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      Waves tossed the galleon like a cork. With each gust, the vessel nearly capsized. Isla heard the sharp report of a wheel lock pistol even above the grinding of ship’s timbers. Snapped lines whipped in the gale. Sailors lashed themselves to masts and stanchions. She could hear the storm’s force twist the ship’s planks. Isla fought the wind and the violent pitch. By force of will, she moved from the sterncastle to the helm. Green, foaming waves washed across the decks, sucking sailors and equipment over the side. The wind howled like a maddened beast. Was it night or day? No one could tell. Whether the ship would shatter on the rocks was anybody’s guess. Could the galleon survive for even one more minute? This was their desperate hope.

      The ship’s manifest listed Isla’s full name, Infanta Isla de Rosario Trinidad de Trastámara, distant cousin to Charles V and confidante to his royal sister, Eleanor. Isla sailed on board La Nuestra Señora de la Luz. Her husband, Pariente Don Felipe Hernán de Mendoza y Guzmán, Duque de Cataluña, traveled aboard a different ship. They sailed as parts of the 1536 Spanish Fleet, and they were bound for Drake’s Passage and the wide Atlantic.

      For her, Felipe would always be Pipe, the affectionate name from their childhood. They grew up in the royal courts and manor houses of Spain. Charles and Eleanor had been their companions and riding partners. Remarkably, His Majesty permitted them to marry for love. Their bond strengthened ties between two great families. Their wedding and the formal grand balls following it had been the center of palace life. Because Pipe and Isla were so in love, the nobility of Spain loved to be near them. When they danced to the measured strains of “La Folia,” the dancefloor cleared for them, and the revelers applauded their grace and beauty.

      They were Royal Hand members. They carried out the king’s bidding with perfect discretion and ruthless efficiency. They traveled to the royal courts of Europe, often with gifts of gold and jewels, but just as often with poisoned daggers.

      A terrible disease had gained a foothold in the royal families of Europe, carried home by Peru’s conquerors. Its victims fell ill to a strange infection. The disease began as a simple flaking and scaling on the skin. In days, the stricken would die, and the disease would completely consume them. No one spoke of it. The Church burned the transmuted bodies. Those who fell ill lost first their minds and then their humanity. The course of the illness was too ghastly to consider. Isla and Pipe each carried the curative substance from the lowland jungles of the Montaro Valley, Isla’s in the hilt of her sword. They sailed on different ships to increase the likelihood of success. The minimal dose for a complete cure seemed infinitesimal to Isla. Barely one ounce would suffice to cure the entire nobility of Spain and perhaps all the royals of Europe.

      The cure came from the bark of a strange variety of the Pisonay. The Pisonay tree was sacred to the Incas, and this variety, Fantasma Rojo, Red Ghost, was impossibly rare. Its wood was red with black veins. Its brown bark was thick and soft, easily peeled from the trunk. Mountain shamans insisted that an inch of the stuff, softened in the mouth, would kill a demon on contact. She kept a precious inch of it in her sleeve. She and Pipe fought the jungle for three months to reach the grove and return with the remedy. They began with a score of men and staggered back to Lima with a handful of exhausted and injured survivors.

      And now they sailed with the Treasure Fleet for home. A storm of this magnitude was a great mystery. The waters off Peru and Chile were too cold to sustain a typhoon. How could this happen? Galleons carried the empire’s force to the world’s corners and were the most successful seagoing vessels in history, but no ship made by mortal hands could stand for long against the devil-waves that pounded the 1536 Treasure Fleet. Each galleon carried an average of five thousand pounds of gold. Sixty-two ships sailed with the fleet that year.

      When Isla was away from her husband on missions such as this, she slept fully clothed beside her naked sword. The gunshot brought her to her feet. She rose and did not take time to pick up her scabbard. She thrust her sword and two wheel locks into her belt and stepped out into the chaos.

      Isla used both hands to battle toward the helm. The slant of the deck rose and fell more than fifty degrees. They had lost the lateen spars, and now she watched the mizzenmast break free from the deck and slide over the gunnels, still tangled with ship’s lines. Ahead she could see the helm. The helmsman gripped the wheel. Beside him stood the captain, Diego Flores de Oquendo, and in each hand he held a wheel lock pistol, the sort favored by His Majesty. A third pistol lay discarded by his feet. Isla set her jaw and forced her feet forward and finally reached the captain’s side.

      Captain Flores shouted at her. His words were barely audible. “Doña Isla! Return to your quarters and pray for our souls! This is no place for you, Infanta. Look! The very devil walks the decks!” As he spoke, Isla saw an apparition approach. It was a man. He was naked and emaciated. His stride seemed unaffected by the raging storm. His wet hair was grey and long, reaching almost to his waist. In each hand he carried a short staff. What sort of witchery was this? Not far from the captain, an arquebus leaned against an oak cajonera. Isla reached for the gun and brought it to bear. She had to lean back to lift the heavy piece. There was no way to miss at this range. She prized back the lock and pulled the trigger. Even in this storm, the mechanism worked. The gun fired with a report that matched the roar of the raging wind. Without looking to see the effect of her shot, she dropped the arquebus and pulled a wheel lock pistol from her belt. It was charged. She cocked it and fired. She dropped the wheel lock and drew her sword.

      Eleanor had given her the sword. The best blacksmith in Toledo forged it from a billet of Wootz steel. The smith balanced it expressly for Isla’s hand, and the components in it were the finest to be had, in keeping with the exquisite performance of its patterned steel blade. She saw her shots had hit her target in the chest. She delivered a wide sweep at the man’s throat. Duelists in the capitol argued that she and Pipe were likely the finest fencers in Spain, and her melee experience with falchions, sabers, and cutlasses was, at her young age, extraordinary. Isla was an accomplished killer. Her cut did not miss. The strange man’s head hit the deck with a thump. The body toppled forward like a tree. There was no blood. She registered this but did not take time to consider it. The body and head on the deck turned red and smoked. Then bloodless flesh changed to ash. The rain and the waves breaking over the rail washed the ashes away. She pulled the priceless bark from her sleeve and placed it in her mouth. She expected vile bitterness, but the flavor was savory and herbal.

      On average, the galleons of The Treasure Fleet carried seventy cannons apiece. When three cauldron-sized metal spheres rose from the waves and hovered off the port hull, Captain Flores took the wheel and sent the helmsman below to order the gunnery crews to fire at will. They were to fire continuously at all targets. Captain Flores took four arquebuses from a locker by the companionway. He straightened to hand two to Isla. His eyes grew wide, and he shouted in fear. Isla spun. The twin of the man she beheaded stood inches from her. In each hand he held a staff that writhed and twisted. She smelt the stink of his breath. She spat the glob of Red Ghost bark in his face.

      The demon opened its mouth as if to shriek and then exploded. She heard cannons firing. Their roar drowned out the storm’s din. In the continuous lightning flashes, she saw five spheres. Two blew up from direct hits. A blast of lightning struck the main mast. Isla felt the keel snap. La Nuestra Señora de la Luz broke asunder and slid beneath the waves. As quick as that, the galleon took with it five thousand pounds of gold, three hundred souls, a hidden stash of medicine for which so many had perished, the finest sword in Europe, and Infanta Isla de Rosario Trinidad de Trastámara, trusted member of The King’s Hand.

      Barely two miles distant, Don Felipe Hernán and his galleon survived the storm. Only one demon attacked them, and they fought no spheres, although they saw a dozen. In helpless rage, they watched two spheres hover over a galleon. Light shafts shot out from the spheres and sliced the galleon into sections. The galleon sank with her crew. All told, four galleons sank in the storm and demon attack. Don Felipe never recovered from his grief.

      Upon his return to Spain, Felipe accepted the king’s gratitude for the Fantasma Rojo and condolences on Isla’s death. Felipe retired to one of his vineyards and lived three horrible years before his broken heart and a sudden spring fever took his life. At the end, after shrivening, as he drew his last breath in his final moments, Pipe danced once more with Isla at their wedding ball, spinning slowly across the floor. Formal and stately, the measured steps of the sarabande matched his heartbeat, taking them to the end of the song and stopping with a final, sad chord.
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      Jago, Jono, and Josto studied the man duct-taped to the wheelchair. Somebody had gagged him with the same tape. Over his eyes was a black blindfold. They had agreed (they always agreed with each other) that their guest receive neither injury nor insult that could not heal. Two security guards stood just behind the wheelchair, flanking the prisoner. The Triplets sat at a walnut seminar table facing their captive. During preconference, they decided to let Josto speak for them. He was the oldest by two hours. They looked to be in their fifties, but no one had any idea, really, and no one would ask.

      At a slight gesture from Jono, the security guards stepped out of the room. The doors slid shut behind them. Josto stood up, walked around the table, and flipped away the blindfold. The prisoner’s eyes flashed in rage as Josto cleared his throat. The gag remained in place.

      “I am Josto Caduti. These are my brothers, Jago and Jono. You are Anders Benson. So that settles names. Mr. Benson, may we call you Anders?” Josto leaned forward, gripped the edge of the duct tape, and ripped it from Anders’s lips. “I am so sorry,” Josto said.

      He returned to his place at the table and sat down again. Like his siblings, Josto wore black trousers, black blazer, and white shirt. His silver hair was neat and trimmed, combed back. He was clean shaven. He wore no jewelry, no watch. Jago and Jono appeared identical, of course.

      “We are certain you have questions, and we know you must be angry and confused. You came to Chicago intending to obtain signatures on certain instruments that would substantially add to your net worth. We promise that wealth to you now, and we have never broken our word.

      “You hired a car some hours ago to take you to the financial district, and that is all you remember, except perhaps you may have noticed in the last waking moments that your driver wore a tiny gasmask. We drugged you to facilitate matters.”

      Jono piped up. “He must be thirsty, Josto. Would you care for a drink, Anders?”

      “Fuck you,” Anders said. He was in his early thirties, with russet-brown hair and a runner’s build. He glared at his captors through green eyes. He maintained top physical shape, active in climbing, skiing, lifting, and skydiving. Just weeks earlier, he had risked his life to achieve a great prize.

      “Mr. Benson, we need your help. We are desperate for it. That said, to bring you here under these circumstances is perhaps not the very best tactic. But we could not settle on another course of action, and this meeting means everything to us, and to you, too.”

      “Go to hell,” said Anders. A giggle escaped Jago.

      Jono spoke. “Cut to it, Josto.”

      Josto said, “Three weeks ago, shortly after a severe storm, you walked into the Sonoran Desert and walked out with two gold ingots, their combined value a little in excess of two-point-nine million U. S. dollars.”

      Anders, already enraged, somehow managed to look even angrier.

      “And we believe,” continued Josto, “that to retrieve this treasure, you met and fought an adversary determined to stop you, and that it used—ahem—highly unorthodox means. It tried to end your life. You broke that opposing force and survived the encounter. That you yet live and possess the gold makes you incredibly interesting to us.”

      “Tell him we do not want his gold,” Jago said.

      “He heard you,” replied Josto. “Mr. Benson, we are convinced that you did not kill your new enemy—you only inconvenienced one of its personas. Your enemy, your adversary, will be coming to kill you and to kill us and everybody else.”

      Laughter erupted from Anders. “You’re out of your heads. What makes you think you have any grasp on reality?”

      “We watched high-definition video relayed from one of our satellites. We saw your battle. We replayed it over and over. We studied it.”

      “You want my help, and you drug me and tape me to a wheelchair, kidnapping me. The three of you are barking mad.”

      “Mr. Benson,” said Josto. “We never meet with people. For you we made an exception. If we wished you harm, well…”

      “Tell him who we are, what we do,” said Jago.

      “We control the Chicago Consortium. It is the largest criminal enterprise on the planet,” said Josto.

      “We own it,” said Jono, “and we will not give it up to some sick-brained monster from who knows where.”

      “We do not know if you can fight it and win, but we have reason to believe you might have the talent to locate some others who can help,” said Josto.

      “You’re crazy. What have you been sniffing? Why am I tied up? What the fuck is The Consortium? Let me loose!”

      “Give him the list,” said Jago.

      Once more, Josto rose from his seat and came around the table. He took a slip of paper from his blazer pocket. He folded the slip in half and placed it in Anders’s front shirt pocket.

      “These are the names of people who might be strong enough,” Jago said. “The name at the top is your own. We call you Breaker.”

      “Idiots! Dweebs! Nut jobs! And who are you, then—The Fallen?”

      Jago choked. Jono said, “Listen, brothers—we can accept this. We cannot deny the name is apt.”

      Jago said, “Next is Fred Collier. Young bank robber. Queer. We call him Slipknot. He is impossibly slippery. Like the others, he seems unaware of his own abilities. He likely thinks his own cleverness keeps him out of jail. The harder you try to catch him, the farther he slips from your grasp.

      “Third is Anne, last name unknown. The Quaker. When people hug her, the earth leaps in joy. When Anne makes love, cities sink into the sea. Remember the huge subsidence in San Francisco two years back? That was Anne. She was happy. Maybe someone rubbed her tummy.

      “Next on the list is Emerson Beekman. Retired federal cop. Apparently receives written warning of impending emergencies. He thinks his dead wife sends the messages. Beekman believes her ghost is a medium for God. We do not know the origin of the messages. We call Beekman ‘God’s Finger.’

      “Finally, we come to our very own Genevieve. We’ll let her choose her own nom de guerre. Contend with Genevieve, and you will meet your end. She’s on extended sabbatical, presently somewhere in Guatemala. We are pleased she is our ally rather than our enemy. We will ask her to extend every hospitality should you come in contact.

      “Outside is a limousine waiting to take you to the airport.” Jago reached under the table and brought up a leather briefcase. “This briefcase,” said Jago, “is full of one-hundred-dollar bills, more than sufficient to see you home to Missoula. This puny pile of cash is only walking-around money, Breaker. As of five minutes ago, your six preferred bank accounts show a combined balance of one billion dollars. The funds are at your disposal now. You are filthy, stinking, rotten-rich. Like us.”

      Jono said, “And you can keep the money even if you turn us down because money does not matter if we are all dead in six months. If we exist six months from today, you will find another billion in your accounts.”

      Jago continued, “At this moment, you believe we are insane. You think maybe you are crazy, too. You have no conception of the threat we face, of the peril at our throats. Go home, Breaker. Check your bank balance online. Stare out the window. Think hard. Take a week, no more than that. Time is short now. We will be in contact. You are in grave danger, and so are we.”

      As one, Jago, Jono, and Josto rose and turned. They walked to the blank wall behind them, and a panel slid aside. The Fallen stepped through an exit into darkness. Breaker heard Jono say, “Wait. Tell him the words. The words might help him.”

      Josto stepped back into the room and stood by the panel. He said, “Cosmology. Cosmic vortices. Conical wormholes. Triggering megahertz. Auditory mandalas.” He looked at Breaker. Then Josto Caduti stepped back into darkness, and the panel door slid shut.

      The guards returned. They wheeled Breaker into the elevator. From prior experience, the guards knew their journey would take a while. They settled in for the ride. After all, it was a long way up to the surface of the World.
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      Genevieve’s explorer-class yacht, The Dirty Girl, rode at anchor only a mile out from Puerto Patillas. She barely noticed that her cellphone had stopped working. Little could break through her focus on current operations. She could still access files. She could still open her call logs and her saved voice messages. But she could not send or receive calls or texts, nor could she access the internet. And given that every day she and her crew pulled fortunes in gold off the seabed, well, there were many issues fighting for her attention.

      Genevieve was a pirate. She could discuss market analytics with chief financial officers and artillery emplacements with gunnery sergeants. She could decode arcane cost accounts, and she could throw a hatchet. At setting traps and planning battles, she had no peer. She was a gangster, one of the most dangerous. At this point in her career, her base of operations was the round world’s ocean-sea.

      She and her crew were diving on La Nuestra Señora de la Luz, a galeón listed in the rolls of the 1536 Treasure Fleet. Full of stolen Incan gold and sailing south from Lima, La Luz sank in a storm off central Chile. Three hundred years later, anchored above the wreck, and only a mile out from a little port-city, The Dirty Girl could not help but draw attention to itself. The commotion from round-the-clock diving, noisy deck cranes, and dredges snaking over the bulkhead, not to mention the constant sweep of lights, told the tale to anybody with the motivation and discernment to take note. Genevieve paid no license fees for permission to bring up the wreck’s wealth. She forked over no bribes. She had not envisioned working this site for so long and had been willing to bet the Chilean government would have chased her off before now. This project was a frenzy of labor to pull up as much treasure as possible now—before the heat closed in.

      Genevieve calculated that spot gold was three thousand dollars per ounce. Along with precious personal objects, ornaments, coins, and jewels, Genevieve’s crew had recovered sixty bars of gold. The bars weighed, on average, five pounds. Not even considering the premium for collectors’ pieces, she estimated they’d pulled just shy of three million dollars from the silt. There were fifteen members in the crew, and in ten days, they’d each made two hundred thousand dollars.

      Among the hoard of valuable items brought up was a beautiful sword in the spada da lato style. The blade carried a magnificent Damascus water pattern. Almost certainly it was Wootz steel, and it came from a Toledo forge. This was a nobleman’s fighting sword; bladesmiths fashioned it to cut through chainmail. And because it was so formidable, its hilt came decorated with two emeralds and two rubies. Somehow, over the centuries, the blade kept its edge. Genevieve fell in love with it as soon as she held it. The balance was perfect in her hand. She decided she could never sell it.

      They came under attack eleven days into their operation. It was brazen and fast, a hopped-up ferry loaded with mercenaries pointing rifles. Genevieve had mined the area around their salvage. The mines were the size of apricots. Somehow, they maintained saltwater buoyancy at three feet from the surface. They were cheap. With a switch at the wheel, she could turn the mines on and off. They were tiny, but she planted all she secured: two thousand. Preparing for this moment, she seeded them in a perimeter some distance from the diving zone. The mines were untested, so she asked Antonio to man the heavy machine gun mounted at the stern. As the boatload of mercs sped toward them, she flipped the mines’ charging switch to ON. The merc’s ferry sliced into the minefield, and hundreds of little security mines exploded below the water line. The boat was perforated with golf ball-sized holes. In moments, the boat foundered and went under, settling belly first. The men onboard were swimming. And then, they, too, were full of holes. Amid much shouting and thrashing, the attackers sank beneath the waves. Were there two dozen men on the attackers’ vessel?

      She turned off the mines. Antonio gave orders for the bodies to be fished up and transported to shore. Genevieve looked to the skies. The next attack would come from the air. Her blood was up. She felt good. Without thinking, she reached for her phone to check the status of her shore-based battery. Oh! Right—she had to use a ship’s radio. But while she held the phone in her hand, she checked to see if it worked. She looked at her call log. There were no new calls. She checked messages. There was one, a week previous. Likely it was the last one before she lost service. From force of habit, she opened it. It was from Walt.

      Her breath caught. Her vision swam.
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        * * *

      

      Three years ago, Genevieve had stolen two of Chagall’s Paris landscapes from a private collection in Miami. After a flashy heist, she liked to visit the rural countryside until the heat died. This time, for no particular reason, she chose the North Cascades of Washington State. She picked Borgo, a decrepit, antique mining village famous for its home-style Italian restaurants and bucolic scenery. She stayed in a chain motel that promised no surprises on its marquee. She spent her days sipping coffee outside of coffee shops. She strolled the two main streets, reading historical markers and plaques.

      In mid-May, the weather in Borgo’s narrow valley was a little unsettled. Most days brought bright blue to the strip of sky visible from Borgu, but on the third day, a heavy rain came. Genevieve slipped into a poncho and carried on. She loved weather, especially bad weather. She stood in the rain outside a saloon of historical significance. She bent forward just a little to better see the historical narrative set forth in peeling, wet paint. It was then the phone she carried out of habit slipped from her wet fingers, landed on a grate, teetered for an instant on a crossbar, and slipped into the drain.

      Before she could say damn, a man in a blue sport coat and striped tie fell face forward into the puddle surrounding the grate, threw his hand and arm into the drain, and fished out her phone. He handed it to Genevieve, and then he stood up. Behind him, she saw at least two dozen teenagers. Her eyes focused on the yellow bus across the street. In the course of normal events, Genevieve would curse the ill fate that brought such an accident, thank the benefactor profusely, and hand him a thousand dollars. That would be that. The presence of watchful students, obviously on a school outing, changed her plan.

      “Thank you so much!” she said. “My God, I am so grateful. But look at you! Your clothes!”

      “I hope your phone will be okay,” the man (obviously a chaperone) said.

      “Dry cleaning isn’t going to fix your coat and trousers. And the tie! Let me pay you something for the costs.”

      “No, I couldn’t accept anything. I just grabbed your phone.”

      “Please.” It struck her she had just begged. She remembered begging when she was ten.

      “No. I didn’t do⁠—”

      “What is your name?” she asked him. His class was watching. She would have an answer.

      “I’m Walt. Walt Frederick.”

      “I’m Genevieve Cocklin. The bus says,” she gestured behind her, “‘Seattle Greater School District #6.’ I’m going to contact your bosses and congratulate them for employing a person of your quality.”

      “Really, you don’t⁠—”

      “Thank you again, Walt.” She stepped into the saloon to dismantle and dry her phone. She was happy to escape the students. That same afternoon, she kept her promise, calling his principal, his district administrator, and even the system’s superintendent. Of course, they didn’t care that Walt Frederick was polite and chivalrous and that he served as a great example to the younger generation.

      She shocked herself when she sent an investigator to get his clothing sizes. The private investigator’s professional fee (these days, professional always preceded fee) was ten times what she paid for a new coat, trousers, shirt, and tie. She knew she would spook him if she selected clothing of exceptional quality.

      She even set spies to report back to her what teachers wore to work. She had learned, of course, where he lived. She knew what time he left for school and when he returned. She considered herself a little crazy, perhaps even dangerously obsessed. She was loving it, the entire experience. She thought like a thief. She knew everything there was to know about him. She could take him now, but Walt had nothing to take except his heart. Genevieve would have that.

      On a Monday, she sent a little note to his school, directed to him (Mr. Fredericks, Room 326), and asked if he would care to meet at 6:00 PM the following Monday for pie and a soda. Genevieve named a quiet bistro close to his little rented house. She included her cell number. Walt messaged her on Wednesday: “Sounds great! See you then!”

      She had the packages hidden under her chair when he came in. As they waited for cherry pie a la mode, she presented the clothing. He tried to decline, of course, but she had bought them, after all, and she was quite insistent this time without the students watching. He accepted with some grace, and he seemed genuinely grateful. He smiled, and his face looked, almost in a way, relieved. Her heart soared. He seemed shy and inexperienced in their little meeting. She smiled and encouraged. She asked to meet again. In subsequent weeks they met several times. They walked in a neighborhood park. They went to an adventure movie. They ate at modest restaurants. He asked her to his house for dinner.

      After that dinner (he made her pot roast from scratch with all the fixings), she was the instigator in their first lovemaking. He stood washing dishes at the kitchen sink, and she took his arm and led him into his bedroom. She slowly undressed him. He did not resist. He was shy and only concerned with pleasing her. Her obsession evaporated then, and love bloomed in her pirate’s heart. Walt shared with her everything about his life—his college days, the story of his parents, baseball in high school, the pride he felt in teaching, and the constant financial desperation that teachers endure all of their lives.

      She would never tell him who she was. Nothing good could grow from that disclosure. She would lose him if she did, and that truth controlled her. Genevieve lied most of the time to most people, of course, and especially she lied to people who were not criminals. But she learned now that to lie to a lover left her heart scalded. Was Walt a lover, or was Walt the man she loved? She hated herself but lived for her moments with him. She lied about a meaningless job in a meaningless company. She lied about non-existent coworkers and non-existent siblings. She did her best to spend two or three days with him every month.
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        * * *

      

      Genevieve stood now on the deck of her honest-to-God pirate ship, off the shore of Peru. She had just killed dozens of men. She read Walt’s old message on the screen of her phone, cursing herself for missing it until now. As such things went, it was a long message, likely dictated.

      
        
        I love you. Times are getting rough. There are no open stores. Gas stations are closed. I can’t call out. Food is scarce. School closed. Buses don’t run. I hear gun fire. I can think only of your safety. Text back. Tell me you are safe. Please come to me if you can. I need you in my arms. I love you.

      

      

      “Antonio!”

      “Sì, capitano mio.”

      “Bring up the divers. Pay the men their shares in gold. Commandeer three big, fast choppers. Recall all of our crew currently on shore leave. Invite as many as would like to join me on a new mission. I want one hundred dangerous men and women, armed. Can we pull that many in?

      Antonio said, “They are waiting for an assignment, Genevieve. They are your loyal crew.”

      “Good. Arrange for us to fly to Seattle with all due speed, the Dirty Girl following. Is Malcolm in the wheel room?”

      “Yes.”

      Genevieve climbed the companionway to the wheel room. Malcolm was hunched over what appeared to be bits of wires and transistors. He gripped an electric soldering iron. She spoke his name, and he jumped.

      “Malcolm, the need now is for speed, and the need is great. I must contact my old bosses in The Consortium. Can we communicate through email or phones?”

      “No. I think the world is ending.”

      “On that, Malcolm, we agree. That said, I need to speak with my old bosses. How are your connections? Can you whistle them up on shortwave?”

      “Do they have shortwave radios?”

      She looked at him and growled.

      “Is there a city I should try first?”

      “I last saw them in Chicago.”

      “I’ll send up smoke signals. I’ll flash Morse code from mirrors. I
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