out. He turned to Fiona. "We need another one. Must be a spare around here somewhere.”

"Hurry, Commander.”

Static grew ominoudly louder, but not enough to cover Baldric's words, whispered to Annaurgently,
"..join us. We could use another expert with the Bell."

Even frightened, Bddric was playing dl the angles.

Gray listened more closdy. Would she betray them? He motioned to Fiona. "Toss me that transmitter.”
She underhanded it to him. He caught it and snapped off the metal antenna. He didn't have timeto find a
gpare fuse. He would have to jump it. He jammed the antenna between the contacts and crossed to a
control board with a massive manua wrench-lever. The operation was self-explanatory.

At the top was marked op and below it onder'aan.

Up and down.

Not exactly rocket science.

Gray spokeinto theradio. "Anna Y ou and Badric can get out of there.”

"We can't, Commander. One of us hasto keep their finger in the dike. If both of uslet go, the Bell will
blow ingantly.”

Gray closed hiseyes. They dared not trust Baldric's cooperation.

Static had grown to adull roar in hisear.

"Y ou know what you must do, Commander.”

Hedid.

He shoved the lever.

Digantly her last words reached him. "Tell my brother...I love him."

But as she lowered the radio, onefinal statement rasped out—whether to answer Baldric's offer, or to



make alast declaration to the world, or smply to satisfy hersdlf.

"I'm not aNaz."

3:19 p.m.

Lisaknelt on thefloor, cradling Painter. Then she felt the rumble of massive machinery below her knees.
Aheed, the giant lead shield rose toward the calling, pinching off the blaze of bluelight.

Sherose hdf up. Annawas still in there. Even Monk took a step toward the closing blast shield.

A terrified scream erupted from insde.

It was the old man. Lisa spotted hisfingers scrabbling above the edge, frantic, trying to catch agrip. Too
late. It rose above hisreach and smoothly clamped into the celling's O-ring.

His screams could gtill be heard, muffled, frantic.

Then Lisafdtit. In the gut. A whompoi power. It had no description. A quake that rattled without
movement. Then nothing. Complete sllence, the world

holding its bregth.

Painter moaned, asif the effect were painful for him.

His head lay in her |gp. She examined him. His eyes had rolled back in his head. His breathing grated
with fluid. She shook him gently. No response. Semicomatose. They werelosing him.

"Monk...!I"

3:23 p.m.

"Hurry, Gray!" Monk cdled into the radio.

Gray pounded back up the steps, followed by Fiona. Below, he had delayed only long enough to find a
replacement fuse and repair the shield. He didn't understand all that Monk had relayed, but hefilled in the
blanks with what he knew. Painter had some form of radiation poisoning, and the Bell held the only cure.
As he neared the fifth-floor landing, he heard a heavy booted tread stumbling

down toward them. Gray pulled out his pistol. Now what?

A massive figure, heavy-browed and pale white, gppeared above, haf faling down the stairs toward him.
His shirt was soaked in blood. A ragged scrape raked the side of hisface from crown to throat. He held
abrokenwrist to hisbely.

Gray raised hiswegpon.

Fiona pushed past him. "No. He'swith us" And in alower voice to Gray, she added with anod, "Annas
brother.”

The giant stumbled to them, recognizing Fiona, too. Eyes narrowed a Gray with tired suspicion. But he
waved hisrifle back up the stairs. "B/ockiert," he grunted.

Blockaded.

So the giant bought them time with his own blood.

They hurried down the hall toward the Bell chamber. But Gray knew he had

to prepare Gunther. After Annas sacrifice, he owed her brother at least that. He touched the man's
elbow.

"About Anna...," he began.

Gunther turned to him, tensing, eyesgoing pained, asif he expected the wordt.

Gray faced that fear and explained in terse words, sparing nothing, ending with the find truth. "Her efforts
saved everyone else.”

The large man's feet had dowed with the teling. What hiswounds couldn't bring low, grief findly did. He
dumped dowly to hiskneesinthe hall.

Gray paused. "Her last words...were for you, passing her love."

The man covered hisface and curled to thefloor.

"I'm sorry...," Gray offered.

Monk appeared in the doorway. " Gray, what the hell are you—?" Then he

gpotted Gunther in aposture of pure grief. Hisvoice died.

Gray strode toward Monk.

It was not over for any of them.

322pm



"Lower theshidd!"

Lisaglanced to see Commander Pierce stride into the chamber with Monk, both leaning their heads
together. She stood over the Bell's control suite. She had spent the past few minutes familiarizing hersalf
with the device. On thetrek here, Anna had gone over in detail how the Bell functioned. The woman had
feared she might be too debilitated to oversee its use. Another had needed to know. That onusfell upon
Lisa

"The shidd!" Gray caled to her again from Monk'sside.

She nodded dully and flipped the toggle.

Motors clattered below. She turned to watch the blast shield drop. With the Bell quiescent, light no
longer blazed out frominsde. A step away, Painter lay on atarp on the floor, attended for the moment
by Dr. Fairfied. To theright, Mos and Brooks dragged another tarp over the bodies of the twins.

What about the pair's grandfather?

The blast shield continued to lower, waist-high now. The Bell sat quietly in the center, waiting to be
activated again. Lisaremembered Anna's description of the bell-shaped device. The ultimate
quantum-measuring tool. It scared the hdll out of her.

To theleft, yeling abit to be heard over the motor, Monk rel ated the radioed message from Khamisg.
The Zulu forces had secured the estate, driving any surviving Waalenberg forcesinto the mansion, where
asegewas under way. A continuing firefight ensued above.

"Gunther blocked thefire sairs,” Gray said. "And the elevator doors are jammed open. It should buy us
sometime." Hewaved to Brooks and Mos.. "Keep awatch on the outer hall!™

They lifted their weapons and headed out.

Asthey left, Gunther sumbled insde. From the expression on hisface, Lisaknew he had been told about
Anna. He had shed dl hisweapons. Each step was |eaden as he headed toward the lowering shield. He
had to witnessthe end. A find absolution for al the blood on his hands.

The shield settled to a stop. The motorswent silent.

Lisafeared viewing the damage hersdlf, but she had aduty here.

She crossed toward the Bell.

Annalay on her sdein the shadow of the device, curled like ababy. Her skin was ash white, her dark
hair turned snowy, asif she had become amarble statue. Gunther stepped over the lip of the shield and
knelt beside his sister. Without aword, expressionless, he bent and scooped her in hisarms. Shelolled
limply in death, her head coming to rest on her brother's shoulder.

Gunther stood, turned his back on the Bell, and headed away.

No onetried to stop him.

He vanished out the door.

Lisa'sgaze fdl upon the other figure till sprawled atop the blast chamber'slead floor. Baldric
Waaenberg. Like Anna, his skin had gone an unnatura white, dmost trand ucent. But the radiation had
burned away al hishair, too, leaving him bad, not even eyebrows or lashes. Hisflesh had dso collgpsed
to his bones, giving him amummified appearance. And something about his underlying asseous structure
Was...was wrong.

Lisafroze, horrified to step any closer.

With the hair gone, flesh sunken, the skull was plainly misshapen, asif partialy melted, then hardened
again. Hishands were twisted, fingers oddly elongated, apelike. The word devolution filled her head.
"Get him out of there," Gray said with disgust, then faced Lisa. "I'll help you get Painter insde.”
Lisadowly shook her head, stepping back. "We can't..." She could not take

her eyes off the twisted horror that was the former Wadenberg patriarch. She couldn't et that happen to
Painter.

Gray came up to her. "What do you mean?"

She swallowed, till staring as Monk grabbed the monstrosity by the deeve of hisshirt, plainly afraid to
touch hisflesh. "Painter istoo far gone. The Bdll only held the hope of staving off or dowing the
debilitation, not reversing it. Do you want to suspend your director in his current state?”

"If there'slife, theré's hope."



Hiswords were spoken softly, gently. They almost succeeded in drawing her attention away as Monk
hauled the old man's devolved form out of the device, bumping over thelip.

Lisaopened her mouth to argue against false hope.

Then Badric Wadenberg's eyes snapped wide, milky and blind, looking more like stone than flesh. His
mouth stretched in asilent and prolonged scream. Hisvoca chords were gone. He had no tongue.
Nothing wasingde him but

horror and pain.

Lisagave voice to the man, crying out, backing away until she bumped into the console. Monk
recognized the true horror here, too. He lunged away, dropping Badric on the tiles outside the blast
chamber.

The mutated form collgpsed. The limbs remained toneless, muscleless. But the mouth opened and closed,
afish out of water. Eyes stared blindly.

Then Gray stepped between Lisaand the horror. He gripped her shoulders. "Dr. Cummings." Her gaze,
fluttering in panic, settled to his. "Director Crowe needsyou.”

"There...therés nothing | can do.”

"Yes, thereis. We can usethe Bdll."

"| can't do that to Painter.” Her voicerosein pitch. "Not thafl."

"It won't happen. Monk told me how Annainstructed you. Y ou know how to set the Bell for a
minimum output, for a pdliative radiation. What just

happened hereis different. Badric had amped the Bell up to a maximum setting, one set to kill. And
ultimatdy...ultimately you regp what you sow."

Lisacovered her face with her hands, trying to block everything out. "But what are we trying to regp?’
she moaned. "Painter isat death's door. Why make him suffer any longer?!

Gray pulled her hands down. He leaned to catch her gaze with hisown. "I know Director Crowe. And |
think you do, too. He would fight until the end.”

Asamedical doctor, she had heard such arguments before, but shewas also aredist. When there was
no hope, al acaregiver could provide was ameasure of peace and dignity.

"If there was achanceto cure," she said with ashake of her head, her voice steadying, "even asmall one,
I'd takeit. If we knew what Hugo Hirszfeld had been trying to communicate to his daughter. His
perfected code.” She shook her head again.

Gray caught her chinin hisfingers. Shetried to bresk free, flaring with irritation. But his grip was sure and
hard on her.

"I know what Hugo hid in those books," he said.

Shefrowned at him, but she read the truth in hiseyes.

"l havethe answer,” he said.

16 RIPPLE OF THE RUNES

3:25P.M. SOUTH AFRICA

"It'snot acode,” Gray said. "It was never acode.”

He knelt on the floor, amarker in hand. He circled the set of runes he had drawn for Baldric
Wadenberg.

rXMiK

The others had gathered around him, but he kept his attention fixed on Lisa Cummings. The answer Gray
had discerned made no sense, but he sensed it

was the lock, and thiswoman, who knew more about the device than anyone else in the room, might
hold the key. They would have to work together.

"Runesagain,” Lisasad.

Gray frowned at her for an explanation.

She nodded to thefloor. "I saw another set of runes, a different set, drawn in blood. They spelled out
Schwarze Sonne.™

"Black Sun," Gray trandated.

"It was the name for Anna’s project in Nepal ."



Gray pondered the significance. He pictured the Black Sun symbol on the workstation below. Himmler's
origina caba must have been split after the war. Annds group to the north. Badric'sto the south. Once
separated, the two groups diverged further and further gpart until alies became adversaries.

Lisatapped the runes on the floor, drawing back hisfocus. "The runes|

decoded were asmple trangposition of letters for symbols. Is thisthe same?”

Gray shook his head. "Badric made the same assumption. It was why he was having so much trouble
deciphering the runes. But Hugo would not bury his secret so shalowly."

"If it'snot acode," Monk asked, "then what isit?"

"It'sajigsaw puzzle," Gray sad.

"What?"

"Remember back when we talked to Ryan's father?"

Monk nodded.

Gray pictured that meeting with Johann Hirszfeld, the man crippled with emphysema, logt in the past, the
family estate forever shadowed by Wewe sburg Castle and the family'sdirty little Nazi secret.

"He described how inquisitive his grandfather Hugo had been. Always searching up strange things,
investigating historica myseries”

"It'swhat drew him to the Nazis," Fionasaid.

"Andin his sparetime, Hugo was al aout sharpening hismind.”

Johann'swords echoed through Gray: Memorization tricks, jigsaw puzzles. Alwayswith the jigsaw
puzzles.

Gray tapped the set of runes. "Thiswas just one more mental brainteaser. But not acode...ajigsaw. The
runes were shapes to be manipulated, rearranged, returning order out of chaos.”

Gray had worked the puzzle out in his head over the past day, letting the runestwist and turnin hismind's
eye until one shape formed. He knew it was the answer. Especially knowing the angst at the end of
Hugo'slife, hisexpressed regret for his collaboration with the Nazis. But what did it mean? His eyesfdll
uponLisa

He redrew the six runes on the floor, one after the other, reassembling them

intheir proper sequence. He completed the jigsaw on the floor, inscribing the last rune and completing
the pell.

Order out of chaos.

Absolution out of collaboration.

Holy out of unhaly.

From the pagan runes, Hugo showed histrue heritage.

"Itsadar,” Monk said.

Lisalifted her eyes. "Not any gar...it'sthe Star of David."

Gray nodded.

Fiona asked the most important question. "But what does it mean?"

Gray sghed. "'l don't know. | have no ideawhat it hasto do with the Bell, with perfecting the device.
Maybe it was merely afina declaration of who he was, asecret message to hisfamily.”

Gray recdled Annaslast words.

/amnotaNazi.

Was Hugo's runic code just another way to say the same?

"No," Lisasaid sharply, her certainty resounding across the room. "If were going to solve this, we must
act asif thisisthe answer.”

Gray saw something fill her eyes, something missing amoment ago.



Hope.

"According to Anna," she continued, "Hugo went into the Bell chamber alone with ababy. Without any
gpecia toals. It was just him and the boy. And once the experiment was over, tests showed that he had
succeeded, produced thefirst true and pure Knight of the Sun.”

"What did he do in there?' Fiona asked.

Lisatapped the Star of David. "Thisis somehow tied toit. But | don't know the significance of the
symboal.”

Gray did. He had studied multiple religions and fields of spiritua study during hisyouth and while
polishing his Sgmatraining. "The gar's meaning isdiverse. It'sasymboal of prayer and faith. And maybe
more. Note how the six-pointed star dso isredly two triangles—one atop the other. One pointing down,
one up. In Jewish Kabbalah, the two triangles are the equivaent of yin and yang, the light and the dark,
the body and the soul. One triangle represents matter and the body. The other our soul, our spiritua
being, our

conscious mind.”

"And joined together, they're both" Lisasaid. "Not just aparticle or awave—but both."

Gray saw some edge of understanding, enlightenment. "What?"

Lisagtared toward the blast chamber. "Annasaid the Bell was basically a quantum-measuring device that
manipulated evolution. Quantum evolution. It'sal about quantum mechanics. That'sgot to bethe key."
Gray frowned. "What do you mean?"

Lisaexplained what Anna had taught her. Gray, having studied biology and physicsin depth for Sigma,
needed little elaboration.

Closing hiseyes, he sat back, trying to find a baance between the Star of David and quantum mechanics.
Was there an answer between them?

"Y ou said Hugo went into the chamber with just the baby?' Gray asked.

"Yes," Lisasaid softly, asif sensing she needed to et him run with histhoughts.

Gray concentrated. Hugo had given him the lock. Lisahad given him the key. Now it was up to him.
Letting go of time's pressure, he alowed hismind to twist and turn the clues and pieces, testing, rgecting.
Like another of Hugo's jigsaw puzzles.

Aswith the Star of David, the right combination findly formed in his head. So clean, so perfect. He
should have thought of it sooner.

Gray opened hiseyes.

Lisamust have noted something in hisface. "What?"

Gray stood. "Get the Bell powering up," he said, crossing to the console. "Now!™

Lisafollowed him and began running through the procedure. "It will take four minutesto reach apdliative
pulse.”" She glanced to Gray as she worked,

gyesinquistive. "What are we doing?'

Gray turned toward the Bdll. "Hugo didn't go into the chamber without any tools."

"But that'swhat Anna—"

"No." Gray cut Lisaoff. "Hewent in with the Star of David. He went in with prayer and faith. But mostly
he went in with his own quantum computer.”

"What?"

Gray spoke rapidly, knowing he was right. " Consciousness has baffled scientists for centuries...going dl
the way back to Darwin. What is consciousness?Isit just our brain? Isit just nervesfiring? Whereisthe
line between brain and mind? Between matter and spirit? Between body and soul ?*

He pointed to the symboal.

"Current research saysitsthere. We are both. We are wave and particle.

Body and soul. Lifeitsdf isaquantum phenomenon.”

"Okay, now you're babbling," Monk said, joining him, drawing Fiona

Gray took adeep breath, excited. "Modern scientists rgject spiritudity, defining the brain only asa
complex computer. Consciousness arises merdy as the by-product of the firing of acomplex
interconnectivity of neurons, basicaly aneura-net computer, operating a the quantum level."



"A guantum computer,” Lisasaid. Y ou mentioned that dready. But what the hdll isit?’

"Y ou've seen computer code broken down to its most basic level. Pages of zeroes and ones. That ishow
the modern computer thinks. Turning aswitch on or off. The zero or the one. The theoretica quantum
compuiter, if it could be built, offersathird choice. The old zero or one—but aso athird choice. Zero
andone.”

Lisasguinted. "Like electronsin the quantum world. They can be waves or particles or both &t the same
time"

"A third choice," Gray said with anod. "It doesn't sound like much, but by adding this possbility into a
computer'sarsend, it alows such adevice to perform multiple agorithmic tasks smultaneoudy.”

"Wdk and chew gum," Monk mumbled.

"Tasks that would take modern computers years to perform could be done in fractions of asecond.”
"And our brainsdo this?' Lisasaid. "Act like quantum computers.”

"That isthe newest consensus. Our brain propagates a measurable e ectromagnetic field, generated by
our complex interconnectivity of neurons. Some scientists conjecture that it isthisfiedd where
consciousness resides, bridging the matter of the brain with the quantum world.”

"And the Bell is hypersenstive to quantum phenomena,” Lisasaid. "So by Hugo joining the baby insde
the Bell chamber, he influenced the result.”

"What is observed is changed by the act of observing. But | think it was more than that." Gray nodded to
the Star of David. "Why this? A symbol of prayer?

Lisashook her heed.

"What is prayer but afocus of the mind, afocus of consciousness...and if consciousnessis a quantum
phenomenon, then prayer is a quantum phenomenon.”

Lisaunderstood. "And like al quantum phenomena, it will and must measure and influence the resuilt.”
"In other words..." Gray waited.

Lisastood. "Prayer works."

"That'swhat Hugo discovered, that'swhat he hid in his books. Something frighteningly disturbing but too
beautiful tolet die”

Monk leaned on the console next to Lisa. "Are you saying he willed that baby to be perfect?

Gray nodded. "When Hugo entered the chamber with the baby, he prayed for perfection, a concentrated
and focused thought, selfless and pure. Human

consciousness, intheform of prayer, acts as a perfect quantum-measuring tool. Under the Bdll, the pure
quantum potentia in the boy was measured, swayed by Hugo's focus and will, and asaresult, al the
variables settled into perfect place. A perfect roll of the genetic dice.”

Lisaturned. "Then perhaps we can do the same to reverse the quantum damage in Painter. To savehim
beforeit'stoo late.”

A new voiceintruded, coming from Marcia, who still nursed Painter on the floor. ™Y ou'd better hurry.”
3:32p.m.

Monk and Gray rushed Painter into the blast chamber, dungin atarp.

"Put him closeto the Bdll," Lisadirected.

Asthey obeyed, she called out fina instructionsto the others. The Bell was dready spinning, itstwo
shellsrevolving in opposite directions. She remembered Gunther's description of it. A Mixmagter. That
pretty much described it. A soft glow aso shone from its outer ceramic shell.

She sank to her knees next to Painter, checking vitals, the few that remained.

"| can Say with you," Gray said a her shoulder.

"No. | think more than one quantum computer might interfere with the results.”

"Too many cooksin the kitchen,” Monk agreed.

"Thenlet me day," Gray sad.

Lisashook her head. "Well only get one shot at this. If it takes focus and will to heal Painter, it might be
best if the mind directing that focuswas amedica doctor.”

Gray sghed, little convinced.

"You did your job, Gray. Gave us an answer. Gave us hope." She stared up a him. "Let me do mine."



He nodded and stepped away.

Monk leaned down to her. "Just be careful what you wish for," he said, hiswords fraught with levels of
meaning. He was not so much the dumb oaf he pretended. He pecked her on the cheek.

The pair l€ft.

Marciacaled from the console. "Pulsein one minute.”

Shetwisted around. "Raisethe blast shield.”

Asthe gears ground below her, Lisaleaned over Painter. His skin had a bluish hue—then again maybe it
was just the Bell's glow. Either way, he was moments from expiration. Hislipswere cracked, his
breathing much too shalow, his heartbeat sounded more murmur than beat. Even hishair. The roots had
gone snow-white. He wasfailing a an exponentid rate.

The blast shield rose around her, closing them off from the rest of the group. V oices beyond, hushed
aready, grew muffled then ended asthe shield locked into the roof.

Alone, with no onelooking, Lisaleaned over Painter, resting her forehead againgt his chest. She didn't
need to focus her will in some meditative verve. It was said there were no atheistsin afoxhole. It was
certainly the case here. But she didn't know what God to ask for succor at this moment.
Lisaremembered Annas discussion of evolution and intelligent design. Thewoman had inssted it was
quantum measurements that ultimately collgpsed potentia into redity. Amino acidsformed thefirst
replicating protein because life was the better quantum-measuring device. And if you extrapolated that
further, consciousness, which was an even greater quantum-measuring device than life aone, evolved for
the same reason. One morelink in the evolutionary chain. She pictured it.

AMINO ACIDS »»» FIRST PROTEIN »»» FIRST LIFE »»» CONSCIOUSNESS

But what lay beyond consciousness? If the future dictated the past through quantum measurements, what
desired consciousness to form? What better quantum-measuring tool lay further in the future, dictating the
present? How far into the future did this chain go? And whét lay at itsend?

AMINO ACIDS »»» FIRST PROTEIN »»» FIRST LIFE »»»

CONSCIOUSNESS»»»?7??

Lisaremembered one other cryptic statement from Anna, when Lisa had confronted her about God's
rolein dl this. While quantum evolution seemed to remove the hand of God from sudden beneficid
mutations, Anna's last words on the matter had been you're looking at it the wrong way, in thewrong
direction. Lisahad attributed the cryptic statement to the woman's exhaustion. But maybe Annahad
pondered the same question. What did lie at the end of evolution? Wasit merely some perfect and
incorruptible quantum-measuring device?

And if 0, wasthat God?

She had no answer as sheleaned over Painter. All she knew was that she wanted him to live. She might
hide from the others exactly how deeply shefelt for him—maybe even from hersef—but she could hide it
no longer.

She opened her heart, alowed her vulnerability to shine.

Asthe Bdl hummed and its glow swelled, shelet go.

Maybe that's what had been missing in her lifeal dong, why men seemed to fade from her, why sheran.
So no onewould see what could be harmed so easily. She hid her vulnerability behind an armor of
professonaism and casud ddliance. She hid her heart. No wonder she was aone on amountaintop
when Painter sumbled into her life,

No longer.

Shelifted her head, shifted over, and kissed Painter softly on hislips, putting into action what she had
sought to hide.

She closed her eyes as the last seconds counted down. She opened her heart, willing the man afuture,
wishing him to be hedlthy, hale, and whole, and mostly praying for moretime with him.

Was that the ultimate function of the Bell? To open a quantum conduit to that great quantum-messuring
tool thet lay at the end of evolution, apersona connection to that final designer.

Lisaknew what she had to do. Shelet go of the scientist inside, let go of her own sdlf. Her god was

beyond consciousness, beyond prayer.



It wassmply belief.

In the purity of that moment, the Bell burst with ablinding light, joining them together, turning redlity into
pure potential.

3:36 p.m.

Gray flipped the toggle, and the shield began to lower. They dl held their breath. What would they find?
The motors grumbled. Everyone gathered around the shield wall.

Monk glanced to him, hiseyesworried.

Inthe sllence, asmall chime sounded, coming from the left.

The blast chamber dowly cleared into view. The Bell, quiet and dark, rested inertly in the center—then
Lisaappeared, crouched over Painter, her back to them.

No one spoke.

Lisadowly turned, rising. Tears, held suspended by lashes, poured down her cheeks. She clutched
Painter under her arm as she stood. He looked no better. Pale, weak, debilitated. But helifted his head
on his own and spotted Gray.

His eyes shone sharp and focused.

Relief spread through Gray.

Then the small chime sounded again.

Painter's eyesflicked in its direction—then back to Gray. Painter's lips moved. No words came out.
Gray stepped closer to hear.

Painter's eyes narrowed hard on him. He tried again. The word was faint and made no sense. Gray
worried about the man's mental status.

"Bomb...," Painter repeated hoarsdly.

Lisaheard him, too. She glanced in the same direction as Painter. To the body of Baldric Waalenberg.
She then shoved Painter toward Monk.

"Takehim."

She headed to the man's twisted form. At some point, unseen, unmourned, Baldric had finaly expired.
Gray joined her.

Lisa knet down and shoved up the man's deeve. He wore a largewristwatch. She
turned it over. A second hand swept over adigita readout.

"Weve seen this before” Lisa sad. "A heartbeat monitor tied to amicrotransmitter. After
his heart stopped, it began a countdown.”

Lisatwisted the man'sarm so Gray could read the number.

02:01

As hewatched, thesecond hand swept over the number twice more. It sounded the familiar chime
asit dropped below 02:00.

"We have less than two minutes to get the hdll out of here" Lisasaid.

Gray took her at her word and straightened. "Everybody out! Monk, radio Khamis! Tel himto clear dl
hismen asfar away from the mansion aspossible.”

His partner obeyed.

"We have a helicopter on theroof,” Lisasad.

In seconds, they were al running. Gray took Painter from Monk. Mos helped Brooks. Lisa, Fiona, and
Marciafollowed.

"Where's Gunther?' Fiona asked.

Brooks answered. "He left with hissster. He didn't want anyoneto follow him."

There was no timeto search for him. Gray pointed to the eevator. Monk's group had jammed the doors
open with ahdl chair, to keep anyone from using it to come after them. Mos yanked it out one-handed
and threw it down the hall.

They piledingde.

Lisahit thetop button. Sixth floor. The elevator dowly begantorise.

Monk spoke. "'l radioed our man up top. He doesn't fly, but he knows how to turn akey. Hell get the
engineswarmed up.”



"The bomb," Gray said, turning to Lisa. "What do we have to expect?'

"If it'sthe same as back in the Himaayas, it'll be big. They've developed some quantum bomb using that
Xerum 525 materid."

Gray pictured the tanks stored at the deepest level.

Crap...

The dlevator continued to climb, passing the main floor, which was deathly slent. And upward they went.
Painter dtirred, still unableto hold hisown weight. But he caught Gray's eyes. "Next time...," he
whispered hoarsdly "...you go to Nepa on your own.”

Gray smiled. Oh yeah, Painter was back.

But for how long?

The elevator reached the sixth level and opened.

"One minute," Marciasaid. She had had the presence of mind to note and monitor the time.

They raced up the roof stairs and found the helicopter waiting, blades spinning. They ran for it, supporting
one another. Once under the rotors, Gray passed Painter to Monk.

"Get everybody aboard."

Gray ran to the other sde and climbed into the pilot's seet.

"Fifteen seconds!” Marciacalled.

Gray cranked the engine speed. Blades screamed. He yanked on the collective, and the bird lifted its
skids off the roof. Gray was never so happy

to leave aplace. The helicopter took to air, rotoring up. How much clearance would they need?

He adjusted his blade pitch and fed more power.

Asthey swept upward, he yawed the bird a bit. He searched the grounds around the estate. He saw
Jeeps and motorcyclesracing in dl directions away from the mansion.

Marcia started a countdown. "Five, four—"

Her precison was dightly off.

A blinding light suddenly blazed beneath them, asif they werelifting off the sun. But the most disturbing
effect was the total and absolute silence. Unable to see, Gray fought to hold the bird inthe air. But it was
asif theair had vanished beneath him. He sensed the helicopter plunging earthward.

Then thelight fell away around them with aloud clap, shedding like awash of water.

Therotors suddenly found air again, bobbling in the sky for along moment.

Gray stabilized the craft and banked away, frightened to his core. He stared back to where the mansion
used to be. A massive, smooth-walled crater lay below, cut cleanly through rock and soil. It was asif
some mighty Titan had taken agiant ice-cream scoop to the mansion aong with most of the surrounding
gardens.

Everything was gone. No debris. Just emptiness.

Poolsand creeks, cut in half, poured over thelip in trickling waterfals.

Farther from the edge, Gray spotted vehicles stopping and people glancing back, some walking closer to
check. Khamig'sarmy. Safe. The Zulu people gathered aong the borders, claiming back what they had
lost s0 long ago.

Gray flew the chopper over them, banking to circle the crater. He remembered the missing drum of
Xerum 525, the one marked for the United States. He toggled the radio and began passing along chain
of security codesto reach Sgma Command.

He was surprised to hear someone other than Logan pick up theline. It was Sean McKnight, the former
director of Sigma. Fear iced through Gray. What was he doing there? Something was wrong. McKnight
quickly briefed him on what had happened. The last came asablow to the gut.

Hefinaly signed off, numb and shocked.

Monk had |eaned forward, noting his growing congternation.

"What'swrong?' he asked.

Heturned. He had to face his partner when he said it.

"Monk...it'sabout Kat."

5:47 p.m. EST WASHINGTON, D.C.



Three days had passed. Three long days settling mattersin South Africa

Findly, their plane had landed at Dulles Internationd after adirect flight

from Johannesburg. Monk had ditched Gray and the others at the terminal. He had hailed a taxicab and
taken off. Then thetaxi hit congestion near the park. Monk had to force himsdlf not to yank open the
door and run on foot, but eventualy the bottleneck broke up, and they were moving again.

Monk leaned forward. "Fifty bucksif you get me therein under five minutes.”

Acceleration threw Monk back into the seat. That was more likeit.

In two minutes, the jumble of brown brick buildings appeared. They flashed past asign that read
Georgetown university hospita. Tires squedled into the visitors parking lot, amost Sdeswiping an
ambulance.

Monk threw afistful of billsat the driver and legped ot.

He squeezed sideway's through the automatic door, impatient when it opened too dowly. Heran
headlong down the hal, dodging patients and orderlies. He knew which roomin ICU.

Heran past anursng station, ignoring ayell to dow down.

Not today, honey.

Monk winged around the corner and spotted the bed. Heran, fell to hiskneesin thelast steps, and did in
his swesatpants up to the side of the bed. He hit the lowered siderail rather hard.

Ka stared a him, aspoonful of jiggling lime green JdI-O hafway to her mouth. "Monk...?"

"l came here as soon as| could,” he said, panting, winded.

"But | just talked to you ninety minutes ago on the satellite phone.”

"That'sjust talking."

He shoved up, leaned over the bed, and kissed her square on the mouth. The bandages were wrapped
around her left shoulder and upper torso, half hidden by ablue hospital gown. Three gunshots, two units
of blood lost, collapsed lung, shattered collarbone, and lacerated spleen.

But shewasdive.

And damn lucky.

Logan Gregory's funera was set for three days from now.

Stll, the pair had saved Washington from aterrorist attack, gunning down the Waalenberg nand
stopping the plot before it could come to fruition. The ceremonia gold Bell was now buried degpin
Sigmals research labs. The shipment of Xerum 525 intended for the Bell had been found at a shipping
yard in New Jersey. But by thetimethe U.S. intelligence agencies had tracked the
shipment—encumbered by the vast web of Waalenberg-owned corporations, shells, and
subsidiaries—the one last sample of Xerum was found degraded, left too long out in the sun, goneinert
due to improper refrigeration. And without the fuel source, the Bells, even those recovered from other
embassies, would never ring again.

Good riddance.

Monk preferred evolution the old-fashioned way.

His hand drifted to her belly. Hewas afraid to ask.

Hedidn't haveto. Kat's hand covered his. "The baby's fine. Doctors say there should be no
complications”

Monk sagged again to hisknees, resting the side of his head on her ssomach, relieved. He closed his
eyes. He snaked an arm around her waist, gently, careful of her injuries, and pulled tight to her.

"Thank God."

Kat touched his cheek.

Still on hisknees, Monk reached to his pocket and lifted out the black ring box. He held it out, eyes il
closed, aprayer on hislips.

"Marry me"

"Okay."

Monk opened his eyes, staring up into the face of the woman he loved. "What?"

"| said okay."

Monk lifted hishead. "Areyou sure?'



"Areyou trying to talk me out of it?"

"W, you are on drugs. Maybe I'd better ask you—"

"Just give methering." Shetook the box and opened it. She stared Silently for amoment. "It'sempty.”
Monk took the box and stared inside. The ring was gone.

He shook his head.

"What happened?' Kat asked.

Monk growled. "Fiona."

10:32 am.

The next morning, Painter lay on his back in another wing of Georgetown University Hospitd. Thetable
retracted from the doughnut-shaped CT machine. The scan had taken over an hour. He had dmost fallen
adeep, having rested very little over the past few days. Anxiety plagued hisnights.

A nurse opened the door.

Lisafollowed her insgde.

Painter sat up. It was chilly in the room. Then again, he was wearing nothing but a threadbare hospital
gown. He sought some manner of dignity, tucking and snugging, but finaly conceded defest.

Lisasat down next to him. She nodded back to the monitoring room. A clutch of researchers from Johns
Hopkins and Sigma had their heads bent together, the focus of their attention on Painter's hedlth.
"Looksgood," Lisasad. "All 9gnsof internd cdcification are receding. Y our lab vaduesaredl returning
to normal. Y ou may retain some minor residua scarring to your aortic valve, but possibly not even that.
Therate of recovery isremarkable...dare | say, miraculous.”

"Youmay," Painter said. "But what about this?"

He ran hisfingersthrough the white stresk of hair over one ear.

She reached up and followed hisfingerswith her own. "I likeit. And you're going to befine."

He believed her. For thefirst time, deep down, he knew he would be okay. A shuddering sigh flowed
from him. Hewould live. Therewas Hlill alife ahead of him.

Painter caught Lisa's hand, kissed her pam, then lowered it.

She blushed, glanced to the monitoring window—>but she didn't pull her hand from his as she discussed
some technical matter with the nurse.

Painter studied her. He had goneto Nepa both to investigate the illnesses reported by Ang Geluand asa
persona odyssey, atimefor private reflection. He had expected incense, meditation, chants, and prayers,
but instead it had turned into a hdllish and brutal journey around haf the globe. Still, in the end, maybe the
result was the same,

Hisfingerstightened on her hand.

He had found her.

And though they had been through so much together in these past days, they still barely knew each other.
Who was she redlly? What was her favorite food, what made her let out abdlly laugh, what would it be
like to dance with her, what would she whisper when she said good night?

Painter knew only onething for certain as he sat in hisgown, al but naked next to her, exposed down to
theleve of hisDNA.

He wanted to know everything.

2:22 p.m.

Two days later, riflesfired their last shot into the blue sky, cracking brilliantly across the green dopes of
Arlington National Cemetery. The day wastoo bright for afunerd, aglorious day.

Gray stood off to the Sde asthe funera ended. In the distance, overlooking

the clutch of black-suited mourners, rose the Tomb of the Unknowns, eighty tons of Y ule marble
quarried from Colorado. It represented loss without aname, alife laid down in service to the country.
Logan Gregory was now one of them. Another unknown. Few would know of his heroism, the blood
shed to protect al of us.

But somedid.

Gray watched the vice president pass afolded flag to Logan's mother, draped in black, supported by his
father. Logan had no wife, no kids. Sigmahad been hislife...and his desth.



Sowly, after some milling, amid condolences and good-byes, the service broke up. Everyone wandered
toward black limousinesand Town Cars.

Gray nodded to Painter. He limped with acane, recovering from his debilitation, stronger every day. At
hisside, Dr. Lisa Cummings had an arm hooked around his elbow, not supporting him, just being near
him.

Monk trailed as they headed together toward the waiting line of cars.

Kat was ill in the hospita. The funera would have been too much for her anyway. Too soon.

Upon reaching the parked cars, Gray stepped up to Painter. They had some mattersto settle.
Lisakissed the director on the cheek. "I'll see you there." She stepped back with Monk. They would be
taking another vehicle to the Gregorys home, where asmal gathering would take place.

Gray had been surprised to learn that Logan's parents lived only blocks from his own parentsin Takoma
Park. It just showed how little he really knew about the man.

Painter crossed to aLincoln Town Car and opened the door. They climbed into the backseat. The driver
lifted the privacy screen as he pulled from the curb.

"Gray, | read your report,” Painter findly said. "It'san interesting angle. Go ahead and follow up onit.
But it would mean another trip to Europe.”

"I've some persona mattersto settle there anyway. It'swhat | cameto discuss, to ask for afew extra
days”

Painter lifted one eyebrow intired levity. "I don't know if the world isready for another one of your
working vacetions."

Gray had to concede that might be true.

Painter shifted, plainly still suffering some aches. "And what about the report from Dr. MarciaFairfied?
Do you think...believe that the Waaenberg lineage...?" Painter shook his head.

Gray had read the report, too. He remembered when he and the British doctor had been skulking about
the embryonic |ab at the deepest levels of the subbasement. Dr. Fairfield had once claimed that the
greater the treasure, the deeper it was buried. The same could be said for secrets, especialy those kept
by the Wadlenbergs. Liketheir experiments with chimera, mixing human and animal stem cdllsin the
brain.

But even that was not the worst.

"We checked the corporate medical records from the early 1950s," Gray said. "It's been confirmed.
Badric Waaenberg was gerile.”

Painter shook his head. "No wonder the bastard had been so obsessed with breeding and genetics,
continudly battling to bend nature to hiswill. He wasthe last of the Waaenbergs. But his new
children...the ones he used in the experiments? Isit true?"

Gray dhrugged. "Badric wasinvolved intimately with the Nazi Lebengborn program. Their Aryan
breeding program. Along with other eugenics projects and early attemptsto store eggs and sperm. At the
war'send, it seemsthe Xerum 525 program was not the only secret project that ended up in Baldric's
lap. One other did. One frozen inside glass straws. And once thawed, Badric used the samplesto
inseminate hisyoung wife."

"And you're sure of this?'

Gray nodded. Down in the subterranean |ab, Dr. Fairfield had viewed the red family tree of the
new-and-improved Wadenberg clan. She saw the name typed next to Badric'swife. Heinrich Himmler,
the head of the Black Order. The Nazi bastard might have killed himsdlf after the war, but he had aplan
to

live on, to birth the new Aryan supermen, anew line of German kings, out of his own corrupted seed.
"And with the Waalenberg clan eradicated,” Gray said, "that monster isfinaly laid to rest, too."

"At least we hope s0."

Gray nodded. "I'm in contact with Khamis. He's keeping us informed on the cleanup at the estate. So far
they've rounded up severa of the guards. He fears some of the estate's menagerie may have escaped into
the deeper forest, but most were likely destroyed during the blast. But the search continues.”

Khamis had been named interim head warden for the HIuhluwe-Umfolozi reserve. He had aso been



given emergency policing authority by the South African government, helping coordinate loca triba
support with Chief Mos D'Gana. Drs. Paula Kane and MarciaFairfield were providing him with
technica support in handling the internationa intelligence communities response to the attack on the
mangon and bombing.

The two women had settled back into their home on the reserve, happy to discover each other dive and
well, but they had also opened their house to Fiona. The two spies had even helped Fiona get into an
early-acceptance program at Oxford.

Gray stared out at the flashing scenery. He hoped Oxford had everything nailed down very securely. He
suspected the petty crime rate around the university was about to have a sudden and significant uptick.
Thinking about Fiona, Gray was reminded that he needed to check on Ryan. With the murder of Ryan's
father, the young man had put hisfamily estate on the auction block, determined at long last to escape the
shadow of Wewelsburg.

Just aswll.

"And what about Monk and Kat?" Painter asked, drawing back his attention. His voice was brighter,
shedding some of the sorrow over theloss of hisfriend, or at least setting it aside. "I heard they got
engaged yesterday.”

Gray found himsdlf amiling for thefirst timetoday. "They did."

"Heaven help us”

Again Gray had to agree with the man. They shared thissmdll bit of happiness. Liferolled on. They went
over ahandful of other details, and eventudly the driver wound their Town Car through the tree-lined
streets of Takoma Park, settling to a stop before asmal green-shingled Victorian.

Painter climbed ouit.

Lisawas dready there.

"Arewe done here?' Painter asked Gray.

"Yes gar.”

"Let me know what you find in Europe. And take those extra days.”

"Thank you, Sr."

Painter held out an arm. Lisadipped into it. The pair headed toward the house together.

As Gray climbed out, Monk joined him and nodded to the woman and the director. "Any bets?

Gray watched them climb the porch stairs. The two had been dmost inseparable since leaving the

Wad enberg etate. With Anna dead and Gunther vanished, Lisawas now the only living source for
information on the Bell's operation. She had been spending many hours at Sigma, being questioned. Y et
Gray suspected the debriefings were aso an excuse for Painter and Lisato spend more time together.

It seemed the Bell had done more than just hedl the flesh.

Gray stared amoment at their joined hands as they reached the porch. He pondered Monk's question.
Any bets? At this point, maybe it wastoo early to tell. I life and consciousness were a quantum
phenomenon, then maybe love was, too.

Toloveor not to love.

The wave or the particle.

Maybe for Painter and Lisa, it was still both, asuspended potentia that only time would settle.

"I don't know," Gray mumbled, answering Monk'sinquiry.

He headed toward the house, thinking about his own future.

Like everyone ese, he had his own redity to messure.

EPILOGUE

6:45 p.m. WROCLAW, POLAND

Hewaslate.

Asthe sun sank toward the horizon, Gray marched across the green cast-iron bridge. The baroque span
forded the River Oder, aflat green expanse polished to amirror's sheen by the setting sun.

Gray checked hiswatch. Rached should be landing right about now. They were set to meet at the
coffeehouse across the street from their hotdl in the old historic district. But first he had onelast thread to
tieup, onelast interview.



Gray continued across the pedestrian bridge. Below, apair of black swans diced across the waters. A
few gulls swept acrossthe sky, reflected in theriver. The air smelled of the seaand thelilacs growing
along the edges of the waterway. He had started thisjourney at a bridge in Copenhagen, and now it
ended at another.

He lifted his gaze to the ancient city of black spires, copper-roofed turrets, and renai ssance clock towers.
The city of Wroclaw was once named Bredau, afortified township on the border between Germany and
Poland. Large sections of the city had been flattened during World War 11 asthe German Wehrmacht
fought the Russan Red Army.

The aftermath of that attack had also drawn Gray here...some sixty years later.

Ahead rose Cathedrd 1dand. The twin gothic towers of the idand's namesake, the Cathedrd of John the
Baptist, glowed fiery asthe day ended. But the cathedral was not Gray's destination. There were scores
of other smaler churches huddled on theidand. Gray's god lay only stepsfrom the bridge.

His boots crossed from iron grate to stone street.

The Church of Saints Peter and Paul squatted humbly to the left, easy to miss, merging itsrear facade
with the brick river wall. Gray spotted asmall coal door that led from the waterway's rocky bank to the
back of the church rectory.

Had a certain child once played adong there?

A perfect child.

Gray knew from recently unsealed Russian records that the motherless boy had been raised at the
orphanage once run by the Church of Saints Peter and Paul. There were many such abandoned children
after the war, but Gray had narrowed the possibilities by age, sex, and hair color.

Thelast of these parameters was most certainly white-blond.

Gray aso found records of the Russian Red Army's search of the city, of their scouring of the mountains
for the Nazis subterranean weapons labs, of their discovery at Wencedas Mine. They had come closeto
capturing SS-Obergruppenfiihrer Jakob Sporrenberg, Annaand Gunther's grandfather, as he evacuated
the Bdll. Lisahad learned from Annathat it wasin this city, in thisriver, that Tola, Hugo's daughter, had
drowned the baby.

But had she?

It was this one possibility that had Gray and ahandful of Sgmaresearch

experts delving into old records, following atrail long gone cold, pieced from bits and shreds. Then the
discovery...apriet'sdiary, the one who ran the orphanage here, telling of a baby boy, cold and alone,
found with his dead mother. She was buried in acemetery near here, nameless until now.

But the boy had lived, grown up here, entering the seminary under the tutelage of the same priest who
rescued him, gaining the name Father Fiotr.

Gray crossed to the rectory door. He had called in advance to interview the sixty-year-old priest, posing
as areporter researching wartime orphans for abook. Gray lifted and tapped the iron knocker on the
nondescript plank door.

He could hear Singing rising from the church itself, a service under way.

After afew moments, the door opened.

Gray knew ingtantly who greeted him, recognizing from old photos the lindless old face and bushy white
hair parted down the middle. Father Piotr was casudly dressed in jeans, black shirt, white Roman collar
of hisprofession, and alight, buttoned swester.

He spoke English with athick Polish accent.

"Y ou must be Nathan Sawyer."

Gray wasn't—but he nodded, suddenly uncomfortable lying to a priest. But such subterfuge was
necessary, as much for the old priest's sake as his own.

He dleared histhroat. "Thank you for granting methisinterview."

"Certainly. Please comein. Be welcome.”

Father Piotr led Gray through the rectory hall to asmall room with awarm coa stove in the corner. He
had apot of tea brewing atop it. Gray was motioned to a chair. Once seated, Gray took out a pad
containing ahandful of questions.



Piotr poured two cups and settled to aworn wingback, the cushions long contoured to the man's bodly.
A Biblerested on atable beside aglass-shaded lamp, dong with afew tattered mystery novels.

"Y ou've cometo inquire about Father Varick," the man asked with a soft and

genuinesmile. "A great man.”

Gray nodded. "And about your life here a the orphanage.”

Piotr sipped histeaand waved fingers at Gray to continue.

The questions were not that important, mogtly filling in blanks. Gray dready knew dmost everything
about the man'slife. Rache'suncle Vigor, as head of the Vatican'sintelligence branch, had supplied
Sigmawith acomplete and detailed dossier on the Catholic father.

Including medicd records.

Father Piotr had lived an unassuming life within the church. There was nothing especidly noteworthy
about his accomplishments beyond steadfast devotion to hisflock. His hedth, though, remained
exceptionaly good. Little to no medica history. A broken bone when he was ateenager, falling off a
rock. But other than that, routine physicas showed a perfectly fit individua. He wasn't massive like
Gunther or wickedly agile like the Wad enbergs. Just stolidly hedlthy.

Theinterview turned up nothing new.

Gray eventually closed his notebook and thanked the father for histime. Just to be thorough, he would
obtain blood and DNA samples when the priest went for his next physical, again coordinated through
Rachd'suncle. But Gray didn't expect anything much to come of it.

Hugo's perfected child turned out to be smply adecent and thoughtful man with resoundingly good
hedlth. Maybe that was perfection enough.

As Gray was leaving, he spotted an unfinished jigsaw puzzle spread on atable in the room's corner. He
nodded to it. "So you like puzzles?"

Father Piotr smiled guiltily, disarmingly. "Just ahobby. Keegps the mind sharp.”

Gray nodded and headed out. He thought of Hugo Hirszfeld'sinterest in the same. Had some
insubstantial essence of the Jewish researcher been passed to the boy, imparted through the Bell? As
Gray left the church and headed back over theriver, he pondered such connections. Fathers and sons.
Wasit just genetics? Or was there something more? Something at the quantum

levd?

The question was not anew one for Gray. He and hisfather had never had agood relationship; only
lately had bridges started to build. And then there were other issues, worrisome concerns. Like Piotr's
jigsaw puzzle, what had Gray inherited from hisfather? He certainly could not deny hisfear of
Alzheimer's, areal genetic possbility, but it went deeper than that, back to their hardscrabble
relaionship.

What type of father would he be?

Despite being late, the question stopped Gray cold on theiron bridge.

In that one question, redity shifted for him. He remembered Monk chalenging him on the planerideto
Germany, about Rachel, about their relationship. Hiswords returned to Gray on the bridge.

/ mention Kat's pregnant and you should've seen your face. Scared the crap out of you. And it's my kid.
Here was the root of his panic.

What type of father would he be?

Would he be hisfather dl over again?

Gray found hisanswer in the most unlikely place. A girl strode past him on the bridge, tucked into a
hooded sweater againgt the river's breeze. He flashed upon Fiona. He remembered the days of terror,
her hand gripping his, needing him, but forever fighting him. He recadled how that felt.

He gripped therails of the bridge, hard.

It hed felt wonderful.

And he wanted more.

A short laugh escaped him at the redization, just amadman on abridge. He didn't have to be hisfather.
While the potential wasthereto follow in hisfather's footsteps, he adso had free will, a consciousness that
could collgpse potentia in either direction.



Freed at last, he headed again across the bridge, dowly alowing thisone

redlity to collapse other potentids, falling like achain of dominoes, one after the other, leading to one last
teetering unresolved potential.

Rachdl.

He stepped off the bridge and headed toward their rendezvous.

When he reached the coffeehouse, she was dready waiting on the patio. She must have just arrived
hersalf. She had not spotted him. He paused, shocked at how beautiful shewas. It hit him anew every
time. Tdl, long-limbed, an inviting curve of hip, basom, and neck. She turned, finding him staring. A smile
bloomed. Her eyes, carame colored, glimmered warmly. She combed a hand through her ebony hair,
amog shyly.

Who wouldn't want to spend therest of their life with her?

He crossed, closing the gap, reaching ahand out for her fingers.

In that moment, Monk's chalenge again returned to him. It seemed so long ago. A chalenge about where
Gray and Rachd were headed. A chalengeraised on three fingers.

Wife, mortgage, kids.

In other words, redlity.

A relationship couldn't be suspended forever as pure potentid. Both loving and not loving. Evolution
would not stand for it. Redity must eventudly measureit.

And so it did now for Gray.

Wife, mortgage, kids.

Gray had hisanswer. Hewasready for the challenge of dl three. And with thisredization, thet last
domino toppled inside his heart.

Toloveor not.

Thewave or particle.

Gray took Rachd'sfingers. He saw it with clarity, yet the result still surprised him. He pulled her toward
the smdll table, noting that a plate of

scones rested atop it, dong with two dark steaming mugs of caffe latte, aready waiting for them.
Rachd'susud thoughtfulness.

He drew her down to one seat. He took the other.

He stared into her eyes. He could not keep the sorrow and apology out of hisvoice, but he alowed his
firm resolution to ring forth, too.

"Rachel, we need to talk."

Gray then saw it in her eyes, too. Redlity. Two careers, two continents, two people with separate paths
from here.

She squeezed hisfingers. "1 know."

* * %

Father Piotr had watched the young man cross the bridge. He stood at the open coa door that led back
into the rectory'swine cellar. He had waited for

his recent visitor to vanish down the far street, then sghed.

A nice young man, but shadows cloaked him.

Poor boy had much grief ahead of him.

But suchislifeésjourney.

A soft mewling drew his attention back down. A scrawny tabby brushed againgt hisankles, tail high, eyes
looking up at him expectant. One of Father Varick's strays. Now his charges. Piotr knelt down and
balanced atiny plate of scrapson arock. Theriver cat gave him onelast rub, then minced at the food.
Father Piotr crouched and stared out at theriver, ablaze with the last rays of the sun. He noted a bit of
feathered fluff near hished. A brown sparrow, its neck broken. One of the many gifts his orphansleft on
his doorstep.

He shook his head, collected the limp bird between his pdms, and raised it to hislips. He blew upon its
feathers, dancing them up, raising awing, which caught air with a surprised flutter. From hispam, the
gparrow took flight,



darting and dancing back up into the sky.

Piotr watched it for abreath, trying to read something in the winged path scribed through the air. Then he
brushed his hands and stood with a siretch.

Lifeforever remained awondrous mystery.

Evenfor him.

AUTHOR'SNOTE:

TRUTH OR FICTION

Thanks for accompanying me on thislatest journey. Asusud, | thought I'd take thislast moment of your
time to deconstruct the novel, to reveal where research ended and imagination continued.

First on the minor Sde;

DARPA hasindeed developed prosthetic limbs using revolutionary technology (though | don't think they
have incorporated flash chargesinto their plastic composites).

Similar to the book's ukufa, Stanford University has actudly produced a chimeric strain of mice whose
brains contain human neurd cdlls. Scientists are now contemplating trying to produce mice whose brains
are one hundred percent human neura cells.

A German boy was born in 2004 with amutation in the gene for myostatin, which resulted in acondition
caled double-muscling, resulting in increased strength and muscular tone. Isthisthe first natura-born
Sonnekdnig?

Shangri-Lawas discovered deep in the Himaayas in 1998, alost oasis of free-flowing water and lush
vegetation in the middie of the frozen pesks. What €lse might be hidden up there?

Moving onto the larger concepts:

As mentioned at the beginning of the book, the Bell itsdf isindeed redl, proving truth is often stranger
than fiction. The Nazis had congtructed a strange device, fueled by an unknown compound named
Xerum 525. Littleisknown about its true functioning, only that when it was powered up, astrangeillness
afflicted the scientistsinvolved, reaching asfar as neighboring villages. At the end of the war, the Bell
vanished, the scientists involved were executed, and to this day, what became of the deviceremainsa
mystery. If you'd like to learn more about this strange bit of history, about the postwar race among Allied
forcesfor Nazi technology, and about the Germans fascination with quantum research, | refer you to one
of the research biblesfor this novel: The Hunt for Zero Point by Nick Cook.

Inthisnovd, | dso spent considerable time describing Heinrich Himmler's fascination with runes, the
occult, and his search for the Aryan birthplacein the Himalayas. All of it isbased on fact, including the set
piece of Himmler's

Black Camelot of Wewelsburg. For more information on these topics, | suggest Christopher Hal€'s
Himmler's Crusade and Peter Levendas Unholy Alliance.

Lastly, one book wasinstrumenta in stimulating the core of this nove: Quantum Evolution by Johnjoe
McFadden. This book offers afascinating treatise on quantum mechanics and its possiblerolein
mutations and evolution. It also delvesinto the evolution of consciousness, which istouched upon at the
end of the nove. For amore comprehensive analysis on these topics, | highly recommend you pick up a
copy.

Which brings up thefind tenet of the book: the question of intelligent design versus evolution. | hopethis
novel raises as many questions asit provides answers. But ultimatdly, | firmly believe much of the current
debate is misguided. Rather than focusing so intently on where we have come from, alarger question
deserves even more fervent attention: Where are we headed?

To answer that, to follow that path, is mystery and adventure enough for anybody.
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