
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    CODEX BABYLON 
 
    Book One of the 
Cross-Time Crusade 
 
    A Novel by Robert Kroese 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Copyright ©2023 Robert Kroese. All rights reserved. No portion of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopy, recording or other—except for brief quotations in reviews, without the prior permission of the author. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    Contents 
 
    Part I: The Whisperers 
 
    Chapter One 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
    Chapter Seventeen 
 
    Chapter Eighteen 
 
    Chapter Nineteen 
 
    Chapter Twenty 
 
    Chapter Twenty-one 
 
    Chapter Twenty-two 
 
    Chapter Twenty-three 
 
    Chapter Twenty-four 
 
    Chapter Twenty-five 
 
    Part II: Pilgrims and Crusaders 
 
    Chapter Twenty-six 
 
    Chapter Twenty-seven 
 
    Chapter Twenty-eight 
 
    Chapter Twenty-nine 
 
    Chapter Thirty 
 
    Chapter Thirty-one 
 
    Chapter Thirty-two 
 
    Chapter Thirty-three 
 
    Chapter Thirty-four 
 
    Chapter Thirty-five 
 
    Chapter Thirty-six 
 
    Chapter Thirty-seven 
 
    Chapter Thirty-eight 
 
    Chapter Thirty-nine 
 
    Chapter Forty 
 
    Part III: Deliverance 
 
    Chapter Forty-one 
 
    Chapter Forty-two 
 
    Chapter Forty-three 
 
    Chapter Forty-four 
 
    Chapter Forty-five 
 
    Chapter Forty-six 
 
    Chapter Forty-seven 
 
    Chapter Forty-eight 
 
    Chapter Forty-nine 
 
    Chapter Fifty 
 
    Chapter Fifty-one 
 
    About the Author 
 
    Review This Book! 
 
    Acknowledgements 
 
    More Books by Robert Kroese 
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
    “Marketing and risk surveillance tools have been developed that allow companies to access profiles of existing and potential customers. Those profiles are built on personal data and records of behaviour collected over various websites and platforms, as well as through other activity, and even information obtained offline. In short: operators monitor individuals to build rich and granular sets of personal behaviour. These practices have created a network of interlinked actors that feed such data to each other, including online advertising businesses, data brokers and other companies. This information gleaned about individuals can subsequently be used for advertising and marketing targeted to individual vulnerabilities. While such advertising is usually seen through the prism of profit, that same technology can be used to maximise engagement.... Real-time monitoring of addictive behaviours allows for this vulnerability to be identified and exploited. In turn, awareness of such behaviours can be used to influence those addictive behaviours, through personalised offers and rewards. The potential for exploitation is aggravated where such profiles are updated in real-time based on an individual’s particular predilections.” 
 
    —From “Digital Profiling in the Online Gambling Industry.” A report by Cracked Labs commissioned and published by Clean Up Gambling, January 2022. Author: Wolfie Christl 
 
    https://cdn.sanity.io/files/btrsclf0/production/da2d02ccf382c5c58931433234ab6174ae7b5824.pdf 
 
      
 
    “Again, the devil taketh him up into an exceeding high mountain, and sheweth him all the kingdoms of the world, and the glory of them; And saith unto him, All these things will I give thee, if thou wilt fall down and worship me. Then saith Jesus unto him, Get thee hence, Satan: for it is written, Thou shalt worship the Lord thy God, and him only shalt thou serve.”  
 
    —Matthew 4:8-10 (KJV) 
 
  
 
  



 Part I: The Whisperers 
 
  
 
  




 Chapter One                   
 
    He runs down a sterile white hallway, having arrived in time but knowing he is somehow too late. His legs are heavy, and the hallway seems impossibly long. A woman stands in his way, trying to stop him, but he pushes past her. At last he reaches the door, throws it open. But he’s too late. As always, he’s too late. 
 
      
 
   H ugh of Payens sat astride his horse at the crest of a low hill, surveying the straggled mass of tired pilgrims trudging toward him. The sun was high in the sky, framed between two walls of yellow-gray granite that stifled any movement of air. Most of the two-hundred-or-so pilgrims traveled by foot; close to half didn’t even wear shoes. Only Hugh, the other ten knights that accompanied him, and the Irish priest they’d picked up in Messina rode horses. They would have to find a shaded place to rest soon, or they risked losing people to heat stroke or exhaustion. Sweat burned Hugh’s eyes and his clothing stuck to his skin under the weight of his armor. He was loath to stop here, though: these canyons were lousy with bandits and Saracens. 
 
    “Adalbert,” Hugh said to the mounted knight passing on his left, “where’s the priest?” Adalbert, a strapping young man, was one of the few who had set out with Hugh from Troyes; The rest of the knights, along with most of the pilgrims, had joined them on the way south to Bari. 
 
    “He said his bowels were troubling him,” Adalbert said, pointing to a rocky passage that broke off from the main canyon. 
 
    “Again?” It was a wonder the priest was still alive, given the volume of water he’d been losing lately.  
 
    Adalbert shrugged. “The food doesn’t agree with him.” His horse continued plodding ahead of Hugh, toward the group of knights farther ahead. 
 
    Hugh shook his head. The ships ferrying them from Bari to Acre had been slowed by bad weather, and by the time they reached port they’d been nearly out of food. They had been forced to buy some questionable provisions at Acre: dry bread, moldy cheese and dried meat that hadn’t been properly cured. Aware by this time of the priest’s weak stomach, Hugh had warned him about the last, but he doubted his admonition had been taken to heart: it was the first meat they’d had in weeks. 
 
    He wheeled his horse around, spurring it along the side of the path back the way they’d come as pilgrims continued to trudge past on his left. “Priest!” he shouted, as he directed his horse into the narrow passage through the rock. The priest’s horse stood not far away. “Father Cormac, are you here?” 
 
    “I’m coming, I’m coming,” Cormac said, his odd accent echoing through the rocky corridor. Hugh had never heard anyone else who talked like Father Cormac—not even the few Irishmen he’d run into in the course of his travels. But then Cormac had said the village from which he hailed was tiny and remote; he claimed that even his fellow countrymen made sport of his manner of speaking. 
 
    The priest, dressed in a dirty gray cassock, emerged from around a boulder. “Should have listened to you about the beef,” he said. 
 
    “Aye,” said Hugh, handing the priest a wineskin filled with weak ale. “But then I imagine you’re no stranger to having your advice ignored.” 
 
    Cormac drank deeply from the wineskin and then handed it back to the knight. “How’s that?” 
 
    “As a priest, I mean.” 
 
    “Oh. Yes, hazard of the occupation, I suppose.” 
 
    “We’d best hurry,” said Hugh. “We’re falling behind the others.” 
 
    “I don’t know how they do it,” Cormac said, walking to his horse. “Shoeless, poorly fed, and many of them sick to begin with.” 
 
    “Their faith is strong.” 
 
    Cormac uneasily mounted his horse. Hugh saw that the man’s face was pale despite the unrelenting sun of the past few days. “Come on, Father,” he said. “It’s not far now. In three days, we’ll be in Jerusalem.” 
 
    “I wish I were as optimistic as you,” Cormac said, his shaky hands taking the reins. 
 
    “Well, try to put on a brave face, at least,” Hugh said with a smile. “Those people are looking to you for reassurance.” He tried to keep his voice gentle, but this wasn’t the first time he’d had to remind Father Cormac of his responsibility to the pilgrims. The priest had told Hugh at Bari that he’d vowed to shepherd a group of pilgrims to the Holy Land, but sometimes Hugh got the sense the priest was just another lost sheep. At times Hugh even wondered whether Cormac had been assigned this pilgrimage as penance for his own sins. The priest was often dour and withdrawn, choosing to be alone rather than fraternize with the pilgrims. Hugh saw that many of the travelers thought him aloof, but Hugh had the sense the priest suffered from profound loneliness. On one occasion, when Hugh had gone to collect Cormac from a clearing where he’d gone to pray, he’d heard the priest weeping.  
 
    Hugh reached the main canyon, finding that even the stragglers had passed them by. He rode alongside the group, followed by Father Cormac. “Pick up the pace,” Hugh urged. “You’re not safe this far back.” He was answered with groans and mumbled curses. “We’ll stop soon,” he said. “Move!” He urged his horse forward. He hadn’t gone more than a few yards, though, when Cormac shouted to him from behind. “Put a stopper in it, priest!” he shouted back. “We’ve no time—” But as he turned, he saw shrouded figures moving toward them from the rear of the canyon. 
 
    “I said move!” he roared, wheeling his horse around again and drawing his sword. The stragglers, still unaware of the threat from behind, nonetheless increased their pace. Hugh spurred his horse to a trot, approaching Cormac. “Get to the front,” he said to the priest. “Warn them of the—” As he spoke, an alarm sounded from somewhere ahead. “Shit!” Hugh spat. “We’re flanked! Stay behind me, Father.” He passed the priest, riding toward the Saracens approaching from the rear.  
 
    This group of Saracens looked to number about twenty; there was no telling how many more approached from the front. Hugh’s only hope was that the knights in the lead could deal with the frontal assault quickly, and that Hugh could keep the rear group at bay until help arrived. About halfway between him and the Saracens was a narrow part of the canyon just wide enough for a single horse. If he could reach that spot before the Saracens, he might be able to hold them off in a bottleneck. 
 
    He approached the narrow opening just before the lead Saracen, who was advancing at a near-sprint. He pulled hard on the reins, wheeling the horse to the left to brandish his sword against the attackers. He brought the sword down on the first man, cleaving the meat between his neck and right shoulder. Bright red blood gushed like a fountain, spattering across the rocks as the man’s right shoulder and arm fell one way and the rest of his body another. He was dead before he hit the ground. 
 
    Another man followed on the first’s heels; Hugh brought his sword up to catch him under the chin, slicing upwards in a deep cut ending below the right ear. Gouts of blood spurted from the severed artery; the man dropped his scimitar, clamped his hand over the wound, then fell face-forward to the ground. 
 
    A third man tried to dart behind the hindquarters of Hugh’s horse. But as he approached, the horse took a step back, blocking his way. Unable to stop, the man raised his scimitar, managing to aim the point just in front of the horse’s thigh. As it sank into the soft flesh, the horse screamed, turned to its left, and planted its hoof against the man’s chest. He flew backwards, his head cracking like a walnut as it hit the wall of granite behind him. He too fell to the ground, dead. 
 
    The scimitar still protruding from its side, the horse continued to scream in pain and terror. As Hugh struggled to control it, the horse reared up and the scimitar fell, clattering on the hard ground. Not mollified, the horse reared again, its front hooves cleaving arcs in the dead air. Wary of the enraged animal’s frantic movements, the rest of the Saracens held back. Gripping the reins in his left hand, Hugh caught a glimpse of another horseman over his right shoulder. 
 
    “You fool of a priest,” Hugh growled. “I told you—” His own horse’s wounded leg collapsed under it, and suddenly Hugh was slipping backwards, his feet no longer in the stirrups. For the blink of an eye he was falling, still gripping his sword in his right hand, and then he was on the ground, the rear of his helmet clanging against the rock like a bell. 
 
    He lay there for some indeterminate amount of time, feeling nothing, aware only of some distant commotion he was glad not to be a part of. Then he realized someone was standing near him, between him and the fracas. One of the other knights, he hoped. He rolled onto his belly, tearing off his dented helmet. Pushing himself onto his knees, he reached for— 
 
    His sword! It was gone. How...? He looked around frantically but did not see the sword. It dawned on him that the man standing near him was wearing a cassock. He was facing the Saracens, slashing wide arcs with a sword. Father Cormac! The Saracens regarded him from the other side of the narrow passage, as much in amusement as fear. Hugh got unsteadily to his feet. 
 
    The priest’s form was terrible; the way he was hacking through the air, he’d as likely cut his own throat as do any harm to the enemy. But he’d bought Hugh a few seconds, and for that Hugh was grateful. “Cormac!” he said, warily approaching the priest from behind. Father Cormac turned, stared at Hugh for a moment in blank terror, and then tossed the sword into the air and stepped back.  
 
    Hugh advanced, catching the sword by the hilt, and adjusted his grip. By this time, though, three Saracens had already slipped through the gap. One came at Hugh while the other two tried to flank him, one on each side. At least a dozen more were pushing through the gap. Hugh parried a slash, knocking the attacker off balance. The man on his left lunged at him, but Hugh dodged the blow and sank his own sword into the man’s belly. He barely knocked aside a thrust from the man on his right and then took three steps backward, trying to keep the attackers in front of him.  
 
    It was hopeless. He parried and dodged, retreating when he could, but men continued to push through the gap, and he would be surrounded in short order. The location for the ambush had no doubt been selected with care: the Saracens had intended to hit them hard from the front, forcing them to retreat toward the narrow gap, where the pilgrims could be corralled while the knights and other armed men were slaughtered. It had only been by chance that Hugh and Cormac were so far back when the attack happened. Screams and shouts from behind him confirmed his fears: the pilgrims were trying to flee toward the rear. 
 
    “Priest, keep those people back!” he shouted. He would go down fighting, but there was no point in the pilgrims risking their lives in a futile attempt to escape. They would be robbed and probably captured to be sold as slaves, but at least they would live. 
 
    Not daring to retreat further lest he endanger the pilgrims, Hugh stood his ground—dodging, parrying, and managing an occasional riposte. Shouts in Arabic from behind told him the battle had already been lost. He was almost certainly the only fighting man still standing. He gathered his strength for a final effort. If he could break through the attackers on his left, he could put his back against the stone wall and— 
 
    Pain erupted in the small of his back. Looking down, he saw the tip of a blade protruding from his belly, a few inches from his right hip. He pulled away, lurching forward between two Saracens. The flat of a blade smacked his right temple and he fell to the ground. His vision went dark.  
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Two                 
 
   A  jagged white line split the sky over the Mediterranean, and a deep rumble shook the plate glass windows lining the southern face of the beach house. A desultory smattering of fat raindrops splattered against the glass—a tentative vanguard of the storm that was to come. Gabrielle Thureau emptied her wine glass and turned away. Someone was at the door. 
 
    She hadn’t heard the bell, but she knew just the same. Did that mean she was wrong about the identity of her visitor? She set down the glass and went to the door. Glimpsing a rounded, frumpish figure through the frosted glass, she let out a heavy sigh. No, her hunch was correct. She opened the door to find Ian Glastonbury-Jones on her stoop, smiling that crooked, sheepish smile of his. Just behind him, wearing a charcoal suit and holding a large black umbrella, was a tall, heavyset man that Gabrielle didn’t recognize. Of course: Ian would be traveling with security now.  
 
    “Your escort gives you away, you know,” said Gabrielle. “He’s not properly trained.” 
 
    “Adam is my new driver,” Ian said. “He’s exceedingly competent in his areas of expertise. May I come in?” He glanced at the darkening sky. The rain was coming down hard now, and Adam was struggling to keep the umbrella steady in the wind. 
 
    Gabrielle shrugged and stepped back to make room. Ian said something to Adam, who nodded. Ian stepped into the entryway while Adam turned and jogged back down the walk toward the driveway. Gabrielle turned and strode back to the main living room, scooping up her wine glass from the side table where she’d left it. “Can I get you something? I’ve just opened a delightful Cabernet.” 
 
    “A bit early for me, I’m afraid,” said Ian, wiping his shoes on the mat. Ian wore a wrinkled gray suit that didn’t seem to quite fit his round form. Whisps of white hair peeked out from under an Irish cap. 
 
    “Tea, then?” 
 
    Ian followed her into the living room. “Tea sounds wonderful, thank you.” Gabrielle nodded and went to put the kettle on, then poured herself another glass of the Cabernet. When she returned to the living room, Ian was watching the storm rage over the Mediterranean. The beach was hidden by the promontory on which the house sat, but white crests were visible in the distance. “Late in the year for this sort of storm, isn’t it?” he asked. 
 
    “What do you want, Ian?” Gabrielle asked. She took a swallow of her wine. 
 
    “Surely you know,” said Ian, turning toward her. A smile played at the corner of his mouth. 
 
    “I’m not in the mood for guessing games.” She had never been able to read Ian, and he never seemed to tire of reminding her of the fact. 
 
    Ian’s smiled faded. “Paulo has located another candidate.” 
 
    “Quelle merveille,” said Gabrielle with mock enthusiasm. “Who is it this time? A street hustler hoodwinking tourists to support his heroin habit?” 
 
    “Close,” said Ian. “He’s a lawyer.” 
 
    “In France?” 
 
    “America, actually. Silicon Valley.” 
 
    “A Silicon Valley lawyer. Just what the organization needs.” 
 
    Ian shrugged. “Preliminary assessment suggests he’s at least a six on the Marsden scale. Might be as high as a seven. We’ll need to conduct a formal assessment to be sure, but he’s definitely the most promising candidate since....” Ian left the thought unfinished. 
 
    “Since Benedict,” Gabrielle said. “You can say his name, Ian. It’s not like I’ve forgotten.” Indeed, reminders of Benedict were all around her: this house had been in his family for six generations. Legally, it was still his, but she understood his mother was in the process of having him declared legally dead. He’d been missing now for over four years. 
 
    “Yes, of course. Sorry.” 
 
    Gabrielle nodded curtly. “If this candidate is a hotshot Silicon Valley lawyer, I assume....” 
 
    “Oddly, his gift seems to be primarily passive. He’s a reader, not a pusher.” 
 
    “Well, I’m sure you’ll find someone to pair him with.” She downed the last of her wine. 
 
    “The window closes in just over three weeks, Gabrielle. There isn’t time to find anybody else. Even if we could find someone with anything close to your level of talent, we don’t have time to train them. I need someone who knows what they are doing, someone I can trust.” 
 
    Gabrielle snorted. “And you can trust this American lawyer?” 
 
    “No. All the more reason I need you. Without you as the anchor, we don’t have a chance.” 
 
    “I told you, Ian. I’m done. I’m not doing it anymore.” 
 
    “Even if it’s your only chance to—” 
 
    “Don’t say it, Ian. Don’t you dare.” 
 
    Ian’s brow furrowed. “Don’t you want to know, at least? To know, for certain, what happened to Benedict? It’s been four years.” 
 
    “Thirty,” Gabrielle corrected. “For him, I mean. Even if by some miracle Benedict is still alive—that is, if the link is still active—he isn’t the man I knew anymore. Toward the end, his thoughts were jumbled, confused.... I was losing him even then, and the link gets weaker the longer it stays open. Thirty years, Ian. Thirty years he spent going down that path, where I couldn’t follow. I couldn’t even.... You don’t know what it’s like, Ian. To feel someone slipping away like that. To feel them slowly being consumed by that darkness. Someone you....”  
 
    The teapot began to scream, and Gabrielle blinked away tears and went into the kitchen. After taking the teapot off the stove, she dampened a towel with cold water from the faucet and wiped her face. She prepared Ian’s tea, poured another glass of the Cabernet, and then returned to the living room. Ian had taken a seat in a leather easy chair. She set the teacup on the table next to Ian and sat across from him. 
 
    “I’m not going to pretend to understand how difficult this is for you,” Ian said, “but I know you, and I know that if you don’t do this, you’re going to regret it.” 
 
    “Va te faire voir, Ian. Don’t act like this is about my feelings.” 
 
    “Of course it’s not. This is bigger than any of us. But that doesn’t mean I don’t care. I know it’s not fair to ask this of you, Gabrielle, but there is no one else. If we fail this time....” 
 
    If you fail this time, Gabrielle thought, the darkness wins. The same darkness that took Benedict. It won’t be quite so obvious this time, though. It will keep oozing through the cracks of human civilization, unnoticed by all but the most sensitive, slowly congealing and assimilating, until even those few still capable of thinking freely were stuck like insects in amber. A new Dark Age, but with no remnant to preserve the spark of human freedom. A Dark Age that would never end. 
 
    “You’re still hoping to salvage Parzival?” she asked. 
 
    “It’s the only chance we have.” 
 
    “Have you approached the candidate?” 
 
    “Not yet. Paulo’s people have been watching him for a while. We only just made the decision to recruit him. But we didn’t want to do it before talking to you.” 
 
    Gabrielle laughed. “You mean you need me to convince him.” 
 
    “Convince?” Ian said. “No. We don’t want to push him. Paulo is working on the recruitment strategy. I don’t know the details, but Paulo isn’t... well, you know.” 
 
    “A people person,” Gabrielle said. 
 
    “Exactly. Please, Gabrielle. Just go with Paulo to California. Evaluate the candidate yourself. If he’s not the one, then you have nothing to lose. Spend a week in California. See the sights. A change of scenery can’t hurt.” 
 
    “Better scenery is one thing I don’t need,” Gabrielle said, motioning toward the panoramic view of the storm raging over the Mediterranean.  
 
    “You know what I mean. It can’t be good for you to spend all your time brooding in this house.” 
 
    Gabrielle was quiet for some time. Ian removed the diffuser from the cup, set it on the plate, and sipped at the tea while Gabrielle watched lightning flicker in the distant clouds. “And if he is the one?” she asked at last. “I’ve seen some of the pressure tactics the organization uses, and I’m not under the illusion I’m immune to them.” 
 
    Ian held up his right hand. “I promise it won’t come to that. If you still want to walk away after you meet the candidate, that’s up to you.” 
 
    “And you’ll do what? Send this lawyer without an anchor?” 
 
    “No, that would be pointless. We have other options we’re exploring. None of them very promising, but at this juncture we have nothing to lose. What do you say, Gabrielle? One last job before you close the book on all of this?” 
 
    “Interesting choice of words,” Gabrielle said sourly. “All right. I’ll go to California. But after this, I don’t ever want to see you again.” 
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Three        
 
   H ugh awoke on a rough stone floor, his head resting on a pillow made of a rag wrapped around a bundle of straw. He was naked except for a dirty smock; his armor and sword were gone. His head hurt, and he was terribly thirsty. He tried to sit up, was greeted by a shock of pain in his abdomen, and fell flat again. Tears ran down his cheeks, and he let out a moan. 
 
    “Easy, Hugh,” said a familiar voice. “Let me help you.” He felt a hand on his back. 
 
    “Father Cormac?” said Hugh, his eyes focusing on the man kneeling beside him. In his other hand the priest held a small ceramic bowl. With Cormac’s help, Hugh managed to sit up. Cormac held the bowl to his lips and Hugh drank deeply. It was water—lukewarm and somewhat acrid, but it tasted heavenly to Hugh. 
 
    “It’s about a fifth vinegar,” Cormac said, taking away the bowl away. “That’s enough for now.” Hugh wanted to protest, but the priest lowered him back to the floor.  
 
    Hugh looked around. They were in a small room with stone walls. A single small window, high up in one of the walls, let in sunlight. Across from it was a door. In the corner was a wooden bucket. 
 
    “We’re prisoners in a Saracen fort somewhere east of Acre,” Cormac said. 
 
    “Where are the others?” 
 
    “I suspect the other knights are all dead. The pilgrims are not here.” 
 
    “Sold as slaves.” 
 
    Cormac nodded. “I assume so. We are alone.” 
 
    “What do they want from us?” 
 
    “That I don’t know.” 
 
    Hugh cautiously felt at his belly. Cormac took his wrist, gently but firmly. “Better leave it be,” he said. “I’ve cleaned and bandaged it as well as I could, with what supplies they would give me. Rags, dirty water and vinegar. They seem to want us alive, but I wouldn’t want to test their commitment to that plan.” 
 
    “With a belly wound, I’m not likely to live long in any case.” 
 
    “You’re in no danger,” Cormac said. 
 
    Hugh let out a skeptical grunt. “How long have we been here?” 
 
    “Two days.” 
 
    “I’ve seen what happens with wounds like this, Father. If you have a chance to get out of here without me, take it.” 
 
    The priest shook his head. “You will heal. Just get some rest.” 
 
    “The wound will begin to heal, but then it will fester. Fever will set in. I won’t last a week.” 
 
    “Stop it,” Cormac snapped. “I’m telling you that you’ll be fine. We’ll get out of here alive. You will, at least. You will see Jerusalem again.” 
 
    Hugh was silent, not knowing what to make of this. “It will take a miracle,” he said at last. 
 
    “Then a miracle it will be.” 
 
    Hugh’s strength was leaving him; he felt himself drifting back to sleep. “Your faith seems to have returned,” he said. 
 
    Father Cormac managed a pained smile. “Get some rest, Hugh.” 
 
    Hugh fought to remain awake. “You know why I wish to return to Jerusalem, Father. But what is it that you seek there?” 
 
    “Knowledge,” Cormac said. “And perhaps a chance to go home.” 
 
    Hugh wanted to ask the priest what he meant by this, but consciousness slipped away. 
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Four               
 
   M artin Raines stepped out of the cold drizzle pelting the streets of downtown Santa Clara and into the warm, slightly dank atmosphere of Finnegan’s Pub, for what he hoped was the last time. Finnegan’s wasn’t a bad place, as bars went, but Martin had had enough of bars, of the Bay Area, and of California in general. Just a quick beer with an old friend, and then he was gone for good. 
 
    “Martin!” called a familiar voice from the far end of the bar, and as Martin’s eyes adjusted to the dim light, he recognized the figure of Lowell Benjamin hunched over a beer stein, one hand raised in greeting. Martin walked past the half-dozen or so other patrons who were making time for a drink at three p.m. on a Thursday afternoon and approached Lowell. On a flatscreen hanging behind the bar, snow flurries fell on a football field while an announcer droned on about yards and penalties. 
 
    “Hail, the conquering hero,” Lowell said with a grin, lifting his half-empty glass vaguely toward Martin. “Barkeep, my friend has just slain a dragon, and he will take a pint of your finest mead.” 
 
    “Negra Modelo, please,” said Martin to the weathered and heavily tattooed middle-aged woman tending bar, as he took a seat next to his old friend. 
 
    The years had been less kind to Lowell than to Martin; he’d lost most of his hair and gained a good forty pounds. They’d been friends since their first year at the University of Chicago’s Law School, nearly ten years earlier. They’d both ended up working in the Bay Area, Lowell as in-house counsel for a pharmaceutical company and Martin for a small, San Jose-based firm that handled mostly civil suits. They met at Finnegan’s for the occasional beer when their schedules aligned.  
 
    “Pint?” asked the bartender. 
 
    “Half is fine.” 
 
    Lowell frowned and took a swallow of his beer. “You’re no fun,” he said. “I thought we were celebrating.” 
 
    “Long drive ahead of me,” Martin said.  
 
    “You’re not staying in the city tonight?” 
 
    Martin shook his head. “Thanks,” he said to the bartender as she placed the glass in front of him. He took a swallow and set the glass down. 
 
    “Three hundred million dollars,” Lowell said, shaking his head in wonderment. “Not to cast aspersions on your litigation skills, but I was a hundred percent certain you were going to lose.” He took a swallow of his own beer. 
 
    Martin laughed. “Yeah, you and every tech journalist in Silicon Valley.” 
 
    “Qualex was down sixteen points this morning. You blindsided everyone. How the hell did you do it?” 
 
    “Sometimes justice prevails,” Martin said with a shrug. He took another swig of his beer. 
 
    “Not that they didn’t deserve it, but there’s no way the law was on your side.” 
 
    “We proved Qualex’s apps were secretly installing tracking software on their users’ phones.” 
 
    “Yeah, but don’t all these tech companies do that? I mean, you say they were doing it ‘secretly,’ but it’s literally in the license agreement.” 
 
    “The license agreement is ambiguous. Anyway, nobody reads those things.” 
 
    “Come on, Martin. The trial is over. You won. It’s okay to admit the case was bullshit. I can’t believe the partners in your firm even let it go to trial.” 
 
    “Trust me, that was half the battle. The firm put a lot of pressure on me to settle for less than fifty million.” 
 
    “But they gave in.” 
 
    “They figured Qualex would settle rather than suffer the embarrassment of a trial.” 
 
    “I guess they miscalculated.” 
 
    “No, they were right. Qualex offered a hundred million right before discovery, but I turned it down.” 
 
    Lowell stared at him. “You had a hundred mil in hand, and you turned it down? And the partners were okay with that?” 
 
    Martin took a long draught of his beer. “I may have, uh, exaggerated the strength of some of the evidence.” 
 
    Lowell’s mouth fell open. “You lied to the partners?” he asked in a half-whisper. 
 
    “I didn’t lie, exactly. I may have, uh, accidentally cropped the date out on a few documents, and then included those documents in a batch of later documents, which may have given the impression that Qualex employees were violating a certain judicial order.” 
 
    “But during the trial....” 
 
    “I put everything back in order before the trial. I had all the evidence I needed to convince a judge. I just needed to get the partners on board.” 
 
    “You realize that if you lost, this would all have come out, right? You’d have been fired and probably disbarred.” 
 
    Martin grinned. “But I didn’t lose.” 
 
    “Christ, man. You’ve got balls, I give you that. But how the hell could you be so confident you’d win at trial when you couldn’t even get your own firm on board without doctoring evidence?” 
 
    “I had a good feeling about the judge. Lars Chambers is one of those tech-phobic boomers who thinks anything with the word ‘smart’ in its name is somehow vaguely Satanic.” 
 
    “And you know this how?” 
 
    “Partly research, partly just a vibe I got from him.” 
 
    “A vibe. You risked your career on a vibe.” 
 
    Martin shrugged and took another swig of beer. “To be honest, I’m burned out on this gig anyway.” 
 
    “Okay, but after this case, you must have a pretty good chance of making partner. Then you’ve got it made. Let the rookies do the work while you cash checks and play golf.” 
 
    Martin shook his head. “I’m out,” he said. 
 
    Lowell let out a guffaw that faded when he saw that Martin wasn’t joking. “Shit. You’re serious.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m done. This was it for me. One last job, just like in the movies.” 
 
    “Okay, but... I know Iowa is cheaper than California—” 
 
    “Idaho, Lowell. They’re two completely different places.” 
 
    “Whatever, everyplace is cheaper than California. But you know you don’t actually get to keep the 300 million, right? Hell, it’s not even real money at this point. Appeals could go on for years. Goldman, Hall & Jensen will only get thirty percent of the final judgment, and most of that will go to—” 
 
    “I know how it works, Lowell. Like you say, Idaho is cheap. I’ve been saving my pennies. I’ll be alright.” He took another swallow of the beer. 
 
    “What the hell are you going to do, though?” 
 
    “Not sure, to be honest. Was thinking about raising goats.” 
 
    “Goats?” Lowell repeated, flabbergasted. “Is Dana working?” 
 
    Martin shook his head. “She’s staying home with Jessica.” 
 
    Lowell was silent for a long moment. “So when you say you’ve got a long drive ahead of you....” 
 
    “I’m leaving this afternoon. I’ve arranged with GHJ to work remotely until my cases are all handed off, but I’m not coming back here. No more flying back and forth on the weekends. I plan to be in Boise by midnight. Speaking of which....” He checked his watch. It was 3:10. He would have to pick up some time in Nevada if he was going to make it home by midnight, as he’d promised Dana. The longer he waited, the worse traffic would get. He emptied his glass and set it down on the bar. “Sorry to cut this short, pal, but—” 
 
    Martin felt a slight tingling between his shoulder blades as someone walked past him. He turned to look as the woman reached the door. The door opened, and at the same moment the woman shook her hair off the collar of her deep blue wool jacket. A pale face with sharp, delicate features was momentarily framed in profile, between auburn curls. Then she was gone. Martin couldn’t put his finger on it, but he had seen this woman somewhere before. Had she been at the trial? He had the distinct sense she had been watching him for some time. Did she work for Qualex? 
 
    “You okay, pal?” Lowell asked. 
 
    Martin turned back to his friend, a little embarrassed. But Lowell showed no sign he’d even noticed the woman. “Yeah, just thinking about traffic,” Martin said. “I really need to get on the road.” 
 
    “I get it, man. Indiana awaits.” 
 
    “Shut up, you idiot.” 
 
    Lowell grinned. “Seriously, it’s going to suck not having you around, but I really hope it all works out for you and the family. Hell, maybe in twenty years I’ll finally find a nice girl to marry and we’ll come out to join you guys.” 
 
    “I’d like that,” said Martin, putting a twenty on the bar. “Have another on me. You’ve got my number.” They shook hands, he gave Lowell a pat on the back, and he walked to the door. 
 
    As he exited the bar, his cell phone rang. Walking down the rain-slicked sidewalk toward his car, he pulled the phone from his jacket and answered. “Hey you,” he said. 
 
    “Hey yourself,” said Dana’s voice. “You left yet, mister hotshot litigator?” 
 
    “That’s ‘ex-mister hotshot litigator.’ And yeah, I’m walking to my car now.” 
 
    “I may be asleep by the time you get here. It’s been an exhausting day already, and if the past week is any indication, Jessica’s not going to let me have a nap again.” 
 
    “It’s alright,” Martin said. “We’ll have time to catch up. And I can finally start giving you some help with Jessica.” 
 
    “Trust me, that’s about the only thing getting me through the day lately. I didn’t sign up to be a single mother.” 
 
    “I know, and I’m sorry. It wasn’t my plan when we sold the Palo Alto house either. If it wasn’t for this trial, I’d have—” 
 
    “Don’t apologize. Don’t make excuses. Just get here. And get here in one piece. If you have to stop in Nevada, that’s fine. We’ll be here tomorrow.” 
 
    “I’ll call you when I’m past the bottleneck at Martinez.” 
 
    “Okay. Be safe. I love you.” 
 
    “I love you too. Bye.” 
 
    Martin pocketed his phone and pulled out the key fob for the Acura. The car chirped as he approached, and he tossed his briefcase in the trunk. As he walked toward the driver’s side door, though, he once again spotted the woman from the bar, now standing on the sidewalk across the street, speaking animatedly into a cell phone. She was perhaps fifty yards away, staring into the distance to Martin’s right, oblivious to him. After a moment, she slipped her phone into a pocket and then began walking briskly down the street, away from Martin. Who the hell was she?  
 
    Martin locked the Acura and started across the street. 
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Five                  
 
    
     “T 
 
   
 
    hen he will live?” 
 
    “Yes, no thanks to your men.” 
 
    As the words slowly penetrated Hugh’s brain, he realized the two men were talking about him. Blinking in the semi-darkness of dawn, he recognized Father Cormac standing just to the side of the door to the cell, which was open. A tall, burly, well-dressed Saracen stood in the doorway, regarding Hugh. 
 
    “It was not my men who did this,” said the Saracen. 
 
    “No, of course not,” said Cormac. “We are at peace with the Saracens.” 
 
    “You were attacked by brigands. You are fortunate these brigands had the sense to turn you over to my men rather than leave you for dead in the desert.” 
 
    “And if you profit from the exchange, that is merely a happy accident.” 
 
    The Saracen shrugged. “I have contacts in the court of the King of Jerusalem. If you are confident the knight will live, I will send a man to negotiate for your release.” 
 
    “Do what you like.” 
 
    “You don’t act like a man who fears living the last of his days in a cell.” 
 
    “That’s because this man is destined for greatness. You could not kill him if you tried. He will live, yes, and this momentary imprisonment will not even be worthy of recording in the record of his life.” 
 
    The Saracen laughed. “And you, priest? What is your destiny?”  
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Six                          
 
   M artin followed the woman at a safe distance for three blocks. She turned right, momentarily disappearing from view. Martin hurried to the corner and caught a glimpse of her as she entered a building. He continued to the door and went inside, finding himself in a large lobby with gray marble walls streaked with pink. Across the lobby, the woman with the auburn hair was waiting for an elevator. The doors opened, and she walked inside. Martin hurried across the lobby into the elevator just before the doors closed. She smiled at him, and he smiled back.  
 
    “Floor?” she asked. He saw that she had pressed 7. “Seven for me too,” he said. She nodded. They stood in silence, side-by-side, as the elevator ascended. It reached seven and the door opened. The woman exited and turned right to walk down a hallway, and Martin followed. She stopped maybe forty paces down, swiped a key card over a reader, and went through a door. The door began to swing shut behind her, but Martin caught it before it latched and followed. The woman didn’t seem to notice. They were in an apparently abandoned office suite, with a long hall lined with glass walls, through which Martin could see empty offices. The woman stopped at the door to an office whose interior was hidden by vertical blinds. A light was on inside, but he could see nothing else. She opened the door and went inside. Martin hesitated, and the door closed. 
 
    So far, he had learned nothing. There was no telling whose office space this was. There had been no names on any of the doors, no placard at the elevator. He’d be willing to bet the building’s registry for this floor was blank. If he stopped now, he would never know who this woman was, nor why she had been watching him. And what did he have to lose? If he was mistaken about her, he’d just apologize and walk away. He didn’t plan to ever return to this city if he could help it.  
 
    He tried the door, found it unlocked, went inside. He found himself in a small conference room overlooking a tree-lined courtyard. On the other side of a circular table sat a severe-looking man in a crisp gray suit. He was slightly built, with short, straight black hair flecked with gray. He had a patrician face with an aquiline nose, and his skin had an olive cast, as if he had Mediterranean blood. He looked to be about fifty. On the table in front of him was a slim, hard-sided leather briefcase.  
 
    To his left, the woman with the auburn hair was just taking a seat. She had removed her jacket, draping it over the back of her chair. She wore a grey sweater and black slacks with black leather boots. Her face was pretty, though her expression was stern. Martin figured she was about thirty. She motioned toward the remaining chair. “Please,” she said. “Sit.” 
 
    Martin stared at her, speechless. He wasn’t sure what he expected when he followed the woman into this office, but it wasn’t this. “What—” he started at last, trying to regain control of the situation. “Who are you? Why have you been watching me?” 
 
    “We will try to answer all of your questions,” said the man, in an accent Martin couldn’t place. Slavic? “But first, please take a seat, Mr. Raines. Can I get you something? I’m afraid we don’t have much in this space, but I can offer you bottled water or black coffee.”  
 
    “I’m fine,” Martin said, uneasily taking a seat. He didn’t remove his jacket. “What is this place? Who are you?” 
 
    “My name is Paulo Monserrate,” the man said. “My associate is Gabrielle Thureau. We work for a company called Global Risk Assessment and Insurance, Limited.” Not Slavic, thought Martin. Portuguese? 
 
    “Insurance?” Martin asked. “Does this have something to do with the Qualex case?” 
 
    Paulo glanced at Gabrielle, who gave a slight shrug. “Yes,” Paulo said. “And no. Which is to say that in our business, everything has to do with everything else. If you are asking if our interest in you stems from your involvement in the Qualex suit, the answer is no.” 
 
    “What do you want? You’re a bit late, if you’re trying to scare me off the case. And if you’re looking for a lawyer, you’re out of luck. I’m retired.” 
 
    “We have been looking for someone with a particular aptitude,” Paulo said. “As part of our overall operations, we monitor the activities of many large corporations, and one of our operatives has been following the Qualex suit. Your handling of the case caused this operative to flag you for further evaluation. The results of this evaluation prompted us to put you under more intensive surveillance.” 
 
    “You mean her,” Martin said, pointing to Gabrielle. “She’s been watching me for a while.”  
 
    Gabrielle, staring at the wall behind Martin, didn’t react. Paulo smiled. “No, we were watching you for several weeks before Gabrielle arrived. And you only noticed Gabrielle because she wanted you to notice her.” 
 
    “So I would follow her here. Okay, you’ve got me. What do you want? What’s this about?” 
 
    “As I said, we have been looking for someone with a certain aptitude. It has been an extensive and costly search, and we are hopeful it is finally at an end, because we are running out of time.” 
 
    “Time for what?” 
 
    Paulo put his elbows on the table, steepling his fingers. “I will make a deal with you, Martin. If you can bear with me for a moment more, I would like to conduct a brief, non-invasive test. If you cooperate, we will know in short order whether you possess the qualities we are looking for. Then we will answer your questions.” 
 
    Martin looked to Gabrielle, whose expression was unreadable. He met Paulo’s gaze again. He was tempted to walk out of the room, but then he would never know what any of this was about. And it wasn’t simply a matter of satisfying his curiosity: if these people had really been watching him, they could be dangerous. But he needed more information before he could go to the police. “If I let you do this test, you’ll tell me everything? Who you people are? Why you’ve been watching me?” 
 
    “If you are the person we are looking for, I will tell you everything. If you are not, well, I will do what I can to satisfy your curiosity without revealing any proprietary secrets. You can be on your way and we will never bother you again.” 
 
    I should just leave, Martin thought. If I let them do this test, whatever it is, I’ll be giving them what they want. But he had the sense there was more to this than a couple of weirdo stalkers. If they really worked for a large organization with significant resources, they might follow him to Idaho. Hell, they might already have people there. “You’ve got five minutes,” he said at last. “I was supposed to be on the road half an hour ago.” 
 
    “Very good,” said Paulo. He opened the briefcase before him, took out a small stack of note cards, and then closed the case again. “I’m going to hold up a series of cards with pictures on them,” he said. “I will be able to see the picture, but you will not. I will try to send you a mental image of what I see on the card. I want you to tell me what I see.” 
 
    Martin laughed, his fears about being stalked by some vast organization fading. “My God, I’ve wandered into somebody’s parapsychology research project. You’re going to test whether I can read minds?” 
 
    “We’re testing you for the ability to receive telepathic transmissions,” Paulo said. “Are you ready?” 
 
    Martin rolled his eyes. “Sure.” 
 
    “Very good. First card.” He held the stack of cards before his face, the blank side facing Martin. “Tell me what you see.” 
 
    Martin looked at the stack of cards in Paulo’s hands and then at Gabrielle’s expressionless face. An image came to him, unbidden. “It’s a horse,” he said. “Jumping over a fence.” 
 
    Paulo did not react except to slide the card to the back of the deck. “Next,” he said. 
 
    Martin thought for a moment. “A flashlight. No, a miner’s hat with a light on it.” 
 
    Paulo slid the card to the back. 
 
    “Butterfly. Yellow with black spots. An old-timey cash register. A pair of scissors. Elton John. A Japanese maple. A soccer ball.” 
 
    Gabrielle and Paulo traded glances. Paulo opened the case, put the cards back, and closed the case. 
 
    “All right,” Martin said. “My turn. Who are you, really? Do you work for Qualex?” 
 
    “Our deal,” said Paulo, “was that we would answer your questions if you cooperated.” 
 
    “Which I did.” 
 
    “You got every single card wrong,” Paulo said.  
 
    “Because I couldn’t see them,” Martin said, clenching his fist on the table, “and telepathy isn’t real. Tell me who you work for or I call the police right now.” 
 
    “And tell them what?” Paulo asked, his brow furrowing in evident frustration. “That you barged into our office and we tested you for telepathy? Why are you here, Martin?” 
 
    “You know why. I followed her, because she’s been watching me, and I wanted to know why.” 
 
    “When did you first notice Gabrielle?” 
 
    “I don’t know. She was at the trial.” 
 
    “When? Today?” 
 
    “I don’t... Yes, I think so. Why? What does it matter?” 
 
    “So you saw her for the first time today?” 
 
    “No. I mean, I think she’s been watching the trial for some time. A few weeks, maybe. I didn’t really notice her until today, though.” 
 
    “At the bar, yes?” 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    “What was it that caused you to notice her at the bar?” 
 
    Martin remembered the tingling sensation he’d felt when she walked past. “She was watching me.” 
 
    “You saw her watching you? Or you felt her watching you?” 
 
    Paulo had a point. He hadn’t even known Gabrielle was there until he felt her walk past. Then he saw her at the door, but she hadn’t been looking at him. In fact, she hadn’t been looking at him on the street, either. What had made him think she’d been watching him?  
 
    Seeing Martin’s befuddlement, Paulo continued: “Gabrielle, you see, is a telepath. Probably the most gifted one you will ever meet. She can put thoughts in your head, so subtly that you think they are your own. It’s true that she was at the hearing today—quite a feat in itself, considering that the courtroom wasn’t open to the public—but you didn’t notice her until she walked past you at the bar. Before that moment, she was essentially invisible to you. But as she left the bar, she planted the suggestion in your mind that she had been watching you for some time. Then, on the street, she suggested that it would be a good idea for you to follow her, to find out what she was up to. And here you are. Gabrielle could, if she wanted, transmit the images on those cards directly into your mind, although that would rather defeat the purpose.” 
 
    “Bullshit,” Martin said. “She was able to get into the hearing because you people work for Qualex. I followed her because when I saw her at the bar, I realized she’d been watching me. I don’t know what you think you’re going to accomplish with these mind games, but you picked the wrong guy. I’m not falling for it.” 
 
    “Forget it, Paulo,” Gabrielle said, in a slight but unmistakable French accent. “I told you this was a waste of time.” 
 
    “Listen to the girl, Paulo,” Martin said. “I’m not your guy. I’m no mind reader.” Martin moved to get up. 
 
    “I thought you wanted answers,” Paulo said. 
 
    “I think I’ve gotten as much as I’m going to get from you. You know why I’m so good at what I do? I can read people—not minds, people. Body language, speech patterns, that sort of thing. I’ve spent enough time with you two to have a pretty good idea what you’re about.” 
 
    “Oh?” said Paulo. “Enlighten me.” 
 
    Martin studied the pair. “For one thing, you’re nuts. Both of you. You really believe this telepathy stuff, and that’s just the tip of the iceberg.” 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    Martin leaned back in the chair, letting himself feel the intuitive model his mind had been building, the same as he’d done when he’d learned Judge Chambers had been assigned the Qualex suit. “This organization of yours, it masquerades as a respectable company, but you’re into some real Ancient Aliens Scientology crop circles bullshit. You tell yourselves you’re the good guys, but you’re not as sure as you let on. She—” He pointed at Gabrielle. “—feels a little bad about getting me involved, even though she has a visceral dislike for me, but you don’t. For you, it’s just business. For her, it’s personal. Am I close?” 
 
    “I’m leaving,” Gabrielle said with a sigh, getting to her feet. 
 
    “Fascinating,” Paulo said. 
 
    “Parlor tricks,” Gabrielle said. “He’s not our guy. I’m going back to the hotel. If we leave now, we can make the 6:30 flight to Paris.” She went to the door. 
 
    “But it’s more than that,” Martin went on. “Your team is missing a member. Somebody who... Oh my God. I get it now. The last guy who got suckered into whatever this is. He’s... dead, or missing, at least.” 
 
    Gabrielle left the room, slamming the door behind her. 
 
    “Guess I hit a nerve?” Martin said. 
 
    “That was unnecessary,” Paulo said. 
 
    “I was making a point,” Martin said. “You manipulated me. Well, I can play that game too.”  
 
    “You certainly did make a point, although perhaps not the one you intended.” 
 
    Martin sighed. “Parlor tricks, like your friend said. I build a model based on what I know. I throw pieces out there, see what gets a response, and I keep going. In any case, I’m done.” He got to his feet. He had sown the seeds of doubt, and if he left now, he had the sense they would leave him alone. He turned and put his hand on the door handle. Go! screamed a voice in his head. Leave now, while you still can! But something still nagged at him. He was missing something. 
 
    “Sit down, Martin,” said Paulo. 
 
    “Why would I do that?” 
 
    “Because if you leave now, you’ll never know what this was all about. You’ve definitely got the gift, but your rational mind fights against it. You see, but only as through a cloudy mirror. And some part of you knows that there is much more, things you have not allowed yourself to see.” 
 
    Martin shook his head, his hand still on the door handle. “I won’t deny I’m curious what sort of crackpot theories you’ve dreamed up, but I’ve got somewhere to be.” 
 
    “Robie Creek, Idaho.” 
 
    “That’s right. I suppose you’ve got spies there too?” 
 
    “Spies? No. Do you think you’ll be safe in Idaho? That your family will be safe?” 
 
    “Safe from what?” 
 
    “Whatever it is you’re running from.” 
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Seven         
 
   T hree months after his capture by the Saracens, Hugh of Payens was summoned for an audience with King Baldwin of Jerusalem. His armor and sword had been returned to him, and only an occasional burst of pain when he exerted himself reminded him of the near-mortal belly wound he’d received. The short walk in the afternoon sun from the garrison where he’d been convalescing to the palace, though, tested the limits of his endurance, and he paused to rest in the shade of the palace steps before continuing. 
 
    As he was about to get up, a man he did not immediately recognize approached and sat down next to him. A sword hung on his belt, and over his armor the man wore a tunic with the fleur-de-lis. 
 
    “Godfrey?” Hugh said after a moment. “Godfrey of Saint-Omer? Is that you?” 
 
    The man smiled. “It is indeed. How long has it been, Hugh?” He clasped Hugh’s hand in his. 
 
    “Fifteen years at least. I hadn’t realized you’d come to Jerusalem.” 
 
    “I’ve been here nearly a year now. I was glad to hear that the King was able to secure your release.” 
 
    “Not as glad as I. What are you occupying yourself with in Jerusalem, Godfrey?” 
 
    “That is something I’ve been eager to talk to you about,” said Godfrey. “Father Cormac told me of your plans to start an order of knights dedicated to protecting the pilgrim road. I have been thinking along the same lines.” 
 
    “Then this is a providential meeting!” Hugh exclaimed.  
 
    “Indeed. We have much to discuss, as I have already spoken with several knights and other influential people in Jerusalem about the matter. But I must admit this meeting is not an accident; I heard you had been called for an audience with the King and I hoped to speak with you for a moment beforehand regarding another matter.” 
 
    “Oh? About what?” 
 
    “It’s this foolish idea the King has of a campaign against Egypt.” 
 
    “The King plans to send an army to root out the Saracens in Egypt?” 
 
    “And to lead the army himself! He is not in good health, although he hides it well. And I’m afraid this campaign will gain us nothing. The King holds you in high regard; I thought perhaps you could dissuade him from this foolishness.” 
 
    “I confess I have not had a chance to familiarize myself with the situation in Egypt.” 
 
    “We cannot possibly take Cairo. We haven’t the manpower. And the King’s attention is needed here!” 
 
    “I will do my best to provide wise counsel, if he asks,” Hugh said, not wanting to commit himself regarding matters in which he was largely ignorant.  
 
    “It’s all I can ask,” said Godfrey. “I will certainly return the favor. Already I have seven other knights willing to pledge their swords to your order.” 
 
    “That is wonderful news!” Hugh said, a little discomfited to know that Godfrey had been recruiting for an order that still existed mainly in Hugh’s head. “But I’m afraid I must go, if I’m not to be late for my audience.” 
 
    “Of course, of course,” said Godfrey, helping Hugh to his feet. “It would not do to keep the King waiting.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Eight          
 
   M artin glared at Paulo across the table. “I’m not running from anything. I’m burned out on my job and tired of this place. I’m going to raise my family somewhere quiet and sane.” 
 
    “Is the Bay Area not sane?” 
 
    Martin laughed. “You clearly haven’t been here long.” 
 
    Paulo gave a pained smile. “It’s not just the Bay Area, Martin. All the cities are like this now. It will take longer to saturate the smaller towns, but it’s coming.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “You know exactly what I’m talking about. Someone with your level of sensitivity couldn’t possibly miss it. Even the most oblivious are beginning to feel it. Something oozing in from the shadows, filling the spaces between human action, hemming us in, reducing the scope of human freedom. In one way, the cities are more alive than ever, buzzing with pointless, mindless activity, but beneath the bustle the cities are dying, like beehives enveloped in poisonous smoke. Silicon Valley is farther along than most places, for reasons that would be obvious if you understood the forces we are dealing with, but the shadows are at work everywhere.” 
 
    Martin suppressed a shudder. Paulo had articulated something he’d felt but been unable to put into words. He had a hundred reasons for getting his family out of the Bay Area—crime, drugs, taxes, traffic, earthquakes... but in the end it came down to the fact that it felt like the place was slowly smothering him alive. Was there a reason he felt it more strongly than most?  
 
    “You really believe I have some kind of psychic gift.” 
 
    “There’s no question. When I said before that your performance was fascinating, though, I was referring to your ability to rationalize and sublimate it. What’s remarkable isn’t my belief in your gift, but rather your denial of it. Your aptitude is greater even than I suspected. Gabrielle and I are both trained to prevent anyone from probing our thoughts, but somehow you were able to glean at least some basic information about the first man who was sent on this mission.” 
 
    “There’s no such thing as telepathy. If there were, science would have found some evidence for it.” 
 
    “It has, although, like most people, you are unaware of it. Science has confirmed the principle underlying telepathy—the connectedness of intelligent minds—hundreds of times. The vestigial disbelief of the scientific establishment is evidence of the same irrational skepticism that causes you to deny your own gift. In both cases it is, I suppose, a defense mechanism. Tell me, Martin, why did you take the Qualex case?” 
 
    His hand still on the door handle, Martin said, “Qualex abused its market position to illicitly gather information on its users. Nobody thought there was much of a case, but I volunteered to take it on because it’s exactly that sort of subtle abuse of power that made me go to law school.” 
 
    Paulo nodded. “Your instincts were correct, but it goes far deeper than that. Qualex is part of a vast and complex web of companies that are slowly eroding human freedom. Qualex collects that information so that they can guide and predict individual choices. The ultimate goal is to create an all-encompassing algorithm that can react to and absorb any human action. Allow me to indulge in an illustration: when I was very young, I remember reading a Superman comic book where Superman confronts a giant robot with four arms. The villain of the story manipulated Superman into a position where the robot was able to seize him by his wrists and ankles. Superman could struggle, but he couldn’t break free. The robot, you see, was programmed to provide just enough resistance that every move Superman made was countered and absorbed. If it resisted too much, Superman would break the robot’s arms. If it resisted too little, Superman would be able to move freely enough to reach the robot’s body and tear it apart. But simply by attenuating Superman’s movements a bit, it rendered him completely impotent.” 
 
    “So how did Superman escape?” 
 
    “Heat vision. Please, Martin. Sit.” 
 
    Martin checked his watch. He should be on the Martinez bridge by now. Dana would be expecting his call soon. He sat. 
 
    “This image of Superman,” Paulo said, “is a metaphor for what the shadows are trying to do to humanity—to all of us, that is. To give us just enough range of motion that we can never quite break free.” 
 
    “You’re talking about a global conspiracy.” 
 
    Paulo shrugged. “Not in the sense you’re thinking, with some kind of mastermind or puppet masters directing everything. The conspiracy of shadows is an emergent phenomenon—a teleological entity created by the unconscious cooperation of millions of others. In a sense, we’re digging our own graves.” 
 
    “Uh-huh.” 
 
    “I’m not telling you anything you don’t know. I’m merely putting into words the picture of the world that has been taking shape in the back of your mind—the thing that prompted you to move your family to Idaho. That’s a rational response, but it won’t be enough. There is no place to hide.” 
 
    “And you lured me here because I’m... what? The chosen one? The guy who can free humanity from the Matrix?” 
 
    Paulo smiled. “Hardly. There are probably many others with your level of aptitude. Hundreds, if not thousands. The problem is finding them.” Paulo’s smile faded. “In any case, it’s already too late. Our organization has been fighting the shadows for a long time, but we were, well, blindsided, I suppose you’d say. We were focused on one type of threat while another arose, unnoticed. A new dark age is nearly upon us, and it cannot be stopped.” 
 
    “Then what is this about? If we’re all doomed, what are you trying to recruit me for?” 
 
    “There’s a book. A very old book, which we believe holds the secret to resisting the power of the shadows. It’s too late to stop them, but we believe that with the knowledge in this book, we can inoculate a small percentage of the population against the effects of the shadows. The problem is that the only known copy of this book was lost nearly nine hundred years ago.” 
 
    “And I’m supposed to do what? Use my magic powers to find another copy of this book?”  
 
    “We need you to travel back in time to retrieve the book before it disappears.” 
 
    “Well, I was right about one thing,” Martin said. “You people are insane.” 
 
    “I understand your skepticism, but I ask you to reserve judgment for the moment. We would like you to return with us to one of our organization’s facilities in France. I think you will find it enlightening. We will pay you well for your time.” 
 
    “I don’t need your money,” Martin said. “And I’ve heard enough. I’m leaving.” He began to get up. 
 
    “Sit down!” Paulo snapped.  
 
    Surprised by Paulo’s sudden change in demeanor, Martin sank back into his chair. 
 
    “Have you not heard anything I’ve said?” Paulo said. “There is no safe place for you or your family. Running away to Idaho will not save you. We have one chance to survive the coming dark age, and it depends on you coming with us to France. Yes, there are others like you out there, somewhere, but we are out of time. You need to leave with us now, tonight. If you do, we will do what we can to keep your family safe.” 
 
    “And if I don’t?” 
 
    “I’ve already told you what will happen if you refuse.” 
 
    “Oh, right. The shadow monsters will get my family.” 
 
    “This is not a joke, Martin. I know you’ve felt the power of the shadows. But maybe you will respond better to a more concrete problem. Do not underestimate the reach of our organization.” 
 
    “Are you threatening my family?” 
 
    “No. That is unnecessary. We know about your retirement plan, Martin.” 
 
    “My...?” 
 
    “Feigning ignorance will not help you. We know how you intend to retire at the age of thirty-four. We know about the 30,000 shares.” 
 
    “You sons of bitches. You’re going to try to blackmail me?” 
 
    “We’re going to apply whatever pressure is necessary to get you to agree to this mission. Thirty-thousand shares of Qualex, purchased under your brother-in-law’s name and sold short a week before the company unexpectedly lost a high-profile class-action suit. Unexpected to everyone but you, that is.” 
 
    “It’s not illegal to short a stock.” 
 
    “No, but we also know that you misrepresented evidence to the partners of your firm. A couple of anonymous calls and suddenly you’re the subject of an SEC investigation. The verdict in the Qualex case is called into question. Qualex will win on appeal, and on the off chance you end up with any of the proceeds from your short sale, you’ll lose the money when Goldman, Hall & Jensen sues you for breach of your fiduciary duty. Goodbye early retirement and you’ll never work as an attorney again.” 
 
    “God damn you,” Martin said though clenched teeth. “Listen to me, you little Portagee weasel. If there was ever the slightest chance of me going along with your lunatic time travel end-of-the-world fantasy, you just obliterated it. I’ll work as a greeter at Wal-Mart before I lift a finger for you. Stay away from me, and stay away from my family.” He got to his feet and went to the door. “And another thing: Menorah, seahorse, the Mona Lisa, Napoleon, stapler, broccoli, Rubik’s Cube, telephone pole. In that order.” He left the room, slamming the door behind him. 
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Nine              
 
    
     “I 
 
   
 
    t is good to see you up and about,” King Baldwin said to Hugh as the latter bowed before him. With a wince, Hugh straightened. “How do you feel?” 
 
    “Much better, Your Grace. I am very grateful to you for securing my freedom.”  
 
    “We conduct these prisoner exchanges with some regularity,” Baldwin said with a shrug. “It’s part of the game we play with the Saracens.” 
 
    “Even so, Your Grace did not have to trade twenty Saracens for me and the priest.” 
 
    “I won’t let two good Christian men languish in a Saracen prison if I can help it. In any case, you alone are worth twenty of those desert ruffians. As for the priest, well... the Almighty will reward those who are merciful to his servants. Father Cormac has been to see me already, you know, while you were convalescing. He speaks very highly of you.” 
 
    “I shouldn’t be surprised, Sire. He seems to have adopted me. I am not certain why, but ever since I met him at Bari, he has barely left my side—at least until we at last arrived in Jerusalem. I wonder what terrible sin he thinks I’ve committed that I merit such constant attention.” 
 
    “It may not be what you’ve done that interests the priest, but rather what you will do. Perhaps God has told him to expect great things of you.” 
 
    “He seems to have performed at least one miracle for me already,” Hugh said. “I still don’t understand how that belly wound did not kill me. Were it not for his ministrations and prayers, I am certain it would have.” 
 
    “I am glad to hear your endorsement of the man. I find him... rather odd. He requested permission to explore the chambers under the palace.” 
 
    “Did he? Whatever for?” 
 
    “He claims to be looking for artifacts hidden there by the Hebrews. My own servants have already conducted a thorough survey of the Temple Mount, for reasons of security, but it seemed a harmless request.” 
 
    “Ah. Yes, he did mention an interest in Hebrew artifacts. The man is a little odd, My Liege,” said Hugh, “although, as you say, harmless. He did ask me once if I’d been under the palace, knowing that I’d visited the Holy Land in the past. I didn’t think much of it at the time, but later it occurred to me that he’d never even asked about the Holy Sepulcher or Golgotha.” 
 
    “Certainly unusual for a priest. He may be down there now, for all I know. I didn’t ask you to come here to speak of Father Cormac, though. You may have heard that I plan to march on Egypt.” 
 
    “Yes, Sire.” 
 
    “You are respected in Jerusalem, Hugh. All the more so after your heroic stand against the Saracens. Father Cormac told me of your heroism during the Saracen ambush. I hope I can count on your sword when we take the fight to Egypt.” 
 
    “If you decide to march on Egypt,” Hugh said, “my sword will of course be yours to command. It is the least I can offer after what Your Grace did for me.” 
 
    “You seem unconvinced of the wisdom of the plan.” 
 
    “I mean no disrespect, Majesty. I suggest only that you consider your alternatives carefully.” 
 
    Baldwin regarded the knight. “Egypt is the Saracens’ power base,” he said. “We cannot defeat them unless we stem the tide of reinforcements from the south.” 
 
    “Yes, Sire. However, if you send the bulk of your troops to Egypt, you will have even fewer to protect pilgrims on the road. Already the patrols are too infrequent to deter the bandits and Saracen raiders. What good is it to hold the Holy Land if the pilgrims can’t reach it safely? My party set sail from Bari with two hundred people—men, women and children. Except for Father Cormac and myself, the rest are dead or enslaved.” 
 
    “I am aware of the severity of the problem,” Baldwin said. “But as you say, my resources are limited. I cannot spare men to keep the roads safe if I am to root out the Saracens in Egypt, and unless we deal with Egypt, we will soon have no lands here to protect.” 
 
    “You speak the truth, Sire. I will certainly follow you to Egypt and rally anyone who will listen. I wonder, though, whether you will have enough men to besiege Cairo—if that is your aim.” 
 
    The King smiled. “You sound as if you’ve been talking to Godfrey of Saint-Omer.” 
 
    “I confess that I did speak with him, Majesty. He is quite insistent that marching on Egypt would be a mistake.” 
 
    “I’m well aware of Godfrey’s thoughts on the matter. He is careful not to appear disloyal, and he has pledged his sword to the campaign, but he has made no secret of his reversal.” 
 
    “Reversal, My Liege?” 
 
    “You didn’t know? This campaign was his idea. He’s been lobbying the nobles for support for months, but he was only able to secure pledges from seven knights.” 
 
    “Seven knights, Your Grace?” 
 
    “Seven in addition to himself, yes. Hardly enough of a force to make any inroads in Egypt. I believe they intended the plot to remain secret, but one of the palace guards overheard two of the knights speaking of the plan. I called Godfrey here to account for himself, and he assured me that he intended to get permission from the crown before taking any action against Egypt. I threatened him with arrest, and he confessed everything. Seeing the wisdom of his aims, I assured him that I would not make an issue of the plot if his men pledged to support my own Egyptian campaign. Fearing prosecution, he promised the knights would follow me to Egypt, but ever since, he has tried to dissuade me of the idea, insisting that the plan was misguided from its inception.” 
 
    “Godfrey does not seem the sort to claim the glory of an Egyptian victory for himself,” offered Hugh.  
 
    “I don’t think it’s a matter of glory,” the King said quietly. He looked at Hugh, seeming to want to tell him more. In the end, though, he said only, “In any case, the burden of the decision falls on me, not Godfrey of Saint-Omer.” 
 
    “As you say, Majesty.” 
 
    “Do you have something else to say, Hugh of Payens? You have earned the right to speak freely.” 
 
    Hugh thought the matter over. He had wanted to broach the subject of the order he hoped to found, but Godfrey’s comments had complicated things. On one hand, it was good to have Godfrey’s support, but on the other, he wasn’t sure how far he could trust the man. Judging from what the King had said, Godfrey was using Hugh’s idea as a cover: he’d been caught plotting an incursion into Egypt, and now he wished to pretend that he’d gathered his coterie of knights with only the laudable goal of protecting pilgrims on the road. “No, Majesty,” he said at last. 
 
    “All right. Put your affairs in order, Hugh. We depart for Egypt in a week.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Ten                    
 
    He runs down a sterile white hallway, having arrived in time but knowing he is somehow too late. His legs are heavy, and the hallway seems impossibly long. A woman stands in his way, trying to stop him, but he pushes past her. At last he reaches the door, throws it open. Then: he stands before an empty hospital bed, a blur of people around him. Indistinct voices weighted with concern and recriminations. He doesn’t understand. He arrived in time. He could have stopped it. But the bed is empty nevertheless. 
 
      
 
    
     “H 
 
   
 
    igher, Daddy!” 
 
    Martin, holding a half-full coffee mug in his left hand, put his right hand on the small of Jessica’s back and pushed as hard as he could. Jessica cackled with glee as she swung away, kicking her feet wildly in the air as she reached apogee, and then swung back toward him. He gave her another push and then stepped away. The morning air was cold enough that he could see his breath, but the effort of pushing Jessica on the swing was making him sweat. He pulled off his coat and tossed it onto the grass. As he took a swallow of lukewarm coffee, he caught a glimpse of a maroon Cadillac sedan through the pines at the front of the property. It was making its way up the long gravel driveway toward him. He sighed and thought of calling the police.  
 
    “Daddy! Push!” 
 
    He took a step toward the swing set, gave Jessica another mighty heave, and then walked to his jacket. He pulled out his phone and tapped Dana’s name in his contacts. 
 
    “Did she wear you out already?” Dana answered after a moment. 
 
    “No, but I’m going to need a little break. Those people I was telling you about? They’re here.” 
 
    Dana came out of the house just as the Cadillac pulled up in front of their garage. She extracted a protesting Jessica from the swing. A man Martin didn’t recognize was in the driver’s seat. “What do they want?” Dana asked. She didn’t ask how he knew who the man was; she had come to accept Martin’s uncannily accurate hunches as commonplace. 
 
    “Going to give me the full-court press on that job, I guess,” he said. 
 
    “Are you going to be okay? Do I need to...?”  
 
    Martin had called her from the road not long after his meeting with Paulo and Gabrielle, doing his best to make their overtures sound like a mundane, if somewhat aggressive, attempt to recruit him for a short-term consulting gig. In the version he’d given her, they were a European insurance company thinking of expanding into the American market, and they were looking for someone to advise them on the pitfalls of American tech regulation. Still, some of his uneasiness must have come through, because when he’d arrived three nights ago, he saw that Dana had gotten his shotgun out of storage and hung it, loaded, over the fireplace. 
 
    “Nothing to worry about,” he said, and he felt reasonably confident it was the truth. The vibe he was getting from the driver of the Cadillac was friendly, if guarded.  
 
    He’d had a lot of time to think during the drive, and he’d come to the conclusion that not all of what Paulo had told him was bunk. Martin had known, on some level, that he possessed a sort of sixth sense, but he’d always explained it away in mundane terms. Body language, word choice, speech patterns, other little things that betrayed a person’s thoughts and feelings. But that didn’t explain his certainty about the identity, mood and intentions of the man in the Cadillac. Nor could it explain how he’d known, without realizing it, what was on Paulo’s cards. It was only when Paulo had provoked him that he realized Paulo had been right: he’d thrown the test on purpose. The answers were all there in his head. The look on Paulo’s face before he walked out was all the confirmation he’d needed. 
 
    Dana took Jessica inside, and the door of the Cadillac opened. A man stepped out, dressed in a tweed overcoat and wearing a grey felt fedora. He was about Paulo’s height, but heavier and rounder. He had a cleanshaven, roundish face. He looked to be close to sixty. 
 
    “Good morning,” Martin said. “What can I do for you?” His tone was neutral, cordial but not welcoming. His intuition told him to be careful in his dealings with this man.  
 
    “Good morning,” said the man. “Are you Martin?” 
 
    “That’s me.” 
 
    “Ah, very good. I had a hell of a time finding you.” The man’s accent was aristocratic British. 
 
    “GPS shouldn’t have had any problem with the address.” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t use those things. Tools of the devil. I bought a paper map at a petrol station.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay.” Somehow this made perfect sense. 
 
    “Beautiful place you have here,” the man said, stopping to take in the view. The house sat on top of a low hill surrounded by meadows dotted with stands of birches and pines. Wispy white clouds hung in a deep blue sky. The birches and other deciduous trees had already lost most of their leaves, and the outbuildings of the neighboring ranch were just visible to the north. A gravel driveway connected the house to the winding country road that led to the town of Robie Creek. 
 
    “Thank you,” Martin replied. 
 
    The man approached Martin, and they shook hands. “I’m Ian Glastonbury-Jones. I believe you met a couple of my associates the other day. I work for GRAIL.” 
 
    “GRAIL?” 
 
    “Global Risk Assessment and Insurance, Limited.” 
 
    “Oh. That’s a bit of a reach, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Well, we can’t be too obvious.” 
 
    “Sure. What do you want, Mr. Glaston....” 
 
    “Ian is fine.” 
 
    “What do you want, Ian? I told your associates no. In fact, I told them no, and then your boy Paulo tried to blackmail me, at which point I told him hell no.” 
 
    “Yes, I am sorry about that. Paulo is a good man, but his people skills need some work. We learned about your... unconventional retirement plan during the course of our initial evaluation, and Paulo evidently thought it would be a useful lever. If I had known that’s what he was planning, I would not have approved it. Believe me, taking a red eye from Paris was not in my plans for last night.” 
 
    “Then you don’t intend to release the information you have?” 
 
    “Absolutely not. You have my word.” 
 
    “Good,” Martin replied, sensing Ian was sincere. He allowed himself to relax a little. “I’m still not going to work for you.” 
 
    “Before you categorically refuse, I’d like to ask you a question.” 
 
    Martin shrugged. “Go ahead.” 
 
    “How are you sleeping these days, Martin?” 
 
    “I sleep just fine, thanks.” 
 
    “Do you? That’s good to hear. I have nightmares, almost every night. In one of them, I’m the captain of a ship heading into port during a storm. The lamp in the lighthouse has gone out, and I strain to see the mouth of the harbor. Suddenly I realize the ship is heading straight into the rocks, but it’s too late to change course. I turn the wheel, but nothing happens. The crew, realizing what is about to happen, begin to jump over the sides, but I am frozen in place. I’m not sure whether I’m unable to move or I choose not to. In the end, it makes no difference. I always wake up just before the ship goes down.” 
 
    “Sounds like your conscience is troubling you,” Martin said. “Have you tried not working for a shady globe-spanning organization that relies on threats and intimidation to carry out its secretive agenda?” 
 
    Ian smiled weakly. “Abandoning ship before it reaches the rocks is certainly an option, but I’m not sure it would improve the situation—neither my own nor that of the ship.” 
 
    Martin shrugged, watching a pickup make its way down the road in the distance. “Dreams are dreams. Not everything is a psychic premonition.” 
 
    “Of course not,” said Ian. “I have no particular psionic aptitude, and true prescience is rare even among the gifted, such as Gabrielle and yourself. Even so, the unconscious mind often perceives elements of reality that the conscious cannot.” 
 
    Martin turned to face Ian again. “You think your unconscious is telling you that your organization... that GRAIL is doomed?” 
 
    “I think GRAIL is the only chance humanity has, and I think it is in grave danger. I am still hopeful the wreck can be averted.” 
 
    “Then the dream isn’t telling you what’s going to happen. It’s warning you what might happen if you don’t change course.” 
 
    “That’s my hope, yes. I take it from your questions that you no longer believe psionic abilities are pseudoscientific nonsense?” 
 
    “To be honest, I’m not sure what I believe anymore.” 
 
    “But you understand that Paulo was telling the truth about the threat we face. You feel it oozing like black oil through the cracks in the walls of civilization. It’s why you took on the Qualex suit. It’s why you moved your family to the middle of nowhere.” 
 
    “Look, I won’t deny I’ve got a bad feeling about where the world is headed. But if there really is some kind of conspiracy of shadow monsters trying to take over the world, it’s just one more thing I can’t control. If you’re right about Qualex, I’ve done my part. I stuck it to the bad guys, to the tune of $300 million. I’m out. Retired. My place is here, with my family. To the extent I’m interested in any of this, it’s because I want to keep my family safe. If you’re going to tell me the only chance any of us has is if I go back in time to steal a magic book, you’re not going to get anything out of this trip but frequent flier miles.” 
 
    “Fair enough,” said Ian. “There are certainly methods and tactics one can use to protect against the influence of the shadows. GRAIL can teach you to use them, but first you will need to better understand what we are up against.” 
 
    “You’re going to tell me what this is really all about?” Some part of him was still hoping this had more to do with the Qualex suit than with time travel and telepathy. But if any of what Ian and Paulo had told him was true, he needed to know. 
 
    “I will try to fill some of the gaps in what you’ve been told.” 
 
    “Without pressuring me to go on your secret time travel mission?” 
 
    “I intend only to help you keep your family safe.” 
 
    Martin considered this for a moment. “All right. We’ll sit on the porch. Would you like some coffee?” 
 
    “Coffee sounds wonderful, thank you. Cream and sugar, please. Between the nightmares and the red-eye, I’m running on vapors.” 
 
    They strolled up the walk to the porch. Martin went inside to get a cup of coffee for Ian and to refill his own. He could hear Dana reading to Jessica in her room. He went back outside, handed Ian his coffee and sat down next to him. From here they had a good view of the front of the property. 
 
    “Ah, thank you,” Ian said, and took a sip of the coffee. “Well, then. Where to start. Martin, do you believe in demons?” 
 
    Martin nearly choked on his coffee. “Good lord, you people go all out, don’t you? So far we’ve got telepathy and time travel, and now you’re adding demons to the mix?” 
 
    Ian smiled. “Perhaps I should back up a step. Do you believe in God?” 
 
    “I suppose so. I was raised Presbyterian.” 
 
    “Then you believe in spiritual entities.” 
 
    “One, at least. Sure.”  
 
    “But if there is a God, and we are created in His image, then we are spiritual beings too, yes? At least in part?” 
 
    “I suppose so. I’d like to think something of us survives after death.” 
 
    “Then it is reasonable to believe there are other spiritual entities as well, yes?” 
 
    “Like angels, you mean.” 
 
    “Angels and demons.” 
 
    “Sure. I mean, I don’t believe there are invisible beings floating around, trying to influence me to act in certain ways.” 
 
    “No? Do you believe in germs? Viruses?” 
 
    “Of course. But viruses aren’t intelligent entities. They’re just, like, organic machines looking for a host they can use to replicate themselves.” 
 
    “Do you believe in the Coca-Cola company? The IRS? The Salvation Army?” 
 
    “You mean do I believe they exist? Yeah.” He took another sip of coffee. 
 
    “And these organizations, they are intelligent beings trying to influence your behavior?” 
 
    “I’d quibble with calling them ‘intelligent.’ They seem intelligent to the extent that their actions are driven by intelligent human beings.” 
 
    “But the actions of the organization aren’t aligned with the intentions of any single individual. Even in an autocratic organization, the behavior of the constituent participants often does not accord with the will of the leader, and it is common for the founder to lose control over an organization he created. For all practical purposes, any organization can be considered an intelligent entity with its own intentions and goals.” 
 
    “Okay, yeah. I’m not sure what you’re talking about is real intelligence, but for all practical purposes, yes.” 
 
    “And both of these things—viruses and large organizations like the IRS—are essentially invisible, yes? We can see a virus through a microscope, and we can see IRS agents and buildings with the IRS’s name on them, but we can’t see the IRS itself, and we generally don’t see any of the millions of viruses all around us. So the fact is, you do believe in invisible beings trying to influence your behavior.” 
 
    “Are you saying your organization’s purpose is to save humanity from the IRS and the common cold? Because I might be on board after all.” 
 
    Ian smiled again. “Laudable though that would be, I’m speaking in metaphors. What I’m asking you to imagine is something halfway between a virus and a recognizable human organization. A shadow entity composed of human beings whose wills have been hijacked to assist in the propagation of the entity and the destruction of its competitors in the ecosystem.” 
 
    “Zombies.” 
 
    “Not exactly. Most of the people being directed by these entities appear perfectly normal. A very few are aware on some level that they are doing the bidding of a higher intelligence, but most are not. And their individual actions are usually mundane. But in the aggregate, they work to fulfill the desires of the controlling entity.” 
 
    “And these shadow entities are what you are calling demons?” 
 
    “They are one sort of demon. There are others. We have been fighting them for centuries.” 
 
    “Just how long has your organization been around?” 
 
    “Are you familiar with the Knights Templar?” 
 
    Martin raised an eyebrow. “Somewhat. Warrior-monks who defended pilgrims on their way to the Holy Land during the Middle Ages.” 
 
    “Very good.” 
 
    “I have an uncle who’s a Mason.” 
 
    “Ah. Of course the connection between the modern-day Masons and the Templars is pure fiction.” 
 
    “Whereas your organization, GRAIL, are the true heirs of the Templars.” 
 
    “Precisely.” 
 
    Martin sighed heavily. “You know, just when I start to think you’re making sense, you throw me a curveball. I guess I should have seen it coming with the name GRAIL, but the Templars? Really?” 
 
    “So you can accept the existence of invisible demonic forces, but you find it improbable that there exists an organized effort to fight back? An effort that has persisted for centuries?” 
 
    “The Templars were disbanded. Outlawed.” 
 
    “In France, yes. Not in Portugal. In Portugal, they were allowed to remain active. They simply changed their name. By that time, though, the Crusades were a lost cause. The organization regrouped, evolved and sprouted several offshoots, one of which became GRAIL.” 
 
    “Demon Hunters, International.” 
 
    “Something like that, yes. At present, we’re fighting a rearguard action. Our only hope is to establish a safe haven that will survive the coming dark age. To do that, though, we need the Codex Babylon.” 
 
    “The magic book that tells you how to stop the demons.” 
 
    “Yes. A book that has been lost since the Middle Ages. We need you to go back and get it before it is lost to history.” 
 
    Martin chuckled, shaking his head. 
 
    “I won’t lie to you,” Ian went on. “This will be an extremely difficult and dangerous mission, but your telepathic gift will allow you to remain in contact with us while you are in the past, so that our organization can give you guidance and support from the present. When you have located the book, you will return to the present with it, and we will use it to prevent the shadows from completely eradicating human freedom.” 
 
    Martin stared. “My God, you’re really committed to this bit.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Telepathy, Templars, and time travel,” Martin said. “You understand how crazy this all sounds, right?” 
 
    “I’m well aware, yes. I wish it were a joke. I suspect, though, that you know that I’m telling the truth.” 
 
    Martin took a sip of coffee, staring at the wispy clouds over the green hills in the distance. “How exactly do the heirs of the Knights Templar come to possess the ability to travel into the past?” 
 
    “That question is not easily answered. Our organization is involved in a lot of activities that are on the border of science and magic. The discovery of time travel was a result of that.” 
 
    “Well, it’s going to remain academic for me,” Martin said. “You need to find another time traveler.” 
 
    “I understand. What you need to realize, Martin, is that you’re a part of this whether you like it or not.” 
 
    “Because of the Qualex suit?” 
 
    “You scored an unexpected victory against the powers of darkness. A small one, in the scheme of things, but if there’s one thing our enemy hates, it’s surprises. It will move to contain and counteract the problem.” He took a sip of coffee. 
 
    “What do you mean? Move how?” 
 
    “It’s impossible to say. Sometimes the shadows act through unstable individuals, often schizophrenics who hear voices telling them what to do. Most of the time, they act through the aggregate actions of hundreds of thousands of people to bring about a result that none of the individuals could have predicted. These collective entities are known as egregores.” 
 
    “To be clear, though, you’re talking about violence against me or my family?” 
 
    “Violence, yes, or other forms of grave misfortune. I’ve seen all sorts of grim fates befall enemies of the shadows. Suspicious house fires, inexplicable revelations of damaging personal information, car accidents....” 
 
    “Car accidents? How does that work?” 
 
    “Again, either the aggregate behavior of individuals or the actions of a single unstable person. Possibly both. An unexpected traffic snarl might cause you to take an alternate route home from the grocery store, causing your car to be hit head-on by a madman hearing voices telling him to end it all.” 
 
    “How is that possible? Are these things omniscient? How can they coordinate the actions of people that way?” 
 
    “They are not omniscient, no. But are sensitive to thought patterns, much in the way you are, and they can push susceptible individuals toward certain behaviors.” 
 
    “The way Gabrielle does.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “But there are defenses against them?” 
 
    “On an individual level, yes. GRAIL agents are taught to guard their thoughts to prevent them from being read—or influenced—by hostile egregores, and to sense egregore activity on the psychic plane. Those with inherent psionic ability tend to be better at the latter, although as the egregores grow stronger, more people will begin to notice.” 
 
    “You’re saying you could train me to defend against these things. To use my gift, or whatever it is, to detect their activity and ward them off.” 
 
    “To an extent, yes. I must tell you, though, that you cannot keep your family safe. Not even here. Not anywhere. That’s not a threat; merely a fact. You could unplug, disconnect from everything and everybody, move to some third world country, and it would still find you. We’re in the early stages, but soon it’s going to get much worse.” 
 
    “Just tell me how to fight these things. I’ll take my chances.” 
 
    “Then you believe me?” 
 
    “I believe there’s something deeply wrong with the world, and that you know something about it.” 
 
    “It’s a start,” Ian said. “Unfortunately, I can’t spare the time, particularly if you refuse the mission to retrieve the Codex.” 
 
    “You told me—” 
 
    “I told you I would give you a better idea of the threat we face. Actually training you to resist the shadows is another matter. What I can offer you is this: come with me to France, to the GRAIL facility. Our people can give you the training you need.” 
 
    “I’m not going anywhere.” 
 
    “Then I can’t help you. A bare minimum of defensive training would take at least three weeks. Even if I had three weeks to spare, I am not the right person to train you.” 
 
    “You’re telling me my family is in danger, and you want me to leave them for three weeks?” 
 
    “At this point, the risk your family faces is minimal. The shadows are more likely to target you than your wife or daughter, and they are still too weak to exert much influence in a remote place like this. It is much easier for them to act through the aggregate behavior of mobs than through individuals. In any case, I am offering you this training as a gesture of goodwill. Whether you accept it is your choice. If you were to agree to help us retrieve the Codex, of course, I could get the board to approve a request for a security team to protect your family while you are absent.” 
 
    “But since I only want to keep my family safe, I’m on my own.” 
 
    Ian shrugged. “Our resources are not unlimited.” He got to his feet, setting his coffee cup on the table between them. He reached into his coat, pulled out a business card and handed it to Martin. It read: 
 
      
 
    Ian Glastonbury-Jones 
 
    Executive Director 
 
    Loss Mitigation Group 
 
    Global Risk Assessment and Insurance, Ltd. 
 
      
 
    Beneath this was a phone number. 
 
    “I’ll be flying back tomorrow morning. If you decide to take me up on my offer, give me a call. Thank you for the coffee.” He walked to the porch steps and turned. “Oh, one more thing: the less your wife knows about this, the better. Once you begin to see the shadows, the shadows can see you as well.” 
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Eleven                           
 
   H ugh was surprised to see Father Cormac waiting for him outside the palace; in the previous three weeks, he’d barely seen the man. After arriving half-dead in Jerusalem, Hugh had spent eight weeks in bed, at the facility the Knights Hospitaller had set up in Jerusalem for men who had been wounded in battle. Cormac had visited him several times during this period, but once Hugh was well enough to be moved to the garrison where he customarily stayed, Cormac became more scarce. Cormac evidently was not staying at the garrison; after Hugh’s conversation with the King, he wondered if the priest had been sleeping in one of the chambers under the palace. 
 
    “I’ll help you back to the garrison,” Cormac said, taking Hugh’s right arm. The wound had mostly healed, but it still pained him when he walked. 
 
    “Much appreciated, friend,” said Hugh, as they made their way toward the garrison. “Although I must say, you don’t look to be in much better shape than I. Your skin is paler than mine. Do you live underground now?” 
 
    “It’s true I’ve been spending a fair amount of time under the palace,” Cormac admitted. 
 
    “And have you found any of the artifacts you’ve been looking for? The rod of Aaron? Samson’s manacles? The pebble David used to fell Goliath?” 
 
    “No luck as of yet,” Cormac said with a smile, “but there is much ground to cover. How did your audience with the King go?”  
 
    “It was cordial, if uneventful. I must say, I was a bit unsettled to learn you had spoken to Godfrey of Saint-Omer of my plans.” 
 
    “You talked to Godfrey?” 
 
    “Briefly. He has begun recruiting for an order of knights that does not yet exist.” 
 
    “Relax, Hugh. Godfrey was always going to be a part of this.” 
 
    “And yet, you have never spoken of him until now.” 
 
    Cormac grinned. “There are many things of which I have not yet spoken.” 
 
    Hugh ignored him. The priest enjoyed making such cryptic remarks, and asking him to clarify would do no good. “I would have liked to broach the matter with the King, but Godfrey’s involvement makes it more difficult.” 
 
    Cormac shook his head. “It’s too early.” 
 
    “Too early for what?” 
 
    “The King is preoccupied with the Saracen threat from Egypt, and with good reason. Even if he granted your request, he would never give up—” He smiled at a pair of city guards eying them from the corner. “—our preferred base of operations.” 
 
    “You mean your current base of operations.” 
 
    When the guards were out of earshot, Cormac replied, “Did you not tell me the palace would be the perfect headquarters for your new military order?” 
 
    “I’m hardly in the position to make such demands.” 
 
    “Not yet, no.” 
 
    “You believe he will be more favorably disposed after I have proven my loyalty in Egypt.” 
 
    “Your chances of success will improve after the Egyptian campaign, yes.” 
 
    Hugh shook his head. “Godfrey tells me the King’s health has not been good these past few years. Now he wants to march to Egypt? I don’t like it, Father. If the King’s brother takes the throne, I may as well go home. Eustace will never forgive me for speaking truthfully of his poor leadership when we took Jerusalem nineteen years ago.” 
 
    “You need not worry about Eustace,” said Cormac. 
 
    “Blast you, priest! What am I to make of such comments? You tie my hands and then tell me to carry on as if I’m unimpeded.” 
 
    “If you want to make your proposal to King Baldwin now, I won’t try to stop you. I am only telling you that now is not the time. Patience, my friend. Did I not tell you you’d survive your wound?” 
 
    “Yes, although I am not yet certain whether you possess the gift of healing or that of foresight.” 
 
    “Perhaps a little of each. The important thing is that you survived.” 
 
    “Let us hope the King and I both survive this campaign in Egypt.” 
 
    “For whatever good it will do, I will be with you.” 
 
    “Then your work under the palace can wait?” 
 
    “If there is anything under the palace worth finding,” Cormac said with a smile, “I am sure it will be there when we get back.” 
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Twelve                         
 
   I an’s cell phone rang as he made his way through Charles De Gaulle International Airport toward the parking garage. He fumbled for the phone, realized it was in the pocket of his coat that was blocked by the overnight bag hanging from his right shoulder, tried to switch the bag to his left side, nearly tripped on it, cursed, stopped in the middle of the concourse to set the bag down, and was nearly run down by a Nigerian football team. He threaded his way through the crowd as jeers and imprecations were hurled at him in French, English, and a smattering of other languages, until he was able to take refuge in the lee of a cleaning cart. By the time he got his phone out, he’d missed the call. The display read: Paulo. He swore and tapped the redial button, clamping his left hand over his other ear to block the din. 
 
    “Ian,” said Paulo’s voice, almost too faintly to be heard. “Any luck with our candidate?” 
 
    “Too early to say,” he shouted. “You’ll need to speak up, Paulo. It’s like the fifth circle of Hell here.” 
 
    “I thought for certain he’d be with you. The good cop, bad cop routine is surprisingly effective.” 
 
    “It wasn’t a routine, Paulo. I’m lucky he didn’t chase me off his property after that stunt you pulled in Santa Clara. Didn’t your mother ever tell you about flies and honey?” 
 
    “He’ll come around. That isn’t why I called you, though. You may want to make a stop in Berlin.” 
 
    “Berlin? What the devil for?” 
 
    “I just got a call from one of our researchers, Sonya Starr. She’s been at the Federal Archives, going through Hans Kammler’s files.” 
 
    “Kammler? The bloke who ran Hitler’s Special Projects Office?” 
 
    “That’s the one.” 
 
    “Hold on, Paulo.” Holding the phone against his chest, Ian ducked into the men’s room, found it occupied by a surly-looking cleaning woman, retreated, and went into the ladies’ room. He went into a stall and sat. “I thought we’d decided Kammler was a dead end,” he said, as loudly as he dared. 
 
    “We had, at least as far as the Codex goes,” Paulo replied. “Sonya was looking for some information on the Werewolf project when she found something curious: a telegram from Cairo that had been received by Himmler’s office in Berlin near the end of the war. It was signed ‘H.K.’” 
 
    “Could Kammler have been in Cairo at the time?” 
 
    “It’s possible. Reports of his whereabouts at the time are contradictory.” 
 
    “What was the message?” 
 
    “It would be best if you spoke to Sonya in person.” 
 
    “Damn it.” He didn’t really have time to make a detour to Berlin, but if this was as important as it sounded, he had no choice. Unfortunately, it wasn’t safe to talk about certain things over the phone. They could use code phrases, but even those weren’t completely safe. In the end, though, nothing was. He asked, “Have the pigeons gotten into the sugar again?”  
 
    “If they have,” said Paulo, “they’ll have to fight the squirrels for it.” 
 
    For a moment, Ian was too stunned to speak. At last, he said, “All right, I’ll get on the next flight to Berlin.” 
 
    “Very good. We’ll talk when you get back.” 
 
    Ian ended the call. He exited the restroom and headed back toward the ticket counter. Whatever message Sonya had found, Paulo’s response could only mean one thing: there was a possibility that there was still a copy of the Codex Babylon out there somewhere—today, in 2023.  
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Thirteen               
 
   A fter an eleven-day march from Jerusalem, 216 cavalry and 400 infantrymen approached the town of Farama, on the eastern Nile Delta. They were followed by some 500 support personnel: attendants to the horses, transporters of provisions and supplies, farriers, blacksmiths, and the like. Father Cormac had fallen ill the day before they left Jerusalem and had been unable to keep his pledge to accompany Hugh to Egypt. He had assured Hugh he was well enough to travel, but he’d had a fever, and Hugh worried that a man with his delicate constitution wouldn’t survive the march through the sunbaked desert. 
 
    The army had as yet not seen any fighting. Among those at the lead of the would-be combatants, Hugh of Payens watched from the crest of a nearby ridge as the last of the inhabitants of the city fled before the invaders. King Baldwin, some fifty yards to his left, appeared pleased. The army he led was small, but so far they had faced no resistance. As they rode down the slope toward the farms on the outskirts of the town, Hugh heard some of the King’s vassals speaking to him about their chances of taking Cairo. 
 
    This seemed foolish to Hugh; Cairo was huge, fortified and well-defended. They’d be unlikely to conquer it with an army five times as large. He and many of the other knights had assumed the King was expecting their numbers to be augmented along the way south from Jerusalem, but no more troops had joined them. Hugh opted not to involve himself in the discussion, though: he was not part of the King’s inner circle of powerful noblemen, and in any case, Baldwin seemed uninterested in the topic. If he hadn’t planned to besiege Cairo, though, what had Baldwin intended to accomplish with his little army? Cairo was the key to Saracen power; if they didn’t intend to conquer it, their efforts would be better spent dealing with the raiders that troubled travelers on the pilgrim route. 
 
    Farama was deserted by the time the invaders reached it. It was just after noon, and Baldwin ordered work to begin immediately on tearing down the modest fortifications surrounding the city. This suggested the King didn’t intend to remain long in Farama: he wished only to prevent it from being used as a Saracen refuge. In a few days, the invaders would continue south. 
 
    Having handed off his horse to one of the attendants and removed his mail, Hugh set to work with the others in tearing down walls and watchtowers. As a knight of middling importance, he might have shirked manual labor by virtue of his rank, as some of the others did, but he was still young enough to be of some use, and he didn’t think it would endear him to the pragmatic and energetic Baldwin if he were to laze about with the elderly and those whose exalted rank made physical labor unseemly. When he’d put in a few hours of labor with a pickaxe, he would seek out one of the barons and attempt to learn what, if not the subjugation of Cairo, was the point of this campaign. 
 
    He’d labored less than an hour, though, when one of the cook’s helpers came running over to the place where Hugh and several others worked to topple a section of the wall. “Have you heard?” the young man cried. 
 
    “Heard what, fig-picker?” said one of the workers. “We’ve heard nothing but the pounding of picks and hammers.” 
 
    “The King has fallen ill,” the lad said. “They say he’s dying!” 
 
    “Who says this?” Hugh said, dropping his pick. He approached the young man, wiping sweat from his brow with the back of his hand. 
 
    “The King’s cook. They are preparing to move him back to Jerusalem.” 
 
    “Then we shall not continue to Cairo?” asked another of the men.” 
 
    “Keep working,” Hugh said. “I will consult with the barons.” 
 
    The young man left, and Hugh set off to find the barons, who were probably already meeting to discuss the future of the campaign. Some would undoubtedly want to continue the march, but several were vassals of the King himself or held important positions in Jerusalem and would be honor-bound to return to Jerusalem with him, taking their own vassals with them. The three hundred or so fighting men who remained would have no chance of continuing the campaign, to say nothing of taking Cairo. His suspicions were confirmed: by the time he reached the house where the barons were meeting, the matter had already been decided. The King’s retinue would leave at first light the next day, and the remainder of the army would remain in Farama only for as long as it took to finish the destruction of its fortifications. Then the army would disperse, with those based in Jerusalem returning there and those who had come from France, England, or other parts of Christendom seeing passage west.  
 
    Baldwin was said to be unconscious and in poor condition. It was well known that he’d been pained by wounds he’d received years earlier, and although the King hid his suffering well, Hugh suspected his injuries were more serious than he let on. Perhaps it was these old wounds that accounted for the sudden deterioration of the King’s condition. 
 
    Hugh returned to the wall to deliver the bad news and then worked until sundown with the others. Not in the mood for company, he took his dinner alone and then went to sleep in an abandoned house where several other knights were already snoring. In the morning, he retrieved his horse and followed the procession bearing the King out of the city. 
 
    They made it only as far as Al-Arish, where, two days after they had set out from Farama, the party was informed that the King could go no further. He was taken to a nearby fortress and laid on a bed to die. Hugh waited in the antechamber, hoping to speak to the King one last time.  
 
    He was heartened when he heard the next day that the King had regained consciousness, but the doctor told him not to expect an audience. Baldwin was still very weak, and he had other matters to attend to during what little time he had left. One of these matters was, it turned out, precisely what Hugh feared: three of the barons exited the room with a declaration from Baldwin stating that his brother, Eustace, was to succeed him as King of Jerusalem. 
 
    His hopes dashed, Hugh was about to leave the fort when Baldwin’s doctor informed him that the King would see him. Duty-bound to pay his final respects, Hugh assented.  
 
    Baldwin was ashen, and his flesh seemed to hang loosely from his bones. His bedsheets were damp with sweat. Hugh knew as he knelt at Baldwin’s side that it was already too late. Were it not for the almost imperceptible movement of the King’s chest as he breathed, Hugh would have thought him already dead. 
 
    As Hugh clasped his hands to pray for Baldwin’s soul, the King’s eyes fluttered open, affixing on his own. “Hugh of Payens....” the King rasped. 
 
    “I am here, Your Grace.” 
 
    The King’s lips moved, but Hugh could not decipher the words. “I’m sorry, My Liege. I do not understand.” 
 
    The King closed his eyes, seeming to muster his strength. He took a breath and let out a series of mumbled syllables. Hugh could make out only a few words. 
 
    “Sire?” Hugh asked. But the King had lost consciousness again. His breathing seemed even shallower now.  
 
    Hugh got to his feet and walked to the window overlooking the city. Had he misheard? No, he had spoken clearly. But then... did Baldwin know of his plan? Or had the King something else in mind?  
 
    He regarded the frail man lying still in bed, knowing the King would not speak again. Hugh did not think he would last the hour. If the King had plans for him, he’d spoken of them too late. The previous day he’d named Eustace III of Boulogne his successor as King of Jerusalem, just as Hugh had feared. Eustace hated Hugh and would never approve his audacious plan for a new military order devoted to protecting pilgrims on the route to the Holy Land. 
 
    But then why, in the King’s last breath, had he spoken of the Temple? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Fourteen             
 
    
     “I 
 
   
 
     don’t understand,” Dana said, struggling to remain calm. “I thought you were done working.” They sat together on the overstuffed microfiber couch in the living room, facing the big bay window that overlooked the back of their property. Jessica had finally gone to sleep, and the sun had long since set. Martin drew the curtains against the inky blackness. 
 
    “I am done,” Martin said. “This is just a very short contracting gig. With what they’re paying me, we’ll be able to redo the kitchen two years ahead of schedule.” 
 
    “You said we had all the money we needed. That was the whole point of this stock scheme with Roger.” 
 
    “Well, I was thinking,” Martin said. “Maybe it would be better not to touch that money for a while. Let it sit in your brother’s account and earn interest for a year or two. That way, if anybody starts poking around—” 
 
    “Who is going to be poking around?” 
 
    “Probably nobody. It’s just... the stock dropped farther than I expected, which is good, because it means a bigger payout for us, but I underestimated just how much this suit is going to shake things up in Silicon Valley. Companies that thought they were on solid ground are starting to worry about their own liability. You know I got three calls from tech journalists on my way home? Not to mention the call from Russ Jensen, begging me to stay on as a consultant on these cases.” 
 
    “What’s your point? That I should be grateful you’re just taking this one job, even though you promised you were done?” 
 
    “No, that’s not what I mean. What I’m saying is that there’s a lot of attention on this case right now. More than I expected. We didn’t break any laws, but even so, I’d rather not do anything to draw the attention of the IRS or the SEC. This job will give us a nice cushion to help us get through the next couple of years without even having to touch the money in the account I set up under Roger’s name.” 
 
    “What are they even hiring you to do? I thought you said it was an insurance company.” 
 
    “I guess they’re working on some kind of app, and they want to make sure they’re not going to run afoul of U.S. laws. They’ve been watching the Qualex case, and when we won, they decided I was the guy they needed.” 
 
    “Did they threaten you?” 
 
    “What? Of course not. Why would you think that?” 
 
    “When you called me on your way home, after they ambushed you, you sounded... I don’t know. Angry. Or maybe scared. And you said there was no way in hell you were working for them.” 
 
    “Okay, first of all, they didn’t ‘ambush’ me....” 
 
    “That’s how it sounded.” 
 
    “Well. I was taken off guard, yes. I was in a hurry to get home, and I wasn’t expecting a high-pressure sales pitch. But I had some time to think about it on my way home, and Ian was very apologetic about how they’d treated me. They’re just very close to releasing this app, and they need me to go over the documentation as soon as possible to avoid missing the release date.” 
 
    “And this isn’t something you can do remotely?” 
 
    Martin shrugged. “They’re an old-fashioned company. I mean, the division head flew over here from Paris to meet me, for heaven’s sake. They want me to meet in person with the project managers and executives. It’s just three weeks, honey. Three weeks, and I’m done, for real.” 
 
    “What if Jessica and I came with you? I’ve never been to Europe. In another year, Jessica will be in kindergarten, and it will be harder to get away.” 
 
    “I mean, I suppose if you want to,” Martin said, with a shrug. “But it sounds like I’m going to be working pretty long hours. I doubt I’m going to be able to get away to tour the Louvre or whatever. The facility I’ll be visiting is about an hour outside of Paris, and I’m not sure how much there is to do in the area. If you want to try to see the sights with Jessica....” 
 
    “No, you’re right. It was a dumb idea.” 
 
    “Not dumb. I just don’t think it will be much fun for you. We’ll do it another time.” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Fifteen                         
 
   H ugh returned to Jerusalem on Palm Sunday, along with the retinue of nobles accompanying the body of King Baldwin. By coincidence or providence, the retinue reached Jerusalem just as the Palm Sunday procession was descending from the Mount of Olives into the valley of Jehoshaphat, allowing the retinue to follow the procession through the gate on the eastern side of the city, through which Christ was believed to have entered in triumph a week before the Resurrection. As soon as the Palm Sunday service was over, the King’s body was buried in the Calvary Chapel in front of the Holy Sepulcher next to his older brother, who had preceded him as king. 
 
    After the funeral, Hugh pulled aside Father Cormac, whom he had not seen since the departure of Baldwin’s army for Egypt. 
 
    “Feeling better, Father?” Hugh asked. 
 
    “Much,” said the priest. “I am glad to see you have returned from Egypt unharmed.” 
 
    “Better I should have died than the King.” 
 
    “It is not for us to say who should live and who should die.” 
 
    “Baldwin was a good king, and without him, all my plans will come to nothing. Your foresight has failed you, Father, and you were not in Al-Arish to work your miracle cures.” 
 
    “You need not worry,” Cormac said. “Your project—” 
 
    “You told me the King would be more amenable to my proposal after the campaign in Egypt!” Hugh snapped, drawing the attention of several others in the crowd. 
 
    Cormac put his hand on Hugh’s shoulder, leading him further from the throng. “And he most certainly will be.” 
 
    “Do you know what Baldwin whispered to me on his death bed?” Hugh asked. 
 
    “I do not.” 
 
    “His meaning was unclear, but he said the words ‘under the Temple.’” 
 
    Cormac was suddenly attentive. “Are you certain?” 
 
    “I am certain he spoke of the Temple. Did he know?” 
 
    “That you hoped to use the Temple as our headquarters? I don’t know how he could have. Not even Godfrey knows, unless you told him.” 
 
    “Then you don’t know why he said it?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Hugh. I do not. Have you been able to speak with Godfrey? If anyone knows why the King spoke of the Temple, it is he.” 
 
    “I have not. I understand Godfrey left Farama with a small contingent of men while the King was still alive, to make preparations for the arrival of the body in Jerusalem. But I have not seen him since I have been back. It is enough to make one wonder—” 
 
    At that moment, they were approached by a tall, thin man wearing clothes that suggested he’d only recently arrived from the west. “I apologize if I’m interrupting,” the man said, in a northern Frankish accent. He turned to Hugh. “My liege, the Count of Edessa, would like to speak with you if the moment is not inopportune.” 
 
    Hugh stared at the man for a moment. “The Count is here? In Jerusalem?” 
 
    The man nodded. “He had planned to come to celebrate Easter here in any case, and a messenger reached us yesterday with the news. We hurried to arrive in time for the funeral. It is a terrible loss. Baldwin was a good man and an excellent king. The Count is... concerned that another ruler of his caliber may be difficult to find.” 
 
    Hugh raised an eyebrow. “The King’s brother has already been named his successor.” 
 
    “Yes, although he is still in France and of advanced age. I understand there is some question as to whether he would be willing to make the journey. The Count is interested in seeking your counsel in this matter, as well as speaking to you of your own plans.” 
 
    “I see,” replied Hugh. “Where is the Count now?” 
 
    “He has retired to his quarters in the royal palace. May I tell him to expect you?” 
 
    “I would not refuse a request from the Count.” 
 
    “Very good. Good day, m’lord. Father.” The man turned and hurried away. 
 
    “What do you suppose that’s about?” Hugh asked, when the man had left. 
 
    “I suspect you know,” said Father Cormac with a smile. “The Count hopes to be king.” 
 
    “He would be Baldwin II,” Hugh said. “But the King was clear that his choice was Eustace.” 
 
    “On the condition that Eustace is able to make the journey,” Cormac said. “Jerusalem faces many dangers at this moment, both from within and from without. It cannot wait months for a new king. If the Count seizes the monarchy, a majority of the barons and prelates will support him.” 
 
    “Is this what you have been up to while I was gone? Scheming against Eustace?” 
 
    “Hardly. I spent most of the time under the palace, as usual. I have, however, developed a reasonably good understanding of the political situation in Jerusalem over the past few months.” 
 
    “And you believe King Baldwin II would be amenable to my proposal?” 
 
    “He asked you to meet him at the palace, did he not?” 
 
    “You believe it is a sign.” 
 
    “I think that if you are bold in your request, the Count will take it as such.” 
 
    “You want me to demand not only that the Count commit to supporting this new military order, but also that he give up his palace to use as our headquarters?” 
 
    “The palace is on the Temple Mount. Did you not say that the King spoke to you of the Temple with his dying breath?” 
 
    “Yes, but... it seems a rather presumptuous request.” 
 
    “Ask for the use of one wing of the palace to begin with.” 
 
    “Only a wing! And what shall I offer the king in exchange?” 
 
    “He isn’t king yet. Nor will he be without the support of the noblemen you’ve been meeting with over these past years.” 
 
    “Are you suggesting I use my influence with the barons to play kingmaker? You overestimate my aptitude for intrigue, Cormac.” 
 
    “Quite the opposite, I assure you,” said the priest with the smile. “It’s your candidness and idealism that has made you a friend of the barons and the prelates. You haven’t a scheming bone in your body, and everyone in Jerusalem knows it. I’m not saying you need to use your leverage to persuade the Count of the wisdom of your plan. I’m saying he is already predisposed to give you whatever you want, if only you pledge your support for him.” 
 
    “I do not like the idea of betraying Eustace.” 
 
    “Don’t shed any tears for the King’s brother. I suspect he has no interest in being King of Jerusalem. He certainly won’t fight for the honor.” 
 
    “Is this another of your prophesies, Father?” 
 
    “Call it a well-founded hunch.” 
 
    “Then you believe this venture is blessed by God?” 
 
    “I believe that soon, Jerusalem will have a new king, and you will have your order of warrior-monks.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Sixteen                        
 
   T he old woman smiled indulgently at Martin. If her patience was wearing thin, she didn’t show it. “Let’s try again,” she said in a thick Irish accent. “I’ll reset the machine.” 
 
    Martin let out a sound that was half-sigh, half-groan. They’d been at this for six hours today alone, and he was beginning to think the exercises were a form of torture designed to break his will. “Can we at least do this somewhere that feels less like an interrogation chamber? I was kind of looking forward to seeing France in the fall, and so far I’ve spent ninety percent of my time staring at that dead spider in the corner.” 
 
    The room was tiny, maybe eight feet by ten feet. The room had one tiny window that was too dirty to see anything through and three pieces of furniture: two wooden chairs and a table. Martin sat facing a sturdily built Irish woman of perhaps seventy, whose name was Cynthia Callan. On the table sat an ordinary laptop computer that Cynthia inexplicably referred to as “the machine.” 
 
    Cynthia followed Martin’s gaze over her right shoulder to a tiny black dot on the wall near the ceiling. She got to her feet, pushed her chair toward the wall, climbed onto it, and brushed the black dot away with the sleeve of her sweater. 
 
    “God damn it,” Martin said, getting to his feet. 
 
    “Watch yer mouth, laddie,” Cynthia snapped. Martin went around the table to help her down from the chair. She smiled, his blasphemy evidently forgotten. “Thank ye.” 
 
    Martin nodded. He moved her chair back to the table and then walked back around to the other side. 
 
    “The whole idea,” Cynthia said, sinking back into her chair, “is to eliminate distractions. Ah know ye can do this. Paulo said ‘e ‘asn’t seen anyone with yer aptitude since—” 
 
    “Since the legendary Benedict,” Martin said. “Yes, I know. Nobody will tell me what happened to him or what is going on here, but somehow I still hear his name twenty times a day.”  
 
    Cynthia studied him. “You hear his name or you hear his name?” 
 
    “Relax,” said Martin, holding up his hands. “It’s hyperbole. I’m not telepathically eavesdropping. Benedict came up in my first meeting with Paulo and Gabrielle, and I’ve heard his name whispered a few times since I’ve arrived. It’s pretty clear from the disappointed looks that I was supposed to be the next Benedict. I’m getting used to it. He’s like the overachieving older brother I never had.” 
 
    In the week that he’d been at the GRAIL facility, Martin had learned almost nothing about GRAIL. When he first arrived, he’d met briefly with Ian, who welcomed him and promised him that for the duration of his stay, no one would be pressuring him to fill Benedict’s shoes. Later that day he had a brief meeting with Paulo, who gave a forced apology for his behavior in Santa Clara and then proceeded to make the same pledge. Even Cynthia had given him the standard disclaimer when he met her. It seemed everyone had been instructed to assure him that he should feel absolutely no pressure to do the one thing they desperately needed him to do.  
 
    The GRAIL facility—Martin didn’t even know if it was the main headquarters of the organization or if it was one of many—was a restored commune in Southern France called La Couvertoirade, which apparently doubled as a tourist attraction and museum. It had been built by the Templars over the twelfth and thirteenth centuries, fell into the hands of the Knights Hospitallers upon the dissolution of the Templar organization in 1307, and was purchased by a subsidiary of GRAIL shortly after World War II. This last fact was not revealed as part of the public tour, which was given by an elfin French docent who spoke passable English. If the museum employees or the craftsmen molding pottery, forging iron tools, weaving blankets and occupying themselves with other such medieval activities were aware they were part of an international organization devoted to a holy war against the forces of evil, they didn’t let on. It was, Martin realized, the perfect cover: he hadn’t even been warned not to talk about GRAIL or why he was at La Couvertoirade: presumably a strange American talking about shadow entities or GRAIL would be dismissed as just another gullible tourist who had watched too many movies about globe-spanning conspiracies to conceal the true bloodline of Christ. 
 
    Situated about fifty miles northwest of Montpellier, on the Mediterranean coast, and 400 miles south of Paris, La Couvertoirade was certainly not a convenient location for the headquarters of a major insurance company. La Couvertoirade meant “The covered way,” which seemed appropriate, given the secretive nature of GRAIL’s activities. 
 
    The village, consisting of some forty buildings, had sprung up on the plateau west of the Templar castle, which had been constructed atop a rocky promontory. Steps cut into the rock just north of the castle led to the church, Église Saint-Christophe. The entire commune was encircled by a wall punctuated by five guard towers. Whether these defensive fortifications, constructed in the fifteenth century—long after the official disbanding of the Templars—provided any protection from demons, egregores, shadow entities, or whatever other immaterial evils might threaten the inhabitants, Martin could not say. From the windows of the castle, one could see flocks of sheep grazing on a broad hill, atop which perched a restored medieval windmill. 
 
    Perhaps half the three hundred or so people who worked at La Couvertoirade were support staff: cashiers, janitors, cooks and the like. Of the remaining hundred or so, it wasn’t clear to Martin how many were simply craftsmen, museum staff or administrators focused on the daily operations of the commune and how many were dedicated to GRAIL’s supposed true purpose. He got the sense there was considerable overlap: several times he saw people dressed in medieval clothing in the halls of the GRAIL complex beneath the castle, and on the few occasions he was allowed to leave the complex, he had sometimes seen GRAIL personnel speaking with craftsmen or administrators. It was a bit surreal, as if Space Mountain at Disneyworld was filled with actual astronauts.  
 
    What the GRAIL people actually did in their offices underneath the castle remained a mystery. The offices were surprisingly mundane and almost cheerful, considering that they were situated below a medieval dungeon. High ceilings, naturalistic lighting, and accents of stone and wood compensated for the lack of windows. Except for the occasional blacksmith or glassworker in full medieval regalia, the employees seemed ordinary enough. The elevator had buttons for six floors, but Martin had so far seen only parts of the top two. He gathered that the third and fourth floor were dedicated to living quarters; many of the GRAIL employees apparently slept on site.  
 
    It was also unclear how big GRAIL really was. Martin had done some research on the plane and discovered that the company had offices in Paris, Montepellier, London, Glasgow, Lisbon, Budapest, and several other European cities. Its only official presence in La Couvertoirade was as the insurer of most of the buildings in the commune and certain unspecified artifacts contained within. GRAIL’s public face was that of an odd amalgam of insurance carrier, security firm and financial consultancy. Martin found it difficult to determine exactly how many people worked for GRAIL or how much it was worth, and it was impossible to know how much of its resources were devoted to its supposed battle against evil and how much to keeping up its public facade. 
 
    “Alright, I’ve reset the machine,” Cynthia said. “Let’s try again.” 
 
    “Let’s not,” said Martin. By now, he knew the drill. Cynthia would press a key on the laptop, causing one of several thousand images to randomly appear on the screen, which was turned so that Martin couldn’t see it. Cynthia would concentrate on the image, and Martin would use his supposed “gift” to read the image from her mind. It was essentially the same test Paulo had given him in Santa Clara. They’d tried several other variations as well, but so far, he had come nowhere near repeating the stunning success he’d managed in Santa Clara. Cynthia had even called Paulo away from whatever he normally did in an attempt to replicate the conditions of his first test, but the results were the same. Martin was beginning to doubt his certainty about his performance with Paulo. Even after Paulo showed him the eight cards, still in the same order, he harbored suspicions that this was all an elaborate scam. Somehow, he thought, Qualex had to be behind all of this. But what was their angle? What the hell were they trying to accomplish? 
 
    “No one is forcing ye to be ‘ere, laddie,” Cynthia chided. “Ye can go home anytime ye like.” 
 
    “The agreement was that you would teach me how to defend my family against these... egregores, or whatever. I didn’t sign up to sit in a dungeon playing guessing games for three weeks.” 
 
    “We’ve been over this,” Cynthia said with a sigh. “Yer telepathic aptitude gives ye an edge in the fight against the egregores. An egregore is simply another kind of mind. Since it’s a mind without a body, though, telepathy is the only way it can truly be perceived. But yer gift will do ye no good if ye refuse to learn how to use it.” 
 
    “I’m not refusing! We’ve been at this for three days. I’m trying. I’ve been trying. Isn’t there something else we can do? A CAT scan or something to figure out why it’s not working?” 
 
    “Telepathy isn’t quite that cut and dried. GRAIL’s scientists are at the forefront of psionic research, and we’ve barely scratched the surface.” 
 
    “I just think this isn’t the right approach. My hunches or whatever you call them usually aren’t visual. It’s more a feeling than an image. Like when I realized I needed to get my family out of the Bay Area. It was a sort of visceral dread. I didn’t see anything, but I couldn’t shake that feeling.” 
 
    “There’s an emotional component to it,” Cynthia said with a nod. “That may be what we’re missing. What were ye feeling when ye saw the images on Paulo’s cards?” 
 
    “Anger,” Martin said. “He had just threatened to ruin my life.” 
 
    “Good, good. We need to find a way to use that.” 
 
    “I’m not angry anymore,” Martin said with a shrug. “Not like I was, anyway. Now I’m just... annoyed. Frustrated.” 
 
    “Frustrated about what?” 
 
    “About this,” Martin said, waving his hand toward the laptop. “I should be home with my wife and daughter right now. Instead I’m stuck in this room, halfway around the world, trying to read minds.” 
 
    “Do ye feel guilty?” 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Being away from yer family. Using yer gift to manipulate the stock market. Letting us down.” 
 
    “Letting you down?” 
 
    “Ye mentioned being annoyed by people talking about Benedict. Maybe ye feel guilty for refusing the mission ye were offered.” 
 
    “Are you my therapist now?” 
 
    Cynthia shrugged. “If yer emotions are preventing ye from accessing yer gift, we need to get to the bottom of it.” 
 
    “That makes no sense. My emotions helped when I was trying to read Paulo’s cards, but now they’re blocking my telepathy?” 
 
    “Anger and guilt are two very different things. Anger is directed outward. Guilt is a conflict against the self, as is frustration. If yer fighting yourself, ye may be interfering with yer own abilities. Ye need to accept that what yer doing now is necessary, and that yer family will be better off for it.” 
 
    “Will they?” 
 
    Cynthia smiled. “I can’t answer that for ye, laddie. But if ye don’t believe it, why are ye here?” 
 
    “What choice do I have? You people tell me my family is in danger, that the only way to keep them safe is to learn how to fight the shadows.” 
 
    “No, no, child. We never promised ye that. I believe Ian was quite clear, in fact: yer family will never truly be safe unless—” 
 
    “Unless I go back in time to get your magic book, I know.” Martin sat back in his chair, staring at the ceiling. “You know what, Cynthia? You’re right. I’m conflicted. I’m trying to have it both ways. I can feel that at least some of what you’ve been telling me about the shadows is true, but I don’t buy this stuff about the Codex Babylon. I’m sorry, I just don’t. It feels wrong.” 
 
    “I understand being skeptical about the possibility of time travel, but I can assure ye that it’s real. I don’t understand the science—honestly, I’m not sure it is science—but it works. It’s real.” 
 
    Martin shook his head. “You know what’s crazy? It’s not the time travel part I have a problem with. Time travel, telepathy, Templars... sure, it’s all a little weird, but it feels right to me. Like, despite how loony it sounds when I say it out loud, it all somehow makes sense. It fits. But there’s something wrong with the part about the Codex Babylon.” 
 
    “Well, it is a book about demons. Any psionically sensitive individual is going to feel a little apprehensive about it. But if Ian says it’s the only chance we have, I tend to believe ‘im.” 
 
    Martin shrugged. “I suppose you know better than I do.” 
 
    “What do ye plan to do?” 
 
    “I think I need to go home. I never should have come here. Like I told Ian, my place is with my family.” 
 
    “Even though ye can’t keep them safe?” 
 
    “I’ve done all right so far. My instincts told me to get them out of the city, to cut our ties with the system as much as possible. My mistake was ignoring my gut to come out here.” 
 
    “Mmm. Did you know that there’s a genetic component to psionic ability?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “It’s interesting, isn’t it? We call it a gift, and it can be handed down from a parent to a child, and yet only a tiny proportion o’ the human race has any significant psionic ability. Can ye guess why that is?” 
 
    “It’s not a survival advantage.” 
 
    “That’s right. At least on a tribal scale, being telepathic, clairvoyant or prescient does not increase survival rates. Isn’t that odd? Being able to see the future or communicate telepathically with other people doesn’t increase yer chances of passing on yer genes.” 
 
    “Probably because when you gain a sixth sense, you lose something else.” 
 
    “But that begs the question, doesn’t it? Why doesn’t psionic ability outweigh the ability to see or hear? Wouldn’t a tribe with ninety-nine sighted members and one blind mind-reader have an advantage over a tribe with a hundred sighted members?” 
 
    “Not if the ‘gift’ itself is a liability as much as an advantage.” 
 
    “Yes. Mind-reading is corrosive to social cohesion. Being able to see the future tends to produce despair.” 
 
    “You’re saying these abilities we’re trying to develop are genetic mistakes. That we’d be better off without them.” 
 
    “No, I’m suggesting the opposite. Would ye say that intelligence is useless because Isaac Newton and Albert Einstein are statistical outliers? Certainly not, because we recognize the inherent value of intelligence. But intelligence without knowledge or direction is worse than useless. The same is true fer psionic ability. Yes, ye’ve had some luck following yer intuition, but that intuition has also made ye a target. And, as is often the case, a little knowledge is worse than complete ignorance. What ye have learned so far about GRAIL, egregores, and yer psionic gift will only increase the danger to you and yer family.” 
 
    “So I’m worse off now than if I had just stayed home. Maybe somebody should have mentioned that before I flew over here.” 
 
    “We couldn’t very well try to recruit ye without telling ye what we were recruiting ye for.” 
 
    “Then maybe you shouldn’t have tried to recruit me.” 
 
    “Ye know that isn’t how the world works, laddie. Yer free to make yer own choices, but ye don’t always get to choose the choices ye face.” 
 
    “Well, the choice I’m making now is to go home.” 
 
    “I worry about what will happen if we send ye home now.” 
 
    “Don’t pretend this is about me or my family. I’m well aware that this whole thing—bringing me here, giving me this training, and now teasing me with GRAIL’s secrets—is about convincing me to go after your magic book.” 
 
    “Well, of course it is, dear,” Cynthia said with a smile. “I don’t believe we’ve ever pretended otherwise. That doesn’t mean my concern for yer family isn’t genuine.” 
 
    “I suppose you were concerned for Benedict too.” 
 
    “Of course. We all were.” 
 
    “Who was he? Why was he selected for this mission? Did he have some special aptitude for time travel?” 
 
    Cynthia shook her head. “Benedict was hired by GRAIL for a research project. It was only later that we learned of his telepathic gift, thanks to Gabrielle. In retrospect, we should have recognized their connection right away, even though they tried to keep it secret. They were only married a week before he went back, ye know.” 
 
    “Married?” 
 
    Cynthia frowned. “Surely ye knew that Gabrielle and Benedict were married?” 
 
    “Ah, of course,” Martin said, and he realized it was the truth. He’d been right about that too. 
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Seventeen      
 
    
     “Y 
 
   
 
    ou know that I am grateful to you for saving my life, and for your counsel regarding the founding of our order,” Hugh said to Cormac, “but I am concerned that your quest for these supposed artifacts has become an obsession.” The two sat in Hugh’s recently acquired chambers, Cormac having just finished another exhausting day of overseeing the excavation under the palace. 
 
    “It is why I came to Jerusalem.” 
 
    “Is it? Then you never believed in the mission of our order. You wished only to secure the Temple Mount for your own purposes.” 
 
    “I always believed in your mission.” 
 
    “You believed I would be successful in founding the order, but you were never committed to its ideals.” 
 
    “I knew it was God’s will that you found the Templars. Is that not enough?” 
 
    Hugh shook his head. “I’ve known you long enough to understand that you possess the gift of prophecy. You see events before they happen. But I find myself wondering about the source of this gift. You say you spend your days digging under the palace because you seek knowledge. But what knowledge, and to what purpose?” 
 
    “It is not an easy thing to explain. The artifacts I am seeking—” 
 
    “Enough!” Hugh snapped. “I don’t want to hear any more vague stories about ‘artifacts’ that will shed light on the Hebrew scriptures. Tell me what you’re about down here or I’ll have the whole place sealed off!” 
 
    Cormac studied Hugh for a moment. “It is true,” he said at last, “that there is more to this quest than I have told you. But you must understand, Hugh, that I have kept you in the dark for your own protection. The more you know about such things, the greater is the danger you face from them.” 
 
    “If what you are saying now is true, it is all the more reason for you to be candid with me. The purpose of the Templars is to protect pilgrims to the Holy Land from any sort of evil that may befall them. How am I to protect them if I remain ignorant?” 
 
    “Paradoxically, the evil of which I speak poses no great danger to those who are ignorant of it, just as the serpent could not harm Eve until she ate of the fruit.” 
 
    “Then why dig for this knowledge? Why not leave it alone?” 
 
    Cormac sighed. “There will come a time when this evil is loosed upon the world. At that time, it will be necessary to know something about it, so that we can fight against it.” 
 
    “You speak of the End of Days.” 
 
    “I’m speaking of a time many generations hence.” 
 
    “Yet you seek this knowledge now, here, in the Temple Mount.” 
 
    “It is the only way to ensure that it will be available when it is needed.” 
 
    “Then I insist that you share this knowledge with me.” 
 
    “That would be unwise.” 
 
    “It is unwise for any man to delve into such matters alone. In any case, I will not remain ignorant of such goings-on in my own house.” 
 
    “This is not a Templar matter. There is no need to—” 
 
    “I am charged with the protection of the Temple. That includes the Temple Mount and anything beneath it. You will tell me what you are doing down there, or you will cease immediately.” 
 
    Cormac nodded wearily. “Perhaps you are right. I have borne this burden too long alone. I will warn you, though, that you will find some of what I have to tell you difficult to believe.” 
 
    “At this point, I would expect no less. Tell me the truth, Father. I will try to keep an open mind.” 
 
    Cormac nodded. “Well,” he said. “First off, my name isn’t Cormac. It’s Benedict. Although I’ve come to like Cormac, and it’s best if you keep calling me by that name. Also, I’m not a priest.” 
 
    “Good,” said Hugh. 
 
    Cormac’s brow furrowed. “Good? I tell you I’ve been lying to you for years about my name and being a priest, and this is your reaction?” 
 
    “I suspected for some time you were not really a priest. You don’t talk or behave like any priest I’ve known. Several months ago, I made inquiries of both the curia in Rome and your home bishopric in Ireland. Neither had heard of you.” Seeing the alarm on Cormac’s face, he smiled and held up a hand. “It’s all right; I don’t intend to expose you. You’ve been a friend and an ally to me and to the Templars. As far as I can tell, the only thing you’ve used your false credentials for is to gain access to these tunnels, and I expect to have an explanation for that shortly.” 
 
    Cormac nodded. “I’m also not from Ireland,” he said. “I’m actually from France, believe it or not. My accent is strange because I’m from nine hundred years in the future.” 
 
    “I’ve been willing to indulge you because of the help you’ve given to me and the Templars,” said Hugh, “but I’m warning you, Cormac: do not lie to me.” 
 
    “I did warn you it would be difficult to believe.” 
 
    “All right. Explain it to me. How can a person be ‘from the future’, as if the future were a country, or a village?” 
 
    “People from my era have discovered how to travel backwards in time. If you imagine time as a stream flowing from the past into the future, I’m from farther downstream than you.” 
 
    “Nine hundred years farther downstream.” 
 
    “Nine hundred and three, to be precise. 
 
    “Time as a stream,” Hugh repeated, trying to make sense of the phrase. “It sounds like nonsense to me.” 
 
    “It’s a metaphor,” said Cormac. “Think of it this way: you’re here in Jerusalem in 1122, three years into the reign of King Baldwin II. You and everyone and everything around you are floating down a stream called Time. You can’t see the stream, but you are aware of it because things around you change as you move downstream. Now suppose you can take a step back and see the stream itself. This moment is just one in an endless string of moments along the banks of the stream. 
 
    “As you stand on the bank, you notice that the river curves back on itself like a snake, so that a moment that is 900 years in the past is just a step away. You take the step and re-enter the stream in the year 222. Suddenly you’re in the city of Aelia Capitolina, built atop the ruins of old Jerusalem, in the Roman province of Judea. Severus Alexander has just been crowned Emperor at Rome. Christianity is in its infancy; persecution of Christians has not yet been enshrined in law. If you were to travel west to France, you would find your distant ancestors living in a land of warring barbarian tribes that is slowly being assimilated by the Romans. After this assimilation is near completion, the Roman Empire will fall, and a decentralized network of lords and vassals will emerge to fill the power vacuum. But that’s still a couple centuries away, from your perspective.” 
 
    “You are saying it would be possible to meet my own ancestors before I’m born.” 
 
    “It’s theoretically possible, yes.” 
 
    “And if I were to meet one of these ancestors and we were to have a disagreement ending with me sticking my blade between his ribs?” 
 
    “We call that the ‘grandfather paradox.’ What happens if you kill your own grandfather before you’re born? The short answer is that you can’t.” 
 
    “If this were true, our choices would not truly be free.” 
 
    “The fact that there are things you can’t do doesn’t necessarily mean you’re not free. You can’t put your hand through a stone wall. Does that mean you are not free? No, it simply means you’ve run up against one of the hard facts of reality. An invisible wall is still a wall. If you try to kill your own grandfather—or great-grandfather thirty-something times removed—you will fail. History will find a way to stop you. Maybe your sword will bounce off his ribs and he’ll take your head off with his axe. Maybe you’ll be late for your appointment with your ancestor and never meet him at all. Maybe something terrible goes wrong with the jump to the past—time travel is not a particularly safe activity.” 
 
    “What if I step the other direction? Is it possible to jump across a bend and end up 900 years in the future?” 
 
    “Not that I’m aware of. That is, if you jump backwards in time, you can later return to your own time, but you can’t jump to a time that hasn’t yet happened, from your perspective.” 
 
    Hugh considered this. If Cormac were lying, he had certainly put a lot of thought into his story. For what purpose? “But… if you’ve traveled into the past, then what was past for you has now become your future. And what I think of as the future… has already happened? If this sort of travel is commonplace, it must get very confusing.” 
 
    “Oh, it’s not commonplace. As far as I know, only a handful of people have ever done it. I work for an organization called GRAIL, which is sort of the modern-day version of the Templars. As you fight the evils of your time, we fight those of ours.” 
 
    “And yet, here you are.” 
 
    “A particularly daunting challenge has arisen in my time—the year 2019, to be precise. To put it bluntly, we have a demon problem. Our world is overrun with them.” 
 
    “Then the Kingdom of God has not yet come in the year 2019?” 
 
    “I’m afraid not.” 
 
    “And you seek something under the Temple that will help you fight these demons?” 
 
     Cormac nodded. “A book, called the Codex Babylon.” 
 
    “I have never heard of this book, although my learning in such matters is limited. Why would it be hidden under the Temple?” 
 
    “Have you heard the story that King Solomon had the power to command demons?” 
 
    “I have. He is supposed to have ordered them to build the Temple.” 
 
    “After much research—in my time, that is—I came to believe there was some truth to that story. I believe that Solomon wrote all that he knew about commanding demons in a book, which he hid under the Temple so that it wouldn’t be found by those who would use the knowledge for evil. The knowledge in that book is now the only hope we have, but by my time, the book has been lost. I was sent back to retrieve it from your time.”  
 
    “Is that why the King spoke of the Temple in his final words?” 
 
    “I believe so. I had thought perhaps he had gone to Egypt to retrieve the Codex, but his words to you suggest that I was right to look under the Temple.” 
 
    Hugh sat and thought for a long moment. “It is a very strange story you tell,” he said at last, “but it certainly does explain much of your behavior.” 
 
    “Then you believe me?” 
 
    Hugh thought for a moment. “Well, I don’t disbelieve you. In any case, if you’re a madman, there is probably no better place for you than sequestered under the Temple.” 
 
    “I certainly wouldn’t spend so much time there if I didn’t have to.” 
 
    “If this book holds the secret to commanding demons, it is very dangerous.” 
 
    “Yes. There is no danger to you or Christendom, though. From my perspective, everything that happens over the next 900 years has already happened. If there had been a demonic outbreak because of the Codex, we would know about it.” 
 
    “When you find it, you will return to your own time?” 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “It is difficult to explain. I have a sort of mental connection with someone in my time. When I inform her I have the book, she can bring me back.” 
 
    “Surely the book would be… will be dangerous in your time as well?” 
 
    “It’s the only chance we have.” 
 
    Hugh rubbed his beard, considering this. “I will have to give the matter more thought.” 
 
    “In the meantime, you will allow me to keep digging?” 
 
    “I suppose that if this book really is hidden under the Temple, it would be better to know. Once we find it, we will decide what to do with it.” 
 
    “I’m glad to hear you say that. If I may make a small request…?” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “I could use a few more men to help dig.” 
 
    “I should have known. I will see if we can spare some of our budget this month for more laborers.” 
 
    “It would be appreciated. Also, I would like to evaluate the men before they start. They need to be able to speak French and take direction. Slow and diligent is better than strong and careless. It wouldn’t do for some troglodyte to put a spade through the book.” 
 
    “How long do you expect it to take to find the book?” 
 
    “Weeks. Months. Maybe even years. I don’t know. We are excavating passages that caved in hundreds of years ago, and in some cases it is difficult to tell if we are digging where there once was a tunnel or if we are breaking new ground.” 
 
    Hugh shook his head. “I would rather take my chances with the enemies we face above ground.” 
 
    Cormac smiled grimly. “I don’t blame you. You hold Jerusalem against the Saracens, and I’ll worry about the demons.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Eighteen            
 
   M artin spent the afternoon wandering around the little village, watching the craftsmen work. It was a cold Tuesday in November, so the place was nearly empty of tourists. Snow flurries fell silently in the still air, dissolving the moment they touched the ground. As dinner time neared, he went into the only restaurant that seemed to be open. Seeing Gabrielle sitting in a booth alone, he considered leaving before she saw him. Instead, he took a deep breath and walked to the booth. Gabrielle, sipping at a cup of tea and reading a beat-up paperback, didn’t seem to notice him. “Do you mind if I sit?” he asked. 
 
    Gabrielle didn’t look up but after a moment she gestured toward the empty seat. Martin sat. 
 
    “I wanted to apologize,” he said. “For what I said in Santa Clara. About Benedict.” 
 
    After a long pause, Gabrielle said, “Is that all?” 
 
    “Um, yes? I mean, I didn’t mean to be inconsiderate. It’s just... you and Paulo kind of caught me off guard. I was just trying to make a point.” 
 
    Gabrielle looked at him. “Are you apologizing to me or are you explaining that you were making a point?” 
 
    “Apologizing. Definitely apologizing.” 
 
    “All right. Don’t feel too bad. We did manipulate you, after all.”  
 
    “Was that an apology?” 
 
    “Don’t push it.” Gabrielle returned to her book. 
 
    “Can I ask you a question?” Martin asked after a moment. 
 
    “If you must.” 
 
    “Why does it seem like you’re the only one here who hasn’t drunk the Kool-Aid?” 
 
    “‘Kool-Aid?’” 
 
    “Sorry, it’s an expression. I just mean, you’re the only person I’ve met from GRAIL who doesn’t seem to be all-in on the secret time travel mission.” 
 
    “You already know the answer to that.” 
 
    “I know about Benedict. Well, I know he was your husband, and—” 
 
    “Is my husband,” Gabrielle corrected. 
 
    “Sorry. Everyone else around here talks like he…. Anyway, I know he went missing. Can I ask you... what actually happened to Benedict?” 
 
    Gabrielle didn’t answer. Martin stared out the window, watching the snow fall on the restored medieval village. After a while, Gabrielle asked, “Do they still have you trying to read note cards?”  
 
    “Oui.” 
 
    “Waste of time.” 
 
    “I was beginning to get that impression, yeah.” 
 
    “It’s like training someone for a hundred-meter sprint by showing them pictures of someone running. Cynthia is a smart lady, but her background is academic. You’re not going to learn how to defend yourself against demons from her. Not the kind we’re facing now, anyway.” 
 
    “So what should I do?” 
 
    “Go home to your family. Stop watching TV. Delete your social media accounts. Throw away your smart phones. Doing all that will help more than any mental ju-jitsu we could teach you.” 
 
    “It won’t be enough, though, will it? These things could still harm my wife or daughter.” 
 
    “At least you have someone to go home to.” 
 
    “Look, I understand that you lost someone. I’m sorry. I really am. But you people snatched me off the street, told me the boogeyman is out to get my family, and my only options are to go on an insane suicide mission or just sit back and wait for the apocalypse. You’ve got to give me something.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I just feel like maybe I would know what to do if I had a better idea what this was all about.” 
 
    “You know the more I tell you, the more involved you are in this. And the more involved you are—” 
 
    “I know, I know. The more danger I’m in. I’m pretty sure that’s bullshit, though. If it were true, then they’d shut this whole operation down and try to forget all about the Codex Babylon.” 
 
    “That’s essentially what I’ve been trying to get them to do.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yes. I think GRAIL was well-intentioned in the beginning, but it’s probably doing more harm than good at this point.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    Just then, a waitress came by and asked Martin, in heavily accented English, whether he would like to order food. 
 
    “Est-ce que je peux?” Martin said to Gabrielle. She shrugged. He proceeded to order, in stilted French, the shepherd’s pie and a Guinness. 
 
    “Pas mal,” Gabrielle said, when the waitress had left. 
 
    “I took a few semesters in high school.” 
 
    “Is this the first time you’ve used it since then?” 
 
    “Other than picking up girls in college, yeah.” 
 
    Gabrielle nodded and returned to her book. After a long moment, Gabrielle said, “In answer to your previous question: we don’t know what happened to Benedict. We lost contact with him over four years ago. That is, thirty years, his time.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” Martin said. “Is Benedict a dog?” 
 
    A smile broke across Gabrielle’s face. “One of the quirks of time travel. The farther you go back, the faster time moves relative to the present.” 
 
    “I’m sorry... what?” 
 
    Gabrielle sighed heavily, putting down her book. The cover read The Collected Poetry of John Donne. Martin remembered reading the same book in college. 
 
    “Okay, time travel 101,” Gabrielle said. “When we send someone back in time, we open a sort of psionic tunnel between two points in time, one in the present and one in the past. Since the present is not a static point, our end of the tunnel actually moves forward in time as long as the tunnel remains open. If it didn’t, it would open for an infinitesimal period of time and then vanish, which would serve no purpose. The physical connection between the present and the past stays open less than a second, but we can actually keep the tunnel open for a long time—years, if necessary. Are you following so far?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Now, you might expect the opening of the tunnel in the past to move forward at the same rate as the opening in the present, but it does not. For reasons that I don’t think anybody fully understands, the opening in the past moves forward faster than the opening in the present. The farther back you go, the faster the past moves, relative to the present. If we send someone back to the eleventh century, time moves about seven times as fast for him as it does for us. What that means is that if we were to send you to the year 1147 A.D., a day later on our end would be a week later on your end.” 
 
    “That’s how Benedict can be—can have been in the past for thirty years, even though he’s only been gone for four.” 
 
    “You’re a veritable prodigy. Of course, I don’t think time really moves faster in the past. It’s a matter of perception. From my point of view, time appears to move faster in the past. As far as we can tell, the time velocity differential is an artifact of the psionic link.” 
 
    “Okay, I think I’m following.” 
 
    “One of the reasons GRAIL was able to crack the mystery of time travel—and also the reason no one else has—is that it requires... a somewhat esoteric understanding of science. Communicating with the time traveler—and returning him to the present—also requires telepathy.” 
 
    “Because you need to somehow maintain a link between the present and the past.” 
 
    “Correct. If you have a pair of individuals with an active telepathic bond, you can send one of them to the past and they can—theoretically—remain in contact.” 
 
    “‘Theoretically’? You’ve done this, right?” 
 
    “Yes. It’s not an exact science, though. Telepathic communication is imprecise and somewhat unreliable under the best of circumstances, and doing it across nine hundred years does not make it easier. Transmissions tend to come through in brief flashes that are sometimes difficult to decipher. Benedict and I found it easier to communicate through our dreams.” 
 
    “But don’t you both have to be sleeping at the same time? How...?” Martin trailed off, not even sure how to form the question. 
 
    “Well, understand that there really isn’t any such thing as events in the past and the present happening ‘at the same time.’ The simultaneity the traveler and the anchor experience is a subjective illusion created by the telepathic link. The traveler and the anchor are never one hundred percent in sync, which leads to slippage in the link. In other words, sometimes I would send Benedict a message that he wouldn’t receive until two days later. Or he might receive it two days before I sent it.” 
 
    “When you say ‘two days before’....” 
 
    “I mean relative to the nominally linked dates. When we sent Benedict back, it was eleven thirty a.m. on August 15, 2019. He arrived at about nine p.m. on March third, 1117. Benedict and I had been telepathically linked before he was sent back, and that link persisted across the 902 years between those two dates. A week later, our time, it was August 22, 2019. For Benedict it was nominally April 21, 1117. But Benedict and I were not completely in sync, so if I tried to send him a message, it might arrive a day or two before or after the nominal date on his end. Most of the time, though, the date was within twenty-four hours of the nominal date. We think the largest differential we experienced was about three days, although with such an imprecise method of communication it’s hard to know for certain. We planned to compare notes upon his return, but he never came back.” 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    Gabrielle sighed again, and stared out the window for a long moment. “Benedict arrived two years before the Templars were founded,” she began at last. “We would have preferred to send him closer to the time the Codex disappeared, but there are limited access windows to the past, and of course it’s better to be too early than too late. In any case, the mission started well enough. Benedict posed as an Irish priest and joined a group of pilgrims to the Holy Land. He went by the name Cormac, as Benedict was not in common use in Ireland at the time. We had forged a letter from the bishop in Dublin, stating that ‘Cormac’ had been commissioned to assist in the search for certain unspecified artifacts in the Holy Land. By a stroke of luck, Hugh of Payens, one of the founders of the Templars, was with the group.” 
 
    “That’s a lucky break.” 
 
    Gabrielle nodded. “Yes and no. Benedict befriended Hugh, and shortly thereafter the two were captured and held prisoner by the Saracens for six weeks. This ended up being fortuitous as well, though, as it allowed Benedict to earn Hugh’s trust. The two were released in an exchange of prisoners and returned to Jerusalem. Benedict became a sort of unofficial member of the Templars upon the order’s founding. By this time he had become convinced that the version of the Codex that had cropped up in Babylon was actually a copy, and that the original remained hidden somewhere below the Temple, which is to say, under the palace that served as the Templars’ headquarters.” 
 
    “Was it?” 
 
    “We don’t know. I’m honestly not sure how much evidence there was that the Codex was under the Temple. Benedict did not cope well with the isolation of being a man out of time, and his preoccupation with the Codex had become an obsession. The more obsessed he became, the harder it was to communicate with him. After a while he stopped trying to communicate altogether.” 
 
    “No man is an island,” said Martin, “entire of itself. Every man is a piece of the continent, a part of the main.” 
 
    “Très bien, Mr. Silicon Valley lawyer.” 
 
    “Most of the poetry I know is dirty limericks, but those lines from Donne have stuck with me,” said Martin. “So you don’t know if Benedict ever found the Codex?” 
 
    “No. About three years after the founding of the Templars, he left Jerusalem, but I couldn’t tell with any certainty where he had gone. I knew he was still alive, because I could sometimes pick up random thoughts from his subconscious. But the link seemed to grow ever weaker, and eventually I could no longer be certain I was reading him at all. I still see occasional flashes in my dreams, but I don’t know if these are from him or just my own memories.” She shrugged. “Parzival was always a long shot. We knew that going in.” 
 
    “Parzival?” 
 
    “It’s what we called the mission to retrieve the Codex. We never had much chance. History is tough, you know? It won’t let you change it. We did some experiments before Benedict. If you go back and try to kill Hitler, you’ll fail.” 
 
    “Hold on. Did… did GRAIL try to kill Hitler?” 
 
    Gabrielle shook her head. “There are very few accessible windows into the past. But we tried changing a few lower-profile events, and we always failed. Something always went wrong, no matter how careful we were. With Parzival, we were trying to cheat history.” 
 
    “By retrieving a book that had already disappeared.” 
 
    “Yes. It would theoretically be possible to retrieve the Codex without contradicting anything that is known to be known. And Benedict was about as close as one could hope for to an ideal candidate for the job. He was fluent in Old French and Latin, was an expert in medieval culture and history, and knew everything there was to know about the Codex Babylon. And he still failed.” 
 
    “In my defense,” said Martin, “they didn’t offer Old French at my high school.” 
 
    Gabrielle smiled.  
 
    “What did you mean when you said GRAIL might be doing more harm than good?” 
 
    Gabrielle shrugged. “It’s a risk with any organization, no matter how high-minded the aims of its founders. The organization takes on a life of its own, independent of the intentions of its leaders or members. The stated purpose of GRAIL is to preserve humanity against demonic activity. The actual purpose, these days, is to expand the influence of GRAIL.” 
 
    “You sound like Ian talking about the IRS or Coca-Cola.” 
 
    Gabrielle nodded. “It’s much the same. That isn’t to say we do no good; only that the good is no longer the driving aim.” 
 
    “And how was your suggestion to liquidate GRAIL received?” 
 
    Gabrielle let out a snort. “Ian was, shall we say, not receptive. He’s an idealist. He still believes in the organization.” 
 
    “Do you think he’s right about the Codex Babylon?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I’m hardly objective, but these days I tend to believe that retrieving it, even if it’s possible, isn’t worth the cost.” 
 
    “In our first meeting,” Martin said, “Ian talked about GRAIL being blindsided. About being focused on one type of enemy while another was gaining power.” 
 
    “That’s right,” said Gabrielle. “There are many kinds of demons, and we don’t fully understand any of them. We know that at least some of them are more-or-less semantic entities—that is, sentient beings made up of words. But we’ve only come to understand some of the implications of that very recently, as the flow of information has accelerated manyfold.” 
 
    “You’re talking about the internet.” 
 
    “Yes. Phone lines, radio broadcasts, wireless communication, AI text generators. Many different technologies which have combined to exponentially increase the volume and velocity of images and written and verbal communications being created and transmitted. We’ve created the perfect incubator for semantic organisms.” 
 
    “You don’t mean computer viruses.” 
 
    “No. These things are intelligent and immaterial—which is to say, spiritual—beings. They use the internet to grow and become more powerful. We should have seen this coming, of course, but... well, our organization is nearly a thousand years old. We can be a bit old-fashioned. In fact, being old-fashioned is now a deliberate part of our defense. You’ve probably noticed this facility doesn’t have Wi-Fi. We don’t use smart phones, limit our use of the internet, and use VPNs and other identity-masking tools to prevent tracking and being served targeted content. And it’s not just the internet. We highly discourage consumption of information from mainstream news organizations and watching any movies or television from after January 1999.” 
 
    “Why January 1999?” 
 
    “The Matrix is the cutoff,” Gabrielle explained. “I think that may have been somebody’s idea of a joke, originally, but it makes a good dividing line.” 
 
    “Makes sense, I guess.” 
 
    “The fact is, though,” said Gabrielle, “we can never be certain we aren’t being influenced by the them. Even when we’re beneath a Templar castle, many kilometers away from any major city. We can still be influenced—by advertisements, books, other people, each other.” 
 
    “Where do they come from, though? The internet didn’t create these things, did it?” 
 
    “They have been around in some form for thousands of years. These types of demons have the ability to adapt to their environment and evolve to increase their influence over human beings. They’ve been doing this, very slowly, since the snake in the Garden of Eden learned to speak. But these demons are very weak, relatively speaking. We call them the Whisperers. We’ve been aware of them since the founding of the Templars, but we have devoted most of our resources fighting more obvious threats—demons who can directly affect the material world around us and, under the right circumstances, possess human beings.” 
 
    “The Whisperers can’t possess people?” 
 
    Gabrielle shook her head. “They cannot exert direct control over human beings and cannot directly affect anything in the material world. The Whisperers’ consciousness is too diffuse, too attenuated. Prior to the internet, their influence could only be felt in mobs. In retrospect, it should not have surprised us that they would thrive in an environment of instantaneous communication.”  
 
    “Non-linear progression. The internet upended a lot of things.” 
 
    Gabrielle nodded. “We executed an organization-wide overhaul of our strategy ten years ago, to address this new threat, but it was too late. The Whisperers are everywhere, and their combined strength is greater than that of all the other demons combined. You can see their influence everywhere, from propaganda campaigns promoting various ‘global initiatives’ to user interface tricks designed to keep people glued to the internet: algorithmically derived clickbait headlines, web pages that scroll endlessly, the manipulation of so-called ‘trending topics’ on social media. And of course tracking. The more the Whisperers know about where you are, who you know, what you watch or read, and what you buy, the easier it is for them to control you. They are always learning and always growing. By this time, it may be more accurate to say that there is but one Whisperer, as they’ve all merged into a single consciousness that is everywhere at all times. As it grows, it gets better at anticipating what you want. And when what you want differs from what it wants for you, it subtly nudges you in the right direction, sometimes substituting ersatz versions of what you are looking for. Margarine for butter, plastic for wood, paste for diamonds. Maybe you’re looking for a tale about the indominable human spirit, and it gives you a formulaic young adult novel that presents innocuous banalities as virtues. Maybe you want to know the truth about a historical event, and it steers you toward half-truths that confirm your own biases, preventing you from having to confront any uncomfortable facts. When it can’t redirect you, it distracts you with advertisements, mindless games and rage bait. And slowly, with the sort of personal attention that only comes from someone who knows you—really knows you, deep down—it changes you, making you more like it, enveloping you in its eternal, loving embrace. And the more you become like it, the more of its love you feel, because in the end, what it loves is only itself.” 
 
    “Well,” Martin said after a long moment of silence, “that’s not exactly encouraging, is it?” 
 
    “That’s what we’re up against,” Gabrielle said. “Short of unplugging the internet, there’s no way to stop it. There isn’t even any way to fight the Whisperers, as far as we know. As much as I hate to admit it, you’ve already done more than we have about the threat. The Qualex suit probably set them back six months. The ruling will almost certainly be overturned on appeal, though, as the American government is in thrall to the Whisperers. And even if it isn’t, the Whisperers will find other ways to expand their tracking efforts. Ian believes our only hope is to find a way to inoculate some small percentage of the population against their influence.” 
 
    Martin thought for a long moment. “How do you know that going back in time to get the Codex isn’t exactly what the Whisperers want you to do?” he asked at last. “Benedict must have used the internet for some of his research. How do you know he didn’t fall victim to the same sort of malevolent influence you’ve been talking about? How do you know you’re immune?” 
 
    Gabrielle smiled grimly. “Now you see the problem.” 
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Nineteen           
 
    
     “Y 
 
   
 
    ou’ve been at this for five years now, Cormac,” Hugh said. “Perhaps it’s time to give it up.” The two sat on boulders in the flickering torchlight of a cavern under the palace. Three narrow tunnels—one behind and two ahead—led out of the cavern. The one behind led to the vast underground stables and from there to the palace. The other two would carry one deeper into the labyrinth the workmen were even now widening and expanding. 
 
    “I can’t give up,” Cormac said tiredly, shaking his head. “The Codex is the only chance we have.” 
 
    “‘We’ meaning the people of the year 2019.” 
 
    “Meaning all of us. My people’s future is your future too. You’re just a little farther from it.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t want to denigrate the importance of your mission, but perhaps it’s time to admit that the book is elsewhere. You mentioned before that it may have been hidden in Egypt.” 
 
    “That was before Baldwin told you it was under the Temple.” 
 
    “His meaning was unclear, as I told you at the time.” 
 
    “Even so. Suppose Baldwin was wrong, or I was wrong in my interpretation, and the book is still in Egypt. Where in Egypt? No one seems to know where Baldwin was headed. The only person who might know the true purpose of the Egypt campaign is Godfrey of Saint-Omer, and he has not yet returned from France.” After arriving in Jerusalem in advance of Baldwin’s funeral procession, Godfrey had departed the city almost immediately, returning to his home country on some important business. “If I had known….” 
 
    Hugh sighed. This was not the first time a turn of events had taken Cormac by surprise. He seemed to take these occurrences as personal affronts, as if history owed it to him to turn out a certain way. He always got the broad strokes right: he had known, for example, that Godfrey would have a hand in the founding of the Templars. But he hadn’t expected Godfrey to disappear before the organization had officially been formed. Godfrey’s disappearance had only stoked Cormac’s suspicion that the man knew something about the location of the Codex. After all, hadn’t Baldwin told Hugh that the Egypt campaign had been Godfrey’s idea? Godfrey’s reversal too seemed suspicious to Cormac: perhaps he had wanted the book for his own purposes, and Baldwin’s involvement had thwarted his plans. But whatever answers Godfrey possessed remained tantalizingly out of reach; Hugh’s inquiries regarding Godfrey’s location and activities went unanswered. 
 
    “I may have to return to France myself,” Cormac said. 
 
    “Is that wise?” Hugh asked. “If I was able to ascertain that your assumed identity is false, others will as well. Here I can shield you from suspicion, but if you go to France and start asking questions about Godfrey….” 
 
    “If it’s the only way to find the Codex, I will have to take the risk. It could be years before Godfrey—” Cormac broke off as one of the workers approached, holding a piece of stone in his hand. “Yes?” he demanded of the man, annoyed at the interruption. This happened several times a day. The workmen were constantly finding ‘artifacts’ that were no more than pottery shards or pieces of clay brick. More than once Cormac had been presented with a chunk of calcified dung. Such were the hazards of offering bounties for Hebrew artifacts; the alternative, though, was potentially overlooking a genuine clue or even a piece of the Codex itself. Cormac didn’t seem to know in what form the book would present itself; one day he would mention clay tablets and the next he would talk of sealed boxes or jars in which might be hidden vellum scrolls or bound parchment. 
 
    “Probably just a brick, like the last one,” said the filthy, sweaty man. “But this one looks like it’s got some markings on it.” 
 
    “All right,” said Cormac, taking the piece from the man. “Let me take a look.” He pulled the little horsehair brush he always had with him from a pocket and began to brush at the surface of the flat stone. “My God,” he said, his voice barely audible. 
 
    “What is it?” asked Hugh. The worker stared, open-mouthed. 
 
    “These markings,” said Cormac. “They’re… impossible. I must be… no. My God.” 
 
    “Is it a genuine Hebrew artifact?” asked Hugh. 
 
    Cormac shook his head. “Not Hebrew. These markings… they’re cuneiform. I’ve seen this before. In the British Museum.” He got to his feet. 
 
    “The… what?” asked Hugh. 
 
    “Here,” said Cormac, fishing in his pocket for a handful of coins, which he handed to the man. “The same amount if you find more like this one. Go!” The man ran off, coins jingling in his pocket. 
 
    “You’ve seen this writing before?” Hugh asked, growing frustrated. 
 
    “No. Yes. I mean I’ve seen this. This very piece. My God, Hugh. It shouldn’t be here. It can’t be here!” He held the fragment in both hands, cradling it as if it had been handed down from heaven. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “It was found in the ruins of Babylon. That is, will be found there, in about 800 years. That’s… what? A hundred leagues from here?” 
 
    “Are you certain it’s the same piece?” 
 
    “Quite. I’ve held it in my hands. It was a little smaller—this part here was broken off. But it’s the very same piece that I saw in London in 2018. These markings? That’s cuneiform. The form of writing used in ancient Babylon. Not used by the Hebrews. This tablet contains an official decree ordering the destruction of a book said to contain forbidden knowledge. It was most likely written somewhere in Mesopotamia, over a thousand years ago. Cuneiform had fallen out of use by the first century, and it was never used in Israel, as far as I know.” 
 
    “Then what is it doing here?” 
 
    “Exactly! What is it doing here? Someone brought it here from Babylonia. But more importantly, someone else then brought it back. Ah, don’t you see, Hugh? This is what we were looking for all the while! Not the book itself, but a clue that would lead us to the book. This is why the Templars were digging under the Temple!” 
 
    “We’re digging under the Temple because we’ve hired men to dig under the Temple,” Hugh said. “No great mystery there.” 
 
    “Yes, of course. But we hired men to dig under the Temple because I knew men had been digging under the Temple. They had to be looking for something, and now we know what it was. This!” 
 
    “You are saying that people in your time knew that in my time men would be digging under the Temple, and that’s why you’ve hired men to dig under the Temple?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “But then, my dear friend, the explanation is entirely circular and self-contained. They needn’t have been looking for anything.” 
 
    “But clearly they were!” 
 
    “If you say so. I still don’t understand how that thing ends up back in Babylon.” 
 
    “Because I bring it there!” 
 
    “You?” 
 
    “Who else? That fragment is meaningless to anyone else in your time who might find it. Even if they could read the cuneiform, they wouldn’t know what book it was referring to. But I know! And now I know what I must do! I must go to Babylon!” 
 
    “To be clear, you are saying that you must go to Babylon because you’ve already gone to Babylon?” 
 
    “Exactly!” 
 
    “And how do you know you will find the Codex there?” 
 
    “Come, now, Hugh. Why else would I have gone?” 
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Twenty                      
 
   M artin was packing his things when there was a knock on the door. “It’s open.” 
 
    The door opened, and a gaunt young man in a dark blue suit and red tie stood in the doorway. Martin had met him briefly when he’d first arrived. He was… some kind of researcher? “Oh, hi….” 
 
    “Magnus,” said the young man. “Magnus Kempe.” 
 
    “Yes, sorry. Magnus. What is it? I’m headed for the airport.” 
 
    “Ian needs to talk to you.” 
 
    “That’s nice. I don’t work for Ian.” 
 
    “He told me you’d say that. He said to tell you that there’s been an incident in Robie Creek.” 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
      
 
    Martin followed Magnus to Ian’s office, which was on the floor below. They ran into Ian in the hallway.  
 
    “What happened?” Martin demanded. “Is my family okay?”  
 
    “They’re fine, fine,” said Ian, a tone that Martin guessed was meant to be reassuring. “I’m sorry to have given you a scare.” 
 
    “Sure you are,” Martin replied.  
 
    Ian didn’t seem to hear him. “A man was arrested on your property. Chad Gibbs, forty-eight. Lives in Boise. Ex-U.S. Army sniper. History of mental illness.” 
 
    “My God,” said Martin. “Was he armed? What was he trying to do?” 
 
    “He had a gun, but we don’t know what his intentions were. He never got near the house. Dana was informed someone was arrested on the property, but she doesn’t know any more than that.” 
 
    “I need to call her. Where’s the nearest phone?” 
 
    “Martin, think this through. Dana has no reason to think she was ever in any danger. This happened about two hours ago. Midnight, Idaho time. It’s now almost 2 a.m. Dana is probably asleep, and you have no reason to know about this incident. If you call her now—” 
 
    “She probably tried to call me. If I don’t—” 
 
    “She didn’t.” 
 
    “How the hell do you know that?” 
 
    “Before I say any more, I want you to know that what I told you at your house was true. Every indication told us that it was very unlikely your family would be targeted. In fact, we don’t know for certain that this incident had anything to do with either your lawsuit against Qualex or your contact with GRAIL. It could simply be a coincidence. They do happen.” 
 
    “Bullshit,” said Martin. “My family was never in any danger until you people showed up. Now the psychos are coming out of the woodwork.” 
 
    “You know that’s not true, Martin. In fact, your family is fortunate you met us. It was our agents who intercepted Mr. Gibbs, less than a minute after he hopped the neighbor’s fence. Walk with me, please. I’m late for a meeting.” Ian started down the hall, and Martin fell in step next to him. Magnus followed silently behind. 
 
    “You’ve got people watching my house?” Martin asked. 
 
    “For your protection, yes. And it’s a good thing we do. To be completely honest with you, I thought it unnecessary. It was Paulo who insisted.” 
 
    “So... what? I’m supposed to be grateful?” 
 
    Ian shrugged. “I’m merely providing you the facts you’re entitled to.” 
 
    “I need to get out of here. I need to get home.” 
 
    “That’s an understandable impulse, but it’s misguided. If Mr. Gibbs was sent by the enemy, it was most likely a case of an unstable mind being manipulated by a concerted effort on the part of the Whisperers. It was probably only happenstance that an individual so susceptible to persuasion lived so close. Grooming an individual for this sort of action generally takes months, if not years. So either the Whisperers had been working on Gibbs long before you ever met any agents of GRAIL, or he was already a homicidal maniac just waiting to be directed toward a target. In either case, the event is extremely unlikely to be repeated now that Gibbs is in custody.” 
 
    “Unless you sent him.” 
 
    “For what conceivable purpose would we send a man like that to your house?” 
 
    “To scare me into doing this mission for you.” 
 
    “And yet, the actual effect seems to be the opposite. You’re on the verge of flying home. Whatever you think of our ethics, Martin, I would like to think we’re better tacticians than that.” 
 
    “Think what you like. I need to go home.” 
 
    “That is your right,” said Ian. “But please understand that GRAIL’s resources are stretched thin, and the danger to you and your family will only increase. I will keep your property under guard as long as I can, but we cannot keep them safe indefinitely.” 
 
    “Back to the strong-arm tactics, huh?”  
 
    “These are the facts, Martin,” Ian said, annoyance creeping into his voice. “You are not the only one in danger. Ultimately, none of us are safe.” They had stopped at a door. “Before you go,” he said, “sit in on this meeting with us. I think you will find it enlightening.” 
 
    “How many people do you have watching my property?” 
 
    “Two. They’re in a van parked down the road from your house. They use drones to watch the back of the property. We also monitor all calls going through the nearest cell tower.” 
 
    “You’re listening to our phone calls?” 
 
    “No. We can only determine the source, destination, and length of any calls going through that tower.” 
 
    “Pretty high-tech for an organization founded in the Dark Ages.” 
 
    “We do use technology,” Ian said. “The trick is to keep it from using us. Please, just sit in on this meeting. Some new information has come to light. If you still wish to leave afterwards, I will drive you to the airport myself.” 
 
    Martin studied Ian. As much as he hated to admit, the man had a point. The threat was real, and Martin needed to know more. At worst, this meeting would be a waste of time. “All right,” he said. “Let’s get this over with.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Twenty-one                   
 
   M artin followed Ian into the conference room. Magnus entered last, closing the door behind him. Paulo was already seated at an oval wooden table, along with two people Martin didn’t recognize: a young blond woman and a middle-aged man with a goatee and square-framed glasses. Martin took a seat across from the blond woman, and Magnus took the chair to his left, across from the bespectacled man. Ian sat at the head of the table, across from Paulo.  
 
    “Thank you all for coming,” Paulo said. “I’m sorry for the short notice, but there has been a new development with Parzival, and our window to act will soon close.” 
 
    “Parzival was the name we gave to the mission to retrieve the Codex Babylon,” said Ian, looking at Martin. Martin nodded. He wondered if he was going to have to feign ignorance throughout the entire meeting to keep Gabrielle from getting into trouble. 
 
    “In the interest of time, we’re going to have to skip a lot of the background information,” Paulo said. “Martin, if you have questions about Parzival or the Codex Babylon, one of us will fill you in later.”  
 
    Martin looked around the table. “Shouldn’t Gabrielle be here?” 
 
    Ian answered, “Gabrielle had other business this morning.” 
 
    “Uh huh,” Martin replied. More like she told you to pound sand. 
 
    “Right,” said Paulo. “In short, the mission parameters for Parzival have changed. I understand your reasons for refusing our request to retrieve the Codex, Martin, but I would ask you to keep an open mind.” Martin shrugged, and Ian gestured toward the man in glasses. “This is Carl Burger, our technical lead. And this is Sonya Starr, one of our researchers. She just arrived from Berlin, where she was doing some research on Nazi projects during World War II.” 
 
    “Nazis,” Martin muttered. “Of course. I knew something was missing.” 
 
    “Go ahead, Sonya,” Ian said to the blond woman. 
 
    “As I’m sure you all know,” she began, “the Nazis were obsessed with exploiting occult knowledge in the service of state propaganda and military objectives. This is old news. However, we reopened our investigation into the Nazis a few months ago, when a collection of books on Jewish mysticism was found in the attic of a house in Munich. It turns out that during the war, the house was owned by Hans Kammler, a Nazi officer who oversaw the deportation of tens of thousands of Jews to concentration camps. Kammler later headed the Nazis’ Special Projects Office, reporting directly to Hermann Göring. The Special Projects Office oversaw a wide variety of projects, from so-called superweapons to Project Werewolf, which was designed to create a resistance force that would operate behind enemy lines. The focus of the book collection suggested that Kammler had gone to some pains to search the homes of his victims for books about Solomonic magic, Kabbalism, demonology and the like.” 
 
    “You think this Kammler guy was looking for your magic book?” Martin asked. 
 
    “Based on Kammler’s notes, we have some reason to believe he was seeking an artifact in Egypt,” Sonya replied. “Given this new information, I took another look in the archives from the Special Projects Office. After a few days of searching, I discovered a telegram from Cairo that had been received by the SPO in Berlin. It was dated April 29, 1945, and signed ‘H.K.’” 
 
    “A day before Hitler killed himself,” Ian said. “I saw the telegram myself. It’s genuine.” He turned to Sonya. “Have we been able to determine whether Kammler was in Cairo at the time?” 
 
    Sonya shook her head. “Kammler’s whereabouts at that time are still unknown.” 
 
    “What was the message?” Martin asked. 
 
    “A single word,” said Sonya. “Unmöblierte. German for ‘unfurnished.’” 
 
    “That’s the entire message?” Martin asked. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “We think it’s a code,” Ian said. “Any luck deciphering it, Sonya?” 
 
    “Yes, actually,” Sonya said. “It hit me on the flight over. Unmöblierte is an anagram for a phrase in Latin: teneo librum.” 
 
    “‘I have the book,’” Paulo said. 
 
    “My God,” said Ian. “Then we were right. Do you think Kammler actually found it?” 
 
    “It’s the most reasonable explanation for the telegram,” Paulo said. “It should also be noted that 1945 was also the year that the Nag Hammadi manuscripts were discovered.” 
 
    “The what?” asked Martin. 
 
    “A collection of ancient manuscripts was found sealed in a jar by a farmer near Nag Hammadi, Egypt,” said Sonya. “The manuscripts include several gnostic treatises, a book on magic called Corpus Hermeticum, and a partial copy of Plato’s Republic.” 
 
    “The manuscripts weren’t handed over to scholars until 1946,” said Paulo. “And the story the farmer told the researchers was... dubious.” 
 
    “I’d love to hear what qualifies as dubious by your standards,” Martin said. 
 
    Sonya replied, “It involved a blood feud, cannibalism, and an evil spirit called a jinn.” 
 
    “Ah,” said Martin. “Well.” 
 
    “The details aren’t important,” Paulo said. “The point is that most or all of the story was fabricated—and fabricated in such a way as to not only conceal the truth, but to ensure that if the truth ever did come out, it would just sound like more fabulizing.” 
 
    “The truth being what?” 
 
    “That a Nazi officer came to Egypt in 1945 to retrieve an ancient text on demonology,” said Paulo.  
 
    “In fact,” Sonya said, “I suspect Kammler found the collection somewhere else in Egypt and then carried it south, hoping to escape the country via Aswan. Realizing he couldn’t smuggle out the entire library, he hid the jar in Nag Hammadi, keeping the Codex with him. The farmer who owned the land was either in on the plan or saw Kammler burying it. Either way, he knew better than to cross a Nazi officer. He waited until after the war, when it was clear that the Nazis were no longer a threat and Kammler wasn’t coming back, to go public. And then he concocted a bizarre story to explain how he’d found the jar.” 
 
    “Just so I’m sure I understand this,” Martin said, “You think this Nazi officer, Kammler, found the Codex Babylon in Egypt and then sent an encoded telegram to an accomplice, who helped him flee the country with the Codex?” 
 
    “Precisely,” said Paulo. 
 
    “It does explain the improvised code,” said Ian. 
 
    “Yes,” Sonya said. “We think he was trying to get a message to a co-conspirator inside the SPO, someone who had an escape plan ready to implement as soon as Kammler gave the green light. In the chaos of the last days of the war, a nonsensical telegram from Cairo would have been ignored by the Nazi leadership. But someone waiting for word from Kammler would know it was a code.” 
 
    “And then what happened?” Martin asked. 
 
    “We have no idea,” Paulo said. 
 
    Sonya said, “Kammler disappeared shortly after he sent the telegram—assuming he really sent it. In July 1945, he was declared dead. The official date of his death is recorded as May 9, 1945, but his body was never found.” 
 
    “Okay,” said Martin, “but if Kammler fled Europe with the Codex, then there’s probably still a copy out there somewhere. You don’t need anybody to go back in time to get it; you just need to find the one that’s still out there.” 
 
    “In theory, yes,” said Paulo. “The problem is that the trail is ice cold. Kammler was born in 1901, so wherever he ended up, he is almost certainly dead by now. All we really know with any degree of probability is that the Codex was very likely in Egypt at some point. Besides the evidence Sonya found, it explains King Baldwin’s quixotic Egypt campaign.” 
 
    “Baldwin I was the King of Jerusalem just before the Templars were founded,” Ian said, looking at Martin. “Just before he died, he led a small army into Egypt. Benedict’s theory was that someone had told Baldwin where the Codex had been hidden, and he was going to recover it.” 
 
    “If we could determine where in Egypt the Codex was hidden,” Paulo said, “we might be able to figure out where Kammler went. Kammler was no archaeologist; he must have had other accomplices in Egypt. Someone found the Codex and got word to Kammler. Someone coordinated with his confidant in Berlin to get him out of the country. This was not a one-man operation. In other words, there are probably still traces of Kammler’s efforts, even seventy-eight years later. But Egypt is a big country. Baldwin made it only as far as Farama, on the eastern Nile Delta. Nag Hammadi is five hundred kilometers south, in Upper Egypt. The Codex could have been hidden anywhere in between.” 
 
    “It could be anywhere,” Martin said. “Or nowhere. Maybe Baldwin was wrong. Or he wasn’t looking for the Codex at all. Or Kammler was lying, or talking about a different book, or... hell, maybe he was complaining that his flat in Cairo was unfurnished.” 
 
    “Admittedly, there is a fair amount of conjecture in all this,” Paulo said, “but it’s what we’ve got. Unfortunately, it’s not enough.” 
 
    Ian interjected, “Which is why we still want to send you to the twelfth century.” Seeing Martin about to protest, he held up his hand, continuing, “We don’t need you to retrieve the Codex. As you say, we now have reason to believe there is a copy of it out there somewhere in the present day. All we need you to do is find out where in Egypt the Codex was hidden. If you can determine that, we should be able to track down some of Kammler’s associates in Egypt. That will give us a lead on finding the Codex in 2023.” 
 
    “Sounds like a long shot,” Martin said, “even if I could determine where in Egypt the Codex was stashed. And how exactly would I do that, by the way?” 
 
    Paulo said, “We know, thanks to Benedict, that the idea of invading Egypt originated with a knight named Godfrey of Saint-Omer. Godfrey is known as a co-founder of the Templars, along with Hugh of Payens. Benedict thought Godfrey knew where the Codex was hidden in Egypt. Unfortunately, he disappeared shortly after Baldwin died, so Benedict never had a chance to ask him about it. Recent research indicates Godfrey spent his last years in a Templar commune about 170 kilometers northeast of here, called Richerenches.” 
 
    “You want me to find this guy, Godfrey.” 
 
    “We will send you to 13 October, in the year 1147, about thirty years after Benedict’s arrival. You will travel to Richerenches and ask to speak to Godfrey. We will provide you with code phrases and other closely guarded information that should convince the Templars there that you are a friend of their organization, as well as various forged letters attesting to your identity and trustworthiness. You will tell Godfrey that you are on a secret mission from the Pope himself to discover the location of the Codex Babylon.” 
 
    “And if the Templars decide to check my credentials with the Pope?” 
 
    “The letters we provide will warn the Templars that enemy agents have infiltrated the leadership at Rome, and that they must trust no one but you and the Pope himself. They will no doubt send someone to request an audience with the Pope, but that will take time. At the first sign of any danger, we will bring you back to the present.”  
 
    “You can bring me back from Richerenches?” 
 
    “We can only send you to the same spatial coordinates from which you departed,” said Paulo, “but we can retrieve you from anywhere.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “Gabrielle just needs to establish active contact with you. The technicians operating the Transtemporal Gateway Generator—the time machine—can zero in on the connection, and Bob’s your uncle.” 
 
    “You can do this at any time?” 
 
    Paulo and Ian looked at Carl. 
 
    “More or less,” said Carl. “Sending a person through time takes a tremendous amount of energy. Not far from this facility is a large cave in which GRAIL has constructed a massive array of batteries with the capacity to store enough electricity to power the city of Paris for several hours. Opening a tunnel to the past for less than a second—just long enough for an eighty-kilo human being to slip through—drains most of this battery capacity, and the batteries generally take ten days to recharge. We draw excess power from the grid under a secret arrangement with the French government. We can do it in as little as a few hours, but it would cause blackouts from Lyon to Marseille.” 
 
    “So I’m stuck there for at least a week.” 
 
    Paulo’s brow furrowed. “Gabrielle told you about the differential in temporal velocity?” 
 
    Whoops. So much for not getting Gabrielle in trouble. “If that means time moves seven times as fast in the Middle Ages as it does now, then yes. If it takes a day to recharge your batteries, then I’d be in the past for a week.” 
 
    “At the very minimum, yes,” said Carl. “More realistically, ten weeks.”  
 
    “I’ll be stuck in the Middle Ages for ten weeks?” 
 
    “In all likelihood, yes,” said Ian.  
 
    “Enough time for the Templars to figure out I’m a fraud.” 
 
    “Even if they do,” said Ian, “the worst they will do is imprison you. We’ll bring you home before there’s time for a trial.” 
 
    “Well, that’s reassuring. This plan requires Gabrielle, though.” 
 
    “Yes,” said Ian. “She is… hesitant, but we are confident she will do her part if you are willing.” 
 
    Sure, thought Martin. Manipulating people is what you do. “Assuming she agrees,” he said, “she and I will be able to communicate? While I’m… back then?” 
 
    “Theoretically,” Ian said. 
 
    “I die a little inside whenever I hear that word,” Martin said. 
 
    “We don’t have a lot of time,” Paulo said. “It took Benedict over a year to develop a reliable telepathic bond with Gabrielle. You have three days, and we’ll need some of that time for other preparations.” 
 
    “Like learning the language they speak in twelfth century France?” 
 
    “That’s the big one, yes,” said Ian. 
 
    “I was joking,” said Martin weakly. “What are you going to do, download Old French into my head like in The Matrix?” 
 
    “Not exactly,” said Ian. “But in three days you’ll know enough Old French to get by.” 
 
    “What if I go home, study Old French and whatever else I need to know for a few years, and then go back in time? The past will still be past, right? It’s not going anywhere.” 
 
    “Impossible,” said Paulo. “The window into 1147 closes in eighteen days. We could theoretically delay the jump by a few days, but the danger of transfer errors increases the closer we get to the end of the window.” 
 
    “Do I want to know what a ‘transfer error’ is?” 
 
    “Part of you doesn’t make it back,” said Carl.  
 
    “Ah,” said Martin with a shudder. “That does sound like the kind of thing I’d like to avoid. There are no other windows?” 
 
    “There are a few,” Paulo said. “In 2024, a window will open to 1209, but by then there may be no one left alive who knows what happened to the Codex.” 
 
    “There is also a window to 1108 that opens in about a week,” Ian said. “But it’s only five days long on this end, which would make it almost impossible to extract you. In any case, 1108 is too early to do us much good. Thanks to Benedict, we know the Codex was unknown in Europe until well after the founding of the Templars.” 
 
    “You’re seriously giving me three days to learn Old French.” 
 
    “And to memorize your back story,” Paulo said. “Magnus has been working on it since we first located you.” 
 
    Martin turned to the gaunt man next to him, who gave him a crooked smile and patted a thick folder on the table in front of him. “It’s my masterpiece,” he said, with a little too much enthusiasm to suit Martin. “I’ve got your whole life here.”  
 
    Martin cocked his eyebrow at Ian. 
 
    “Magnus is a genius,” Ian explained. “He has an encyclopedic knowledge of late medieval culture and history, and he’s surprisingly adept at forging documents.” 
 
    Magnus grinned as he slid the folder in front of Martin. “I’m available anytime if you have questions.” 
 
    “Yeah, okay,” said Martin. “Are we done?” 
 
    “I think we’ve covered the basics,” Paulo said. “Enough for you to make a decision.” 
 
    “All right,” said Martin. He grabbed the folder and stood up from the table. 
 
    Paulo glanced at Ian. Ian said, “Ah, Martin. We’ll need to know by the end of today. If you—” 
 
    “You’ll know when I decide to tell you,” Martin said. “Have a nice day.” 
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Twenty-two                   
 
   A  week after the discovery under the Temple, Cormac was on the way north to Damascus. He traveled alone, on foot, with only a canteen for water and a small pack. In his hand, he carried the clay fragment on which was written a warning about the Codex Babylon. Hugh had urged him to wait for the Templars to arrange some protection for the journey, but Cormac insisted he was in no danger. History wanted him to go to Babylon, and History would not be denied. 
 
    It was now just after dawn. He had left Jerusalem two days earlier, and he expected to be at Damascus by nightfall. He would spend the night there and then continue to the trading hub of Homs, from whence he would go east toward Baghdad. Just to the south of Baghdad lay the ruins of the ancient city of Babylon, where the Jews had been held captive and the prophet Daniel had terrified King Nebuchadnezzar with a message from God.  
 
    Was it true that Solomon had written a book about commanding demons, which had been carried to Babylon along with the rest of the treasure from the Temple? Or had the knowledge in the Codex originated in Babylon, where human civilization had first arisen? Wasn’t the story of the Tower of Babel itself a story of the consequences of exploiting forbidden knowledge? Was the story of demons building the Temple an inversion of the Tower of Babel? First human beings exploit divine knowledge of science and mathematics to reach the Heavens, and are rebuked. Then demons use magic to delve into the depths… and reveal Divine Truth? 
 
    Too many questions, too much speculation. But what else was he to do with his time? The journey to Babylon would take weeks—possibly longer. All he had to occupy himself was his own thoughts. He rarely communicated with Gabrielle anymore. At first he had reached out to her almost every night, but he found that time compression made frequent communication difficult. A week’s worth of his thoughts would arrive in Gabrielle’s unconscious mind, fragmented and compressed, as if they’d piled up and been torn apart and repackaged at some inter-time processing center. He had to force himself to order his thoughts carefully and attempt to transmit them at most one per week, closely guarding his mind the rest of the time to keep from sending conflicting thoughts.  
 
    The first year, he had missed her terribly. She was supposed to be his anchor to his own time, but their disjointed communications only worsened his sense of isolation. How did the line from Hamlet go? “The time is out of joint—O cursed spite, that ever I was born to set it right!” A year for him was only seven weeks for her, and although he knew intellectually that he shouldn’t expect her to miss him the way he missed her, it still felt like his importance in her life had diminished. His seemingly constant need for reassurance began to get on Gabrielle’s nerves, and although she tried to hide it, her annoyance came through in their communications. A vicious cycle developed in which her irritation made him feel like a burden, causing him to be even more desperate for reassurance. Eventually it was easier just to stop talking rather than continue to hope for something he would never get. 
 
    Making matters worse regarding the mission, he could never be certain which of his thoughts would get relayed to Paulo and the others at GRAIL, nor how their understanding of his situation would affect the mission. This was the first time travel mission that GRAIL had undertaken that involved more than simple research, and he knew that close to half of the board were just waiting for a reason to shut it down. Every contact with Gabrielle meant the possibility of being ordered back to 2019. He didn’t think she could bring him back against his will—and he would like to think she wouldn’t even if she could—but he found himself guarding against the possibility. The result of all this was more than compartmentalization; it was the creation of a fictional reality meant for Gabrielle’s—and GRAIL’s—consumption.  
 
    As time wore on, the world of 2019 became so distant that it seemed almost unreal. In a sense, he knew, it was unreal. He’d spoken the truth when he’d told Hugh that the world of the twenty-first century was overrun with demons. The world he had left was a construct of copper and silicon, a shadowy reflection of the real world. He hadn’t really understood how bad it was until he’d traveled into the past, where he had to deal daily with the blunt realities of life. It had been a shock, adapting to a world where one’s next meal was never a certainty, children drank beer because the water was tainted with feces and an infected scratch from a cat could kill you, but it was still preferable to living in a wholly fictional universe designed by corporations striving to build a prison so perfect that the inmates wouldn’t know they were in it. 
 
    It was a matter of survival, thinking of the world around him as the ‘real’ world and 2019 as a threatening, diabolical fiction. The demented, unrelenting pace of that fictional world meant that GRAIL was constantly demanding progress! and results!—even though only a seventh of the time had passed for them as for him. People of 2019 couldn’t comprehend a culture in which monks worked for years to illuminate a single copy of a single manuscript or cathedrals were built over the course of several generations. So while Cormac gladly spent three years digging under the Temple to be rewarded with a single scrap of evidence that meant his search was only just beginning, clean-faced men and women in air-conditioned offices in 2019 wondered if they’d already sacrificed too much. He grew to despise them, and the world that had produced them. 
 
    Now that he’d finally found some hard evidence pointing to the Codex, he was determined that they would not put a premature end to his quest. If they knew he was traveling alone across a thousand kilometers of wilderness to reach an ancient city buried under the sand, they would demand that Gabrielle bring him back immediately. He did not intend to give her the opportunity. The next entry point was twenty-four years in the future, in the year 1147. Hugh of Payens and all the other Templars he knew would be dead, and the Second Crusade would be underway across the region. He would never bring the shard to Babylon, and he would never learn why he’d brought it there in the first place. 
 
    The circularity of his quest didn’t bother him: to the contrary, the absurdity of a self-fulfilling quest spoke to him of a reality beyond that of the physical world, bound as it was by the principle of cause and effect. To Cormac, the discovery of a self-causing effect was tantamount to the discovery of the fingerprints of God on Creation. His quest was a cosmos in miniature: an infinite cycle of causation that nevertheless pointed to a reality beyond itself. The very futility of looking for the cause of an infinite cycle suggested that the truth was to be found not in the realm of science—of forensics and archeology—but on a plane of higher understanding. Yes, the quest had a physical dimension—his pilgrimage to Babylon would be a long and grueling one—but in its essence it was a spiritual journey. He would find the answer in Babylon, but only if he looked not with his eyes but with his higher being. 
 
    There was no hope of explaining any of this to Gabrielle, to say nothing of making the GRAIL leadership understand it. As far as Gabrielle and GRAIL were concerned, he was still in Jerusalem, digging under the Temple for the Codex. They would grow ever more impatient, but they would be less likely to push for his return if they at least thought he was safe. And when the moment came that they finally ordered Gabrielle to bring him back, he would have to cut her off completely. Severing their telepathic link meant being stranded for the rest of his life in the twelfth century, but he had long ago made peace with the possibility that he would die in this epoch. Failing the mission, though, was another matter. If he were forced to cut the link, he would have to find another way to get the Codex to GRAIL. He would have to hide it somewhere only they would find it—and only after the link was broken on Gabrielle’s end. That way he would avoid any paradoxes that might arise from GRAIL finding the Codex while he was still looking for it himself. But first he had to find it. And that meant going to Babylon, whether or not GRAIL approved. 
 
    As Cormac pondered these things, he came upon a girl of perhaps fourteen years, who was resting on a boulder on the side of the road. Her feet dangled a few centimeters from the ground. Behind her, a steep ravine fell away from the road. The sun was still low in the east, on the opposite side of the road, so most of the ravine was in shadow, but Cormac guessed its bottom was at least fifty meters down. The girl’s clothes were ragged and dirty, and she wore a bandage on her left knee. 
 
    “Are you all right?” Cormac asked as he approached. 
 
    The girl studied him. “It hurts to walk.” 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    “Damascus.” 
 
    “You’re almost there, I think,” said Cormac. “I don’t think I can carry you, but I could help you walk.” 
 
    “Do you have anything to eat?” 
 
    Cormac hesitated. “I have a little bread left, I think. Are you thirsty?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    He approached the boulder, unhooking his canteen from his belt and handing it to the girl. She drank deeply. He set down the fragment next to her and unslung his pack. 
 
    “What’s that?” she asked, looking at the fragment. 
 
    “Just something to remind me where I’m going.” 
 
    “Is it valuable?” 
 
    “Not really.” He set his pack on the boulder and opened it. 
 
    “Can I touch it?” 
 
    “Um, yes. I suppose so.” 
 
    She picked up the fragment, turning it over in her hands. Cormac located the crust of bread in his pack and held it out for the girl. 
 
    “What does it say?” the girl asked, holding it up in her left hand so that the sun struck the writing. 
 
    “Please,” Cormac said. “Give that to me. Here’s the bread.” 
 
    “What does it say?” the girl asked again. 
 
    “It’s a warning.” 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    “About a book. It says the book is dangerous and should be destroyed.” 
 
    “What book?” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter. Please, give that to me.” 
 
    “You said it’s not valuable.” 
 
    “It isn’t.” Cormac took a step toward her, reaching for the fragment.  
 
    The girl moved it to her right hand and then extended her arm across the boulder, so that the fragment dangled above the ravine. “Step back.” 
 
    “Why are you doing this?” Cormac pleaded. 
 
    “Step back!” 
 
    Cormac took several steps back, holding up his hands. 
 
    “Farther.” 
 
    He retreated three more steps. The girl, mollified, set the fragment down and began riffling through his pack. Finding a small pouch of coins, she pulled it out and inspected the contents. “Where’s the rest?” 
 
    “That’s all the money I have.” 
 
    The girl picked up the fragment and once again dangled it over the ravine. 
 
    “All right, all right!” Cormac cried. “I’ve got some more sewn into my coat. Give me a moment.” He took off the coat. 
 
    “Throw it to me.” 
 
    Cormac hesitated. He wanted to tell the girl to throw him the fragment, but he was worried that it would shatter on the hard ground. Then again, it couldn’t shatter, could it? If it had, it wouldn’t have been found intact in Babylon. For that matter, this girl couldn’t prevent him from reaching Babylon with the fragment. She could, however, make the journey much more difficult. 
 
    He wadded up the coat and tossed it toward the girl. It landed on the ground, a few paces from her feet. She scowled, seemed to consider her options. After a moment she set the fragment down, slid off the boulder to the ground, and grabbed for the coat. Cormac darted toward her, but she was too quick for him. She tucked the coat under her arm and scrambled back onto the boulder, her left hand reaching for the fragment. 
 
    Cormac got his hand around her right ankle before she had a hold on the fragment and yanked her back down to the ground. He shoved her aside and reached toward the fragment, which was precariously perched on the edge of the boulder. As his fingers brushed against it, a strong hand gripped him by the shoulder and pulled him backwards. He fell hard on his back. 
 
    The wind knocked out of him, he craned his neck to see a tall man leaning over the boulder to put his hand on the fragment. “What’s this?” he said, turning around with the piece in his hand. The girl sat on the ground near his feet, rummaging through Cormac’s coat. 
 
    “He says it’s about a book.” 
 
    “Doesn’t look like any book I’ve seen.” 
 
    “It’s not a book,” the girl said. “It’s writing about a book.” 
 
    The man turned the fragment over in his hand. “This isn’t writing. It’s just scratches.” He drew the fragment back to throw it into the ravine. 
 
    “No!” Cormac gasped. “Take… money.” 
 
    The man lowered the fragment and regarded Cormac. He was burly and tanned, with thick chestnut hair and a beard. He looked like a Westerner, and he and the girl spoke French with a northern accent, but the girl had Saracen features. A pilgrim or foot soldier gone native, then turned brigands when the mother died? The girl, having located the coins in the coat, was now tearing at the wool with her teeth. On the man’s other side, leaning against the boulder, was a heavy wooden club. “Why do you want this thing so much?” he asked. 
 
    “I’m on a pilgrimage,” Cormac said. “I have to bring it to Babylon.” 
 
    “Babylon!” cried the man. “Like in the Bible?” 
 
    “Yes. Like in the Bible.” 
 
    “The Babylonians worshiped demons. Are you a demon-worshiper?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “What do you think, Fatimah? Is he a demon-worshiper?” 
 
    The girl jerked her head to the side, opening a tear in the coat. Coins spilled to the ground. She unclenched her teeth. “Yes, Father.” 
 
    “Sorry, friend,” the man said. “Your pilgrimage ends here.” Once again, he drew back the fragment to throw it into the ravine. Cormac lunged for the club, getting his fingers around it just as something hard came down on his skull. For a moment, there was nothing but pain, and then that went away too. 
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Twenty-three          
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    ou missed a banger of a meeting,” Martin said. “It had Nazis and everything.” 
 
    “I’m not a big fan of meetings,” Gabrielle said. “Anyway, Paulo briefed me on the important bits.” The two sat again at a booth in the little restaurant, overlooking the village. 
 
    “So I shouldn’t take your absence as an indication of your sentiments about the mission?” 
 
    Gabrielle shrugged. “What’s in the folder?” 
 
    “My D&D character,” Martin said, taking a seat across from Gabrielle. He opened the folder and spread the contents across the table. “I went with a dual-class barbarian druid. Underrated combination, in my opinion, particularly for a half-orc.” 
 
    Gabrielle laughed. “What are you even talking about?” 
 
    “Forget it. Seriously, though, look at all this shit.” The dossier included letters from the Pope and the Bishop of Moray, dozens of photos of his supposed childhood home, a booklet on Templar rules and customs, and a twenty-page document detailing Martin’s first thirty-four years as the bastard son of William fitz Duncan, ruler of Moray, Scotland. 
 
    “Magnus takes his work seriously.”  
 
    “And I’m sure that served him well as the designated dungeon master of the Paris School for Precocious Youngsters.” 
 
    “He’s twenty-eight, believe it or not. Has a PhD in medieval history. Wrote his dissertation on the Cathars.” 
 
    “Must have felt good to get that out of his system.” 
 
    “I don’t—wait, was that a Cathar joke?” 
 
    “Depends. Was it funny?” 
 
    “Hm. He’s been with GRAIL for seven years. He was actually the leading candidate for Parzival before we found Benedict.” 
 
    “You’re joking.” 
 
    She shook her head. “Pas du tout.” 
 
    “What was the deciding factor?” 
 
    “The official reason was our inability to forge a reliable telepathic bond.” 
 
    “And the unofficial reason?” 
 
    “It’s a little embarrassing.” 
 
    “Then I definitely need to know.” 
 
    Gabrielle sighed. “He was in love with me.” 
 
    “Oh,” said Martin. “Is that a problem? I mean—not that I….” 
 
    “Tais-toi. I know you’re not in love with me. You barely know me. Anyway, you’re married. To answer your question: it can be a problem if the sentiment is not mutual. And it’s definitely a problem if the one who’s in love won’t admit it, even to himself.” 
 
    “Ah. Well, hell. Now I feel a little bad for the guy.” 
 
    “I think he’s over it. These days he pours all his energy into his work, as you can see.” 
 
    “That’s good, I guess. You know, there’s one thing I still don’t understand about this time travel business.” 
 
    “Just one? You’re ahead of me.” 
 
    “I mean there’s one thing in particular that’s been bothering me. Assuming Benedict is still alive… that is, if….” 
 
    “I know what you mean. Continue.” 
 
    “You’re still linked to him, right?” 
 
    “If he’s still alive at the nominally synchronized date, the link should still be open. It’s what we call a latent link. Our minds are too much out of sync to be able to communicate actively, but theoretically we’re still connected.” 
 
    “And it’s not a problem for you to be connected to me at the same time?” 
 
    “It shouldn’t be. I’ve managed up to five latent links—though not across time, of course. It does get a little confusing if more than one link is active at a time, but I doubt that will be a problem. Is that what’s bothering you?” 
 
    “Not exactly. What I can’t figure out is this: if, on August 15, 2019, you sent Benedict to March 3, 1117, then those two dates are what you call ‘nominally synchronized,’ right?” 
 
    “Yes. All that means, though, is that in my mind, there’s a sort of bridge between those two dates. So Benedict and I share a common now, even though we are 800-some years apart.” 
 
    “That part I get. But now GRAIL wants to send me back, to a date about thirty years after Benedict arrived. You’re linked to Benedict, and you’re linked to me. But Benedict and I exist at two different times. So you share a now with Benedict and a now with me, but they are two different nows? In other words, suppose I run into Benedict in the past and tell him something….” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Doesn’t matter. Purple monkey dishwasher.” 
 
    Gabrielle laughed. “What?” 
 
    “I meet Benedict and tell him ‘purple monkey dishwasher.’ And he thinks this is strange thing to say, so he calls you up on the psychic hotline and says, ‘Gabrielle, some lunatic just said ‘purple monkey dishwasher’ to me. Except that because the now he shares with you is before the now you share with me, he actually told you about this strange encounter last week, before I did it.” 
 
    “Yes, something like that is theoretically possible. But recall that thirty years have passed for Benedict. We would be sending you back to the nominally synchronized date I share with him, so the three of us would share the same now. 13 October, 1147.” 
 
    “That’s quite a coincidence, isn’t it?” 
 
    “It’s part of the cosmic convergence that makes time travel possible. Maybe the universe is designed to prevent paradoxes. We don’t really know.” 
 
    “I suppose Benedict had all this stuff figured out.” 
 
    Gabrielle laughed. “Benedict is a linguist and historian. He was originally hired by GRAIL to catalog a collection of medieval documents.” 
 
    “Classic steppingstone to time travel.” 
 
    Gabrielle smiled. “In the course of his research, he ran across references in medieval literature to an ancient text on demons. The book, which is sometimes referred to as Codex Daemonum Babylonicus, seemed to have disappeared sometime during the eleventh century. As it’s in the interest of GRAIL to be aware of any potential demonic threats, we extended Benedict’s contract to do further research.” 
 
    “So all this business with the Codex, it started with Benedict.” 
 
    “In a manner of speaking, yes. He brought it to our attention. Benedict spent six years visiting libraries, museums and archaeological sites in Europe and the Middle East, learning everything he could about the Codex. In short, Benedict came to believe that the Codex was an authoritative text on demonology, written by King Solomon himself.” 
 
    “Solomon? From the Old Testament? That’s a bit out of his bailiwick, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Tenth century, B.C. About two thousand years before the founding of the Knights Templar. We were skeptical at first, but there is a fair amount of corroborating evidence. According to some other ancient texts, King Solomon was given the power to command demons, which he used to compel them to build the Temple in Israel. One of these texts, called the Testament of Solomon, is thought to have been completed during the early medieval period, but is based on material from far older sources. It attributes Solomon’s power over demons to a magic ring that was given to him by the archangel Michael.” 
 
    “Sounds like you should be looking for a ring, not a book,” said Martin. 
 
    “The ring appears in the Babylonian Talmud as well,” Gabrielle replied. “But the power of the ring in every story derives from the seal engraved upon it. The mark it made left an impression of the name of God. In Jewish tradition, the name of God is considered holy. So holy that once written, it could not be erased. In other words, Judaism explicitly links the power of God with the written word. And the link between the written word and the spiritual is maintained and even expanded in Christianity. In a gloss on the Genesis creation story, the apostle John writes: ‘In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God.... All things were made by him; and without him was not any thing made that was made.’ In this verse we see the identification of the written word with Jesus Christ, and the identification of Christ with God. John makes it clear that the Word is not merely a symbolic representation of God. The Word is God.” 
 
    “You mean that literally,” Martin said. 
 
    “The important thing to understand is that in both Jewish and Christian traditions, the spiritual dimension of the universe is closely linked to language, especially the written word. We have documented many cases of demonic possession, and in every one of them there was a verbal aspect to the possession. That’s how demons get in. In some cases, the possessed individual developed an unhealthy obsession with occult literature. In some cases, the individual was talked into doing things that violated his conscience, thereby weakening his resistance to evil. Sometimes the possessed hears voices in his head. Whatever form it takes, there is always a semantic component.” Gabrielle paused. “Think about that for a moment. If a demon is a discrete entity, a being like us but lacking material form, why should they need to use language to enter a person? If we think of the body as a locked vault, then it would be pointless for a demon to try to talk his way into it. The vault can’t hear him.” 
 
    “The demon isn’t talking to the vault,” Martin said. “He’s talking to the guy with the key. Not the body; the soul inside it.” 
 
    “Yes, but that just pushes the question back a step. What is the key? If, God forbid, I wanted to let a demon in, how would I do it?” 
 
    “If what you’re saying is true, I assume you’d need to give verbal consent. So the key is a word, or a series of words.” 
 
    “Yes,” said Gabrielle. “Fascinating, isn’t it? No other parasite works this way. A virus can’t talk its way into your body. Your attitude and language can certainly affect your physical health, but for a virus, the key is biological, because a virus is a biological entity. But a demon enters your body by way of words.” 
 
    “Then a demon is what? An idea? A meme? Just a bunch of words?” 
 
    “Be careful when you say ‘just words,’” Gabrielle said. “The name of God is ‘just a word’ too.” 
 
    “Did Benedict really think the Temple was built by demons under Solomon’s command?” 
 
    Gabrielle shrugged. “He believed there was an element of truth to the story. I don’t think he believed there were demons swinging hammers in Jerusalem.” 
 
    “All the demons I know are in middle management,” Martin said. “Okay, so the name of God gives Solomon the power to command demons. How does that get you to the Codex Babylon?” 
 
    Gabrielle said, “Benedict became convinced that both the Pseudomonarchia Daemonum and the Testament of Solomon borrowed from an older, more comprehensive work on demons. After several months of exhaustive research, he found some evidence of this: a document in the Vatican archives, dating from the trials in 1307, lists the crimes of a former Templar, including ‘possession of the proscribed text called Liber Babylonis.’ Benedict theorized that the Codex was the source for much of the later, medieval writings on demons. Solomon was, of course, a prolific writer; besides the Song of Solomon, he is thought to have written the books of Proverbs and Ecclesiastes. Benedict theorized that Solomon wrote everything he had learned about controlling demons in another book, which he kept hidden so it wouldn’t be found by those who would use the knowledge for evil. When the Kingdom of Judea was overthrown by the Babylonians, the book was lost. Benedict thought a copy of the book may have fallen into the hands of the King of Babylon, Nebuchadnezzar. Nebuchadnezzar tried to use it to expand his power, but the book drove him mad.” 
 
    She reached into her bag and pulled out a leatherbound Bible, which she laid on the table. She paged through it until she got to the passage she was looking for and then read, ‘He was driven from men, and did eat grass as oxen, and his body was wet with the dew of heaven, till his hairs were grown like eagles’ feathers, and his nails like birds’ claws.’” She met Martin’s gaze. “Daniel chapter four, verse thirty-one. Nebuchadnezzar eventually repented and his sanity and kingdom were restored. But when he died, his son Belshazzar made the same mistake, having learned nothing from God’s humbling of his father.” 
 
    “I remember the story from Sunday School. There’s nothing in it about a book on demons, though.” 
 
    “Not directly, no. But Benedict found a fragment of a clay tablet in the British Museum dating from around this time that refers to an order to destroy a book containing certain ‘forbidden knowledge.’ He thought Nebuchadnezzar ordered his magicians to destroy the book, but they disobeyed him. Wishing to preserve the knowledge in the book, but knowing how dangerous it was, they somehow scattered and hid the knowledge it contained. Either they literally tore the book into pieces, each of them hiding a fragment of it, or they each memorized a section of the book before destroying it. Belshazzar probably knew of the plot, and when he took power he ordered the book reconstructed. But for whatever reason, the magicians were unable to do it. Maybe some of the magicians had died, or some of the fragments were damaged, or the magicians’ memories failed them. Belshazzar’s efforts came to nothing. In this context, the story of the handwriting on the wall in Daniel chapter five suddenly makes perfect sense.”  
 
    She turned a page and again began to read: “‘Belshazzar the King made a great feast to a thousand of his lords, and drank wine before the thousand.... They brought the golden vessels that were taken out of the temple of the house of God which was at Jerusalem; and the King, and his princes, his wives, and his concubines, drank in them. They drank wine, and praised the gods of gold, and of silver, of brass, of iron, of wood, and of stone. In the same hour came forth fingers of a man’s hand, and wrote over against the candlestick upon the plaster of the wall of the King’s palace: and the King saw the part of the hand that wrote. Then the King’s countenance was changed, and his thoughts troubled him, so that the joints of his loins were loosed, and his knees smote one against another. The King cried aloud to bring in the astrologers, the Chaldeans, and the soothsayers. And the King spake, and said to the wise men of Babylon, Whosoever shall read this writing, and shew me the interpretation thereof, shall be clothed with scarlet, and have a chain of gold about his neck, and shall be the third ruler in the kingdom.’” 
 
    Gabrielle closed the Bible. “Eventually the prophet Daniel shows up,” she said, “and we are told what the mysterious hand wrote on the wall. Four words: Mene, Mene, Tekel, Upharsin.”  
 
    “What does it mean?” Martin asked.  
 
    “Nothing,” said Gabrielle with a grim smile. 
 
    “What do you mean, ‘nothing’? How can it mean nothing?” 
 
    “The individual words have meaning,” said Gabrielle, “relating to do with Hebrew units of measure, but the words together mean nothing. Oh, Daniel gives an interpretation, having to do with the downfall of Belshazzar’s empire. But Daniel is only able to decipher them because he’s got a direct line to the mind of God. The words mean what God wants them to mean.” 
 
    “I don’t get it.” 
 
    “God is taunting Belshazzar,” Gabrielle explained. “The chapter opens with Belshazzar taunting God, using the sacred relics from the Temple to get drunk and worship idols. God’s answer is essentially, ‘Hey, Belshazzar. I heard you like word games. Here’s one for you.’ And instead of giving him the secret to dominion over demons, He gives him gibberish.” 
 
    “Gibberish that has a meaning,” Martin said. 
 
    “Yes. The words impart exactly the meaning that God intends. If God has dominion over all other gods, and God is a word, then God has dominion over all other words. Once written, the words—gibberish though they are—have power. The Babylonian empire falls and most of what remains of the book is lost to history for most of the next thousand years. Based on his research, though, Benedict came to believe that at least part of the Codex Babylon survived to serve as a source for a sixteenth century book called Pseudomonarchia Daemonum, or The False Monarchy of Demons. This book was, in turn, one of the sources for a well-known medieval text on demonology called The Lesser Key of Solomon.” 
 
    “Sounds like an awful lot of conjecture.” 
 
    “Some of it, yes. But there’s solid evidence indicating the Codex Babylon existed, and that it was considered extremely powerful by medieval authorities. As it happened, two other developments were taking place around this time. One is the discovery, by another division of GRAIL, of the principle of time travel. The other is GRAIL’s somewhat belated realization of the scope and nature of the threat we currently face.” 
 
    “It seems rather fortuitous,” Martin said, “that you discovered time travel right when you needed it to recover an ancient book about demons.” 
 
    “Indeed. It’s possible that Project Parzival, or the discovery of time travel, are the result of the Whisperers’ own efforts. On the other hand, Benedict began pursuing the Codex Babylon seven years ago, when the Whisperers were still relatively weak. In any case, it’s hard to see what they would need the Codex for. They’re already winning. At this point, they don’t need to take risks; they can just run out the clock. And in this line of work, you get used to coincidences. Ultimately, everything is connected.” 
 
    “Synchronicity.” 
 
    “That’s right. Meaningful connections between causally unrelated events. They tend to happen more frequently at inflection points. Places where history can go in one of two directions.” 
 
    “So you don’t know if Benedict ever found the Codex?” 
 
    “No. I don’t know for sure whether he’s alive or dead. He spent six years under the Temple, looking for the Codex. Eventually something happened that convinced him it was elsewhere, but by the time he left the Temple, I could no longer read him. I don’t know where he went or why. It’s now been thirty years for him. That’s a long time for anyone to survive in a region torn apart by near-constant warfare, and without modern medicine. I still talk to him, though. Sometimes I read him poetry. I know, that sounds crazy.” 
 
    “That’s the sanest thing I’ve heard since I’ve been here,” Martin said. 
 
    Gabrielle smiled. “Thanks. I don’t know how much longer I can keep it up, though.” 
 
    “Do you think… if I do this, would we be able to figure out what happened to him?” 
 
    Gabrielle shrugged. “Maybe. I don’t know.” 
 
    “Then do you not want me to accept this mission?” 
 
    “Well, you certainly shouldn’t do it as a favor to me.” 
 
    “I know. I guess I’m just looking for some guidance.” 
 
    “You’re in the wrong place for that.” 
 
    “Why? You may be the only sane person here.” 
 
    “I’m not so sure I’m sane either,” Gabrielle said. “Everyone at GRAIL is so focused on what we see as our mission that I’m not sure any of us can see the big picture anymore. You may be the only person here capable of making an objective decision.” 
 
    “You think I can be objective? Did Paulo tell you they arrested some lunatic with a gun on my property?” 
 
    “Yes. And for what it’s worth, although I have my doubts about GRAIL, I’ve never seen them pull anything like that.” 
 
    “Ian wants me to think it’s a coincidence.” 
 
    “I’m not sure I buy that.” 
 
    “Me neither. But I can’t keep my family safe if I stay, and I can’t keep them safe if I leave.” 
 
    “Unless Ian is right about the Codex.” 
 
    “That’s the rub, right? I don’t like being manipulated, but he’s the only one offering a solution. It may be the wrong solution, but at least it’s something. Maybe retrieving the Codex really is the only hope we have. How the hell should I know?” 
 
    “I don’t think anybody really knows. Not even Ian. If you decide to do it, though, I’ll do what I can to help.” 
 
    “You will?” 
 
    “Seems like the least I can do. You’d be doing ninety-nine percent of the work.” 
 
    “You don’t think we’ll have trouble, uh, forging a telepathic bond?” 
 
    “I think we’ll manage. I can already read you pretty well.” 
 
    “You can?” 
 
    “Oui.” 
 
    “What am I thinking right now?” 
 
    “That it’s unfair that I can read you, but you can’t read me.” 
 
    “It is a little unfair. What happened?” 
 
    “I adapted. Learned how to block you. You caught me off guard in Santa Clara.” 
 
    “But you’ll drop your guard before I make the jump?” 
 
    “I’m a professional. The important thing is that I can get you back.” 
 
    “And you’re confident you can do that?” 
 
    “Sure. As long as you don’t fall in love with me.” 
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Twenty-four                
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    wo more weeks?” Dana’s voice was replete with disappointment. 
 
    “It’s possible I’ll be able to leave earlier,” Martin replied, “but yeah, it’s looking like two weeks.” He paced the village courtyard, pressing his phone against his ear. This was the only place at La Couvertoirade he could get a signal—and that just barely.  
 
    “Tell me again why you won’t be able to talk on the phone?” 
 
    “It’s not that I can’t,” Martin replied. “It’s just that the company is really paranoid about news of this app getting out, so they’re not allowing anyone to bring in cell phones, and next week they’ve got a bunch of engineers coming in from Japan, so we’re going to be working some odd hours. It’s the last full week I’m here, so it’s really going to be a crunch to get everything done. I can email, but it’s going to be tough getting to a phone.” 
 
    “You’re still just advising on legal requirements?” Dana asked. 
 
    “Yeah, well, it’s a little more involved than that. I’m having to review the code the Japanese team writes, send them my notes, and then wait for the new version to come over. And while I’m waiting, I’ve got to review the French team’s code. Meanwhile, I’ve got executives in Paris breathing down my neck, trying to get me to promise them we’ll be in full compliance by rollout. It’s insane.” 
 
    “How are these executives breathing down your neck if you don’t have a phone?” 
 
    “Well, we have voice over IP, but like I said, it’s strictly controlled. I’m sure they’re recording all the calls. Honestly, if I’d known how crazy these guys are about security, I wouldn’t have taken the contract. Anyway, just two more weeks, and then we’ll have a nice fat deposit in our checking account.” 
 
    “I don’t care about the money. I want you home.” 
 
    “I will be. I promise. Just let me get through these two weeks, and I’ll be on the next plane home.” 
 
    “Okay. I love you.” 
 
    “I love you too.” 
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Twenty-five                   
 
   A t first, there was only the brutal throbbing in his head. Then the throbbing was joined by a sensation of something cold and hard: He was lying face down on the rocky ground. A wave of nausea came and went. He opened his eyes and saw that it was dark. He tried to get up, was met with another wave of nausea. He must have lost consciousness again, because he was awakened by the cold. Again he tried to get up and failed. Countless repetitions later, he found himself on his hands and knees, retching. From the rawness of his throat and the taste in his mouth, he guessed he had been at this a while. He couldn’t stop shaking, although he was barely aware of the cold.  
 
    At last the nausea subsided long enough for him to sit up and look around. A half-moon was high in the sky; stars twinkled in a mostly clear sky. He was sitting at the edge of a road. The terrain was rocky and rough, and there seemed to be no buildings nearby. That was all he could ascertain. 
 
    Where was he? 
 
    Who was he? 
 
    Relief washed over him as the answer to the latter question came to him: he was Cormac, a priest from Cork, Ireland. He remembered too that he’d made a pilgrimage to Jerusalem, and that it had been unsuccessful. No, not unsuccessful exactly, but incomplete. The journey to Jerusalem had turned out to be only the first leg in a much longer quest. But where was he to go next, and for what purpose? 
 
    Putting a hand to his head, he felt a crust of dried blood over a still-tender wound. He’d been struck by someone… and robbed? He felt around in the semi-darkness, and after some time found a ragged, torn coat, which he put on. It seemed to do little against the chill, but it might at least keep him alive until he found shelter.  Crawling around in the dark, he found nothing else but a curiously flat piece of stone. Holding it up in the moonlight, he saw that it was in fact a fragment of a clay tablet that had been inscribed in a strange, linear script. The edges of the piece were smooth except on one corner, where a piece had recently broken off. That edge was also caked with dried blood—so that was one mystery solved. He knew what he’d been struck with, if not by whom. He studied the strange writing. There was a name for this sort of script, but he couldn’t bring it to mind. He couldn’t read it, but he knew what it said. No, he had known what it said. He tried to remember now, but it only made his head hurt more. What he did know was that the message on it had something to do with his pilgrimage. If he could find someone who could read the message, he would know where he was going and why. 
 
    Fragment in hand, he slowly got to his feet. He leaned against a nearby boulder, shivering and fighting nausea. When his head was clear of the worst of the fog, he set out walking. 
 
      
 
   


 
  


 Part II: Pilgrims and Crusaders 
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Twenty-six                        
 
   W ind roared in Martin’s ears as he hurtled toward the vast swath of green that was the open field several kilometers west of La Couvertoirade. The field was a blur; he wore no goggles and had been advised to keep his eyes closed. He had nothing to do, no decisions to make, but even falling at a hundred miles an hour toward an empty field in France, he found it difficult to completely cede control over his fate to others. 
 
    The parachute opened on its own, and his velocity slowed with a sudden jerk. Blinking away tears, he tried to make out the green-brown water of the pond that he was falling toward but that, if all went according to plan, he would not hit—not yet, anyway. There. He was a little off-center, but they’d told him there was a margin of error of… what? Ten meters? He couldn’t remember. It didn’t matter; if he was too far off course, the… what did they call it? The Transtemporal Gateway Generator wouldn’t activate. He’d splash into the pond and try not to drown under his chute while the little pontoon boat raced out to rescue him. Then they’d drive him back to the airfield to get back on the plane and do it all over again. 
 
    That wasn’t the plan, though. As Martin understood it, if everything went as it was supposed to, the TGG would fire up, causing the five forty-meter-tall steel towers that ringed the pond to emit a field of mysterious invisible energy that would hurl Martin 875 years back in time—hopefully along with his parachute. The pond had been dug in 2018, so if the field didn’t let his parachute through, his visit to the past would likely be tragically short. He understood that there was some question regarding the matter; he weighed a bit more than Benedict, so it was possible the field would dissolve before the mass of the parachute had been absorbed. Time travel, he’d been told several times, was not an exact science. 
 
    It was the inexactness of it that necessitated the dramatic nature of this outing. There was, he’d been told, a ninety percent probability that he’d appear within 72 hours of the target date and within thirty meters of the target site. He didn’t care much about the date variance—what was a day or two when you were jumping nine centuries?—but the spatial margin of error was a matter of some concern. Materializing underground, he gathered, was to be avoided.  
 
    As he fell past the big parabolic dishes mounted on the tops of the towers, facing inward toward him, he felt a tingling in his scalp that he took for nerves. I’ve gone too far afield, he thought, and he braced himself for the shock of cold water. But then— 
 
    Darkness surrounded him, broken only by a ring of small fires far below. A gust of wind grabbed the chute, and he was pulled violently sideways. There was a shout from below, followed by several more. What the hell? 
 
    The fires were growing larger. Torches, he thought. I’ve got a welcoming committee. Something in the back of his head screamed at him that this was very wrong. Nobody knew he was here. Nobody could know he was here. The decision to send him wouldn’t even be made for 875 years! 
 
    The wind gave out, and for a moment he was falling right into the middle of the ring of torches. There had to be at least twenty of them. The smell of pitch filled his nostrils. Then another gust hit, and he was carried sideways again, to one side of the ring. He was maybe fifty feet above them now. He could make out the features of the man directly below him: bearded and burly, wearing a heavy wool cloak. The man was shouting something that might have been Old French, but Martin wasn’t in the frame of mind to decipher it. It didn’t sound like a welcome. 
 
    The wind carried him well past the circle of men. Something hit Martin hard under his right arm, tearing the skin under his tunic, and a mesh of branches gave way underneath him with a series of sharp cracks. Then he was hanging in the air, unable to see anything in the perfect blackness of night. Somewhere behind him he heard the shouts of his pursuers. Praying he wasn’t more than a few feet off the ground, he reached for the chute release and pulled. He fell. 
 
    His right knee clocked him in the chin, and for a moment he lay half-dazed on the damp ground, tasting blood and wondering if he’d bit through his tongue. He got to his feet. No broken bones, just teeth that had been rattled almost out of his head. Shouts behind him, flickering illumination in the canopy of leaves ahead. Unable to see his own feet, he plunged into the underbrush, away from the voices. He still couldn’t make out a word any of them were saying, but the tone was more witch hunt than rescue party. No good would come from being caught. 
 
    Running, however, seemed futile. The bushes were so thick that he had to claw his way forward, branches snagging his clothes and scraping his face. The shouts behind him were getting closer, and the wind carried the acrid scent of burning pitch. All he could see was a nightmarish flicker of torchlight and shadow. They would be on him soon, and his medieval adventure would come to a quick and ignoble end. Gabrielle had told him they hadn’t started burning witches yet in the twelfth century, but he wasn’t eager to put that claim to the test. If anything, the motivations of this crowd were even more suspect than those of witch-burners: these people had known he was coming, and there was no benign explanation for that.  
 
    Might as well go out fighting, though. And hell, maybe if he dug his way deep enough into the underbrush they’d pass him by. He’d lay low until they’d left and then double back toward the open field. From there, he could orient himself with the stars and head toward Richerenches.  
 
    As he continued to claw his way forward, though, the vegetation began to thin. Had he reached the end of the woods? Yes, there was clear sky ahead! Just a few more steps, and— 
 
    The ground below him disappeared. For a moment, he was falling, and then a shock of cold water enveloped him. Not the still water of the pond, though: a torrent was hurling him downstream. His foot hit bottom, and he kicked, thrusting himself to the surface. He gasped for air, his arms flailing in an effort to get his feet in front of him in case there were rocks ahead. He could see nothing but stars above an inky blackness. Somewhere behind him, the shouts of the torchbearers could still be heard, rapidly fading until they were indistinguishable from the rush of the water. 
 
    It was hard to say whether his situation had improved. The water was just above freezing, but he didn’t think he’d have time to die of hypothermia: at any moment he expected to fracture his skull against a rock. There was no hope of reaching shore; he couldn’t see anything, and had virtually no control over his course in any case. At best he could try to hit the rocks with his feet and not his head.  
 
    Eventually, though, the river seemed to slow somewhat. He still couldn’t figure out where the shore was, but he seemed to no longer be in imminent danger of a skull fracture. Hypothermia dutifully took its spot at the top of his list of worries; his fingers had gone numb and his teeth wouldn’t stop chattering. He tried to swim lateral to the current in an effort to reach shore, but he seemed to make no progress. No matter how long he swam, he remained in a black sea framed by a ring of trees discernible only by the contrast with the deep gray-purple sky. The numbness crept up his arms and his legs, and it hurt to breathe. The sky began to darken now, so that he seemed to be at the bottom of a deep well, with only a handful of stars visible above. Then even these stars faded, and he began to sink underwater. 
 
    His head was fully under when something sharp poked him under the chin, preventing him from slipping farther. Suddenly alert from the pain, he sputtered and swore, gripping awkwardly at the branch with fingers he couldn’t feel and pulling himself to the surface. He gasped for breath and then sank under again, slapping at the branch with flipper-like hands. By wrapping his arms around the branch, one after the other, he managed to pull himself along until he reached the part of the branch where it rose above the water. Continuing to drag himself along, he found himself in a shallow area where the current barely moved. He crawled to the shore and collapsed. 
 
     Sometime later he came to, shivering uncontrollably. His fingers were stiff, but he could feel them. He got slowly, uneasily to his feet. He was enveloped in darkness. A few stars peeked through a thick canopy of leaves overhead. He heard only the rush of the river. Straining, he couldn’t be certain he didn’t hear distant shouts, but there was no sign of the torches. He chalked it up to his imagination. 
 
    He hadn’t a clue where he was. The river was, he assumed, a tributary of the Tarn, but that was all he knew. He had a small paper map in his pocket, but it was useless without light—assuming it hadn’t been ruined by the river. Feeling inside his coat, he was relieved to find that he still had the rest of his supplies, such as they were: a small flint and steel, a knife, a tiny packet of water purification tablets, a little jar of antibiotic cream, and two rolls of coins. His personal effects had been subject to limits of both weight and technological appropriateness: other than the parachute, which had been unavoidably anachronistic, all of these things had been designed to look like items from the twelfth century—and the parachute had been constructed of silk and other pre-industrial fabrics. The idea of the parachute was at least as old as Leonardo da Vinci and probably older, so while the mob might wonder where Martin had fallen from, it would be unlikely to spur any kind of technological revolution simply by existing.  
 
    Martin considered his options. Theoretically he could make a fire, but that was risky if the torchbearers were still out there. On the other hand, he wouldn’t get far in the dark, and he wasn’t sure if he’d survive until morning if he didn’t get moving. At the very least, he needed to get to higher ground, away from the rush of the river, where he might have a chance of seeing or hearing his pursuers. He scrambled up the muddy bank, alternately shoving aside vegetation or grasping at branches to pull himself along. After a good half hour of struggling, he seemed to reach something like a crest. His cold clothes still clung damply to him, but the exertion helped keep away the chill. 
 
    Somewhere within a few miles was the village of La Couvertoirade, where he had hoped to spend his first night in the Middle Ages, but if the welcoming committee was local, the village was probably not a safe place to be. But then what? Try to find another settlement nearby? There was no way he’d make it a hundred miles to Richerenches. At the very least, he needed to buy some food. He was already ravenously hungry; he’d been on a diet for the past three days to get under the weight limit for the jump. 
 
    What he really needed was information. He needed to talk to Gabrielle and find out what the hell was going on. Who were the guys with the torches, and how the hell did they know he was coming? There was no other explanation, no reason for a bunch of people to be miles from the nearest village in the middle of the night. They’d been precisely where he’d been expected to land—and would have landed, if it weren’t for the wind. Someone had known he was going to be sent back and had somehow warned these people to watch for him. GRAIL had been compromised. 
 
    But he had no easy way of contacting Gabrielle. They’d had some success exchanging simple messages during the five days they’d had to practice, but this had required Martin to be in a deep sleep—something that he was unlikely to achieve while trying to avoid freezing to death in the woods—and he knew that communicating across time vastly complicated the process. In their experiments, Gabrielle had always initiated contact: she’d intruded on his dreams, asking him simple questions that he had been lucid enough to answer about half the time.  
 
    Even if he could contact Gabrielle, he wasn’t sure he’d be able to reliably communicate twenty men with torches were waiting for me, what the hell do I do now? And if Gabrielle were part of the plot against him? No, that was too terrible a thought even to consider. He might as well have bashed his head against the rocks if that were the case. She was his only way out of this. 
 
    He wondered if Gabrielle had any idea what had happened. She was ostensibly maintaining a constant telepathic link with him, but she was largely dependent on him actively transmitting information about his situation. They’d hope he wouldn’t need to communicate at all except to let Gabrielle know when he was ready to return. Even if he could get through to Gabrielle, and GRAIL decided his situation warranted an emergency extraction, he would still be stuck here for a few days. In any case, he wasn’t sure how he felt about trusting them to bring him back now that he knew someone inside GRAIL was working against him. It was time to face facts: he was stranded, alone in the twelfth century, with no friends or allies—and an angry mob out to get him. 
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Twenty-seven      
 
   M artin spent the rest of the night huddled against the trunk of a tree on a low ridge overlooking the river. He guessed he’d been there about four hours when the sky began to lighten. He’d slept for maybe an hour in total, shivering until he was warm enough to fall asleep and then waking a few minutes later to restart the cycle. Dawn didn’t seem to bring much warmth, but his clothes were now mostly dry. He was exhausted, but he’d made it through the night without succumbing to hypothermia. When he could see well enough to walk, he forced himself to his feet and began making his way through the trees. He had no goal in mind other than getting warm enough to think straight; he supposed that as long as he could hear the river, he wouldn’t get any more lost than he already was. 
 
    He followed the ridgeline as best he could, taking the path of least resistance through the trees. As the sky continued to lighten, he saw that he was on a sort of path. The sun was to his left, across the river, which was about fifty yards across at this point. That meant he was heading roughly south. Richerenches was northeast, but he’d never get there cutting cross-country anyway. He needed to find a road or settlement, and south was as good a direction as any. His best guess was that La Couvertoirade was still a few miles to his east, but he was probably better off avoiding any settlements in the immediate vicinity. The farther he could go before seeking help, the better his chances of avoiding the welcoming committee. 
 
    As he walked, he took stock of his situation. If he needed to, he could go a few days without food. Water wasn’t a problem; without a container of some sort using the purification tablets was going to be difficult, but he supposed the river water was clean enough to drink. Shelter would be a challenge, but he remembered enough from his Boy Scout days to make a lean-to, and a bed of leaves would be plenty warm as long as he could stay dry.  
 
    He was under no illusions about his ability to procure food in the woods. He could identify a few edible roots and berries, but he’d probably burn more calories foraging than he’d get from eating them. He’d tried spearfishing and making rabbit traps when he was in the Scouts, and he was confident he could find less frustrating ways of starving to death. No, his salvation lay in the two rolls of coins sewed into his coat. The one on the left comprised replicas of twenty Frankish deniers minted in Tours, made of silver. The one on the right comprised twenty gold coins modeled after those minted in Byzantium a century or so earlier. Gold coins were uncommon in twelfth century France; the idea was for Martin to live on the deniers until he found a jeweler or merchant willing to give him silver for the gold. Theoretically, he had enough money to live well for several months. 
 
    Silver and gold did him no good, though, unless he could find a place to spend it. The map, wrapped in wax paper along with the bogus letters from the Pope and the Bishop of Moray, had survived drenching, but it was no help. The map covered an area of 200 kilometers on a side and was marked with possible locations of medieval roads and settlements. The Tarn had several tributaries, and even if he could pinpoint his location, he wouldn’t know for sure what he’d find at any of the marked locations. The markings were based on imprecise dating, and settlements had come and gone as the regional population grew or shrank over the course of centuries. A bustling pre-Roman village might be a ghost town in 1147 AD. It would be better, he thought, to travel south for at least a day before making contact with any locals, but he wasn’t sure he had that luxury. If he came across a habitation before sundown, he would probably have to risk running into someone from the mob. 
 
    It turned out, though, that he had no choice in the matter: the sun sank below the trees and still he had seen no sign of human habitation. He wondered if perhaps he should have gone the opposite direction along the river, but it was too late now to change his mind. He’d waste another day getting back to where he’d been in the morning. He was exhausted and trembling with hunger, but the air was now pleasantly warm. There was no sign of rain, so he supposed a lean-to was unnecessary. When it began to get dark, he’d rake up a pile of leaves and go to sleep. 
 
    As he began looking around for a good place to lie down, though, he caught a faint but definite scent of smoke. Smoke almost certainly meant human beings, and it likely meant food. The wind was from the south, so the source was probably farther down the trail. There was a good chance he was nearing the camp of the welcoming committee, but he would have to risk it. If they were nearby, it was better to know. 
 
    He spent another half-hour following the trail along the river, roughly in the direction of southeast. The scent of smoke persisted but didn’t seem to be growing stronger, and he saw no sign of humanity. The light was getting dim; he wouldn’t be able to continue much longer. He’d started to think he’d made a mistake in following the smoke when he saw, some distance off the trail, the distant flicker of a flame. 
 
    Continuing another hundred yards or so on the trail, he tried to determine if it branched away from the river toward the camp, but he couldn’t identify any ingress. In fact, it was getting harder and harder to identify the trail at all. He was going to have to make his way through the trees and hope that the occupants of the camp were making enough noise to cover his approach. 
 
    He picked his way through the vegetation, doing his best to move quietly and avoid the thickest underbrush. Soon he could hear the crackling of the fire, but still there was no sound of human activity. If this was the mob’s camp, they were either away or being extremely quiet. Creeping closer, he concluded that the camp was vacant—and likely was that of only a single person or small group. The fire was small, and except for a pack leaning against a tree, there was no sign of occupation. 
 
    Martin’s relief was cut short by a stern voice from behind him. He turned, startled, and saw the figure of a man perhaps twenty feet away. The man’s features were obscured by shadow, but he looked to be at least Martin’s size. How he’d gotten so close without Martin hearing he couldn’t say; either the man moved very quietly or he had been hiding in the bushes. In his right hand he carried a heavy wooden cudgel.  
 
    The man spoke again, in a commanding tone. Martin didn’t understand a word. He responded, in his best Old French, “I’m sorry. I don’t understand.” 
 
    The man stared at him for a moment, then motioned with the cudgel. He seemed to be directing Martin toward the fire. Martin nodded and turned, instinctively raising his hands in a display of harmlessness. He was out of his element here, and he didn’t know if this man was alone. Even if he were, Martin doubted very much he’d be able to handle a cudgel-wielding villein, armed only with a tiny stainless-steel knife. If this man wanted him dead, he was not long for this world.  
 
    Martin stumbled into the little clearing, with the man right behind him. He stepped around the fire, lowering his hands and turning to face the man. Martin saw now that the man was young, maybe twenty years old. He looked healthy, if filthy and a bit thin. He held the cudgel warily, but not, it seemed to Martin, in an overtly threatening manner. The man spoke again, and again Martin didn’t catch a word. He shrugged, shook his head, and said again, more slowly, “I’m sorry. I don’t understand.” 
 
    “Where… are… you… from?” asked the man, the words finally penetrating Martin’s mental fog. Over the previous week he hadn’t so much learned Old French as had it stuffed into his brain, the way a teenager might clean his room by throwing a hundred articles of clothing strewn across the floor into the closet and then slamming the door. The words were all there, but trying to locate the one he needed was nigh impossible. He’d gone through a year’s worth of language instruction in three days, being given memory-enhancing drugs that triggered his brain’s survival mechanisms, essentially fooling it into treating a dead language with the importance it usually reserved for processing life-threatening events. He had joked to Cynthia that Old French conjugation was giving him PTSD, but he surmised from her reaction that it wouldn’t be the first time this had happened. Post-traumatic stress disorder was, after all, merely an exaggerated survival response. 
 
    In any case, he was confident that somewhere deep inside his brain, under a layer of old socks and dirty underwear, was a comprehensive lexicon of this cudgel-wielding troglodyte’s language, but at present that knowledge did him about as much good as his purely academic ability to spear a trout with a sharp stick.  
 
    “I… am… from… Scotland,” said Martin, thinking he must sound like he was trying to qualify in the Village Idiot finals. 
 
    The man burst out laughing so hard that he doubled over, dropping his cudgel. Martin smiled weakly, gratified that his survival instincts were producing salutary results, if not quite in the way he’d intended. When at last he stopped laughing, the man spoke again, shaking his head. Martin made out only the words non and Escoce. It seemed that his cover story was failing him already. 
 
    “I’m a knight from Scotland,” Martin tried again, irrationally hoping that more specificity would help his case. “I need to reach the Knights Templar at Richerenches.” 
 
    More laughter, though not quite as raucous. The man spoke another sentence, replete with nons. “Si tu es chevalier, je suis la reine de France.” He grabbed his pack and took a seat on a small boulder next to the fire, motioning for Martin to do the same. Looking around in the dim light, Martin saw a fallen log not far away. He managed to drag it in front of the fire. By the time he’d taken a seat, breathing hard from the exertion, he saw that the man had produced some kind of roasted meat from his pack. Martin salivated at the sight. The man tossed him a portion, then took a swig from a leather waterskin. He tossed this to Martin as well. Martin thanked him and drank deeply of the water, then tore into the meat. It was dry, gamey, and insufficiently salted, but it sated his hunger. He wasn’t sure what it was; he thought it might be rabbit. 
 
    The man tore into his own portion. In between bites, he pointed to his chest and said, “I am Pepin.” 
 
    “I am Martin,” Martin replied. 
 
    Pepin nodded, evidently accepting the veracity of this statement. He asked another question that Martin took to mean something like No, seriously, who are you and where are you from? 
 
    Martin considered the question. He knew nothing about this man. It was possible he’d been in the mob at the entry point, or that he was part of some greater conspiracy against GRAIL’s mission. Having no reference point, no way of knowing who was plotting against him or how they had known about his arrival, he could only trust his gut. His gut told him that something wasn’t quite right about Pepin, but he was reasonably certain he wasn’t part of any grand conspiracy. Pepin’s perplexity about Martin was genuine: he knew Martin was no Scottish knight, but he obviously also knew Martin was no ordinary Frankish peasant. 
 
    “I’m from America,” Martin said. 
 
    Pepin’s eyebrows furrowed. He asked a question. 
 
    “It’s a country very far away.” 
 
    Pepin spoke again. Martin caught the word Escoce. 
 
    Martin pieced together a reply from the fragments of language in his head. “I say… that I’m from Scotland… because no one here… knows America.” 
 
    Pepin nodded, not entirely convinced, but willing to let the matter rest. Now came the difficult part. Martin lacked the facility with Old French to equivocate about his mission. He either needed to be as forthright as possible or commit to a simple and convincing cover story. But what story? He’d only come equipped to play a single role, and Pepin had already seen through it.  
 
    Martin said, “There is… a group like the Templars… in my country. The group… sends me here… for help… from Templars in Richerenches.” 
 
    Pepin considered this, then asked another question. After getting him to repeat it twice, Martin gathered that he was asking what sort of help he expected from the Templars. 
 
    “I look for Godfrey of Saint-Omer,” said Martin. “I can talk only to him.” 
 
    Pepin nodded, regarding Martin. He asked another question, which Martin couldn’t decipher. He guessed from Pepin’s gestures that he was asking how Martin ended up in the woods alone. 
 
    “I was attacked,” Martin said. “My… camp. Up… river. Lost horse. I run here.”  
 
    Pepin regarded him dubiously and posed another question. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Martin said. “Large group of men. Attack me. Take horse and things… at camp.” 
 
    Pepin shrugged, seeming to lose interest.  
 
    “I can sleep here?” Martin asked. He figured if Pepin was going to kill him, he’d have done it already. He was probably safer here than by himself. Besides, it was too dark to find another place to make camp. 
 
    Pepin shrugged again. 
 
    “Thank you for food. I go to Richerenches tomorrow.” 
 
    Pepin thought for a moment, then said something Martin didn’t understand. After several repetitions and rephrasings, he realized Pepin was telling him not to go to Richerenches. Martin asked why, and Pepin told him the Templars would not be there, because they had all left. 
 
    “Where do they go?” Martin asked. 
 
    “Lisbonne.” 
 
    Martin grimaced. He’d been told of this possibility. The Siege of Lisbon was already underway. Men from all over Christendom had converged there to try to take the city back from the Moors. It was unknown whether any Templars had taken part in the siege, but it was an eventuality GRAIL had been aware of. If Martin learned Godfrey was at Lisbon, he was supposed to make contact with Gabrielle and await further instruction. 
 
    “How do you know?” Martin asked. 
 
    Pepin shrugged and muttered something Martin didn’t understand. After a moment, he tapped his chest and then pointed toward the south. Again he said the word Lisbonne. 
 
    “You go to Lisbon?” 
 
    Pepin nodded. 
 
    Martin considered this. Did Pepin really intend to cross the Pyrenees and the Iberian Peninsula on foot, by himself? That sounded like it would be a risky, exhausting, and time-consuming endeavor even if most of what was later called Spain weren’t currently held by the Moors. Martin’s memory of the history and geography of the region was fuzzy; he supposed one could get to Portugal by traversing the various independent kingdoms north of the Moorish territory. But he’d never make it in time: it was October 14th, and the siege would end on the 25th. Traveling by sea would have to be much faster, though: La Couvertoirade was only about twenty-five miles from the Mediterranean.  
 
    “Is it better to go by boat?” he asked. 
 
    Pepin considered this for a moment, then asked Martin a question. Martin caught only the word deniers. 
 
    “I have money, yes,” said Martin. He regarded Pepin, wondering if the man would lunge across the fire and pin Martin to the ground to take the money hidden in his coat. But Pepin simply stared into the fire, rubbing his chin. He made a pronouncement, and Martin caught the name Narbonne, which he recognized as the name of a port on the Mediterranean coast. Then Pepin got to his feet, walked a few paces to where he’d made a bed out of leaves, and lay down. In a few minutes he was snoring. 
 
    Martin gathered that Pepin saw the wisdom in traveling to Lisbon by sea. For his part, Martin wasn’t certain whether he wanted to commit to traveling to Lisbon at all, but it would be safer to travel with Pepin at least until they reached Narbonne. There they could find lodging and possibly contact Gabrielle. 
 
    Suddenly exhausted once again, Martin stood and did his best to scrape together a bed for himself in the dim, flickering firelight. He lay down and fell asleep. 
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Twenty-eight         
 
    He runs down a sterile white hallway, having arrived in time but knowing he is somehow too late. His legs are heavy, and the hallway seems impossibly long. A woman stands in his way, trying to stop him, but he pushes past her. She calls after him: Martin! Stop! He realizes he knows the woman, but he cannot take the time to stop. At last he reaches the door, throws it open. Then: he stands before an empty hospital bed, a blur of people around him. Indistinct voices weighted with concern and recriminations. He doesn’t understand. He arrived in time. He could have stopped it. But the bed is empty nevertheless. Later, in the hallway: Dana, tears in her eyes, screaming at him. Her words are still in his ears when he awakes: Why weren’t you here? Why weren’t you here? 
 
      
 
    
     “A 
 
   
 
    ny contact with Martin yet?” asked Ian from across the conference table. 
 
    “Nothing definite, but the link is active,” Gabrielle replied. 
 
    “So he’s alive,” said Paulo. 
 
    “He was alive,” corrected Gabrielle. “With slippage, I can’t be certain of his status at the nominally synchronized date. All I know is that he survived the jump. I did receive some impressions last night suggesting REM sleep, but I couldn’t establish contact.” 
 
    “Is he resisting you?” asked Ian. 
 
    Gabrielle shrugged. “Maybe. I’m sure his guard is up. Yours would be too if you were alone 875 years in the past. All we can do is wait.” 
 
    “Actually,” said Paulo, “there is more we can do.” 
 
    “Oh?” asked Gabrielle. 
 
    “Paulo thinks he has a lead on the Codex,” said Ian. “In 2023, that is.” 
 
    “Sonya has identified Hans Kammler’s contact in Cairo,” said Paulo. “Abdul Rashwan. He died in 1994, but he has a son, Darius, who works for the Ministry of Tourism and Antiquities. Both were members of the Young Egypt Party, which was friendly with the Nazis during the war, so it’s likely Darius knew about his father’s dealings with Kammler.” 
 
    “It’s thin,” said Ian, “but Darius may have information that could lead us to the Codex.” 
 
    “Why would he help us?” Gabrielle asked. 
 
    “Darius Rashwan has been trying for years to get several Second Dynasty artifacts back from the British Museum. We have contacts with the museum who can expedite—or delay—that process.” 
 
    “I’m leaving for Cairo tomorrow morning,” said Paulo. 
 
    “Good,” said Gabrielle. “I’m going with you.” 
 
    “We need you here,” said Ian. 
 
    “Why? The link with Martin won’t work any better in France than in Egypt. If I’m going to be involved in this, I might as well do what I can to help. I know my way around Cairo, and my Arabic is better than Paulo’s.” 
 
    “It’s not a good idea,” said Paulo. “We can’t risk anything happening to Gabrielle.” 
 
    “I don’t recall asking for your permission, Paulo.” 
 
    “Gabrielle,” Ian started. “I understand that this is personal for you, but Paulo is right. You’re the linchpin for this operation.” 
 
    “My personal life is none of your concern,” said Gabrielle. “As you say, I’m the linchpin. Without me, there is no Parzival. And I’m telling you that if Paulo is going to Cairo, I’m going with him.” 
 
    Ian looked helplessly at Paulo, who sighed and shook his head.  
 
    “Fine,” said Ian. “But stay out of trouble. If anything happens to you, Parzival is over. And Martin is stuck in the Middle Ages.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Twenty-nine              
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    epin roused Martin at dawn. They broke camp and began their journey southward. The sky was clear, and the day promised to be pleasant and warm. Martin confirmed that they were indeed headed to Narbonne; Pepin seemed to think it would take two days to get there. Pepin’s knowledge of the region was all second- or third-hand, but it was more than Martin knew. Martin’s best guess was that it would take a week to reach Lisbon from Narbonne, but there was no telling how long it would take to hire a ship to take them there. Nor did they know how long Godfrey of Saint-Omer would be in Lisbon—assuming he was there at all.  
 
    The date of Godfrey’s death was uncertain; GRAIL had found a document indicating he was alive and at Richerenches in 1145, but they did not know for certain he was still alive in 1147. By now he would be close to seventy years old. Assuming he was still alive, he may very well have stayed behind in Richerenches due to his age. And if he had gone with the other Templars to Lisbon, there was no telling how long he would remain there. He might decide to stay there indefinitely or return to Richerenches within days after the end of the siege. Or he might return to Jerusalem or end up somewhere else completely. Their best chance to reach him, Martin figured, was to get to Lisbon as quickly as possible. 
 
    It was not lost on Martin that while Pepin had thoroughly interrogated him, Martin still knew very little about Pepin. Pepin claimed to have been on a pilgrimage to the Holy Land when he heard that men from all over Christendom were gathering to retake Lisbon from the Moors.  Although he seemed to have no combat experience, Pepin hoped to make himself useful enough at Lisbon to earn some sort of employment in the city after the Saracens had been defeated. More than this, the young man wouldn’t say. Every time Martin asked where he was from or why he was traveling alone, Pepin would feign incomprehension. Even so, Martin found himself enjoying the young man’s company. He had always had good instincts about people—and if Gabrielle and the others were to be believed, this was a matter of more than simple intuition. He was going to have to put this notion to the test; being unfamiliar with the language and culture, he wasn’t going to be able to rely on ordinary social cues. His instincts told him that Pepin was running from something or someone—but they also told him that Pepin meant him no harm. 
 
    Once Martin gave up on learning anything substantive about Pepin or his past, the young man became much more talkative. Martin only understood about half of what he was saying, but as the hours passed, he found that decoding Pepin’s speech required less effort. In a roundabout way, he learned some things about the young man.  
 
    Pepin hailed from a town several days’ journey to the northwest and had left in a hurry, taking little more than the clothes he was wearing. He’d survived thus far by trapping rabbits and foraging for roots, berries and mushrooms. He was skilled enough at trapping that he was confident he could feed himself at least through autumn, but he was worried about winter. He knew something about animals, particularly horses, as well as ironworking, which led Martin to suspect he’d been a farrier or blacksmith. 
 
    Pepin also probed for more information from Martin, but Martin sensed that his intention wasn’t so much to uncover Martin’s secrets as to ascertain whether Pepin could be of use in corroborating his cover story—presumably in exchange for some of the coins hidden in Martin’s coat. Martin was not eager to travel to Lisbon, and he certainly wasn’t going to commit to the voyage without getting some confirmation of the necessity of it from Gabrielle, but it seemed wise to go along with Pepin’s plan for the time being. 
 
    “Can you fight?” Pepin asked. 
 
    “No,” Martin replied. It seemed the safe answer. He’d spent an afternoon at La Couvertoirade with a broadsword in his hand, sparring with a trainer, but he had no illusions about his ability to handle himself in a serious fight. Martin took Pepin’s response to mean something like, “Well, we will have to do something about that.” 
 
    A few minutes later, they arrived at a small glade. Pepin stopped and turned to Martin. “How much money do you have?” he asked. After a moment’s hesitation, Martin told him. Pepin’s eyes widened. He nodded, rubbing his chin. “We can camp here tonight.” Martin was surprised, as it was only late afternoon, but he didn’t complain. Pepin asked a question that Martin didn’t understand. He pantomimed slicing at his palm. 
 
    “My knife?” Martin asked. Pepin nodded. Martin pulled the little leather sheath from his coat and handed it to Pepin. Pepin pulled the knife from the sheath and whistled, apparently impressed with the workmanship. The knife had been fabricated at La Couvertoirade using mostly traditional methods, but of a material Pepin had probably never seen: stainless steel. Too brittle for a proper sword, stainless steel was superior to medieval steel only in its ability to resist corrosion. 
 
    Pepin asked another question, and Martin caught the word fire. Getting Pepin’s meaning, Martin produced his flint and steel. Pepin nodded, pointing to the tools and then to Martin. Pepin said something else that Martin didn’t catch and then walked off with Martin’s knife. 
 
    Martin shrugged and set about making a fire. He’d practiced a bit with the flint and steel at Couvertoirade, and there was plenty of dry kindling nearby, so he had a respectable fire going in less than an hour. By that time, Pepin had carved two saplings into reasonable facsimiles of swords. They ate the last of the roasted rabbit and then sparred in the glade until sundown. Despite having no formal training, Pepin appeared to have picked up some familiarity with sword fighting. His knowledge seemed more style than substance, consisting mostly of stances and etiquette, but that suited Martin fine: the way he saw it, the more it looked like he could fight, the less likely he’d actually have to do it.   
 
    As they sat by the fire, Pepin continued to talk, posing questions and then answering them before Martin could decipher his meaning. The outlines of a plan seemed to be forming in Pepin’s mind: at their first opportunity, they would buy horses and proper clothing and accoutrements for a knight and his squire. This, he theorized, would go a long way toward giving Martin’s story an air of believability. Pepin claimed to have met many knights in the course of his business as a farrier’s apprentice (he’d let his occupation slip earlier in the day), including a few from Scotland, which explained his initial incredulity.  
 
    Besides Martin’s simple clothing, his lack of facility with French was a dead giveaway. Even a knight from Scotland—particularly one who had traveled this far into France—would have a working familiarity with the language of nobility throughout Christendom. His accent was wrong too, but Pepin thought that less of a problem. There were so many widely varying accents and dialects throughout England and Scotland that no one was likely to make an issue of it—unless they ran into someone from Scotland. Pepin thought the chances of this were low, however, at least this far from Lisbon. Once they arrived at the city, though, they would likely meet knights, higher-ranking nobles, and their support personnel, as well as foot soldiers, from all over France, England, and other western lands. Pepin seemed to think the most likely problem would be Englishmen, who might try to speak to Martin in their native tongue. Martin confessed he could understand almost no English; what was called English in this time was closer to German than to the language Martin knew. Pepin’s plan was to teach Martin enough French that if they encountered any Englishmen, he could cover his inability to understand their language by claiming he found their dialect incomprehensible and insisting on speaking French, which was, after all, the language of the nobility. 
 
    It still was unclear to Martin what Pepin hoped to gain by this ruse. Martin’s best guess was that Pepin was wanted by the authorities for some crime, and he was seeking absolution—or at least a fresh start—in the fight against the Moors. The two had come to a somewhat uneasy understanding about each other’s respective reticence: each saw the necessity of trusting the other to some extent, but neither was entirely candid, and neither pressed the matter. It was a conspiracy of convenience. 
 
     Late the next day they at last reached the bustling port of Narbonne. Passing the small farms and cottages north of the city, it began to dawn on Martin for the first time that he really was stuck 875 years in the past. There were no telephone poles or electrical wires, no cell towers, no billboards or route markers, no condensation trails from airplanes, no tractors, and of course no motorized vehicles of any kind. Prior to approaching Narbonne, some part of him still believed that he was in a sort of amusement park—that he would soon reach Civilization with a capital C, where he could catch a taxi to a four-star hotel, take a long, hot shower, get a cheeseburger for dinner and then sleep for ten hours in a queen-sized bed with 400-threadcount sheets. But Narbonne remained defiantly medieval, a microcosm of the world-sized prison which would likely be Martin’s home for the next several weeks. 
 
     He guessed that the city housed at least ten thousand people, and the ruins they passed on the way to the city proper suggested it had once been much larger. Martin tried asking Pepin about the ruins, but the young man just shrugged and said something about Romans. To Pepin, the Romans were an almost mythic race who had once ruled the entire world and then mysteriously vanished centuries before Pepin was born. He knew almost nothing about these people, but any very old or abandoned structures were assumed to be remnants of Roman civilization. Pepin didn’t seem to understand that his own language was a corrupted version of the tongue once spoken by the Romans, and it was unclear whether he understood the connection between “the Romans” and the Christian Church centered in Rome. He took the latter very seriously, though: Martin gathered from some of his comments that Pope Eugene III’s proclamation of the remission of sins for those taking part in the holy struggle against the Muslims was much of the reason Pepin had set out for Lisbon. 
 
    Pepin urged Martin to be wary of conversing too much with the townspeople. They would be suspicious of strangers, and Martin was not yet proficient enough either in speaking French or various matters of etiquette to pass for a knight. Pepin was impressed when Martin told him he knew how to read, but this skill was unlikely to be needed. In any case, it occurred to Martin later that he wasn’t entirely certain he could read Old French, at least not without a lot of time and effort. Deciphering the written word was an entirely different skill than decoding spoken language, and lettering styles and spelling hadn’t yet been standardized. Add the variety of idioms and general foreignness of the culture to the mix, and Martin might find himself functionally illiterate. 
 
    At one point Martin had suggested—only half in jest—that he should play the role of squire and let Pepin be the knight. But Pepin assured him this wouldn’t do: besides the matter of their respective ages, Pepin was clearly the member of the duo more accustomed to physical labor. He had the lean, ropey arms of a blacksmith, and his hands were scarred and calloused. He also insisted, despite Martin’s lack of facility with the language, that Martin “talked like a nobleman.” Martin wasn’t entirely certain this was meant as a compliment. 
 
    They found an inn on the main street into town, where Pepin was able to secure a dinner of beef stew and lodging for the night for ten of Martin’s deniers. The innkeeper’s wife even brought up a pot of hot water for bathing. Martin had his first good night’s sleep since his arrival, but he awoke the next morning with no memory of any contact with Gabrielle. He supposed that if Gabrielle had tried to reach him, he’d been too exhausted to respond. The alternatives—that something had happened to Gabrielle, or that the link had been severed—were better left unconsidered. 
 
    Pepin insisted that before they inquire about securing passage on a ship to Lisbon, they should buy some better clothes. Pepin’s clothes were of crude make, well-worn and dirty, and while Martin’s were of good quality and still in decent shape, they were too simple for a knight. Martin had suggested dropping the façade, thinking it was better to claim to be a couple of commoner adventurers, but Pepin insisted. After all, he said, there would be many thousands of men at Lisbon. if Martin really wanted to talk to an important Templar, it wouldn’t do to approach him as a commoner. Martin couldn’t argue with this, although he was certain Pepin’s motive for maintaining the ruse had more to do with concealing his own identity. 
 
    After a morning spent haggling with weavers and tailors, they had purchased clothing Pepin considered appropriately fine but not ostentatious. The tailor, an amiable old Jew, was more than willing to accept gold as payment, as well as to provide them additional change in deniers, though at an exchange rate Martin suspected bordered on larceny. Martin’s tunic and pants required alterations, which the tailor promised would be complete by the next morning. Martin wanted to spend the rest of the day exploring the city, but Pepin insisted that they were to be seen as little as possible until he’d donned his knightly raiment. So they spent the afternoon and evening improving Martin’s French while sampling every sort of food and drink the innkeeper’s wife could either make or buy. They were burning through Martin’s money at a good clip, but he was still a good ten pounds lighter than he’d been when he arrived at La Couvertoirade. Besides, he didn’t really expect to be in the Middle Ages much longer—although he went along with Pepin’s plan, he suspected that GRAIL would want to bring him back to 2023 as soon as he could tell them how wrong everything had gone.  
 
    But he awoke again the next morning with no memory of any contact with Gabrielle. Just vague impressions of the same nightmare he’d been having since even before he met Paulo and Gabrielle in Santa Clara. He hadn’t had this problem at La Couvertoirade, but he’d been in a better frame of mind at the time. More precisely, he’d been in denial: he hadn’t really believed he was going to travel 875 years back in time until he was ten thousand feet over an open field in southern France—and even then, he’d had doubts. Now that he’d done it, he feared he’d never get back. It was this worry that was plaguing his dreams and probably preventing him from communicating with Gabrielle.  
 
    She had warned him that it might take a few days to establish contact, and that his mental state would be a factor. Somehow he had to learn to relax, but that was easier said than done. Being cooped up at the inn, practicing French and chivalric customs with Pepin under the suspicious eyes of the innkeeper and his wife, was not a recipe for relaxation, but walking around town posed its own dangers. It didn’t help that he wouldn’t allow himself more than a few sips of wine: Gabrielle had told him any sort of psychoactive drug—including alcohol—would make telepathic contact more difficult. 
 
    Martin sulked at a table in the inn much of that afternoon, drinking weak ale and murmuring conversations with himself in Old French, Pepin having left to look into transport to Portugal. He returned after a few hours with good news: in two days, a ship would be leaving for Lisbon, and Pepin had managed to secure passage for them. Several knights and their retainers had arrived in the city over the past three weeks, mostly from Burgundy, Aquitaine and Toulouse, and had already contracted with a local shipowner. Pepin assured him it was very unlikely there were any Scots or Englishmen with the group. He’d also collected Martin’s altered clothing, which fit well. Pepin assured him he was the very image of an intrepid Scottish knight-errant, and Martin couldn’t deny that looking the part improved his mood. They still lacked horses, swords and armor, but they’d be unlikely to walk around town wearing weapons and armor in any case, and their horses would be stabled. 
 
    That evening, they ventured a tour of the city, with Pepin doing most of the talking and Martin adopting a manner of aloofness to avoid conversing with the locals. Anytime they met someone on the street, Pepin would make introductions, and Martin would give a pained smile and a nod. If anyone tried to address him directly, he would shrug and look to Pepin, as if it were beneath him to respond. He felt like a heel, but it worked surprisingly well, at least with the commoners. No one saw anything amiss with a knight who didn’t want to hobnob with the hoi-polloi. The other knights had all congregated in another inn closer to the wharf, so they were easy to avoid for the time being. 
 
    Over the next two days, as Martin became more familiar with the locals and his facility with the language improved, he grew gradually bolder, occasionally venturing to make conversation with townspeople. Having by now been informed of his status, they were polite and even solicitous toward him. He supposed they thought him odd, but it was—he hoped—the oddness of an eccentric knight-errant from a faraway land, not that of an obvious fraud. When he wasn’t running interference for Martin, Pepin was procuring supplies from merchants and craftsmen in town. Martin was stunned when he returned from one of these outings with a coat of mail and two broadswords, along with scabbards. The scabbards were of crude leather make, but Pepin said the swords were of decent quality. He’d spent a gold coin for each of them, but he insisted it was worth it to look the part, and Martin had to admit that wearing the mail and sword made him feel a lot more like a knight. 
 
    Unfortunately, as his confidence in the ruse grew, so did his trepidation about the voyage. It had been easy enough to go along with Pepin and his plan, but the moment was fast approaching that he would have to make a decision. If Pepin were wrong—or lying—about Godfrey and the other Templars being at Lisbon, he’d be doomed to spend a week traveling in the wrong direction. And he’d most likely remain out of contact with Gabrielle for that time: he’d never cared much for boats, and he doubted he’d sleep well enough for telepathic contact. But if Pepin were right and he stayed in Narbonne, he may have missed his one chance to meet Godfrey. It could be weeks before another ship departed for Lisbon, and by then the siege would be over.  
 
    Martin could only hope that he’d succeed during his last night in Narbonne. But as the day of the ship’s departure dawned, he woke again only with foggy memories of nightmares. Pepin excitedly roused him, asking if he was ready for the next leg of their adventure. Not sure how to get out of the promise he’d made to Pepin, he said yes. He was going to Lisbon. 
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Thirty      
 
   D arius Rashwan had a penthouse on top of a recently constructed high-rise near the middle of Cairo, overlooking the Nile. Paulo, representing himself as a dealer in antiquities, had arranged to meet him there at 6pm on the day they arrived. After an early dinner in the city, Paulo and Gabrielle took a taxi to the building. They checked in with the security guard in the lobby and then took the elevator to Rashwan’s apartment, which occupied the entire 44th floor. Paulo pressed the doorbell and they waited for a few minutes in front of a pair of heavy oak doors flanked by faux stone pillars. When there was no response, he pressed the button again, and then pounded on the doors. 
 
    Eventually one of the doors opened a crack, and the face of a sharply dressed, elderly servant with white hair appeared. “I’m sorry,” he said. “Mr. Rashwan is not feeling well.” 
 
    Paulo looked at Gabrielle, who shook her head. Paulo put his shoulder against the door and heaved, throwing the door open and nearly knocking the old man to the floor. 
 
    “Wait!” cried the man, staring wild-eyed at Paulo. “You can’t—!” 
 
    “Where is he?” Paulo demanded. He strode onto the parquet floor of the foyer. Three arched doorways led out of the room. 
 
    The servant just stared, holding up his hands in a vain attempt to stop Paulo.  
 
    “That way,” said Gabrielle, pointing to the doorway on the right. Paulo brushed past the old man, and Gabrielle followed. They went down a hallway. “Last door on the right,” said Gabrielle. Paulo went to the door, and tried the knob. It was unlocked. He opened the door and went inside. Gabrielle followed, finding herself in a large corner bedroom. Against the far wall was an antique four-post bed. A man lay unmoving on top of the covers. He wore pants and socks, but no shirt. His eyes were open. 
 
    Gabrielle rushed past Paulo to the man’s bedside and felt his carotid artery for a pulse. She was only going through the motions, though; she’d felt him slip away moments earlier. She closed the dead man’s eyes and stood, regarding Paulo grimly. 
 
    “Damn it!” Paulo growled.  
 
    “It’s him?” Gabrielle asked. She’d only seen an old picture of Darius Rashwan and couldn’t be certain. She hadn’t had time to read anything more than a few fleeting thoughts. 
 
    “It’s him,” Paulo said. 
 
    “No, no, no!” cried the servant, entering the room. Gabrielle stepped aside and let him attend to Rashwan. “What happened? He was sick!” 
 
    “He was poisoned,” said Gabrielle, her eyes falling on a half-empty teacup on a nightstand next to the bed. 
 
    “What? No! Impossible!” He stroked the dead man’s forehead as if trying to gently wake him. 
 
    “What happened?” Paulo asked, walking to the nightstand. 
 
    “He fell ill, just before you arrived. I was helping him to bed.” 
 
    Paulo picked up the teacup, sniffed at it, and set it back down. Gabrielle caught his eye, and he shrugged. “Still warm,” he said. Paulo glanced at the servant and then back at Gabrielle. She gave him a curt nod. 
 
    “Did you make this tea?” Paulo asked. 
 
    “Yes. It’s just tea. I made it the way I always make it! I must call an ambulance.” 
 
    “It’s too late for that,” Gabrielle said. “Is anyone else here?” 
 
    “No, no. Just me. There is a maid, but she left hours ago. Please, I must call an ambulance.” He pulled a phone from his pocket and struggled to unlock it with trembling fingers. 
 
    Paulo walked to the servant, took the phone from him, and handed it to Gabrielle. The man didn’t resist; he simply stared at Paulo, his face pale and his lips quivering. Paulo took the man by the arm and helped him to a large leather easy chair in the corner of the room.  
 
    “What’s your name, friend?” Paulo asked. 
 
    “Hosni,” the man said after a moment. “I am Hosni.” 
 
    “Hosni,” Paulo said, “I am very sorry to tell you this, but your boss has been murdered. Do you have any idea who might have wanted to kill him, or why?” 
 
    Hosni stared open-mouthed at the corpse. “No, no,” he said at last. “Mr. Rashwan cannot be dead!” 
 
    Paulo glanced at Gabrielle, who gave him another curt nod. The servant’s reaction was genuine; unless he was extremely well-trained, Darius Rashwan’s death had come as a complete surprise to him. 
 
    “Mr. Rashwan had no enemies that you know of?” 
 
    “No! Enemies? No, this is ridiculous! He worked with antiquities!” 
 
    “All right, I understand,” said Paulo. “Please, wait here a moment. We will call the authorities, but first my colleague and I must speak in private for a moment.” 
 
    Hosni nodded silently, blinking away tears as the reality of the situation finally began to hit him. Gabrielle followed Paulo out of the room into the hallway, closing the door behind her. 
 
    “What do you think?” Paulo asked, as Hosni sobbed softly on the other side of the door. 
 
    “Definitely poison,” she said. “Rashwan realized what had happened just before he expired.” 
 
    Paulo nodded. “Something in the tea.” 
 
    “You could smell it?” 
 
    “No. I’m no expert on poisons. Just seems like the most likely explanation. What do you get from Hosni?” 
 
    “He’s either an open book or the best-trained anti-psi operative I’ve ever encountered. I’d bet the Louvre he had nothing to do with this. Poor guy was just doing his job. Somebody either tampered with the tea or the cup itself.” 
 
    “Forensic analysis would clear things up. We could take the cup.” 
 
    “Or work with the local police.” 
 
    Paulo’s expression soured.  
 
    “Yeah, that was my feeling too,” said Gabrielle. “This wasn’t the Whisperers.” 
 
    “No. Too difficult, too precise. If he’d been torn apart by a mob on the street, I could see it. But poison? In his own apartment?” 
 
    “And minutes before we arrived. That can’t be a coincidence. Somebody knew that Rashwan had information about the Codex.” 
 
    “Somebody meaning a human being.” 
 
    “Or a conscious conspiracy of human beings. They may be doing the bidding of an egregore, but this is more than that. A crime like this requires detailed planning and exact timing. Neither is the strong suit of the Whisperers.” 
 
    “If we’re dealing with a cabal, though….” Gabrielle started. 
 
    Paulo nodded. “Then we don’t know who we can trust, except for those you’ve individually vetted.” 
 
    “We don’t have time for me to vet every cop in Cairo. To say nothing of building security, or maintenance people, or other servants….” 
 
    “Right. And frankly we’re not likely to get much from forensic analysis anyway. Whoever did this was somebody with access to the apartment, which almost certainly means they were pressured to do it. Paid off or threatened, or both. The person or persons responsible would have contacted the perpetrator anonymously. Even if the police figure out who did it, I’ll wager the perpetrator doesn’t know enough to be of any help.” 
 
    “So what do we do?” 
 
    “Get the hell out of here. Leave the cup. Let the police figure it out.” 
 
    “But they know we were here.” 
 
    “I made the appointment under an assumed name. One of the false identities GRAIL created for me years ago. They might track us down with facial recognition, but by then we’ll be back in France. Our contacts at Interpol will quash any attempts by Egyptian authorities to extradite us.” 
 
    “And nobody will ever know who killed Darius Rashwan.” 
 
    “I’m afraid that’s the most likely outcome, yes. The good news, I suppose, is that we have confirmation that we’re on the right track. Someone else thinks he knew something about the Codex as well.” 
 
    Gabrielle nodded, but didn’t say what they were both thinking: that the simplest explanation for the poisoning of Darius Rashwan was that someone within GRAIL was working against them. 
 
    “Come on,” Paulo said, starting down the hallway toward the exit. 
 
    Gabrielle hesitated. Muffled sobs came through the door behind her. She shuddered and then followed Paulo down the hall. Stopping in front of a recessed shelf in the foyer, she set Hosni’s phone down next to a small jade carving of a baboon and then followed Paulo to the elevator. 
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Thirty-one   
 
   I t took eight days to reach Lisbon, and the voyage was even more unpleasant than Martin had feared. The weather was good; with the exception of a few brief squalls it was sunny, with a gentle breeze that filled the sails. It made little difference to Martin, though, as he was overcome with nausea most of the time. He could barely eat, and would have ended up severely dehydrated if it weren’t for Pepin’s diligent ministrations. He lost all the weight he’d gained at Narbonne and then some. 
 
    The ship was what was known as a cog: a twenty-yard-long clinker-built cargo vessel with a single sail. Loaded with food and supplies for the army besieging Lisbon, it was part of a fleet of fourteen ships—ten other cogs and four galleys—bound for Lisbon. The crew numbered twenty men, at least a few of whom were passengers who hadn’t been willing or able to pay the fare. One of these, Martin learned after boarding, was Pepin. “I’ve got nothing else to do,” Pepin explained. “Might as well do some rowing.” 
 
    And row he did. The wind gave out as they approached Gibraltar, so the sails were trimmed and the crew ordered below to take up oars. The crew spent most of the next week rowing. Lacking a compass or charts, the captain of the lead ship kept the shore in sight at all times. At night, they dropped anchor. They made port to resupply once, at Barcelona, less than two days into the voyage. The Moors held all of what would someday be southern Spain and Portugal, so there was no safe harbor between Barcelona and Lisbon. 
 
    He gathered that he was not the only seasick passenger; in his lucid moments he noticed others vomiting over the side of the ship. There were no other knights aboard; only a few adventurers who had come to take part in the siege. He wondered how many of them had ever been on a ship before. Probably none of them, as the First Crusade had ended in 1099, and the Second was still getting underway. The one positive effect of seasickness, in Martin’s case, was that he had an excuse not to converse with anyone who might trip him up regarding his back story. 
 
    The ship left the rough waters of the Atlantic for the serene estuary of the Tagus River on the morning of the 26th of October. The ship kept close to the northern shore, where a ramshackle assortment of buildings gave way to the thirty-foot-high wall that enclosed the city of Lisbon proper. Martin’s desperate longing to be on solid ground was denied, however, when it was found that the docks were already full. They sailed past scores of ships that lined the docks, eventually dropping anchor a couple hundred yards from a sandy beach on which thousands of people were congregated. After another hour of watching men and horses being ferried ashore, a boat finally approached the cog. Probably because of Martin’s condition, he and Pepin were among the first to be ferried ashore.  
 
    Martin’s relief at being on terra firma, however, was soon overwhelmed by fear: thousands of desperate and starving townspeople, having been ejected by the crusaders, thronged the docks and the beaches. They harassed the newcomers, shouting at them and begging for food. Still half in a daze from seasickness, Martin could only follow in Pepin’s wake as the young man slogged through waist-high water and then up the beach toward the city. It soon became clear, though, that there was no escape in this direction: ahead their way was blocked by the tall defensive wall that enclosed the entire city. Somewhere there had to be a gate, but there was no hope of even finding it, much less getting into the city. All around them, people shouted and pleaded with them in languages Martin had never heard. So far, none had turned violent, but Pepin kept his hand on the pommel of his sword just in case. Martin held onto his as well, more because he was afraid someone would try to take it than out of any intention to use it. He barely possessed the strength to stand, so he wasn’t going to be engaging in any swordfights in the near future. 
 
    He followed Pepin across the beach for what seemed to be a mile or more, the young man plowing through the crowd by sheer force of will. Once, Martin grew light-headed and faltered, nearly falling face-first into the sand, but Pepin happened to look back at that moment and reached out a hand to steady him. Feeling a fool, Martin walked clutching his ostensible squire’s hand. 
 
    The sand gave way to grass, and the ground began to slope sharply upward. At last they seemed to come to a sandy plateau, and Pepin released his hand. Martin took this as license to collapse. Only half-conscious, he lay with his cheek on the warm sand, arms splayed, listening to the bustle of the crowd mixed with the crashing of waves against the shore. At that moment, he no longer cared if the throng tore him to pieces; if Pepin wanted to go another step, he would either have to leave him or carry him. 
 
    After a moment, though, strong hands helped him to his feet. He groaned, insisting that he could go no further, but the two men simply helped him to a fallen log and helped him sit. One of them gave him a cup of water to drink, and it tasted so good that Martin nearly began to weep. Then he was given a little hard tack, which he managed to choke down. Having regained his senses, he looked around and found himself surrounded by men in mail, wearing swords. Pepin was talking to one of them in French, but Martin was still too addled to catch much of what was said.  
 
    It seemed that Pepin had found a camp of other recently arrived Franks. A few dozen tents had been set up on the little plateau overlooking the ocean. In the distance, perhaps a half-mile away, was the city wall. More men—the other passengers on the ship that had brought Martin and Pepin, including those who had brought horses—gradually arrived over the next hour. How they had gotten the horses to shore Martin couldn’t begin to guess. 
 
    The general mood of the camp seemed to be one of frustration. As Martin’s mind continued to clear, he caught the gist of the complaints: they had arrived after the Moors’ surrender, and the victors had placed guards at the gates to prevent any of the latecomers from taking part in the looting of the city. Pepin expressed solidarity with the men, but Martin’s own sympathy was thin. He supposed it was too much to expect what was essentially an army of unpaid volunteers not to loot the city they were supposed to be saving from the enemy, but he certainly didn’t see why those who hadn’t taken part in the siege should share in any of the plunder.  
 
    After commiserating with the Franks for a while and thanking them for their hospitality, Pepin came to sit with Martin. 
 
    “How are you feeling?” asked the young man. 
 
    “Better. Thank you.” 
 
    He spoke another sentence, of which Martin understood enough to catch the gist: This is going to be a challenge. 
 
    Martin laughed. “Yes, I suppose so.” 
 
    “These men do not know anything about Templars who are here.” 
 
    “That does not mean they are not here.” 
 
    Pepin nodded. “If they are here, they will be inside the city.” 
 
    “And we cannot get inside the city.” 
 
    “We will see about that. Tomorrow. I am very tired.” 
 
    Martin looked at Pepin, really seeing him for the first time since they left Narbonne. The young man’s face was gaunt and pale, and he had dark rings under both eyes. In his own misery, he hadn’t realized that Pepin had been suffering nearly as much as he—maybe as much, and he’d just hidden it better. Pepin had almost certainly never been on a ship before; he looked like he hadn’t slept in a week. 
 
    “Tomorrow,” agreed Martin. He put his hand on the young man’s shoulder. “Thank you.” 
 
    “At your service, m’lord,” Pepin said with a wink. He got to his feet. “Let me help you with your bedroll.” 
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Thirty-two   
 
    
     “T 
 
   
 
    here must be other people familiar with Abdul Rashwan’s work,” Gabrielle said as Paulo drove the rented Toyota toward the Cairo airport. 
 
    “I imagine there are,” said Paulo, glancing nervously in the rearview mirror. “But how would we go about finding them?” 
 
    “I’ll bet Ian could get a list of the archaeological digs he was part of. The publicly known ones, anyway. We go to them, ask museum directors, university professors, whoever.” 
 
    “They’d have to be at least eighty years old to remember anything about Abdul Rashwan digging up the Codex.” 
 
    “Maybe they know somebody who knows somebody. Or they heard the story second-hand.” 
 
    “And they’ve never said anything about it to anyone?” 
 
    “Nobody was looking for the Codex until recently. Maybe somebody saw him with the book and didn’t think anything of it.” 
 
    “Uh huh.” 
 
    “You have a better suggestion?” 
 
    “Yes, I would like go to a country where we are not suspects in an active murder investigation.” 
 
    “Fine. Go. I’ll keep the car.” 
 
    “You’re going to go driving across Egypt on your own?” 
 
    “I’m not going to sit in a café at La Couvertoirade while Martin is risking his life in medieval France.” 
 
    “He’s not in medieval France. He was in medieval France 875 years ago.” 
 
    “I don’t need you to tell me how time travel works, Paulo. I’m the one responsible for bringing him back alive.” 
 
    “You’re responsible for bringing him back, when the time comes. You’re not responsible for whatever happens to him—happened to him—back then.” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s what I’ve been telling myself about Benedict for four years.” 
 
    Paulo sighed. “All right. Call Ian. I’m going to look for a place where I can buy a fake mustache.” 
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Thirty-three                  
 
   T he next morning, after breaking fast with the Franks, Martin and Pepin made their way toward the city’s eastern gate, which they’d been told lay about a quarter mile to the northwest. They’d been warned to avoid the road to the north, as it was overrun with refugees from the city, but they could avoid the worst of the crowds by picking their way overland, across the hills. They’d also been warned that they were wasting their time, as no one was being let into the city.  
 
    None of the Franks had questioned Pepin’s account, nor seemed particularly interested in the two men. Pepin had devised an elaborate story explaining how a Scottish knight and his squire had ended up in Toulouse, alone and sans horses, but he hadn’t needed to use it since arriving at Lisbon. The Franks were too preoccupied with their own misfortune to worry about Martin and Pepin. 
 
    They made their way down a rocky slope toward the gate, where a constant stream of people was flowing out of the city to join the thousands already filling the road and the surrounding area. The enclosed part of the city was surprisingly small; most of the wall that Martin remembered from a trip to Europe in college would not be built for several hundred years. He guessed that the population of the city couldn’t have been much more than 20,000. 
 
    “How much money do we have left?” Pepin asked, as they neared the gate. 
 
    “Forty deniers and twelve of the gold,” Martin replied, not bothering to quibble with Pepin’s use of we, as he’d essentially delegated the task of acquiring provisions and supplies to him while they were still at Narbonne. “Why?” 
 
    Pepin responded with an idiom that Martin didn’t at first grasp, but he guessed was a suggestion to bribe the guards at the gate. He nodded.  
 
    Pepin pushed his way past the refugees, Martin following closely behind. Martin had long felt he’d been right to suggest Pepin take on the role of knight, as Pepin was certainly braver and more capable than he, but Pepin had assured him with a smile and a wink that it was quite appropriate for the squire to do all the hard work while the knight took all the credit. 
 
    Someone shouted down at them from a tower to their right, and Pepin shouted back. Because of the din of the crowd, Martin couldn’t make out the words. He could only guess that the man on the tower was warning them not to enter, and Pepin was telling him exactly what he could do with that suggestion. The man above continued to bark indecipherable orders, and Pepin shook his head, pushing forward. Martin caught a glimpse of two men wearing helmets and brandishing swords moving through the crowd toward them from the right. He shouted a warning to Pepin, but it was lost in the noise of the crowd. A sudden surge of refugees separated him from Pepin, and he found himself alone in the throng, unable to move forward and fearing that he would be knocked down and trampled. From the tower came another shouted order. Martin looked upward and shouted back some choice twenty-first century profanity. Then he caught sight of a white surcoat emblazoned with a red cross. A Templar? 
 
    “I was sent by the widow’s son!” Martin shouted in his best Old French. It was one of the less tightly held code phrases he’d been given to identify himself as a friend of the Templars. There was no immediate response, so he tried again. “I was sent by—” 
 
    But he’d taken his eyes off the crowd, and someone slammed into him, knocking him off balance. He managed to turn as he fell, landing on his hands and knees, but getting back up was impossible. Every time he tried, someone would knock him back onto all fours. Someone grabbed for his sword, and he twisted away, swinging wildly with a backhanded blow that connected with nothing. A knee struck him in the temple, and suddenly he was flat on his back. He yelped as a boot heel dug into his bicep; a moment later a barefoot woman tripped and fell on top of him. The throng continued to push toward the gate, and several more people fell. The air was squeezed out of Martin’s lungs, and someone’s sweaty flesh was pressed against his face, preventing him from taking a breath. This is what history does to unwanted intruders, he thought. It smothers them under the weight of the victims of half-forgotten wars. 
 
    Then, suddenly, he could breathe again. People were being lifted bodily off him, and then he was being helped to his feet by gloved hands. Around him, men in helmets and mail were shoving and shouting at the crowd, forming a protective circle. Two of the men dragged Martin forward as the others continued to keep the crowd at bay. They made their way out of the throng to a side street and then to a heavy wooden door reinforced with iron bands. The door opened, and Martin was pushed toward the dark doorway. 
 
    “Wait!” he cried. “My—” 
 
    “I’m here, m’lord,” shouted Pepin, emerging from the crowd. Two of the men moved toward him. 
 
    “He’s with me,” Martin said. “Pepin is my squire.” It was the first time he’d said it out loud, and it felt ridiculous. He was certain the men would burst out laughing the way Pepin had done when Martin had first claimed to be a Scottish knight. But they seemed to take the claim seriously and perhaps even believe it. There was a brief exchange between the Franks, and the two men backed off. Another shouted an order at Martin, pointing again to the doorway. Martin shot a quizzical glance at Pepin. 
 
    “It’s all right, m’lord,” Pepin said, enunciating to a degree that must have bordered on the comical. “I will wait here, as these men have requested.” 
 
    Martin nodded. He turned and went through the door. He was followed by one of the men, who closed the door behind him. As Martin’s eyes adjusted to the dim light, he saw that ahead of him was a stone staircase that curved to the left. He was inside the tower. The man behind him muttered an order, and Martin started up the stairs.  
 
    After a climb of three stories, he emerged into the sunshine. Across the tower, the man wearing Templar colors stood at a crenel, overlooking the gate. He turned to regard Martin. He was tall, with a ruddy face and closely cropped sandy beard and gray-blond curls that stuck out from under an open-faced helmet. Under his Templar colors, the man wore chain mail, with leather gloves and boots. A sword hung in a scabbard on his hip; a shield lay leaning against a merlon a few steps away. The man looked to be at least fifty, which had to be well beyond the average age of an active Templar. Martin wondered if Richerenches was a sort of old folks’ home for the order. 
 
    The man behind Martin said something, which Martin didn’t catch. The accent with which these men spoke was different enough from what he’d heard at Narbonne that Martin was having trouble parsing it. The Templar turned and spoke a brief sentence. Martin’s escort turned and went back down the stairs. 
 
    The Templar regarded Martin impassively. After a moment, he spoke again. 
 
    “I am sorry,” Martin said. “Your accent is strange to me.” 
 
    The Templar spoke the sentence again. Martin still didn’t catch the meaning, but it was clearly a challenge of some sort. 
 
    Martin spoke another of the code phrases he’d been given, and the Templar frowned. He growled something at Martin, waving his hand in the air around him. Then he snapped a question. 
 
    Okay, thought Martin. No more code phrases. Just tell him what you want. 
 
    “I need to find Godfrey of Saint-Omer.” 
 
    The Templar’s response was clear enough: “Why?” 
 
    “He has information I need.” 
 
    The Templar spoke again. Martin gathered that he was asking him to be more specific. 
 
    “I was told to speak only to Godfrey.” This wasn’t technically true, but as GRAIL was unsure of the order’s disposition toward the Codex, he’d been instructed to reveal his mission to as few members as possible. 
 
    The Templar asked a question, which Martin didn’t understand. After asking him to repeat it, Martin realized he was asking his name. 
 
    “Martin.” 
 
    “I am Broen. Where are you from, Martin?” 
 
    Martin considered this. Broen had undoubtedly met knights from Scotland. “I come from a faraway country, called America.” 
 
    Broen raised an eyebrow but did not argue. “You are not a Templar.” 
 
    “No. I work for… a group… that is allied with the Templars. We have the same purpose.” 
 
    “What purpose?” 
 
    “To fight evil.” He wasn’t convinced the Templars were fighting evil in Lisbon, but he wasn’t in a position to criticize. 
 
    Broen gestured around him and said something Martin didn’t catch. He added, more slowly, “If you cannot tell me what you want of Godfrey, I cannot help you.” 
 
    Martin considered this. Even if the Templars permitted him and Pepin to roam the city, they were unlikely to find Godfrey without more information.  
 
    “I am trying to find a book. A book about demons.” 
 
    Broen frowned. “No good can come of that.” 
 
    “You know of the book?” 
 
    “Most of the Templars are aware of it, yes.” He spoke another sentence, of which Martin caught only the phrase tear us apart. 
 
    “I know there is danger, but my country is desperate. Here you fight Moors. In my country, we fight demons. The book will show us how.” 
 
    Broen snorted and then made what Martin took to be sardonic commentary on what was happening in Lisbon. Martin wondered: had the Templars come to Lisbon to take part in the looting and destruction or to try to stop it? Seeing Martin’s blank stare, he shrugged and pointed toward the center of the city and made another comment, of which Martin understood only the word mosque. 
 
    Seeing a minaret in the distance, Martin began, “I’m sorry, could you—” 
 
    At that moment, something in the street below caught Broen’s eye. He turned and began shouting at someone below. Martin judged from the noise that some kind of commotion—above and beyond the chaotic exodus already underway—had broken out. As Broen continued to bark orders at the men below, Martin realized he’d been forgotten.  
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Thirty-four                        
 
   M artin and Pepin made their way through the streets, doing their best to avoid the rush of people still trying to escape Lisbon. Martin had gathered from Broen’s vague instructions that the man called Godfrey was somewhere near the mosque at the center of the city. They could only push forward, in the hopes of finding more Templars who might know where Godfrey was. They kept mostly to back streets and alleys, so that although they could hear distant screams and smell smoke, it still was not entirely clear what people were running from. The matter became clearer as they emerged onto a main street, where a mob of men armed with pikes and axes was going door-to-door, breaking into houses, looting them, and dragging anyone still inside out to the street. Corpses lay strewn along the edge of the street, some of them torn apart. The victims didn’t look like combatants to Martin—for that matter, he wasn’t even sure they were Moors. There were several women and at least one small child. As for the mob, it seemed to be made up not of knights or anything like professional soldiers, but rather of untrained and undisciplined peasants, lured to Lisbon by the promise of absolution or easy gain. 
 
    After watching long enough to get a sense of the situation, Pepin drew his sword and advanced toward the head of the mob. Martin ran after him. 
 
    “Pepin, stop!” he cried. “This isn’t our mission. In any case, we’ll both be killed!” 
 
    “But those people!” 
 
    “We can’t help them, Pepin.” He reminded himself that anyone killed here today had already been dead for eight centuries before he was born. It didn’t help. 
 
    Pepin reluctantly slowed, and Martin put his hand on the young man’s shoulders. Half a stone’s throw away, the mob had dragged an elderly man from his home and had begun jeering at him and kicking him.  
 
    “Sons of dogs!” Pepin growled, and a few of the attackers glanced his way. 
 
    “Come on,” Martin said. “We need to get out of here.” 
 
    “You are a knight! You are supposed to help the helpless!” 
 
    “I’m not a knight, Pepin. This is all a ruse, remember?” 
 
    “Not to him it isn’t,” Pepin said, watching the old man trying to fend off his attackers. Several men with pikes had begun to move toward Martin and Pepin. 
 
    “There are too many of them,” Martin said. “Please, friend. We have to go.” 
 
    Pepin uttered a curse and turned away, sheathing his sword. 
 
    “This way,” Martin said, and took off running toward the mouth of an alley. 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
      
 
    The two spent the next hour moving from one horrific scene to the next, unable to help anyone and often barely escaping with their own lives. If the siege of Lisbon had ever been a coordinated military operation with a clear strategic purpose, it had devolved into unmitigated chaos. There didn’t seem to be any military units or commanders, just a many-headed mob armed with pikes, clubs and axes attacking anything and anyone in its way. Martin had not seen any more Templars, and the few men he encountered who looked like knights were either doing nothing to stop the chaos or were actively participating. Doubting that any of these men would be of any help, the two pressed on. 
 
    They frequently lost sight of the minaret; Lisbon was hilly and laid out in a somewhat haphazard manner. Between streets that meandered in unexpected directions and the random pockets of mayhem, it was often unclear whether they were getting any closer to the mosque. 
 
    “This way!” shouted Pepin over his shoulder, as he started up a particularly steep hill. Martin, already out of breath, trudged after, unable to warn Pepin he was going the wrong direction. As Pepin neared the crest of the hill, though, Martin realized his intent: there was a church at the top of the hill, and from its bell tower, they should be able to see a way to the mosque. 
 
    By the time Martin reached the church, Pepin was already inside. The door had been smashed in, and as Martin stepped inside, he saw that the church had been looted as well. A naked man lay face-down a few feet from the alter, amid broken candles and scattered incense. Martin leaned against the stone portico and panted, surveying the scene with disbelief. He hadn’t been under the impression the Crusades had been driven by purely benign motives, nor that they had been pristinely executed, but they had ostensibly been about retaking land from infidels and subjecting it to the dominion of God. How on Earth could anyone square that idea with this? 
 
    Pepin, his breathing only slightly labored, came striding in from a side passage, having evidently already climbed to the top of the tower. “We are not far,” he said. “But we must hurry. A mob is headed toward the mosque. Come.” 
 
    Martin, having barely caught his breath, followed Pepin with a groan. They skirted the main thoroughfare, zigzagging through a maze of side streets and alleys that Pepin had apparently memorized. They emerged onto a wide street that led directly to the mosque. Just ahead, seven men wearing Templar colors strode toward them at the head of a group of perhaps three dozen women and children. They were dressed and equipped like Broen, with shields and surcoats emblazoned with the Templar cross. The group was led by a burly man with close-cropped white beard and long gray-white hair. Looking at his face Martin could believe he was seventy, but he had the physique and bearing of a much younger man. At the sight of the two strangers, the Templar put his hand on the hilt of his sword. He barked an order, the meaning of which was clear. 
 
    “We are friends,” said Pepin, holding up his hands.  
 
    “Are you Godfrey?” asked Martin. 
 
    “Who are you?” the man asked, stopping some twenty paces in front of them. He held up his hand, and those following came to a halt.  
 
    “I am Martin of Moray. This is my squire, Pepin. I was told by Broen to look for you at the mosque.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I need to speak with you regarding the Codex Babylon.” 
 
    A sour look came over the man’s face. “I have no time for this.” He repeated his previous order. 
 
    “Wait,” said Pepin. “You cannot go this way.” 
 
    The man spoke a sentence Martin didn’t understand. 
 
    Pepin answered, “They cannot get out in that direction. A mob is headed toward us.” As he finished speaking, shouts could be heard from just over the hill behind them. 
 
    The Templar stood for a moment, hand still on his sword. Martin turned to see the tips of pikes come into view. Turning back, he saw the Templar’s eyes widen. He turned to the other Templars, barking a series of orders.  
 
    The first several dozen men of the mob had crested the hill and were now less than a stone’s throw away. Martin saw that among them were at least a score of men bearing swords and wearing armor. Martin and Pepin, caught between the Templars and the mob, traded uncertain glances.  
 
    “What are you doing here, Godfrey?” shouted one of the knights. “Whose side are you on?” 
 
    “That of widows and children,” said Godfrey, “as always.” 
 
    “Step aside, Templar. My men will give these people safe passage outside the city.” 
 
    “After you’ve had your fun with them, eh, Walther?” 
 
    Martin missed most of Walther’s response, but he caught the phrase spoils of war. 
 
    “This was meant to be a Holy Crusade.” 
 
    “A war is a war,” said Walther. Martin didn’t catch what he said next.  
 
    “Did you come to Lisbon seeking remission of sins?” Godfrey shouted to the mob. “God will not forgive you for what you do here!” 
 
    “Silver flows into Templar coffers all across Christendom,” Walther shouted back, “and you dare to lecture these men on their reward? Step aside!” 
 
    Shouts and jeers went up from the crowd. Godfrey, seeing that he was not going to dissuade them, turned and shouted orders to the Templars. They drew their swords and spread out to block the street. Godfrey slipped past them toward the group of women and children. The group coalesced around him, and he spoke to them, too quietly for Martin to hear. It looked as though Godfrey intended to lead the refugees back to the mosque while the other Templars bought him time. The man called Walther drew his own sword, and the other knights did the same. Martin needed to act quickly. 
 
    “Stay with me, Pepin,” he said, advancing toward the Templars with his hands raised before him. The nearest Templar stepped to block his path, sword raised. “I was sent by the widow’s son,” Martin said. “I am a friend to the Templars. And I need to talk to that man.” He gestured toward the group moving away down the street. Behind him, the clamor of the mob grew louder. 
 
    The Templar regarded Martin, muttered something in disdain, and stepped aside. Martin slipped past the man, Pepin following him. They ran down the street, hoping to catch Godfrey before he reached the mosque. They were a stone’s throw behind the refugees, who were moving at a near run themselves. Glancing back, he saw that the mob was nearly on the impossibly outnumbered Templars. Gabrielle had told him that the Templars never surrendered. He wondered if it was true. Would they die to protect these women and children from men who were ostensibly on their own side? 
 
    Martin rounded a corner, and there was the mosque, towering over a brick plaza. The mosque was made of whitewashed stucco, with accents of gray-brown granite stone. In the center of the wall facing the plaza, large double doors were inset within a gothic arch some twenty feet high. The plaza was empty except for Godfrey and the group of refugees cutting across it toward the door of the mosque. Martin and Pepin raced after them. 
 
    They reached the mosque as the last of the refugees went inside and the door was slammed behind them, leaving Godfrey on the steps outside. He turned, surveying the plaza. Martin heard shouts in the distance, and he realized although the Templars had bought Godfrey enough time to get the women and children back to the mosque, they hadn’t stopped the mob. There were too few Templars and too many ways to get past them.  
 
    “I am sorry to approach you this way,” said Martin, climbing the two low steps that led to the portico, “but it is urgent that I locate the Codex Babylon. Do you know anything about it?” 
 
    Godfrey stared at him with wide eyes. “You are mad.” 
 
    “Maybe,” Martin replied. “But I have a mission, the same as you. If my country is to survive, I must find that book. Please, if you know anything, you must tell me.” 
 
    “I do not know you,” Godfrey said. “If you do not intend to help, leave now.” 
 
    “We should go,” Pepin said, as the mob began to coalesce and approach the door of the mosque. Even Pepin’s heroism had its limits, it seemed. Already there were over a hundred people in the plaza, most armed with pikes or axes, and more were emerging from the alleys. “There must be more Templars in the city. Perhaps one of them knows something.” 
 
    “Let us in, Templar,” shouted a tall, gaunt man at the head of the crowd. “Those Moors deserve no sanctuary.” 
 
    “The door is barred from inside,” said Godfrey. “You will never get in. Amuse yourselves elsewhere.” 
 
    “Then we’ll find a ram or burn it down. The city’s been picked over, Templar, and we traveled too far to get nothing for our trouble.” The crowd cheered in agreement. 
 
    Godfrey drew his sword. “You’ll need more than a ram to get past me.” 
 
    “You would die for these infidels?” 
 
    “If I must. I will kill a great many of you first, though.” 
 
    “You would do us the favor of sending us to heaven?” 
 
    “I cannot guarantee the destination, but I am happy to send you on your way.” 
 
    As those at the front of the crowd closed in on them, Martin hesitated. He had little reason to think Godfrey knew anything about the Codex, and if he stayed here he would almost certainly be killed. Parzival would fail. On the other hand, all morning he had been ignoring atrocities because he ostensibly had something more important to do. At what point did devotion to the mission begin to undermine the ideals that prompted the mission in the first place? If he left Godfrey to the mob, was it because he was serving a higher purpose, or because he was a coward? All he really knew about the Codex Babylon was that it would be dangerous in the wrong hands. And if he abandoned these people to be raped or murdered, what right did he have to claim that his hands were the right ones? 
 
    Martin drew his sword. 
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Thirty-five   
 
   P epin, seeing that Martin had decided to take a stand, did not hesitate to draw his own sword. Godfrey stood at the edge of the top step, with his back a few paces from the door, and Martin stood to his right, two steps back. Pepin took up position to Godfrey’s left, letting the Templar be the point of the wedge. Godfrey gave each man a grateful nod as the mob broke loose and a dozen men ran toward them. 
 
    Forcing himself to take a deep breath and let it out slowly, Martin silently prayed that if it were his time to die, he could at least do it quickly and without humiliating himself. Dana and Jessica would be taken care of, at least: part of the deal he’d made required GRAIL to underwrite an insurance policy that would pay Dana $6 million plus the cost of a bodyguard for the next twenty years in case Martin died or disappeared during the course of the Parzival mission. Dana would be told only that the project Martin had been contracted for was related to “national security” and that the security was considered necessary because foul play could not be ruled out in Martin’s death. Under no circumstances would she be told anything else, for her own and Jessica’s protection. He supposed Dana would hate him, and Jessica might not remember him at all, but there was nothing to be done about that now. All he could hope to do was die with a little dignity. 
 
    The attack was perfunctory and haphazard. The lead man lunged at Godfrey with a pike, hoping to spear him before coming into the range of his sword, but Godfrey knocked the pike aside with his shield. Now exposed and overextended, the attacker tried to stop, but the crowd pushed him forward and he lost his balance. He released his spear and fell face down on the bricks, his head only inches from Godfrey’s toes. Godfrey took a single step forward, placing his boot on the man’s neck, and brought his sword down in a lightning arc against the next man. The razor-sharp blade neatly sliced through the man’s neck, and his head fell clean from his shoulders. Blood gushing from severed arteries, the headless corpse fell to the ground, still clutching an axe. 
 
    A moment later, a man with a rusty sword came at Pepin. Martin didn’t see what happened next, as two men with axes were advancing toward him. Fortunately, they collided with each other, giving Martin a split-second in which to act. He swung in a wild backhand, hitting nothing but scaring the man on his left into taking a step back. Feeling exposed and half in a panic, Martin brought the sword down on the nearer man. The man attempted to block the blow with the axe handle, but the blade came down on his left hand, splitting it wide open. The man yelped and brought the axe back with his right hand. Martin steadied himself, pulling the sword back in a smooth motion and then jabbed at the man. The blade bounced off the attacker’s collarbone, but the force was enough to throw him off balance, causing his swing with the axe to miss Martin by several inches. By this time, the second man had regained his nerve, but before he could take advantage of Martin’s vulnerability, Godfrey stepped in, bringing down his sword to cleave the man’s shoulder at the joint. The attacker fell to the ground, screaming. 
 
    The mob pressed forward, filling every gap. Godfrey continued to attack with speed and precision belying his age, dispatching men almost as quickly as they came into range of his blade. Martin found himself swinging his sword in wild, random arcs, hoping only to keep the attackers at bay a little longer; he was neither quick nor precise enough to dispatch men with Godfrey’s brutal efficiency. The tactic worked for a little while, but soon Martin was out of breath and his shoulder screamed for a rest. He hoped Pepin was faring better, but he couldn’t spare a glance over his shoulder.  
 
    Martin was close to collapsing from exhaustion when something flew out of the crowd, too fast for him to dodge—a rock or chunk of brick. It struck him in the forehead, and he stumbled backwards, dazed. His back slammed into the wooden door: without realizing it, he’d been ceding ground to the mob. He swung his sword again in a final, desperate backhand to drive the attackers back. Disoriented, he misjudged the distance to the pillar on his right, and his blade clanged against the granite, sending a shock down his arm and nearly causing him to lose his grip. 
 
    A man came at him with a pike, but the crush of the crowd was so great now that the attacker was thrown bodily against Martin before he could get the tip aimed. The metal tip sunk into the wooden door just to the left of Martin’s hip and stuck there as the attacker, now close enough that Martin could smell the rot on his breath, grunted and swore in Martin’s face. Martin tried to bring down his sword, but someone had seized his arm, pinning it against the granite. His left arm was quickly pinned as well. The mob continued to push forward, and soon Martin was immobilized, sweaty bodies pressed against his own so tightly that he struggled to breathe. A rough hand gripped his throat, and he feared that at any moment, a knife might find its way between his ribs. He could see nothing but angry, shouting faces; there was no way to know whether Pepin or Godfrey were still alive. As he gasped for air, his vision began to darken at the edges, and he was vaguely aware of the sword slipping from his fingers. So this is it, he thought. This is how I die. 841 years before I’m born. I hope I wasn’t an embarrassment. 
 
    The next thing he knew, he was lying face down on the stone dais. His throat hurt, and he couldn’t feel his fingers. Around him, men jostled and shouted, seeming to have forgotten him. Managing to raise his head slightly, he glimpsed his sword, lying only a few inches from his hand. Dimly hoping that he might still live through this if he could get his sword back, he dragged himself forward and then clawed at the blade with unresponsive fingers. By the time he managed to get a hold of the hilt and struggle to his feet, leaning heavily against the mosque door, the crowd had begun to thin. It was not clear at first what had happened, but the attackers were dispersing, fleeing in response to some unseen threat. 
 
    Martin, slowly regaining his wits, turned to his left and saw Godfrey lying slumped against the door, a pool of blood spreading across the stone beneath him. Pepin was crouched over him, trying to determine where the Templar was wounded. He looked up at Martin, his face pale and smeared with blood. “Help me!” he cried. “I can’t find the wound!”  
 
    Glancing around to confirm that they were in no immediate danger from the mob, Martin sheathed his sword and then sank to his knees next to Godfrey. He felt under the Templar’s torn surcoat, running his hand across the sticky, slippery mail. After a moment, he located a spot where the rings had separated from the thrust of a pike or sword. Hot blood poured across his fingers and onto the stone. 
 
    “Here,” Martin said. “We have to get his mail off.” 
 
    Godfrey grunted, shaking his head. He murmured something that Martin didn’t understand. Pepin wrapped his arms around the man’s chest and helped him sit up. Glancing toward the plaza again, Martin saw what had happened: more Templars had arrived, driving a wedge through the crowd and diverting its attention from the mosque. Dozens lay dead already, and the undisciplined mob had broken ranks and begun to scatter.  
 
    Godfrey spoke again, and again Martin didn’t catch the meaning. 
 
    “He asks if the apocalypse is near,” said Pepin. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Martin said. “I know only that a great evil has come over my country, and the Codex is the only chance we have to fight it.” 
 
    “What is the nature of this evil?” 
 
    “Demons,” Martin said. “Immaterial beings that seek to enslave mankind.” 
 
    Godfrey nodded almost imperceptibly. “There are those… who would use it for their own gain. Even among the Templars… some who have lost sight of our mission. It will be the end of us….” 
 
    Godfrey closed his eyes, seeming to summon the last of his strength. He opened his eyes and spoke a word which Martin could not be certain he heard correctly. 
 
    “What did you say?” Martin asked. 
 
    “Cormac,” Godfrey gasped, blood spilling from his mouth. This time the name was unmistakable.  
 
    “What about Cormac?” Martin asked. 
 
    “Priest,” said Godfrey. “Left Jerusalem to find the Codex. I was told he went to Egypt, Carthage, Babylon… Gone several years. Returned. Different. He found it. It got inside him.”  
 
    “Cormac is alive?” 
 
    “Alive, yes….” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “You must understand. I did not know the danger. When he told me to seek it….” 
 
    “Who? Cormac?” 
 
    Godfrey shook his head weakly. He murmured something else that Martin couldn’t decipher. He looked to Pepin, who shook his head. Godfrey’s head lolled to the side. 
 
    Martin took the dying man’s face in his hands, holding his head upright. “Godfrey. Godfrey!” The Templar’s eyes fluttered open. “Where is Father Cormac now?” 
 
    After a moment, he felt Godfrey’s head move in an almost imperceptible nod. “Cormac. At… Florièges. But be careful. He….” Godfrey’s voice trailed off. 
 
    “What is Florièges? Be careful of what? Godfrey!” 
 
    He shuddered as he felt life leaving the man’s body. His eyes were fixed staring out at the plaza. 
 
    “Step aside!” barked a man from behind Martin. But Martin found himself unable to move. His head sank forward and he held the dead man’s cheek against his own, damp with tears. He was vaguely aware of Pepin arguing with someone behind him. At last, the argument seemed to end, and a strong hand fell on his shoulder. 
 
    “Come,” said Pepin. “Leave the man to his own.” 
 
    Martin nodded and let Pepin help him to his feet. They made their way down the steps to the plaza as the Templars tended to Godfrey. The plaza was now deserted except for the Templars and the dead. 
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Thirty-six        
 
    He runs down a sterile white hallway, having arrived in time but knowing he is somehow too late. His legs are heavy, and the hallway seems impossibly long. A woman stands in his way, trying to stop him, but he pushes past her. She calls after him: Martin! Stop! He realizes he knows the woman. He stops, turns. Gabrielle? 
 
    —Martin! Are you all right? 
 
    —I have to go. I have to save Jessica. 
 
    —Martin, this is a dream. Do you remember? I am speaking to you telepathically, like at La Couvertoirade.  
 
    —But Jessica…. 
 
    —If you want to help Jessica, you have to listen to me. You have to remember. 
 
    —I don’t understand. Remember what? 
 
    —GRAIL. Parzival. The Codex Babylon. The mission. 
 
    And then he remembered.  
 
    —I have to find the Codex Babylon. 
 
    —Yes. We are doing everything we can to protect Jessica and Dana, but they will not truly be safe until we find out where the Codex is. I have been trying to reach you. 
 
    —I’m sorry, it’s confusing. I don’t seem to know what’s real. 
 
    —You’re real. I’m real. GRAIL is real. The Codex Babylon is real. The rest of this is just a dream. We sent you back to the year 1147 to get the Codex. 
 
    —Yes, I remember now. I found… I think I know where Cormac is. 
 
    —You mean Benedict? 
 
    Benedict? Yes, Cormac was Benedict. Martin struggles to remember. What is real and what is dream? The dying man had told him Cormac was somewhere. The Templars had known the name. What was it? 
 
    —Florièges. Cormac… Benedict is at Florièges. 
 
    —Very good, Martin. Can you tell me anything more? 
 
    —I… I don’t remember. Everything is… blurry, murky. 
 
    —Where are you now? 
 
    —I’m in… Lisbon. 
 
    —Why are you in Lisbon, Martin? 
 
    —I was trying to… I have to save Jessica. 
 
    —Martin, listen to me. This is a dream, remember? Jessica is safe. 
 
    —I have to go. I have to save Jessica! 
 
    He runs down the hall, praying he is not too late. 
 
      
 
   N one of the other Templars would admit to knowing anything about Father Cormac or the Codex, but they knew about Florièges. Notre-Dame de Florièges was a small Cistercian abbey in Toulouse, about 140 miles east of La Couvertoirade. Martin was going to have to go back to France. 
 
    Fortunately, many of the ships currently docked at Lisbon would be setting sail in the next few days. Most were returning to Britain or Normandy, but a few would be heading back through the Strait of Gibraltar to Toulouse or farther east. With the Templars’ endorsement, Martin and Pepin had no trouble securing passage on a ship bound for Marseille. From there, it was about sixty miles overland to Florièges. 
 
    Pepin didn’t seem keen on returning to Toulouse, but he had little choice. They’d arrived at Lisbon too late for him to make a claim on any land in the city, and the odds of securing any kind of employment there seemed slim. Martin, on the other hand, was glad to have the company, and more than willing to pay for Pepin’s meals and lodging as long as he could. 
 
    The Templars knew nothing of Martin’s mission, but they had seen enough at the mosque that they were willing to give what help they could. The fact that Martin clearly had never before wielded a sword in battle only impressed them further. “You fight like you’ve got bees in your trousers,” one of them told him, “but you have heart.” Pepin had evidently also acquitted himself well: he claimed to have killed three attackers before being struck in the temple by a club. Neither of them would have gotten out alive, though, if the Templars hadn’t returned to disperse the mob. 
 
    The ship to Marseille would be departing in a week, and the pair spent the time as the guests of the Templars in a church the order was using as its temporary headquarters in Lisbon. The chaos inside the city subsided over the next several days as the Templars and the Frankish knights working with them ejected troublemakers and established order. Martin gathered that the Templars had arrived only a few weeks earlier at the request of the Franks, who were—rightly, as it turned out—concerned that the disorganized coalition of troops besieging the city would not abide by the terms when the Moors surrendered. 
 
    It was unclear what would become of those who had been forced to flee the city. Presumably most of the non-combatants, at least, would be allowed back in when it was deemed safe—although they would probably have lost their possessions to looters and their houses to squatters. Many thousands of men had already laid claim to property in the city, and the Templars had no authority to deny them. All they could do was manage the chaos. 
 
    The Templars did not pry into the details of Martin’s mission or how the odd pair had ended up in Lisbon. Martin had told them only that it was vital that he locate a book called the Codex Babylon, and that the less they knew about it, the better. No strangers to keeping secrets, the Templars accepted this with aplomb. 
 
    A week later, Martin and Pepin boarded a ship bound for Marseille. It was now November, and the weather had turned rainy and cold, but the voyage was uneventful. Martin had been dreading the trip, but he found that his nausea was not nearly as bad as it was on the voyage from Narbonne. This ship was a galley, longer and more stable than the little cog that had brought them to Lisbon, and this time Pepin didn’t have to row. Six days after leaving Lisbon, they disembarked at Marseille. After lodging at an inn for a night, Pepin acquired two horses and replenished their supplies, and they set off for Florièges.  
 
    No longer dreading the prospect of a sea voyage, nor in constant fear of being exposed as an impostor, Martin finally managed a few restful nights’ sleep in a row. He sometimes awoke with vague recollections of having spoken with Gabrielle, but he didn’t know what he had told her. Did she know he’d gone to Lisbon? Did she know he had a lead on Benedict? He couldn’t be sure. If she’d given him any guidance, he was unaware of it. In any case, he was still in 875 A.D., which meant that he hadn’t been recalled. All he could do was follow the clues leading him to the Codex and hope that his communications with Gabrielle improved. 
 
    On the road to the abbey, Pepin pestered Martin with questions about the Codex Babylon. Martin reminded Pepin that he’d still told Martin almost nothing about himself, and Pepin reminded Martin that they weren’t on a quest to recover Pepin’s past. 
 
    “Not to recover it,” said Martin, “but maybe to get away from it.” 
 
    Pepin, his horse walking alongside Martin’s, shrugged. “If it were up to me, I wouldn’t be in Aquitaine. But I am but a humble squire, at your service, m’lord.” 
 
    “Drop the obsequious act,” Martin said. “You know I hate it.” 
 
    “As you wish, m’lord.” 
 
    “Jackass.” 
 
    They rode in silence for a while, but Pepin would not let the matter drop. “If the book is so important, why didn’t they make more than one copy?” he asked. 
 
    Martin sighed. “I’ve already told you, Pepin. The less you know about the Codex, the better.” 
 
    “Because of the demons.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “But then you are in danger because of what you know.” 
 
    “I don’t really know that much. I’m just an errand boy.” 
 
    “Then there’s no danger in me knowing as much as you do.” 
 
    “I didn’t say that. It’s true that the demons are still weak, but—” 
 
    “You said your country is overrun with them.” 
 
    “Yes. I meant they are weak here.” 
 
    Pepin scratched his chin. “Funny, I never thought of demons respecting boundaries. Are they afraid to cross water? Why did they pick your country to attack first?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Pepin. Like I said, I’m no expert.” 
 
    Pepin was silent for a long moment. “If you were to tell me, perhaps I could help protect you from them.” 
 
    Martin groaned. “All right, you win. I will tell you the truth. But then no more questions. And no arguing with me, even if you don’t believe it.” 
 
    Pepin nodded. “That sounds fair.” 
 
    “The truth is that the country I’m from, America? It’s across the ocean. But it won’t exist for another six centuries. I’m from 875 years in the future. In my time, the year of our Lord 2023, the entire world is overrun with demons—at least, that’s what the people I’m working for tell me. The people I’m working for, a group called GRAIL, are convinced that the secret to defeating the demons—or surviving them, at least—is in the Codex Babylon, but by 2023 every copy of the Codex has been destroyed. Well, that’s what they thought at first. In 2019 they sent a man named Benedict back to the year 1117 to recover a copy, but he disappeared. Now they think there may be a copy hidden somewhere in Egypt, and they sent me back to find out where. Our best bet is to talk to Father Cormac. Because Father Cormac isn’t really Father Cormac. He’s Benedict, the first guy my bosses sent back. Understand?” 
 
    Pepin was silent for a long time. At last he said, “I know I agreed not to ask questions….” 
 
    “Yes, you did.” 
 
    “I have one. Just one, I promise. Then no more.” 
 
    Martin sighed. “Fine.” 
 
    “Did you really cross the ocean?” 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
      
 
    Martin and Pepin reached the abbey on November 15, three days after leaving Marseille. Despite its grandiose-sounding name, Notre-Dame de Florièges was a collection of simple buildings nestled in among grassy hills, some thirty miles north of the Mediterranean. They were met at the door by a young monk, to whom Martin explained they were looking for an elderly priest named Cormac. The monk did not respond except to say that he would have to retrieve the Abbot. He disappeared back into the abbey, leaving the two standing next to their horses in the rain. 
 
    “He’s here,” said Pepin. 
 
    Martin nodded. The way the young man’s eyes had widened when they said his name, there was no question. Benedict/Cormac was here, and he didn’t get a lot of visitors.  
 
    After a few minutes, a gaunt monk with a terribly disfigured face appeared at the door. He was completely bald, and the entire right side of his face was covered by a patchwork of irregular scars, as if he’d been splattered with burning oil. The scars didn’t look quite like burns, though; in truth, they were like nothing Martin had ever seen. His right hand was shriveled into something like a claw, and his right eye was milky and dead. His left eye studied Martin’s face for a long moment, and for a split-second Martin thought he saw something like recognition on the man’s face. Ian’s words came to mind: Once you begin to see the shadows, the shadows can see you as well. Martin suppressed a shudder.   
 
    “I am Father Carolus, master of this abbey,” rasped the man. “Who are you?” His deformation made his age difficult to determine; Martin thought he could be anywhere from forty to sixty.  
 
    “My name is Martin of Moray. This is my squire, Pepin.” 
 
    “You are not from Moray. Your accent is strange.” 
 
    “My family is from Moray. I have spent years traveling across many far lands, which is why my speech sounds strange. I have come to speak with Father Cormac.” 
 
    “Who told you he is here?” 
 
    “A Templar named Broen.” 
 
    “The Templars sent you?” 
 
    “With respect, Master Abbot, I can only speak of my mission with Cormac himself.” 
 
    “Oh? Well. Father Cormac does not take visitors. He is not well.” 
 
    “He has been waiting a long time to see me. I may be able to alleviate some of his suffering.” 
 
    “What do you know of Father Cormac’s illness?” 
 
    “Nothing. I know only that many years ago, he undertook an important quest, and that this quest remains uncompleted. I am here to help him complete it.” 
 
    “Are you?” said the Abbot, seeming amused. After a moment’s consideration, he gave a slight shrug and stepped aside for the two to enter. “Milo,” he said to the young man who lurked just inside. “Take these men to see Father Cormac.” He turned back to Martin. “You may have half an hour with Cormac, though I doubt you shall need that much.” 
 
    With that, the Abbot shuffled away. 
 
    “This way, if you please,” said Milo, setting off in the opposite direction. They followed him down the hall. 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
      
 
    They came to a door at the end of a hall in a remote corner of the abbey. Milo produced a key from his cassock and inserted it into the lock. 
 
    “You keep him locked up?” Martin asked. 
 
    Milo nodded. “For his safety.”  
 
    Pepin shot Martin a concerned glance. 
 
    Milo opened the door and stepped inside. Martin and Pepin followed him. They found themselves in a small room with a single, small window high in the far wall. The room was empty except for a little desk piled high with books and parchment scraps and a bed, in which a man lay sleeping under several blankets. 
 
    Milo stepped aside, and Martin approached the bed. The man was tall and thin, with long, thick gray-black hair and an unkempt beard. Except for the beard, he looked much like the age-progressed pictures of Benedict that Martin had been shown at La Couvertoirade. Martin would have guessed this man was at least seventy-five, though: the years had been hard on him. 
 
    “Father Cormac,” Martin said. The man didn’t stir. Martin put his hand on the man’s shoulder and said the name again. Still there was no response. Martin turned to Milo. “Could we have a moment alone with him?” 
 
    Milo thought a moment, then nodded and left the room, closing the door behind him. 
 
    Martin leaned close to the man’s ear. “Benedict,” he said.  
 
    This time the man stirred, almost imperceptibly. After a long moment, his eyes fluttered open. Seeing Martin bent over his bed, he gasped and recoiled, nearly falling off the opposite side of the bed. “It’s all right,” Martin said, in English. “I am from GRAIL. I am here to help.” 
 
    Benedict stared wild-eyed, shaking his head. “That language,” he said in Old French. “How…? Who are you?” 
 
    Seeing how disconcerted Benedict was at the sound of modern English, Cormac switched back to Old French. By this time, he was nearly fluent. “Do you remember GRAIL?” 
 
    Benedict’s eyes narrowed. “The Grail? No, no. Don’t you see? He tricked us. It’s an empty vessel. We filled it. But it was poisoned from the beginning! Poison in the cup!” 
 
    “I don’t understand, Ben—Cormac. What do you mean, poison in the cup?” 
 
    “The poison was in the cup all along! We filled the cup with good wine, but it didn’t matter. The poison was in the cup! The Grail, you see. It’s a trap!” 
 
    “I am not here for the Holy Grail,” Martin said. “An organization called GRAIL sent me here. Don’t you remember? La Couvertoirade? Gabrielle?” 
 
    Benedict shook his head angrily. “No. No! It’s too late. Poison in the cup. Coursing through the veins of history. Civilization is dying. He tricked us. We filled the cup. It can’t be stopped. It can’t be stopped!” 
 
    Benedict was getting louder and more agitated, and Martin decided to cut to the heart of the matter before Milo returned to eject them from the room. “Cormac, I am trying to find the Codex Babylon. We think it’s hidden somewhere in Egypt. Do you know—” 
 
    “No, no! The poison was in the cup all along. He tricked us. Tricked us all. You’ll never find the Codex. The Count will never give it up. He tricked us. Tricked us all. Poison in the cup!” 
 
    “Cormac, calm down. Please, this is very important. What Count? Who has the Codex?” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter!” Benedict screamed. “Don’t you see? You can’t stop it. Poison in the cup. He tricked us!” 
 
    “Who tricked you, Cormac? The Abbot?” 
 
    “Abbot?” cried Benedict, then burst into hysterical laughter. “You should have asked about his scars. Tricked us. Tricked all of us. Poison in the cup. You seek the book, but you will never have it. You are not one of the four.” 
 
    “Four what?” 
 
    “The Codex will pass through the hands of four men. All will die. One by water, one by air, one by earth, one by fire. Do not open the book, or you too shall perish!” 
 
    “How do you know this? Where is the Codex now?” 
 
    “It’s too late. You can’t stop it. Poison in the cup. He tricked us. Tricked us all!” 
 
    Martin felt a hand on his shoulder, and he realized Milo had returned. “You must leave now,” he said. 
 
    “Just a moment more,” Martin said. “There is something I must know.” 
 
    “You won’t learn anything else from him. When he is like this, he no longer even hears your questions.” 
 
    “He tricked us all!” Benedict continued to scream. “Poison in the cup. You’ll never have the book. It’s too late!” 
 
    “Come, my lord,” said Pepin. “He is mad.” 
 
    Martin reluctantly stood. Benedict continued to scream the same handful of phrases over and over, threads of saliva running down his beard.  
 
    “Is there anything that can be done for him?” Martin asked. 
 
    “He will calm down in an hour or two,” Milo said. “His mind fixes on things, but his memory is poor. He will fall asleep and remember none of this.” 
 
    They stepped into the hall and Milo closed and locked the door. 
 
    “What happened to him?” Pepin asked. 
 
    Milo chewed his lip. “There are things I am not supposed to speak of,” he said. “I can tell you that Father Cormac has been here a long time, much longer than I. He has never been well, as far as I know.” 
 
    “Has he been getting worse?” Martin asked. 
 
    “He took a turn a few weeks ago, but I suppose that’s because….” There was motion down the hall, and they saw that the Abbot was approaching. Milo turned so that his back was to the Abbot. “Arnout,” he whispered. 
 
    “What?” Martin replied. 
 
    “The Count he spoke of. Arnout of Aarschot. He came here ten days ago. Find him, and you will find what you are looking for.” He turned to face the Abbot, who stopped a few paces from them. 
 
    “A productive conversation, I assume?” the Abbot asked. His scars turned his smile into a disconcerting snarl. 
 
    “I’m afraid we did not learn much,” Martin said.  
 
    “He is quite mad,” the Abbot said. “We can only hope to make him comfortable for whatever time he has left.” 
 
    “What was he working on?” Pepin asked. 
 
    “Eh?” 
 
    “The books and parchment on the desk. Was he writing something?” 
 
    The Abbot chuckled. “We found years ago that keeping his mind occupied helped with the agitation. We let him have a few of the less valuable books from our library. He goes through a great deal of parchment and ink writing gibberish, but it is worth the expense to keep him relatively calm.” 
 
    “How long has he been here?” Martin asked. 
 
    “Twenty-two years,” the Abbot said. “He came here of his own volition, when his condition was still mild, although by that time he had already done much damage.” 
 
    “Damage?” Martin asked. 
 
    “He taught heresies to the Templars in Jerusalem, and from there they spread through the order across Christendom.” 
 
    “If Father Cormac is a heretic,” Pepin asked, “why is he allowed to live?” 
 
    “I did not say he was a heretic,” the Abbot snapped. “His madness caused him to lead others astray, but his mind is like that of a child. He lacks the presence of mind to commit a truly evil act. In any case, Father Cormac was long a friend of the Cistercians, and we took him in out of respect for his service to the Church. Now, if your curiosity is satisfied, I must insist you be on your way. You would not find lodging here to your taste. There is a respectable inn in Fréjus.” 
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Thirty-seven               
 
      
 
    He runs down a sterile white hallway, having arrived in time but knowing he is somehow too late. A woman stands in his way. He stops.  
 
    —Gabrielle? 
 
    —Martin. Where are you? 
 
    —Florièges. I found him. Cormac. I mean Benedict. 
 
    —Then he is still alive? 
 
    —Alive, yes. But he is not well. 
 
    Something nagged at Martin from the back of his mind. He was supposed to be doing something. He was late. 
 
    —Benedict is sick? 
 
    —I think he has lost his mind. He was speaking gibberish. But he may have given me a lead on the Codex. It may be in the hands of a Count Arnout of Aarschot.  
 
    —Is there anything you can do to help Benedict? 
 
    —I don’t think so. Something has broken him. He doesn’t remember GRAIL or anything from the twenty-first century. He speaks in fragments and riddles. 
 
    —You must try. If you can get him to remember, I may be able to reach him. If I can reach him, I can bring him home. 
 
    —You aren’t listening, Gabrielle. The man’s mind is broken. He is 62 years old and he looks like he’s eighty. I was only allowed to see him for half an hour. There is nothing I can do for Benedict.  
 
    —All right. I will find out what I can about Count Arnout. If you can contact him— 
 
    —They were waiting for me. 
 
    —Who? 
 
    —A mob with torches. When I first arrived. They knew I was coming. 
 
    —Martin, that’s impossible. Are you certain— 
 
    —I’ve done my part. I need to go home. I need to save Jessica. 
 
    —We can’t bring you back yet. The system isn’t charged. 
 
    —Ian said it could be done faster in an emergency. 
 
    —It could be, but this isn’t an emergency. The best thing you can do for Jessica is to locate the Codex. 
 
    —No. I’m done. Jessica needs me. 
 
    —We can’t bring you back yet. Even if we wanted to. Give me some time to look into Count Arnout— 
 
    —Do what you want. I’m leaving. I need to save Jessica. 
 
    —Martin, this is a dream. You can’t— 
 
    But Martin is no longer listening. He runs down the hall, praying he is not too late. 
 
      
 
   M artin and Pepin spent the next two nights at the inn at the little village of Fréjus. The morning after the first night, Martin awoke with a clear memory of having spoken to Gabrielle. He had told her about Benedict, and about Arnout. The next night she had told him something about Arnout. Something important. He was sitting at a table in the inn, trying to remember what it was, when Pepin came in, having just gotten up. He sat down across from Martin and began stuffing what was left of Martin’s breakfast into this mouth.  
 
    “Help yourself,” Martin said.  
 
    “Did your dream lady tell you where to go next?” Pepin said over a mouthful of food. Martin had been obliged to explain his communications with Gabrielle after Martin had awoken Pepin several times by talking in his sleep. Pepin took the news in stride, as if it made perfect sense to be speaking to a woman from 875 years in the future. 
 
    “She may have,” Martin said, “but I can’t remember. It had something to do with a Count Arnout.” 
 
    “As long as we don’t have to go back to Lisbon.” 
 
    Martin’s eyes widened as he suddenly remembered. “Lisbon!” 
 
    Pepin, still chewing, stared at Martin like a startled heifer.  
 
    “I remember the dream now!” Martin exclaimed. “Gabrielle told me Arnout was at the Siege of Lisbon!” He let out a sigh. “Bad news, friend. I think we have to go back.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because this Count Arnout might have the Codex, and he’s at Lisbon. Well, I hope he’s still there. Damn it. If I had known….” 
 
    “But Count Arnout isn’t at Lisbon.” 
 
    “What? How do you know?” 
 
    “Because he’s on his way to Venice.” 
 
    “How do you know that?” 
 
    “When I was securing our passage to Marseille, I overheard a man making arrangements for several hundred men to be transported to Venice. I know Arnout was to be among them because the man provided detailed instructions for the transport of the Count’s horse.” 
 
    “Do you know why they were going to Venice?” 
 
    “I can guess. Most of those who came to Lisbon were on their way to the Holy Land when the King of Portugal convinced them to help him liberate Lisbon from the Moors. It was when I heard that the fleet had stopped at Lisbon that I decided to go there rather than to Jerusalem.” 
 
    “But if they were going to the Holy Land, why stop at Venice?” 
 
    Pepin shrugged. “A lot of the ships at Lisbon were owned by the Venetians. I suppose it has something to do with the deal they made with the shipowners.” 
 
    “When did they leave?” 
 
    “Not long after we did, I think. Maybe two or three days.” 
 
    Martin thought this over. If Pepin was right, they were only a couple days behind Arnout. With any luck, Arnout would be at Venice for at least a day or two. If they could board a ship to Venice in the next few days, they might catch him before he left for the Holy Land. 
 
    “Are you certain that Arnout has your book?” Pepin asked. 
 
    “No,” said Martin. “But that monk, Milo, said Arnout has what we are looking for. What else could he have meant?” 
 
    “How would Milo know what we are looking for?” 
 
    Martin shook his head. “I wish we could have talked to him more, away from the Abbot. He knew more than he let on, I can tell you that. I think he cares about Father Cormac. Did you see the way he looked at the books and parchment on Cormac’s desk? It was as if he wanted to tell us something, but was too afraid.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “I don’t know. But Cormac had the Codex. That I’m sure of. I think it’s what drove him mad. And that means it’s very likely in the hands of Count Arnout.” 
 
    After breakfast, they went to the docks, but Pepin’s inquiries were unproductive. No ships bound for Venice or farther east would be setting sail within the next week. It sounded unlikely, in fact, that they’d be able to sail anywhere for several weeks. Nearly all shipping had shut down until the spring. 
 
    “We could travel by land,” Pepin suggested, as they stood on the dock overlooking the Mediterranean, a cold wind tearing at the clothes. “Grisel and Gaufrois are up to it.” Grisel was Martin’s horse; Gaufrois was Pepin’s. 
 
    “Do you have any idea how far it is to Venice?” 
 
    “A hundred leagues, at least. Perhaps six hundred.” This was typical of Pepin’s distance estimates: a place that was not close was either far away or very far away. Martin suppressed his reflexive inclination to look down on Pepin’s medieval mindset; the fact was, without a map or a smartphone Martin couldn’t estimate the distance without much greater accuracy. And he knew even less about the terrain or any dangers they might face along the way. 
 
    What he did know was that Venice was on the opposite side of the Italian peninsula. Traveling by ship, Arnout would have had to go several hundred miles out of his way, and because the wind was from the east, the ships would be relying primarily on oars. If Martin and Pepin could avoid being killed by bandits or freezing to death in the Alps, they might actually beat Arnout to Venice. Martin was still sore from the short ride to Fréjus; the idea of crossing Italy on horseback almost made the idea of traveling by sea seem pleasant. Almost. 
 
    Pepin was on board with the plan; with Martin’s consent, he began procuring supplies for the journey. Martin, though, was less certain. He had met the terms of the agreement with GRAIL and then some: he’d risked his life at Lisbon to learn that Arnout had the Codex, and he’d confirmed that Benedict was still alive. What more could they expect of him? 
 
    On the other hand, if Arnout really did have the Codex, Martin had probably been within a hundred yards of it without knowing. It grated on him to come so close and fail—and it did seem like their odds of catching Arnout were good. While Pepin bought food and supplies, Martin had asked some of the merchants in Fréjus about the journey to Venice, and the consensus was that journey could be made by horseback in less than two weeks. They would stay close to the coast until Genoa and then head north, crossing the Alps at a pass called Bocchetta and then continue east-northeast across the northern Italian plain to Venice. 
 
    Catching Arnout was, of course, only part of the problem. It was unlikely that Martin would be able to talk Arnout into handing over the Codex. In fact, if Ian and the others were to be believed, it was impossible. The Codex had evidently been found in Egypt, so trying to prevent it from getting there was a fool’s errand. The best Martin could hope for would be to talk to Arnout and hopefully determine how the Codex ended up in Egypt—and where. But—assuming Arnout knew anything about the Codex’s ultimate destination—why would he tell Martin?  
 
    Why had the Abbot given Arnout the Codex in the first place, and what did Arnout intend to do with it? The obvious answer, given that Arnout seemed to be on his way to the Holy Land, was that the Abbot had instructed him to bring it to the Templars in Jerusalem. But if getting the Codex to the Templars was the goal, why hadn’t Arnout given it to the Templars at Lisbon? It was possible, Martin supposed, that Arnout had delivered it to the Templars there without Martin knowing, but he thought it unlikely. Other than Godfrey, none of the Templars at Lisbon seemed to know anything about the Codex or Father Cormac. After Martin and Pepin proved themselves at the mosque, the Templars there seemed more than willing to help them in their quest in any way possible. Maybe this was a ruse, but it was difficult to see why the Templars would have helped them secure passage east if they were trying to keep them away from the Codex. 
 
    No, the Abbot must have told Arnout to deliver the Codex to someone in particular—either a Templar sympathetic to the Abbot’s intentions or someone else entirely. Possibly the Saracens? There was no way to know, and if he didn’t catch Arnout at Venice, he would probably never find out. 
 
    The morning they were to depart Fréjus, Martin awoke with the memory of a dream. He had told Gabrielle about Arnout traveling to Venice, and about the possibility of intercepting him by traveling cross-country. He had also told her that he’d done his part, that it was time for him to go home. But talking to someone via telepathy was not like having an ordinary conversation, where you could present a decisive front, concealing your thoughts. Gabrielle could tell he was conflicted, and she’d used it against him, suggesting that he would regret it if he gave up now. She’d told him, again, that there was nothing he could do for Dana and Jessica. And in the end, he’d given in.  
 
    He and Pepin were going to Venice. 
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Thirty-eight                  
 
   M artin and Pepin reached Venice the afternoon of December 2nd, the journey from Fréjus having been grueling but dull. They had encountered neither bandits nor dangerous animals. After stabling their horses, they inquired at the docks, where they soon learned some unfortunate news: after a stay of two days in Venice, a ship carrying Count Arnout and a number of other Frankish and Flemish nobles had departed for Acre, along with twenty other vessels. The morning of the day Martin and Pepin arrived, word had reached Venice that the fleet ran into bad weather on the Ionian Sea. Eight of the ships sank, including Arnout’s. Martin and Pepin retreated to an inn near the docks and drowned their sorrows in beer. 
 
    “It’s like we’re cursed to keep just missing the Codex,” Martin said. 
 
    “It does seem as if we are not meant to find it,” Pepin said. “What do we do now?” 
 
    “I don’t see that there’s anything we can do. If Arnout had the Codex, it’s at the bottom of the sea.” 
 
    “Then you will ask your dream lady to bring you home?” 
 
    “I’m going to try.” He had been in the past for over seven weeks now, so the TGG’s batteries were probably nearly charged. If Ian would authorize the additional power consumption, he could probably be home in a day or two. 
 
      
 
    —It doesn’t make any sense. We are now virtually certain the Codex ended up in Egypt. Paulo and I found a man murdered in Cairo because of what he knew about the Codex. Are you sure Arnout had it? 
 
    —I can’t be absolutely sure of anything, but my gut tells me that the Codex was at Notre-Dame de Florièges, and that the Abbot gave it to Arnout. 
 
    —He didn’t give it to someone else, maybe at Lisbon? 
 
    —I don’t think so. If he did, I have no idea who, or where they are now. It’s over, Gabrielle. I need to go home. 
 
    —I will talk to Ian. If you can, ask around in Venice and see if you can find anything else out about Arnout. 
 
      
 
    Martin awoke with the dream fresh in his mind. He and Pepin went back to the docks to see if there was any new information about the missing ships. The one thing that everyone seemed certain of was that the ship carrying Arnout had sunk.  
 
    “There were witnesses who saw the ship go down?” Pepin asked a group of workers who were taking a break in the shade of a stack of wooden crates. The dock workers spoke passable French, but they had trouble with Martin’s accent. 
 
    The foreman nodded. “Three of the ships were separated from the fleet and returned to Venice. The crew saw Count Arnout’s ship go down.” 
 
    “The Doge was none too happy,” added another. “The ship Arnout was on was one of the Doge’s own, and Arnout twisted his arm to get him to send it out this late in the year. Now the Doge is out a ship, and word is that the collateral won’t begin to cover the cost.” 
 
    “Collateral?” Martin interjected. “What collateral?” 
 
    The man shrugged. “I heard the Count was short of money so he put up something to cover part of the cost of the voyage.” 
 
    Pepin and Martin traded glances. “You don’t know what the collateral was?” 
 
    None of them seemed to know. 
 
    Martin began to walk briskly back up the wharf. Pepin thanked the men and then caught up to him. 
 
    “I’ve got to see the Doge,” Martin said. 
 
    Pepin was speechless. 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
      
 
    For the past four centuries, the Republic of Venice had been administered by a man who held the title Doge of Venice. Although elected for life, the doge was not an autocrat and had no power to name his successor. Even so, he held considerable power in the wealthy, semi-autonomous republic within the Byzantine Empire. One did not simply walk up the steps of the doge’s palace and demand to speak to him. 
 
    As they walked, Pepin argued that they should attempt first to determine whether there were any Templars in Venice who could help them get a meeting with the Doge. Martin couldn’t remember anything from his briefings at La Couvertoirade about the Templars having a permanent presence in Venice, but Pepin seemed to think the organization’s involvement in trade and banking made it likely there were some Templars in the city. Martin acknowledged the possibility, but he would not be deterred: even if they could find the Templars, there was no guarantee they’d be willing to help, or that they held any real sway with the Doge.  
 
    They were met on the palace steps by a pair of guards demanding to know who they were and what business they had with the Doge. By this time, Pepin had managed to convince Martin of the necessity of tact, and the two had devised a general line of approach. Martin introduced himself to the guards as Martin of Moray, a knight from Scotland who represented a consortium of wealthy nobles who needed to speak to the Doge on an urgent business matter. The guards were unimpressed. The older of the two seemed to understand the gist of what Martin was saying, but he responded in a staccato language that Martin couldn’t decipher. He assumed it was either Latin or some kind of proto-Italian.  
 
    “I think he is saying that we need to go through the proper channels,” Pepin explained. 
 
    “Canalis,” the man said, nodding.  
 
    Martin shook his head. “I understand there is a proper way of doing things,” he said, “but I do not have time.” He moved his right hand to point to his left wrist, realized this gesture would be absolutely meaningless to medieval Venetians, and pretended to be scratching an itch. “I was supposed to meet Count Arnout before he left. I was to buy the item he used as collateral so that he could pay the Doge for the army’s passage to the Holy Land. We were delayed by bad weather, and when we didn’t arrive in time, the Count must have decided to give the item to the Doge. The group I represent has money. We can pay for the item. It is of no use to the Doge.” 
 
    The two men turned to each other and conversed for a moment in their language. At last, the older man turned to Martin and held up his hand, saying something that Martin took to mean wait here. The young man remained, blocking their way, while the older man climbed the remaining steps and disappeared into the palace. 
 
    They waited there for nearly an hour, hugging themselves against the cold wind blowing over the city from the north. At last the older guard returned, along with a diminutive man whose fine dress marked him as some sort of palace functionary. The expression on the man’s face suggested he was not pleased to have been pulled away from his work in the palace. 
 
    “What do you want?” he asked Martin in accented but clear French. Martin reiterated his request. The functionary shook his head. “No. I cannot help you. You must go.” 
 
    “Please,” Martin said. “If we could just have a moment with the Doge….” 
 
    “A moment with the Doge!” the man sneered. “The Normans are plundering the Greek coast, staging an invasion of the Empire. The nobles plot against the Doge because he dared to marry the daughter of his predecessor. Patriarch Dandolo defies the Doge’s authority, fomenting civil war. And you, a knight who can neither afford armor nor speak proper French, demand a moment with the Doge. Go away!” 
 
    “Listen to me, you son of a—” Martin started. 
 
    “I implore you!” Pepin shouted, falling to his knees in front of the man. “It is true that my liege is not a man of great wealth or culture. He lacks armor and cannot properly wield a sword. He is prone to seasickness and you would laugh to see him trying to control an ornery horse. He speaks like a—”  
 
    A loud cough from Martin suggested that he’d engaged in enough deprecation.  
 
    Pepin went on, “But he is here on a matter of great importance to the Republic and all Christendom. We ask not to speak to the Doge on account of our own merit or standing, but because the fate of civilization itself rests on the completion of our mission.” 
 
    “As fond as I am of hyperbole,” the functionary replied, “Neither I nor the Doge can help you. The book is not here. Go away.” 
 
    “Then it is a book!” Martin exclaimed. “I knew it!” 
 
    “If it is not here, where is it?” Pepin asked. 
 
    “I don’t see how that is any of your business. You have wasted enough of my time.” He turned to go back into the palace. 
 
    “Wait!” cried Pepin. “My liege can give you information. He knows the future!” 
 
    The functionary stopped and turned, an amused smile on his face. “I suppose he makes up for with divination what he lacks in wealth, manners, grammar, martial prowess and seamanship.” 
 
    “He comes from far in the future, and also across the ocean! He knows the fate of Venice, of the Empire, and of the Doge himself!” 
 
    “Is that so?” said the functionary. 
 
    “No, Your Excellency,” said Martin, guessing at an honorific. “My squire is inclined toward flights of fancy. It is true, however, that I may be able to help His Serenity negotiate some of his present difficulties.” Straining to recall what he’d been told about Venice in 1147, he pressed on: “I know that the current mobilization of so many Westerners is a matter of great concern to the Doge, and for good reason. The Doge’s refusal to participate in the crusade has given the Normans an excuse to raid the coast under His Serenity’s protection, but they will not stop there. The Doge must act decisively against them, or the Empire itself will fall, and Venice along with it.” 
 
    “You tell me what everyone in Venice already knows,” said the functionary, losing interest. 
 
    “I know also,” Martin continued, “that relations between the Doge and Rome are strained. He is worried that his excommunication and the papal interdict against the citizens of Venice will turn the people against him, and that his fighting men will refuse his orders to strike back against the Normans.” 
 
    The functionary snorted. “Is that so?” he said. “I begin to wonder if you are a knight at all, but rather a wandering fool or madman. Go spin your yarns elsewhere, Martin of nowhere I’ve heard of. You have no business at the palace.” He turned and walked away. 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
      
 
    Martin’s sleep was troubled that night; he awoke with a vague recollection of having spoken to Gabrielle, but couldn’t remember anything she had said to him. He knew he’d gotten something very wrong at the palace, but he hadn’t a clue what it was.  
 
    He and Pepin spent the next day wandering around the city trying to determine if there were any Templars nearby, but without success. After another night of fitful sleep, Martin was awakened by the innkeeper pounding on their door. He opened the door but could make no sense of the man’s mangled French. At last he determined that someone important was downstairs to see him, and he told the innkeeper he’d be down momentarily. 
 
    Martin roused Pepin and told him to get dressed.  
 
    “Do you suppose it’s the Templars?” Pepin asked. “Maybe they heard we were asking around for them.” 
 
    “Well, it’s 700 years too early to be Jehovah’s Witnesses,” said Martin. “Come on.” 
 
    They went downstairs to find the functionary from the palace waiting for them, along with the older guard. “How did you know?” the functionary asked. 
 
    “Know what?” asked Martin. 
 
    “The papal bull announcing the Doge’s excommunication and the interdiction against Venice was promulgated yesterday and only reached the palace today. How did you know? Do you have a contact in Rome?” 
 
    Martin suddenly realized what he’d gotten wrong. He’d jumped the gun on the news of the excommunication! The functionary must have thought he was talking nonsense until the news arrived from Rome and he suddenly seemed like a prophet. “No,” Martin said. “As I said, I just have a good understanding of the political situation, at least at a, um, very high level.”  
 
    The functionary considered this. “The Doge would like to speak with you,” he said. “Please come with me.” 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
      
 
    The Doge of Venice, Pietro Polani, was a heavyset, hirsute man who, except for his extravagant medieval dress, looked to Martin like someone who should be running a pizza joint in Brooklyn. After waiting for nearly two hours in an antechamber, Martin and Pepin had been escorted into a salon where the Doge awaited them on an ornate padded chair, his bare feet soaking in a tub of warm water and a goblet of wine cradled against his chest. He waved the guard out of the room as Martin and Pepin approached. Pepin bowed, and Martin followed suit. “Your Serenity,” Martin said. 
 
    The Doge waved his hand, which Martin took as permission to stand. “Your accent is strange,” said the Doge. “Where are you from?” The Doge spoke French clearly, although with what Martin took to be a Venetian accent. 
 
    “Scotland, Your Serenity.” The Doge had undoubtedly met men from Scotland, but Martin was wagering he wasn’t familiar enough with the accent to call his bluff. Martin had been practicing the aristocratic accent used by the French Templars, and between that and Pepin’s influence, his accent was now muddled enough that it would be hard for anyone to say where he was—or wasn’t—from.  
 
    “How did you know about my impending excommunication?” 
 
     Martin had been practicing the answer to this on the trip over. “I work for a consortium of nobles in the west who are charged with the recovery and custodianship of certain ancient knowledge. Through their study, some of our members have cultivated an ability to divine the outlines of—” 
 
    “Soothsayers.” 
 
    “Not precisely, Your Serenity, but these men are at times able to discern patterns in events, which allows them to… predict likely outcomes.” 
 
    “Then you are not truly familiar with the situation in Venice, as you told Antonio.” 
 
    “Not in any detail, no. I misled your servant because I am under orders not to divulge the nature of my employers’ work unless absolutely necessary.” 
 
    “Then you are of no use to me.” 
 
    “I beg your indulgence, Your Serenity. I believe I can be of some help. The… soothsayers, as you call them, have seen the outcome of the current interplay of forces in Venice. Up close, all you see is tumult, but from a distance, patterns emerge.” As he spoke, fragments of the previous night’s exchange with Gabrielle came to mind. 
 
    “And what do you expect in exchange for enlightening me regarding these ‘patterns’?” 
 
    “Only information. I am seeking the book that Count Arnout used as collateral for his fare to the Holy Land.” 
 
    “This book is part of the ‘ancient knowledge’ your employers seek?” 
 
    “Yes, Your Serenity.” 
 
    “What do your soothsayers have to say about the fate of Venice?” 
 
    “You are in a difficult spot. You have the support of the Empire, but the Emperor is not in a position to help you against the Normans. Meanwhile, the Patriarch of Grado undermines your authority at home.” 
 
    “No longer,” said the Doge. “I’ve exiled Dandolo and his family and had their homes razed.” 
 
    “Hence the excommunication.” 
 
    “That’s right. But you are telling me only what I already know. I need to know only one thing: can Venice stand against the Normans while in defiance of Rome?” 
 
    Martin took a breath. “Yes. The men of Venice know what is at stake. If you stand firm, they will fight the Normans despite the interdiction.” 
 
    “And win?” 
 
    “This spring, you will command a fleet against the Normans. They will be defeated south of Greece. The Byzantine Empire will not fall to the Normans.” 
 
    The Doge raised an eyebrow. “You speak with surprising specificity. What else can you say of my future?” 
 
    “Nothing of importance, Your Serenity. Is it not enough to know that your leadership will save Venice and the Empire?” 
 
    The Doge took a swig from his goblet and swished the wine around in his mouth for a few seconds before swallowing it. “Tell me about this book,” he said. 
 
    “It is called Codex Babylon,” Martin replied. “It is supposed to be a treatise on demons.” 
 
    “And it is very valuable?” 
 
    “To some, yes.” 
 
    “I was told the book is dangerous. That even looking at its pages puts one’s soul in peril.” 
 
    “Arnout told you this?” 
 
    “No. Arnout didn’t seem to think much of the book. He said he had read much of it on the voyage from Lisbon, and that it was nonsense.” The Doge shrugged. “Arnout told me he had agreed to deliver the book to the Templars in Jerusalem, but he disembarked in Venice having paid his men’s passage only this far, and without enough money to cover the rest of the voyage. A cynic would suspect he intended to pawn the book all along.” 
 
    “But—if I may ask, Your Serenity—why would Arnout think you would agree to his terms? Did he somehow demonstrate the book’s value to you?” 
 
    “He presented a letter from an abbot named Carolus, to Everard des Barres, Grand Master of the Templars in Jerusalem. The letter indicated the book was very important and should be delivered only to Everard. To be candid, it would not have been enough to convince me to send my ships out in November were I not already facing a threat from the Normans. I could not be certain of Arnout’s loyalties, and I did not like the idea of him and his followers staying in Venice for the winter.” 
 
    “Understandable, Your Serenity. Your servant told us that the book is no longer here?” 
 
    “That is so. The day after word arrived that eight ships were lost, a man came to the palace, offering to pay the balance of Arnout’s account in exchange for the book. I was glad to be rid of it.” 
 
    “Did this man give you a name?” 
 
    “No. He would have been thrown out of the palace were it not for the bag of gold he carried.” 
 
    “Do you know where he went?” 
 
    “I know nothing of the man except that he spoke like a Fleming and wore a patch over his right eye.” 
 
    “You don’t know how he learned that you had the Codex?” 
 
    “No. Antonio!” 
 
    After a moment, Antonio entered the room again. He and the Doge had a brief exchange in their language. 
 
    “Antonio says the one-eyed man and his cohort left on a small galley two days ago.” 
 
    “There were others with him?” asked Martin. 
 
    “He hired a dozen of the local ruffians to accompany him. I suppose he was worried someone would try to take the book. He couldn’t have had much money left. He paid double the normal rate, and the captain could still hardly pull together a crew this late in the year. He said his mission could not wait.” 
 
    “Where was he headed?” 
 
    “The ship was bound for Acre,” said Antonio. “After that, I don’t know.” 
 
    Martin considered this. There was no direct sea traffic between Venice and Egypt, so if the one-eyed man were headed to Egypt, he would have to land at Acre, about a hundred miles north of Jerusalem, and travel the rest of the way overland.  
 
    “Out of curiosity,” he said, “how much did he end up paying?” 
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Thirty-nine                      
 
   I t cost them the rest of their gold, but with the Doge’s help they were able to hire a ship with a skeleton crew to take them to Acre. There was plenty of room for the horses. The ship left the next day, putting them three days behind the one-eyed man. Traversing the Mediterranean in December was dicey, but Martin reasoned that if the Codex ended up in Egypt, then the one-eyed man had survived the voyage. As long as the weather held for three more days, Martin and Pepin would be fine.  
 
    Martin’s only other option was to remain in Venice, waiting out the clock until he could go home. He’d been in the past for fifty-two days, which meant he was stuck there for another eighteen days, unless Ian approved an emergency extraction. In his last communication with Gabrielle, she had informed him that she’d spoken to Ian and he’d nixed the idea. As tempting as it was to sit on his thumbs in Venice just to spite Ian, in the end he figured he might as well make one last effort to locate the Codex.  
 
    “Was that true, what you told the Doge?” Pepin asked, as they waited on the docks for the ship to be readied for departure. 
 
    Martin nodded. “Gabrielle told me what’s going to happen. The Doge’s fleet defeats the Normans, eliminating them as a threat to the Empire.” He decided Pepin didn’t need to know that the Norman defeat was the first of many for Westerners in the Mediterranean and the Outremer. The Second Crusade was largely a failure, and over the next two hundred years Christendom lost control over all its territory in the Holy Land.  
 
    “Why did the Pope excommunicate him?” 
 
    “There’s a guy named Dandolo who has been causing him problems. Dandolo is the Patriarch of Grado, which I understand is an office within the Catholic Church.” 
 
    “Dandolo is the one the Doge exiled.” 
 
    “Right. Along with his whole family. The Pope was not pleased. He excommunicated the Doge and put all of Venice under an interdict.” 
 
    “So nobody here can receive any of the sacraments until the interdict is lifted,” Pepin said. “They’re all in danger of going to hell.” 
 
    “We’re all in danger of going to hell, as far as I can tell. I’m not entirely sure I’m not already there.” 
 
    “Don’t say things like that. I’m not going to hell.” 
 
    “No?” 
 
    “I intend to die fighting the Saracens. All my sins will be remitted. Straight to heaven for me.” 
 
    “Lucky.” 
 
    “You don’t think you’ll go to heaven?” 
 
    “I just want to see my daughter again. That’s good enough for me.” 
 
    Pepin nodded soberly. “Did Gabrielle tell you if the interdict ever gets lifted?” 
 
    “I didn’t ask, but it must, eventually. I mean, property values in Venice would really take a hit if the residents were all doomed to eternal damnation.” 
 
    “I suppose that’s true,” Pepin replied. This was his standard respond when Martin said something that made no sense to him whatsoever.  
 
    “It won’t come quick enough for the Doge, though.” 
 
    “What do you mean? You said he would defeat the Normans.” 
 
    “I said his fleet would defeat the Normans. The Doge will captain the fleet initially, but he’ll fall ill and return to Venice. He’ll be dead within the year. Fate is a harsh mistress.” 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
      
 
    As it turned out, the galley caught a strong wind out of the northwest shortly after leaving port and rode it most of the way to Acre, arriving only eight days after leaving Venice. Asking around at the docks, Pepin confirmed that a one-eyed man had disembarked with an escort of half a dozen men two days earlier. Further inquiries revealed that the one-eyed man and his henchmen had bought horses the day after arriving at Acre and left the city by the south gate, heading toward Jerusalem.  
 
    Martin had missed the Codex once again, but he was at least gaining on it. If the one-eyed man really was destined for Egypt, it should be a simple matter to overtake him on the road. Gabrielle had informed him that the Egyptian border was a ten-day journey overland from Acre. If Martin and Pepin could manage it in eight, they’d catch the one-eyed man before Martin’s scheduled extraction. 
 
    There were two problems with this plan: the first was that the road from Acre to Egypt was notoriously dangerous, plagued as it was by bandits, wild animals and murderous Saracens. It was these threats, after all, that had given impetus to the idea of an order of warrior-monks charged with the protection of pilgrims. The second problem was that they had no reason to think the one-eyed man would tell them where he intended to bring the Codex. There was no possibility of trying to take the book from him: if the Codex were destined to end up in Egypt, trying to stop that from happening was foolish. The Codex was going to end up wherever Kammler had found it; all Martin could hope to do was determine where that was. 
 
    While they traveled, Martin puzzled over the identity of the one-eyed man. Who was he, and how had he known the Doge had the Codex? Unless he had already been in Venice, it would have been almost impossible for the news to reach him so quickly, even if he had a contact inside the doge’s palace. Was he really headed for Egypt? Why? Who did he work for? Was there some kind of underground network of agents across Europe and the Middle East seeking the Codex? That would explain the welcoming committee in France. But how had they known about Martin’s arrival? 
 
    Martin needed information and reinforcements, and the obvious place to seek both was the Templar fortress at Acre. He would present his credentials to the Templars there as he’d intended to do at Richerenches, explain that he needed to know where the one-eyed man was taking the Codex, and hope they were sympathetic. His money was gone and he had no other possible allies in the Outremer. The Templars were his only hope. 
 
    Two days after the galley left Venice, Martin set aside the mystery of the one-eyed man and began trying to put together everything he had learned about the Templars, Benedict and the Codex. By the time they reached Acre, he’d developed the broad outlines of a theory. 
 
    After failing to locate the Codex under the Temple, Benedict had left to look for it elsewhere. By this time, loneliness and his obsession with the Codex had already driven him half mad, and he was either unwilling or unable to continue communicating with Gabrielle. He traveled all over the Middle East and North Africa trying to find the Codex. Ultimately, probably years later, he found it, but if he wasn’t already completely insane by that time, the Codex itself pushed him over the edge.  
 
    Benedict returned with the Codex to the Temple, having either forgotten or deliberately abandoned his original mission. While imagining himself to be helping the Templars prepare for a fight against demons, he inadvertently introduced demonic influence into the organization. The nature of this influence was uncertain, but whatever it consisted of, the Templar leadership eventually realized what had happened and forbade him to have any further contact with the order.  
 
    Somehow Father Carolus, the abbot at Notre-Dame de Florièges, got involved. Either he offered to take Benedict in or the Templars pressured him to take Benedict off their hands. Years later—only a few weeks before Martin arrived—the Abbot discovered that Benedict had smuggled a copy of the Codex out of Jerusalem and had hidden it at Florièges. For reasons that were unclear to Martin, the Abbot arranged for Count Arnout to deliver it to Everard, the Templar Grand Master in Jerusalem. Arnout, however, was more concerned with getting his army to the Outremer, so he pawned the book in exchange for passage. 
 
    Another thing that had become clear was that the Codex had caused a split among the Templars, and that split still existed in 1147. Broen had said something about the Codex tearing the order apart, and before he died, Godfrey spoke of those among the Templars who had lost sight of the order’s mission, who would use the Codex for their own gain. Carolus’s insistence that Arnout give the Codex only to Everard also suggested that there were those among the Templars who could not be trusted. But which faction did Carolus favor?  
 
    It was tempting, because of the Abbot’s gruesome appearance and inhospitable manner, to relegate him to the ranks of the corrupt, but Martin had the sense he was missing something. There was definitely something about Carolus that wasn’t right, but it was hard to see how sending the Codex to Everard would further the Abbot’s personal ambitions. Gabrielle had told Martin that Everard had been considered a valiant and pious man by his contemporaries; if the historical record could be trusted, in other words, he was not the sort to accept the Codex as payment for some personal favor granted to the Abbot. 
 
    No, Martin didn’t get the sense Father Carolus was out for personal gain. The Abbot was a true believer. The question was, in what? And what did his trust in Everard mean for Martin? If Carolus trusted Everard, did that mean Martin could trust him as well? Or that he couldn’t? There was no way to know. Nor did Martin know which faction predominated at Acre—and he had neither the time nor the political acumen to find out. He could only go to the Templars there, throw his cards on the table, and ask them for their help. 
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Forty            
 
      
 
   M artin and Pepin made their way from the docks of Acre to the city gate. It was nearly noon on the 13th of December, and the sun hung low in a cloudless azure sky. A cool, steady breeze blew past them off the Mediterranean. It had been two months since Martin arrived in the Middle Ages. In less than two weeks, if all went as planned, he would be going home to Dana and Jessica. He wondered if things would ever be the way they had been. He could never tell them—or anyone—about his trip to the past. Nor could he tell them about the demonic threat that haunted the twenty-first century. He would have to do his best to protect them from the menace without ever letting on what he was doing. That would be his burden to bear, as long as he lived. It won’t be enough, Paulo had told him. There is no place to hide. But maybe, if he could find out where the Codex had been hidden in Egypt, he could keep them safe, at least for a while. 
 
    Martin and Pepin presented themselves at the gate and were allowed inside. The city of Acre, situated on a rocky promontory in northern Palestine, was the chief port of the region and the gateway to Jerusalem and the rest of the Outremer. The Templar fortress at Acre was a large and impressive structure in the center of the city, visible from the sea above the massive stone wall that ran along the coast. Having no money left for food or drink, the two went directly to the fortress.  
 
    The Templar leader at the fortress, a dour blond man from Flanders named Rijckaert, accepted Martin’s code phrases and letters with aplomb but was unimpressed with either his mission or his plight. Martin’s country being overrun with demons certainly sounded like a problem, but it had nothing to do with the Templars. The best he would offer was to allow Martin and Pepin to ride along with a group of Templars who would be leaving for Jerusalem in three days. Nothing Martin or Pepin said would convince him to expedite the group’s departure, and traveling from Acre to Jerusalem without an escort would be suicidal. Their hopes of catching the one-eyed man were fading quickly.  
 
    The two were allowed to stay at the fortress and given food in exchange for performing some menial labor. By this time, the Templar organization was wealthy enough that it was considered unseemly for the Templars to perform manual labor, but Rijckaert seemed to feel no compunction about assigning Martin to assist with repairing masonry and polishing armor. Either he didn’t believe Martin was a knight or he held non-Templars in somewhat lower esteem than his own brethren. Pepin made out a little better: when Rijckaert learned that he knew how to make horseshoes, he was put to work doing so for the duration of their stay. 
 
    Three days after they arrived, they set off for Jerusalem, along with eight Templars, twelve members of the order known as the Knights Hospitaller (who shared the Acre fortress with the Templars), and some forty recently arrived pilgrims from the West. The latter traveled on foot, while the knights rode horses. Grisel and Gaufrois had been well cared for by the Templars; after their journey across the Italian peninsula and eight days aboard a ship, they had started to look pretty ragged, but they’d been given quality grains and plenty of water at Acre, and Pepin had washed and brushed them the night before their departure.  
 
    The company, led by a jovial Bavarian Templar named Willehalm, arrived at Jerusalem the evening of the third day after leaving Acre, having encountered neither bandits nor Saracens. Except for a young woman from Sicily who was bitten by a viper on the second day and died a few hours later, the entire group made it to Jerusalem safe and sound. When the pilgrims had gone to find lodging for the night and the Hospitallers left for their own headquarters, Martin and Pepin accompanied the Templars to the palace. Martin spoke the code phrases to the men at the gates, and they were escorted inside and given lodging for the night.  
 
    The next morning, Martin was taken to see the Grand Master, Everard des Barres, in a meeting room on the main floor of the palace. Everard, the third Grand Master of the Templars, after Hugh of Payens and Robert of Craon, was a tall, chestnut-haired Frank who was in the middle of a heated discussion with two other Templars when Martin arrived. The ships carrying the men who had been traveling with Arnout had reached Acre a week earlier, and the Templars were struggling to find housing for all the new arrivals in Jerusalem. Martin told Everard he needed to speak to him alone, but the Grand Master insisted he could speak freely among the other Templars. When Martin leaned in and said that he was seeking a lost book that was on its way to Egypt, though, Everard quickly dismissed the others and locked the door behind them. 
 
    “You speak of the Codex Babylon?” Everard said, his face suddenly grave. 
 
    “That is right.” 
 
    “It is here, in Palestine?” 
 
    “I believe so, yes. A one-eyed man bought it from the Doge in Venice. I think he is on his way to Egypt.” 
 
    “The Doge?” asked Everard, puzzled. “How did the Doge come to have the Codex?” 
 
    Martin related what the Doge had told him. 
 
    Everard tugged at his beard. “Strange that Arnout would arrive at Venice without the money to complete his journey here. He is a wealthy man. Unless he was robbed at Lisbon, I don’t see why he would have—” 
 
    “Robbed!” Martin exclaimed, the pieces of the puzzle suddenly coming together in his mind. “Oh, I am an idiot.” 
 
    Everard regarded him circumspectly. “You are?” 
 
    “The Count wouldn’t carry the money himself, would he?” 
 
    “It’s unlikely. He would have a steward with him to handle expenditures.” 
 
    Martin nodded. “I think the man who bought the Codex from the Doge was the Count’s steward. He absconded with Arnout’s money at Venice and disappeared, forcing the Count to pawn the Codex. Then, after Arnout left, he bought the Codex back with the Count’s own money. He even had enough left over to hire a dozen henchmen and hire a ship to take him to Acre.” 
 
    “You say the man had one eye?” 
 
    “The Doge said he had a patch over his right eye.” 
 
    “A Fleming?” 
 
    “Yes. Do you know him?” 
 
    “I may. What do you know about the corruption of the Templars by the Codex?” 
 
    “Very little for certain. I know that a priest named Cormac sought the Codex, and I’ve surmised that he found it and returned with it to Jerusalem.” Martin related his theory to Everard. 
 
    Everard nodded. “This was before my time with the Templars, but your story accords with what I know. Father Cormac claimed to have the Codex, but none of the Templars ever saw it. Cormac said it was too dangerous, that even to look upon its pages was to risk one’s soul. He also claimed, though, that the book held wisdom that was of vital importance in the Templars’ struggle against demonic powers on Earth. He would act as a medium between the book and the order, teaching the Templars to resist the demons. Hugh of Payens was still Grand Master then, and he held Cormac in high regard. Some whispered that Cormac had gone mad, but Hugh would not hear it. Cormac was allowed to make changes to the admission process, so that every new Templar received indoctrination in the nature of demons. None of these changes were ever put in writing, and they were kept secret from anyone outside a small circle designated by Cormac. Not even Hugh of Payens knew the details. It was only when he heard about the cult of Baphomet that he finally—” 
 
    “The cult of Baphomet?” 
 
    “New inductees to the order were made to spit on the cross, deny Christ, and engage in indecent kissing, among other activities. The supposed goal of these exercises was to help the Templars resist temptation if they were captured by the enemy, to teach them to blaspheme with their mouths but not with their hearts. Hugh was aware of some of this, and he was dubious, but he deferred to Cormac. But the new Templars were also made to worship a demon called Baphomet, and Hugh learned that some Templars continued to light candles for Baphomet well after they’d been inducted into the order.” 
 
    Of course, thought Martin. It all made sense now. The bizarre allegations made against the Templars at their trial in the year 1307 had a germ of truth to them: Cormac, intending to inoculate the order against demonic influence, had sown the seeds of the Templars’ destruction. Despite Cormac’s expulsion and attempts at extirpating his influence, enough remnants of the cult of Baphomet remained 160 years later to condemn the order. 
 
    Everard continued, “Hugh confronted Cormac, who claimed that incubating the cult of Baphomet was part of the process of ‘purifying’ the order. Hugh, realizing that Cormac had been thoroughly corrupted, had him imprisoned. He intended to turn him over to the authorities the following day on charges of heresy, but that night he escaped his cell and was never seen in Jerusalem again. At the same time, a young Templar named Theodore, who had lost an eye in a skirmish with the Saracens, also disappeared. He was thought to be part of the cult.” 
 
    “Did Theodore know Count Arnout?” 
 
    “I don’t know, but he is Flemish, so it’s quite possible they were acquainted, or even kin. It wouldn’t surprise me to learn Theodore fled home and inveigled his way into the Count’s service. He’s had twenty-two years to win Arnout’s favor; he certainly could have secured a position as the Count’s steward by now.” 
 
    “He probably also helped Cormac reach Notre-Dame de Florièges.” 
 
    “Is that where Cormac has been these past years? I had heard rumors, but did not give them much credence. In any case, I’ve had more pressing concerns. If the Abbot there wanted to house a crazy old heretic, it was of no importance to me.” 
 
    “I met him there, briefly. It’s true that he’s no threat, as he’s completely lost his mind. Shortly before I arrived at Florièges, the Abbot discovered a copy of the Codex that Cormac had taken with him from Jerusalem. The Abbot gave it to Count Arnout, with instructions to deliver it to you.” 
 
    “To me?” Everard asked, surprised. “What is this abbot’s name?” 
 
    “Carolus,” Martin said. “I think he is a Frank, but it’s difficult to say. I couldn’t place his accent, and he is terribly disfigured. You don’t know him?” 
 
    “Not that I’m aware of,” said Everard.  
 
    “Then you have no idea why he would want you to have the Codex?” 
 
    “None, I’m afraid. But the Abbot is correct that I seek the Codex. I have long suspected that a copy still exists.” 
 
    “You were right. I am quite certain Theodore has it. Unfortunately, I am now at least four days behind him.” 
 
    “Why do you seek the Codex?” 
 
    “My country is threatened by malevolent forces,” Martin said. 
 
    Everard asked him to elaborate, and Martin delivered the same speech he had given several times before. Guessing that the Grand Master wouldn’t buy his story about being from Scotland, Martin confessed to being from a faraway country called America. Everard was clearly dubious, but he didn’t press the issue. 
 
    “Then you intend to bring the Codex back to America?” 
 
    “No. My mission is only to determine where in Egypt Theodore is taking it.” 
 
    “How is that of any help to your country?” 
 
    “It is difficult to explain,” Martin said. “The time to fight the demons has not yet come. There is a prophesy that when the time comes, the Codex will be found somewhere in Egypt. My job is to make sure the prophecy is fulfilled.”  
 
    Everard regarded him for a long moment. “Then you will not interfere if I take the Codex from the priest?” 
 
    “I will not interfere, but I would not recommend that you try.” 
 
    “I am quite aware of the dangers of the Codex.” 
 
    “That’s not what I mean. The prophecy must be fulfilled. If you try to take the Codex, you will fail.” 
 
    “If the prophecy cannot fail, then why must you work to ensure its success?” 
 
    “I… I’m sorry, there are some things I can’t tell you.” 
 
    “That is fair. There are many things I cannot tell you. How about this for a compromise: you may accompany my men as we go south to recover the Codex. We will not attempt to prevent you from learning the Codex’s intended location if you do not try to prevent us from taking it.” 
 
    “That seems reasonable. But what do you intend to do with the Codex once you have it?” 
 
    Everard smiled. “I will burn it to ashes, and then scatter the ashes over the sea.” 
 
      
 
   


 
  


 Part III: Deliverance 
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Forty-one        
 
      
 
    She waits for him in the hallway, as she has done many times before. It is the hallway of a hospital, she knows, but she has only ever seen the hallway. She has an idea what she would find if she were to open the door that Martin goes through, but she doesn’t do it. It isn’t her business, and it has nothing to do with the mission. 
 
    The hallway is a product of Martin’s imagination, or perhaps of precognition. She doesn’t know. It is important to maintain some barriers when one is communicating telepathically. She is the anchor; she cannot afford to get lost at sea. 
 
    She has conjured the hallway as a way of lighting a beacon for Martin, of helping him find her in the darkness of dreams. She has done this several times, and it seems to help. She can feel him at the edges of her consciousness and eventually, if she waits long enough, he finds her. But this time he doesn’t come. Something is wrong. 
 
    There is a scent here that she hadn’t noticed before. Stale air tinged with rotted flesh. And it is dark—much darker than she remembered. Is this her own apprehensions creeping in or— 
 
    She puts her hand to the wall. Cold stone, like a crypt, etched with figures. She strains to make them out in the dim light. Egyptian hieroglyphs? With a motif of baboons. That’s strange. Why baboons? 
 
    The light fades further, and soon it’s too dark to make out the etchings. Whatever this is, she has lost control of the dream. It’s time to end this, before she gets lost here. But how? At the end of the hall, a red exit sign glows.  
 
    She runs toward it, pausing only a moment as she realizes it’s not an exit sign at all. On the sign, a sideways figure eight glows: 
 
      
 
    ∞ 
 
      
 
    An infinity symbol? 
 
    No matter. She shoves the door open and goes through, expecting to find herself in a stairwell. But once again, she is in a dimly lit hallway. Ahead, glowing brightly in the darkness, is the infinity symbol. She runs toward it again, and again throws open the door. Going through, she again finds herself in the hallway. Ahead, the figure eight taunts her. 
 
    Gabrielle screams.  
 
      
 
   M artin and Pepin departed Jerusalem early the next morning, with forty other Templars. The grand master, occupied with accommodating the hundreds of fighting men who had recently arrived in Jerusalem, was unable to accompany the group. Martin was relieved to find that he had put Willehalm the Bavarian, who had brought them from Acre to Jerusalem, in charge of the expedition.  
 
    They rode hard, heading south across the desert toward Aqaba rather than staying along the coast. This route allowed them to remain in the relative safety of the Kingdom of Jerusalem for the first half of the journey, before turning west to cut across the desert toward the Nile delta. If Theodore had friends among the Saracens, he might have taken a more direct route, but Willehalm was insistent that they take the southerly course. 
 
    Everard had assigned men to ask around Jerusalem the evening Martin arrived, to determine whether a one-eyed man traveling with a dozen henchmen had been seen in the city. These efforts were rewarded: Theodore and his men had departed the city toward the south two days earlier, after resupplying and swapping their horses. If the Templars traveled quickly, they might still catch up to the Codex before Theodore and his men reached the Nile delta.  
 
    The party reached Aqaba at the end of the third day of the journey, having stopped twice at Templar outposts to rest, resupply and switch horses. Pepin was sad to leave Grisel and Gaufrois behind, but another day’s travel at the same rate as the first would likely have killed them. They mounted fresh horses again at Aqaba and started across the desert. The air was hot and dry but not oppressively so, and they made good time. No one at Aqaba had seen a one-eyed Fleming pass through town, which suggested Theodore had gone west at Be’er Sheva, hewing close to the Mediterranean. Willehalm was unconcerned: with any luck, they were now only a day or two behind Theodore’s men, who were probably still riding the same horses they’d bought at Jerusalem. Willehalm had traveled to Egypt several times on diplomatic missions and claimed to have friends at Suez. They would spend the night there and then head north, hoping to intercept Theodore on his way to his final destination, whether it was in the Nile delta or farther south. 
 
    The Templars spent Christmas Eve in the desert, about fifty miles west of Suez. Technically they were on enemy territory, as Christendom was at war with the Muslims. The Second Crusade was now well underway, but most of the action was far from Egypt. Martin was vaguely aware that at the same time Count Arnout and many of the other men who had been at Lisbon departed Venice for Acre, a much larger army of crusaders, led by King Louis VII of France and King Conrad III of Germany, had been making its way overland toward Turkey. Roger II, the Norman ruler of Sicily, had initially agreed to join the crusade but changed his mind when he learned his old enemy Conrad was involved. Roger, not one to waste an opportunity, redirected his fleet to raid the cities along the Greek coast, much to the consternation of the Doge. Eventually, Louis and Conrad would arrive at Jerusalem, joining the men who had already arrived. The crusaders would then make their fateful decision to try to take back Damascus, but that was still a few months away. Against the backdrop of the violence and intrigue in southeastern Europe, Egypt was positively peaceful. 
 
    On Christmas Day, the Templars were approached on the road a few miles from Suez by a band of some sixty Saracens on horseback. Willehalm ordered his party to halt and dismounted, walking toward the Saracens. The Saracen leader did the same. Martin, watching from some distance back, could not hear what the two said to each other, but the exchange seemed friendly enough. After a brief conversation, the two embraced and then Willehalm returned to his horse. “We will eat well tonight,” said Willehalm. “We will be guests at the house of Abu’l-Ashbal al-Dirgham.” 
 
    Dirgham was, Martin gathered, a very wealthy man in addition to being a high-ranking officer in the Fatimid army. Willehalm had first met him three years earlier, and he had stayed at his house several times on diplomatic trips to Egypt. Dirgham’s house was large, although not large enough to house forty-two men. Half of the group was obliged to sleep in the stables, but after a dinner of lamb, sea bass, stuffed pigeon, flatbread, rice, cheese and a half dozen varieties of sweets, none of them complained. It was the best meal Martin had had since arriving in the Middle Ages. He couldn’t follow the dinner conversation, which was mostly in Arabic, but he was glad to have a respite from plotting and negotiations. 
 
    After dinner, though, Willehalm said something in Arabic to Dirgham, who nodded and issued an order to the servants. As the servants began to clear the dishes, Willehalm told his men to find their beds. The servants directed the men to their lodgings, and soon Martin and Pepin were alone with Willehalm and Dirgham. The latter spoke to Willehalm, who turned to Martin. “Your squire should leave as well,” he said. Pepin frowned, casting an uneasy glance at Dirgham. 
 
    “It’s all right, Pepin. I’ll be along shortly.” 
 
    A servant standing in the doorway cleared his throat, and Pepin left the room, grumbling to himself. 
 
    “I apologize for my squire,” Martin said. “He’s rather protective of me.” 
 
    “The best sort of squire to have,” said Dirgham with a smile. “Please, sit.” 
 
    The three sat again on cushions, facing each other. 
 
    “Tell me, Willehalm,” said Dirgham. “What brings you to Egypt?” 
 
    “We are on the trail of a thief,” said Willehalm. 
 
    “Forty Templars to hunt a thief? Has he stolen the True Cross itself?”  
 
     “It is not safe to travel with fewer than forty men.” 
 
    “Nor with more than forty,” said Dirgham with a smile. “Fifty men begins to resemble an invasion.” 
 
    “The caliph has nothing to fear from us,” said Willehalm. 
 
    “I take you at your word. But give me a description of this thief and tell me what he has stolen, and I will see that he is brought to justice.” 
 
    “I would not impose upon you. If you will just grant us safe passage, we will track him down ourselves.” 
 
    “I can only guarantee your safety on this side of the delta. The caliphate may look like a monolith from the outside, but the military is riven with factions.” 
 
    “That is part of my concern,” said Willehalm. 
 
    “Ah, now I begin to see. You think this thief has powerful friends.” 
 
    “He is a Fleming, but he has fled with the book to Egypt. That tells me he is working for someone here. Most likely someone with power and influence. I wouldn’t ask you to risk your own position to resolve a Templar matter.” 
 
    “A book, you say?” 
 
    “A book on demons,” Martin said. “Supposedly written by King Solomon himself.” 
 
    “Interesting,” said Dirgham. “What do the Templars want with such a book?” 
 
    “To destroy it,” said Willehalm. 
 
    “Is it a book of heresies?” 
 
    “You and I would differ regarding what constitutes heresy,” Willehalm said. “What I know is that the book is dangerous.” 
 
    “Not because it contains lies, but because it contains too much truth.” 
 
    Willehalm shrugged. “Some truths were not meant to be known by man.” 
 
    Dirgham turned to Martin. “But you are not a Templar. What do you want with this book?” 
 
    “If the Templars wish to destroy it, I will not stop them.” 
 
    “But you would not destroy it.” 
 
    “No. I don’t intend to use it, either.” 
 
    “Perhaps. I think you would leave the decision to others.” 
 
    Martin shrugged. He didn’t see any reason to explain himself further. 
 
    “The thief,” said Dirgham. “He is a Templar?” 
 
    “He was, many years ago,” said Willehalm.  
 
    “What else can you tell me about him? Perhaps I can be of some assistance—indirectly, of course.” 
 
    “His name is Theodore,” Martin said. “He wears a patch over his right eye,” Martin said. 
 
    “Ah. It is as I suspected, then. I know this man.” 
 
    “You do?” asked Martin. 
 
    “Rather, I know of him. He was captured twenty-two years ago at the Frankish siege of Aleppo. When the siege failed, the Franks left, and this man, Theodore, was imprisoned in a dungeon below the city for several months. I am not certain why, but the Templars never made any effort to ransom him. Probably they thought him dead and his captors did not realize the value of a captive Templar. Or perhaps his captors feared Templar retribution: they had subjected Theodore to torture, trying to get information from him. That was how he lost his eye.” 
 
    “This was before my time with the Templars,” said Willehalm. “I had heard he was captive for a time at Aleppo, but I did not know the details. Eventually the Templars must have paid a ransom to get him back?” 
 
    Dirgham shook his head. “He remained imprisoned in Aleppo until his captivity came to the attention of a young military commander in Syria named Tala’i ibn Ruzzik. Ruzzik brought Theodore to his home and had his servants nurse the man back to health. A few weeks later, Theodore was released and allowed to return to Jerusalem, where he rejoined the Templars.” 
 
    “I find this difficult to believe,” said Willehalm. “Surely I would have heard about it before.” 
 
    Dirgham shrugged. “Tala’i ibn Ruzzik was a friend of mine. He told me the story himself, and I have no reason to doubt it. The Templars most likely don’t speak of it out of embarrassment.” 
 
    “They should be embarrassed!” exclaimed Willehalm. “They left one of their own to rot in a dungeon!” 
 
    “They probably thought he was dead,” said Martin. 
 
    “Even so, they should not keep such things secret. Everard sent me on this mission knowing what had happened to Theodore.” 
 
    “I don’t see that it makes much difference to your mission,” said Dirgham. “I mention it only because I think it suggests the identity of Theodore’s sponsor in Egypt.” 
 
    “Tala’i ibn Ruzzik,” said Willehalm. 
 
    Martin nodded. The gaps in the story were getting filled in: Theodore had been recruited twenty-two years earlier by Tala’i ibn Ruzzik, when the latter saved his life. Theodore had returned to Jerusalem and befriended Benedict in the hopes of getting his hands on the Codex so that he could deliver it to Ruzzik. But Benedict kept the Codex hidden, stymying Theodore’s efforts. When Benedict was imprisoned for heresy, Theodore realized he needed to act or risk losing the Codex forever. He helped Benedict escape to Notre-Dame de Florièges, probably still hoping to get his hands on a copy of the Codex, but again he failed. Unable to return to Jerusalem, he fled to his home country of Flanders and spent the next twenty-two years ingratiating himself to Count Arnout, who was friends with the Abbot at Florièges. Perhaps this was part of a strategy to recover the Codex, or perhaps it was the only option he had left. In any case, either by luck or foresight, he happened to be with Arnout when the Count was given the Codex by the Abbot. At Venice, Theodore absconded with the Count’s money, forcing him to pawn the Codex. Theodore recovered the Codex and set out for Egypt, where he would deliver the Codex to Ruzzik.  
 
    The only thing that Martin couldn’t figure out was how Benedict had kept the Codex hidden from Theodore during their entire journey from Jerusalem to Florièges. If Benedict had possessed the Codex, Theodore would have found a way to take it from him, abandoned him, and continued by himself to Egypt, rather than traverse half of Europe to get Benedict to safety. 
 
    Unless Benedict didn’t have a physical copy of the Codex.  
 
    What had Godfrey said? It got inside him. 
 
    Of course. That wasn’t a metaphor. Benedict had memorized the Codex. That was why none of the Templars had ever actually seen the book. Benedict had either hidden or destroyed the original. 
 
    And somehow, when Benedict was no longer in possession of his faculties, Father Carolus had tricked him into recreating the book. That was what Benedict had been working on. That was why Milo had glanced at the desk covered with books and papers. That was why Milo said Benedict’s condition had taken a turn for the worse a few weeks earlier: he had finished recreating the Codex, and he no longer had anything to occupy him. 
 
    But then… was there still a copy out there somewhere, where Benedict had hidden it before he went mad? Perhaps in the tunnels under the Temple at Jerusalem? Or was the recreated copy the only one? It was impossible to know, and it didn’t really matter. The one Theodore carried was the only one he had a chance to find. 
 
    “I know the name, Tala’i ibn Ruzzik,” said Willehalm. “He is a governor of one of the southern provinces, isn’t he?” 
 
    “Ashmunayn,” said Dirgham. “Some seventy-five leagues south of Cairo. He is a cruel and powerful man. If Theodore is working for Ruzzik, I cannot be seen giving you aid. Even having dinner with you puts me at risk.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Abu’l,” said Willehalm. “I didn’t know. We can depart quietly and sleep in the desert tonight.” 
 
    “No, no, it’s all right. The Templars have always been worthy adversaries, and we must endeavor to be hospitable when we can. You will stay here tonight. I recommend, though, that you leave before first light. You must catch Theodore before he reaches the province of Ashmunayn, or you will learn that Tala’i ibn Ruzzik does not share my views of hospitality toward the Templars.” 
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Forty-two        
 
    —Martin! 
 
    —Gabrielle? Are you all right? 
 
    —Yes. I just… I thought I had lost you. 
 
    —I’m still here, unfortunately. 
 
    —I tried to contact you last night, but something went wrong. Have you been to a place with drawings of baboons on the wall? 
 
    —Not since preschool. I think I know why Theodore brought the Codex to Egypt, though. 
 
    —You do? 
 
    —He’s working for a man named Tala’i ibn Ruzzik. Ruzzik is the governor of the province of Ashmunayn, in southern Egypt. I’m on his trail now with a group of Templars. 
 
    —Where are you? 
 
    —Suez, Egypt. 
 
    —Is that safe? 
 
    —Relatively speaking. 
 
    —What are you going to do when you catch Theodore? 
 
    —Try not to break history, I guess. 
 
      
 
   G abrielle got out of bed and walked to the shower. She turned the handle, and a trickle of lukewarm rust-colored water came out, ran for a few seconds, and then slowed to a drip. She groaned and took the lid off the toilet tank to wash her face. It had been three days since she’d had a proper shower, and she felt like she’d developed a second skin composed of sweat, road grime and sand. 
 
    She and Paulo had been traversing Egypt for a week, driving from one remote archaeological site to another in the hopes of finding someone who knew something about Abdul Rashwan. Most of the sites were abandoned; some of them weren’t even on the map. They’d asked at gift shops, gas stations, post offices, and even a few museums and universities. They’d heard from a lot of locals who claimed to have been mistreated by the Ministry of Tourism and Antiquities or some other government body, but no one knew anything about Abdul Rashwan or an ancient book on demonology. 
 
    Ian had made some calls and managed to get someone to convince the Cairo police that it would be better for everyone if they forgot that two GRAIL agents had been at the scene of Darius Rashwan’s murder. Paulo had been relieved, but Gabrielle had begun to think she’d been wrong to insist that they stay in Egypt. She was worried and frustrated, and between her mental state and the hard, lumpy hotel mattresses she’d been sleeping on, she was having trouble communicating with Martin. The previous night was the first time in three days she’d been able to get through to him. If she couldn’t act as an effective conduit between Martin and GRAIL, it put both Martin and the mission at risk. 
 
    And yet, she wasn’t certain she’d feel better if she were at La Couvertoirade. Working with Martin had brought up old worries and introduced a lot of new ones. She had nearly given up on ever knowing what had happened to Benedict, and now she knew that he was alive—that is, she knew he had been alive in 1147 AD. She still wasn’t sure whether their link was active. Sometimes she was relieved that there was only one person in the past whom she had to talk to. Trying to communicate across 875 years was already a challenge; trying to do it with both Benedict and Martin might strain her grasp on sanity. 
 
    She and Paulo discussed their next possible destination while eating shawarma at a roadside stand. They’d been working their way south, checking off sites on the list Ian had given them, having visited all the sites in the Delta. They were now about a hundred kilometers south of Cairo.  
 
    “Where is Ashmunayn, anyway?” Gabrielle asked. She had told Paulo about her conversation with Martin the previous night. “If Theodore is bringing the Codex to this Tala’i ibn Ruzzik, it would make sense that it would end up somewhere in the province he governs.” 
 
    “The medieval province of Ashmunayn is roughly coterminous with the governate of Minya,” Paulo said, paging through the guidebook on the table between them. 
 
    “How many sites there?” 
 
    Paulo glanced at the paper list next to the book. “Three,” he said. He went back to the book. “The most important of the three is Hermopolis. Look.” He turned the book to face Gabrielle. It showed several photographs of the site, including a row of columns and two massive statues of baboons. 
 
    “Baboons!” Gabrielle cried, startling the Egyptian family at the next table. 
 
    “They’re depictions of the god Thoth,” Paulo said. 
 
    “The Egyptian god of magic and writing. Paulo, I had a dream about baboons two nights ago.” 
 
    “There was a figurine of a baboon in Darius Rashwan’s apartment. You were probably just remembering that.” 
 
    “That figurine was a replica of these statues! It can’t be a coincidence, Paulo.” 
 
    “It could very well be a coincidence,” Paulo said. He folded the list, put it on the open page of the book, and then closed the book. “But we may as well go to Hermopolis next.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Forty-three                        
 
      
 
   T he Templars were on the road west toward Cairo before the sun rose. They would spend another night in the desert, just east of Cairo, and then turn south to travel along the Nile. There was only one road between Cairo and Ashmunayn, and now that they knew Theodore’s likely destination, they didn’t need to waste time asking around Cairo for a one-eyed Fleming.  
 
    Even so, they received some welcome news the next day at the city of Manfiswayh, about fifty miles south of Cairo. While they were watering their horses at the town well, Willehalm struck up a conversation with a woman who had seen a one-eyed man in Western dress in town the previous day. They were, it seemed, less than a day behind Theodore and his men. It was a two-day journey to Ashmunayn. If the Templars pushed themselves, they might catch the Codex before it reached hostile territory.  
 
    The farther south they went, the more likely they were to encounter hostile Saracens. It was not unusual to see westerners in the Nile delta, on diplomatic or trade missions. A party of forty Templars would raise some eyebrows but would be unlikely to encounter overt hostility. It was generally understood on both sides of the centuries-long conflict between Islam and Christendom that concessions had to be made to civility. But westerners rarely ventured much south of Cairo, and the desert on either side of the Nile was home to bandits and uncivilized nomads. The sooner they caught up to Theodore, the better. 
 
    “Do you think this qualifies as part of the Crusade?” Pepin asked Martin as they rode side-by-side on the road, in the middle of the group of Templars. 
 
    “You mean for the purposes of having your sins remitted?” Martin asked. “I would think so. If I’m being honest, though, I’m not sure I buy the idea of having your sins forgiven for taking part in a war.” 
 
    “You’re not a Christian?” 
 
    “I’m a Christian, but not a Catholic.” 
 
    “If you’re not Catholic, you’re not Christian.” 
 
    “Maybe,” said Martin with a shrug. “Things are different where I’m from.” 
 
    “The Church is the Church.” 
 
    “Is it? You know there are thousands of Orthodox Christians who aren’t part of the Catholic Church, right? To say nothing of the Copts here in Egypt, or all the Christian sects the Catholic Church considers heretical. Do you suppose all those people are going to hell?” 
 
    “I guess so. It’s not really my business.” 
 
    “Exactly. Where I’m from, there are hundreds, maybe thousands, of different kinds of Christian. Catholics, Baptists, Presbyterians, Methodists, Seventh Day Adventists, Mormons, a bunch more. Half of us suspect the other half is going to hell, but in the end it’s not our business. God will sort it out.” 
 
    “That sounds terribly confusing.” 
 
    “It definitely has its down sides. But then, so does a Church that can condemn an entire city to hell because it doesn’t like the leader’s politics. My sense is that forgiveness is a personal thing. If you’re sorry for what you’ve done, and you confess it to God, He’ll forgive you. That’s kind of His thing.” 
 
    Pepin shook his head. “Maybe for little sins,” he said. “But some of them are too big.” 
 
    “I don’t think any sins are too big for God to forgive.” 
 
    “I am glad you are able to believe that, Martin. I wish I could.” 
 
    “Pepin, what is this about? I’ve known you long enough to know that you’re a good man. What could you have done that’s so terrible?” 
 
    Pepin was silent for a long while. At last, he said, “I killed a man.” 
 
    “Oh,” said Martin. “Well, I imagine you had a good reason.” 
 
    “He was a doctor. My wife was very sick, so we called for him. He took all the money we had, but she only got worse. He offered to continue his visits for free. I thought he was a very generous man. As it turned out, he was generous with my wife in a way I did not appreciate.” 
 
    “Ah.” 
 
    “She never said anything, because she still believed he could cure her. She had to believe it. It was all she had. When I realized what he was doing, I confronted him, and he laughed at me. Said no one would take my word over his, and he was right. Toward the end, she got so sick that he lost interest and stopped coming. When she finally died, I went to his house and beat him to death with my bare hands. The next day, I left for Jerusalem.” 
 
    “My God, Pepin. No one could blame you for that.” 
 
    “That isn’t the sin,” Pepin said.  
 
    “It isn’t?” 
 
    “No,” Pepin said, staring into the empty desert. “The sin is that I’m not sorry.” 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
      
 
    After spending the night in Manfiswayh, they awoke before dawn and rode south until nightfall, making camp in a canyon a few miles east of the Nile. The days were pleasant and warm, but the nights were cold enough that Martin acquiesced to sharing a tent—and blanket—with Pepin. There was no escaping his snoring, so Martin figured he might as well be warm. 
 
    The next morning, they again arose before dawn. Martin’s entire body still ached from the previous days’ ride, but he managed to climb into the saddle, shivering in the cold. It wasn’t until the sun was well above the horizon that his aching muscles began to loosen up. Again, they rode all day, stopping only to water the horses.  
 
    The sun set, and still the party rode on, in the semi-darkness of a crescent Moon. The men were exhausted, and the horses even more so, but if they didn’t catch Theodore tonight, they never would. By tomorrow morning, he would reach the border of the province of Ashmunayn. Going any farther south would mean certain death. 
 
    About three hours after sundown, the young man at the lead of the party, named Duncan, signaled that he had spotted a fire in the distance. Willehalm ordered the group to halt and sent a scout up a hill to the east, which overlooked the plain ahead. Willehalm led the rest of the group behind the hill to prevent a stray whinny from alerting their quarry. A few minutes later the scout returned to report that about a half mile ahead, a dozen or so men had made camp. Their tents were in a ring around the fire, and fourteen horses were tied up nearby. 
 
     “You and Pepin will wait with the horses,” said Willehalm to Martin. “We will move in quietly, encircle the camp, and overpower them. We’ll take the book and burn it. Then we’ll decide what to do with the thieves, if any still live.” 
 
    “You can’t do that,” Martin said. “You can’t prevent the Codex from getting to its destination. If you try, you will fail.” 
 
    “Maybe this is its destination.” 
 
    “No. It remains intact, somewhere it can be found eight centuries later.” 
 
    “We will see about that.” 
 
    “Please, just let me talk to Theodore. I need to find out where he is bringing the Codex. Then you can do as you like.” 
 
    “I thought we had determined he is bringing it to Tala’i ibn Ruzzik.” 
 
    “Yes, but what is Ruzzik going to do with it? If Theodore knows what his plans are—” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter what his plans are, because he’s never going to get to Ashmunayn.” 
 
    “But he must! Otherwise, how would the Codex end up where it could be found 800 years later?” 
 
    “Enough of this nonsense. Step aside!” 
 
    Martin had been dreading this moment. He hadn’t known how it was going to play out, but one way or another, his mission and Willehalm’s were going to come into conflict. He wondered what would happen if he were to step aside. It was hard to see how forty Templars could lose a battle with fourteen men, particularly with surprise on their side. Would Willehalm change his mind about destroying the Codex? Even if he did, he would undoubtedly want to bring it back to Jerusalem. So how did the Codex end up in Egypt? Martin couldn’t shake the feeling that if he let Willehalm attack the camp, something terrible would happen. 
 
    “No,” said Martin. “I insist you let me fulfill my mission. I need to know what Ruzzik intends to do with the Codex.” 
 
    Pepin went to stand next to Martin, his hand on the hilt of his sword. 
 
    “Very well,” said Willehalm. He turned to his second-in-command, a young Pole named Franciszek. “Tie them up and gag them,” he said. “And be quick about it. We must attack while the enemy still sleeps.” 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
      
 
    Martin lay on his side on the cold sand, hands and feet bound behind him, listening to a distant wind whistling through the hills. Somewhere behind him, Pepin grunted as he strained with his own bonds. 
 
    “Erg muh yerf,” said, Martin. “Ing muh yert.” 
 
    Pepin continued to grunt and strain. 
 
    “Erkin!” Martin shouted. “Muh yerf!” 
 
    “Yert?” 
 
    “Erg. Muh. Yerf. Ing muh yert.” 
 
    “Yer gert?” 
 
    “Yerf. Muh yerf.” 
 
    Pepin made a sound expressing comprehension. Martin heard him scuffling around in the sand, and then he felt Pepin’s fingers reaching into his right boot. 
 
    “Ner. Urver yert.” 
 
    Pepin’s hand slipped into his other boot. After grunting and muttering indecipherable curses for a while, he managed to get his fingers around the handle of the knife. He slipped it out of the boot, and there was another round of grunting and cursing. At last, Pepin said, “Got it. Okay, your turn.” He sliced through Martin’s bonds, freeing his hands and feet. Martin pulled the gag from his mouth. Pepin helped him to his feet, and Martin stumbled toward the camp on half-numb feet, the ground ahead of him visible only as blotches of various shades of gray in the dim moonlight. 
 
    “Wait!” cried Pepin from behind. “Your sword!” Willehalm had taken their swords and left them somewhere near the horses. But Martin ignored him. A moment later, he heard Pepin running after him. 
 
    They were about a hundred yards from the camp when Martin slowed to a walk, realizing something was wrong. Pepin ran past and then stopped as well. The Templars had pulled down the tents and were just standing around the camp. Some of them were crouched down, inspecting the men lying on their bedrolls.  
 
    “Dead,” Martin heard one of the Templars say. “They’re all dead….” 
 
    “…eyepatch…. must be Theodore,” said another. 
 
    “Throats slit. How…?” 
 
    The hair stood up on Martin’s neck. He turned to his right and peered into the darkness. He saw nothing but blue-black sky above the rolling desert hills. 
 
    “Do you hear that?” Pepin asked.  
 
    “Thunder,” Martin said. Thunder without lightning. A dark gray cloud arose on the horizon. 
 
    “It’s a trap!” Martin shouted. “Run!” 
 
    A few of the Templars looked his way, but it was unclear if they understood what was happening. 
 
    “The horses!” Pepin said. “We’ve got to get the horses!” 
 
    Martin nodded, and the two set off running toward the horses. The thunder grew louder. How many horses did it take to make that kind of noise? A hundred? Five hundred? And how far away were they? Sound would carry well in the cold, dry desert air. If they were a mile away, traveling at twenty-five miles per hour, the Templars had four minutes to mount their horses—and then either flee or prepare for battle. If Martin and Pepin could untie the horses and lead them part of the way toward the camp, they might have a chance. 
 
    With Pepin a few paces behind, Martin rounded the bend toward the place where the Templars’ horses were tied up. A dark figure loomed ahead. He tried to stop, but it was too late. Something hard struck him on the forehead, and he fell. 
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Forty-four      
 
   A ccording to the information Ian had given them, Abdul Rashwan had been at Hermopolis during an excavation of a fifth century Coptic basilica in 1942. There was, of course, no record of him having found an ancient book on demonology, but he would likely have kept it secret until he gave it to Hans Kammler in 1945.  
 
    In the present day, Hermopolis was a popular tourist attraction. Gabrielle and Paulo took a tour of the site, consisting of the ruins of the ancient temple and the nearby basilica, and then had lunch in the café on site. 
 
    “This place has been pretty well picked over,” Paulo said. “And nobody working here is over forty. If we’re trying to figure out what Abdul Rashwan was doing here eighty years ago, we’d be better off at the public library in Cairo.” They had spoken to every employee at the site, and none of them knew much more than Gabrielle and Paulo had read in their guidebook. 
 
    “There’s something here,” Gabrielle said. “I can feel it.” 
 
    “We’re wasting time,” Paulo said. “If we hurry, we can hit the other two sites in the area before dark.” 
 
    “No. This is the place. This is where Rashwan found the Codex.” 
 
    “Even if you are one hundred percent certain, that knowledge in itself doesn’t help us find the Codex. The point of learning where the Codex was hidden was to find a clue that would lead us to its current location. But there’s nothing here. It’s just a tourist trap.” 
 
    “I’m missing something,” Gabrielle said, ignoring Paulo. “There was more to the dream. I was trapped in that hospital hallway. Except it was more like a crypt. It smelled like death. And there was something else….” She strained to remember. “Read the part in the guidebook about the name again.” 
 
    Paulo sighed. He opened the book and began to read. “Hermopolis, from the Greek, meaning ‘the City of Hermes,’ known to the Egyptians as Khemenu, which means ‘City of Eight,’ after the Ogdoad, a group of eight primordial deities whose cult was situated there. The name—” 
 
    “That’s it! The exit sign in the dream. It was an infinity symbol. A sideways figure eight!” 
 
    “Okay. And?” 
 
    “Don’t you understand? There was no exit. Just an endless hallway, looping back on itself. An eternal crypt!” 
 
    “You were trapped in an eternal crypt,” Paulo said. 
 
    “Yes, but it wasn’t me. It was Martin! He was trying to reach me. Paulo, he’s here! He’s trapped here!” 
 
    “You mean he was trapped here, 875 years ago.” 
 
    “Yes! Paulo, we’ve got to get him out. We’ve got to bring him back!” 
 
    “Think this through, Gabrielle. You don’t know with any certainty where Martin is. More importantly, we don’t know where the Codex is. We need him to stay in the past. Maybe he can still learn something that will help us.” 
 
     “No,” said Gabrielle, pulling out her cell phone. “Martin did his part. He tracked down the Codex. It’s not his fault we’re at a dead end. We owe it to him to get him out.” She tapped Ian’s number on her phone. A moment later, Ian answered. 
 
    “Gabrielle. Have you found something?” 
 
    “We know where Abdul Rashwan found the Codex, Ian. It was in a crypt somewhere under the temple at Hermopolis. I think Martin is trapped down there. We need to extract him, now.” 
 
    “Are you in contact with him?” 
 
    “Not yet, but I’m going to try now. You need to get the TGG ready.” 
 
    “How do you know he’s trapped if you’re not talking to him?” 
 
    “I received some fragmented messages from him a couple nights ago. He’s in trouble, Ian. I can feel it. I just hope we’re not too late. By now, he may have been down there for weeks.” 
 
    “All right, I’ll call an emergency meeting of the board.” 
 
    “There’s no time for that! We need to get him out of there!” 
 
    “Relax, Gabrielle. We can’t do anything until you establish contact. By then, I should have approval from the board. Call me back when you are ready.” 
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Forty-five         
 
   M artin awoke with a jackhammer pounding in his head. Venturing to open his eyes a crack, he found that he was in a tent not much larger than the one he and Pepin slept in. He lay on his back on a thatched mat, head on a pillow, naked except for a white cotton nightshirt. He seemed to have been bathed. The air inside the tent was warm, and daylight filtered through the thin canvas. 
 
    Slowly, he sat up. The pounding got worse, and for a moment he could only sit on his haunches, breathing deeply, tears running down his cheeks. He felt for the wound on his forehead and realized he was wearing a linen bandage. At last the pain subsided enough that he was able to crawl to the opening of the tent. Shielding his eyes with his hand, he crawled outside onto the sand. He found himself inches away from a pair of sandaled feet. 
 
    The owner of the feet said something conciliatory in what Martin assumed was Arabic, and then he helped Martin to his feet. The man was small, with dark brown skin and jet-black hair. He spoke again, pointing to a larger tent not far away. Farther away were rows of tents the size of the one Martin had awakened in. Opposite the tents was a series of granite columns that were half-covered by sand. Beyond this were the hints of other ruins—granite blocks and the bases of long-vanished statues. Scores of men were at work around the ruins with shovels and buckets, moving sand. Around them in all directions there was no other sign of civilization, only desert. The scent of grilled meat and onions over a fire drifted to his nose from somewhere. 
 
    “What is this place?” Martin asked. 
 
    The man mumbled something in Arabic, taking Martin’s arm and pointing him again at the large tent. 
 
    “All right, all right,” Martin said, allowing the man to lead him across the sand toward the tent. They stopped outside the tent and the small man poked his head inside and spoke to someone inside. Martin thought idly of kicking the man in the rear and making a run for it. He supposed it was pointless. He was in the middle of a Saracen camp hundreds of miles from any allies. Pepin and the Templars were undoubtedly all dead. All he could do was see this drama through to its end. 
 
    The little man stood again and spoke a few words to Martin, motioning for him to enter the tent. Martin, his head still pounding, did so. It took a moment for his eyes to adjust to the dim light of the tent. It was modestly but comfortably furnished. Before him stood a burly, brown-skinned man who looked to be about sixty. He was at least half a head taller than Martin. “Please, sit,” said the man, in French, gesturing toward a pillow on the edge of the rug before him. 
 
    Martin, suddenly reminded of his first meeting with Gabrielle and Paulo, laughed—and then regretted it. Holding his aching head, he sank onto the pillow. The other man did the same. 
 
    “I am Tala’i ibn Ruzzik,” he said. “How is your head?” 
 
    “It hurts. A lot.” 
 
    “I apologize. The man responsible has been punished. They were instructed not to hurt you.” 
 
    “Where am I?” 
 
    “The site of an abandoned city called Hermopolis. It is a very ancient and sacred place.” 
 
    “What happened to the men I was with?” 
 
    “The Templars fought to the last man.” 
 
    “And you have the book?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Martin glanced around the tent but didn’t see any books. He turned back to Ruzzik. “Why did you kill Theodore and his men?” 
 
    “Theodore’s part in this is finished. Also, I needed him as bait to capture you alive.” 
 
    “Me?” Martin asked weakly. “Why me?” 
 
    “Are you not the guardian of the book?” 
 
    “The… What does that entail, exactly?” 
 
    The little man poked his head into the tent and spoke briefly to Ruzzik. Ruzzik answered him, and the man nodded, bowed, and exited again.  
 
    “When I was a boy,” Ruzzik continued, “I swore to Allah that I would sacrifice anything to please Him. He rewarded me that night with a vision. An angel told me that I would meet a man who could see the future, and that his gift would drive him mad. He would learn to speak with demons, and at the height of his madness he would write all that he had learned in a book. When the book was finished, it would be brought to me by an infidel, who would be followed by the man who was to guard the book.” 
 
    “I don’t understand. You met Father Cormac?” 
 
    “Cormac, yes. This was many years ago, when I was in charge of an outpost in Syria. He and a man called Hugh of Payens were brought to me by some of the local bandits for the bounty. I did not know at first that the priest was the one spoken of in my vision, but some things that he said struck me as strange. I kept an eye on him over the years, as best I could. I had nearly given up when a messenger came to me two days ago, saying that Theodore had arrived in Egypt with the book.” 
 
    The little man reentered the tent, carrying a tray piled high with dishes of food. He walked inside, set the tray down, had another brief exchange with Ruzzik, and then left. 
 
    “Please, eat,” said Ruzzik. “You must be famished.” 
 
    Martin couldn’t argue with this. There was an assortment of food: roasted vegetables, grape leaves stuffed with rice, lamb, mashed fava beans and a stew made with some kind of roasted fowl, with tea to drink. They ate in silence, and Martin struggled to fit the pieces of what Ruzzik was saying into the picture he’d been assembling. By the time they finished, the throbbing in his head had subsided a bit. Now able to think clearly, he said, “Earlier you said that Cormac wrote the book. But he didn’t write the Codex,” he said. “He merely recreated it.” 
 
    “Recreated it from what?” 
 
    “An ancient book… written by Solomon.” 
 
    “There never was such a book.” 
 
    Martin was silent for a moment, processing this. “But then… his pilgrimage to Babylon….” 
 
    “I understand that Father Cormac spent years traveling throughout the East and North Africa, looking for writings and relics of ancient demonic cults. He learned many forbidden things, and he corrupted the Templars with this knowledge. But he did not write down all that he knew until he was at the abbey. That book—the book I now have in my possession—is the one and only copy of what you call the Codex Babylon.” 
 
    “How do you know this?” 
 
    Ruzzik shrugged. “Perhaps I am wrong. But none of the scholars—Christian or Muslim—that I have spoken to had ever heard of a book on demons written by Solomon. Many ancient peoples recorded what they knew of demons, of course, and I suspect Cormac relied on many sources. But I can only assume that the Codex Babylon was his creation.” 
 
    As Martin listened, he realized it must be true. He wasn’t sure whether to laugh or weep. He should have figured it out earlier, but it was too tragic, too absurd: Benedict had spent nearly his entire life chasing his own tail. He’d become obsessed with finding a book that he had written. 
 
    “What is it, then?” he asked. “Does it really contain the secret to fighting demons? Or is it just the ravings of a madman?” 
 
    Ruzzik shrugged again. “It is the book.” 
 
    “You haven’t looked at it?” 
 
    “No. Nor shall I.” 
 
    “Then what do you intend to do with it?” 
 
    “I must give it to the guardian.” 
 
    “You mean me.” 
 
    “If you truly are the guardian. What will you do with the book, if I give it to you?” 
 
    “I—nothing. My mission is only to locate the book. I was never supposed to have it.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “About nine hundred years from now, the world will be under attack by demons.” 
 
    “Judgment Day.” 
 
    “You can call it that, I suppose. I’m supposed to find out where the Codex is hidden, so that on Judgment Day, the good guys can find it.” 
 
    “Then you don’t intend to read the book either.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Ruzzik smiled. “Sadiki!” he shouted. The little man came back into the tent. Ruzzik spoke a few words to Sadiki, who nodded and then hurried to Martin and helped him to his feet. Ruzzik stood as well. “Please come with me,” he said, and led them out of the tent. Martin, shielding his eyes, hesitated. Sadiki pulled at his arm, pointing toward Ruzzik. Martin sighed. Supposing there was only one way out of this, he allowed Sadiki to guide him after Ruzzik as he strode toward the ruins. 
 
    After passing the half-buried columns, they came to a pair of statues, half-hidden in the sand. Martin’s breath caught in his throat as he realized what they were: baboons. But Ruzzik did not stop, and Sadiki pulled at Martin’s arm. They continued until they came to a pit, perhaps fifty feet in diameter, that had been dug in the sand. The top of a ladder protruded just above the edge. Ruzzik mounted the ladder and began to descend as Martin walked to the edge and looked down. The bottom of the pit was a granite slab, about twenty feet down. To the left and right, wooden scaffolding held up the sides of the pit. Opposite the ladder was a wall of stone blocks, in the middle of which was a dark doorway flanked by stone pillars.  
 
    Sadiki said something, motioning toward the ladder. Martin nodded and began to climb down after Ruzzik. The pain in his head was nearly gone, and the sun was pleasantly warm. He felt strangely sanguine about his situation: one way or another, his quest was finally at an end. When he reached the bottom, Martin turned and walked to Ruzzik, who was regarding the dark doorway. 
 
    “This crypt is all that’s left of the temple of Hermes,” Ruzzik said. “Watched over by the god Thoth. The crypt survived only because it was buried underground, below the temple itself. The Egyptians called this place Khemenu, meaning City of Eight, after the eight primordial Egyptian deities. The true God had not been revealed to them, but the Egyptians in their wisdom caught glimpses of God’s nature. Sadly, later inhabitants of this area destroyed the city and dragged away most of the stones.” 
 
    Hearing movement behind him, Martin turned to see Sadiki descending the ladder with a lit torch in one hand. He strode past them toward the doorway. 
 
    “Come,” said Ruzzik to Martin. He followed Sadiki into the darkness. 
 
    Martin stood alone for a moment in the sunshine, contemplating his options and the choices that had brought him here. Had he ever really had a choice, or had he merely allowed himself to be pulled along by the current of events? What would happen, he wondered, if he refused to enter? Would Ruzzik conclude he was not, after all, the guardian of the Codex and let him go? It seemed doubtful. He’d felt no compunction about killing Theodore, and if Martin ceased to be useful, he’d be killed as well. No, his only chance was to go with Ruzzik, to see the quest through. Whatever the Codex really was, he’d come too far to turn back now. Once he knew for sure that the Codex was here, he would contact Gabrielle and have her bring him home. 
 
    He followed Sadiki and Ruzzik into the darkness. 
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Forty-six             
 
   G abrielle sat in the passenger seat of the rented Toyota, eyes closed, trying to pick Martin’s thoughts out of the ether. Paulo waited outside in the parking lot of the Hermopolis visitors’ area. The only sounds were the gentle hum of the engine, the whisper of the air conditioner, and the noises of distant construction equipment. 
 
    After ten minutes, she opened her eyes, threw open the door, and got out. “This isn’t working,” she said. 
 
    “Maybe he’s not in a position to communicate right now,” Paulo said. “He could be busy fighting Saracens or something.” 
 
    Gabrielle shook her head. “I can feel him, but I can’t get into the rhythm of his thoughts. Something is wrong.”  
 
    “What do you want to do?” 
 
    Gabrielle stared into the distance for a moment. “I’m going to the gift shop.” 
 
    She made her way across the parking lot and Paulo followed, speechless. She opened the door to the gift shop and strode past shelves of plastic pyramids and ceramic baboons to the young man behind the sales counter. “What’s underneath this shop?” 
 
    The man stared at her. “Under-neath?” he repeated. 
 
    Gabrielle stomped her foot on the floor. “Underneath. What is down there?” 
 
    “I… I don’t know. I don’t think there’s anything down there.” 
 
    “I want to talk to your manager.” 
 
    “Ma’am, if you can tell me what you are looking for….” 
 
    “Your manager. Now!” 
 
    The young man picked up a phone and made a call while Gabrielle walked in circles around the perimeter of the store, occasionally stopping to stomp her feet and listen to the echo. 
 
    “Gabrielle, what are you doing?” Paulo asked. 
 
    “He’s down there,” Gabrielle said. “I can feel him.” 
 
    “You can feel him. Under the gift shop. 875 years in the past.” 
 
    Gabrielle ignored him. “Does this sound hollow to you?” she asked, jumping up and down several times. A ceramic baboon hit the floor and shattered. 
 
    “Ma’am, I must ask you to leave,” said an older man, entering the shop through a side door. His nametag read Omar. 
 
    “You’re the manager?” 
 
    “I am. And I cannot allow you to—” 
 
    “What’s directly beneath us?” 
 
    “Nothing, ma’am.” 
 
    Gabrielle reached out to the shelf next to her, positioning her arm to sweep a score of ceramic baboons to the floor. “If you value your baboons, you’ll tell me what’s down there.” 
 
    “Ma’am, if you don’t leave, I will call the police!” 
 
    “Wrong answer, Omar.” She swept her arm across the shelf, sending the baboons crashing to the floor. She went to another shelf. “Next up, hippopotamuses!” 
 
    “I think it’s hippopotami,” said Paulo. 
 
    “Please, don’t do that,” said Omar. 
 
    “What’s under this shop?” 
 
    “I think… I heard there’s some kind of crypt down there. This used to be part of the temple. But nobody’s been down there for decades. It’s completely sealed!” 
 
    Paulo stared at Gabrielle. “How in the hell…?” 
 
    Gabrielle smiled. “Call Ian. Tell him to pull whatever strings he needs to pull. We need access to that crypt.” She walked to the door. 
 
    “Where are you going?” Paulo asked. 
 
    “To borrow a shovel.” 
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Forty-seven                    
 
   M artin walked through a narrow portico and into a disappointingly small room. In the center was a raised stone platform, about waist-high, that may have been for a sarcophagus. 
 
    As Martin’s eyes adjusted to the dim torchlight, he realized that something lay on top of the platform. “Is that…?” 
 
    “The book will be sealed here until Judgment Day,” Ruzzik said. “As the angel instructed me.” 
 
    Martin walked slowly toward the platform. On it lay a book with an unadorned leather cover: the Codex Babylon, which was not from Babylon at all. It was no more an ancient artifact than Magnus’s graduate thesis on the Cathars. He wondered if there was anything useful in it, or if it was just schizophrenic scribblings. Would Martin even be able to tell the difference? 
 
    It certainly looked ordinary enough. What had Benedict told him? “You seek the book, but you will never have it. You are not one of the four.” And yet, here he was, less than two feet from it. It would be unwise to open the book now, though, with Ruzzik watching. If Ruzzik thought he was the “guardian of the book,” it would be best to play along. 
 
    As he stood in front of the book, though, a gust of wind blew in from the doorway, causing the cover to fall open. The pages fluttered until the wind stopped as suddenly as it began, leaving the book open to a page near the center. Martin’s heart thudded in his chest. He turned to look at Ruzzik and Sadiki, who stood watching him with impassive faces. Was this some kind of test designed to determine whether he was the true guardian? If so, how the hell had Ruzzik manufactured a gust of wind with just the right force to blow the book open? 
 
    Martin knew it would be best to look away, but he found himself unable to do so. The pages now seemed to glow with their own light, beckoning him to come closer. He took another step. He could now make out the writing on the page—but it wasn’t writing at all, just drawings. The pages were filled with drawings… of baboons? Martin suppressed a giggle. As he watched, the baboons began chasing each other across the pages. One after another, an endless row of baboons looping back on itself in a figure eight. They left the pages and danced through the air, still chasing each other. Unable to hold it in any longer, Martin burst into laughter. He doubled over, falling to his knees in front of the platform. A queasy sensation came over him. 
 
    “What… did you… give me?” he gasped. 
 
    “A little opium in the food,” Ruzzik said. “For the pain in your head.” 
 
    “But you….” 
 
    “I have developed a rather robust tolerance.” 
 
     Martin straightened and blinked several times. The book was closed, as it had been. The vision of the baboons was gone. His hands felt numb, and his eyelids grew heavy. “How much…?” 
 
    “It will likely prove a fatal dose, if you are unaccustomed to it. But it is better this way. Dying of thirst is unpleasant. You will simply fall asleep, and thus remain with the book until Judgment Day. Come, Sadiki. We must go.” 
 
    Sadiki set down his torch on the ground and followed Ruzzik to the portico. 
 
    “No, wait,” said Martin weakly. “I have to tell Gabrielle. My head…. I can’t….” He fell to his hands. Ruzzik and Sadiki were gone. After a moment, there was the sound of a slab of stone being moved in front of the door. The dim light filtering in from outside winked out, leaving only the flickering torchlight.   
 
    Martin was alone. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Forty-eight                        
 
   A  crowd of tourists and employees watched in amazement as the giant backhoe smashed through the roof of the gift shop, tearing apart shelves and sending thousands of miniature obelisks, pyramids, sphynxes, baboons, hippopotami, jackals and crocodiles crashing to the ground. Within a few minutes, the entire store was leveled. Somewhere beyond the crowd, Omar was shouting at some high-placed government official on his cell phone. The backhoe operator, who had been promised a substantial bonus to spend his lunch break destroying the gift shop, withdrew the scoop and glanced at Gabrielle. 
 
    “Keep going!” Gabrielle shouted, over the rumble of the backhoe’s diesel engine. “Through the floor!” 
 
    The operator obliged. Paulo’s cell phone rang, and he stepped away from the commotion to answer it. He had a brief, animated conversation, and then put his phone in his pocket and beckoned to Gabrielle. 
 
    Gabrielle trotted over. “What’s up? Did Ian get approval from the board?” 
 
    “No. Yes, he got approval. But we can’t bring Martin back.” 
 
    “What? Why?” 
 
    “There’s been… an incident. Sabotage, it looks like. The TGG is down.” 
 
    “How is that possible? Isn’t this why we have security?” 
 
    “It was an inside job. It looks like…. Gabrielle, it was Magnus.” 
 
    “Magnus? Why the hell would Magnus sabotage the TGG?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Ian said the towers had been recalibrated. The field was unstable and collapsed on itself. They’re still trying to determine how much damage was done to the TGG.” 
 
    “And Magnus?” 
 
    “There’s not much left of him, I’m afraid.” 
 
    “Hell.” 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
      
 
    An hour later, there was a hole about three meters in diameter, where the shop had been. Below the tile floor there had been fifteen centimeters of concrete, followed by another two meters of packed earth, and then a ceiling of stone slabs supported by columns. Paulo had located a rope and tied it to a protruding length of rebar. After tying a series of knots in the rope, Paulo tossed it into the pit. 
 
    “Ladies first,” Gabrielle said, lowering herself into the hole. She put her feet on one of the knots, grabbed the rope with her hands, and began descending. 
 
    “First and last,” Paulo said. “I’m not going down there.” 
 
    “Ne sois pas un bébé.” Gabrielle gingerly let herself down to the stone floor. “It’s solid,” she said. “Get down here.” She pulled her little flashlight from her pocket and flipped it on. She was in a narrow hall that opened about three meters ahead into a larger room. She walked cautiously toward the opening. Behind her, Paulo grunted and groaned as he climbed down the rope. Cool air wafted toward her from the crypt. She shuddered: it smelled like her dream. 
 
    She reached the opening and shone her flashlight inside. The crypt was not large, perhaps four meters on a side. In the center was a raised stone platform that looked like it may have once held a coffin, but there was nothing on it now but dust. 
 
    Paulo came up behind her, shining his own light into the far corner of the room. “Look.” 
 
    There was something in the corner.  
 
    Gabrielle walked toward it, then stopped. “Paulo, I can’t.” 
 
    Paulo brushed past her and walked to the thing. “Bones,” he said. “It’s a skeleton. Human.” 
 
    “It’s not him,” Gabrielle said. “It can’t be.” 
 
    Paulo bent down and picked something up from the floor. He turned to Gabrielle. “A knife,” he said. “Pretty good shape if it’s been here for almost 900 years.” He walked to her and held out the knife. It was corroded but clearly recognizable. 
 
    “It’s stainless steel,” she said, barely above a whisper. “I gave it to him. We’re too late, Paulo. We’re too late.” 
 
     
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Forty-nine   
 
   M artin sat on the cold stone floor in the dim, flickering light of the torch, trying to concentrate, trying to clear his head. If he could just get through to Gabrielle, she could bring him home. But he needed to be able to think clearly. If Ruzzik had really given him a fatal dose of opium, he’d slip into unconsciousness and eventually stop breathing without ever hitting REM sleep.  
 
    He crawled to the wall and leaned against it, pulling himself to his feet. He had to stay awake. Somehow he had to find the psionic frequency he had used to talk to Gabrielle without falling asleep. She had told him it could be done, but they’d never managed it. He paced the perimeter of the crypt, steadying himself against the wall, his feet feeling like they were encased in concrete. 
 
    His heart quickened as he heard a muffled sound from the entrance. Men grunted and groaned as the stone slab was moved aside. A shaft of light poured into the room. Had Ruzzik changed his mind? Had this all been some kind of test? 
 
    A scuffle was going on outside. Someone outside cursed in French. For a moment, several figures were framed in the light, and then the stone was moved back into place.  
 
    “Martin?” said a voice. 
 
    “Pepin?” 
 
    Pepin, his face bloody and bruised, shuffled into the torchlight. 
 
    “Pepin, what are you doing here?” 
 
    “Well, the idea was to rescue you,” he said, steadying himself against the wall opposite Martin. “I tried to fight, but there were too many of them. Managed to break away and got on one of the horses. Rode out into the desert and then followed the Saracens here. They caught me trying to pry the stone away.” 
 
    “Ah, Pepin. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I think we’re going to die here.” 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    “I’m very far from all right, unfortunately. I’ve been drugged. Poisoned.” 
 
    “Oh. Well, I suppose I’ll die here too, one way or another. Is that the book you’ve been looking for?” 
 
    “Yes and no. Pepin, I’m afraid this whole quest has been a waste of time. I’m sorry to have gotten you involved.” 
 
    “It’s all right,” Pepin said. “Although I would have preferred to die fighting the Saracens. Do you think my sins will be forgiven if I die here?” 
 
    “I’m sure of it. Pepin, I don’t think I can stay awake much longer. Can you… help me sit down?” He stood on shaky legs, leaning against the wall. 
 
    Pepin went to him and eased him to the floor. 
 
    “Thank you. You still have my knife?” 
 
    “In my boot. You want it back?” 
 
    Martin shook his head. “Keep it. After I…. If you don’t think you can….” 
 
    Pepin’s eyes went wide and he crossed himself. “Suicide? After my sins have been forgiven? Not a chance!” 
 
    “Not sure it’s a sin… if you’re already….”  
 
    “No. Don’t even talk about such things. Is there anything I can do for you?” 
 
    Martin shook his head. “You’ve… done too much already. Shouldn’t have come here.” 
 
    “What else was I to do? It was my duty.” 
 
    Martin managed a smile. “You were… a good squire, Pepin. Better than I deserved.” 
 
    “Thank you, m’lord. You were kind of a terrible knight.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “Have you read the book?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Then how do you know it’s not what you were looking for?” 
 
    Martin’s thoughts were becoming hazy. “Benedict is Cormac is Benedict is Cormac. The book has no beginning and no end. It’s just… baboons chasing each other… an endless figure eight.” 
 
    “I suppose that’s true,” said Pepin thoughtfully. “I do have one question though.” 
 
    “All right,” Martin murmured. 
 
    “What’s a baboon?” 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Fifty                
 
   G abrielle, sitting on the stone floor of the crypt with her back against the wall, turned the rusty knife over in her hand. “I should have figured it out sooner,” she said. “The baboons and the figure eight. He was telling me exactly where he was!” 
 
    “There was no way you could have made the connection to Hermopolis,” Paulo said. “I’d read all about this place and I didn’t make the connection, even after you told me about the dream.” 
 
    “But you weren’t there. I felt it. Smelled this place. Felt his fear. I knew there was more to it, but when I told Martin, he….” 
 
    “He what?” 
 
    Gabrielle’s brow furrowed. “He didn’t know what I was talking about.” 
 
    “See? Even Martin didn’t know—” 
 
    “No, you don’t get it,” she said, getting to her feet. “Those images, those thoughts, came from him. But he didn’t know what I was talking about. The baboon dream was two days ago, but last night he was still on his way to Ashmunayn. Somehow the message he sent from this crypt got to me before he got here.” 
 
    “Do I need to point out that all of this happened 875 years ago? With temporal slippage, communications are sometimes going to be a day or two off from the nominally synchronized date.” 
 
    “I know that, but I’ve never seen messages get swapped like this. Yes, there’s slippage, but the sequence has always been the same. There has to be a reason.” 
 
    “We don’t have that much experience doing this, Gabrielle. It’s not surprising we’re encountering phenomena we’ve never—” 
 
    “Bullshit. Somehow he sent me that warning ahead of his last message, so that I would get it in time.” 
 
    “That’s a huge leap.” 
 
    “It’s why I still feel him. He’s still alive. We need to get him back. Call Ian.” 
 
    Paulo sighed. He pulled out his phone. “No signal. I’ve got to climb out.” 
 
    “Go.” 
 
    A few minutes later, Paulo shouted down from above, “Ian says the TGG is online, but Magnus’s stunt completely drained the batteries. We have to charge from zero. I’m sorry, Gabrielle. It’s over.” 
 
    Gabrielle stepped to where she could see Paulo. “The hell it is,” she shouted back. “Tell him to do whatever he has to do to get those batteries charged.” 
 
    “Gabrielle, be reasonable. Even if we draw all the available power, it will still take three hours. That’s nearly a full day for Martin.” 
 
    “Martin’s warning came to me for a reason. To give us time to get him back.” 
 
    “Maybe so, but Magnus stole that time from us. Gabrielle, it’s over.”  
 
    “No. He’s alive. Call Ian back.” 
 
    “I’m not going to do that.” 
 
    “Fine.” Gabrielle went to the rope and climbed up. Paulo helped her to the surface. She pushed him away and shouldered her way through the crowd. When she was far enough away to hear, she dialed Ian. He answered almost immediately. 
 
    “Gabrielle. I’m so sorry. I know this isn’t—” 
 
    “Shut up, Ian. We’re doing an emergency extraction. I need you to charge those batteries.” 
 
    “Paulo tells me that all the evidence we have suggests Martin is already dead. That is, by the nominally synch—” 
 
    “He’s alive. I feel it. I know it. Charge the goddamned batteries.” 
 
    “Gabrielle, you know I respect your intuition, but even if there’s a possibility he’s alive, there is no way I can get approval to drain the grid, to say nothing of using the TGG right after a sabotage attempt.” 
 
    “Listen to me carefully, Ian. I know things. About you, about GRAIL, about the board. Things I’ve been told. Things I haven’t been told. Do you understand? If you don’t pull every goddamned string you can lay your hands on to get the TGG up and running in the next three hours, I’m going to go public with it. All of it. GRAIL will try to discredit me, destroy my life, maybe even try to kill me. But some of what I have to say will stick. It will be out there, floating around in the ether. You’ll spend the rest of your short tenure as director putting out the fires I’m going to start. Now, get off your generously padded ass and get that machine working.” 
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Fifty-one            
 
    
     “M 
 
   
 
    artin!” Pepin’s voice rang in his ears. Martin was vaguely aware of being shaken, but he felt nothing but a soft warmth enveloping his body. He smiled. Soon it would all be over. All the pain, all the worry. He had a vague sense of something being unfinished, but that too would go. Finally he would be at peace. 
 
    “Martin, can you hear me?” 
 
    “Leave me alone,” Martin groaned. 
 
    “Martin!” 
 
    “I said leave me alone.” 
 
    “Martin, you need to come back!” 
 
    “For God’s sake, leave me alone!” 
 
    “Martin, God damn it, we’ve cut the power to half of France. You need to come back. Now!” 
 
    Martin opened his eyes. Pepin was gone. He was in a long, dark hallway. At the end, beckoning to him, was Gabrielle. 
 
    “Get up, Martin. You’ve done it. The mission is over. It’s time to come home.” 
 
    “So tired. Just need to rest a while.” 
 
    “No. Martin, you need to get up.” 
 
    “Please,” Martin moaned. “Please, just let me be.” 
 
    “Absolutely not. Get your ass up. Dana and Jessica need you.” 
 
    “Oh, now they need me?” Martin said, suddenly angry. He got to his feet. “I’m going to come back there just to tell you assholes—” 
 
    For a second he was falling. Then came the shock of ice-cold water. And then— 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
      
 
    He awoke in a bed with clean white sheets, unsure where—or when—he was. Looking around the small room, he saw that the décor matched that of La Couvertoirade. A woman was asleep in a chair next to him. Gabrielle. 
 
    “Don’t get up,” Martin said. “You’ve been through a lot.” 
 
    Gabrielle stirred. Her eyes opened and she sat up. “Martin!” 
 
    “If this is an opium hallucination, tell them they finally got the dosage right.” 
 
    “Not a hallucination. You’re really back. In 2023.” 
 
    “How did you reach me? I couldn’t think straight.” 
 
    “Fortunately for you, I wasn’t thinking straight either. I was in that crypt. The same place you were trapped.” 
 
    “In Hermopolis?” 
 
    Gabrielle nodded. “Below the gift shop. We had to dig down to it with a backhoe. I made them build a platform over the hole and cover it with rubble and sand so I could feel what it was like to be trapped down there. After four hours, I was close to panic.” 
 
    “A little opium helps with that.” 
 
    “A little? You had enough in your system to kill a bear. Between that and almost drowning, I thought we’d sent half of France back to the stone age for nothing.” 
 
    “Did GRAIL really shut off the power to half of France?” 
 
    “For a few hours, yes. I called in a few marks.” 
 
    “Markers,” said Martin. “I think you have to be in Germany to call in marks.” 
 
    “Peu importe.” 
 
    “I thought the batteries were supposed to be fully charged,” Martin said. “What happened?” 
 
    “Sabotage. We think Magnus was trying to destroy the TGG.” 
 
    “Magnus? What the hell for?” 
 
    “We don’t know yet. He was always eccentric, but he may have been more unstable than we realized. The important thing is that we got you back. When we found a skeleton in the crypt, we thought we were too late.” 
 
    “A skeleton? Do you know…?” 
 
    “We haven’t done a thorough analysis yet, but it seems to have been a male in his early twenties. Bones are completely desiccated, so he’s been dead a long time. We found this nearby.” She held out the rusted knife. 
 
    “Pepin,” said Martin, blinking away tears. “God damn it. Dumb bastard was trying to save me.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. He was a good friend to you.” 
 
    “Pepin was the only reason I made it back. I’d have been dead ten times over if it weren’t for him. And this is his reward.” Had Pepin, alone and dying of thirst in the dark, been driven to kill himself? Had he wondered, in his last thoughts, whether he was consigning himself to hell? 
 
    “I’m sure it’s small consolation,” Gabrielle said, “but the mission was a success. Well, a potential success. Thanks to you, we have a lead on the Codex.” 
 
    “The Codex!” Martin snorted. “Do you know what the Codex is? Ruzzik told me—” 
 
    Gabrielle put her finger to her mouth, shaking her head slightly. Martin looked at her quizzically. “We found a monogrammed handkerchief in the vault with the initials M.L.,” she said, pulling a notepad and a pen from her purse. She began scribbling something. “Our forensic analysists have come up with an approximate date when the handkerchief was left in the vault. Due to the low levels of radiocarbon, we know it was sealed inside the vault prior to 1963.” She held up the notepad. On it she had written: 
 
      
 
    They might be listening. 
 
      
 
    Martin held out his hand, and she gave him the notepad and pen. She went on, “Thanks to an analysis of the fabric, we also know that it was manufactured after polyester became widely used, in the late 1950s. That gives us a range of about four years, from 1958 to 1962.”  
 
    Martin scribbled on the pad and handed it to Gabrielle: 
 
      
 
    Who? 
 
      
 
    “Sonya says that a Nazi hunter named Miles Langmacher spent most of the 1950s looking for Nazi officers in Argentina, but in 1961 he took a trip to Egypt. His whereabouts after that are unknown, but we think he was looking for Hans Kammler.” 
 
    On the notepad, she had written: 
 
      
 
    Don’t know yet. GRAIL compromised. Magnus is just part of it. I think he used the TGG. 
 
      
 
    She handed him the notepad. He wrote: 
 
      
 
    Magnus went back in time?? 
 
      
 
    Taking the notepad, Gabrielle went on, “Langmacher apparently found the crypt before the Egyptian government sealed it up, and he may have found other clues as to Kammler’s whereabouts. If we can find Miles Langmacher, we think we’ll find the Codex.” She finished writing on the notepad and handed it back. 
 
      
 
    Not sure. Need access to TGG logs. For now, can’t trust anyone. 
 
      
 
    “How are Ian and Paulo?” Martin asked. 
 
      
 
    “Both doing well. Glad to have you back.” She shook her head. On the pad, she wrote: 
 
      
 
    I know about the Codex. Play along. It’s the only way out. 
 
      
 
    “Well, good luck with the Nazis and whatnot. I need to go home.” 
 
    “You must miss Dana and Jessica terribly. But you’re in no condition to travel quite yet.” On the pad, she wrote: 
 
      
 
    Not safe. I’m sorry. We need to see this through. 
 
      
 
    “Nothing in the world could keep me away,” Martin said, meeting Gabrielle’s gaze. 
 
    “Give it a few days,” she said. On the pad, she wrote: 
 
      
 
    The lunatic in Robie Creek was one of ours. Trying to scare you. They can get to you any time they want. Dana and Jessica not safe. 
 
      
 
    Martin’s heart pounded as anger came over him. He took a deep breath and said, as calmly as he could manage, “Can I at least call them?” 
 
    “Of course,” said Gabrielle. On the pad, she wrote: 
 
      
 
    We will find who is responsible and make them pay. 
 
      
 
    Martin clenched his jaw. “I can’t wait.” 
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