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CHAPTER ONE

Nice, France

June 10

10:48 a.m.

Gunshots exploded in the Ackroyd apartment, tearing ragged holes in the walls, the furniture, the paintings. The agents of the Teutonic Order had attacked suddenly and swiftly.

“Run!” Lily shouted. “Run!”

Darrell tore through the rooms to the apartment’s private elevator and pulled open the narrow door. “Get in!”

Lily flew past him and crouched to the left of the door, pounding the Down button. She clutched her traveling bag under one arm. Under the other was a small aluminum box, inside of which was the razor-edged silver device known as Triangulum. The fifth of the twelve relics of the Copernicus Legacy.

The agents of the Order wanted it.

The door frame of the elevator shattered under a spray of bullets. Darrell brushed splinters from his face as the door closed, his heart thundering like a flat-out Maserati. As they descended four floors toward street level, his mind flew over the last weird minutes.

Smack in the middle of a heart-wrenching conversation with Lily—“I have to go home,” she’d insisted. “No more relics. No more of this stuff”—the shooting began. The housekeeper, Madame Cousteau—what was she, sixty? eighty?—came stumbling across the floor, her dress bloody, her face ghost-white. With her last ounce of strength, she’d thrust the relic box into their hands and urged them to flee.

Silva, their single-name, black ops–trained bodyguard, raced into the room as they’d left it, trading shots in several directions at once before he was struck in the shoulder, the arm, the side. He collapsed to the floor. It was horrible to see their longtime friend writhing in pain. Both Silva and Madame Cousteau had sacrificed themselves to protect the relic that Lily was clutching to her chest. Darrell hated when people did that—threw themselves in the line of fire, selflessly giving the kids time to escape.

“The police have to come.” Lily stamped on the elevator floor to make it descend faster. “Not that that means anything, either. The police work for her.”

Her.

Galina Krause, the young leader of the Teutonic Order and the one person in the world who wanted the twelve relics as much as they did. Those relics, when assembled, would power a time machine built by the famous astronomer Nicolaus Copernicus.

Despite everything the kids had discovered about Galina over the months since the relic hunt began, they didn’t know why she wanted to travel in time. Darrell wondered if, after everything else, that question might be the crowning mystery atop a gigantic mountain of mysteries.

The elevator jerked abruptly to a stop. The doors didn’t open.

“We’re between floors,” Lily whispered. “Darrell, they stopped it!”

“They found the emergency shutoff. They’re trapping us inside.”

“Not me. I’m not staying here—”

“Well, I’m not, either!”

Digging his fingers between the doors did nothing but break his nails. He frantically whipped off his belt and wedged the buckle between the doors, jamming it in with the palm of his hand. This gave him room enough to force his fingers into the crack.

Once Lily helped, they were able to pry the doors open a few inches, then a foot, then wide enough to slip through. The elevator was halfway between the second and third floors. They dragged open the outer doors. Jumping up, Lily poked her head out.

“No one. Yet.”

She slid out easily—she’d been a gymnast since elementary school—then helped Darrell up into the hallway. The corridor ran outside someone else’s apartment. Darrell saw a window at the end and a wooden stand big enough only for the vase of flowers sitting on it. Roses. Or some other flower. Darrell didn’t know flowers.

A scattering of gunfire sounded from the upper floor. Was Silva still battling the attackers? Was he even alive? Death in the summer on the French Riviera. People died in beautiful places all the time.

“Out the window?” Lily whispered. She moved past him to the end of the hall, unlocked the sash, slipped it up. “Can you do that?”

He joined her and looked out. The drop from the window to the ground wasn’t short. He shook his head. “We’ll break our legs.”

“You maybe,” she said with a smirk. “But what does it matter? We’ll die if we stay.”

“Wasn’t it you who said run? Hard to run with broken legs.”

“Fine,” she growled, then pointed to a railed gallery on a house opposite that was slightly closer. “Can you jump that far?”

There was a splash of gunfire behind them. A door was kicked open. Stomping feet.

“I can fall that far.”

“That’s all I ask.”

Lily tried to hold the aluminum box under her arm, but he took it from her. He wedged it into his waistband. Without his belt on it actually helped keep his pants up. She climbed into the window’s wide frame and gripped the sides. When she leaned back and her arms tensed, he noticed how muscular she was. Months of battling the Teutonic Order had made her into a soldier. She launched herself from the window. He almost couldn’t look, but there she was on the far terrace, crouching on her feet. She’d done it.

Darrell hesitated like the next guy to parachute out a plane, then heard a series of close shots, and leaped from the window. Lily half caught him so he didn’t crack his head. His heart was hammering wildly as they rushed off the terrace and into the room.

It was empty.

So was the corridor outside the room. It was heavily shaded despite the sunny morning—he was trying hard to notice things to get his brain back. There was a windowless metal door at the far end of the hall. There was no other way to go.

“Come on, then,” Lily said. “You still have Triangulum?”

“Of course I do. It’s actually keeping—”

“Well, it better,” she said.

Lily’s devastating good-bye—that she was leaving their hunt for the relics, leaving Europe, leaving them, and leaving him—came just as he’d finally gotten the courage to say he liked her. The instant he was pouring out his heart, she dumped that pile of bricks on him. “I’m leaving. Bye.”

He’d had mere seconds to get nauseous before the shooting started, and it was all “Run! Run! Run!”

The door at the end of the hall opened into a stairway. It led down to a backstreet behind the Place de Palais du Justice, the Palais being Nice’s main police station. The sun was blazing when they staggered into the street.

Whistles shrieked. Darrell spotted a slew of gendarmes, police officers, racing out of the Palais. It only meant that he and Lily needed to get out of there fast.

They trotted quickly to the next corner, then down the street to the next and the next.

“They were hit,” Lily said suddenly. “They were both hit. Back there.” She wasn’t looking at him when she said this. He guessed she couldn’t erase the frightening images, the wounding and possible murder of Silva and the housekeeper, the blood, the terror in their eyes.

“We can’t focus on them right now,” Darrell said. “We have to—”

“There. Bikes,” Lily said. She rushed to a pair of girls’ bicycles with baskets and ribbons tied on them.

Not exactly his choice, but there weren’t any Aston Martin DB5s in sight. Luckily, neither bike was locked—people trusted people. Wasn’t that a nice idea? Looking around and seeing no one near, they mounted the bikes and pedaled cautiously away from the curb into the lush morning streets.

Not knowing where he was going, but following Lily, who seemed to, Darrell was finally able to give a thought—a terrified thought—to the others: his mother, Sara; his stepbrother, Wade; their friend Becca; and Julian, the son of their benefactor and friend, Terence Ackroyd. Darrell wondered if their detective friend, Paul Ferrere, had warned them in time. Either way, it was likely that they’d been lured into an ambush at the Nice airport and that it had probably happened at exactly the same moment the apartment was attacked, so neither could warn the other.

Then there was Darrell’s stepfather, Roald Kaplan. According to a text Darrell had just received from Paul, Roald and Terence Ackroyd weren’t guests at Gran Sasso, an underground nuclear laboratory in Italy, after all. They were being held against their will, and the facility was under lockdown. The two men—and a bunch of other scientists—had plainly been kidnapped by Galina and her agents and had been prisoners for days.

“Lily, hold up. Where exactly are we going?”

“How should I know?” She steered her bike to the sidewalk and parked under a tree. She dismounted, looking ready to cry. “We have to think. I can’t think, but I think we have to.”

“I agree,” he said. “But maybe not here.”

Any movement—cars, pedestrians, other bicyclists, motorbikers—seemed suspicious. Figures crisscrossed every street, plaza, and alleyway around them. Darrell had to assume that the Order was everywhere by now, willing to kill to bring Triangulum to Galina.

“Let’s ditch the bikes and make ourselves invisible,” he said. “We have to be able to react quickly—”

“Darrell, I’m afraid.”

“Hey. Me, too. A ton. Let’s get the relic somewhere at least a little safe”—he tapped the aluminum box at his waist—“then try to contact my mom and Wade and Becca.”

“My parents will search for me, you know,” she said. “They’ll find us and help us.”

Darrell pushed his fingers back through his short hair. His head was wet from perspiration. “You know what, I hope not. If they find us, it’ll mean the Order can find us, which they’ll certainly do before your parents, so that when your parents find us, we won’t even be there.”

Lily groaned from Darrell’s latest Darrellism, but he had touched a nerve.

If she did leave the quest as she said she was going to, would she maybe, just maybe, miss his semi-idiotic remarks? Except that right now what he’d said didn’t seem so idiotic, semi or otherwise.

She scanned both ends of the street and took a long slow breath. “This way.” Then, walking under a palm tree, or some other kind of ferny tree, she felt herself stiffen.

“What?” he said.

She slid her hand into her shorts pocket and pulled out her phone. “A call.”

“Don’t answer it.”

She read the name. “It’s Becca! For half a second, that’s all!”

“Lily, wait—”

“Becca, hello? Are you all right?”

A long pause. “Alas, your friend Rebecca cannot come to the phone. You would do well to turn over the relic to our men if you want to see her alive.”

“It’s Markus Wolff!” she gasped.

Markus Wolff was Galina Krause’s most ruthless assassin and one of the scariest men alive—if you could call a robotic killer alive.

Darrell jerked the phone roughly from her fingers. “No electronics!” He threw it on the sidewalk and ground it to pieces under his heel. 

“Darrell!”

“Lily, no,” he said. “We know my mom and the others are in trouble. They know we’re in trouble. It’s how we live. We don’t need tracking devices on us!”

Then he pulled out his phone and did the same, crushing it underfoot.

Surprising herself, she didn’t scream. The Order’s thugs—warriors and killers, really—were doubtless tracing cell phone signals even then. Any car could suddenly slow and a gun barrel peek out. She and Darrell had one of the priceless relics, after all.

“You know what, you’re right.”

“I am so— Wait. Say that again?”

“You’re right. We can’t trust our stuff. Isn’t it a thing that hackers can crack a phone, no matter how encrypted, in, like, an hour?”

“I think I heard that.”

“Well then, yeah.” She slid her minitablet from the small bag hanging on her shoulder and gave it to him. “Do it.”

Turning her face, she heard Darrell snap the tablet in half then scoop up the remains of all three devices and toss them into the nearest trash receptacle.

“No grid, Lily. We run, we eat, we sleep. We’re just us, starting now.”

She sighed. “I hope that’ll be enough. Anyway, I was nearly out of battery. You know what we seriously need?”

“Motorcycles? A helicopter?”

“A friend with connections to smuggle us out of Nice,” she said. “And I’m suddenly thinking of that man who helped us in Monte Carlo last week. Maurice Maurice.”

“Maurice Maurice?” Darrell blinked. “The gangster?”

“The entrepreneur, yes,” she said.

Maurice Maurice was an underworld friend of Terence Ackroyd, who had recently provided the Kaplans with a camera to secretly monitor an auction where a pair of sixteenth-century mirrored spectacles crafted by Leonardo da Vinci were being sold. Those glasses had ultimately led them to the location of the Triangulum relic.

“Fine,” Darrell said. “But where do we find Maurice?”

“Well, what’s the most criminal part of the coast of France?”

“The shops?”

“The docks,” she said. “That’s where all the smuggling happens. Someone down there has to know him.”

It wasn’t much, Darrell thought, but it was a direction. Lily’s brain was, all things considered, cooler than his own, except, of course, when it wasn’t. Still, now they had a plan. Something to do before they were found, tortured, and killed. He resecured the box snugly in his waistband and followed Lily down to the water.
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CHAPTER TWO

Côte d’Azur International Airport

Ten kilometers away

Eleven minutes earlier

Becca Moore disliked airports.

A lot.

The Nice airport was all right, she guessed. Efficient and clean and bright and all that. But the noise—the roar—of competing sounds was like a thousand needles piercing her head. Her pulse was through the roof. She felt heavy. She was afraid, trembling, shivering, hot and cold all at once. Something was running through her, a strange, dull kind of electricity.

It wasn’t normal.

Not to mention that when you’re expecting a flight, the sheer act of waiting drives you nuts.

At 10:55, Roald Kaplan and Terence Ackroyd were due to arrive from Rome after almost a week spent at Gran Sasso, the underground laboratory of CERN, the Conseil Européen pour la Recherche Nucléaire, or European Organization for Nuclear Research. Wade had received a text that morning from his father giving the details of his and Terence’s arrival, but little else.

Terence’s son, Julian, was now pacing the baggage claim. Wade and his stepmother, Sara, stood at the escalator, anxiously awaiting the rush of passengers. Becca herself was utterly exhausted from their recent frantic search for Triangulum. Their nonstop quest—from France to Morocco to Tunisia to Hungary, then back to France, then Turkey, then Malta—had pretty much drained the life out of her. Now she was fighting chills as she tried her best not to collapse from the roar and the needles in her brain. Finally an announcement came over the address system stating that Dr. Kaplan’s flight had just landed and its luggage would “apparaîtra prochainement sur le tapis roulant numéro huit.”

Taking a deep breath, Becca dragged herself over to carousel 8.


Wade followed his stepmother and joined Becca and Julian at the carousel. “It won’t be long now,” he said. “I can’t wait to hear their story. Working inside an underground nuclear lab has got to be so strange and cool.”

“Our story’s probably better,” Julian said with a nervous laugh.

Right.

While Wade’s father and Terence were guests of the laboratory’s director, Marin Petrescu, to discuss illegal nuclear activity that pointed directly to Galina Krause and the Teutonic Order, Wade, Becca, Lily, and Darrell had discovered Triangulum. It had been hidden on the tiny island of Malta in the early-sixteenth century by the famous pirate Barbarossa and the even-more-famous artist Leonardo da Vinci.

“I can’t wait to tell Dad everything about our find,” Wade said, scanning the arrivals board, knowing it would be mere minutes now before they were reunited.

“Not the dangerous details, please,” Sara said. “Or how many times we nearly died.”

Wade laughed. “I guess not.”

Not being able to actually see his father for almost a week had alarmed and frustrated him. There were so many times he wanted just to talk. Darrell was great, so was Sara, and the girls, of course. But talking with your dad, that was something different, and he missed it.

Now the long wait was over. His father’s last text was upbeat and simple.

Explain all soon! Love you all!

So after the days of grinding worry, his father was safe. Terence was safe, too. Everything had turned out all right. In less than an hour, the family would be resting together in the luxurious Ackroyd apartment, overlooking Nice’s Palais de Justice.

Sara’s phone buzzed loudly. She smiled. “It’s from Paul Ferrere.”

After being wounded in Russia during the search for the Serpens relic, the detective’s latest assignment was to serve as backup at Gran Sasso in case Wade’s father and Terence needed him.

“Hello?” Sara said.

In a fraction of a second, Sara’s face changed. Her smile dropped away, her eyes flashed with alertness. “What? But no. Roald sent us a message!” She spun her head around, scanning the vast waiting room. “Guys, it’s a trap. Your father didn’t send that text. He and Terence are prisoners at the lab. Becca, Julian, it’s a trap—”

Before Wade could react, he heard someone shouting in English. “Hey, buddy, watch what you’re doing!” Other voices called out alarmingly in French. There was a sudden loud crack, then tumbling, like luggage being kicked. Now he saw several men pushing through the crowd. At their head was a tall white-haired man in a long coat of black leather.

“Markus Wolff!” Becca shouted. “Somebody stop him! He’s got a gun!”

Sara swept Becca with her and ran to the end of the baggage claim area. Three men in dark suits suddenly appeared from nowhere and blocked that exit.

Julian jerked around. “The luggage carousel! Go!”

Sara tore off her flip-flops and scrambled barefoot onto the nearest moving conveyor, Becca with her, her shoulder bag flying. They made their way to the chute where the luggage tumbled down to the conveyor. Clutching the sides, they crawled up. Wade followed Julian after them, but a heavy carton flew down at him. He tumbled backward.

Why doesn’t the alarm sound? Why isn’t everything shutting down?

Markus Wolff and his men were being held up by a gathering of passengers, maybe because Becca had shouted that he was armed. Everyone was yelling now. Wade crawled up the chute into a large room. A team of luggage handlers shouted angrily at them, but Becca argued back until one of the men pointed to the far end of the room.

“Merci!” she said. “Wade, come on! Julian!”

They rushed across the floor and out a half-open door. Bags were rolling up a belt from the back of a truck parked below. The four of them slid down the belt to the truck and then to the ground. Breathless, they ran along the building past several heavy vehicles loaded with paneling and sheets of brushed aluminum.

“Ask the workers for help?” Wade said.

Julian shook his head. “No. We can’t trust them.”

Wade wondered why Sara and Becca were getting so far ahead of them. Why was he running like an old man? Then he realized his right leg burned below the knee. He must have sprained something when he fell down the chute.

“There, an open door,” Sara said. They followed her into a tented area. It smelled of hot metal and grease and whined with high-pitched motors. Hurrying to the end, they pushed through a thick rubber dust curtain and were inside a half-built terminal.

The giant room that should have been filled with witnesses was as empty as a tomb.

“This is exactly what Wolff wants,” Wade said. “To get us alone.”

The pain in his leg had spread to his thigh, his hips, his groin and stomach.

Seriously? I can’t run! Shut up. Keep moving.

Julian ripped off a scroll of safety tape that was draped across a set of doors. They plowed into a warren of back rooms, conveyors, stairways, baggage elevators, storage areas, all stark empty and awaiting the junk of travel.

“Hey!” someone yelled. “Qu’est ce que vu faites là? C’est une zone interdite! Is forbidden!”

Suddenly, the doors swung wide behind them and a shot rang out. Becca faltered.

“No!” Wade screamed, running to her as if dragging a boulder.

She picked herself up, shook her head. “I’m not hit. Keep going.”

Wade stayed with her anyway, his heart thundering. The room had no visible exit. And there were at least six armed men, their weapons aimed to kill. There was nowhere to turn. He noticed then that Julian wasn’t with them anymore. Where has he gone?

Markus Wolff was a statue of unmoving calm in the midst of this chaos. He spoke.

“Give it to me.”

“We don’t have the relic,” Wade said breathlessly.

“I know,” Wolff said. “That is being dealt with.”

“Don’t you touch Lily!” Becca screamed.

Sara took her by the arm and backed up as far as they could go. It wasn’t far.

As the armed agents—tall, muscular, clad entirely in black—crowded them together, Wolff strode calmly across the shiny floor tiles. A giant poster behind him proclaimed Bienvenue à la Côte d’Azur. Beneath the letters was blue sea, sandy beaches, palm trees, red umbrellas, sailboats in the sunshine. Wolff’s usual dead, icy eyes and his stony, chiseled features seemed to quicken when he set his eyes on Becca. He slipped his hands from his long leather coat. In his right hand was a semiautomatic pistol.

“You are the reason once again, Rebecca Moore. Please. The diary.”

Wade felt a shudder go through him. “She doesn’t have it,” he lied. “It’s in London.”

The pain had dulled, but now it coursed through him, a heaviness that made him dizzy. He dug his hand into his pocket, gripped the alarm Sara had gotten for him at Westminster Abbey. He pressed it. It made a tinny sound that went nowhere in the big space. Then he clamped it tight, letting its sharp-edged medallion cut into his palm.

Don’t faint. Don’t fall. Be here!

“Miss Moore, the diary, please.” Wolff didn’t take his eyes from Becca as he raised his pistol . . . to Wade’s head. The giant room was so quiet, all Wade heard was the pounding of blood in his ears.

“Don’t you dare hurt a hair on his head!” Sara shouted, her face on fire.

The agents lined the others carefully against a wall of shiny lockers as the white-haired killer stared into Becca’s face. He focused his black eyes like lasers, deeper, farther inside her, until, like a hypnotist, he discovered what he was looking for. Lowering his weapon, he stepped over to her.

“As you know, Miss Moore, I only do what I am told. No more. No less.”

Becca trembled as Wolff, without removing the heavy bag from her shoulder, slipped a long-fingered hand inside it and removed the battle-worn diary of Nicolaus Copernicus. It was an oddly intimate move. Wade wanted to punch Wolff in the face for it.

“Thank you, my dear. It is all because of Joan Aleyn, the orphan girl whose life you saved in the waters of the Thames in London. You must already know this, yes?”

Pocketing his pistol, Wolff opened the diary and slowly turned its pages as if flaunting his power. That, too, was creepily intimate.

“You showed such compassion to Joan,” Wolff went on. “But you help everyone, don’t you, Miss Moore? Helmut Bern? You tried to save him, too. You are so . . . human.”

From Wolff’s lips, it sounded like a dirty word.

“What are you talking about?” Becca said shakily. “What do the relics and the diary have to do with the girl? What?”

Wolff didn’t respond, just stepped away and motioned to his men . . . to do something . . . when Julian appeared.

Wade saw him crouched on the unfinished upper level looking down through the scrollwork of a half-built railing. He had a handgun. Where he got it, Wade couldn’t begin to guess. Julian didn’t make a sound as he slid around directly behind Wolff. He didn’t make a sound as he motioned with his free hand to stand away. He didn’t make a sound as he aimed the pistol, either.

There was no sound at all, as if every atom of air had been sucked out of the cavernous room, until the whole place exploded with the crack of his pistol.

At the very same time, three things happened.

The agents spun around and returned fire at Julian.

Becca rushed at Wolff and tore the diary out of his hands.

And the empty room rang with a shriek that seemed to come directly from the antique book.
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CHAPTER THREE

On the Road to San Pietro, Italy

June 10

Evening

A lioness, leaping.

“Now, as I say, Miss Krause . . .”

The thin man cleared his throat as the silver Mercedes sport-utility vehicle twisted through the turns on the mountain highway. “It is happening across the globe.”

A monkey as blue as the summer sky.

“Not merely in Nice,” he went on, “but in Budapest, Kiev, San Francisco, Tokyo, Edinburgh, everywhere Guardians exist. Your agents are taking them out.”

Black-tressed women, wild blossoms, a serpent coiling overhead.

“I can show you the video streams. Would you like to see the video streams?”

Galina looked out the tinted window, took a breath. It burned her lungs. There was a rawness in her throat, an ache in the center of her chest, a sting behind the eyes that would not be blinked away. Gray hillsides rose up on either side of the winding road.

The strange and colorful images had come to her recently. Memories? Waking nightmares? Hallucinations caused by her pain? They meant something, she was sure. But what?

A griffin, rearing in front of a . . . a . . . what?

“Soon the ruse of a nuclear leak at Gran Sasso will be discovered,” she said. “We require a real contamination. Have the colonel arrange for a toxic spill outside the main entrance to the mountain. Issue a report under the director’s name. Only a few more days are needed before the astrolabe is complete.”

“Yes, Miss Krause,” the man said, quickly sending a message, then returning to his computer. “Now, as I say. Osaka, three. Damascus, two. Montreal, six. Pretoria, five. São Paulo. Helsinki. Delhi.” He tapped the screen. “May I show you the video streams?”

Come back, Galina. Leave the lioness, the monkey, the blossoms, the serpent.

“Show me.”

The thin man nestled closer to her. Four separate video streams divided his computer screen into equal parts. “These are the best. Look.”

Budapest at twilight. A woman, mostly shawls and scarves and wrinkles, shudders on the doorstep of 62 Nagymezö Street. Her arms flail when she drops lifeless. It is many moments before a passerby notices and runs to her.

San Francisco. The night sky lit up by a houseboat in flames. A dozen medical and fire personnel work frantically on the bloodied body of a bearded man.

Miami. An elderly woman is seen from above. She is watering flowers. She looks up, she reels back on her front lawn as water dribbles from the watering can.

“A drone, Miss Krause. Armed, of course. This next is a longtime minor Guardian named Pytr Slovatny, in Warsaw.”

A man is propped against a wall like a prisoner. He shudders once and falls limp.

Turning to the window as they motored up an unpaved road, Galina said, “And the one named Carlo Nuovenuto? Have you found him?”

“Alas, Miss Krause, not yet. We continue our search. He has gone into hiding. He is the most elusive of Guardians.”

“He must be found. And removed.”

“Yes, Miss Krause.”

At the end of the drive stood a low stone farmhouse. Galina breathed out slowly.

“Driver, stop here.”

The silver Mercedes was still moving when Galina threw open the rear door and stormed inside the farmhouse. She pushed into the back room, now a makeshift holding cell. A man sat in a chair and was guarded by three armed men in black jumpsuits. He was strapped in, every limb immobilized. A helmet covered the top of his head, and a device on his face kept his eyes from closing. In addition to all this, his body was covered with dozens of cables that were attached to a black box on the floor. His eyes were directed toward a large computer terminal on the floor in front of him. The room smelled of moldy cheese.

“Where am I?” said the man. His face was narrow. He had not shaved for days.

“You are Jean-Luc Renard? Interior minister of France?”

“You know I am! Release me this instant! Now!”

Galina walked around, looked at the dark terminal. “You are married?”

“My wife is dead. You must know that, too. You ordered her killed because she wouldn’t talk. And what is all this? Do you plan to electrocute me?”

Galina knelt in front of him. “Your wife told you something before she died.”

His eyes narrowed to pinpoints. “So, that’s what this is about. I will never tell you a word of what came from her sainted lips. I will die first!”

“You will die,” Galina said, standing. “But not first.”

She flicked the computer on. The screen burst into color with a swift series of images, hundreds per second—faces, maps, buildings, automobiles—in short, a visual catalog of the entire world at superspeed. His eyes shone. He screamed for the rapid display to stop but could not look away from the images. Ten minutes. Twenty minutes. At twenty-two minutes, fourteen seconds, the screen froze on the image of an elegant woman in sumptuous Renaissance finery. A caption read Eleanor of Austria.

“Ah, good. An original Guardian,” Galina said. “Let us continue.”

The images began flashing again. Another nineteen minutes passed, during which the minister raged and cried. Then, a total of forty-one and a half minutes into the program, the computer screen froze a second time.

Galina stared at it. “Your eyes have reacted once more, Monsieur Renard. This time, to an island among a string of islands. Happily, I recognize it. Indonesia. The island of Bali.”

“No!” Renard shouted. “No. You beast!”

“I will send Gerrenhausen,” she said. “And now you will die, Interior Minister.”

“No, no, you devil—”

The ceiling lights flickered, and the room smelled no longer of old cheese.

A shade less than fourteen hundred kilometers northwest of the farmhouse—in one of several never-spoken-of cells in the never-spoken-of basement below the classical structure known as Thames House in Millbank, London SW1—a wiry man of bent back and poor eyesight paced from wall to wall.

It was a frustratingly short distance.

But Ebner von Braun was possessed.

By now, almost one full day after his arrest in connection with the theft of the Crux relic from a vault in the British Museum, Ebner had gotten over the details of his capture.

“Inconsequential,” he breathed to the walls. “No, no. This—this!—is vital!”

In that lonely cell, free of Galina’s severe gravitational pull, Ebner had found his mind fresh and clear and his thoughts bursting with creativity, allowing him to work out equation after equation in his mind—to a singularly stunning result.

He had just proved without a doubt that the first launch of Copernicus’s Eternity Machine in the autumn of 1514 created a tremendous explosion of energy. This was due to the twelve relics working in concert to disrupt the atomic weave of the atmosphere and leading to the famous “hole in the sky” that the astronomer spoke of.

If, however, one did not possess all twelve relics, was it still possible to fly the astrolabe in time? With only a little more than three months to the launch deadline, and the Kaplan family in possession of two relics and likely to find more, the question was: Could one fly the time machine with, say, ten relics? Or eight? 

And the answer—after hours of anguishingly complex mental calculations—was, yes. Yes! If one had the completed machine, which Galina did in the lab at Gran Sasso, one could propel it into time with a mere six relics. Six relics!

Six relics wired properly could indeed produce the hole in the sky similar to that first flight! The conclusion astonished him, even to breathlessness.

“You see,” he said aloud, knowing that hearing his own words would help him remember his formulation, “based on the standard Kardashev Scale, which categorizes the amounts of energy needed to enable certain events, a Type III ability can harness the power of a supermassive black hole to a specific task—say, the creation of a traversable wormhole.”

He knew he was becoming frantic, but who would not?

“But, if we couple Type V energy, which masters not only the inherent energy of one’s own universe, but of entire collections of universes, with Type Omega-Minus, which isolates energy capable of manipulating the basic structure of time—we shall be able to fly the machine into the depths of time with only six of the twelve relics! Galina, I have done it! Only six relics are required! We already have three—Serpens, Scorpio, and now Crux. After we find a mere three more, we may kill those horrid children—”

“Hold on there, mate, but that’s where I draw the line.”

Ebner’s previously silent cell mate rolled over on his cot and sat up. “Course, I don’t know nuffin’ about no relics or Kardashevs, but we don’t kill kids. They’re the future of our world, ain’t they?”

Having had his spectacles confiscated, Ebner squinted at the fellow. “My dear cell mate, you may be curious to know that, if my calculations are wrong, our world will not have a future.”

“That may be, except we just don’t kill kids. That’s all.”
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CHAPTER FOUR

Madrid, Spain

November 1975

1:33 a.m.

Middle of the night. Narrow streets draped in shadows. An hour and place you’d think everything would be quiet and one would be alone.

Everything was quiet.

But the twenty-something, ex–Teutonic Order, once-brilliant nuclear engineer named Helmut Bern wasn’t alone.

Several ghostly shadows lurked nearby. He’d been seeing them for some time now. Just out of direct vision, just out of sight. He’d come to regard them as friends since they were always there. Besides, they made the journey not so lonely.

“I have to find the door, you see,” Helmut said aloud. “It’s here somewhere. I’m dizzy, I know. Traveling in time for five hundred years—well, almost five hundred—all the way from the sixteenth century can leave a brain a little mushy, you know?”

No response.

Of course not. He had carefully instructed the shadows not to speak.

Taking as deep a breath as his damaged lungs could manage, Helmut pushed from street to street until his sense told him left, and he wandered through a quiet maze off the Plaza Conde de Barajas and stopped dead.

“Number thirty-three. Finally!”

Once the home of an early-eighteenth-century Spanish composer of operas on mythic themes, it was now an average building with a bland facade. The perfect headquarters for what would—decades from now—become Galina Krause’s Copernicus Room, the world’s single greatest concentration of computer power, dedicated solely to discovering the twelve relics and original Guardians of Nicolaus Copernicus’s time machine.

An old taxicab rumbled through the Plaza Conde.

Helmut stepped back into the darkness and watched the headlights cast their weak yellow beams on the cobblestones. The cab slowed, stopped. An old man, stooped over like Helmut himself, emerged. The taxi drove off.

“Hide yourselves,” Helmut whispered to the shadows. Again, no response.

This second man, older than he, planted his feet on the stones and stared at the very same building. Surely he has no idea of the Copernicus Room, Helmut thought. No one can. I am the only one in this time. . . .

Without turning his head, the shriveled man addressed Helmut in a voice like gravel. “Me siento atraído aquí. No sé por qué. ¿Entiende español, señor?”

“I feel drawn here. I don’t know why. Do you understand Spanish, sir?”

Helmut stepped toward him. “Solo un poco. Habla alemán? Inglés?”

The man faced him. His face was sickening gray and deeply pocked with sores. The tip of his nose looked eaten. “Sí, sí, inglés. Lo aprendí en la escuela. I learned in school. My old school . . .”

An uneasy feeling rose in Helmut’s gut.

This man is diseased as I am diseased. Is he the victim of radium poisoning also?

Helmut’s hideous scars and sores, his cancer, were the result of the signal difference between Copernicus’s astrolabe and the Order-built Kronos machines. It was a subject he had given, well, hundreds of years to puzzling out. The Copernicus relics were not only capable of pinpointing the exact time and place of one’s destination in an instant. But he had proved—proved!—that the energy produced by even a single relic creates a force field protecting the machine’s passengers from radiation exposure.

“Excuse me, sir, you look ill,” Helmut said. “What is your name?”

“Fernando. I am ill, yes. This is, what, nineteen seventy-four?”

“Seventy-five,” Bern said.

“Ah. I was born more than twenty-five years . . . from now.”

“From now?” Helmut shuddered involuntarily. “Fernando, you say?”

“Fernando Salta. I will be born in the region of Somosierra.”

The immensity of the word Somosierra fell heavily on Bern. “Fernando Salta? Salta! Then, you are he. The schoolboy lost in time!”

Salta’s gray skin seemed to brighten. “You know me?”

“Your school field trip was hijacked in the Somosierra Pass,” Helmut said. “You went back to some battle. Napoleon. That’s it. Napoleon’s invasion of Spain in eighteen hundred and eight. You were sent back there!”

“I was!” The voice of a young boy emerged from the old lips. “Yes! The battle was a bloody mess. Some horrible man on a stallion said I was a spy. I ran from him and found the hole. You see, a hole is made when you travel in time, Señor—”

“I know this!” said Helmut. His heart swelled as if he’d discovered a friend in an alien world. “And you followed it back, yes? The hole, you followed it back to now, unaided?”

Salta couldn’t nod his head fast enough. “The machine was gone. The bus was gone. I saw its poor old driver killed in battle. No one else could see it, but the hole was fading so quickly I had no choice. I came out in nineteen thirty-six. Another battle. I tried to go back in, but the hole closed then. I have been stuck in the past for three decades now. Mad. Alone. An outcast. I will die before I am ever born!”

Helmut wanted to embrace the sad old man. “You were the victim of an experiment, Señor Salta. The person who ordered it to be done to you is named Galina Krause. Some forty years from now she rules what is called the Teutonic Order. They built a time machine called Kronos Three. It was faulty. Alas, I helped them. It should have brought you back. Instead it left you there in eighteen hundred and eight. I’m so sorry.”

“You . . .” Salta’s eyes, his face, underwent innumerable alterations as Bern stared at him. “You threw me into the oblivion of time? My life, lived in the horror of the past?”

“It’s not so good in the future, either,” Helmut said, trying to make a joke, but Salta wasn’t laughing. “Yes. I am sorry. You can blame me. I was marooned once, too. In fifteen thirty-five. In London. A . . . a friend saved me.”

“But you did not order the experiment,” Salta said. “It was the woman.”

“Yes, it was her,” said Bern. “I am returning to the present to do something about that.”

“But time travel kills! It is killing me. And you, too.”

“In Kronos, yes! It is a killer. I lost an ear to the poison. Two fingers of my right hand. To speak nothing about the inaccuracies of the machine. I’ve been thrown into the middle of the ocean. The center of a mine shaft! The scaffold of a guillotine once! But no more. Look what I have!”

Helmut took from his belt a leaden object in the shape of an arrow. It was partially blackened by fire. Holding it aloft, he allowed the point of the arrow to spin and the charred metallic feathers to extend several inches out from the shaft.

“This is magic!” Fernando said.

Bern shook his head. “Mechanical. It is called Sagitta. It is a relic of the original time machine of Nicolaus Copernicus. My friend, this arrow will save our lives.”

“Where did you find it?” Salta asked. “And when?”

Suddenly, the door of number 33 opened. Helmut urged Salta back among the shadows. A man in a bulky overcoat and slouch hat exited the building carefully, looked in all directions, then reached back. A small boy followed him out onto the step.

Helmut felt instantly nauseated.

He knew both the man and the boy. The man’s face was known to any student of nuclear physics. He was the aged Wernher von Braun, the rocket specialist hired by the United States after the war to help with its budding space program. But it was the boy’s identity that nearly choked Bern. The pinched features, the timid bespectacled eyes, the too-soft chin. The child was obviously Wernher von Braun’s great-nephew.

A boy by the name of Ebner von Braun.

The two scurried off into the street as Bern observed them closely.

“So,” he whispered to Salta, “the Teutonic Order already possesses the building. Even so, Fernando, let us enter. I need to hide something inside.”

“The arrow?”

“No, no. The arrow travels with us. I must leave a message for someone in the future. It coils strangely, time does, as you will see. And afterward, I’ll take us both back to the present. Kronos One is nearby. I have worked on it. Sagitta will help protect us from further injury. It may be a tad crowded, but it will take us back to our present.”

Salta’s eyes glowed like a schoolboy’s. “Good. I have revenge in my heart.”

“Revenge is everywhere, my friend,” said Helmut. “Everywhere.”

Leaving the shadows behind them, the two men headed across the street to number 33.
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CHAPTER FIVE

Nice, France

June 10

Night

As Lily and Darrell searched for a gangster along a narrow alley of dim streetlamps and deep shadows, she felt her chest slowly being crushed. Markus Wolff’s eerie phone call terrified her. Was Becca hurt? Was she even alive? What had Wolff and his assassins done to her best friend in the world? What kind of crazy horror had happened at the airport?

“We’ve never been this alone,” Darrell said.

He slowed at a corner that seemed to mark the end of the residential district and the beginning of a neighborhood of seedy warehouses and derelict garages.

As much as Lily didn’t want to go where they were going—the worse it looked, the more they went there—they really needed help. Assuming, of course, Maurice Maurice didn’t just murder them and put them in an oil drum—or, she supposed, two oil drums—and dump them into the Mediterranean.

“But,” Darrell added, “we’ll find people to ask about Maurice. We’ll find him.”

She suddenly wanted to hug him—or something—for saying such a thing softly and nonironically. Maybe Darrell was human, after all.

“We’ll see people who don’t look too criminally. That street over there looks safe-ish. Let’s take it down to the water.”

And he wasn’t saying things that required a response from her. Which was also good, because if she opened her mouth, she would probably cry. And if she cried, he’d get even more nonironic, and the last thing Lily wanted to do was to get back into that all-too-painful conversation with Darrell about the future. She’d already told him that after Triangulum was safe, she was leaving. Too much danger, violence, and death for her.

But then?

Then the strangest thing had happened.

It was crazy, sure, but when she’d pushed away from the window frame earlier that day and flown in the air across that alley like a bird, landing on the terrace of that other apartment, followed seconds later by Darrell, whose fall she softened by grabbing his shoulders . . . well, that was pretty amazing. It was dangerous, yes. It was insane, sure. But it was dangerous and insane in a fairly spectacularly awesome way.

If there was such a thing.

But I’ve already decided to leave. So now what?

Not knowing what, she followed Darrell past innumerable hangar-like structures, dark warehouses, marine repair shops, dented trucks, random piles of oily chains, puddles of black gunk, stacks of steel beams, as many storage drums as you could count, and almost as many sad-looking stray dogs.

“Hey! You!”

The voice was like a rock grinding another rock.

“Uh-oh,” Darrell whispered. “Keep walking.”

“Stop right zhere!”

“Okay,” said Darrell.

They turned together slowly. A man in grimy overalls leaned against a warehouse door, holding a small paper cup to his lips. “You kids Americains?”

“How did you know?” said Lily.

“Only Americains sink it is safe here. Is not safe.”

“All right then,” said Darrell, “we’ll just leave—”

“We’re looking for Maurice Maurice,” Lily said. “Have you heard of him?”

The man unleaned himself from the door. “So. You’re not interested in safe, after all. Oui, I know him. I take you to him. Come zis way.”

Nice man, thought Lily. Or maybe a killer.

“Be on your guard,” she whispered.

“On it?” he said. “I’m never off it.”

The man with the paper cup strolled down several dark and ever-narrowing alleys in nearly a full circle. Then he turned a corner, turned another at the end of that, and started backtracking. Lily was ready to grab Darrell and bolt when the guy took an abrupt left, cut through an alley, and came out in an inner courtyard. Parked outside a low office building was—and she knew this because Darrell nearly croaked when he told her—a silver-gray Aston Martin DB5 sports car.

“Wait inside,” the man growled.

“The car?” said Darrell.

“You wish. Ze office.” He gestured with his cup to the door, then slipped away.

They entered and sat in two leather chairs in front of a wide desk. The office was small but very rich, with several Chinese vases full of some bushy purple flower Lily’d never seen outside that “jewel in the heart of Austin,” the Zilker Botanical Garden. They reminded her of home, and her nose stung. Do not go there.

A few minutes later, Maurice Maurice appeared from a back room.

The man was absurdly muscular. He was dressed in an exquisite beige suit, navy shirt unbuttoned at the collar, tan loafers, and dark glasses. He lifted the glasses onto his forehead and studied the two children. “But I know you.”

“Um . . . last week,” said Darrell. “Monte Carlo. You gave us a wire to film an auction.”

“I remember!” he said, bending over and hugging them both with a grip like a vise. “Wait! You’re not wearing a wire now, are you?”

“We are so totally unwired it’s not even funny,” Lily said. “No phones or anything.”

Maurice Maurice laughed. “Good. Good. What can I do for you?”

Darrell told Maurice Maurice a half-true, half-sketchy story, but it hit all the right notes and seemed to convince the man. Even before he finished listening, Maurice Maurice sat at his desk and reached for his phone.

“I know exactly what you need. Hello? Is Jacques there? Yes. Good.” He paused a few seconds. “Jacques, I need favor. Friends of Terence and of mine”—he glanced over at them, smiling—“need travel out of Nice. No roads. Yes? Good. Tell me where. Uh-huh. Terminal Seven? Isn’t that where we buried . . . yes. Fine. Friday night? Perfect.”

Lily stole a look at Darrell as if to say, What in the world are we getting into?

His expression replied, I’m too young to die.

Maurice Maurice hung up. “It’s all fixed. We hide you until Friday nighttime. Then we take you to Marseille down the coast. There you board freighter for Gibraltar. From there, you hook up with family. Maybe. Either way, if we are careful, the Order will not find you. Because you are friends with Monsieur Terence, I waive my usual escape fee.”

Lily breathed more easily. “Thank you, Maurice.”

The man rose gracefully from his desk and went to a cabinet against the wall. Opening it, he drew out two small pistols. “You want? You may need. The Order kills.”

“Uh . . . ,” said Darrell, “we’re . . . no. Thank you. We’ll be okay. Right, Lil?”

She nodded over and over. “Absolutely. No firearms.”

“Suit yourself,” the man said, returning the pistols to their case. “But you want a bulletproof backpack for that box you have?”

“Yes. Great!” said Darrell. “And maybe an extra belt?”

“You got it. In the meantime, I’ll try to discover what happened at the airport. I hope your friends and mother aren’t dead.”

Dead.

Lily felt her insides collapsing like an office building they blow up to make room for a bigger office building, though she was pretty sure no one could build anything inside of her.

Becca, are you alive? Please be alive!

Maurice Maurice gave Darrell a belt and a small stiff backpack for Triangulum, then he left the room to organize their transport to Marseille. Darrell’s thoughts reeled from the grim bluntness of the man’s word.

Dead.

No. Not my mom. Not Wade. Or Becca. Or Julian. No. Not them. Never them.

But there wasn’t any real reason to hope, either. There was so much killing in their lives right now, it was no wonder Lily wanted out.

“Maybe we should . . . I don’t know,” he started to say, then he felt water rushing up behind his eyes, stinging them. He had to look away. “Lily, are we up for this? Because maybe I’m not. Going to Gibraltar, not knowing what happened to any of them—”

“Darrell, please stop,” she whispered. “Try to toughen up, will you?” Then a long pause. “Please. I’m trying to be tough, but I’m really shaky here, and we can’t have both of us like that, so we need to take turns or it’s all going to fall apart. It just is. We’ll take turns, but right now, you be the tough one. Just be it.”

She was shaking like a leaf in the wind.

He sucked in, tried to harden himself as if he’d just been given an order. “Sure, sure, I was just saying it’s going to be different for a little while. But we’ll make it, I’m pretty sure. I mean, of course we will.”

So, all right. He would toughen up. Which would probably be easier with Lily than with anyone else, because Lily was so strong and muscular and whatever. What “toughen up” actually meant, he had no idea, but he could probably start by focusing. On the relics. On stopping Galina. On saving Triangulum. On doing what needed to be done. He’d keep focusing on the next thing and the next until . . . well, all the way until that strange thing called the Frombork Protocol.

The Frombork Protocol was the mysterious set of instructions Copernicus supposedly wrote on his deathbed in 1543. It was said to command that all twelve relics be brought together and destroyed. How and where and why, he had no clue, but it wasn’t time for that yet. There were a bunch of relics to find. Darrell would focus on finding them.

“So. First stop, Gibraltar,” he said, trying to sound upbeat.

“Gibraltar,” she said. “Okay. Good.”

The next half hour was a hustle from the office to a safe house to another safe house then another, each seedier than the one before. Several nervous overnights were followed by exhausted days of doing nothing but waiting. He and Lily debated about whether to try to find a safe home for Triangulum, but something told them that even if they could find a secure place, they might not be able to retrace their journey to it. Besides, having a priceless relic might be their only bargaining chip, in case things got hairy.

“It stays with us for now,” she said.

“Agreed.”

Finally, the waiting was over, and the two were rushed into a limo, then a car with tinted windows, then a fuel truck, until they were crouched in the rear half of a moving van filled with barrels and cartons of olives.

“I wouldn’t eat too many of those.”

Darrell looked up from the wooden carton he had opened. “I’m hungry. Aren’t you?”

“Yes. I just wouldn’t eat too many of those.”

Lily’s eyes were fiercely downcast, and she was nodding her head as if having a silent conversation with herself. He could guess what both Lilys were saying—“This is it.” “You said it. I’m so done with crazy.” “Let’s say good-bye to every bit of this.” “Me first.” “Then me.”—and he found himself crawling over to her, glad to have her both there, if only for a little while longer.

She shifted a bit and laid her head on his shoulder.

It must have been three or four slow meandering hours later—daylight no longer seeped through the cracks into the compartment—when the rear doors squeaked open.

The smell of olive oil was quickly replaced by boat fuel and sea salt. They had arrived at the docks of Marseille.

Someone who looked like a sea captain limped over to the truck. “Dis way. You hide below deck. Four, maybe six days. Tiny cabin. You hurry.”

Lily gasped. “Six days! We’re going to be locked up—together!—for six days!”

“Or eight. Can’t tell. You hurry.”

“Oh, man,” Darrell groaned, pretending disgust. Actually, it sounds all right to me.

Keeping Lily as near as possible, he followed the captain across the pier to the giant hulk of a rusted antique freighter. They hurried up the ramp together, then he took a breath. The night air was a blend of salt, fried food, fear, crushing doubt, and the sting of ship fuel. It was a nauseating combination; but it would be four, six, maybe eight days before he breathed real air again, so he drew it in as deeply as he could.
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CHAPTER SIX

Gran Sasso, Italy

June 15

Midnight

Paul Ferrere climbed crabwise among the rocks, trying once more to discover a way into the nuclear facility buried below. The picturesque crags hid an overwhelming force of Teutonic knights, Italian police investigators, and well-armed nuclear inspectors, all in one another’s pockets, working cozily together under the ruse of a nuclear accident.

It was no accident.

Galina Krause had kidnapped Roald Kaplan, Terence Ackroyd, and a dozen other nuclear physicists and engineers, and very likely forced them to accomplish a task he couldn’t begin to wrap his head around: rebuilding a five-hundred-year-old time machine that he’d seen trucks deliver to the mountain’s entrance days ago.

“No,” he mused. “Leave astrophysics to the experts. I need to get inside this hill—”

A figure darted among the rocks below, and he crouched instinctively to his knees. It wasn’t a guard, but someone moving as he himself moved, snakelike, solo. He kept low for a minute or so, then shifted, when a barrel of cold steel touched the back of his neck.

“Turn around slowly.”

A woman’s voice.

He turned. She was tall, in her thirties, muscular, dressed in a dark leather jumpsuit. Her hair, what he could see of it, was wrapped in a black scarf.

He tried to smile. “You are . . .”

She did not smile. “My name is Mistral.”

The name. He’d heard it. “The thief from Monte Carlo? The one after the da Vinci spectacles? Sara Kaplan told me about you. You’re here because of Ugo Drangheta, the billionaire.”

She lowered her pistol. “He is inside this mountain.”

“So are friends of mine,” Paul said.

She looked down at the twinkling lights surrounding the entrance to the facility, barely visible below. “Ugo and I were following the time machine to this place when he was taken.”

“Galina Krause has kidnapped a dozen or more nuclear scientists. I believe they’re trying to reassemble the machine. She ordered their capture.”

“If she has killed Ugo, I will avenge his murder. As soon as I locate a way in.”

Paul Ferrere had always been wary of allies. They have a habit of turning on you when you least expect it. But he’d been at this for days, and doing it by himself wasn’t working. “Then we two are on the same side.” He put out his hand. “For the duration?”

She nodded once, took his hand, and shook it. “For the duration.”

He pointed toward a ridge some yards away. “I saw mist rising before. There could be a vent.”

“Let’s have a look.”

Paul watched his new partner, the vengeful thief Mistral, slither away like a serpent among the high grass. He followed close behind.

In the CERN laboratory a mile beneath the mountain, Roald Kaplan stared at the device rising in front of him. Emerging from a mess of bars and struts and pipes and beams was a spherical creation of unutterable beauty and obvious power.

The Eternity Machine of Nicolaus Copernicus.

It was an ancient astrolabe able to voyage the length and breadth of time itself. Twelve unique niches were spaced evenly around the large wheel that gave it its shape. In each niche would stand a strange device—a relic—vital to the machine’s power and maneuverability.

Just yesterday—or was it the day before?—he had discovered that one of the slots was deeper than the others and more central to the pilot’s chair. Could the relic belonging to that slot be the main one, he wondered, somehow binding the others to it?

“These relics, Roald. I wonder if we shall ever see one.”

Roald turned. A bushy-haired scientist from Cambridge named Graham Knox stood behind him. Bespectacled and athletic, Knox bit his lip as his eyes ranged along the great wheel. “They are the navigational devices. At least I suppose they are.”

“Possibly,” said Roald warily.

After many days of imprisonment under the mountain, Roald had begun to suspect that some of his “colleagues” had surrendered to Galina by informing on the others. He’d heard notions that in another part of the lab, some physicists, using their discoveries about the Copernicus device, were working on improving Kronos III, the Order’s most advanced time machine. Roald had learned to be cautious, saying only what he was sure Galina already knew. Knox alternately shook his head and nodded.

A few moments later they were joined by five or
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