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Prologue
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June 22, 1812

Napoleon Bonaparte awaited the arrival of his assistant for whom he’d sent word.  He arose from the chair at his desk and stood in his tent in his iconic pose...his right hand within his shirt.  It is a pose that dates back to Greece and is said to denote gentlemanly restraint and statesmanlike nobility.  It is also said to signify calm leadership which Napoleon Bonaparte wished to convey against his reputation as a warmongering, ruthless dictator.  The iconic pose also served another purpose.  By pressing against his stomach, it helped somewhat to alleviate the pain he’d begun to feel in that area.

His aide arrived and saluted his emperor.  Napoleon extended his left hand in which he held a square leather case and gave it to his trusted Aide-de-camp, Fetish Fahrt-Harter.  “This is a gift from me to you.”

Receiving a gift from Napoleon was a very high honor and quite rare, and he responded, “Sire, I am at a loss as to what to say.”

“Open it,” Napoleon urged him.

Fetish Fahrt-Harter did so, saw it was a plaque and immediately exclaimed, “Oh, Sire,” he exclaimed, as his eyes widened in awe, “my family’s coat of arms embedded...with diamonds?”

“The diamonds are real but they are mere specs...used for ornamental purposes,” Napoleon smiled.

“Sire, it is beautifully fashioned.  This is truly a work of art.  I am honored but this is more than I could ever deserve.  How can I accept such a lavish gift as this?”

“France is grateful for your service.  You have been a loyal and trusted Aide de camp through all of the conflicts in which we have engaged.  I ask now for your trust once more.”

“Of course, Sire.  Anything you need.  I am forever at your service.”

When Napoleon had devised his plan of action, he understood this moment would come.  He surmised that in time the secret of the coat of arms would eventually be discovered.  He debated long and hard on whether to confide in his trusted Aide-de-camp to ensure the secret remain concealed and undetected.

“You and your family must hold dear this coat of arms for it is a great honor to have had it bestowed upon you by the Emperor of France.”

“Oh, yes, Sire.  A very great honor indeed.  I will treasure it as will my entire family for all time.”

“As it is a gift from me to you, can I trust you explicitly to never allow anyone to touch it?”

“Oh, absolutely, Sire.”

“And never allow it out of your possession?”

“Absolutely, Sire.”

“Then go now.”

“Sire?”

“Return to Paris.”

“Sire, I stand ready to assist you in your invasion of Russia.  It is to commence in less than forty-eight hours.  I shall be with you, Sire.”

“No.  You are released.  You are to return to our beloved Paris.”

“But...,”

Napoleon raised his left hand for silence, his right hand still within his shirt.  “For your safety, a contingent will escort you.”

Seeing it was useless to protest and not wishing to anger his emperor, the aide reluctantly relented, “As you wish, Sire.”

“Mount your coat of arms on the wall in your family residence to show your relatives and friends who visit your abode.  Treasure it always and protect it.”

“You have my word, Sire, I shall do so.”

“I look forward to the day I visit you at your residence to meet your family and to see how you have displayed your coat of arms.”

The implication was clear as Fetish Fahrt-Harter bowed in obedience.
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Present Day

As the plane descended toward Stockholm, Bob gazed out the window and observed the tiny islands below.  Stockholm is built on fourteen islands and is often referred to as Venice of the North.  Bob reflected on his memory of Venice which is considered by many to be the world’s most romantic city connected by a series of narrow, intimate, serene canals with small pedestrian bridges.

As Bob observed Stockholm from above, he saw its islands dispersed amongst much larger waterways and more expansive bridges that accommodate automobile traffic.  Nevertheless, Bob thought Stockholm looked breathtakingly picturesque.

Bob felt somewhat disappointed when the plane landed as he had wanted to view Stockholm a bit longer from the perspective of an airplane gliding overhead.

When Bob exited the terminal, Ben spotted him, and approached, “You look terrible!”

“Yeah, tell me about it.  The only good thing about the flight was seeing Stockholm from the air...gorgeous.”

Though he lived in Rome nowadays, Bob had been vacationing in his home town of Chicago when he received the call from Ben that they’d been retained for another assignment.

“I didn’t have a direct flight from Chicago and the plane was late taking off.  We sat on the tarmac for three hours before we got airborne!” he yelled, as he looked at his watch, and added, “I left Chicago fifteen hours ago!  And you know I can’t sleep on planes!”

“I’ve told you before you could sleep on planes if you took some pharmaceuticals.”

“Oh, don’t start!” Bob said wearily.  “I just want to get to the hotel, grab a hot shower and get under the covers.”

“No can do, partner.  We’re going to the hotel all right, but you won’t have time to take a shower because we’re late,” Ben explained.  “The meet I scheduled should have begun ten minutes ago.”

“Oh, that’s just great!”

“Come on, I’ve got a rental,” said Ben, as he glanced again at his partner, saw how truly weary he was from the trip, and added, “You should have arrived a few days earlier like I did,” said Ben.

“Hmm,” Bob deadpanned, as his shoulders slumped.  “Thanks for pointing that out.”

Ben got behind the wheel while Bob flipped his overnight bag into the back seat.  Bob then fell into the front passenger’s seat, exhausted.

Seeing how fatigued Bob was, and knowing how Bob’s mind malfunctioned from a lack of sleep, Ben thought he might have a little fun at his partner’s expense.

“I’ve been learning a bit about Reykjavik, Iceland since I arrived,” said Ben.

“Hmm,” Bob moaned.

“We’re on the southwestern edge of Iceland near Faxaflới Bay.”

Bob closed his eyes.

“Did you know Reykjavik is on the same latitude as Nome, Alaska?”

“Hmm,” Bob sighed, as he leaned his head against the window.

“We’re about 1400 miles north of New York City but it’s mild in the
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