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			Chapter 1

			 

			Spain,

			1961…

			The rear end of the Lancia skidded sideways. Muddy gravel roared in the wheel wells and rattled off the undercarriage. Mike Fowler counter-steered, then held the accelerator steady, letting the torque of the six-cylinder engine do its job. As the tachometer hit five thousand rpm, he shifted into third gear.

			Ahead of him the rugged peaks and ridgelines of the Pyrenees were obscured by low gray clouds. On one side the slope fell away with not much more than a slushy berm between his tires and the treetops; on the other rocks nearly clipped the sideview mirror. Watery wind-driven snow smeared under his wipers, blurring his view of the rutted road.

			It didn’t matter. In this machine, under these conditions, nothing could touch him. The car was a 1955 Aurelia B20. Though a few years old, it remained a wonder of Italian engineering. It was owned by Fowler’s business partner, Anton Voss, a man who had an unerring instinct when it came to anything mechanical.

			The fact that it was another man’s car would not go over well if the Spanish police stopped him, and the situation was sure to go from bad to worse if they decided to search the trunk. But Mike Fowler had a considerably more serious problem than being pulled over by the Guardia Civil. And that was why he was tearing up a twisting mountain road headed into a storm that was sure to close the passes into France before morning.

			Nearly thirty tons of gold bullion. Thirty tons lost to history, its existence the stuff of myth or the colorfully illustrated cover of a men’s adventure magazine. A legendary treasure hidden in one of the most inaccessible places on the planet. Men were willing to kill to discover its location, and now some of them believed that Anton Voss knew where it could be found.

			As the car roared past a stand of trees, Fowler saw what he was looking for: a long straight grade and, at the top, a tight curve disappearing behind a shoulder of the hill. He took it as fast as he dared while keeping an eye on the rearview mirror. There was no sign of pursuit.

			He hit the brakes as he rounded the curve. The car slewed across the road, coming to a stop with its nose buried in the brush. Cutting the engine, he climbed out and, moving to the back of the Lancia, opened the boot.

			Pulling away a greasy tarp, he removed a Sturmgewehr 44 assault rifle and a pair of pouches holding six curved magazines. Fowler dodged up the slope inside the elbow of the turn. Stopping at an outcrop of rain-slick rock he took cover behind the dead branches that had fallen from a small oak.

			He spotted them a mile off. The driver of the black Mercedes was pushing it hard, fearing his quarry was escaping and desperate to catch up. Mike Fowler smiled grimly. He knew these mountains from long experience. He could outdrive his pursuers as long as he had petrol in his tank. But he couldn’t allow them to know where he crossed the border. If they were as organized as he suspected, they could have a team waiting not long after he reached France.

			What the men in the Mercedes didn’t realize was that he hadn’t been running, not since he’d left Barcelona. He had driven far and fast, but his plan had been to gain just enough distance to set a trap.

			Adjusting the sights on the StG 44, he raised the gun. When the black car was about two hundred yards out, he fired. Once. Twice.

			The first bullet went into the tank at the top of the radiator, the second lower down. The oil pan on the Mercedes was relatively well protected, and the 8mm Kurz cartridge would not penetrate like that of a full-power rifle, but he figured he’d try for it anyway.

			Steam burst through the grill and the gaps around the hood. The tires locked up and the Mercedes slid to a halt, the vague form of the driver craning forward trying to see what had gone wrong.

			The two men in the car didn’t realize they were under fire.

			Fowler squeezed the trigger again, putting a round through the windshield. Then he took out the left front tire and punched a pair of holes in the pontoonlike fender, searching for the distributor or fuel pump. The engine died.

			There was a muffled shout of alarm. The front door on the far side of the Mercedes popped open and the men dove for cover below the edge of the road.

			There was a flicker of movement just past the trunk lid and then pistol shots cracked up from below. He couldn’t tell where the gunfire was aimed but it wasn’t coming anywhere close.

			Beyond the car, through a screen of wet, wilted grass he made out a black shape…the shoulder of a trench coat. Fowler fired a single shot. The man in the black coat twisted and cried out. Cursing in German, he crabbed sideways, painfully searching for better cover.

			Fowler turned away from the road and bellowed, “On the slope! They’re on the slope!” His voice echoed off the hill behind him, hopefully obscuring his location and confusing the men below as to how many attackers they were facing. It didn’t work as well as he would have liked. One bullet and then another ricocheted off the rocks just to Fowler’s left.

			Mike decided he had played with them long enough. Thumbing the fire selector over, he loosed two three-round bursts. The bullets chewed up rock and weeds and mud. A ricochet whined off into the depths of the canyon. After that there was no more return fire, and he could no longer see either man.

			Good. The plan had been to draw their pursuers’ attention, giving Voss an opportunity to get away. Fowler wanted them to think that he and Anton were together, and he wanted them to report as much to their superiors. But if these men showed any more resistance, he would hunt them down and kill them. The shadowy group they worked for had destroyed everything he and Anton Voss had struggled to build over the last decade.

			Fowler blasted a line of bullet holes down the side of the Mercedes. He shredded the left rear tire. He changed magazines and blew out the windshield and side windows. Take this as a warning, he thought. Don’t make me come after you.

			He changed magazines again and again, firing long undisciplined bursts. A pile of spent shells grew as he turned the grill into a pockmarked ruin and shot out the headlights, the mirrors, and then one of the door handles. When the stamped metal of the gun steamed and the foregrip scalded his hand even through his driving glove, Fowler stopped. Below him the almost new 1960 Mercedes 220 was a complete wreck. Only one patch of sheet metal remained bare, the driver’s-side door.

			He stood, a gesture of his contempt, challenging the men below to try something.

			“You want to stop us?” he yelled. “Now’s your chance!” His voice echoed off the hills and cliffs.

			Nothing happened. He hoped they were listening but, if they were smart, they were halfway down the canyon. He slung the rifle and slid a handgun from his belt. It was a 9mm SIG 47/8, a gun their enemies knew was favored by Anton Voss.

			Fowler found a position lower on the hill. He raised the pistol and fired, putting a tight group of bullets into the door and a few more into the rest of the body. He moved slightly, spreading out the pattern of ejected cartridges and smearing his footprints until they were hard to read. The gun locked open. Grabbing the heel release, he dropped the distinctive magazine on the ground, doing what he could to suggest there had been two shooters.

			He didn’t know how convincing the ruse was. But since he left Barcelona none of their enemies had come close enough to see inside the car. If he was lucky, they might not be aware that Anton owned a yacht or where, until just recently, it had been moored. He was risking his life and his freedom on what could very well be a fool’s errand.

			

			—

			Deep in the mountains he pulled over at a wayside above a brush-choked ravine. Taking out the assault rifle, he removed the buttstock, recoil spring, and bolt carrier. He swung the barrel and receiver of the gun in an underhanded arc, sending it pinwheeling into the depths to his left. He tossed the remainder of the parts in the other direction. A moment later he had disposed of the SIG in a similar fashion.

			Fowler opened a garment bag and a leather Gladstone. He changed out of his dirty clothes and into a three-piece suit of brown tweed. Then he replaced his muddy combat boots with a pair of handmade shoes. In the last light of day, he combed his hair in the reflection of the car window. He wasn’t sure who he saw looking back: a nondescript forty-year-old man with a lean, disciplined body and a face that betrayed little. A man who had fought his way to the top of a profession that he could not discuss in polite company. And now he suspected he couldn’t claim even that: his business was a smoking ruin that would probably be seized by the Spanish government. He was a wanted man. There was no way of going back.

			He took a slow look around. Catalonia had been his home as long as anywhere on earth. If he ever returned, it was likely he would be arrested for murder. He slipped into the mud-streaked Lancia and fired up the motor. There was a storm coming, and he still had a long way to go.

			France,

			three hours later…

			Mike Fowler crossed the border at a lonely outpost on a snow-frosted pass. Any traffic would be well-remembered, but it was also manned, on both sides, by members of an ancient family who had been in the profession of smuggling since the time of the Romans. They knew Fowler from the days when his business had not been quite so legitimate. His documents, along with a duplicate passport belonging to Voss, were accepted and stamped in the normal manner. However, the official record of their passing would be delayed by exactly twenty-four hours. Neither of the officials more than glanced outside at the Lancia with its breath-fogged windows. They remained behind their desks and warmed themselves while counting the piles of 1,000 peseta and 100 nouveau franc banknotes Fowler left with them.

			Snow chased the little car down through the mountains, eventually changing to rain. Earlier in the day he had discovered that the airport and train stations in Barcelona had been staked out. It was not only the police; some of the men Fowler spotted were certainly private detectives in the employ of the group that pursued him.

			Now that he was in France his first impulse was to ditch the Lancia and get to Paris. From there he could find a flight to London or the U.S. At some point the fiction that Voss was with him would dissolve, but the longer it took, the better. In a crowded airport it would be a lengthy process to verify that they hadn’t slipped away on separate flights. Fowler was betting everything that he could still find a way to vanish even as he provided the distraction that allowed Voss to cover his own trail.

			A cautious reconnaissance of the palatial Toulouse-Matabiau train station suggested that getting to Paris without the car might be difficult. There were no cops, but instead of the grubby middle-aged gumshoes he had seen in Barcelona, the men covering this station were young, fit…and distinctly Aryan.

			No doubt they had come in overnight, alerted as soon as it was clear he had escaped Spain. The scope of the manhunt was a frightening indication of the size of the organization he and Voss suddenly found themselves up against. And if they had the train stations covered, then the airports would be, too.

			Holding to the shadows, Mike Fowler pulled back to where he had parked. As he saw it, there was only one option left. If he could arrive in time, it would completely foil his pursuers. On the other hand, it might also put the whole operation at risk.

			He started the car and headed for the coast. Fatigue clouded his vision and dulled his mind. If his adversaries were alert, they might realize what he was up to. It all depended on how much they had bothered to learn about Mike Fowler and Anton Voss.

			One thing at a time, he thought, and drove faster.

			

			—

			Before dawn the Lancia grumbled through the gray, rain-wet streets of Marseille. Beyond the railyards at Gare d’Arenc, Fowler found the street blocked by a line of freight cars waiting on a set of tracks that led to the docks. Looking quickly around, he pulled diagonally off the street beside a pile of discarded packing materials.

			Opening his bag, he lifted the false bottom. He removed a flat sap, black leather stitched around nine ounces of lead shot with a spring steel handle, and a compact Remington automatic. He tucked the blackjack inside the waistband of his trousers and dropped the pistol into a specially tailored hip pocket. Two loaded magazines went into his coat.

			Mike left the car unlocked and the keys in plain sight. It would certainly be stolen before noon. He slipped the strap of the Gladstone over his shoulder and across his chest. Then he followed the boxcars to where the rails passed through an archway in a building and ran straight down the pier that was his destination.

			The passage smelled like a latrine but, standing in the shadows of the entrance and with the dark mass of a railcar behind him, Fowler could observe the activity along the quayside with little chance of being recognized.

			It wasn’t five minutes before he saw them. Two tall young men appeared out of the confusion of trucks and laborers on the pier. In contrast to the stained denim and leather aprons worn by the burly longshoremen and warehouse workers, this pair seemed dressed for a day at the country club. One of them even wore an argyle sweater under his blazer and held a raincoat draped over one arm. His companion sported a windbreaker and a driver’s cap.

			Just across the street from Fowler’s position, a low-slung Opel Kapitän pulled out of the flow of traffic. Inside, two dark silhouettes peered down the dock. Over the roof of the car Fowler could see the man in the driver’s cap catch the eyes of those in the Opel and spread his hands. It was not the elaborate shrug of a Frenchman, just a quick signal to communicate that something expected had yet to occur.

			Was he the something they expected? Did they have men all along the waterfront, or were they aware of which ship he planned to take? If he waited, would they go off to search another pier?

			The trouble was that he didn’t have long. Beyond the roofs of the warehouses, he could see the signal mast of a freighter. A “Blue Peter,” the flag indicating imminent departure, was hanging in the moist air. Maneuvering a ten-thousand-ton cargo ship out of port was a slow and tricky business. They would leave on schedule, and he had better be aboard.

			There was a crunch of gravel behind him, and Fowler whirled. But it was just a startled pair of railroad employees in white vests and peaked caps.

			“Pardon! Pardon, monsieur…le train. Dégagez la voie.” The man pointed, indicating that they were going to back the train down the pier…It was an opportunity, if his luck held.

			The railroad workers walked out into the thoroughfare along the quay, motioning for traffic to stop. There was a heavy clank as the slack went out of the couplings and the air brake cleared its throat with a hiss. The line of boxcars began to back slowly toward the pier.

			Mike Fowler was in luck; the men with the Opel had parked and gotten out, but they were on the far side of the tracks. One of them had a powerful build that looked familiar but a bandage like a pirate’s eyepatch obscured much of his face.

			One, two, three railcars rumbled past, and Mike began to walk, pacing the train. Canvas-sided lorries and horse carts moved out of the way. The people on either side of the dock were forced more tightly into the space between the tracks and the warehouses. He looked around; he had lost sight of the two men ahead of him. That was not good, but he dared not slow down.

			Mike checked off the numbers above the doors. It looked like he had about a hundred yards to go…

			Then came the prolonged blast of a ship’s horn. There was no time left.

			Mike Fowler broke into a run. He cut off a man with a hand dolly, cleared the end of a truck carrying blocks of ice and racks of meat, and dodged around a cursing Frenchman like a football player who had just received an unexpected pass.

			“Halt!” the bandaged man from the Opel shouted. Over the bed of a flatcar Fowler could now tell it was Heinrich Hartmann, last seen a little more than a day ago in a blood-spattered hallway back in Spain. Hartmann raised a pistol but was cut off by the slowly rolling tank car that was next in line.

			Mike was almost there, almost to the door he needed. Expecting a bullet in the back, he made it into the echoing dimness of the warehouse—and came to a dead stop.

			The athletic young man with the windbreaker was just inside the doorway, crouched and ready to take him. His companion was shaking the folded raincoat off his arm to reveal a Walther P38.

			Fowler leaped to one side, palmed the sap, and swung, chopping with its thin edge across the muscles of the gunman’s bicep. The man gasped and dropped the pistol. He staggered back, his face white with shock. The one in the windbreaker grabbed at Fowler from behind, but the Gladstone got in his way. Mike turned with the momentum of his blow, twisting inside the shoulder strap. He blocked a punch, shifted his heel behind his attacker’s foot, and smashed the base of his palm into the man’s nose. The German grabbed at him, and they went down together. But as he fell Fowler brought up a knee. It smashed into the man’s diaphragm, the breath exploded out of him, and ribs broke.

			Fowler never stopped moving. He rolled to his feet. The guy in the argyle sweater was scuttling after the gun. Fowler swung the sap backhand across one side of the man’s head and then, as he went down, forehand across the other.

			“Mon Dieu!” There were exclamations as the warehouse workers turned to stare at the sudden violence.

			Fowler didn’t look back, didn’t worry about the men or the gun. He knew the damage a properly wielded blackjack could do. He ran out of the warehouse on the far side. Across the wharf two men from the MS Orna had just begun to winch up the collapsible stairs leading to the deck. At the bow a tug was churning the debris-flecked water, edging the ship back, away from the pier.

			Mike jumped, grabbing the folding stairway and pulled himself onto it just as Heinrich Hartmann appeared in the warehouse door. There was an instant where it took all of Fowler’s self-control not to draw the Remington and attempt to kill Hartmann on the spot. He could see the German was caught in the same dilemma; his pistol held half-concealed at his side. But a shooting now would solve little. It would not allow Hartmann to discover where Voss had disappeared to, and it would turn Fowler’s getaway into an exploration of the French justice system.

			Fowler relaxed. Then he lifted one hand in an ironic wave. Maybe next time, he thought. Maybe next time I’ll have a clear shot and no witnesses.

			“Hey, you! What are you doing there?” An officer frowned at him from the railing.

			Fowler clambered up the stairs toward the deck. As he reached the top, he pulled a business card from his vest pocket.

			“Mike Fowler. I represent Sistemas Militar. I am going to need to accompany my cargo.”

			He was safe. This ship carried over half a million dollars’ worth of goods that were being sold by Sistemas Militar Internacional S.L. or International Military Systems, a company owned, courtesy of a minor manipulation of Spanish law, by Anton Andreas Voss and Michael Fowler. The cargo was made up of one million rounds of ammunition, seven Austin K2 ambulances, an assortment of surplus medical supplies, and five hundred tons of steel chevron-type track units for the M4 Sherman tank.

			It would be a week before they made port. He could rest, gather his wits, and come up with some kind of plan. The one thing he would certainly need to do was to have his story straight when he arrived. He might be getting himself into a whole new sort of trouble. Only time would tell.

			The men chasing him were Germans, part of an organization that seemed to have the capacity to influence politicians and private businesses all over the world. They were, not to put too fine a point on it, Nazis. Calling themselves the Brotherhood or the Invisible Reich, they had lost the war but somehow won the peace. There was one place, however, they could not go, a place where they were deaf and blind…

			Above him a flag fluttered and snapped in the wind. White and blue with a star and stripes. It was the flag of Israel.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			 

			Spain,

			two months earlier…

			Mike Fowler was not a philosopher. He had been hired as muscle, a man who had no qualms about using violence and a willingness to accept the consequences. Because of his extensive knowledge of weaponry Voss had eventually made him a partner. In the sunny days before the attack on Pearl Harbor, Fowler had been a Gunner’s Mate, trained in the use and maintenance of everything from handguns to artillery. But, first and foremost, his responsibility was to watch Anton Voss’s back.

			His abilities had been tested not long after they met. The two of them had been jumped by a gang of thugs in the back alleys of Inchon. Their attackers had thought them foolish enough to have been carrying the proceeds from the sale of a shipment of refurbished Japanese machine guns.

			The four Koreans had surrounded them, and Voss pivoted to defend their rear. “Kill them!” he ordered.

			Fowler did. The men carried blades and clubs. Fowler had a V-42 commando knife. Voss had a leather briefcase he could use as a shield. When it was over, Mike lay on the ground, bleeding from seven wounds but surrounded by the bodies of their enemies. Anton had carried him halfway across the port that night, forcing a Korean doctor out of bed in order to save his life.

			Anton Andreas Voss was tall, well past sixty, with thinning hair and cold gray eyes. He rarely spoke about his time in the military, but Mike knew he had been an officer in the Kaiserliche Marine, the German navy of World War I. He claimed to have sat out the last conflict in a technical position at the Reichspost. However, it was hard to imagine him sorting mail; the man was a predator and watching him stalk a business opportunity made Mike glad they had fought in different wars, in different decades, and on different sides of the earth.

			After the surrender of Germany and Japan, the world was rocked by a wave of expanding and collapsing empires. The Soviet Union had immediately moved to dominate the war-ravaged territories east of what Winston Churchill called the Iron Curtain. Simultaneously, in Asia, Africa, and the Middle East, the grip of the old European empires began to weaken. It was a time when entire populations could taste both freedom and fear. The future was suddenly torn between the forces of communism and capitalism, totalitarianism and democracy. Many believed it might descend into an existential struggle, fought beneath the looming cloud of atomic annihilation.

			But the great game of the Cold War played out on many fronts. Although England, France, the United States, and Russia all possessed nuclear devices, the spectacular power of this technology, and the potential for deadly radioactive fallout, limited its ability to express political nuance. Traditional small arms and artillery remained the primary weapons in the struggles that ravaged the disintegrating colonies of an exhausted Europe.

			The world was awash in the leftovers of war, so for Anton Voss, Mike Fowler, and many other small-time arms brokers, there was a good income to be made supplying the factions fighting for either freedom or repression. Although Asia was occasionally a lucrative market, it was far from Europe. The Middle East was dominated by the major players, governments and corporations so large that the public often forgot they also dealt in armaments. North Africa, however, was conveniently close to Barcelona, and its conflicts simmered at just the right temperature to provide a continual income for independent contractors like Sistemas Militar.

			Among the native Algerians, there was the Front de Libération Nationale, or FLN. On the other side were, of course, the French army, the police, and a variety of unofficial militias including the secretive La Main Rouge: the Red Hand. These paramilitaries had the backing of a syndicate of French politicians and businessmen who wanted a deniable source of weaponry for their comrades across the Mediterranean. Early in their career, Voss and Fowler brokered a deal between certain contacts in Spain who were liquidating stockpiles of weapons and the French syndicate.

			They were in the midst of their third transaction when the syndicate suddenly refused to continue the payments. Something had gone awry and, as the weakest link in the chain, Fowler and Voss had been chosen to take the fall. Caught short between the Spanish seller demanding what they were rightfully owed and the French buyer intent on hijacking the guns, Voss acted coolly and without hesitation.

			He started by obtaining a large and frighteningly expensive loan from a pair of American mobsters based in Cuba. With that in hand Voss paid his suppliers and delivered all the guns, grenades, and ammunition to the French colonials, whether or not they had been paid for. Then he opened negotiations with the FLN and any other anti-French militia that could rub two francs together.

			The Frenchmen were apoplectic. This time they threatened Voss with action by the Red Hand. Feared across North Africa, the infamous group of procolonial commandos was rumored to have been organized by SDECE, the French intelligence service.

			But Voss had prepared for this move, too. Not a week after he received the warning, a series of anonymous telephone calls was placed to the members of the French syndicate. The caller informed each recipient how to locate an explosive device that had been cunningly hidden in their car, home, or office. One charge had even been placed in the bed of the mistress kept by a certain member of the Assemblée Nationale. None of the bombs had been armed—in fact all their trigger mechanisms had been clearly rendered inoperable. After each discovery the caller generously offered to withhold lessons in bomb making for all of the syndicate’s North African enemies.

			The payments resumed and, in a particularly worldly and French manner, the entire episode was put behind them. Mike Fowler had never done much breaking and entering, but he had been trained by the best the United States government had to offer when it came to infiltration, reconnaissance, and explosives…and he was a quick study.

			The loan from the gangsters had been a curse all on its own, and the day it was paid off both Fowler and Voss breathed a sigh of relief. However, it did allow them to move from being middlemen, or brokers who made deals by connecting buyer to seller, to being dealers with warehouses full of their own inventory and the luxury of doing business on their own terms.

			The new arrangement worked especially well because Voss had demonstrated an unerring ability to locate misplaced or poorly documented stores of high-quality weapons and other surplus. Occasionally what he had for sale was not even hardware, but information. In the mid-1950s a file of material on field-effect transistors, the prewar work of a German physicist, had quietly sold to an American company preparing for a patent application. That sale had allowed Voss and Fowler to pay their debts and to choose a better class of customer. Since then, they had auctioned more once-secret technology to various industrialists. Anton Voss was a man who understood the value of even the most obscure pieces of information.

			

			—

			One night, not too long before everything in their world went to hell, Mike Fowler brought a briefcase full of paperwork to his partner’s favorite café. The new government in Tunisia was making a large purchase of guns and ammunition, and there were several contracts and letters of credit to be reviewed and signed.

			In Barcelona a man was known by the café, bar, or restaurant he frequented. For many, these establishments functioned as both office and social club. Voss wasn’t particularly social, and most of his business was conducted at the small factory complex the company owned in the Sant Martí district. However, he liked to observe the ebb and flow of humanity and he seemed to be particularly interested when professors from the Universitat de Barcelona gathered at the nearby tables to discuss science, politics, and the ever-changing state of the world.

			Mike knew that his partner could have called himself Doctor Anton Voss. A diploma from Ruprecht Karl University occasionally surfaced as he shuffled through the stacks of paper on his desk, and his shelves were filled with dog-eared editions of scientific journals, most of them specializing in physics.

			Education, especially at a prestigious university, counted for a good deal among both Germans and Spaniards. That his degree went unmentioned meant it was probably something Voss hoped would be forgotten. Even for its adopted citizens Barcelona was a city of secrets, and the past was often a package best left unopened.

			Once they had finished with the documents, Mike and Anton sat over coffee and watched the traffic as it passed along the Gran Via. Even after more than a decade of working together Mike was never quite sure what made the older man tick. Anton Voss lived alone and was cautious in his personal relationships. The number of people he spent time with, unrelated to business, could be counted on one hand. Beyond the borders of their divided fatherland, Germans were often looked upon with suspicion. For the most part the only company they trusted was one another. Voss took his isolation even more seriously; he seemed to avoid his countrymen most of all.

			Before they cleared the table to sign the contracts Fowler noticed that Voss had been drawing something in a small spiral-bound notebook. His engraved silver cigarette case was open on the table and at first Mike assumed Anton had been doodling copies of the elaborate art deco designs that covered its interior. But that was not exactly it—the casually drawn arrows and squiggles included numbers and symbols. It was hard to tell because the ring of moisture from the bottom of a glass had soaked through two of the sheets of paper.

			“What’s that?” Fowler asked.

			“These?” Voss tore off the pages and wadded them into a ball. “They are nothing. A type of notation developed by scientists before the war. Wentzel and Stueckelberg were their names…a similar system is now promoted by Richard Feynman, an American physicist.” He used the crumpled paper to mop the table, the ink running into a dirty gray blur.

			“The conversation at the next table…it had me revisiting the past,” Voss went on, describing how the university professors had been discussing quantum mechanics, the strange behavior of electrons, and the great men of science. The important part, the aspect he had found most interesting, had been a particular “thought experiment.”

			A cat was placed in a steel box along with a capsule of poison. Under certain circumstances the capsule might be broken. However, since it was unknown whether or not this had happened, the cat theoretically existed in a state that was both living and dead, at the same time. At least this was supposed to be the case—so long as the box remained closed, and the cat unexamined.

			The idea seemed intentionally ridiculous, and Mike said as much.

			Voss took out a Chesterfield before tucking his cigarette case away. The flat lenses of his round steel glasses reflected the lamplight, making his eyes invisible.

			“Yes,” he said. “It is just a story, an analogy. There are several levels. One illustrates the concept of these simultaneous states, ‘superpositions,’ and how they resolve themselves into a single outcome. Another is to suggest that what may be true at the level of the atomic particle is clearly foolish if you are talking about anything as large, and complex, as an animal.”

			Voss leaned back on the fading cushions, clearly confident in his opinions. “What they do not realize is this: the size of the object is unimportant. It is the quality of the isolation. The real question is not about the cat…it is about the box.”

			Mike wasn’t sure if he entirely understood what Voss was talking about. He also wasn’t sure that Voss knew more than the professors from a university established before Columbus set sail for the New World. He did know one thing, however. Unknown and unstoppable forces were always lurking just over the horizon. At any moment, a man might be consigned to one existential state or another without even realizing it.

			And as a soldier, he sympathized with the cat.

			

			—

			The first time Mike Fowler had truly thought about the power of unforeseen events was on the second Monday in December 1941. Early that morning he had been dragged out of his bunk, along with a half dozen petty officers, and hustled across San Diego Bay to a gigantic PB2Y flying boat. No mention was made of where they were going, but all of them had just completed a one-month course in the use of diving gear aboard the submarine rescue vessel USS Ortolan. On Sunday he had been just another twenty-year-old sailor playing softball; by Monday the whole nation was at war with the Empire of Japan.

			Pearl Harbor was a smoking ruin, its defenders still so gripped by the fever of battle that his plane had diverted to the other side of the island to avoid antiaircraft fire. Within days he was alone with his breath in a copper Mark V helmet. The dead drifted like silent commas in the dark corridors of the sunken ships.

			He learned to overcome his fear and disgust, to ease them on their journey, gently passing them along to the burial crews. His heart cried out to these men, his decaying brothers-in-arms. In the night he dreamed that he could bring them back from the depths and give them new life, repairing their bodies as he had the ships in which they had once served.

			Over the year that followed Fowler and the growing crew of divers raised three battleships. The work was dangerous, and they had made mistakes, but in the end those ships had taken their vengeance. In the final chapter of Mike Fowler’s military career, he had watched as two of them, floating fortresses wrapped in the smoke of their gigantic guns, fired at enemy positions on Okinawa.

			By then he had volunteered for the Amphibious Scouts and Raiders, a reconnaissance outfit that was rapidly evolving into the navy’s Underwater Demolition Teams. In doing so he traded an intimacy with Pearl Harbor’s dead for the immediate possibility of sharing their fate. Armed with only a commando knife, a notebook, and his skill at observing while remaining unobserved, he had swum ashore in the dark hours before three amphibious landings.

			Crawling out of the water on a lonely beach wondering if he was going to trigger a mine or cross the sights of a Japanese machine gun made a man wonder about the narrow difference between the living and the dead. Treading water a mile offshore as dawn broke, fearing that he had somehow missed the boat that was supposed to pick him up, produced the same question. The less you knew about the mine or the machine gun or the missing boat, the more isolated you were, and the tighter that box became.

			Mike Fowler had come a long way from those days. The world of arms merchants was full of colorful, and shady, characters. Voss, however, insisted they cultivate the opposite image, that of low-key success and reliability. Fowler had a modest savings account in a Swiss bank and, more important, 25 percent of the company was his.

			For the most part, it was a good life.

			And yet Mike chafed under the burden of office work and mild success. He could not forget the rush of bringing death and destruction to his enemies, of pitting himself against impossible odds and emerging alive. It was a feeling he had tried to leave behind, but it still beckoned to him in secret ways. And it had nearly gotten him killed the night Anton’s mysterious past came calling, the night that became the turning point in both their lives.

			

			—

			Three to four times a week, in all but the worst weather, Mike skipped dinner and went for a run and a swim. From his building in the old merchant’s quarter of La Ribera he took a meandering six-mile route. He dodged his way along the bustling thoroughfares, detoured down narrow alleys where Roman soldiers had once stood guard, and crossed dim and hidden plazas where the fragments of Fascist bombs still scarred the ancient walls.

			From the towering Christopher Columbus monument Fowler turned north along the waterfront, the rubber soles of his trainers nearly silent on the damp stone. He zigzagged through the narrow apartment blocks of La Barceloneta, where the fishermen lived, a shadow fleeting and shifting beneath lines of laundry stretched from balcony to balcony like patchwork banners.

			Slowing to a jog he made it to the end of the seafront promenade. This was a wide elevated walkway made of concrete and recently constructed as a symbol of the city’s economic rebirth. It ended, abruptly and ironically, in the sandhill slums of Somorrostro.

			The maze of block and driftwood shanties stretched up the beach. It was bracketed by the hulking silhouettes of cylindrical gasometers and the railyards with their forest of signal gantries. The area was home to Gypsies and pickpockets, but also to many of the workers who found employment in the factories along the coast.

			At the tideline, Fowler slipped out of his shoes and sweat-soaked shirt, then waded into the low surf. He started off with a slow backstroke to keep his face above the polluted water along the shore. Once he was far enough out, he rolled over and slid into a distance-eating crawl.

			The moon was rising over the dark sea and its light offered a point of reference, allowing him to ignore the diver’s compass on his wrist. Once the dull glow of Barcelona and the twinkling of lights along the coastal range were out of sight, the moon and the radium dial of the compass would guide him back. If he came back. That was always the question.

			There were pieces of his life he never spoke of, like the last days with his father, who had briefly made a good living running whiskey up from Mexico. Or a particular clandestine operation just before the end of the war. It had been a nightmare of death and destruction on a bleak, scrub-covered sandbar in the South China Sea. A place called Itu Aba. Out of the handful of men, only two, Mike and an Australian commando, had survived.

			These long midnight swims, however, were Mike’s last small secret. Voss, as cool a customer as he was, would be disturbed to learn how far his partner pushed himself. How much he risked to remember what it had been like when the closeness of death had given meaning to life.

			Fowler swam until the sea chilled him to the bone. He swam until the moon soared higher in the sky and he knew he was at the point of no return. This was the test; this was the deadly game he played. Could he make it back to shore? He wasn’t sure.

			It was a long cold struggle, his mind closed, his movements robotic. From every direction water sucked the warmth from his body, a liquid vampire more dangerous than a shark. Finally a swell lifted him, and he saw flames, something burning on the beach just north of the promenade. He dug in, knowing that even when his body begged to give up there was always a hidden reserve of strength. If the Teams’ hell week taught you anything, it was that.

			A wave tumbled him onto the sand, grit and salty water rushing back into his nose and mouth. He coughed, spat, and stood. Another wave slapped him on the thighs. Then hands, hard bony hands, grasped his arm. A woman.

			“Vingui! Si us plau vingui.” She urged him on in muttered Catalan, pulling him from the surf toward a bonfire built just feet from where he had left his clothes and shoes.

			There were three of them, not just the old woman. One was a familiar-looking middle-aged man; the third was a girl, young and pregnant. They wrapped him in a coarse, patched blanket, handed him his towel, and sat him down, shivering, close to the fire.

			“The young one, she saw you go in the water. We are in the first house.” The man gestured at the line of rock-walled hovels. Each not much larger than the place where Mike had grown up, a driftwood cabin on a beach just north of the Mexican border.

			“Th-thank you.” Mike could barely make out his own voice. He could see they had propped his sweater on a piece of driftwood so it would be warmed by the flames.

			The old woman spoke rapidly in Catalan. The man struggled to translate, using both English and Spanish. “Señor, we were worried. We see you come to swim. So many nights. Perdóname pero…I—I think ‘usted está loco’…you are crazy. You are gone a long time, and she is worried.”

			They were quiet then, comfortably sitting in the dark. The girl got up and came back after a few minutes with hot coffee, two tin cups and a mug with a cracked handle and the fading logo of a hotel on the side. Mike’s shivering subsided.

			“We worked for you before. In the summer. Me and her.” He indicated the old woman and she cackled and mimed using a needle and thread. “She repaired uniforms. I was finishing the metal on Mauser rifles.” The man grinned. “A good gun, but not too good…When I was young the Falangistas shoot at me many times, but always they miss!”

			Safe and warm, Mike slipped into his clothes. He stood, his legs finding their strength, his heart and breathing calm. He looked down at the odd little group that had gathered, long after midnight, to help a man they barely knew.

			“Thank you, again.” There was little more that could be said. He had no money with him and no confidence that they would even accept such a coarse form of gratitude.

			“De nada.”

			“Any time you need a job. You come and find me. Anytime.”

			The old lady toasted him with her dented metal cup. The girl held her belly and watched with large, dark eyes. The man shook his hand then turned away to pull the unburned ends of wood from the fire.

			Mike walked home, a strange, hollow feeling at the base of his throat. It was an odd thing to realize you finally had a home, yet one so far from the country and culture of your birth.

			It was a feeling that was not destined to last very much longer.

			

			—

			A distant ringing woke him. The room was dark, and Fowler lay in bed for a moment hoping the noise would stop. He had been dead to the world, unable to remember even crawling between the sheets. The ringing continued. Mike twisted, looking at his watch. It was 3:12 a.m. He staggered out of bed, through the door of his apartment, and down the stairs to the tile niche that held the telephone he shared with Aleixandre Porras, the accountant who was the third partner in Sistemas Militar. In the dim light he saw the door to the hallway crack open. Aleixandre’s wife scowled at him…but then she closed the door, going back to bed. No one she knew would be so impolite as to call at this hour.

			“Hello?” he said into the mouthpiece.

			There was an intake of breath, then silence, only the sound of an open line, then something else. Tap. Tap. Tap.

			“Hello!” He tried again, but he was afraid of what he was going to hear. He clutched the Bakelite handset.

			Tap. Tap. Tap.

			Suddenly wide awake and alert, he wasn’t sure how to respond, what word to use…

			“Okay,” he said.

			Mike Fowler bolted back up the stairs. He snapped on a light and ripped open the burlwood armoire that filled one end of his bedroom. Quickly dressing, he laced up a pair of boots and pulled on a leather jacket. He slid a knife, a short-bladed Alaskan Skinner with a slimmed-down handle, into a sheath that fit inside his waistband behind his belt. He had a snub-nose Smith & Wesson .38 stashed inside the artfully veneered case of his bedroom radio, but the Spanish authorities frowned on firearms. Mike didn’t know what sort of trouble he was walking into, and he didn’t intend to make it worse than it already was. The knife looked like an oddly modified piece of junk, but it was razor sharp and could be counted on to do a ferocious amount of damage.

			The three taps on the telephone were a distress call. It meant Voss was at the office and needed help…help he could not discuss.

			At the foot of the stairs Mike propped open the door to the alley. Then he rocked his BMW R68 off its center stand and muscled it down a single step and outside.

			The building was on a corner, with some of its rooms above a small plaza. Mike had a careful look around. The tide was out and the stink from the drying sewers grated in his nostrils. No one was in sight in any direction. He pushed the motorcycle into the plaza before kicking it to life. Finally on the move, he made it to Calle de los Almogávares and opened the bike up, roaring over the railroad tracks into the Sant Martí district, headed for Poblenou.

			The “new town” was an industrial area built up during Barcelona’s manufacturing renaissance in the nineteenth century. All along the coast tall brick smokestacks reached for the sky and walled factory compounds were interspersed with low apartment buildings and small shops.

			Mike switched streets, edging nearer to the shore. When he was close, he cut the engine and headlight and coasted, braking to a stop a half block away, near a narrow passage between buildings closed by a gate of rusting bars. After using his keys to open the lock, he rolled the bike inside. Walking to the corner, Mike could see down the streets to the north and west of Sistemas Militar.

			As with many of Barcelona’s aging factories, the place was built like a fortress. An entire city block, it was enclosed by a wall, fifteen feet high and built of soot-blackened brick. The main entrance, a carved limestone arch containing two huge wooden doors, appeared to be closed and locked, as it should be.

			All was quiet. Wisps of fog drifted up the street. The only sound was the dripping of the brass faucet on the public fountain by the corner. Inside the wall, at the far end of the three-story office building, a dim light reflected in the mist. A lamp was burning in the office used by Anton Voss.

			Mike did not try to approach the main gate. He returned to the passageway, unlocked a steel-wrapped door, and went down a narrow set of wooden steps. One of the great benefits of the old factory was that it included an air raid shelter built during the Civil War. The brick-lined tunnel was more than a hundred yards long and ran under the street and the first line of shops. Voss had seen its potential as an underground shooting range, a place to safely test weapons unbeknownst to the city officials. It also served as a hidden way in—and out—of the factory compound.

			At the bottom of the stairs was another door, then a bulletproof backstop made of old tires packed with sand. Clambering past this barrier, Mike jogged down the length of the dank gallery to the concrete staircase behind the shooting benches. Using yet another key, he let himself out into the portico that protected the entrance to the office building.

			The compound was silent and dark. The walls of the warehouses were covered with a meandering growth of ivy and sharp-thorned bougainvillea. Past the tall smokestack of the old powerhouse and the other centrally placed storage sheds, the south end of the property was full of military vehicles and artillery parked against the wall in tight rows. In the night it was a shadowed mass of camouflage paint and slanting barrels.

			The security office, just inside the main gate, was closed and unlit. Rafeeq Farkhani, an ex-soldier from Spanish Morocco, should have been on guard. Also missing was the battered bicycle he usually rode to work.

			Keeping to the shadows, Mike stepped away from the L-shaped building and looked up. The only rooms with any light were those in Voss’s third-floor office. A slight breeze shifted the leaves of the palm trees that grew in the out-of-the-way corners of the compound.

			The muffled slam of a pistol shot broke the silence. Then another. The two shots came from within the building, from behind those lighted windows!

			Mike lunged for the door; caution forgotten. It opened, unlocked, under his hand. He sprinted down the main hall, past display racks of small arms on one side and cannon on the other. A wide travertine stairway led to the second floor, and an art deco doorway of brass and stained glass closed off access to the third…but it wasn’t locked either. Mike slowed; he was making altogether too much noise. The top floor was a shooting gallery—he had designed it that way.

			Across the landing at the top of the stairs was Mike’s office, closed and locked. Mike dropped down and peered around the railing, looking back toward Anton’s office. The door at the end of the hallway was cracked open three or four inches and light spilled out onto the tiled floor.

			Mike stood and moved forward as quickly and quietly as he could. His right thumb slid around the slim handle of his knife, but he didn’t draw the blade. He gave the door a gentle push, looking into the office through the widening gap.

			The room was paneled, with a high ceiling and tall windows. Close to the door was a mirror-backed bar. At the other end was a heavy desk with banks of glass-doored shelves and wooden file cabinets against the walls. In the center, two chairs and a settee flanked a coffee table. Slumped in one of the chairs was a stranger, a short heavyset man in a black suit. Standing over the man was Anton Voss, a SIG automatic held in his right hand.

			Voss turned. The gun came up.

			Mike Fowler and Anton Voss stared at each other for a long moment. Voss appeared completely calm but a crackling energy emanated from him, an energy that brought Mike to a dead stop.

			Mike knew what he was looking at: a man keyed up for a battle that had ended too abruptly. A man whose brain might understand that the need for violence was over, but whose body was still ready to fight.

			Then the muzzle of the pistol wavered, lowered. The safety snapped on.

			Mike relaxed. He stepped closer. The man in the chair had been shot twice. Once in the heart, the second time in the head. Mike turned.

			“Mr. Voss?” he said. “What the hell…?”

		

	
		
			Chapter 3

			 

			Voss set the pistol on the edge of the desk then walked around behind it. He slid a drawer closed and sat down.

			“Thank you for coming.”

			To Mike it sounded like the sort of thing a man might say at the end of a routine business meeting. The detached tone would have been amusing except a man was dead and Fowler suspected their troubles were just beginning.

			“We are going to have to clean this up,” Voss said.

			The body sprawled in the chair, blood dripping into the carpet. It looked as if Voss had unexpectedly taken the pistol from a drawer and fired. No…Mike could see two ejected shells. From their position it seemed Voss had walked around the front of the desk before he shot the seated man.

			“What happened?”

			“He attempted to blackmail me.”

			“To do what?”

			“That…is a long story. It will have to wait.”

			After a moment it was clear that Voss was going to say nothing more. Fowler silently cursed. Anton Voss was every bit the Prussian gentleman. He couldn’t be pressed to speak or act until he had precisely calculated how he wanted to proceed. Mike often wondered if that quality had anything to do with coming out on the losing end of two devastating wars, but he wisely kept his own counsel.

			“Okay.” Mike was already cataloging the scene and considering their options. His employer, his partner, his mysterious mentor, had murdered someone in cold blood. It was a first, but it was not a problem that couldn’t be handled.

			“We might be able to make it look like self-defense. We could give him a weapon. You would have to come up with a story for the police.”

			Voss shook his head. “No. This must be a secret. No one knows he was here.”

			“No one?” Fowler could imagine a list that started with a wife and children and ended with cab drivers.

			“No one in Spain. Possibly no one at all. We have a few days at least and, if luck is with us, much longer.”

			Mike looked at the clock. “Where is Rafeeq?” The watchman’s replacement would come in at 7:30 a.m.

			“I sent him home before I called you. This had to be a private meeting.”

			It wasn’t long until dawn so they were going to have to move quickly. Mike went down the hall and unlocked his office. He dug a pair of gloves and a shop smock out of the closet. When he got back, he found Anton going through the inside pockets of the dead man’s suit.

			“Mr. Voss!”

			The older man looked up. For a moment it seemed like he might try to hide what he was doing, try to slip what he was holding back under the man’s lapel. It was a thickly folded piece of paper, a map in a colored card-stock folder. The first nine-millimeter bullet had punched a hole in the top and blood had soaked through the outer layers.

			Mike pulled on the gloves. “You shouldn’t touch any of this!”

			“Get me an envelope.”

			“Look, whatever that is, it’s too dangerous to keep it.”

			“Michael, in this case it is dangerous not to keep it. Now get me an envelope!”

			Mike took a large manila envelope from its box on a shelf and Voss dropped the map inside. Voss turned the dial of the safe that squatted on the floor behind his desk. He slid the envelope inside and relocked the door.

			Mike Fowler bent over the body, awkwardly searching with gloved fingers. “So, who is he?” he asked.

			“Hanno Wuttke. A policeman. I knew him in Berlin before the war.”

			Mike pulled a mottled green folder from Wuttke’s other breast pocket. He flipped it open. Wuttke might have been a policeman three decades earlier, but now he was something a good deal more dangerous.

			“He’s Stasi!” The Ministry for State Security was East Germany’s brutal version of the FBI.

			“Yes, I know. That is why I believe we have some time.”

			“Sir…maybe you had better tell me exactly what that means.” Anton’s terse replies weren’t much help.

			“He did not bring any backup…He was confident his position would protect him.”

			Mike left it at that. The situation stank to high heaven but trying to drag the details out of Voss was just wasting valuable time. “Get me another of those envelopes,” he said. “Is there any reason we can’t use your boat?”

			Voss shook his head.

			Fowler glanced around the room, assessing the situation. “Okay. Go down to the shop and get a tarp. I don’t want to make a mess when we move him.”

			

			—

			They took the body, the chair, and the rug. The pistol, both ejected shells, and Wuttke’s ID were sealed in an envelope. Everything was wrapped carefully in tarps and loaded into the back of the Land Rover 107 they used as a shop truck. It wasn’t a clean sweep, but it was a start.

			There was also the issue of the map Voss had put in the safe. Obviously, that was valuable, but it was a damning thing to have around even if it was locked up, blood-soaked bullet hole and all.

			Just before Mike pulled the Land Rover out of the main gate Voss used the telephone to get Aleixandre Porras out of bed and tell him to come in and open up before the morning security officer came on duty. Like anyone who had survived the Civil War and the early days of Franco, Porras knew how to keep his mouth shut, even when he didn’t know what was going on.

			They drove carefully. Fog had now engulfed the entire coast and caused the headlights to blare back into Fowler’s eyes. His hands strangled the wheel, and he fought the desire to mash the accelerator to the floor. He knew how early Barcelona’s fishermen tended to set out. He could only hope that the lack of visibility would discourage them for an hour or two.

			Finally, they pulled up on a lip of wet stone. Fowler killed the lights. He could just make out the forest of masts and lines where the yachts rested low in their slips. Squatting near the rear door, Voss helped him position Wuttke’s tarp-wrapped body over his shoulder.

			Mike staggered a bit then got his balance. He had always been strong but, after his evening run and the nearly disastrous swim, he wasn’t sure if he was up to it. This was the critical moment, carrying a dead man the hundred yards or so down the slick and unsteady docks. If anyone got a close look at his burden it would be immediately obvious he wasn’t struggling with a load of folded sails or anything else that made any sense.

			They were in luck, however. By the time he got to the boat Mike was breathing in hard, fiercely controlled breaths. He unceremoniously dumped the body into the cockpit. It hit with a thud that made him shudder, and he and Voss looked at each other, each searching for words they couldn’t find.

			“I will ready her for sea,” Voss told him. “You get the rest and park the truck.”

			

			—

			The engine burbled to life and Fowler cast off, pushing the boat free of its moorings. Voss guided her as she drifted back, and then opened the throttle just enough to give her headway.

			Sigune was a racing yacht, a flush deck cutter built in ’28 by Anker & Jensen to compete in the International Eight Metre class. In the early days of Sistemas Militar she had seen hard use, allowing them to travel inconspicuously while making deals along the African coast. In the hands of a master seaman like Anton Voss she was a fast and agile craft.

			Voss guided her south through the harbor using some trick of perception or memory unknown to Fowler. He seemed to sense the center of the channel and to unconsciously compensate for the force of the tide. They ran up a minimal amount of sail, but kept the engine idling, ready in case they encountered inbound shipping.

			Once they had put several miles behind them, Mike cut the tarp open and wrapped the corpse in a length of chain. The mist was lightening and the wind was picking up, so they added more sail. Mike wanted to get out beyond any current that might cause their cargo to drift back toward the coast should it somehow come free of its shackles.

			They emerged from the fog and Voss brought her about, tacking to the east. As they heeled over, he and Mike rolled the body of Hanno Wuttke over the side. The chair, rug, pistol, blood-spattered smock, gloves, and empty shells followed. Last of all, Mike tore the Stasi ID booklet into shreds and let them blow off to leeward. He hoped it would be the last they ever heard of the unfortunate agent, but he doubted they would be so lucky.

			With the breeze picking up and visibility all the way to the southern horizon, Anton Voss tightened his sails and pushed Sigune to the limit, making her fly though the waves and spray. He tacked and tacked again, working the wind like the naval officer he once had been. Mike wanted to demand answers, but he knew he would get nothing until his partner had cleared his mind and made a plan for their future.

			Like any good soldier, Mike Fowler knew how to make the most of his time: he went below, rolled into a bunk, and went to sleep. Back on deck Voss continued his mad tango with the wind and the waves, an Ahab in a three-piece suit and striped tie. But fast as she was, Sigune was just an aging sailboat; she couldn’t outrun either the past or the future.

			

			—

			Mike woke to the smell of fish frying and the feeling of calmer seas. Voss stood in the galley at the foot of the ladder. He was in his shirtsleeves and carefully turning sliced filets of mackerel in a blackened skillet. Out past the sliding hatch Mike could see that the tiller was tied off and a fishing pole was still trailing a line in the water. Voss set out the pan of fish and a pot of heavily seasoned rice. He handed Mike a knife and a fork and the two of them ate directly from the cookware.

			When they were done, Voss lit a cigarette and leaned back on the bench. “When you were a boy, did you ever read Treasure Island?”

			Mike shook his head. Robert Louis Stevenson was one of those writers they pushed on you in school, but he had always been more interested in magazines like Popular Mechanics or Outdoor Life. By the time he was in his teens his days in the library were spent studying engines and electronics, things he often didn’t understand until he had reread the books over and over again.

			“Well, I will spare you the…literary allusions. There are no pirates in this story, just Nazis. Some of us were loyal to the end. But you have to ask, when is a war over? When is a soldier released from his obligations? To know exactly…?” He shook his head. “It is hard enough when you are looking backward. At the time it was even more difficult.”

			Voss looked away, out the hatch. The fog had long ago burned off and the sky over the Spanish coast was blue and cloudless. Mike realized that he almost never heard Voss use the term “Nazi.” Spain’s expatriate Germans used other words, publicly skirting the distinction even though, in private, some of them were still known to one another by their political titles or what had been their military rank.

			“So, the problem we have is a…‘treasure.’ In the last days of the war, it was sent to South America by U-boat.” Voss took a breath. “Twenty-three thousand, five hundred and…eighty-six kilograms of Reichsbank gold.”

			“That’s—” Fowler started doing the math in his head but Voss already had the answer.

			“Thirty million American dollars. It was to aid party members, and others, to escape. It was our mission to keep the dream alive, the dream of creating a Fourth Reich.”

			“Wait a minute…I thought you worked for the post office!” Mike was suddenly realizing how much of his partner’s history he had taken for granted.

			“Let us call it ‘detached service.’ Yes, I worked for the Reichspost. But you must understand, in Germany nothing was outside the war effort.”

			“So, this, uh, treasure…?” The word felt awkward coming out of Mike Fowler’s mouth. Voss was right, the whole idea had a theatrical aspect that separated it from reality.

			“Do I know where it is?” Voss measured him with a careful glance. “That is the dangerous question.”

			Mike was tired of playing games. “Mr. Voss, we just dumped a dead Stasi agent over the side. After all these years, it’s a little late to decide you don’t trust me.”

			The older man looked away first. “I am pulled in many directions,” he said quietly. “There is honor, my duty, my oath as an officer. People might question how any German can speak of these things. But when there is horror all around, a man has to discover what he stands for. I had to learn the difference between my country and my government, between our hopes and dreams, and the dark places they led us.

			“There is also fear. What I know, it could be a death sentence. So, I am afraid. A man who is afraid to admit his fear is a fool and, ironically, also a coward.”

			Voss was quiet for a long moment and then sat up and squared himself to the table. “Those are my excuses. Now, I will tell you. Yes, I was there. There were a number of reasons why I had to go; much of it was because I had served in U-boats. The old U-boats from what we briefly called the Great War.

			“We sailed for Argentina. We were told that our agents could unload the cargo, and no one would be the wiser. But the whole mission was ill-conceived. Once we arrived, the Argentine government—they were sympathetic to Germany but under pressure from the Allies, you see. They were afraid of being embarrassed by our presence. Your American navy was searching for us. So, we had to make another plan.

			“We headed south for Tierra del Fuego. Have you ever studied a map of that coast? It is a labyrinth. A broken maze of passages, bays, islands. We were like the Flying Dutchman, a ship with no harbor.

			“A fishing boat was sent to rendezvous with us. It was manned by true believers, Nazis who had lived in Argentina and Chile for many years. They imagined they were the future of the National Socialist cause.

			“We located a—an Unterkunft Platze—a secret place, a hiding place. There was no consultation with anyone ashore. It was just the two boats, one crew exhausted by war, the other still idealistic…innocent. Stupid.

			“We prepared the sub, and then we left it and its cargo on the bottom and started back to civilization. I have no idea where we were, the exact coordinates. Most of us had to remain below decks. It was dark, and cold. The weather was hellish. But, of course, this was also to maintain security.

			“The plan turned into a disaster. Out of the crew of the U-boat and the fishing boat—only one other man made it to shore, and he lived but a few hours. They are all dead…all dead but me.

			“Back in Germany there was such chaos, so many dead, displaced, or imprisoned. The old structures, they were torn apart, the authorities had fled or been discredited. There were things we had done, and things that had been done to us, all unspeakable…and so, few spoke of them. People did not ask for stories that no one wanted to hear.

			“Of course, I had questions about the mission, but where would I go for answers? To the Americans? The British? One of these old blowhards who claims to once have been an important Nazi? Worst of all, should I go to those you and I both know are still Nazis?

			“I decided to wait. They could come to me. I am not hiding. My name is on the door. But, you see, the secrecy surrounding this mission was extreme. I have waited fifteen years. Sometimes I thought I was the last one alive who knew anything at all.”

			Mike had become impatient as Voss told his story. “Sir, you need to tell me what went on with Wuttke. You said we have some time, but the Stasi aren’t going to rest until they know what happened to their man. When they figure it out—and they won’t need proof—they are going to come down on us like a ton of bricks.”

			“Herr Wuttke learned someone was searching for the U-boat, and he must have had some idea of what I had done during the war. He proposed that the two of us offer our services to those who were trying to find it. He did not intend to give me a choice.”

			Voss sighed and looked Fowler dead in the eyes. “You must understand, now that this game has started, it will not end. Some of what we know as the Cold War is real, some of it is manipulated. Forces within West German intelligence—General Gehlen’s BND—play the CIA off against the KGB, always to the advantage of…other interests. In the East, many in the Ministry of State Security are also willing dupes. What one agency knows; the others will discover…if it pleases the puppet masters.”

			“Puppet masters!” Fowler frowned. “What in the world are you talking about?”

			“Our Führer used to have delusions of the Jews as puppet masters, but this is not what I mean. Many look upon the Third Reich as an absolute dictatorship. They are blinded by Hitler, Hitler, the image of Hitler. One man; it is all so convenient. Well, that one man was everything they say and more. But alongside him there were…let us call them ‘international supporters’ and, more important, parallel structures of power. The most obvious of these was the SS, the Schutzstaffel. This was an elite military state within the confines of the German government and the German military. It had its own rules, its own ranks.

			“But the SS is simply the most clear example. There were others, some that predated the Nazis. Old power, hereditary power, the secret power that always survives and thrives on chaos. There is a great deal of money in controlling change, controlling the process of history.

			“More than a year before the end of the war it was accepted that Hitler, the Third Reich…even the concept of the state itself might be no longer useful. However, they saw a future for particular aspects of the National Socialist ideal, the fusion of government and industry, genetics, elite technocrats claiming to speak for the will of the people.

			“Imagine a secret society whose members—some in business, some in other, more official, institutions—were dispersed throughout the globe…a hidden tribe making the most of their expertise, their connections. United by their old bonds of loyalty, possessing treasuries, patents, technology, investments, even entire financial institutions. They would become invaluable to their hosts and integrated into the fabric of every country. This time, they would remain obscure…behind the scenes, so to speak.

			“The smart ones are not the obvious Nazis. They have given up the immature and overt symbolism. They call themselves by various names: Bruderschaft, the Brotherhood; Das Unsichtbare Reich, the Invisible Empire…I’m sure there are others.”

			Mike was suddenly aware they had probably touched the edges of this world several times. The whole idea was giving him a headache. “Sort of an international National Socialism?”

			“Yes, yes. I am aware of the irony.” Voss took a long drag, finishing his almost forgotten cigarette. “That U-boat and its cargo were part of their plans. I am almost certain these are the ones doing the searching. You’ve met some of them—”

			“The hard cases from Madrid? All those old Nazis in Egypt?” In the past Voss and Fowler had dealt with a few notorious characters, once well-known members of the SS. There had been others, technicians and bureaucrats, who seemed more like corrupt middle-aged businessmen who had found a way to attend an unending convention, complete with belly dancers.

			“They are the obvious ones, yes. Somewhat useful, supported out of a commendable sense of loyalty, but kept on the sidelines. There are others, less known but more powerful. Men whose reputations were carefully preserved.”

			“So, what can we do? Some of that Madrid crowd owe us favors. Could we make a deal?”

			Voss was shaking his head. “Not one that I will survive.”

			The older man’s choice of words got Mike’s attention; Voss seemed sure the situation was dire. “Okay. How about CIA or MI6?”

			“This is the same thing. They would want the gold, just as the Communists would. It is gold, very useful as a secret fund for covert operations. But none of the agencies will ever trust anyone not under their control. And it is too easy for, say…a pair of arms dealers to be killed or imprisoned.”

			Mike wanted to punch something. They had learned early on that the clandestine services might be just as quick to sacrifice their friends as they were their enemies.

			Anton Voss leaned back, resting his head on the hull of the boat. The weight of the Mediterranean, of every ocean on earth, pressed against that thin layer of wood.

			“We were in trouble before Wuttke ever arrived; we just did not know it.” The older man closed his eyes. “I’m grateful to him for coming to tell me.”

			“I can move some money,” Mike said. “We can be ready to run.”

			Anton Voss shook his head. “No. For me there is no more running. This has been like the Sword of Damocles. Every time I have met one of my countrymen I have wondered, ‘Is this the one who will remember? Will I be forced to serve them again or will they kill me to keep their secret?’ It is intolerable. I am going to solve this problem. It could be the last thing I do, but I am going to solve it.”

			“Okay. So, what are we going to do?”

			“Not we. My fate is sealed. I’m going to try to locate the submarine and get there first. If I can remove and sell the gold before the people who are looking for it, or any of the intelligence services, can stop me…then it will cease to be an issue. On the other hand, if I am caught before I can complete the deal, I doubt I will live very long.

			“You, however, have…options. You could stay here, try to keep what we have intact. There will be those who are sure you know my plans and they will use every ruse to damage the business. It will be a challenge: dealing with the finances, the banking, the lawyers.” Voss examined him narrowly, as if this was some sort of negotiation, and he was about to win a deal point.

			“Or?” Fowler said.

			“Or we take this on together. We would be betting it all, my savings, the company assets, our lives. For me, this is all or nothing. You, however, must decide for yourself.”

			When they met, four years after the war, Mike had been diving for scrap with a ragtag crew of ne’er-do-wells in the South Pacific. He had been sunburnt, unshaven, and covered with sores from the primitive gear and the rusting, barnacle-covered, bombed-out wrecks they were salvaging. He and Voss had struggled to build a successful business. To go off and risk losing it now would be the height of foolishness. But…

			“You are planning to salvage a submarine full of war loot, on the q.t., and you don’t even know where it is? Mr. Voss, that’s going to be damned near impossible!”

			Voss shrugged. “Indeed. However, it will be less so if I have your help.”

			Mike Fowler stared at Anton Voss. Did he realize that life had become too easy, that some sinister desire called his younger partner out into the dark water in the dead of night? Mike cursed under his breath. Voss, generally cautious and calculating, had just hoisted the skull and crossbones and run out his guns. The man knew him, probably better than he knew himself.

			“How deep?” Fowler asked. For a diver, that was always the first question.

		

	
		
			Chapter 4

			 

			Voss headed Sigune down the coast. If they ever needed an explanation for their brief absence, delivering the boat to the marina at Tarragona to have her hull cleaned and painted might suffice. As they carved their way through the light swells, Fowler did his best to enjoy the sparkling air and warm sunlight. He always approached ships and boats with a certain reluctance. They had a history of delivering him to places full of suffering and death.

			Anton, on the other hand, was in his element. He lived for the freedom he found at sea, just himself and the interplay of hull and sails. He took pride in achieving a certain precision even as he slid into the harbor, bringing the boat about, directing Fowler when to drop the sails, and then allowing the last touch of momentum to deliver them to within jumping distance of the dock.

			

			—

			Once the negotiations for the work on Sigune were complete, Fowler and Voss walked back across the tracks and through the lower part of the ancient town. The day was ending, and shadows gathered in the narrow streets. Many of the shops had reopened after lunch and siesta, but only an occasional car or horse cart passed them as they walked toward the train station.

			“We must get back and have a careful look at that map,” Voss said. “I have no idea how Wuttke got it, but there were areas someone had marked, and they were dated. Whoever is searching is working their way down the Chilean coast from Puerto Montt, and they are methodically checking every possible anchorage. It seems they are very serious…but they have no idea where to look.”

			“Why Chile? You were supposed to deliver the sub to Argentina, right?”

			“In that part of the world the best place to hide the U-boat was in a fjord. Almost all of them are on the Chilean side. A careful search of that coast could take them years, but we have an advantage. I know we were quite far south. I must do some research, there may be a better clue as to where we were…and I am sure I will remember the place when I see it.”

			“That would help. This idea is crazy enough as it is.”

			Voss paused at the curb in front of the long concrete block that was the Tarragona railroad station. He turned to face Fowler. “There is another thing: once we find it, we must be prepared to raise the U-boat to the surface.”

			“Raise it? Now that could get difficult.” Mike had worked on the most extensive marine salvage project in history, but every crane, barge, air compressor, and water pump in the port of Honolulu and the Pearl Harbor Naval Shipyard had been available. The budget had been unlimited. “It doesn’t make sense unless there is a very good reason.”

			“I can give you two: speed and safety. It will be faster. Fewer dives. There is also the fact that the boat has been extensively mined. Disconnecting the explosives and removing the cargo will be more quickly accomplished if it is dry and we have plenty of light.”

			“Alright. So, we have to deal with booby traps and getting into a pressurized boat without flooding it…Are there any other surprises?”

			“These are not the things that worry me. I remember very well how the explosives were set, and demolition is a specialty of yours. In 1945 we left the boat with a plan in place that would allow us to return. It could be as easy as getting aboard and blowing the ballast tanks.”

			The station’s public address system came to life with a crackle and hum, announcing that the train to Barcelona would soon be departing. Voss turned and motioned Fowler in the direction of the doors.

			“I am much more concerned about obtaining the funds we will need without attracting attention. I am concerned about finding a government to take the gold off our hands, one that is corrupt enough yet won’t simply try to kill us. You will need to find us a ship, and a salvage crew who can keep their mouths shut. Technical challenges can be overcome, it is the people that worry me.”

			Twenty minutes later the train rumbled north, the pantograph connecting the engine to the overhead wires striking sparks in the moist air. In the gathering darkness the ruined stone walls of Tarragona’s Roman amphitheater loomed momentarily over the tracks, the crumbling arches choked with tall, cornlike Arundo reed. It was reputed to have been a place where gladiators and exotic animals had fought to the death for the amusement of the citizenry, but today it was just another outcropping of masonry to be photographed by tourists, a phase of history not yet buried by the more recent layers of the town.

			

			—

			Mike Fowler did not immediately get a look at Wuttke’s map. He spent the next several days catching up with work and tightening security around the factory and the hillside home in Vallvidrera owned by Anton Voss.

			The location of the three-story, turn-of-the-century villa was both a blessing and a curse. It was hard to find, on the inland side of the Collserola range and overlooking a disused reservoir surrounded by miles of wooded hillsides that reminded Fowler of his native Southern California. On the other hand, its very isolation made it vulnerable.

			Mike had started carrying the Smith & Wesson .38 he usually kept in his apartment and Voss had already replaced the SIG automatic that had been thrown overboard from Sigune with three identical pistols. One went back into the drawer of his office desk, another was carried in a hidden holster that Fowler mounted under the seat of Voss’s car, and the third he kept at his villa in the hills.

			During the day, Mike began searching for any expensive lot of weaponry that might be for sale. Their best prospect was in Venezuela, which was selling off the last of its aging Mustang and Thunderbolt fighters. What Fowler needed was a cover, a story, one that in the small world of the arms trade would explain Voss moving money from one place to another. The deal would never go through, but the discussions would camouflage the transfer of enough cash to get their expedition off the ground.

			Late at night, after their employees had gone home, Mike tore out the stretch of baseboard in Anton’s office that contained the bullet hole and replaced it with an identical piece of millwork removed from an empty office down the hall. He used a stiff brush and cleaning solution on the floor to remove any lingering evidence of the crime. The bullet, recovered from the wall behind the baseboard, went into a pot of lead used for refinishing pitted rifle barrels. Within a few seconds it was part of a larger pool of silver metal, the only indication it had ever existed a rapidly dissipating whiff of smoke.

			Years before, when Fowler had originally remodeled the compound, he had readied an escape route for Voss. Now Mike rigged an entirely different solution in case an attacker made it to the third floor.

			After building several thick frames, he hung old promotional posters from the Belgian arms manufacturer Fabrique Nationale along the walls of the hall and the stairway. Mike also had the men in the woodshop build an oval crest with enough space behind it to hide an item about half the size of a hardback book. It was painted black with raised gold letters reading SMI…a bit gaudy, but it would serve its purpose. This he affixed to the front of the desk. Inside the kneehole, he set up a metal plate cut from the rear door of a Canadian armored truck. He ran hidden wires from each of his new pieces of decor to a series of switches under the rim near the right-hand drawer. If worst came to worst and they had to retreat to Anton’s office, they would have one last, and very nasty, surprise for their enemies.

			

			—

			One evening, after the lights were out in the workshop and warehouses, Voss knocked on the door to Fowler’s office. When Mike glanced up, he beckoned and, without explaining, walked back down the hallway.

			Mike looked around at the mess of documents before him. He wasn’t going to finish anytime soon. He stood, twisting to crack his spine, then buttoned up his vest, pulled on his suit jacket, and headed for Anton’s office.

			The coffee table and nearby floor were covered with cardboard tubes containing rolled up plans. A pile of folded charts and notebooks filled the remaining easy chair. Voss had cleared everything off his desk except the lamp and had unrolled several large sheets of paper.

			“Come. Take a look.” Voss picked a still-smoldering butt out of a divot in the edge of an ashtray and took a drag. He waved the smoke away as he exhaled.

			It was a set of blueprints, construction plans for a submarine. In the lower right-hand corner a label read, Unterseeboot, typ XXI. The pictured sub was blunt bowed, deep hulled, and menacing…and it was very different from the sort that Fowler had become familiar with during the war. There was no deck gun; in fact the entire vessel was so streamlined that there wasn’t much of a deck at all. Periscopes, radar and radio antennas, and what appeared to be a snorkel to allow the diesel engines to run when the boat was at periscope depth, all retracted into the sleek shell surrounding the conning tower. The only features interrupting the tower’s smooth lines were armored antiaircraft turrets pointing fore and aft. Unlike the typical submarines of the past, which spent the majority of their time on the surface and dove only to attack or evade detection, this boat seemed to be built to spend most of its time underwater. All in all, it bore a strong resemblance to designs that had become common in just the last few years.

			“That’s quite a boat,” Fowler said.

			“The goal of the Type XXI was to be the most advanced submersible in existence. It was intended to change the entire nature of war at sea. Like the V2 rocket and the Me 262 jet fighter, these were what our propaganda minister called ‘Wunderwaffe,’ wonder weapons. It was also a staggering failure. The concept was too complicated, too advanced, to be perfected before the war was lost. Only two ever sailed on combat patrols. Many more were nearly ready to be deployed. Hundreds were abandoned in various stages of completion, a fantastic waste of desperately needed resources.”

			Anton’s voice betrayed both pride and bitterness. “I worked on what became the XXI. My program at the Reichspost was…well, it would have been like working at your Bell Laboratories. There were plans to utilize alternative forms of energy—”

			Voss stopped abruptly, emerging from his memories to glance at Fowler. He looked away. “Um…there is the Walter turbine, for instance. Do you know about this?”

			Fowler had no idea; he shook his head.

			“As you know, the typical submarine is simply a torpedo boat that has traded high speed for the ability to dive and operate submerged for short periods of time. Many hours had to be spent on the surface running the diesels in order for the batteries to charge. At best they were a stealthy but extremely limited predator. All liabilities would vanish, however, if a U-boat could be built with a power plant requiring neither batteries nor outside air. We have precisely this situation with the modern nuclear-powered boats. For a country with an easily blockaded coast, like Germany, the XXI would have been the battleship of the future.

			“Professor Helmuth Walter began building submarines before the war. He created innovative hull designs and an engine that would run on Perhydrol—hydrogen peroxide—and diesel. It developed a great deal of power and required no oxygen from the surface. Alas, Perhydrol is both explosive and corrosive. His streamlined hull, however, eventually became the Type XXI.” Voss tapped the page. “These boats were reengineered to use conventional diesels but with a great many more batteries. The plans I have here are nearly identical to the boat we took to South America.”

			Mike looked at all the stacks and rolls of paper with appreciation. Two of the offices down the hall were used as storerooms. One contained their business records; the other Anton had stuffed with file cabinets and boxes full of musty documents, clippings from technical journals, and government reports. Some of them related to a subject that had become his obsession: atomic weapons and atomic power. There were files on nuclear bomb tests such as Ivy Mike, Mosaic, Gerboise Bleue, and Castle Bravo, along with articles on Edward Teller, Stanisław Ulam, Bertrand Goldschmidt, and Andrei Sakharov. Mike occasionally kidded the older man, asking him if they were going to go into the business of selling A-bombs. Voss was not amused. “War is a human condition. I, however, draw the line at apocalypse.” Over the years he had continued to follow every development with ferocious intensity.

			Most of the material, however, was just like this, esoteric information on different sorts of technology, much of it lifted from the archives of the Third Reich. Occasionally, they had even turned it into business opportunities. Anton’s research had made them money, Mike would grant him that.

			Five years earlier Voss had invited an exclusive group, representatives from a half dozen of the world’s largest aviation firms, to a private auction in Monaco. They were allowed to view a small selection of what was on offer and told to ante up if they wanted to retain their seat at the table. Each additional round grew more expensive. The British representative dropped out, but soon a heated competition developed between the French and the Americans. This netted an additional half million. The prize was a trove of documents that Voss had dragged from a ruined building a decade earlier, files once belonging to the Rhön-Rossitten Gesellschaft, a German glider-building society dating back to the 1920s.

			Though Mike hadn’t realized it before he watched this drama play out, many of the great aircraft designs of the ’30s, ’40s, and ’50s had sprung from the fact that the treaties that ended World War I had prevented Germany from building powered aircraft for several years. Forced to go back to the basics, meaning gliders, men like Alexander Lippisch and Theodore von Kármán had done the research no one else bothered to do. The inspiration for many cutting-edge developments, from the wing that gave the British Spitfire an advantage even over planes built by the Nazis, to modern delta-shaped supersonic bombers, had come from the German gliding societies. Everyone in the aerospace industry was concerned that there might be a few surprises still hiding in the Rhön-Rossitten archives.

			Fowler squinted at the piles of blueprints and documentation on the submarine. “This is…impressive,” he said.

			“It is important to be prepared. What you cannot find here”—Voss gestured at the tubes and binders—“I may have here.” He pointed to his forehead. “Our boat was off the books, so to speak, it never received an official number. The ‘U-Null,’ as we called it, was a platform for experimental systems. This is why it had a captain and a crew, and was ready for a long voyage when so many of the other Type XXIs were not. As liaison between the manufacturer in Danzig and the Reichspost Research Office, I was familiar with almost every detail.”

			“Okay…” Mike said.
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