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				Room 212,
					Hart Senate Building,

				Washington, D.C.

				Committee Investigating the use of
					Paramilitary Corporations, Private Armies and Private Police Forces both within
					and without the Continental United States, Senator Fulton J. Abernathy, Dem.,
					Wisconsin Chairman

				February 20, 2012

			

			Room 212 in the Hart Senate Building was
				a multimillion-dollar chamber for interrogation people from Enron executives to
				possible appointees to high positions in government. There was a single massive wall
				of marble behind the senators’ dais, which stretched around three walls of
				exotic wood paneling with cutouts for press boxes like some political baseball game;
				a single long table faced the senators on the carpeted floor and room for two
				hundred or so spectators behind. There was plenty of room for press photographers to
				kneel or squat beneath the senators’ dais and a large UNITED STATES SENATE
				seal on the marble wall with a convenient swing door beneath it to allow for a
				television camera to get reaction shots.

			The two men and their several lawyers
				being spitted that particular day were Major
				General Atwood Swann, president of Blackhawk Special Forces Corporation, and his
				second in command, Colonel Paul Axeworthy. Swann was dressed in the uniform of a
				U.S. Marine major general, his chest resplendent with medals from Vietnam and both
				Iraq wars, as well as Afghanistan. Swann was a big man, square-faced, his marine
				buzz cut going from blond to gray. Axeworthy was wearing Blackhawk Battle Dress
				Uniform, or BDUs, consisting of green-on-green camouflage shirt and trousers tucked
				into spit-shined combat boots, a bright blue scarf at his throat and a dark green
				beret bearing the black bird on a gold background that was the Blackhawk logo. The
				beret was tucked into the left epaulette of his blouse. He wore an identical
				gold-and-black patch on both shoulders. The two men’s five lawyers were
				dressed like lawyers.

			Senator Fulton J. Abernathy, the
				committee chair, wore a dusty suit twenty years out of date, a psychedelic tie that
				wouldn’t have looked out of place on the Sgt Pepper’s album
				cover and a face like a wrinkled apple. His eyes were bright blue and extremely
				alert behind a pair of bright green half-framed bifocals. The grilling had already
				been going on for two hours, but Abernathy was still in top form and Swann
				hadn’t flinched once.

			 

			AB: What is your
				annual salary at Blackhawk, General Swann?

			SW: I was informed
				that there would be no questions regarding personal matters.

			AB:
					Well, I’m telling you otherwise
				and I’m the boss here, so answer the question.

			SW: One million
				seven hundred and eighty-five thousand plus bonuses.

			AB: What kind of
				bonuses?

			SW: Bonuses for
				successful missions.

			AB: Such as?

			SW: Katrina for
				one.

			AB: Katrina as in
				the hurricane?

			SW: Yes.

			AB: What, pray, was
				your mission there?

			SW: We were hired
				as an adjunct to local forces to maintain order.

			AB: What about your
				mission in El Salvador?

			SW: I’m not
				sure I understand the question.

			AB: Were you or
				were you not hired by the government of El Salvador to ‘relocate’
				several villages and their occupants in the interior for the purposes of a major
				gold mining corporation owned by the same person who controls the multinational
				corporation known as the Pallas Group, which in turn owns both Blackhawk Security as
				well as Blackhawk Special Forces – one Kate Sinclair, mother of the late Senator
				William Pierce Sinclair who recently took his own life?

			SW: That’s a
				complicated question, Senator.

			AB: I’ll try
				to pay attention when you answer it. El Salvador, in particular the village of San
				Diego de Tripicano and the village of Cuscatleon, which according to my information
				simply do not exist anymore. In fact, the
				only thing left of both places is a scattering of burnt-out ruins and a few charred
				bones. How did you manage that little trick, General, and what kind of bonus were
				you paid for slaughtering two hundred and thirty people, men, women and
				children?

			SW: I’m
				afraid the El Salvador mission is a matter of national security, Senator.

			AB: El
				Salvador’s national security? Ask me if I give a tinker’s fart about El
				Salvador’s national security.

			Pause.

			SW: My counsel
				advises me to plead the Fifth Amendment.

			AB. I’ll just
				bet they do. One more question before we break for lunch, General Swann. Have you
				ever been hired by any U.S. government agency to invade the territory of a sovereign
				nation?

			SW: My counsel
				advises me –

			AB: We get the
				picture … General. Let’s break for lunch.

			Four miles off Cayo Largo, Cuba

			Phase of the Moon: New

			April 21, 2012

			It was midnight and it was raining. The
				four ancient, rusting fishing trawlers puttered slowly northwest along the coast
				offshore from the long archipelago of cays and islands that stretched along
				Cuba’s Caribbean shoreline. Most were uninhabited strips of sand and
					coral occupied by a few windblown palms,
				though a few had been turned into sportfishing resorts to entice tourists. But it
				was the end of the season and even the resorts were almost empty. If anyone was
				listening that night, they would have assumed that the engine sound came from the
				rock lobster and shrimp fleet that plied the banks of the Bahia del Pedro
				farther south and were now heading for one of the main fishing terminals like
				Matanzas or Cienfuegos.

			At ten past twelve the engine of one of
				the four old boats in the group sputtered and died and the three others stopped
				their own engines to see what they could do to help. Some wit in the head office had
				decided to name one of the boats Bahia and another Cochinos –
					Bay of Pigs – but under the rust and the filth and the piles of empty
				nets hanging over the derrick and the mast, it was unlikely that anyone was going to
				notice on a dark rainy night four miles out to sea. Even if Cuban radar was in good
				enough repair to be working that night, the four boats were wooden and so low in the
				water they would likely have been invisible.

			As soon as the engines stopped, the
				crews of all four boats surged into action. Instead of shrimp and lobster the
				trawlers carried ten five-by-six bags, each containing a seven-meter inflatable
				Zodiac boat, and another set of bags contained their silenced electric motors,
				hardly neccessary tonight because the tide was rushing strong inshore. Each of the
				trawlers also carried thirty men, all fully equipped with weapons bags and LAR V
				Draegar bubble-free rebreathing apparatus,
				suitable for the shallow depths and warm waters inshore and with a ninety-minute
				useful breathing time. Within twenty minutes the boats and all one hundred and
				twenty men had been off-loaded and were heading toward a GPS point between two
				uninhabited cays sixteen miles northeast of Cayo Largo. The four trawlers continued
				their journey, their course slowly changing to a more northeasterly one and their
				staging point on the southern tip of Little Cayman Island.

			Ninety minutes later, their Zodiacs sunk
				in seventy feet of water, the four-hundred-and-eight-man unit landed on a rocky
				abandoned beach twenty miles west of the town of Trinidad. They stripped off their
				rebreathing gear and stowed it in the waterproof knapsacks where their camo gear had
				been kept. The weapons bags were unsealed, each man armed himself according to his
				role in the mission and at three fifteen in the morning the company-handpicked men
				from the Blackhawk Special Forces elite Special Boat Unit moved off the beach in
				double time, and within another hour they had vanished into the deep jungles
				covering the slopes of the Escambray Hills. They were the third such unit to be
				landed successfully on the empty beaches of Spiritus Sancti Province, and there were
				three more to come over the next six weeks. Operation Cuba Libre was in full
				swing.
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			Holliday’s
				stay at Ramstein Air Force Base lasted much longer than he’d wanted, and both
				Christmas and New Year’s had come and gone before he was released along with
				Eddie. The Cuban had been keeping in erratic touch with his aging mother and father,
				but there was still no news of the vanished Domingo, Eddie’s older brother, or
				at least no news his mother or father wanted to share with the listeners at the
				Signals Intelligence Base just south of Havana.

			In early spring, Holliday’s
				still-healing wound and battered brain pan leaving him unable to drive and Eddie
				never having been behind the wheel of a car in his life, the two friends took the
				high-speed ICE train from Mannheim to Amsterdam, then checked into the Hotel Roemer
				on the Visscherstraat. The snowbanks were melting, the canals were thawing and the
				first leaves were appearing.

			‘I have to see a guy about
				something,’ Holliday said cryptically when they had settled in.
				‘I’ll be back in an hour. Order something from room service.’

			‘I think I will sleep
				instead,’ said Eddie. ‘I will dream of the beaches near my home in
				Alamar.’

			‘Alamar?’

			‘Fidel’s great gift to the
				people of Havana.’

			‘What is
				it?’

			‘A slum, built with Russian
				concrete.’ The Cuban smiled. ‘But very close to the sea.’

			Holliday left the hotel and made his way
				to Nieuwmarkt on the edge of De Wallen, Amsterdam’s red-light district. The
				place he was looking for was squeezed in between a sex shop and a bierhaus. A green
				neon sign in the blacked-out front window read
					DARBY’S AMERICAN
					BAR, EST. JUNE 16, 1969 – the
				day its owner, Danny Farrell, finished his second and final tour in Vietnam,
				Holliday knew. After seeing the way things were upon landing in San Francisco,
				Farrell slipped into civvies in the toilets, caught the next plane home to New York
				and then kept right on going, opening the bar in Amsterdam that had always been his
				dream in-country.

			Holliday stepped in and let his eyes
				adjust to the dim light. The bar was on the right, a row of vinyl-covered booths on
				the left. A big TV was mounted on the wall behind the bar, playing CNN with the
				sound turned off. Holliday sat down at the bar and checked the grimy plastic-coated
				menu. Burgers, fries, BLTs, Denver sandwiches and Reubens on dark rye. All the foods
				that Farrell had talked endlessly about in the hooch.

			The bartender made his way down the bar
				to where Holliday was sitting. He was thin, no more than five-six, bald, with
				oversized ears a huge, broad nose, and wearing wire-rimmed glasses. He was dressed
				in a wrinkled white shirt with sleeves rolled up, blue jeans and a barman’s
				short apron. There was a fading tattoo of a skull backed by a parachute and a sword
				on his right forearm. Holliday would have
				recognized him anywhere, mostly because of the lumpy, jagged scar that ran from just
				under his right ear to his chin. It was lumpy and jagged because Holliday only had
				the needle and thread he used to darn his socks with him when the piece of shrapnel
				from the tin plate mine opened up Farrell’s face. It wasn’t easy to do a
				great job of battlefield surgery on the slope of a hill with the enemy popping
				mortar shells your way and screaming ‘Yanqui, you die!’ over their
				bullhorns.

			‘Help you?’ Farrell said,
				his voice bored.

			‘BLT, easy on the mayo, and a
				double Maker’s Mark if you wouldn’t mind, Beagle.’

			Farrell called out something
				unintelligible in Dutch toward a closed door at the far end of the bar, then turned
				slowly back to Holliday, a suspicious look in his eyes. ‘What did you call
				me?’

			‘Beagle, just like everyone
				else.’

			The man involuntarily reached up with
				one finger and touched an ear. ‘Am I supposed to know you or
				something?’

			‘November 1967, Hill eight
				eighty-two, Dak To. I was the one who sewed that up,’ said Holliday, pointing
				at the scar. ‘You called me Frankenstein after that.’

			‘Doc Holliday! I’ll be
				screwed, blued and tattooed! It’s been, what, thirty-five years or
				something?’ The ex-Ranger grinned from one big ear to the other, turning the
				scar into a curling snake slithering across his face.

			‘Closer to forty-five.’

			
				‘You’re not still in, are you?’

			‘I was for a long time.’

			‘You look like you took a few hits
				of your own.’

			‘Here and there.’

			‘So, what you been up to
				lately?’

			‘Wandering around the world,
				getting into trouble.’

			A Chinese cook appeared with the BLT,
				dropped it in front of Holliday and retreated. Farrell made a generous double of
				Maker’s Mark and set it down on the bar. ‘What kind of
				trouble?’

			Holliday took a bite of the sandwich,
				which was delicious, and sipped his drink. ‘The kind of trouble that might
				require some new documents.’

			‘What kind of
				documents?’

			‘Passports, drivers’
				licenses, birth certificates, the works.’

			‘You been getting into serious
				trouble, then, Doc.’ Farrell shook his head. ‘Not the Doc I
				knew.’

			‘Not the Doc I knew,
				either,’ said Holliday. ‘Don’t worry, though, Beagle. I’m
				still on the side of truth, justice and the American way.’

			‘Well, that’s okay, then,
				Doc.’ Farrell smiled. ‘None of us are the way we were back then. All of
				us are missing parts of one kind or another.’

			‘Can you help me out?’

			‘I think I got a name and an
				address somewhere, but this guy is bad news, Doc. He does good work, but he’d
				slit your throat for a dollar if he could get away with it.’

			‘Nice
				friends you have.’

			‘Nice friends don’t forge
				passports.’

			‘True enough.’

			Holliday stayed and finished his
				sandwich and whiskey, talking about old times with his scarred buddy from a lifetime
				ago, but old times weren’t necessarily good times and he left with both of
				them promising to stay in touch and both of them knowing they were lying.

			Holliday called the number Farrell had
				given him, and he and Eddie arrived at the appointed address shortly after eight
				o’clock the following evening. Kostum King was located between a Christian
				bookstore and a Braun café on Raadhuisstraat between the Herrengracht and the Singel
				canals in the center of Old Amsterdam. It was a narrow building with a tattered blue
				awning and four dusty-looking Michael Jackson Thriller costumes complete with shoes
				and rubber masks dangling in the window from what looked suspiciously like meat
				hooks. The sign on the door said CLOSED, but Holliday rang the bell
				anyway.

			The man who answered was short,
				scraggly-haired, clubfooted and with a large hump on his back. The suit he wore was
				as dusty as the Michael Jackson costumes.

			‘Ja?’

			‘Dirk Hartog?’

			‘Ja.’

			‘Darby sent us.’

			‘Ah yes, come in.’

			They stepped into
				the shop, bypassing the hunchback, who closed and locked the door behind him. The
				shop was long and narrow with costumes of all kinds hanging in gloomy rows. None of
				them looked as though they’d been rented in years, and the most modern U.S.
				president mask they appeared to have was Richard Nixon. There was even a Jane Fonda
				mask and a set of long-haired Beatles masks lined up on a shelf. The hunchback led
				them to a door at the back of the room and opened it, ushering them inside. It was
				an office, crammed with filing cabinets and a large wooden desk with a vinyl-covered
				office chair. There were two other chairs for guests and a coffee machine on top of
				one of the filing cabinets. The only picture on the walls was a framed Rembrandt
				cigar ad from a magazine. To the right of the hanging picture was another door,
				probably leading into some sort of storeroom. The hunchback sat down at the desk,
				slipped out of the hunchback jacket and the scraggly-haired wig and slipped off the
				clubfoot shoe.

			‘Much better,’ sighed the
				man happily. ‘Now, what can I do for you gentlemen?’

			‘Identity papers.’

			‘Ja. Any particular
				type?’

			‘Passports, driver’s
				license, birth certificate.’

			‘Any particular
				country?’

			‘Canada. My friend in the
				Dominican Republic.’

			‘You have pictures?’

			‘Yes.’ Holliday and Eddie
				handed over sets of passport photographs they had taken earlier in the day.

			 ‘It will be
				expensive.’

			‘How expensive?’

			‘Five thousand euros. For each of
				you.’

			‘No problem.’

			‘Half now and your original
				passports.’

			‘Fine.’ Holliday had already
				hit the bank machine and withdrawn money from one of the hundreds of accounts in
				Helder Rodrigues’s secret notebook. Having expected something like this, he
				took ten five-hundred-euro notes out of his wallet and put them in front of the man.
				He and Eddie put their real passports on the desk. Hartog swept them up.
					‘Goed,’ he said. ‘Come back in three days. Same
				time.’

			They spent the three days sightseeing,
				going to most of the big museums like the Rijksmuseum, the State Museum, newly
				renovated, and of the course the world-famous Rembrandt Museum. They watched a
				diamond being cut and even took a boat ride through the city’s canals. At five
				past eight, three days after their first meeting, Holliday knocked on Hartog’s
				door. This time he was wearing a plain dark suit and a Richard Nixon mask. He met
				them at the door with the famous V for Victory sign the ex-president had given from
				the door of Marine One before making his long trip into purgatory, and then
				led them into the back office. There were fresh documents laid out on the desk.
				Holliday picked up his passport and Eddie picked up his.

			‘Very nice,’ said
				Holliday.

			 ‘They are
				blanks from a friend I have at the consulate. If anyone ever matches the holograms,
				your names are on file. I even managed to get you Ontario Health Cards.
				Unfortunately, although the cards are real they are not in circulation, so if you
				are breaking your leg you are on your own, ja.’ Hartog laughed behind
				the Nixon mask.

			‘That only accounts for three
				photographs; we gave you four. And where are our original passports?’

			Hartog snapped his fingers. ‘I
				must have left them in the workroom downstairs.’ He got to his feet, made the
				V sign again and disappeared through the rear door of the office.

			Eddie frowned. ‘This has fish in
				it.’ He leaned over the desk and twisted Hartog’s phone around. It had
				three buttons on it and one of them was lit.

			‘You’re right.’
				Holliday nodded, standing up. ‘It is fishy.’ They pocketed their new
				documents and headed for the rear door of the office.

			Behind the door was a small plain foyer
				lit by a single bulb and a set of heavy plank stairs leading downward. Holliday went
				first with Eddie right behind him.

			The room was low ceilinged, dark, with a
				makeshift darkroom in one corner, a long table fitted with a laminating machine, a
				drafting table and a large color Xerox in one corner. Hartog was sitting at the long
				table talking in Dutch when Holliday and Eddie appeared. There was a fuming pipe in
				his mouth and a lighter on the table beside him. On seeing them he
					muttered something into the phone and
				hung up quickly. He put down the pipe.

			‘Talking to someone?’
				Holliday asked.

			‘My friend.’

			‘How long before your friend shows
				up?’

			Hartog suddenly pulled out a desk drawer
				in the table and reached inside. Eddie took one step forward, grabbed the
				ten-foot-long oak table and overturned it, dumping Hartog off his stool. Holliday
				stepped over the table, bent down and picked up a compact little automatic pistol
				off the floor. A Walther PPK, the James Bond gun. He pointed it at Hartog.
				‘The passports and the pictures.’

			‘In the drawer,’ replied the
				Dutchman. Eddie checked the drawer and came up with the documents.

			‘Who were you talking to?’
				Holliday asked, pointing the gun roughly at the center of Hartog’s face, now
				devoid of its Richard Nixon mask.

			‘A lawyer.’

			‘What’s his name?’

			‘Derlagen.’

			‘Why?’

			‘He has contacts.’

			‘Who is he sending?’

			‘Some people.’

			‘How many?’

			‘Two, three, I don’t
				know.’

			‘They’re coming to kill
				us?’

			‘Yes.’

			‘Once upon a time it
				wouldn’t have occurred to me to do
				this,’ said Holliday. ‘But people change.’ He squeezed the trigger
				on the Walther and put a bullet into Hartog’s head just above the bridge of
				his nose.

			He looked around the room, found a
				gallon tin of acetone for cleaning the press and spread it over everything,
				including Hartog. He dribbled a train of acetone to the bottom of the stairs and
				then used the lighter to start the fire.

			‘Come on,’ said Holliday.
				‘We better get out of here before the bad guys arrive.’ He stood for a
				moment at the foot of the stairs, watching the fire gain strength; then he followed
				Eddie back to the main floor.

			By the time they reached the store
				itself, Holliday realized they were too late. Someone was rattling at the door.
				There was a quick, brittle sound of glass breaking and then the door was unlatched.
				Holliday motioned Eddie to the left as the two men slipped in between the hanging
				racks of costumes.

			Holliday could already smell the smoke
				from the fire downstairs, and it wouldn’t be long before the whole store was
				consumed. As the two men approached, he tensed, waiting for the right moment. He had
				the flat little Walther, but small caliber or not, it still made a lot of noise.

			When it came, it came without thinking
				for both men. As his man passed him by, Eddie stepped out into the aisle, grabbed
				the man’s right wrist and bent it back toward his shoulder blades, forcing him
				to drop his weapon, a large-caliber automatic with a suppressor on it. That
				accomplished, the Cuban kicked the man’s legs out from under him, put a knee in his spine and wrapped an arm
				around his head, pulling sharply until he heard the bone at the base of the
				intruder’s skull snap.

			Holliday’s man wasn’t much
				different. Holliday used the butt of the Walther to punch him in the throat, swept
				his legs out from under him and broke his neck. The smell of smoke was very strong
				now, and Holliday could see flames behind the glass in the office window. He flipped
				his man over and checked in his pockets.

			‘Shit.’

			‘Qué?’ Eddie
				asked.

			‘They’re company men. CIA
				Philpott’s put a hit out on us.’

			‘A hit?’ Eddie asked.
					‘Como un golpe en la cabeza? No lo entiendo.’

			‘A kill order. We’ve got to
				get out of Amsterdam, fast.’
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			They took the six
				fifty a.m. KLM flight the following day and arrived in Toronto in the late
				afternoon. Holliday used his new passport and driver’s license to open up an
				account at the Royal Bank of Canada Airport branch; then he and Eddie took a town
				car into the city. They booked into the Park Hyatt at Avenue Road and Bloor Street,
				which was kitty-corner to the University of Toronto’s Centre for Medieval
				Studies, had a room service steak and then Eddie bailed out and was asleep on the
				couch within five minutes. Holliday gathered up his key card and went down to the
				business center.

			Using the account codes he’d long
				ago learned from the notebook the monk Helder Rodrigues had given him, Holliday
				transferred one hundred and fifty thousand dollars in U.S funds from the Royal Bank
				of Canada’s main branch in Nassau in the Bahamas to his newly opened account
				in Toronto. He booked off the hotel computer, the online fees charged directly to
				the suite, then went back upstairs, had a quick shot of Scotch from the minibar,
				listening to Eddie snoring on the couch while he looked out at the lights of the
				city, then went to bed himself, giving in to the fatigue he’d endured in
				Ramstein’s hospital and his much more recent jet lag. He was asleep within a minute of his head hitting the pillows.

			The next morning he and Eddie went to
				the hotel concierge, asked a number of questions and got satisfactory answers. Their
				first chore was a taxi ride to a store called Save More Surplus on the western edge
				of a public housing project ten or eleven blocks from the flying saucer shape of
				Toronto City Hall. Eddie bought a battered knapsack with a faded Canadian flag sewn
				onto the flap, and Holliday bought two black Samsonite F’lite hard-shell
				suitcases. They then had the taxi do a U-turn and take them west along Queen Street
				until they reached a store called Henry’s Photo. While the taxi waited
				Holliday went into the big store, bought a Nikon D2X camera body and every lens and
				accessory that was available as well as a large block of cutout hard foam to protect
				it all.

			They dropped their purchases off at the
				hotel, then took a second taxi to the local Walmart, where they bought a
				commercial-grade Weston Vacuum Sealer with an eighteen-inch seal, a box of one
				hundred large bags, two bottles of Krazy Glue and a black yoga mat.

			They took the sealer and their other
				purchases back to the hotel, where Holliday dropped off Eddie and continued on to
				Royal Bank Plaza at the foot of Yonge Street, Toronto’s version of Broadway.
				The main branch of the bank was housed in a somewhat ostentatious skyscraper with
				gold-tinted faceted windows. Banks, never really liking the idea of people
				withdrawing money, balked slightly at Holliday requesting a
					hundred thousand dollars in American
				twenties, but eventually and after a few phone calls to the Bahamas they complied,
				giving him the money in a white cardboard box with a discreet lion rampant logo in
				one corner. Holliday immediately took the money back to the hotel, and the real
				labors began.

			‘You really think this is going to
				work, mi colonel?’ Eddie asked, staring at their purchases spread out
				across the dining table in their suite.

			‘If what you tell me about customs
				at Jose Marti Airport is right, it should work like a charm,’ Holliday said,
				smiling at his friend.

			One hundred thousand dollars in American
				twenty-dollar bills weighs almost exactly eleven pounds. Each bill is approximately
				six inches by two inches, which means that a total of twenty-seven stacks of
				forty-seven twenties, or one hundred thousand dollars in total, can be vacuum-sealed
				in a single eighteen-by-eighteen-inch bag a little less than a quarter of an inch
				high. With the black lining of the Samsonite carefully removed, the bag could be
				glued to the back of the suitcase, covered with a carefully cut piece of black foam
				from the yoga mat and then the black nylon lining replaced. Which is exactly what
				they did.

			At the concierge’s suggestion they
				had an excellent dinner of osso buco at a restaurant simply called Grace and
				returned to the hotel. Back in their suite, Holliday trimmed the camera foam to the
				exact dimensions of the doctored suitcase, then cutouts for the camera body, the
				lenses and accessories. With that complete, Holliday went down to the business center and within half an hour he had cut and
				pasted off the Internet to make himself fifty ‘engraved’ business cards,
				using the name on his passport and driver’s license:

			 

			UNESCO WORLD HERITAGE CENTER
JOHN
				LEESON
SENIOR STAFF PHOTOGRAPHER

			 

			He made another set identifying Eddie as
				his assistant and printed those out, as well. Considering the fact that Havana was a
				Unesco World Heritage city, it made sense that they would send a photographer
				assistant around every few years to document and project on the restoration of
				historic buildings in the city, and all the camera equipment in the suitcase would
				easily disguise the added eleven pounds of weight.

			‘That’s about it,’
				Holliday said. ‘Tomorrow we buy some clothes and a few guidebooks in the
				morning, have our meeting down the street in the afternoon and the next day we fly
				to Cuba.’

			‘And pray that everything goes as
				we have planned when we get there,’ added Eddie.

			Dr Steven Braintree’s office at
				the University of Toronto’s Centre for Medieval Studies was located on the
				third floor of a large, stodgy-looking neo-Georgian building kitty-corner to the
				hotel on the southern side of Bloor Street. The office was pretty much the way
				Holliday had remembered: piles of papers on piles of file folders on piles of books with a few overflowing filing
				cabinets and more files, papers and books piled on his wide windowsill. Braintree
				hadn’t changed much, either; there were a few flecks of gray in his long dark
				hair now, but the trendy Prada glasses, the sneakers and the jeans were just the
				same. This time the message on his black T-shirt said FREE GIGI’S!
					PIZZA GIGI’S,
					BEST PIZZA IN TORONTO –
					PICKY POTHEADS PICK
					PIZZA GIGI’S.

			Holliday made the introductions and they
				sat down in what little space was left. ‘Been a while, Colonel. I was a little
				surprised to hear from you,’ said Braintree. Holliday had been following clues
				to the origins of the Templar sword he’d found hidden in his uncle
				Henry’s house, and Braintree had been on the list. ‘You ever find what
				you were looking for?’ asked the history professor.

			‘Too much, when you get right down
				to it,’ Holliday replied. It had never occurred to him that there would be a
				litter of bodies left behind him on his search or that the monk Helder Rodrigues
				would pass along the best-kept secret in seven hundred years before dying in his
				arms.

			‘So, what can I do for you
				now?’ Braintree asked.

			‘Tell me everything you know about
				the Templars in Cuba.’

			Braintree glanced at Eddie.
					‘Te Cubana?’

			‘Sí, Doctore.’
				Eddie nodded.

			‘Miami?’

			‘Alamar,’ responded
				the Cuban with a smile. Braintree laughed.

			 ‘Un
					cubano real, entonces,’ said Braintree.

			‘Sí,’ said
				Eddie.

			According to Braintree, after the
				dissolution of the Templar order by Pope Clement in 1312, its remnants fled in all
				directions, some across the English Channel into England and Scotland, some – as
				Holliday well knew – to the Azores and some to Portugal and Spain. The ones who
				crossed the Pyrenees Mountains into the Catalonian Province of Spain enjoyed a brief
				life as the Christ Knights of Catalonia, but they were quickly rooted out by the
				Catholic king of Spain. Those who traveled by sea and landed in Portugal fared much
				better and came under the protection of King Diniz under the name the Order of
				Christ in 1319, which led directly to Emmanuel I and Christopher Columbus.

			‘That you’ll have
				to explain,’ said Holliday.

			Braintree did. Although virtually every
				school history text in North America identified Columbus as an Italian from Genoa,
				there was virtually no real evidence of this at all. It was far more likely that he
				was born in either Spain or, even likelier, Portugal.

			By 1492, the year Columbus sailed west
				to what he thought was the Indies, both Columbus and Emmanuel I were members of the
					Ordem Militar de Cristo, or the Military Order of Christ, the present
				incarnation of the Knights Templar in Portugal at the time. Although Columbus
				soughts funds from Isabella of Spain for his voyage of discovery, he already had a
				secret pact with Emmanuel that any information about his voyage that he gave to Spain should also be given to Portugal.
				Columbus agreed and the Templar cross on the sails of his famous ships, the
					Nina, the Pinta and the Santa Maria, were a signal to
				Emmanuel that their secret bond would be kept.

			Columbus spent very little time on the
				island of Cuba before moving on to Hispaniola, or what is now known as Haiti, and
				the Dominican Republic. One of the crew members on the first voyage, a man in his
				midtwenties and of prominent birth, Diego Velázquez, caught Columbus’s eye and
				soon after they settled in Hispaniola, Columbus ritually made Velázquez an officer
				in the Ordem Militar de Cristo, an honor the young Spaniard took very
				seriously. Nineteen years later in 1511, Velázquez, now known as Don Diego Velázquez
				de Cuéllar, was ordered by Diego Columbus, Christopher Columbus’s firstborn
				child and now viceroy of the West Indies, to occupy and conquer the island of Cuba.
				For the next five years Don Diego Velázquez established a number of settlements,
				including, most notably, Santiago de Cuba and San Cristóbal de Havana, a small town
				just west of present-day Havana. For these efforts Don Diego Velázquez was made
				governor of Cuba by Diego Columbus. To commemorate the discovery of Havana, Don
				Diego built La Templete, a small neoclassical temple, which would soon
				become the headquarters for Don Diego’s version of the Ordem Militar de
					Cristo, which he named the Brotherhood of the Knights of Christ, La
					Hermandad
				dos Cavaleiros de Cristo. Very soon after this, at least between its
					members it became known simply as
					La Hermandad or the Brotherhood.

			‘Does it still exist?’
				Holliday asked.

			Braintree shrugged.
				‘There’ve been all sorts of rumors over the years, just like the
				never-ending rumors of the original Templar, but soon after conquering Cuba,
				Velázquez fell out of favor with Diego Columbus during Cortez’s conquest of
				Mexico, and stripped of authority, he died in Santiago de Cuba in 1524. Most
				probably the Brotherhood died with him.’

			‘Or maybe not,’ said Eddie
				quietly.

		
	
		
			4

			The Air Canada
				A320 came in low over the sea, reaching land in the early afternoon. The gently
				rolling countryside below could just as easily have been rural France – fields,
				farms and small villages crouched in broad valleys or perched on low hills, all
				connected by country roads that led to broader highways.

			‘Mi patria
				precioso,’ whispered Eddie with a choke in his voice as he stared down at
				the landscape from the window seat of the narrow-body jet.

			‘Let’s just hope we get out
				of the airport,’ said Holliday.

			‘We will, mi colonel, but
				remember, after that you must listen very carefully to what I tell you about how
				things work in this place.’

			‘I promise to obey every
				command.’ Holliday smiled. Eddie raised an expressive eyebrow. An instant
				later the slightly ominous whir and thump of the flaps lowering filled the interior
				of the aircraft and they began their final approach to Jose Marti International
				Airport.

			Terminal 3 at Jose Marti was built
				specifically for international arrivals and departures, showcasing Cuba as a modern
				twenty-first-century country, which everybody, especially the Cubans, knows it is
				not. The architecture was slick: glass,
				steel and open-beam high ceilings with crisscrossing assemblies of pipe and I-beams,
				some of them hung with large versions of the world’s flags, including the
				Stars and Stripes. The Cuban government might hate American foreign policy and
				politicians, but they love American tourists. Although there have been no sanctioned
				flights to Cuba since 1960, the Cubans found ways around the problem almost
				immediately. Americans could reach Cuba by first going to Canada, Mexico or the
				Bahamas and flying onward from those countries. Instead of passport entry and exit
				stamps, Cuban customs provided the tourist with a small separate visa slipped into
				the passport on arrival and removed on departure. Although each tourist who visited
				Cuba from the United States could technically be arrested under the Trading with the
				Enemy Act, it didn’t stop more than one hundred and fifty thousand tourists a
				year from going there, although most of the guidebooks suggest that they
				shouldn’t announce their American citizenship too loudly and might even go so
				far as to wear a Canada pin, or a Canadian flag patch, on their knapsacks. On the
				other hand, there is a regular St Patrick’s Day on O’Reilly Street in
				Havana, complete with a pipe band, green beer and a choir singing ‘Danny
				Boy’ in a Spanish accent. After all, it was rumored that even Che Guevara had
				Irish-American roots, and of course, even Castro himself had an American connection
				– in the late 1940s Fidel had been offered a five-thousand-dollar signing bonus by
				the New York Giants.

			Holliday shuffled
				toward customs in the big, noisy terminal trying to figure what the impact on the
				world would have been if Castro had signed with the team and had a career as a major
				league pitcher. Perhaps there would have been one Batista after another for the next
				fifty years, all with a cozy relationship with the United States. American sugar,
				fruit and tobacco interests would have flourished, and so would the Mafia. Cuba
				could have stayed as corrupt as any of its neighbors to the south, or its slightly
				wackier compatriots in North Africa and the Middle East. American servicemen from
				Guantánamo on leave in Havana, picking up hookers in the bars and clubs and gambling
				in the casinos like the Riviera, the Capri or the Sans Souci. Blacks still
				unemancipated, working as cane cutters or in the tobacco fields, the vast majority
				of the country illiterate and poor.

			He reached the head of the line, put
				both bags on the big industrial scales and waited while the weight figure was
				computed, paying the fee in U.S. dollars. Then he was signaled to the customs
				counter.

			‘Passport, senor,’ demanded
				the uniformed customs agent. Behind him sat two men in suits and dark glasses, both
				reading Granma, the official newspaper. These would be the airport police
				that Eddie had warned him about.

			Holliday handed over the blue-covered
				Canadian passport identifying him as John Leeson, smiling pleasantly.

			‘You are Canadian?’

			
				‘Yes.’

			‘You have traveled to a great many
				places, senor,’ said the customs official, flipping through the pages.
				Holliday had been very specific to Hartog the forger about the stamps he wanted,
				including five countries with UNESCO Preservation sites, among them India, Japan,
				Peru and New Zealand.

			‘So I have,’ said Holliday,
				keeping his tone genial.

			‘You are here on business or
				pleasure, senor?’

			‘A bit of both, mostly
				business.’ He handed over the business card he’d made at the Hyatt in
				Toronto.

			‘You pay to fix our great
				buildings, yes?’

			‘I just take the pictures for the
				bosses. All of us have our bosses, right?’

			‘That is correct,
				sí.’ The customs official smiled. ‘We all have our bosses.
				Please, senor, put your suitcases on the counter and open them.’

			Holliday did as he was told. Once the
				cases were on the counter, he unlocked them and pulled them open. The customs
				official rummaged through the clothes, felt the sides, bottom and back, then
				indicated that Holliday could close the first up. The customs man checked the second
				suitcase.

			‘A lot of camera equipment,’
				commented the official. At some invisible signal the two men reading newspapers
				stood up and stood beside the suitcase. As well as the camera case, there were round
				slots for thirty metal film containers. The taller of the two security men opened a
				few of the film containers at random while the other watched for a reaction from
				Holliday. There was none. The tall
				security man then told Holliday to take out the hard foam insert. Holliday handed it
				to the man, who checked the bottom before setting it aside; if things could be
				inserted into the foam from above, it was logical that they could be inserted from
				below. He turned his attention to the red nylon lining, poking at it with a long
				finger.

			‘It is … soft,’ said the
				taller man in the dark glasses. ‘Why is this?’

			‘I put a foam pad behind the
				lining as more protection for the camera equipment.’

			‘Show me,’ said the man.

			Holliday did so, pulling aside a
				four-inch section of the nylon lining that he’d left loose after gluing the
				section of yoga mat into the suitcase. It was the mark of an experienced traveler
				who had to explain the same thing to other customs and security people at airports
				all over the world.

			‘Why do you not use one of those
				aluminum suitcases, the square one?’

			‘That’s the best way I know
				to get your equipment stolen. The only people who use Halliburton cases do so
				because they’ve got valuable stuff inside or because they’re trying to
				look cool. I prefer any old suitcase myself.’

			The security man gave Holliday a long
				look, then nodded to himself. ‘What hotel are you staying at,
				senor?’

			‘The Nacional,’ answered
				Holliday. ‘Where else?’

			‘Of
				course,’ said the security man. ‘You may close the suitcases now, senor.
				Welcome to Cuba.’

			And that was that. He closed the
				suitcases, found his way to the exit and stepped outside into the blistering heat to
				wait for Eddie. He spotted half a dozen taxis, including a 1949 Ford Victoria, a
				’41 Dodge four-door sedan in powder blue and a Cadillac El Dorado convertible
				in bright pink. There was even a ’31 Ford Model A in two tones of green with
				cream-colored wheels, whitewall tires and a steel luggage rack at the back.

			‘They have friends in Miami who
				send them the money to fix them up,’ said Eddie, his voice quiet. He stared
				right ahead. ‘And remember – half the drivers work for secret
				police.’

			Holliday chose the ’49 Dodge – his
				uncle Henry had driven one all through Holliday’s childhood and his early
				adolescence. It reminded him of the smell of rubber on a hot day and egg salad
				sandwiches when he and Henry and his cousin Peggy went on camping trips.

			Like many things in Havana, the Hotel
				Nacional was definitely a blast from the past. It had been built in the ’30s
				by the famous New York architects McKim, Meade and Wright, and bore a strong
				resemblance to the Breakers, the Beaux-Arts hotel in Palm Beach. It wasn’t
				surprising since the Breakers architects, Shultze and Walker, were contemporaries
				with McKim, building such well-known
				hotels as the Pierre, the Waldorf-Astoria and the Sherry Netherland.

			Stepping into the narrow lobby, its high
				ceiling done in dark coffered oak, the walls a pale creamy yellow, Holliday was
				uneasily reminded of the scene in The Shining when Danny Torrance was
				rumbling down the halls on his Big Wheel, Stanley Kubrick’s camera looking
				over his shoulder.

			They booked the Rita Hayworth
				two-bedroom suite and settled in. It was no five-star hotel as advertised, but it
				wasn’t too bad; somewhere above a Best Western but not as good as the Waldorf.
				The suite had a balcony that looked out over the Malecon seawall to the ocean, and
				that was certainly something. Eddie did a cursory check for electronic bugs –
				usually not used in places like the Nacional according to Eddie – unless the Special
				Brigade had some interest in you, in which case it would have been likely
				they’d be taken to the dungeons under Morro Castle on the other side of the
				harbor and fed to the few remaining rats in the city – you don’t have rats
				where there is nothing for them to eat. When Eddie was satisfied they ordered a
				bottle of Havana Club Rum, some ice and some Cokes and a Cohiba Behike 52, if they
				had it. When the rum, the Cokes and the cigar arrived on its own small silver
				serving platter with a cutter and a small silver receptacle full of matches,
				Holliday and Eddie sat out on the balcony to watch the sun go down and figure out
				the next step in the plan to find Eddie’s brother, Domingo.

			 ‘You must
				remember, Doc, this is not the Cuba of my youth,’ cautioned Eddie, puffing on
				the aromatic cigar. He sipped his rum and stared thoughtfully out over the Malecon
				and the darkening sea beyond. ‘In my early days, when I was in the Pioneers,
				they were my best days, you understand? Everything was ahead of us. We went out into
				the fields each year to gather vegetables and to cut the cane and pick the fruit and
				it meant something. Fidel would lead us to better times, better days ahead.
				Everything was about the future, and for a while it was true. Before Fidel a black
				man could never have gone to university. Most didn’t even go to school at all,
				but now we were equal, all of us, men, women, black, white, mulatto … none of that
				mattered … as long as we listened to Fidel and to Che.’

			‘So, what happened?’
				Holliday asked, enjoying the faint but cooling onshore breeze coming up from the
				ocean and riffling the curtains behind them.

			‘The lies began. Fidel would blame
				the “embargo” for everything … there was a food shortage because of the
				“embargo,” a clothing shortage “embargo,” always the same,
				but we could see it – a ten-ton truck packed with tomatoes rotting in the sun
				because no one had organized transportation or distribution. … There were rumors
				that all was not well among El Comandante and his friends. Have you ever
				heard the name Manuel Piñeiro Losada?’

			‘I don’t think so.’
				Holliday shrugged.

			‘He was Fidel’s head of the
				Dirección General de Inteligencia, DGI. Cuban intelligence. Between Losada
					and Fidel they convinced Che that the
				next step in the socialization of the Americas lay in Bolivia, of all places.
				Bolivia is more than four thousand kilometers from Cuba – what did it have to do
				with us? But Fidel and Losada told him the Bolivian Communist Party would rise to
				his aid. It wasn’t true, just like it wasn’t true for the poor
					bastardos at the Bay of Pigs. He left Cuba with his little group of
				less than twenty men in the middle of February, and by April he was dead, his
				guerrilla force wiped out, betrayed to the CIA by Losada.’

			‘Interesting piece of history, but
				what does it have to do with right now?’ Holliday asked, cracking an ice cube
				between his teeth.

			‘People stopped believing in the
				lies. How do you say, the people and the government became … isolated from each
				other. First the Russians came and brought their KGB, then the Chinese and then
				finally we had no one. Nothing worked. There was no food, no coffee, no parts to
				replace the aircraft and the tanks. There was only the black market and the generals
				smuggling drugs. We traded doctors and engineers to Venezuela for gasoline, but that
				was all. No one cared about Fidel or Raul. They only believed in the Secret Police
				in their big houses with swimming pools in Atabey. Like a famous writer said …
					“El emperador ya no responde a su teléfono.” The emperor no
				longer answers his telephone. Fidel is over. There are two Cubas now, the people and
				the generals, each general with … su propio pedazo de la torta. His own piece of the pie, yes? There is no
				government at all.’

			‘The Middle Ages,’ said
				Holliday quietly. Eddie was telling him that Cuba had collapsed into fiefdoms, lords

			
			
			
			
			
		
	
		
			EPILOGUE

			The two old men
				sat on the porch of the older man’s farm in the mountains of the Spanish
				Sierra Morena and looked out over the hills.

			‘It is pretty here, don’t
				you think, brother? Nice and hot, like home.’

			‘Pretty enough,’ said the
				older of the two. Behind them in the house, he could hear the sound of the evening
				meal being cooked. ‘Pretty enough and hot enough for my old bones, but it is
				not home, is it?’

			‘No, but you can rest here. There
				was no peace at home – you know that.’ The younger brother laughed. ‘And
				here you can watch your own state funeral on the television while your nation mourns
				you. This is an opportunity given to very few men, compañero.’

			‘Poor Benito. He was with me for
				many years. I pray he did not suffer too much.’

			‘It was very quick,’ the
				younger brother lied. In fact, the man’s death had been excruciating and had
				taken hours.

			‘And that mariquita
					pedófilo, Ortega?’

			‘He had a heart attack shortly
				after your death. Between the eyes.’

			‘Bueno,’ sighed the
				older brother sleepily, his eyes closing. ‘Muy bueno.’

			The younger
				brother waited for a few minutes, listening to his brother’s steady breathing,
				and then tiptoed back into the cool shadows of the porch.

			And the old man slept and dreamed of the
				bright stars on a dark, cold night, a toboggan ride and making angels in the
				snow.
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