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				Money has no motherland;
financiers are without patriotism and without decency:
their sole object is gain.

				—NAPOLEON BONAPARTE

			

			
				History records that the money changers have used
every form of abuse, intrigue, deceit, and violent means possible
to maintain their control over governments.

				—JAMES MADISON

			

			
				Let me issue and control a nation’s money
and I care not who writes the laws.

				—MAYER AMSCHEL ROTHSCHILD

			

		

	
		
			PROLOGUE

			
				GIZA PLATEAU, EGYPT
AUGUST 1799

			

			Général Napoleon Bonaparte dismounted from his horse and stared up at the pyramid. Two more lay in succession nearby, but this was the grandest of the three.

			What a mighty prize his conquest had yielded.

			The ride south yesterday from Cairo, through fields bordering muddy irrigation canals, and the quick trek across windblown sand, had been uneventful. Two hundred armed men had accompanied him, as it was foolhardy to venture this far out into Egypt alone. He’d left his contingent a mile away, camped for the night. The day had been another arid scorcher, and he’d intentionally waited until sunset before visiting.

			He’d arrived ashore, near Alexandria, fifteen months ago with 34,000 men, 1,000 guns, 700 horses, and 100,000 rounds of ammunition. He’d quickly advanced south and taken the capital, Cairo, his aim being to disorganize any resistance through rapidity and surprise. Then he’d fought the Mamelukes not far from here, in a glorious conflict he’d dubbed the Battle of the Pyramids. Those former Turkish slaves had ruled Egypt for five hundred years, and what a sight—there had been thousands of warriors, dressed in colorful garb, mounted atop magnificent stallions. He could still smell the cordite, feel the roar of cannon, hear the snap of muskets, the screams of dying men. His troops, many veterans of the Italian campaign, had fought bravely. And while suffering only two hundred French dead, he’d captured virtually the entire enemy army, gaining total control of lower Egypt. One reporter had written that a handful of French subdued a quarter of the globe.

			Not exactly true, but it sounded wonderful.

			The Egyptians had dubbed him Sultan El Kebir—a title of respect, they’d said. During the past fourteen months, ruling this nation as commander in chief, he’d discovered that, as other men loved the sea, so he loved the desert. He also loved the Egyptian way of life, where possessions counted little and character much.

			They also trusted providence.

			As did he.

			“Welcome, Général. Such a glorious evening for a visit,” Gaspard Monge called out in his usual cheerful tone.

			Napoleon enjoyed the pugnacious geometer, an older Frenchman, son of a peddler, blessed with a wide face, deep-set eyes, and a fleshy nose. Though a learned man, Monge always toted a rifle and a flask and seemed to crave both revolution and battle. He was one of 160 scholars, scientists, and artists—savants, the press had labeled them—who had made the journey from France with him, since he’d come not only to conquer but to learn. His spiritual role model, Alexander the Great, had done the same when invading Persia. Monge had traveled with Napoleon before, in Italy, ultimately supervising the looting of that country, so he trusted him.

			To a point.

			“You know, Gaspard, as a child I wanted to study science. During the revolution, in Paris, I attended several lectures on chemistry. But alas, circumstances made me an army officer.”

			One of the Egyptian workers led his horse away, but not before he grabbed a leather satchel. He and Monge now stood alone, luminous dust dancing in the shadow of the great pyramid.

			“A few days ago,” he said, “I performed a calculation and determined that these three pyramids contain enough stone to build a wall a meter wide and three meters high around the whole of Paris.”

			Monge seem to ponder his assertion. “That could well be true, Général.”

			He smiled at the equivocation. “Spoken like a doubting mathematician.”

			“Not at all. I just find it interesting how you view these edifices. Not in relation to the pharaohs, or the tombs they contain, or even the amazing engineering used to construct them. No. You view these only in terms related to France.”

			“That is hard for me not to do. I think of little else.”

			Since his departure, France had fallen into impossible disarray. Its once great fleet had been destroyed by the British, isolating him here in Egypt. The ruling Directory seemed intent on warring with every royalist nation, making enemies of Spain, Prussia, Austria, and Holland. Conflict, to them, seemed a way to prolong their power and replenish a dwindling national treasury.

			Ridiculous.

			The Republic was an utter failure.

			One of the few European newspapers that had made its way across the Mediterranean predicted it was only a matter of time before another Louis sat on the French throne.

			He had to return home.

			Everything he cherished seemed to be crumbling.

			“France needs you,” Monge said.

			“Now you speak like a true revolutionary.”

			His friend laughed. “Which you know I am.”

			Seven years ago Napoleon had watched as other revolutionaries stormed the Tuileries Palace and dethroned Louis XVI. He’d then faithfully served the new Republic and fought at Toulon, afterward promoted to brigadier general, then to Général of the Eastern Army, and finally commander in Italy. From there he’d marched north and taken Austria, returning to Paris a national hero. Now, barely thirty, as Général of the Army of the Orient, he’d conquered Egypt.

			But his destiny was to rule France.

			“What a superfluity of wonderful things,” he said, admiring again the great pyramids.

			During the ride from his camp he’d spied workers busy clearing sand from a half-buried sphinx. He’d personally ordered the excavation of the austere guardian, and was pleased with the progress.

			“This pyramid is closest to Cairo, so we call it the First,” Monge said. He pointed at another. “The Second. The farthest is the Third. If we could but read the hieroglyphs, we could perhaps know their true labels.”

			He agreed. No one could understand the strange signs that appeared on nearly every one of the ancient monuments. He’d ordered them copied, so many drawings that his artists had expended all of the pencils brought from France. It had been Monge who devised an ingenious way to melt lead bullets into Nile reeds and fashion more.

			“There may be hope there,” he said.

			And he caught Monge’s knowing nod.

			They both knew that an ugly black stone found at Rosetta, inscribed with three different scripts—hieroglyphs, the language of ancient Egypt, demotic, the language of current Egypt, and Greek—might prove the answer. Last month he’d attended a session of his Institut Egypt, created by him to encourage his savants, where the discovery had been announced.

			But much more study was needed.

			“We are making the first systematic surveys of these sites,” Monge said. “All who came before us simply looted. We shall memorialize what we find.”

			Another revolutionary idea, Napoleon thought. Fitting for Monge.

			“Take me inside,” he ordered.

			His friend led him up a ladder on the north face, to a platform twenty meters high. He’d come this far once before, months ago, with some of his commanders, when they’d first inspected the pyramids. But he’d refused to enter the edifice since it would have required him to crawl on all fours before his subordinates. Now he bent down and wiggled into a corridor no more than a meter high and equally as wide, which descended at a mild gradient through the pyramid’s core. The leather satchel swung from his neck. They came to another corridor hewn upward, which Monge entered. The gradient now climbed, heading toward a lighted square at the far end.

			They emerged and were able to stand, the wondrous site filling him with reverence. In the flickering glow of oil lamps he spied a ceiling that rose nearly ten meters. The floor steeply planed upward through more granite masonry. Walls projected outward in a series of cantilevers that built on each other to form a narrow vault.

			“It is magnificent,” he whispered.

			“We’ve started calling it the Grand Gallery.”

			“An appropriate label.”

			At the foot of each sidewall a flat-topped ramp, half a meter wide, extended the length of the gallery. A passage measuring another meter ran between the ramps. No steps, just a steep incline.

			“Is he up there?” he asked Monge.

			“Oui, Général. He arrived an hour ago and I led him to the King’s Chamber.”

			He still clung to the satchel. “Wait outside, below.”

			Monge turned to leave, then stopped. “Are you sure you wish to do this alone?”

			He kept his eyes locked ahead on the Grand Gallery. He’d listened to the Egyptian tales. Supposedly, through the mystic passageways of this pyramid had passed the illuminati of antiquity, individuals who’d entered as men and emerged as gods. This was a place of “second birth,” a “womb of mysteries,” it was said. Wisdom dwelled here, as God dwelled in the hearts of men. His savants wondered what fundamental urge had inspired this Herculean engineering labor, but for him there could be but one explanation—and he understood the obsession—the desire to exchange the narrowness of human mortality for the breadth of enlightenment. His scientists liked to postulate how this may be the most perfect building in the world, the original Noah’s Ark, maybe the origin of languages, alphabets, weights, and measures.

			Not to him.

			This was a gateway to the eternal.

			“It is only I who can do this,” he finally muttered.

			Monge left.

			He swiped grit from his uniform and strode ahead, climbing the steep grade. He estimated its length at about 120 meters and he was winded when he reached the top. A high step led into a low-ceilinged gallery that flowed into an antechamber, three walls of which were cut granite.

			The King’s Chamber opened beyond, more walls of polished red stone, the mammoth blocks fitted so close only a hairbreadth remained between them. The chamber was a rectangle, about half as wide as long, hollowed from the pyramid’s heart. Monge had told him that there may well be a relationship between the measurements of this chamber and some time-honored mathematical constants.

			He did not doubt the observation.

			Flat slabs of granite formed a ceiling ten meters above. Light seeped in from two shafts that pierced the pyramid from the north and the south. The room was empty save for a man and a rough, unfinished granite sarcophagus without a lid. Monge had mentioned how the tubular drill and saw marks from the ancient workmen could still be seen on it. And he was right. He’d also reported that its width was less than a centimeter greater than the width of the ascending corridor, which meant it had been placed here before the rest of the pyramid was built.

			The man, facing the far wall, turned.

			His shapeless body was draped in a loose surtout, his head wrapped in a wool turban, a length of calico across one shoulder. His Egyptian ancestry was evident, but remnants of other cultures remained in a flat forehead, high cheekbones, and broad nose.

			Napoleon stared at the deeply lined face.

			“Did you bring the oracle?” the man asked him.

			He motioned to the leather satchel. “I have it.”

			  Napoleon emerged from the pyramid. He’d been inside for nearly an hour and darkness had now swallowed the Giza plain. He’d told the Egyptian to wait inside before leaving.

			He swiped more dust from his uniform and straightened the leather satchel across his shoulder. He found the ladder and fought to control his emotions, but the past hour had been horrific.

			Monge waited on the ground, alone, holding the reins of Napoleon’s horse.

			“Was your visit satisfactory, mon Général?”

			He faced his savant. “Hear me, Gaspard. Never speak of this night again. Do you understand me? No one is to know I came here.”

			His friend seemed taken aback by his tone.

			“I meant no offense—”

			He held up a hand. “Never speak of it again. Do you understand me?”

			The mathematician nodded, but he caught Monge’s gaze as he glanced past him, upward, to the top of the ladder, at the Egyptian, waiting for Napoleon to leave.

			“Shoot him,” he whispered to Monge.

			He caught the shock on his friend’s face, so he pressed his mouth close to the academician’s ear. “You love to tote that gun. You want to be a soldier. Then it is time. Soldiers obey their commander. I don’t want him leaving this place. If you don’t have the guts, then have it done. But know this. If that man is alive tomorrow, our glorious mission on behalf of the exalted Republic will suffer the tragic loss of a mathematician.”

			He saw the fear in Monge’s eyes.

			“You and I have done much together,” Napoleon made clear. “We are indeed friends. Brothers of the so-called Republic. But you do not want to disobey me. Not ever.”

			He released his grip and mounted the horse.

			“I am going home, Gaspard. To France. To my destiny. May you find yours, as well, here, in this godforsaken place.”
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		ONE

		
			COPENHAGEN
SUNDAY, DECEMBER 23, THE PRESENT
12:40 AM

		

		The bullet tore into Cotton Malone’s left shoulder.

		He fought to ignore the pain and focused on the plaza. People rushed in all directions. Horns blared. Tires squealed. Marines guarding the nearby American embassy reacted to the chaos, but were too far away to help. Bodies were strewn about. How many? Eight? Ten? No. More. A young man and woman lay at contorted angles on a nearby patch of oily asphalt, the man’s eyes frozen open, alight with shock—the woman, facedown, gushing blood. Malone had spotted two gunmen and immediately shot them both, but never saw the third, who’d clipped him with a single round and was now trying to flee, using panicked bystanders for cover.

		Dammit, the wound hurt. Fear struck his face like a wave of fire. His legs went limp as he fought to raise his right arm. The Beretta seemed to weigh tons, not ounces.

		Pain jarred his senses. He sucked deep breaths of sulfur-laced air and finally forced his finger to work the trigger, which only squeaked, and did not fire.

		Strange.

		More squeaks could be heard as he tried to fire again.

		Then the world dissolved to black.

		  Malone awoke, cleared the dream from his mind—one that had recurred many times over the past two years—and studied the bedside clock.

		12:43 AM.

		He was lying atop the bed in his apartment, the nightstand’s lamp still on from when he’d plopped down two hours ago.

		Something had roused him. A sound. Part of the dream from Mexico City, yet not.

		He heard it again.

		Three squeaks in quick succession.

		His building was 17th century, completely remodeled a few months ago. From the second to the third floor the new wooden risers now announced themselves in a precise order, like keys on a piano.

		Which meant someone was there.

		He reached beneath the bed and found the rucksack he always kept at the ready from his Magellan Billet days. Inside, his right hand gripped the Beretta, the same one from Mexico City, a round already chambered.

		Another habit he was glad he hadn’t shucked.

		He crept from the bedroom.

		His fourth-floor apartment was less than a thousand square feet. Besides the bedroom, there was a den, kitchen, bath, and several closets. Lights burned in the den, where a doorway opened to the stairway. His bookshop consumed the ground floor, and the second and third floors were used exclusively for storage and work space.

		He found the doorway and hugged the inner jamb.

		No sound had revealed his advance, as he’d kept his steps light and his shoes to the carpet runners. He still wore his clothes from yesterday. He’d worked late last night after a busy Saturday before Christmas. It was good to be a bookseller again. That was supposedly his profession now. So why was he holding a gun in the middle of the night, every one of his senses telling him danger was nearby?

		He risked a glance through the doorway. Stairs led to a landing, then angled downward. He’d switched off the lights earlier before climbing up for the night, and there were no three-way switches. He cursed himself for not including some during the remodeling. One thing that had been added was a metal banister lining the stair’s outer edge.

		He fled the apartment and slid down the slick brass rail to the next landing. No sense announcing his presence with more creaks from other wooden risers.

		Carefully, he glanced down into the void.

		Dark and quiet.

		He slid to the next landing and worked his way around to where he could spy the third floor. Amber lights from Højbro Plads leaked in through the building’s front windows and lit the space beyond the doorway with an orange halo. He kept his inventory there—books bought from people who, every day, lugged them in by the boxload. “Buy for cents, sell for euros.” That was the used-book business. Do it enough and you made money. Even better, every once in a while a real treasure arrived inside one of the boxes. Those he kept on the second floor, in a locked room. So unless someone had forced that door, whoever was here had fled into the open third floor.

		He slid down the last railing and assumed a position outside the third-floor doorway. The room beyond, maybe forty by twenty feet, was littered with boxes stacked several feet high.

		“What do you want?” he asked, his back pressed to the outer wall.

		He wondered if it had only been the dream that had sparked his alert. Twelve years as a Justice Department agent had certainly stamped paranoia on his personality, and the last two weeks had taken a toll—one he hadn’t bargained for but had accepted as the price of truth.

		“Tell you what,” he said. “I’m going back upstairs. Whoever you are, if you want something, come on up. If not, get the hell out of my shop.”

		More silence.

		He started for the stairs.

		“I came to see you,” a male said from inside the storage room.

		He stopped and noted the voice’s nuances. Young. Late twenties, early thirties. American, with a trace of an accent. And calm. Just matter-of-fact.

		“So you break into my shop?”

		“I had to.”

		The voice was close now, just on the other side of the doorway. He retreated from the wall and aimed the gun, waiting for the speaker to show himself.

		A shadowy form appeared in the doorway.

		Medium height, thin, wearing a waist-length coat. Short hair. Hands at his sides, both empty. The face blocked by the night.

		He kept the gun aimed and said, “I need a name.”

		“Sam Collins.”

		“What do you want?”

		“Henrik Thorvaldsen is in trouble.”

		“What else is new?”

		“People are coming to kill him.”

		“What people?”

		“We have to get to Thorvaldsen.”

		He kept the gun aimed, finger on the trigger. If Sam Collins so much as shuddered he’d cut him down. But he had a feeling, the sort agents acquired through hard-fought experience, one that told him this young man was not lying.

		“What people?” he asked again.

		“We need to go to him.”

		He heard glass break from below.

		“Another thing,” Sam Collins said. “Those people. They’re coming after me, too.”

	
		TWO

		
			BASTIA, CORSICA
1:05 AM

		

		Graham Ashby stood atop the Place du Dujon and admired the tranquil harbor. Around him, crumbly pastel houses were stacked like crates among churches, the olden structures overshadowed by the plain stone tower that had become his perch. His yacht, Archimedes, lay at anchor half a kilometer away in the Vieux Port. He admired its sleek, illuminated silhouette against the silvery water. Winter’s second night had spawned a cool dry wind from the north that swept across Bastia. A holiday stillness hung heavy, Christmas was only two days away, but he could not care less.

		The Terra Nova, once Bastia’s center of military and administrative activity, had now become a quarter of affluence with lofty apartments and trendy shops lining a maze of cobbled streets. A few years ago, he’d almost invested in the boom, but decided against it. Real estate, especially along the Mediterranean shoreline, no longer brought the return it once had.

		He gazed northeast at the Jetée du Dragon, an artificial quay that had not existed just a few decades ago. To build it, engineers had destroyed a giant lion-shaped rock dubbed the Leone, which once blocked the harbor and had figured prominently in many pre-twentieth-century engravings. When Archimedes had cruised into the protected waters two hours ago, he’d quickly spotted the unlit castle keep upon which he now stood—built by the island’s 14th century Genoese governors—and wondered if tonight would be the night.

		He hoped so.

		Corsica was not one of his favorite places. Nothing but a mountain springing from the sea, 115 miles long, 52 miles wide, 5,500 square miles, 600 miles of coast. Its geography varied from alpine peaks to deep gorges, pine forests, glacial lakes, pastures, fertile valleys, and even some desert. At one time or another Greeks, Carthaginians, Romans, Aragonese, Italians, Brits, and the French had conquered, but none had ever subjugated the island’s rebellious spirit.

		Another reason why he’d passed on investing. Far too many variables in this unruly French département.

		The industrious Genoese founded Bastia in 1380 and built fortresses to protect it, his tower perch one of the last remaining. The town had served as the capital of the island until 1791, when Napoleon decided that his birthplace, Ajaccio, in the south, would be better. He knew the locals had still not forgiven the little emperor for that transgression.

		He buttoned his Armani overcoat and stood close to a medieval parapet. His tailored shirt, trousers, and sweater clung to his fifty-eight-year-old frame with a reassuring feel. He bought all his ensembles at Kingston & Knight, as had his father and grandfather. Yesterday a London barber had spent half an hour trimming his gray mane, eliminating those pale waves that seemed to make him look older. He was proud at how he retained the appearance and vigor of a more youthful man and, as he continued to gaze out past a dark Bastia, at the Tyrrhenian Sea, he savored the satisfaction of a man who’d truly arrived.

		He glanced at his watch.

		He’d come to solve a mystery, one that had tantalized treasure hunters for more than sixty years, and he detested tardiness.

		He heard footsteps from the nearby staircase that angled its way twenty meters upward. During the day, tourists climbed to gawk at the scenery and snap pictures. At this hour no one visited.

		A man appeared in the weak light.

		He was small, with a headful of bushy hair. Two deep lines cut the flesh from above the nostrils to his mouth. His skin was as brown as a walnut shell, the dark pigments heightened by a white mustache.

		And he was dressed like a cleric.

		The skirts of a black soutane swished as he walked closer.

		“Lord Ashby, I apologize for my lateness, but it could not be helped.”

		“A priest?” he asked, pointing to the robe.

		“I thought a disguise best for tonight. Few ask questions of them.” The man grabbed a few breaths, winded from the climb.

		Ashby had selected this hour with great care and timed his arrival with English precision. But everything was now out of kilter by nearly half an hour.

		“I detest unpleasantness,” he said, “but sometimes a frank, face-to-face discussion is necessary.” He pointed a finger. “You, sir, are a liar.”

		“That I am. I freely admit.”

		“You cost me time and money, neither of which I like to expend.”

		“Unfortunately, Lord Ashby, I find myself in short supply of both.” The man paused. “And I knew you needed my help.”

		Last time he’d allowed this man to learn too much.

		A mistake.

		Something had happened in Corsica on September 15, 1943. Six crates were brought west from Italy by boat. Some said they were dumped into the sea, near Bastia, others believed they were hauled ashore. All accounts agreed that five Germans participated. Four of them were court-martialed for leaving the treasure in a place that would soon be in Allied hands, and they were shot. The fifth was exonerated. Unfortunately he was not privy to the final hiding place, so he searched in vain for the rest of his life.

		As had many others.

		“Lies are all the weapons I possess,” the Corsican made clear. “It’s what keeps powerful men like you at bay.”

		“Old man—”

		“I dare say, I’m not much older than you. Though my status is not as infamous. Quite a reputation you have, Lord Ashby.”

		He acknowledged the observation with a nod. He understood what an image could do to, and for, a person. His family had, for three centuries, possessed a controlling interest in one of England’s oldest lending institutions. He was now the sole holder of that interest. The British press once described his luminous gray eyes, Roman nose, and flick of a smile as the visage of an aristocrat. A reporter a few years ago labeled him imposing, while another described him as swarthy and saturnine. He didn’t necessarily mind the reference to his dark complexion—something his half-Turkish mother had bestowed upon him—but it bothered him that he might be regarded as sullen and morose.

		“I assure you, good sir,” he said. “I am not a man you should fear.”

		The Corsican laughed. “I should hope not. Violence would accomplish nothing. After all, you seek Rommel’s gold. Quite a treasure. And I might know where it waits.”

		This man was as obtrusive as he was observant. But he was also an admitted liar. “You led me on a tangent.”

		The dark form laughed. “You were pushing hard. I can’t afford any public attention. Others could know. This is a small island and, if we find this treasure, I want to be able to keep my portion.”

		This man worked for the Assemblée de Corse, out of Ajaccio. A minor official in the Corsican regional government, who possessed convenient access to a great deal of information.

		“And who would take what we find from us?” he asked.

		“People here, in Bastia, who continue to search. More who live in France and Italy. Men have died for this treasure.”

		This fool apparently preferred conversations to move slowly, offering mere hints and suggestions, leading by tiny degrees to his point.

		But Ashby did not have the time.

		He signaled and another man exited the stairway. He wore a charcoal overcoat that blended well with his stiff gray hair. His eyes were piercing, his thin face tapered to a pointed chin. He walked straight to the Corsican and stopped.

		“This is Mr. Guildhall,” Ashby said. “Perhaps you recall him from our last visit?”

		The Corsican extended his hand, but Guildhall kept his hands in his coat pockets.

		“I do,” the Corsican said. “Does he ever smile?”

		Ashby shook his head. “Terrible thing. A few years ago Mr. Guildhall was involved in a nasty altercation, during which his face and neck were slashed. He healed, as you can see, but the lasting effect was nerve damage that prevents the muscles in his face from fully functioning. Hence, no smile.”

		“And the person who slashed him?”

		“Ah, an excellent inquiry. Quite dead. Broken neck.”

		He saw that his point had been made, so he turned to Guildhall and asked, “What did you find?”

		His employee removed a small volume from his pocket and handed it over. In the weak light he noted the faded title, in French. Napoleon, From the Tuileries to St. Helena. One of countless memoirs that had appeared in print after Napoleon died in 1821.

		“How … did you get that?” the Corsican asked.

		He smiled. “While you made me wait here atop the tower, Mr. Guildhall searched your house. I’m not a total fool.”

		The Corsican shrugged. “Just a dull memoir. I read a lot on Napoleon.”

		“That’s what your co-conspirator said, too.”

		He saw that he now commanded his listener’s total attention. “He and I, and Mr. Guildhall, had a great talk.”

		“How did you know of Gustave?”

		He shrugged. “It wasn’t hard to determine. You and he have searched for Rommel’s gold a long time. You are each, perhaps, the two most knowledgeable people on the subject.”

		“Have you harmed him?”

		He caught the alarm in the question. “Heavens no, my good man. Do you take me for a villain? I am of an aristocratic family. A lord of the realm. A respectable financier. Not a hoodlum. Of course, your Gustave lied to me as well.”

		A flick of his wrist and Guildhall grabbed the man by a shoulder and one trouser leg projecting from the soutane. The tiny Corsican was vaulted upward between the parapets, Guildhall sliding him out and adjusting his grip to both ankles, the body now upside down outside the wall, twenty meters above stone pavement.

		The soutane flapped in the night breeze.

		Ashby poked his head out another parapet. “Unfortunately, Mr. Guildhall does not have the same reservations toward violence as I harbor. Please know that if you utter a sound of alarm, he’ll drop you. Do you understand?”

		He saw a head bob up and down.

		“Now, it’s time you and I have a serious conversation.”

	
		THREE

		
			COPENHAGEN

		

		Malone stared at the featureless form of Sam Collins as more glass shattered below.

		“I think they want to kill me,” Collins said.

		“In case you haven’t noticed, I have a gun pointed at you, too.”

		“Mr. Malone, Henrik sent me here.”

		He had to choose. The danger in front of him, or the one two floors down.

		He lowered the gun. “You led those people downstairs here?”

		“I needed your help. Henrik said to come.”

		He heard three pops. Sound-suppressed shots. Then the front door banged open. Footsteps thumped across the plank floor.

		He motioned with the gun. “In there.”

		They retreated into the third-floor storage room, seeking refuge behind a stack of boxes. He realized the intruders would immediately head toward the top floor, drawn by lights. Then, once they realized no one was there, they would start searching. Trouble was, he didn’t know how many had come to visit.

		He risked a peek and saw a man transition from the third-floor landing to the fourth floor. He motioned for quiet and to follow. He darted for the doorway and used the brass railing to slide down to the next landing. Collins mimicked his action. They repeated the process down to the final flight of stairs that led to ground level and the bookshop.

		Collins moved toward the last railing, but Malone grabbed his arm and shook his head. The fact that this young man would do something that stupid showed either ignorance or a deceptive brilliance. He wasn’t sure which, but they couldn’t linger here for long, considering there was an armed man above them.

		He motioned for Collins to remove his coat.

		The dark face seemed to hesitate, unsure about the request, then relented and slipped it off without a sound. Malone grabbed the thick wool bundle, sat on the rail, and slowly wiggled halfway down. With the gun firmly gripped in his right hand, he tossed the coat outward.

		Pops erupted as the garment was peppered with bullets.

		He slid the remainder of the way down, left the railing, and vaulted behind the front counter as more rounds thudded into wood around him.

		He pinpointed a location.

		The shooter was to his right, near the front windows, where the shop’s History and Music categories were shelved.

		He came to his knees and sent a round in that direction.

		“Now,” he yelled at Collins, who seemed to sense what was expected, fleeing the stairway and leaping behind the counter.

		Malone knew they’d have more company shortly, so he crept to the left. Luckily, they weren’t hemmed in. During the recent remodel he’d insisted that the counter be open at both ends. His shot had not been sound-suppressed, so he wondered if anyone outside had heard the loud retort. Unfortunately, Højbro Plads stayed fairly deserted from midnight to dawn.

		He scooted to the end, Collins beside him. His gaze stayed locked on the stairway as he waited for the inevitable. He spotted a dark form, growing in size as the attacker from upstairs slowly aimed his gun around the corner.

		Malone fired and caught the man in the forearm.

		He heard a grunt and the gun disappeared.

		The first gunman laid down enough fire to allow the man on the stairway to flee toward him.

		Malone sensed a stalemate. He was armed. So were they. But they probably carried more ammunition than he, since he’d failed to bring a spare magazine for the Beretta. Luckily, they didn’t know that.

		“We need to aggravate them,” Collins whispered.

		“And how many is them?”

		“Looks like two.”

		“We don’t know that.” His mind drifted back to the dream, when he’d once before made the mistake of failing to count to three.

		“We can’t just sit here.”

		“I could give you to them and go back to sleep.”

		“You could. But you won’t.”

		“Don’t be so sure.”

		He still remembered what Collins had said. Henrik Thorvaldsen is in trouble.

		Collins eased past and reached for the fire extinguisher behind the counter. Malone watched as Collins yanked the safety pin and, before he could object, fled the counter and spewed a chemical fog into the bookshop, using a rack of shelves for cover, propelling retardant toward the gunmen.

		Not a bad move except—

		Four pops came in reply.

		Bullets sprang from the fog, sinking into wood, pinging off stone walls.

		Malone sent another round their way.

		He heard glass crash in a tingling crescendo, then running footsteps.

		Moving away.

		Cold air rushed over him. He realized they’d escaped through the front window.

		Collins lowered the extinguisher. “They’re gone.”

		He needed to be sure, so he kept low, eased away from the counter and, using more shelves for cover, rushed through the dissipating fog. He found the end row and risked a quick look. Smoky air retreated out into the frigid night through a shattered plate-glass window.

		He shook his head. Another mess.

		Collins came up behind him. “They were pros.”

		“How would you know?”

		“I know who sent them.” Collins laid the fire extinguisher upright on the floor.

		“Who?”

		Collins shook his head. “Henrik said he’d tell you.”

		He stepped to the counter and found the phone, dialing Christiangade, Thorvaldsen’s ancestral estate nine miles north of Copenhagen. It rang several times. Usually Jesper, Thorvaldsen’s chamberlain, answered, no matter the hour.

		The phone continued to ring.

		Not good.

		He hung up and decided to be prepared.

		“Go upstairs,” he said to Collins. “There’s a rucksack on my bed. Grab it.”

		Collins ran up the wooden risers.

		He used the moment to dial Christiangade one more time and listened as the phone continued to ring.

		Collins thumped his way down the stairs.

		Malone’s car was parked a few blocks over, just outside old town, near the Christianburg Slot. He grabbed his cell phone from beneath the counter.

		“Let’s go.”

	
		FOUR

		Eliza Larocque sensed that she was close to success, though her flying companion was making the task difficult. She sincerely hoped that this hastily arranged overseas trip would not be a waste of time.

		“It’s called the Paris Club,” she said in French.

		She’d chosen 15,000 meters over the north Atlantic, inside the sumptuous cabin of her new Gulfstream G650, to make one last pitch. She was proud of her latest state-of-the-art toy, one of the first off the assembly line. Its spacious cabin accommodated eighteen passengers in plush leather seats. There was a galley, a roomy lavatory, mahogany furnishings, and mega-speed Internet video modules connected by satellite to the world. The jet flew high, fast, long, and reliably. Thirty-seven million, and worth every euro.

		“I’m familiar with that organization,” Robert Mastroianni said, keeping to her native language. “An informal group of financial officials from the world’s richest countries. Debt restructuring, debt relief, debt cancellation. They float credit and help struggling nations pay back their obligations. When I was with the International Monetary Fund, we worked with them many times.”

		A fact she knew.

		“That club,” she said, “grew out of crisis talks held in Paris in 1956 between a bankrupt Argentina and its creditors. It continues to meet every six weeks at the French Ministry of the Economy, Finance, and Industry, chaired by a senior official of the French treasury. But I’m not speaking of that organization.”

		“Another of your mysteries?” he asked, criticism in his tone.

		“Why must you be so difficult?”

		“Perhaps because I know it irritates you.”

		Yesterday she’d connected with Mastroianni in New York. He hadn’t been pleased to see her, but they’d dined out last night. When she’d offered him a ride back across the Atlantic, he’d accepted.

		Which surprised her.

		This would be either their last conversation—or the first of many more.

		“Go ahead, Eliza. I’m listening. Of course, there’s nothing else I can do but listen to you. Which, I suspect, was your plan.”

		“If you felt that way, then why fly home with me?”

		“If I’d refused, you would have simply found me again. This way we can resolve our business, one way or the other, and I receive a comfortable flight home as the price for my time. So please, go ahead. Make your speech.”

		She quelled her anger and declared, “There’s a truism born of history. ‘If a government can’t face the challenge of war, it ends.’ The sanctity of law, citizen prosperity, solvency—all those principles are readily sacrificed by any state when its survival is challenged.”

		Her listener sipped from a champagne flute.

		“Here’s another reality,” she said. “Wars have always been financed by debt. The greater the threat, the greater the debt.”

		He waved her off. “And I know the next part, Eliza. For any nation to involve itself in war, it must have a credible enemy.”

		“Of course. And if they already exist, magnifico.”

		He smiled at her use of his native tongue, the first break in his granite demeanor.

		“If enemies exist,” she said, “but lack military might, money can be provided to build that might. If they don’t exist—” She grinned. “—they can always be created.”

		Mastroianni laughed. “You have such a diabolical way.”

		“And you don’t?”

		He glared at her. “No, Eliza. I don’t.”

		He was maybe five years older, equally as rich, and though aggravating, could be quite charming. They’d just dined on succulent beef tenderloin, Yukon Gold potatoes, and crisp green beans. She’d learned he was a simple eater. No spices, garlic, or hot pepper. A unique palate for an Italian, yet a lot about this billionaire was unique. But who was she to judge? She harbored a number of her own idiosyncracies.

		“There is another Paris Club,” she said. “One much older. Dating to the time of Napoleon.”

		“You’ve never mentioned this fact before.”

		“You never showed any interest, until now.”

		“May I be frank?”

		“By all means.”

		“I don’t like you. Or more accurately, I don’t like your business concerns or your associates. They are ruthless in their dealings, and their word means nothing. Some of your investment policies are questionable at best, criminal at worst. You’ve pursued me for nearly a year with tales of untold profits, offering little information to support your claims. Perhaps it’s your Corsican half, and you simply can’t control it.”

		Her mother had been Corsican, her father a Frenchman. They’d married young and stayed together for more than fifty years. Both were now dead, she their only heir. Prejudice regarding her ancestry was nothing new—she’d encountered it many times—but that didn’t mean she accepted it gladly.

		She stood from her seat and removed their dinner plates.

		Mastroianni grabbed her arm. “You don’t need to serve me.”

		She resented both his tone and grasp, but did not resist. Instead she smiled, switched to Italian, and said, “You’re my guest. It’s the proper thing.”

		He released his grip.

		She’d staffed the jet only with two pilots, both forward behind a closed cockpit door, which was why she’d attended to the meal. In the galley, she stored the dirty plates and found their dessert in a small refrigerator. Two luscious chocolate tarts. Mastroianni’s favorite, she’d been told, bought from the Manhattan restaurant they’d visited last evening.

		His countenance changed when she laid the treat before him.

		She sat across from him.

		“Whether you like me or my companies, Robert, is irrelevant to our discussion. This is a business proposition. One that I thought you would be interested in entertaining. I have taken great care in making my selections. Five people have already been chosen. I’m the sixth. You would be the seventh.”

		He pointed to the tart. “I wondered what you and the garçon were discussing before we left last night.”

		He was ignoring her, playing a game of his own.

		“I saw how much you enjoyed the dessert.”

		He grabbed a sterling-silver fork. Apparently his personal dislike of her did not extend to her food, or her jet, or the possibility of the money to be made.

		“Might I tell you a story?” she asked. “About Egypt. When then-Général Napoleon Bonaparte invaded in 1798.”

		He nodded as he savored the rich chocolate. “I doubt you would accept a no. So, by all means.”

		  Napoleon personally led the column of French soldiers on the second day of their march south. They were near El Beydah, only a few hours away from the next village. The day was hot and sunny, just like all of the others before it. Yesterday Arabs had viciously attacked his advance guard. Général Desaix had nearly been captured, but a captain was killed and another adjutant général taken prisoner. A ransom was demanded, but the Arabs disputed the booty and eventually shot the captive in the head. Egypt was proving a treacherous land—easy to conquer, difficult to hold—and resistance seemed to be growing.

		Ahead, on the side of the dusty road, he spotted a woman with a bloody face. In one arm she cradled a baby, but her other arm was extended, as if in self defense, testing the air before her. What was she doing here, in the scorching desert?

		He approached and, through an interpreter, learned that her husband had pierced both her eyes. He was mortified. Why? She dared not complain and simply pleaded for someone to care for her child, who seemed near death. Napoleon ordered that both her and the baby be given water and bread.

		That done, a man suddenly appeared from beyond a nearby dune, enraged and full of hate.

		Soldiers came alert.

		The man ran forward and snatched the bread and water from the woman.

		“Forbear,” he screamed. “She has forfeited her honor and tarnished mine. That infant is my disgrace. It is an offspring of her guilt.”

		Napoleon dismounted and said, “You are mad, monsieur. Insane.”

		“I am her husband and have the right to do as I please.”

		Before Napoleon could respond, a dagger appeared from beneath the man’s cloak and he inflicted a mortal wound to his wife.

		Confusion ensued as the man seized the baby, held it in the air, then dashed it to the ground.

		A shot cracked and the man’s chest exploded, his body thudding to the dry earth. Captain Le Mireur, riding behind Napoleon, had ended the spectacle.

		Every soldier seemed shocked by what they’d seen.

		Napoleon himself was having trouble concealing his dismay. After a few tense moments he ordered the column ahead but before remounting his horse, he noticed that something had fallen from beneath the dead man’s cloak.

		A roll of papyri held tight by a string.

		He retrieved it from the sand.

		  Napoleon commandeered quarters for the night in the pleasure house of one of his most resolute opponents, an Egyptian who’d fled into the desert with his Mameluke army months ago, leaving all of his possessions to be enjoyed by the French. Stretched out on downy carpets strewn with velvet cushions, the général was still troubled by the appalling show of inhumanity he’d witnessed earlier on the desert road.

		He’d been told later that the man had done wrong stabbing his wife, but if God had wanted her vouchsafed for infidelity, she should have already been received into someone’s house and kept on charity. Since that had not occurred, Arab law would not have punished the husband for his two murders.

		“Then it is a good thing we did,” Napoleon declared.

		The night was quiet and dull, so he decided to examine the papyri he’d found near the body. His savants had told him how the locals routinely pillaged sacred sites, stealing what they could to either sell or reuse. What a waste. He’d come to discover this country’s past, not destroy it.

		He popped the string and unrolled the bundle discovering four sheets, written in what appeared to be Greek. He was fluent in Corsican, and could finally speak and read passable French, but beyond that foreign languages were a mystery.

		So he ordered one of his translators to appear.

		“It’s Coptic,” the man told him.

		“Can you read it?”

		“Of course, Général.”

		  “What a horrible thing,” Mastroianni said. “Killing that infant.”

		She nodded. “That was the reality of the Egyptian campaign. A bloody, hard-fought conquest. But I assure you, what happened there is why you and I are having this conversation.”

	
		FIVE

		Sam Collins sat in the passenger seat and watched as Malone sped out of Copenhagen, heading north on the Danish coast highway.

		Cotton Malone was exactly what he’d expected. Tough, gutsy, decisive, accepting the situation thrown at him, doing what needed to be done. He even fit the physical description Sam had been given. Tall, burnished blond hair, a smile that betrayed little emotion. He knew about Malone’s twelve years of Justice Department experience, his Georgetown legal education, eidetic memory, and love of books. But now he’d seen firsthand the man’s courage under fire.

		“Who are you?” Malone asked.

		He realized he couldn’t be coy. He’d sensed Malone’s suspicions, and didn’t blame him. A stranger breaks into his shop in the middle of the night and armed men follow? “U.S. Secret Service. Or at least I was until a few days ago. I think I’m fired.”

		“Why’s that?”

		“Because nobody there would listen to me. I tried to tell them. But no one wanted to hear.”

		“Why did Henrik?”

		“How’d you—” He caught himself.

		“Some folks take in stray animals. Henrik rescues people. Why’d you need his help?”

		“Who said I did?”

		“Don’t sweat it, okay? I was once one of those strays.”

		“Actually, I’d say it was Henrik who needed help. He contacted me.”

		Malone shifted the Mazda into fifth gear and sped down the blackened highway, a hundred yards or so away from a dark Øresund sea.

		Sam needed to make something clear. “I didn’t work White House detail at Secret Service. I was in currency and financial fraud.”

		He always laughed at the Hollywood stereotype of agents wearing dark suits, sunglasses, and skin-toned earpieces surrounding the president. Most of the Secret Service, like him, worked in obscurity, safeguarding the American financial system. That was actually its primary mission, since it grew out of the Civil War, created to prevent Confederate counterfeiting. Only after the assassination of William McKinley, thirty-five years later, had it assumed presidential protection responsibility.

		“Why’d you come to my bookshop?” Malone asked.

		“I was staying in town. Henrik sent me to a hotel yesterday. I could tell something was wrong. He wanted me away from the estate.”

		“How long have you been in Denmark?”

		“A week. You’ve been gone. Just got back a few days ago.”

		“You know a lot about me.”

		“Not really. I know you’re Cotton Malone. Former naval officer. Worked with the Magellan Billet. Now retired.”

		Malone tossed him a glance that signaled rapidly depleting patience with his evasion of the original question.

		“I run a website on the side,” Sam said. “We’re not supposed to do stuff like that, but I did. World Financial Collapse—A Capitalist Conspiracy. That’s what I called it. It’s at Moneywash.net.”

		“I can see why you’re superiors might have a problem with your hobby.”

		“I can’t. I live in America. I have a right to speak my mind.”

		“But you don’t have a right to carry a federal badge at the same time.”

		“That’s what they said, too.” He could not hide the defeat in his voice.

		“What did you say on this site of yours?” Malone asked him.

		“I told the truth. About financiers, like Mayer Amschel Rothschild.”

		“Expressing those First Amendment rights of yours?”

		“What does it matter? That man wasn’t even American. Just a master with money. His five sons were even better. They learned how to convert debt into fortune. They were lenders to the crowns of Europe. You name it and they were there, one hand to give money out, the other to take even more back.”

		“Isn’t that the American way?”

		“They weren’t bankers. Banks operate with funds either deposited by customers or created by the government. They worked with personal fortunes, lending them out at obscene interest rates.”

		“Again, what’s wrong with that?”

		He shifted in his seat. “That’s the attitude that allowed them to get away with what they did. People say, ‘So what? It’s their right to make money.’ No, it’s not.” The fire in his belly surged. “The Rothschilds made a fortune financing war. Did you know that?”

		Malone did not reply.

		“Both sides, most times. And they didn’t give a damn about the money they loaned. In return, they wanted privileges that could be converted into profit. Things like mining concessions, monopolies, importation exceptions. Sometimes they were even given the right to certain taxes as a guarantee.”

		“That was hundreds of years ago. So the hell what?”

		“It’s happening again.”

		Malone slowed for a sharp curve. “How do you know that?”

		“Not everyone who strikes it rich is as benevolent as Bill Gates.”

		“You have names? Proof?”

		He went silent.

		Malone seemed to sense his dilemma. “No, you don’t. Just a bunch of conspiracy crap you posted on the Internet that got you fired.”

		“It’s not far-fetched,” he was quick to say. “Those men came to kill me.”

		“You sound almost glad they did.”

		“It proves I was right.”

		“That’s a big leap. Tell me what happened.”

		“I was cooped up in a hotel room, so I went out for a walk. Two guys started following me. I hauled ass and they kept coming. That’s when I found your place. Henrik told me to wait at the hotel until I heard from him, then make contact with you. But when I spotted those two I called Christiangade. Jesper said to find you pronto, so I headed for your shop.”

		“How’d you get inside?”

		“Pried open the back door. It’s real easy. You need an alarm.”

		“I figure if somebody wants to steal old books, they can have ’em.”

		“What about guys who want to kill you?”

		“Actually, they wanted to kill you. And by the way, that was foolish breaking in. I
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		ONE

		TOM SAGAN GRIPPED THE GUN. HE’D THOUGHT about this moment for the past year, debating the pros and cons, finally deciding that one pro outweighed all cons.

		He simply did not want to live any longer.

		He’d once been an investigative reporter for the Los Angeles Times, knocking down a high six-figure salary, his byline generating one front-page, above-the-fold story after another. He’d worked all over the world—Sarajevo, Beirut, Jerusalem, Beijing, Belgrade, Moscow. His confidential files had been filled with sources who’d willingly fed him leads, knowing that he’d protect them at all costs. He’d once proved that when he spent eleven days in a D.C. jail for refusing to reveal his source on a story about a corrupt Pennsylvania congressman.

		The congressman went to prison.

		Sagan received his third Pulitzer nomination.

		There were twenty-one awarded categories. One was for distinguished investigative reporting by an individual or team, reported as a single newspaper article or a series. Winners received a certificate, $10,000, and the ability to add three precious words—Pulitzer Prize winner—to their name.

		He won his.

		But they took it back.

		Which seemed the story of his life.

		Everything had been taken back.

		His career, his reputation, his credibility, even his self-respect. In the end he came to see himself as a failure in each of his roles—reporter, husband, father, son. A few weeks ago he’d charted that spiral on a pad, identifying that it all started when he was twenty-five, fresh out of the University of Florida, top third in his class, with a journalism degree.

		And his father disowned him.

		Abiram Sagan had been unrelenting. “We all make choices. Good. Bad. Indifferent. You’re a grown man and made yours. Now I have to make mine.”

		And that he had.

		On that same pad he’d jotted down the highs and lows that came after. His rise from a news assistant to staff reporter to senior international correspondent. The awards. Accolades. The respect from his peers. How had one observer described his style? Wide-ranging and prescient reporting conducted at great personal risk.

		Then, his divorce.

		The estrangement from his only child. Poor investment decisions. Even poorer life decisions.

		Finally, his firing.

		Eight years ago.

		And since then—nothing.

		Most of his friends had abandoned him, but that was as much his fault as theirs. As his depression deepened, he’d withdrawn into himself. Amazingly, he hadn’t turned to alcohol or drugs, but neither had ever appealed to him. Self-pity was his intoxicant.

		He stared around at the house’s interior. He’d decided to die here, in his parents’ home. Fitting, in some morbid way. Thick layers of dust and a musty smell evidenced the three years the rooms had sat empty. He’d kept the utilities on, paid the meager taxes, and had the lawn tended just enough so the neighbors wouldn’t complain. Earlier, he’d noticed that the sprawling mulberry tree out front needed trimming and the picket fence painting. But he’d long ignored both chores, as he had the entire interior of the house, keeping it exactly as he’d found it, visiting only a few times.

		He hated it here.

		Too many ghosts.

		He walked the rooms, conjuring a few childhood memories. In the kitchen he could still see jars of his mother’s fruit and jam that once lined the windowsill. He should write a note, explain himself, blame somebody or something. But to whom? And for what? Nobody would believe him if he told them the truth.

		And would anyone care when he was gone?

		Certainly not his daughter. He’d not spoken to her in two years. His literary agent? Maybe. She’d made a lot of money off him. Ghostwriting novels paid big-time. What had one critic said at the time of his downfall? Sagan seems to have a promising career ahead of him writing fiction.

		Asshole.

		But he’d actually taken the advice.

		He wondered—how does one explain taking his own life? It’s, by definition, an irrational act, which, by definition, defies rational explanation. Hopefully, somebody would bury him. He had plenty of money in the bank, more than enough for a respectable funeral.

		What would it be like to be dead?

		Are you aware? Can you hear? See? Smell? Or is it simply an eternal blackness? No thoughts. No feeling. Nothing at all.

		He walked back toward the front of the house.

		Outside was a glorious March day, the noontime sun bright. He stopped in the open archway and stared at the parlor. That was what his mother had always called the room. Here was where his parents had gathered on Shabbat. Where Abiram read from the Torah. The place where Yom Kippur and Holy Days had been celebrated. He stared at the pewter menorah on the far table and recalled it burning many times. His parents had been devout Jews. After his bar mitzvah he, too, had first read from the Torah, standing before the room’s twelve-paned windows, framed by damask curtains his mother had taken months to sew. She’d been talented with her hands. What a lovely woman. He missed her. She died six years before Abiram, who’d now been gone for three.

		Time to end the Sagan clan.

		There were no more.

		He’d been an only child.

		He studied the gun, a pistol bought a few months before at an Orlando gun show. He sat on the sofa. Clouds of dust rose then settled. He recalled Abiram’s lecture about the birds and the bees as he’d sat in the same spot. He’d been what—twelve? Thirty-three years ago, though somehow it seemed like last week. As usual, the explanations about sex had been short, brutish, and efficient.

		“Do you understand?” Abiram asked him. “It’s important that you do.”

		“I don’t like girls.”

		“You will. So don’t forget what I said.”

		Women. Another failure. He’d had precious few relationships as a young man, marrying the first girl who’d shown serious interest in him. There’d been a few since the divorce, and none past the downfall. Michele had taken a toll on him, in more ways than just financially.

		“Maybe I’ll get to see her soon, too,” he muttered.

		His ex-wife had died two years ago in a car crash.

		Her funeral marked the last time he and his daughter had spoken, her rebuke still loud and clear.

		Get out. She would not want you here.

		And he’d left.

		He stared again at the gun, his finger on the trigger. He steeled himself, grabbed a breath, and then nestled the barrel to his temple. He was left-handed, like nearly every Sagan. His uncle, a former professional baseball player, told him as a child that if he could learn to hurl a curveball he’d make a fortune in the major leagues. Left-handers were rare. But he’d failed at sports, too.

		He felt the metal on his skin. Hard. Unbending.

		Like Abiram.

		And life.

		He closed his eyes and tightened his finger on the trigger, imagining how his obituary would start. Tuesday, March 5th, former investigative journalist Tom Sagan took his own life at his parents’ home in Mount Dora, Florida.

		A little more pressure on the trigger and—

		Rap. Rap. Rap.

		He opened his eyes.

		A man stood outside the front window, close enough to the panes for Tom to see the face—older than himself, clean-cut, distinguished—and the right hand.

		Which held a photograph pressed to the glass.

		He focused on the image of a young woman, bound and gagged, lying down, arms and feet extended as if tied.

		He knew the face.

		His daughter.

		Alle.
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