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Аннотация
September, 1787- A clandestine group of founding fathers gather to debate a decision that could change the fate of America. Once again, Navy SEALs Dane Maddock and “Bones” Bonebrake find themselves pitted against the revolutionary group, The Sons of the Republic, as they seek to unravel a centuries-old mystery. Action, thrills, and mystery abound in the exciting new Dane and Bones Origins story — Liberty!


David Wood, Edward G. Talbot
Liberty


PROLOGUE: September 16, 1787

In deference to Benjamin Franklin’s failing health, the meeting was held on the first floor. Franklin knew it made more sense to have it in a basement or tucked away on an upper floor, but he could not have reached those places under his own power. The men who usually carried his sedan chair to the Constitutional Convention could know nothing of tonight’s meeting.
In truth, Franklin harbored his own doubts about the wisdom of the clandestine palaver. He wanted Randolph, Gerry and Mason to sign the final document, but was it worth putting the whole endeavor at risk just to make that happen? Forget the substance of the meeting, which was inflammatory enough. A back room deal before the ink was dry on the document was no way to launch a nation.
In the end, pushed by Madison and Randolph, he had acquiesced. Now here they sat, listening to William Jackson, the Secretary, outline the broad strokes. Alexander Hamilton, whom Franklin thought the most likely to queer the deal, interrupted.
“I agreed to listen, but I fail to see how the nation can move forward with this provision holding us back. We’ll see war between states in no more than five decades.”
“That is where you have it wrong.” Edmund Randolph wagged his finger like a disapproving schoolteacher. “You have fought against the states having enough power, but without something written to protect them war will be their only recourse.”
Franklin knew that Randolph was the closest of the three holdouts to signing and would embrace the compromise. George Mason and Elbridge Gerry were less predictable, but Mason now spoke in defense of his fellow Virginian.
“This is not how I would choose to move forward. But it does provide a check on the tendency of federal government to embrace tyranny. The battle for the delineation of rights will be fought in the states regardless of what we do here. Therefore, I will sign.”
Elbridge Gerry of Massachusetts, one of the most eloquent of the anti-federalists, was uncharacteristically succinct. “I will sign. But if this gains the three of us, who will we lose?”
A damn fine question, thought Franklin. James Madison, small in stature but the most influential voice these last months in Philadelphia, answered.
“We will lose no one. None of the federalists will abandon us over this change.”
All eyes turned to Hamilton. Franklin agreed with Madison, except that he knew the retention of votes depended on Hamilton. If the New Yorker stirred up opposition, the whole endeavor would collapse.
Hamilton stood without a word, grabbed a quill from Jackson, and began signing the copies of the document. As he completed each one, he passed it to Franklin, who signed each one with rather less rapidity than Hamilton. Normally the order of signature on something like this was a topic for negotiation, but Franklin had anticipated little concern for the issue tonight. Still, he was unsurprised to see Hamilton take preemptive action.
When each document had six signatures affixed, Jackson added his own at the bottom. As he lifted his quill a final time, he looked up the other men.
“Shall I contact the printer?”
Nods formed the response, with Hamilton taking longer than the other to deliver his. Then the men rose, Franklin making his face a mask against the exertion required to stand. They left through different exits and not all at once, which Franklin found silly given that the delegates would find out about the agreement in the morning.
Franklin was the last to leave, sighing in relief when he spotted his coach parked nearby. As he leaned on his cane and shuffled in that direction, a figure emerged from the shadows.
“May I join you?”
Franklin nodded and then climbed into the carriage with the help of his driver. Edmund Randolph followed. When they were seated, Franklin shook off his fatigue.
“You are concerned about Hamilton.”
Randolph’s face tightened. “And you are not?”
“Yes. And no. He knows that whatever comes out of this meeting will be watered down in the states. He also knows that more time is likely to move us further away from the robust executive branch he wants. Whatever he does, it won’t jeopardize our ability to sign a document this week.”
Randolph nodded. “Probably true. How do you think history will record what we did tonight?”
“I confess, Edmund, I know not.”
“Nor do I. However, I believe that regardless of what happens it should be recorded in some way.”
Franklin sighed. “The hour is late, my bones are weary, and my age is advanced. You obviously have a suggestion. Pray share it with me.”
Randolph spoke for nearly five minutes. Franklin had to admit that the man had thought through nearly every contingency. Franklin asked several questions and concluded that the plan was fundamentally sound.
He did worry about how their information might be used if circumstances conspired to render Randolph’s plan necessary. So he held back one or two ideas of his own, ideas which could help blunt the potential damage of discovery by someone with less than pure motives. He would need the help of his grandson as well as his executor.
The coach stopped to disgorge Randolph before continuing on to Franklin’s residence. Franklin hardly noticed, allowing his mind to ponder the chosen course of action. A smile crept onto his lips when he thought of one particular aspect of it, and he chastised himself for a lack of humility. In many ways he considered humility the most important of the thirteen virtues he extolled, although he often failed live up to his ideal. In any case, it was a clever idea.
If the worst happened and the agreement collapsed tomorrow, to keep the document secret he would have to hide it in plain sight.
Gettysburg, PA: July 3, 1863
Behind enemy lines was wholly inadequate to describe the position in which Richard Bunyan found himself as his pocket watch ticked past two in the morning. At first glance, every shadow seemed to be a Confederate soldier lying in wait. He reminded himself that when a nation tears itself apart in war, everyone and no one is the enemy.
Tonight he had the honor of accompanying Josiah Hawthorne on a mission which could change the course of the war and the country. His job was to help protect Hawthorne and the document he carried, and Bunyan intended to do the job or die trying.
Six months ago he had served in the infantry in the United States Army. Three months ago on his twenty-fifth birthday, two things had happened. First, he had suffered a bayonet wound in his left leg. The injury had occurred during a skirmish so minor that no newspaper reported it, but it was significant for Bunyan. The injury meant a discharge and a return home.
The day after arriving home, Bunyan’s great uncle invited him to a gathering of what the man called “Patriots of the Republic.” With his wound already healing fast and nothing better to do, Bunyan went along. There he met Josiah Hawthorne, who took little time in corralling the younger man.
“Are you glad to be out of the Army?”
“No, sir!” Bunyan had replied.
Hawthorne had chuckled. “You should be. I could use a man like you, fresh from combat. That is, if you’re interested in really making a difference in the war and setting our great nation back on course.”
The three months since then seemed a whirlwind with the sole purpose of directing him to this moment.
Now, as they moved through the darkness, the damp night air raising chill bumps on his exposed flesh, he could just make out Hawthorne on the horse a few feet in front of him, holding up his hand to indicate a stop.
“What is it, Mr. Hawthorne?” he whispered.
“How many times have I told you to call me Josiah? The kind of work we’re about tonight has no room for formality. We’re almost there.”
Bunyan had lost count of the number of patrols they had already dodged. Fortunately Meade and Lee had already bloodied each other badly enough that no one was expecting any sort of night-time incursion. The patrols they encountered were men wounded or asleep on their feet, hardly a challenge to slip past.
Hawthorne dismounted and tied his horse to a tree; Bunyan followed suit. They needed to complete the final phase of the journey on foot. The location was secluded enough to prevent discovery of the horses as long as they returned and left the area by dawn.
Hawthorne whispered as they walked. “Our sources indicate that he is sick and making frequent trips to the latrine. That will be our opportunity to speak with him.”
Bunyan nodded, feeling a measure of relief. Their original plan of sneaking into the officers’ quarters seemed reckless, but he hadn’t seen any alternative. Hawthorne always held things close to the vest, and Bunyan had wondered if he would come up with an alternate plan. Now they’d have a fighting chance to deliver their message.
They wore a style of gray uniform which some southern regiments had worn earlier in the war. They wouldn’t survive close examination, but they might provide enough misdirection to allow the completion of the mission. As they walked now, they saw more and more tents as well as men sleeping in the open.
They saw bodies too, and the stench that assaulted Bunyan’s nostrils was familiar from his time in uniform. The smell was a combination of blood, sweat and decay, but Bunyan associated it with only one thing: death.
Hawthorne pulled him aside under some of the few trees that had survived the invasion of tens of thousands of men. He gestured with his hand. “Quarters are about three hundred yards that way. All we need to do is find the nearest latrine.”
Bunyan nodded. “The one used by the top ranking officers will likely be covered, unlike the ones for the rest of the men. But how do we find it?”
Hawthorne grinned, barely visible in the dim light from various sources in the area. “We follow our nose”
Bunyan couldn’t pick up anything beyond that smell of death, but Hawthorne’s nose was obviously more discerning. In short order they crouched in the darkness near what had to be the officer’s latrine.
“What now?” Bunyan asked.
“We wait.”
They didn’t wait long. A figure with a white beard stumbled towards the covering, bent over with a hand on his stomach. The torch nearby illuminated his face, and Bunyan recognized him easily despite the illness-induced pallor. General Robert E. Lee.
Hawthorne moved quickly the instant Lee disappeared through the opening, and Bunyan hurried to keep up. He ducked inside just in time to hear Hawthorne say, “General Lee. We’d like a word with you.”
Lee turned, his hand already reaching for his sword. Hawthorne held a pistol aimed at his midsection. “Please put that away. We have no desire to hurt you, but if you attack us or call out I’ll have no choice but to fire.”
Lee’s hand remained on the hilt of his sword for several seconds. The pain from his stomach was evident on his face, but his hand and his head remained steady. Finally he nodded and put his hands at his sides. “Say your piece. With those uniforms, you’re northern spies and you won’t be leaving here alive.”
Hawthorne said, “I’ll be brief and direct. I have a document here which can help end the war.”
“If you think that, son, you know nothing about war.”
“Why don’t you read it and judge for yourself?”
Still keeping the pistol trained on Lee, he removed an envelope from an inner pocket and handed it to Bunyan. Bunyan opened it, extracted a piece of folded parchment and handed it to the general.
Lee unfolded it and began reading. His face gave nothing away, though Bunyan thought he detected an extra weariness descend over the man. When he finished Lee looked up.
“How do I know it’s real?”
“You’re a student of history. What do you think?”
Lee sighed. “I think men smarter than me have been fooled before. But even if it is real, what do you want me to do?”
“You’ve heard that West Virginia is about to be admitted to the Union? One more northern state?”
Lee nodded.
“Well think about that document and imagine the impact.”
Lee held up the document. “This carries no weight of law.”
“Maybe not, but if you bust through the Union center tomorrow, that document could sway enough minds to force the abolitionists to back down. Compromise will be possible.”
Hawthorne reached out his hand. “I’ve taken enough of your time. I’ll have that back and you do what you think is best. If you can win a great victory tomorrow, that document will be made public.”
Hawthorne took the document before Lee could react further. He began back-pedaling, and Bunyan scrambled to get out of the opening before him. Bunyan kept expecting a bullet or a sword in the back, or at least a yell,which would expose them. None came.
* * *
Back in the tent, Robert E. Lee hadn’t moved, his mind reeling. They want me to bust through the Union center. As if I can just order that and have it be done. If I succeed, it could change the course of the war even without that document. The loss of life will be massive, though, and failure here might doom us. A lightning charge might do it, hit them so hard and so fast it breaks them.
If I give the order, if we break through, if Meade doesn’t outflank us, if reinforcements arrive, if that document was real, and if the lunatic who just held a gun on me follows through.
Lee shook his head as another wave of cramps hit his stomach. A strike at the Union center was daring. But nothing good ever came of relying on that many ‘ifs.’
* * *
Hawthorne and Bunyan made it back to the horses and through the lines without incident. Bunyan wondered if the older man had made a deal with the devil as he seemed to anticipate and avoid every possible encounter with the enemy. By the time the first lights of dawn began to pierce the darkness, they had traveled many miles.
Bunyan heard the gunshot and the cry from Hawthorne at about the same time. Hawthorne toppled from his horse to the ground, and only Bunyan’s military training prevented him from calling out. Instead, he slid out of the saddle with his pistol ready. He couldn’t see anything in the dim light, and he crouched next to Hawthorne while keeping his ears open for anyone coming closer. He felt terribly exposed, but he needed to find out how badly Hawthorne was hurt. If Hawthorne couldn’t continue, he needed to get the document to safety.
“Get those Rebs!”
The cry was followed by the sound of hoof beats, at least a dozen horses by the sound of it. Shots tore into the ground around him and Bunyan dived for some bushes a few feet away. He scrambled on his hands and knees like a wild man, trying to put as much distance as possible between himself and the shooters. The irony of being attacked by Union troops was not lost on him, but he had to focus on survival. He would have to come back for the document.
The trees grew thicker, and he got to his feet and started to run. Bullets and excited voices pursued him. A sharp pain hit his leg and he fell to the ground, rolled once, and then felt himself sliding downward. Some part of his brain knew that he had stumbled into a steep gully, but he couldn’t see anything as he somersaulted.
Then his head struck something hard and everything went black.
The sun was in the middle of the sky when he woke up. He felt thankful that the Union soldiers had missed him. Then he remembered Hawthorne and staggered to his feet.
Everything looked different in the light, and it took him over an hour to find the location of the attack. He wouldn’t even have found it except that his pack was still tangled in the bushes near where he had lunged away from the shooting.
He found no sign of Hawthorne or the horses other than some marks in the dirt from the skirmish. He tried to track where they had gone, but he had never possessed that sort of skill. Eventually he gave up and dropped to his knees.
He had failed. Even if Lee succeeded, there would be no revelation to force an end to the war. Men would continue to slaughter each other with no end in sight.
Bunyan sucked in a lungful of air and got to his feet. He had to get back and report this. Maybe some others in the organization would know what to do.
It took him two days to get back to Maryland after stealing a horse from a nearby farm. He arrived at the familiar porch near midnight and knocked on the door. Despite the late hour, the door opened almost instantly, revealing the elderly man to whom Bunyan needed to report. Bunyan had never even learned the man’s name.
The man smiled. “I’d like to congratulate you on the success of the mission. Unfortunately, Lee failed. General Pickett came within a whisker of pulling it off before the casualties were too much.”
“Hawthorne is dead.”
The man’s eyebrows narrowed and his expression became guarded. “Come on in. Tell me everything.”
Bunyan did, feeling the emotion welling inside him as he went. He finished fighting back the tears. “The document is gone. All is lost.”
The man waited over a minute before answering, leaving Bunyan to hang his head in his hands. Then he said, “It is a setback to be sure. The path will be harder. But all is not lost.”
He leaned in so his face was inches from Bunyan.
“There is another.”

CHAPTER ONE

“On the plus side, he hasn’t tried to shoot us.” Uriah “Bones” Bonebrake frowned at the reflection in the rear-view mirror as he steered the rented Mustang through Philadelphia traffic.
Dane Maddock, the man sitting in the passenger seat, couldn’t quite bring himself to chuckle at the joke. They were being followed and he had no idea why.
“I saw that white Ford Taurus at the airport, idling near the rental car pickup. Same driver at the wheel, same red, white and blue USA hat. With all the turns we’ve taken, there’s no way it could be a coincidence having him behind us.”
Bones took his eyes off the road for a moment to look at Dane. “What do you mean Taurus? It’s the blue Chrysler that’s following us.”
“It was at the airport?” Dane frowned.
“Yeah, over by the cabs. Driver’s got a beard that would make ZZ Top jealous.”
“You realize we could be imagining things.” Dane doubted it. For all of Bones’ failings, the man had good instincts when it came to danger.
“Two cars are at the airport at the same time as us. We cruise through the city, grab breakfast, and the same cars are still following us when we leave the parking lot. I don’t care how good the waffles were; that’s no coincidence.”
“So we’ve got a blue Chrysler and a white Ford on our tail.”
Bones smirked. “All we need is a red Chevy and it’ll be like the Fourth of July.”
The mention of the holiday triggered something at the edge of Dane’s thoughts, but he couldn’t quite grab hold of it. “Want to make a guess at who they are and what they want with us?”
“It they’re chicks, they definitely want me. Any babe with good taste will take a good-looking Cherokee over a little blond dude.”
“I’m almost six feet tall. That’s hardly little.” Dane shook his head. At six and-a-half feet tall and well over two hundred pounds, Bones considered most people to be small.
“I meant little in other ways.”
Bones ignored Dane’s profane retort, depressed the accelerator, and they shot through the red light where they had been stopped. Dane glanced in the mirror and saw that the Ford remained on their tail but the Chrysler hadn’t made it through. It now sat stuck as a line of cars crossed the intersection in front of it.
“One down, Bones. Halfway there.”
“I haven’t even broken a sweat yet. Now for the words that drove my mom crazy when I was a kid. Watch this!”
Bones yanked the wheel and hit the brakes, spinning the car sideways. With a squeal of rubber he flew up a side street. He repeated a similar maneuver three more times at different intersections.
“They still there, Maddock?” he asked, his voice tight and his eyes glued to the road.
Dane looked in the mirror and saw no cars. He risked turning his head all the way around, and for a hundred yards behind them, the street was clear.
“Doesn’t look like it.”
“Cool. We still gonna check out Independence Hall?”
Dane was amazed at how calm Bones seemed after the maneuvers with the car. Then again, compared to their SEAL training, a few tight turns in traffic hardly merited a yawn. The two had just completed the three-week Jump School phase of Navy SEAL training in San Diego and were in Philadelphia for a few days of sightseeing before meeting up with two ladies they’d met on their previous leave.
He realized that he was glad to have Bones with him, despite the man’s seeming inability to take anything seriously. Bones cut an imposing figure, but he often exuded the joy of a teenager putting one over on the old folks. On the red-eye flight from San Diego to Philadelphia, Bones had spent most of the journey flirting with a buxom stewardess. This was after conspicuously traveling in his dress whites in an attempt to convince the gate agent to upgrade them to first class. Dane could still hear the exchange in his mind.
“I think she likes me.”
“Maybe she’s a glutton for punishment, Bones”
“Awesome, Maddock made a joke. I told you this trip would be fun. Hey, think she wants to join the mile high club?”
“I’m sure she’s never heard that line before.”
“Not from me.”
Dane was learning that despite the constant jokes, the big man was rock-solid when things got dangerous. He just hoped the apparent danger they faced now turned out to be nothing.
Five minutes later, they approached the University of Pennsylvania, where three large buildings seeming to rise higher than the rest on campus. It always amazed Dane how the campuses at big universities were like small cities in themselves. He glanced in the mirror one more time, though he hadn’t seen anything in his previous checks.
“Bones, they’re back! And—” Dane stopped, not believing what he saw.
“What else, dude? Spit it out.”
“There’s also a red Chevy with them.”
* * *
“You know you’re going backward, right?”
Bones hadn’t said a word when Dane mentioned the red Chevy. Instead, he’d pulled a racing one-eighty so smoothly that Dane hadn’t even needed to steady himself. Through the windshield, he could see the surprise in the faces of their pursuers.
Bones bared his teeth. “The best offense is a good offense.”
“I thought the best defense was a good offense?”
“Nah, Lombardi had it wrong. I’ve got ‘em right where I want ‘em.”
The three cars slowed as they came closer, the drivers probably uncertain what to do next. Then Bones let the Mustang swing sideways and he took a right away from the other cars. Several more turns followed, and Dane kept watching behind them.
“Looks like we lost the Ford.”
Bones continued down a long straightaway. When he did speak, his tone made Dane snap his head around.
“Holy crap, Maddock. Now we got trouble.”
The road in front of them was blocked by the Ford and yet another vehicle. Dane considered their options, time seeming to slow as he took in the surrounding area, which was dominated by the Philadelphia Zoo. Bones interrupted him.
“No choice, dude, I’ll have to punch through them.”
“Bones, wait! Stop the car right here on the sidewalk, I have an idea.”
Bones glanced at Dane for a fraction of a second before complying. As they screeched to a halt, both men jumped out of the car. Bones said, “You do remember how things turned out for Custer, right?”
“Yeah, but we have something Custer didn’t have. Just trust me and run.”
They quickly scaled the wall of the zoo and jumped down onto the other side. Bones’ eyebrows went up. “If you’re thinking what I think you are, I take back everything I ever said about you.”
“Don’t thank me yet. We—”
A clang sounded next to them and a hole appeared in one of the zoo signs. With no accompanying sound of a gun firing, Dane had to assume the attackers were using silenced weapons. Neither he nor Bones had brought a gun on the trip, and Dane had left his Recon 1 knife in his luggage like an idiot. Both of them dove for the ground, rolling on their shoulders before snapping onto their feet behind a small bush.
A few feet away loomed one of the Zoo’s main attractions, the Zoo Balloon. Thousands of visitors each year began a bird’s eye tour of the city from this very spot. Dane had noticed the balloon landing just before telling Bones to stop the car.
“Hey Maddock, I’m all for a balloon ride, but we could just try to lose them in the zoo instead.”
“We could, but if a bunch of guys with guns starts chasing us in here, innocent people could get caught in the crossfire. I’m sure the zoo’s not open this early, but plenty of employees are around.”
“I’d argue with that selfless attitude, but since I get to ride in a balloon… ”
They sprinted the short distance to where two men were securing the gondola while two others were getting out.
“Hey, you can’t go in there!” Someone moved to block their way. Bones nudged him aside with just enough force to do the job, but not enough to hurt the man. They bounded up to the platform and into the gondola, ignoring the shocked looks from the zoo employees.
“Maddock, you know how to fly one of these things, right?
“No, but we’ll be fine. Just give me a minute.”
“If it were up to me, you could have all the time you want, but our star spangled friends are getting close. Plus, I think the zoo guys are preparing a more forceful request for us to leave.”
Dane fiddled with the controls in the gondola. More air started filling the canopy, and the restraints holding them to the platform opened. For a few seconds, nothing happened. Then the balloon started to rise at a pace that would have made a glacier impatient. As inches became a foot, Dane turned to Bones.
“I forgot to tell you about the next part of my—”
His final word succumbed to a staccato wave of bullets ripping into the basket and the canopy.

CHAPTER TWO

The balloon rose forty feet in the air before the destruction was complete enough for it to start falling. Strands of gondola webbing had snapped, leaving gaps big enough to expel a body. The stainless steel on the bottom held up better, riddled with bullet holes but fundamentally intact. The major problem was the holes in the canopy. It only took a few seconds to hit the ground once the descent began.
“Good thing we weren’t on that balloon, dude.”
Bones glanced back one last time as he made his way over the wall out of the zoo. Dane had already reached the ground and was scanning for additional threats. Right as the bullets started flying, he and Bones had slipped over the side of the gondola, landing on the ground with the platform hiding them from their pursuers. They could have been seen, but Dane was counting on the tendency of people to assume the obvious, in this case that Dane and Bones were trying to escape via hot air balloon. His ploy had worked.
Bones’ feet hit the sidewalk next to him. “Do we go after those guys?”
Dane shook his head. “I don’t think so. Even if we got our knives from the car, it’s foolish to go after three armed men on unfamiliar ground with civilians around. They just showed that they don’t care about collateral damage.”
“We need to figure out who these jerks are, though.”
“Yep. Follow me.”
Dane and Bones quickly went to each of the four cars that were blocking the Mustang. “We each need to remember two of the license plate numbers.”
“No problemo, but how are we gonna trace them?”
“I’ll tell you when we’re back in the Mustang. Those guys have figured out by now they’ve been had, so we need to leave pronto.”
Seconds later, Bones revved the engine of the Mustang and pulled along the sidewalk to get around the blocking vehicles. The zoo quickly disappeared in the rear view mirror.
“Where to?”
“Independence Hall, right?”
“Why not? Can’t let a little thing like being shot at ruin our day.”
“I don’t know. Last time we checked out a historic site together, we were attacked by a group of extremists who believed George Washington was visited by an angel. And that was their least crazy idea.”
Bones smiled. “Relax, Maddock, that was in Boston. That’s hundreds of miles away. Though it wouldn’t take that long in a car like this. Let’s see how fast this baby can go. What do you think, a buck thirty, a buck forty?”
Dane groaned. “How about we at least wait until we’re out of the school zone to find out?”
“If you say so.”
Dane would have just taken the subway or a bus to get around for their trip, but Bones had insisted on renting a convertible despite the early December chill. He barely fit behind the wheel of the Mustang, but his grin was as wide as the horizon when he first turned the ignition. A kid in a candy store, except the kid was almost eighty inches tall.
“So Bones, you remember Jimmy Letson?”
“The reporter who helped us out in Boston? Looks like Weird Al?”
“That’s the one. I’m thinking we should put his computer hacking skills to use.”
“I see where you’re going and I like it. He’ll bust into the government computers and find out what we need. Hey, can you tell him while he’s in there to check on Area 51? I’ve got a theory that they’re keeping the aliens hidden because they’re all hot. Like young Lieutenant Uhura hot.”
Dane smiled. “For someone who likes to make wisecracks about nerds who read books in high school instead of getting laid, you’ve got some sci-fi knowledge.”
“I’ve got hot babe knowledge. Big difference.”
“Whatever. Anyway, those were Pennsylvania and Maryland plates. All he’ll have to do is get into the DMV computers.”
Bones’ face fell. “Bummer.”
* * *
The visuals at Independence Hall weren’t what interested Dane. It was more the feel of the place. Over two hundred years ago, in this very spot, the foundation of the American system of government was laid. It took several months, and politicians back then weren’t much different than they are now. People yelled, people got fed up and left, three people even refused to sign the final document. When it went to the states, several refused to ratify unless a Bill of Rights was added.
In other ways, though, Dane knew most of them were different than the people in D.C. today. They had lived through a tyrannical monarchy and a bloody war, followed by almost a decade of disorganized government. They knew they needed something better and they produced it. That’s what made this place special, its history of men rising to the needs of their nation. He knew it was corny, but that same desire lay behind his joining the Navy and trying to become a SEAL.
Bones must have felt the same way, because the big man kept his irreverent quips down to a dull roar during their tour.
“So Bones, who was the founder you most admire?”
“You’re asking the wrong guy. You know what most of these guys thought of Indians?”
“Come on Bones, you wouldn’t have joined the Navy if you didn’t respect some of this stuff.”
Bones raised his eyebrows when he met Dane’s eye. “Ben Franklin. More curiosity than almost any man in history. And not afraid to change his mind or admit he was wrong.”
“I seem to recall he modeled his ideas for the U.S. government after the Iroquois tribes.”
“Yep, he was one smart dude. Even smarter than you think you are, Maddock.”
As they made their way back from Independence Square to where the Mustang was parked, Dane looked at his watch. “11:30, I’m ready for lunch.”
“You gonna give Letson a call first?”
Dane had called Letson from a pay phone before they went into Independence Hall. The hacker had been pleased to hear from them and assured him that getting DMV information was child’s play. Dane had allowed the earlier attack to slip from his mind during the tour, but now he agreed with Bones that they needed to find another phone.
Letson answered on the first ring. “Maddock, I got what you need.”
“Keep that quiet or Bones will get jealous.”
“I still can’t believe you two are tight. Some kind of yen and yang thing?”
“I suppose. He’s not so bad once you get to know him.”
“Hey, it makes no difference to me. Anyway, I looked up the cars. The two Maryland plates are registered to the same Maryland Corporation called G. Mason Incorporated. Appears to be a consulting firm, but I found no record of it anywhere other than the corporate papers with two officers’ names on it. One of them is a lawyer, probably one of those guys who’ll agree to be an officer for a fee. Another is a Graham Mason, age thirty-five. Probably the source of the corporation name. Haven’t had the chance to get the full scoop on him, but he lives in Baltimore and he’s never been arrested.
“The two Pennsylvania cars are registered to individuals who live in Philly, James Roberge and Carl Stilton. These guys you want to watch out for. One conviction for an armed robbery which they pulled off together. Suspected of a dozen others, but not enough evidence to go to trial. They did seven years and then got out early for good behavior four years ago. I have the addresses on file with their parole officers from a year ago when parole ended.”
“That’s awesome, Jimmy, we owe you.”
“You do. I’m partial to Wild Turkey if you’re in the giving mood.”
“I don’t think we’ll make it to D.C. this trip, but the drinks are on me next time I see you.” Dane hung up and looked at Bones. “We have an address. You want to check it out or have lunch first?”
Bones opened his mouth in mock horror. “Blow off lunch just so we can go beat up on some bad guys?”
“Bad guys who tried to kill us,” Dane reminded him.
“Even so, I think they can wait. Man cannot live on revenge alone.”

CHAPTER THREE

“So are you going to be the good cop or the bad cop?” Bones failed to keep the grin off his face.
Dane looked at him. “In what universe could someone who looks like you play the good cop?”
Bones feigned hurt. “Hey man, I’m just a big teddy bear. Okay, so bears can kill you, but still.”
“Don’t worry Bones, I suspect we both get to be the bad cop on this one.”
“Works for me.”
The winter sun was setting and he and Bones stood on the sidewalk a block from the last known address of James Roberge. Roberge’s car had been one of the four chasing them, so this was their best lead. Assuming Roberge still owned the car and assuming he still lived here.
Bones said, “What’s the plan? Guy like this isn’t going to just open the door when we knock.”
“Who says we’re going to knock?”
Dane’s spine vibrated as Bones slapped him on the back. “All right, Maddock. You’ll be just like me in no time. So we going to bash the door in?”
Dane chuckled. “I was thinking I just open the door. Ex-con like this probably doesn’t bother locking it. And if it’s locked, I just take out my knife and perform surgery on the door jamb.”
Bones looked at him through narrowed eyes. “You keep using the word ‘I.’ What do you expect Tonto to do while you’re playing Lone Ranger?”
Bones liked to make jokes about his Native American heritage, seeming to enjoy the discomfort it caused for anyone within earshot, but Dane was getting used to it. “You’re going to cover the back. In fact, let’s check it out now.”
They rounded the corner of the five-story building and found a narrow dead-end alley. Rickety metal fire escape ladders rose from ten feet above the ground to the top of the building, one about every fifteen feet.
“So you want me to hang out here in the dark and pound him if he tries to leave by the back door?”
“You could just subdue him; we need him to talk, remember? Only thing is it would be good if we knew which fire escape was his.”
“Well he’s apartment 401, right? Means he’s gotta be one end or the other. The numbers on the street are going up the way we came, so I’ll bet it’s this one.” Bones approached the first ladder and easily tested a jump to reach it. Dane looked at him.
“What if you’re wrong?”
“Then you’d better hope whoever you’re breaking in on is fully dressed. Unless it’s a hot chick. Then you ought to stay a while.” Bones scratched his chin. “Better yet, tell her to wait a minute and yell for me.”
Dane shook his head. “Just keep your eyes open.”
He walked around to the front door and went inside. The building didn’t look like a total dump, but it wasn’t the kind of place with a doorman or security, either. His nostrils picked up an aroma of lemon mixed with decay, the cleaning solution obviously not managing to stem the tide.
The stairs lay dead ahead and he made his way to the fourth floor, keeping his steps light and quiet. Once there, he established that Bones had been correct and apartment 401 was on the nearer end of the building. Despite what he had said earlier, Dane knocked on the door.
He thought he heard some sort of movement, but he couldn’t be sure. The door didn’t open. He knocked again after a few seconds; then he turned the handle and eased it open.
He took a step inside and caught a glimpse of something flying through the air towards his head. His dodge meant it struck him in the ear instead of the center of his face. The momentum of the object combined with his quick move sent him sideways onto his knees.
Snapping his head up, he noticed two things: First, the object that had struck him was an unopened bottle of Budweiser. He made a mental note not to tell Bones he got taken out by what his comrade considered “redneck beer.” Second was a figure dressed in jeans and a gray sweatshirt halfway out an open window on the far side of the apartment.
Dane sprang to his feet and moved towards the window. He heard a high pitched scream followed by a thud and the sound of creaking metal. He poked his head out the window, ready to pull it back in quickly if he was attacked. He needn’t have worried.
Bones stood with his arms crossed and one foot on the rusted fourth floor landing of the fire escape. The other foot rested on the neck of the man in the gray sweatshirt, a man about Dane’s height whose thin neck looked tiny under Bones’ size thirteen boot.
“Yo, does he look subdued?”
Dane grinned. “Yes. Yes he does. I hope you didn’t have to exert yourself too much.”
“Nah, it was almost too easy. The dude tripped over my leg, squealed like a girl and somehow managed to jump underneath my foot. What do we do with him?”
Dane looked at the man. “Are you James Roberge?”
The man turned his neck and Bones allowed him enough movement to meet Dane’s eye. He grunted something that Dane took as a yes.
“Okay, my friend here will let you up, and we’re going to go back in your apartment and have a little talk.”
Roberge’s eyes flared with anger for a moment, but then the reality of his situation seemed to take hold. He nodded as much as he could from his current position.
“Good. Let him up,” he said to Bones. “If he tries to run for it, feel free to subdue him a little harder. Or just throw him over the rail.”
They went back inside without incident, and the trembling, wide-eyed Roberge collapsed onto a black leather couch. Dane pulled in a wooden chair from the tiny kitchen and sat with the back in front, his elbows draped over it. Bones remained standing next to the couch, practicing a stare that would have shamed Medusa. Roberge looked up and uttered his first coherent words of the encounter.
“Whaddaya want with me?”
Dane almost asked him a question, but resistance had taken form in the man’s eyes. He needed some more softening up, but Dane didn’t like the idea of Bones hurting the guy too badly. He motioned Bones over to him.
Speaking just loudly enough for Roberge to hear, he said, “This idiot’s not ready to talk. I’ll search the place. You convince him he’ll suffer less if he answers our questions. But don’t hurt him too much. Not yet.”
Bones’ grin made Dane glad he wasn’t the target of his friend’s mischief. “I know just the thing.”
Bones returned to the couch and Dane moved into the next room, the bedroom. He could hear voices from the area of the couch, but he put them out of his mind, knowing he needed to trust Bones. He didn’t know what he was looking for, just anything that might shed some light on why this guy — or at least his car — was chasing them today.
The apartment only had the bedroom, living room and kitchen plus a small bathroom. He didn’t find anything unusual in the bedroom or bathroom. Roberge was a man of few possessions, though that small number included a Smith & Wesson .44 Magnum in a bedside drawer. Dane’s experience was that men with that particular gun suffered from serious inferiority complexes; it was a fine weapon, but better options existed for almost every situation.
Moving back out to the living room, Dane had almost given up on finding anything. He had to work hard to suppress his laughter when he saw what Bones was up to. The big man had removed one of Roberge’s shoes and was playing “This Little Piggy.” Roberge looked confused and a little annoyed.
“What the hell do you think you’re…”
His question dissolved into a shriek of pain when Bones reached “Wee! Wee! Wee! All the way home.” With a deft twist, he snapped Roberge’s smallest toe.
Bones slapped the man across the face. “Shut up!”
Roberge didn’ t quite manage to silence his pained whimper, but he quieted down.
“You’ve got nine more toes and ten fingers, and I’ve got all the time in the world,” Bones said.
Sensing Roberge would crack soon, Dane hurried into the kitchen, his last hope for finding any clues. He tore through several stacks of papers and magazines and almost missed a small pamphlet tucked between a newspaper and a bill.
The pamphlet was titled “The Republic Almanac.” This stirred a memory, and Dane leafed through it. By page three, he knew that this was the clue he was looking for. He tucked it into his shirt and went back out to the living room.
Bones started back into the nursery rhyme and Roberge caved the moment the big Indian wiggled the broken toe. Bones turned and grinned at Dane.
“I just introduced our new friend here to an ancient Native American torture technique. He says he’ll tell us whatever we want to know.”
Dane decided not to waste time beating around the bush.
“Who hired you to try to kill us earlier today?”
Roberge’s eyes darted up and to the left, a sure sign he was preparing to lie. Before he could open his mouth, Dane said, “Don’t bother lying. We know your car was there. If you say it wasn’t you, we’ll teach you “London Bridge is Falling Down.” Maddock was improvising, but whatever image Roberge conjured up in his mind clearly terrified him.
“Christ, not that,” the man pleaded. “Look, I don’t know who hired me. A guy me and Carl knew in the joint arranged it. He said we just needed to provide backup for a little pressure with the cars. We were supposed to meet up with two guys who wanted your attention and just funnel you down to the river. Wasn’t supposed to be any shooting.”
“And you figured these guys would get us down by the river and, what, just talk to us?”
Roberge remained silent.
“Never mind, what’s the name of this guy you knew in prison?”
Roberge shook his head with vigor. “No way. My life is worth zip if I tell you that name. Your friend can break all my toes for all I care. At least I won’t be dead.”
Bones leaned over the frightened man. “That can be arranged.”
Dane stood up. “Forget about it. Let’s just go.”
Both Bones and Roberge looked surprised. Dane met Bones’ eye. “Trust me.”
Bones looked at Roberge and shrugged. “Have a nice life. Don’t try to kill me again, though. It puts me in a bad mood.” Before Roberge could reply, Bones struck him a hard right cross above his the left ear and the man went limp.
Bones saw Dane’s disapproving stare and shrugged. “You rather I choked him out? Either way, I don’t want him calling the cops on us.”
“A guy with his background doesn’t call the cops,” Dane argued.
“I don’t care. I’m not taking any chances. Besides, it felt good to cold-cock that jerk.”
Dane couldn’t argue. He took a moment to steal the cord from Roberge’s phone as an added precaution, and then the two of them made their way down the stairs.
Back on the street, Bones grabbed Dane’s shoulder. “You gonna tell me why we just walked out of there?”
Dane said, “In a minute. First we need to find a pay phone.”
“What for?”
“To call the police and report that James Roberge was seen leaving the zoo after the shootout this morning.”
“I saw one a block away when we came in. But an anonymous tip? Do those even work?”
“I don’t know. It’s just one of several things that could play out.”
“What are the others?”
“Another option is to hang out where we can see the building and follow Roberge when he comes out. One of us will have to go get the car while the other one watches, then we’ll have to wait. It could be a while. It’ll be a few minutes before he’s conscious again, and probably longer before he’s thinking clearly. The police may or may not come to talk to him, but if he leaves in the next couple hours, we’ll follow him and see if he leads us anywhere interesting.”
They reached the phone and Dane made the call, staying on for less than a minute but giving several details including Roberge’s license plate number. When he hung up, Bones frowned. “I dunno, hanging around waiting to follow him doesn’t seem like much of a plan.”
“There’s one more thing. The reason I told you we could leave when we did is that I found something in the kitchen. Other than dirty dishes and moldy bread that is.”
Bones’ face lit up. “Yeah?”
Dane took out the pamphlet. “‘The Republic Almanac.’ Does anything about that sound familiar?”
“Maybe.” Bones was clearly on the same page as Dane. “The word ‘Republic’ isn’t that uncommon, though. It doesn’t have to be the same guys.”
Bones was referring to a group called the Sons of the Republic, a group he and Dane had encountered a couple of months earlier. They had some pretty crazy ideas about the country and its history, and hadn’t been afraid to shoot at Dane and Bones when the two had interfered with the group’s plans. All the members of the group they’d seen in Boston had wound up dead, and Dane had assumed that would be the last they heard of them. This pamphlet suggested otherwise. He handed it to Bones.
“Take a look on page three. Also page six. See anything else that rings a bell.”
Bones face tightened as he looked. “It’s them. That crossed circle symbol is the same one we saw in Boston. Seems like every time we saw it we had just finished getting attacked or were about to be attacked.”
“Exactly.”
Bones’ normal wry expression returned. “Well at least we know it’s them. We have someone we can go after.”
“Not someone, exactly, but we do have an address. It’s right here in Philadelphia.”
“Yep. There’s something else here that seems important, but I don’t understand it. This phrase here on the second to last page.”
Dane looked over his shoulder. “Huh. You mean the last line of the article, in bold and in a larger font?”
“Yep.”
Dane couldn’t figure out what it meant, either. The line had only seven words.
Help rediscover the most basic state right.

CHAPTER FOUR

Galen O’Meara swallowed his second Percocet of the day. The leg still hurt him, but at least he could walk without crutches. He’d been injured when a section of ceiling collapsed while trying to retrieve the bodies of two fallen comrades beneath the streets of Boston. He shook his head at the memory.
His organization, the Sons of the Republic, traced its roots all the way back to the eighteenth century. Always it had sought to protect America from the kind of internal weakness the founders warned against. In Boston, they’d been mere feet away from obtaining the Prophecy of George Washington, which foretold a final struggle to restore the United States to the grand vision of the founders. Only the interference of Maddock and Bonebrake had prevented it.
The Sons had lost several people in Boston, including his brother, Sean O’Meara, and his friend Jillian Andrews. They’d tried and failed to reach the chamber where their comrades had presumably been killed. Now he was on convalescent leave from the Boston police force, and recent discoveries had led him to spend most of it here in Philadelphia.
Graham Mason stood in front of him, raising his voice and gesturing with his right hand. The man was descended from George Mason himself, the father of the second amendment. While the original Mason had possessed a healthy dose of reason to go with his passion, Graham had inherited mostly the latter. Mason had organized the recent assault attempt on Maddock and Bonebrake.
“It would have worked fine, O’Meara, if they hadn’t set that balloon loose. Who could have predicted a stunt that crazy? By the time we realized it was a diversion, they were gone.”
O’Meara exhaled. “Graham, what the hell possessed you to attack them in the first place? Before yesterday, they thought we were some fringe group they’d never hear about again. Now they’re both pissed and perhaps motivated to find us.”
Mason’s face reddened. “They took several of us out in Boston. No one crosses the Sons of the Republic. When we found out they were coming here, we knew God was smiling on us.”
O’Meara suppressed the urge to roll his eyes at the clichéd pronouncement and instead limped around the front of the desk until he stared directly into Mason’s round face. He didn’t soften his tone.
“Give me a break. They killed my brother. If anyone has a reason for revenge, it’s me, and you don’t see me executing a hastily-planned and failed attempt at pointless violence. The founders prized reason, not impetuosity.”
He quickly changed the subject, not quite ready to head where he knew the conversation had to end. “What about Franklin’s Legacy?”
Mason looked at the floor. “Nothing new. All we have is the clue we’ve had for almost two hundred years: ‘Seek the creator of the five hundred.’”
“Did we even find out when this phrase first came to the Sons’ attention?”
“No. For sure, we knew it before the Civil War. But it’s been passed down by word of mouth, and our research has come up dry.”
O’Meara paced to the left, still dragging the right leg. “Let’s face it, by the end Franklin didn’t trust anyone. Even back then, the country thrived in spite of, not because of, specific individuals. But maybe your lack of success won’t matter. I have it on good authority that we’ve made real progress on the other search. Cole will be here later today.”
“That’s great to hear.”
O’Meara took a deep breath. “So about Maddock and Bonebrake. You say they questioned Roberge and then let him go. He was just hired muscle, so there was nothing to find. Right?”
Mason paused and O’Meara raised his voice again. “Right?”
“Well… I gave him a pamphlet.”
“A pamphlet? What for?”
“I was talking to him about the state of the country and he really seemed to agree about how bad things are. He’d be a good guy to have on our side.”
O’Meara pressed his hands to his temples. “Mason, he’s an ex-con with multiple prison sentences behind him. Of course he hates the government. But giving out a pamphlet to someone who sounds sympathetic is not the problem. The problem is giving out a pamphlet to someone who you’ve just hired to kill two of the small number of individuals who know about us and what lengths we’re willing to go to. Someone who has no idea of the sensitivity of it. That puts us all at risk.”
“But there’s nothing illegal or even that unusual on the pamphlet.”
“It has the warehouse address. And it has the symbol. If they found it, you think Maddock and Bonebrake won’t follow up on those clues?”
“Maybe they didn’t find it,” Mason said.
“Think about it. They went after Roberge because they wanted information. They wouldn’t have left unless they found something.”
Mason put his palms up in front of him. “Okay, okay, I screwed up. I’m sorry. What more can I say?”
O’Meara met his gaze. Then in one motion he drew his Glock and fired a .40 caliber round into the center of Mason’s forehead.
The G27 was a small gun, but at point blank range it blew open Mason’s head, leaving some traces of splatter on O’Meara’s shirt. Mason fell backwards and the thump of impact echoed off the hardwood floor.
O’Meara took two steps back, cursing at the pain in his leg. A figure moved out of the shadows in the back of the room, stopping next to Mason’s body and gazing down at it. “Pity.”
O’Meara limped back to his chair and looked up at the newcomer. The raspy voice betrayed no gender, nor did the baggy black pants and shirt. O’Meara knew her well enough to never feel completely comfortable around her.
“It may be a pity, but he was an idiot. They’ll find the warehouse and they’ll trace the ownership soon enough.”
“He wasn’t an idiot,” she said. “He was simply a man of action.”
“Yeah, maybe.” O’Meara felt uncomfortable disagreeing with her.
“I assume you’ve shredded all the documents at the warehouse.”
“Yes. There wasn’t really anything there to find — if there was, we would have come across it. But at least that will be a complete dead-end. By now they know it’s us again, though.”
“I agree. I wonder how they found Roberge so quickly?”
“I don’t know,” he admitted. “They must have someone who can get them information in a hurry. It was a dumb move to go after them, but now we have no choice. They need to be eliminated.”
“Call our friend Long.”
O’Meara flinched. “Are you sure that’s wise? Long is pretty competent, at least the best we have. But Long is… unpredictable.”
“Do you doubt Long’s commitment to our cause?”
“To our cause, no? To our group, absolutely. Long never bought into us being any better than anyone else. Plus, Long has a soft spot for men in the service.”
“So we’ll say they’re traitors who shot several of us in Boston trying to protect the status quo. Unless you can think of someone better for the job?”
“Isn’t Long following up on the other search?”
“Yes, but that’s not a problem,” she said. Anyway, Long is a sniper, not a researcher. We’ll get Mark Cabrone to do the research.”
“How much does he know?”
“How much do any of us know? Have you told me everything you know?” Her eyes bored into him.
O’Meara swallowed. “How about I plead the Fifth? And I know you haven’t shared everything.”
“Precisely. Decentralization has its advantages, as the unfortunate Mr. Mason’s ancestor knew all too well. It doesn’t really matter. The whole point is to expose what the Constitution really says, not hide anything.”
“Yeah, but what if it’s like what happened in Boston?” They’d uncovered enough of the collapsed chamber that had claimed their comrades’ lives to discover it wasn’t at all what they had expected. In fact, the discovery called their motives into question, so in some ways the fact that it had been destroyed was a blessing. All he sought were the tools to stop America’s decline.
The shadow woman’s breathing grew louder, and for a few seconds she said nothing. Finally the breathing stopped. “I assure you O’Meara, it is not like what happened in Boston. I heard it from the lips of my grandfather himself, and his father was actually present that day in Gettysburg. In any case, we need proof, and neither you nor I can go poking around the Smithsonian’s archives.”
O’Meara could recognize a battle no longer worth fighting. “Fine, I’ll contact Long right away. I bet Bones and Maddock will go by the warehouse, that’s as good a place as any to do it.”
The woman nodded with the limited head movement common to the aged. Then she left the room without a word.
O’Meara glanced around the office, a temporary place owned by a Delaware corporation with enough layers of ownership to make an onion jealous. It all traced back to one of the Sons of the Republic if you looked hard enough. The building was old, the floors pitted and creaky, but somehow it felt just right given what he was trying to do.
His eyes landed on Mason’s corpse, and he sighed. One more headache to deal with. He suspected someone who invented a quick, easy, and untraceable way to dispose of a body would become rich beyond belief. Sadly, such a genius had yet to materialize.
As he painfully got to his feet, he muttered to himself, “The things I do for my country.”

CHAPTER FIVE

The warehouse didn’t look like much from the outside. Just a monolithic gray structure a little over two stories high. It wasn’t as old as the textile mill buildings, but proximity to the Delaware River had almost certainly served as the motivation for its construction. In years past, the Port Richmond area of the city had boasted vibrant industry; now it was an up-and-coming residential area with reminders like this one still dotting the riverfront.
Given the lack of lights in the area, Dane and Bones had considered donning all black, but in the end rejected it as potentially drawing more attention than it prevented. It would reduce the likelihood of someone spotting them, but if they were spotted, no one would be in any doubt about their intent. So they wore jeans and dark jackets, enough to stay in the shadows but not look too nefarious. The thirty-five degree temperatures also allowed them to wear black gloves without raising any eyebrows.
“Looks like the door is locked. Time for a little breaking and entering?” Bones asked.
“I prefer not to break when I enter, Bones. See those high windows. If we slide the dumpster over, we should be able to remove a few panes of glass and then reach through and open the window.”
“Anyone ever tell you you’re no fun, Maddock?”
“Mostly you, Bones.”
Bones scrutinized the windows. “Okay, so what are the chances they’re alarmed?”
Dane had worried about that very thing, but he figured they didn’t have many options. “No idea. That’s why we need to be in and out quickly.”
They headed into the shadows and moved the dumpster. Up by the window, Dane’s Recon One knife made short work of the crumbling putty around the ancient planes of glass. Within a minute, Bones used his long arms to reach in and turn the latch so they could slide the window open.
The window turned out to be about ten feet above the floor inside, and they managed the drop easily. Dane heard no alarm, nor saw any flashing lights, but he still worried about some sort of silent security system tied into the police. He switched on his light to get his bearings.
The place was empty. Just hard concrete as far as the eye could see. Moving the light around, he finally saw a door about seventy-five feet away. Before Dane even said anything, Bones started moving towards it. Dane switched off the light, not wanting to take the slight risk that someone outside would see a light beam flickering. Enough light came in through the few windows that he could see a vague outline of the door as he got close.
Bones reached for the knob and opened it. The much smaller room on the other side had a couple of wooden chairs and a desk, but no windows. Dane shut the door behind them and switched the light back on.
“Dude, I think we found something.” Bones pointed to a huge pile of shredded papers in the corner. It rose at least six feet high, and spread a number of feet down the wall.
“Well, it could be nothing — most companies destroy their old documents after a certain number of years.”
“True, but we’re in an empty warehouse that we know is tied to the Sons of the Republic. Why store all these documents right in this old office. I bet—”
Bones reached over to one side of the pile and started nudging it aside. A mass of the shredded confetti started moving and Bones had to jump back to avoid being buried in three feet of it. He pointed and laughed. “Yep, see the edge of that file cabinet. This stuff was in there.”
Dane frowned. “Well it’s all we have. But it’s useless. I don’t care what you see in the movies, no one pieces together information from stuff like this.”
He picked up a handful and let it run through his fingers, trying to stave off the rising disappointment. He noticed Bones staring at the file cabinet with more concentration than he normally applied to anything.
“What is it, Bones?”
Bones didn’t say anything, just jumped into the pile of documents and started tossing them over his shoulder towards the other side of the room. Dane had to jump aside to avoid taking the flying debris in the face.
“I’m afraid to ask what you’re doing now.”
Bones looked up under his shoulder with the familiar grin. “Looking for buried treasure.”
When Dane remained planted with a quizzical look on his face, Bones stood up. “Okay, we agree that these shredded documents are useless, right?”
“Right.”
“I want to look inside the file cabinet. With so many thousands to shred, maybe they missed one.”
Dane pondered this for a moment. It seemed like the longest of long shots. But hell, they were here and this would only take a few minutes. He waded in and started helping Bones. Pretty soon they had the front of the cabinet clear so they could open the drawers. Opening each drawer, they felt all around the inside.
“Nothing. Well that sucks. It was a good idea.”
Then Bones started tossing papers further along the wall. This time Dane didn’t have to ask — probably there was one more filing cabinet buried even deeper. He put his back into it and papers started flying as if self-propelled. They uncovered another cabinet in less than ninety seconds.
Unfortunately, this one was also empty. Bones let out a rare sigh. “Was worth a shot.”
“Hey, I bet it’s the first time anyone could call you a paper pusher.”
“All right, Maddock is riding the humor train! I guess we may as well take off and call this a bust.”
Something tickled the edge of Dane’s mind, and he let his eyes go out of focus as he tried to get hold of it. Then he snapped his fingers.
“Let’s move the cabinets.”
“Move them? You mean because… ” Bones didn’t finish, just leaped to the edge of a cabinet and started dragging one. Dane did the same with the other one, and both cabinets were a foot away from the wall in short order. Bones slapped Dane on the back. “Jackpot, dude!”
Right in the farthest corner, behind where the inner cabinet had been, a single undamaged piece of paper was settling on the floor. Dane picked it up with care, amazed at how important one piece of paper could seem after finding nothing else of use in the room.
He handed it to Bones. “You read it. Diving through this stuff was your idea.”
“If you insist. Header says ‘Franklin’s Legacy.’ Then only one paragraph, and there’s a page number ninety-seven down at the bottom. Looks like a typewriter, not something printed like a normal book or anything. This was the end of a chapter or some other group of pages. The paragraph says:
“Franklin didn’t agree about destroying them. But he wasn’t going to undermine everything at such a crucial time. And that’s where our knowledge ends. We know Randolph’s copy survived for a long time, and may not be lost as once feared. But with Franklin, all we have is the one clue: Seek the creator of the five hundred”
Bones looked up. “You know what this means, Maddock?”
“Yep. Not only are the Sons of the Republic after us again, but once again they’re also after something related to the history of the founding of America. What are the odds their motives are pure?”
“About the same as the odds of finding intelligent life in Washington D.C.”
Dane cleared his throat, glad that the lack of strong light was hiding his face. “Yeah, yeah. So who do we know who’s crazy enough to try to stop them again?”
“Admit it, Maddock, you live for this. You wouldn’t pass this up even if they hadn’t tried to kill us. And I’m in because I figure I’ll get a chance to hammer a few more of the bad guys before we’re done.”
Bones folded the paper and tucked it in a pocket. “We’ve been here much longer than we should have. Time to scram.”
“Yeah, but if we stay, you might get to hammer the bad guys sooner.”
“Oh, I have a feeling we’ll get that chance before you know it. Plus, it’s just as likely to be cops or some dumb security guard who comes here. That takes all the fun out of it. I vote for the front door.”
Dane opened his mouth to argue but then realized that the approach made sense. They’d be exposed for a lot longer trying to get out of the high window than just walking out the front. He nodded and turned his light on low, pointing towards the floor. He followed Bones to the front door where Bones released the deadbolt and the two other locks. They stepped outside.
The glare from the streetlight across the road made Dane unconsciously shift his head down and to the side. As he did, he felt something strike the back of his head and heard a loud crack right behind him. Almost at the same time, he heard the sound of a gun firing in the distance.
Bones must have heard it, too, because he was moving even before Dane. Neither man wasted any time, sprinting twenty yards to the relative shelter of a large van parked on the street. As far as Dane could tell, no more shots had come.
Bones nodded several times with a wicked grin directed at Dane.
“I think we came to the right place.”

CHAPTER SIX

“Came to the right place? Bones, we just got shot at. Again.”
“Hey bro, if they’re shooting at you, you must be doing something right. I don’t think the guy is that far away, because the shot came from the direction of the river and it’s only about fifty yards.”
“He could be in a boat.”
“We’re SEALS. That should work in our favor. One of us needs to try to find a boat to borrow, and the other needs to locate the guy.”
“I’m game for locating the guy, but short of exposing myself to more fire, I’m a little shaky on how we’re gonna do that.”
“As much humor as you exposing yourself would provide, I see your point.”
“Wait, I have an idea on how to do it. You go back that way towards the shadows, wrap around down to the river and see if you can find a boat. Make your way upstream. If you can’t find one, just do it on foot.”
“Sounds like a plan. Stay away from bullets.”
With that, Bones disappeared and Dane set his mind to the task at hand. He had noticed two things that would make his plan possible. First, the van was unlocked. He eased the door open and leaned across the seat, hoping his actions weren’t visible to the shooter. Then he slipped the gearshift into neutral.
The second assist for the plan came from the slight downward angle of the road. All he had to do was anchor his legs and push on the door frame and the van started moving. Silently apologizing to the owner of the van for what he was about to do, he jumped in the driver’s seat. He kept his hands on the wheel but leaned over enough that a clean shot at him from the river side would be close to impossible.
The van began to pick up speed. The arc where the original shot could have come from spanned around a hundred yards of the river front, so he’d be out of the potential kill zone in just a few seconds. Unless of course, the shooter had moved.
Dane had taken some rudimentary sniper training and knew the basic doctrine. Normally after firing a shot, a soldier would immediately move. There were exceptions, though, and one of them involved an urban warfare situation where you didn’t have a good choice of vantage points and moving would compromise any further shots. If this guy was a soldier, Dane figured he’d have stayed put. And if he was a civilian, the unexpected move with the van should be enough to throw him off.
In any case, seventy five yards away, the road started to rise. By a hundred-fifty feet, his speed had slowed to a crawl and Dane jumped out. He made the trees by the river in three seconds, and for the first time since leaving the warehouse he felt like the hunter as opposed to the hunted.
He gave his eyes sixty seconds to adjust to the darkness. Then he scanned what he could see of the river. No boats were obvious except a couple of lights far in the distance where the angle wasn’t right for the shot. He slowly made his way back along the riverbank, moving with what he hoped was maximum stealth.
Bones was the real master of silent tracking, something he liked to claim all his people had but which Dane knew was Bones’ own natural talent. While Dane would endeavor to make as little noise as possible, Bones took it one step further and made noise that blended in with the ambient sounds. More than one veteran instructor had undoubtedly needed a fresh pair of underwear after Bones had stalked and disabled him without a sound. In any case, Dane could move quietly enough to get by.
His main concern was the possibility that the sniper had slipped on a set of night vision goggles. The trees would protect him up to a point, but he might walk right past the guy and be dead without ever hearing the shot. His only defense was silence.
Minutes passed where he would only cover a few steps. He stopped often, using all of his senses to seek his quarry. Smell was the unsung ally during this sort of work, and even the taste of the air underwent subtle changes with each human presence. Dane didn’t pick up anything, though. Eventually he found himself downstream of the warehouse, just beyond the range of where the shot could have originated.
He considered the possibilities. The shooter could have used a boat and long since left the area. The shooter could have started near where Dane stood now and left while Dane worked his way downstream. Or, he could have passed the shooter without realizing it, both of them so silent that neither picked up the other. Although he couldn’t have explained why, Dane’s gut told him this last one was how it went down.
Which meant the shooter still lurked out there somewhere.
Dane heard a change in the rhythmic sound of the river lapping against the bank, and whirled. He made out what seemed like a boat, then a dark form rose from the shadows of the water onto the bank.
“Bones,” he whispered.
“That’s me. Had to haul my butt half a mile downstream and then row this piece of junk back here so I didn’t give myself away by turning on the outboard. Plus, the outboard is about as powerful as a two-gerbil wheel on a starvation diet. Any luck on your end?”
Dane explained what he’d done.
“Nice move with the van. Hey by the way, what color was it?”
“White, why?”
“Because it’s headed back down this way.”
Dane turned and could see it coming back down the hill that had slowed him earlier before he jumped out. It came to a stop before the warehouse, about fifty yards away.
He and Bones looked at each other and shook their heads. Bones said, “No way that just happened from momentum. Someone launched it. Probably the shooter trying to draw us out.”
“That means the shooter has to be back upstream near where I left the van.”
They both stayed in the dark along the edge of the river until they were even with the road where the van was stopped. They bolted to the front of the van, keeping it between them and where they figured the shooter was.
“Look!”
Bones pointed over the top of the van. Dane couldn’t see that high, but risked a peek around the edge. Beyond where he’d jumped out of the van, a figure in black stood, the outline of what was probably a rifle hanging from one hand. The figure raised the other hand and flicked it sideways before turning and starting to move away at a run.
“Was that a wave at us? That is not cool.” Bones started to move, but Dane grabbed his arm.
“There’s no point. I can tell from here he’s moving fast enough that we have no hope of making up more than a hundred yard gap.”
Bones scowled before nodding. “Maybe you’re right, but you’re wrong about one thing.”
“What’s that?”
“That person we just saw? Men don’t move like that. The shooter is a woman.”

CHAPTER SEVEN

“Oh yeah, now that’s what I’m talking about.” Bones held the weapon in both hands as if it were an extension of his fingers. After being shot at twice in one day, they had decided that the first order of business in the morning was to obtain weapons beyond their knives. In Pennsylvania, long guns can be purchased without any dealer involved, and their Navy connections easily steered them towards a couple of mint condition Colt AR-15’s with 30 round magazines. They also picked up two Glock 17 handguns.
“I don’t know Bones, my credit card is going to be on life support after this.”
“Hey, better your credit card than our butts if we meet that sniper again.”
“True enough. I keep wondering if we need flak jackets.”
“Nah, those things make me look fat. So what’s next, anyway?”
“Well, we need to research Franklin’s Legacy and the creator of the five hundred. They have a huge library in the city, so we probably should start there.”
“What about checking Jimmy’s beloved Internet?”
Dane hadn’t really gone on the Internet much, but he knew more and more information was becoming available with a few keystrokes. The thought of using it for research hadn’t occurred to him. “You think we can access it at the library?”
“Probably. It’s a lot better than losing your eyesight reading through some index printed so small even a lawyer couldn’t read it.”
“Well we’ll give it a shot. After that, we could try the National Archives.”
“What fun.” Bones rolled his eyes. “After that, can we go bang our heads against a wall? It’ll be awesome.”
“You got a better idea?”
“As a matter of fact I do. Let’s give Jimmy a call. He ran down those license plates in no time flat. I bet he can get us something useful.”
“Okay, I’ll give him a call. We’re gonna owe him another bottle of Wild Turkey.”
* * *
They didn’t head for the library until after lunch. Dane had called Letson earlier, but wasn’t able to get through and didn’t feel comfortable leaving a message with the clues they had found. They parked at the art museum a short distance away from the Central Library, and figured on making the walk there past the monuments and fields. The fact that snow had started falling two hours earlier did not deter Bones, although he did agree to keep the top up.
“It’s just a little snow. We need to keep moving so we don’t get fat and lazy. I’ve always wanted to see the museum.”
Dane knew the real reason Bones came up with the place, but he didn’t say anything. When they arrived, Bones’ first move surprised Dane not at all. He let out a whoop and started running up the steps made famous by Rocky Balboa. Dane followed at a more normal pace, reaching the top to see Bones standing with his arms above his head.
“Yo, Adrian.”
“Bones, you just butchered the accent worse than Stallone.”
“Nah, I made it better.”
Dane gave Bones a quizzical glance.
“When he says it, it just sounds dumb. When I do it, it’s sexy.”
They turned to take in the view of the skyline obscured by the now heavy snow. The strip of green extending in that direction was now powdery and white.
“Pretty cool view,” Bones said. “Think old Ben knew how big his city would get?”
“Of all the people around back then, I bet Ben Franklin could have pictured it as much as anyone. Come on Bones, we need to get moving.”
They made their way down the steps and then Bones let out a roar, slipped onto his side and rolled the rest of the way down. Dane hurried to the bottom where Bones was pushing himself into a seated position, grabbing his left shoulder with his right hand.
“Smooth move,” Dane jibed. “You new to walking?”
“Dude, somebody shot me.”
“Come again?”
Bones’ voice remained calm, but his words were clear. “I got tagged in the shoulder, that’s why I slipped.”
Dane’s head snapped up and he scanned the area for potential vantage points for a sniper. In this weather, it had to be pretty close. No one was taking a five hundred or thousand yard shot in a blizzard. Plus, Dane figured this had to be a case of seizing the opportunity rather than the methodical setup needed for a long shot. He and Bones hadn’t even decided to come here until a few minutes before they left the hotel.
That meant someone had followed them from the hotel. They were checked in under their real names, which hadn’t seemed like a problem until someone decided to declare Dane and Bones season open.
He put the thought aside for the time being and focused again on where the shot might have originated. Bones was also on his feet looking around. There weren’t many perfect places to take a shot at someone coming down the steps, but there were plenty of decent ones. For a good shooter with the right weapon from fifty or sixty yards away, that’s all they’d need even in the blizzard conditions.
“Bones, we better get out of the open.”
“Yeah, but we gotta get her this time. There she is!”
Bones started running like a man possessed and Dane followed. He could barely make out a figure in black through the snow. Lucky for them, the shooter hadn’t been smart enough to avoid the dark clothes in this weather, or more likely had lacked the time to change.
They were closing the gap. By now he could see that Bones had been right and it was a woman. She must have realized that carrying her rifle was slowing her down, because she tossed it into some bushes.
Bones shouted to her when he had pulled within ten yards. “Hold it there, sister! The longer you make me run, the madder I’ll be when I catch up with you.”
She showed no sign of hearing him. Soon enough, he reached out a large hand and pushed her over into the snow face first. He put a boot on her shoulder. “Stay down.”
Her black headgear covered her entire skull except for her nose, mouth, and gray eyes. Dane could see enough wrinkles on her face to know that she was no twenty-something. The side of her head pressed into the snow, she glared at Dane when he caught up with them. “Let me go!”
“Not until you tell my friend with the size thirteens here why you’re trying to kill us.”
She remained silent.
“Look, we know about the Sons of the Republic,” Dane said.
“Stupid name if you ask me,” Bones chimed in.
“We know you guys are hell bent on taking back the country, whatever that means. You’re willing to kill anyone who gets in your way. Here’s the thing. We were just minding our own business. Would have been happy never to hear about you again. But we land in Philadelphia and suddenly it’s all-out war with two Navy SEALS. What gives?”
“Minding your own business? Right, that’s why you killed two of us in Boston. That’s why you tried to beat O’Meara to Washington’s grave.”
Bones said, “Didn’t anyone tell you? Jillian Andrews asked us to help her. We didn’t find out she was one of you until she drew down on us.”
“Right, and now she’s dead,” the woman snapped. “You had nothing to do with that?”
“Are you kidding? Dane yelled at her to be careful, but she was way too full of herself over what we found to give it any thought. You watch any Indiana Jones movie and that’s what happens when you ignore the booby trap.”
The shooter just looked up at him. Dane decided to try another approach. “What’s your name?”
She paused. “People call me Long.”
“So tell me Long, why did you get into this?”
“Because things have got to change. Our government is corrupt, half the country is on the dole and half the rest just don’t care. The founders would have been disgusted.”
Bones laughed. “The founders were—”
Dane cut him off with a look. “Hey, I agree with you.”
Bones said, “You do?”
Dane ignored him and continued. “That’s why we joined the Navy, to protect the country and help it to become a better place. But those people who don’t care are still our fellow Americans.”
Long met his eye and then jerked her body up, sending Bones slipping to the ground. He landed on his wounded shoulder and let out a curse. Long crouched like a sprinter and exploded to her feet in a run.
Dane gave chase. She had gotten twenty yards with her surprise move, but Dane figured he could close the gap like they had before. Then she turned, her fingers wrapped around a small handgun.
“Stop right there.”
Dane didn’t stop, didn’t think, he just dove into a shoulder roll. He heard a shot fire and he knew he had no time and no more options. Coming out of the roll, he reached into his coat for his Glock. Instead of popping onto his feet, he went into a side roll and ended on his stomach with the gun stretched in the direction of Long.
Her aim was just settling on him as he whipped his head up and fired two shots.
She dropped quickly.
Bones reached her before Dane did. He kicked the gun out of the one remaining finger attempting to grip it, but he needn’t have bothered. Both of Dane’s shots had hit her in the chest, and she wasn’t wearing armor.
She was still alive, though. She coughed, and Dane knelt next to her.
“I hope it was worth it.”
She tried to force a laugh, but managed only a ragged cough. “Most of it was.”
“We still have no idea what you guys are after. As near as I can tell from what happened in Boston, you guys don’t even trust each other.”
Her eyes narrowed in thought and she nodded. “I don’t trust any of them.”
“Then why join them and why the hell try to kill us?”
She coughed again. “I was a sniper a long time ago. Back when women didn’t go into combat. Whenever they needed a kill at a distance, one of them would call me. Sort of pitiful.”
Bones said, “So tell us who they are. You know you’re not going to make it and they’re the ones who put you in this situation. Don’t protect them.”
Dane held his breath, hoping Bones hadn’t just killed any chance of getting the woman to talk. Telling someone they’re about to die doesn’t tend to put them in a good mood.”
Long shook her head. “No. I’m not going to give them up. Killing’s going to have to happen to get this country back on track, but not like this.”
Silence descended for a moment, and Dane held her gaze. Then her eyes softened as if she had made a decision. “Look for the Celtic Cross.”
With an obvious effort, Long whispered, “Look at the King of Pawns.”
Then her eyes lost their spark with a suddenness that surprised Dane, even though he’d experienced death up close before. He watched her for a few more seconds before standing up.
“Bones, I—”
“Don’t say it, Maddock. One more second and it would have been you instead of her. You gave her every chance and then some.”
“Yeah, I know, I just wish… ” He stopped and shook his head. “We’re going to have to call the cops.”
“The cops? Are you kidding? They’re never going to believe that this woman was such a threat that two trained soldiers had no choice but to shoot her in a blizzard down by the river. We call the cops and there’s a hundred percent chance you wind up in jail. Better than fifty-fifty, so do I. And if you’re in jail, your whole career is in jeopardy.”
Dane knew it was wrong to just leave the body here and not call the cops. He didn’t just know it, he felt it to his core. But he also knew Bones was right. He wasn’t willing to go to jail for defending himself after being attacked three times in the past thirty hours.
“How about we call in an anonymous tip?”
“Again with the anonymous tip. Fine, dude, but first we move the car far away from here.”
“Sure, Bones. And then what, the library?”
“Screw the library. I never really liked that place. Isn’t our course of action obvious?”
“Humor me, Bones. It’s not every day I kill someone.”
Bones looked as if he might apologize, a grim expression on his lips. Then he shook his head and his smile returned.
“We need to go find the King of Pawns.”

CHAPTER EIGHT

They drove several miles before stopping at a pharmacy. Dane drove while Bones examined his wound, and pronounced it a mere scratch. Dane caught a glimpse of a big red gash right on the top of his shoulder and suspected his friend was downplaying it, but it did sound like the bullet had at least missed bone.
“I’m gonna get me a cold one and a thousand milligrams of ibuprofen and I won’t even feel it anymore,” Bones said.
“I don’t think drugstores in Pennsylvania sell beer,” Dane replied.
“Bummer. Maybe a nudie mag, then.”
After the drugstore, they stopped at a pay phone and looked at a phone book. The King of Pawns was the name of a pawn shop down closer to the airport.
Dane said, “That’s got to be it. The Celtic cross is the name of that logo we saw in Boston and in the pamphlet. It definitely means something to the Sons of the Republic.”
“Yeah, well, you know who else it means something to? The Klan.”
Dane nodded. “You’re right, I think I remember seeing that somewhere.”
“You think there’s any link between these jokers and the Klan?”
Dane shook his head. “Nah. These guys are about patriotism. Misguided and dangerous patriotism, but still. The Celtic cross has been around for centuries, so its importance to the Sons could easily date back to when they started a couple hundred years ago.”
“Good, because the Klan is full of rednecks, and you know how I feel about them.”
“I’d think you have enough motivation already,” Dane said.
Bones nodded and they returned to the car.
They drove in rare silence as Bones tended to his wound. The King of Pawns turned out to be in a pretty large space in a strip mall, with a big neon sign above the door. Inside, it had the same desperate feel of most such places, full of junk, which had once meant something to someone.
The pasty scalp of the man behind the counter reflected off the fluorescents on the ceiling. His face was covered with a wispy beard that couldn’t fail to hide the scars of serious acne earlier in life, though he was now at least fifty-five. He grinned at the two of them with yellowing teeth.
“Hi gentlemen. How can I help you?”
Bones took the lead in walking up to the counter. “Are you the owner?”
He said it with a smile, but towering nearly a foot taller than the man added a certain amount of urgency to the question.
The man opened his arms and let his eyes roam around the space. “This, in all its glory, belongs to me.”
Bones chuckled and held out his hand. “I’m Bones.”
The man shook the proffered hand. “I’m Isaac McLeod. Nice to meet you lads.”
Dane looked at him. “McLeod, huh? Do I detect a hint of a brogue?”
McLeod again displayed what remained of his teeth. “Ay laddie, ma faither wis fae auld Scotland.”
Before Dane could ask him to translate, McLeod laughed and his accent returned to 95 % Philadelphia. “Just having some fun. My father was from Scotland, brought me here when I was five years old. Now, what can I do for you? Couple of soldiers like you, I’m thinking you won’t be looking for some old rifle that no longer shoots straight. Maybe some jewelry for that special someone?”
Dane said, “Actually, we’re looking for something very specific. A Celtic cross.”
McLeod’s eyes darkened just a bit, though he still smiled when he answered. “A Celtic cross, huh? We get those occasionally. You looking for a specific one?”
“Have you gotten any recently?”
McLeod ran his eyes all the way up to the top of Bones’ head. Dane figured he was evaluating the risks of not answering. Apparently he didn’t like the odds. “I have. About two weeks ago”
“Can we see it?” Dane asked.
The man’s eyes narrowed. “No.”
“Why not? Is it not for sale?”
“Why? Are you buying?” the man asked.
Bones put his hand on the glass of the counter and met McLeod’s eyes. “Why don’t you just tell us why we can’t see it?” He made no threat, but everything about his posture suggested things could quickly get ugly for the shopkeeper.
McLeod didn’t hold the stare for more than a second. His Adam’s apple bobbed up and down a couple of times as he swallowed. “I sold it three days ago.”
Dane looked at Bones who raised an eyebrow to confirm he was thinking the same thing. Could the timing of the attacks on them be tied to this? On the surface that made little sense, but then again, none of it really did.
Bones nodded. “See, that wasn’t so hard. And how big was the one you sold?”
“Maybe four inches, a round silver medallion.”
“Who did you buy it from?”
McLeod was shaking his head as if to himself. “Why does everyone want to know where I got it?”
Dane felt the tingling in the back of his skull, which he sometimes got when a piece of a puzzle was about to fall in place. “What do you mean everyone?”
“You know what most people want the Celtic cross for, right?”
Bones held up his fingers and counted off as he spoke. “Neo-nazis, KKK, other radical fringe groups.”
Dane understood some of the man’s discomfort now. “And you’re worried that’s us, right? I bet us wearing fatigues doesn’t ease your mind any, given how many of those wannabes like to play at being soldiers. You can relax on that score; we’re looking for people, not a medallion.”
McLeod didn’t look convinced, but some of the tension in his shoulders and face dissipated. “I’ll tell you what I told her, I don’t get names when I buy something. It’s much easier that way, people getting rid of stuff with sentimental value. Names make it more personal. I bought it from a scrawny guy, maybe fifty with thick glasses and a high voice. He lived in Philadelphia, I got that much.”
“How do you know he lived in Philadelphia?”
“The initial bargaining involved me offering a truly low value, which he didn’t accept. The guy said something about his apartment was only twenty minutes away and he could take it back there. I think he thought he was being a tough negotiator.”
“You said something about ‘what you told her.’ What did you mean?”
“I mean someone came in here two days ago and asked about it. An old woman. And before you ask, she wore a dark jacket with the hood up so I could hardly see her face. She was white and old, that’s about all I can tell you.”
“And you told her what you just told us?”
“Yeah. She didn’t say a word, just nodded and shuffled out of here. Kind of gave me the creeps dressed in all black like that. And she didn’t dress like an old woman, it was more like… ”
He paused. “More like in one of those Kung Fu movies with the baggy pants.”
McLeod looked up at Dane. “I know, I know, that sounds crazy. I’m just saying, she was different.”
Bones nodded. “We have an aging pencil-necked geek and a geriatric female Bruce Lee. So far I’m not feeling threatened. How about video cameras? Any chance you caught either one of them on video?”
“It’s funny you mention that. Night before last, my cameras were stolen. Someone broke in and didn’t take anything except the cameras and the tapes that go with ‘em.”
Bones said, “Interesting coincidence.”
McLeod frowned. “I don’t know about coincidence, I just hope the insurance company pays.”
For a moment, no one said anything. Dane sensed that the guy was still holding back on them. He figured he’d give one more shot at asking nicely before Bones started flexing his muscles. “Anything else you can tell us about the seller?”
“About the seller? No.”
“Look sir, we’re trying to track down something here, and if I told you more it would just put you in danger. The medallion is a piece of that mystery. If there’s anything you know that might help us, however small, we’d appreciate it.”
McLeod’s eyes dropped to Dane’s chest for just a second, and Dane suspected he was reading the name stitched on the fatigues. Civilians often did that. When the man looked up, his eyes were bright. “This wouldn’t have anything to do with national security, would it?”
Dane opened his mouth to answer, but Bones beat him to it by stepping around the counter and putting an arm around the man. “We’d love to answer that, but if we tell you we’ll have to kill you.”
McLeod stared at Bones, who smiled and put his index finger to his lips. Fear danced around the edges of the McLeod’s mouth in return.
“Okay then. Thing is, I actually bought two things off the guy. In addition to a medallion, there was an envelope. Clearly really old, nineteenth century probably. It didn’t look like much, but they guy came by the next day and thought it might be worth something. I got the medallion for a steal, so I slipped him an extra fifty for the envelope.”
Dane asked, “Do you still have the envelope?”
“Sure do. Follow me.”
He came out from behind the counter, locked the front door and put up a Be Right Back sign. They followed him through a door, which led into a narrow hallway and an area that made the public section of the store look clean and new. Off the hallway Dane noticed a small room containing a toilet and a sink with some dishes in it; and he made a note to himself not to use it no matter how badly he needed to go. At the end of the hallway was a storeroom piled high with every sort of junk imaginable.
Other than the scant strip of floor leading to it, the wooden desk in the corner was the only surface clear of debris. Bones looked around. “And I suppose you know where everything is here, right?”
McLeod guffawed. “More like I just pray every time I come in here it doesn’t come down and bury me alive. You boys may find this hard to believe, but I didn’t always plan on being a junk dealer. Things just sort of got away from me. Anyway, here it is.”
He pulled open a drawer in the desk and handed the envelope to Dane. The envelope did indeed appear old, and it had no writing on it that he could spot. It did have something embossed on the flap, some sort of complex logo in colors of red, black and gray.
The logo contained a cross in the middle, though it didn’t have the circle of the Celtic cross. On the horizontal part of the cross were three horseshoes, and in additional to various ornamentation, the logo contained an armored helmet above the cross.
Bones pointed to the top of the logo, above the helmet. “Is that a bat there, Maddock?”
Dane squinted. “Hard to tell. Those could be wings, but this is too small and worn to know for sure. The question is, what does this logo tell us?”
McLeod said, “Well it’s a Scottish coat of arms, that much I know.”
They looked at him and he shrugged. “I’ve seen a few of ‘em. We Scots are very big on clans and family history. I figured at some point I’d go look up which one it is, but I haven’t had the chance yet.”
Dane stuck his hand inside the envelope, careful not to tear it. He found nothing inside. He turned to McLeod. “You have a photocopier here? I’d like to get a copy of this.”
“Sure, up in front.”
Bones reached out his hand to take the envelope from Dane. “May I?”
He held it up to within six inches of the single bulb hanging from the ceiling. “There’s writing inside.”
Gently he squeezed it so it turned into a sort of bowl, exposing most of the surface area of the inside. Letters were scrawled at an angle, in a clear and easy to read hand. The single word, however, did not make the picture any clearer.
It read: Hamiltonban

CHAPTER NINE

“Tell me, are we surrounded by idiots?”
“I do hope you’re not including me in that assessment, O’Meara.”
O’Meara looked at the old woman, shaking his head. These past weeks had been the first time he’d worked directly with her, as she lived in Philadelphia and he in Boston. He had heard of her before that, but the loose structure of the Sons of the Republic meant that a lot of people went their own way and only met when circumstances conspired for them to work together. Finding the Franklin Legacy was one of the main things driving him, so when the first real clues in two decades turned up in Philadelphia, they had joined forces.
“Honestly, there’s only so much we can blame on others. You and I have now contributed to two destructive incidents in the past few days.”
“Three if you count Long.”
O’Meara nodded. “Three if you count Long, although we don’t know that she revealed anything. In any case, it’s difficult to avoid concluding that you and I also bear some blame.”
The old woman regarded him, her brown eyes barely visible under the hood. She inclined her head slightly, perhaps in agreement. “Be that as it may, I assume you’d like me to keep telling you about Marshall?”
O’Meara gestured with the back of his right hand for her to continue.
“I did not ask for the surveillance video from the pawn shop. The owner didn’t seem the type to agree willingly, and I concluded it would be child’s play to steal the video that night. Which proved to be the case.”
O’Meara interrupted. “I know all that. I want to know how we managed to kill our prime lead before getting any information out of him.”
The woman continued as if she had not heard. “We easily identified the transaction with the medallion and printed the face of the man who sold it. A run against DMV photos by one of my sources confirmed him to be one Cornelius Marshall, who lives in the University area of the city. A couple of my guys went to talk to him — I did not go myself.”
“I know all that. Then they killed him.”
“They questioned him. They swore they didn’t lay a finger on him. They were a minute into talking to him after sitting down at the table and he just keeled over. No pulse, no breathing. Cornelius Marshall apparently had a weak heart.”
“And you believe them?”
“I certainly believe they didn’t do anything violent enough that it should have killed him. But this story has a happy ending.”
“Not for Mr. Marshall.”
“Which is really not our concern. We looked up his family and found a couple of things. First, he has a twin brother Octavius, who also lives in the area. But we didn’t turn up anything at his last known address, which is the same one DMV and his credit cards have. A couple of my people are still working on it.”
“The bigger thing is that back in the nineteenth century during the civil war, his family lived near Gettysburg. There are three potential properties associated with the family.”
O’Meara ran his hand over the graying stubble on his chin. “And you want us to go check them out. That’s certainly better than nothing. But what do we expect to find there?”
“We’ve been over this, O’Meara. There have always been rumors in my family, rumors about Hawthorne’s body. My great-great-grandfather went back twenty-four hours after Hawthorne was killed, and the body was gone. Someone must have taken it, probably to steal whatever they could find. Times were hard during the war. That person must have taken the medallion.”
O’Meara sighed. “You’re probably right. And I know people didn’t discard things the way they do today, so the document may still be around. It’s certainly the best lead we have. Also… ”
“Yes?”
“I heard something about one of your guys disappearing?”
“This is true. I sent them back this morning to see if they missed anything. I got the impression they didn’t stick around long after Marshall died, so I wanted to make sure we didn’t miss anything. One of them had to leave before the other and he reported that they didn’t find anything new.”
“So where is the missing guy?”
“I have no idea. Perhaps you can use your vast array of police connections to see if the police got him.”
O’Meara dug the heels of his hands into his eyes; when he removed them, the old woman still stood in front of him with an inscrutable expression. “Perhaps. This whole thing just looked a lot more promising when we had a live person to tell us how he got the medallion.”
“We may still if we can find Octavius. In the meantime, we need to go check out the Marshall connection. This is all consistent. Someone takes the body and keeps the possessions in the family for generations. Even after one generation, families get attached to things. Eventually, someone needs the money and sells something. If there are clues to be had, they will be in Gettysburg.”
O’Meara said, “If it’s all the same to you, I think I’ll go myself this time.”
She nodded. “I was expecting that you’d say that. I will join you.”
He regarded her for a moment, taking in the frail figure.
“Believe me, O’Meara, appearances can be deceiving.”
He decided not to say anything. After the professionals and the younger Sons had completely botched the last few tasks, he wasn’t going to suggest she would do worse. He hoped she could keep up with him if they had to move quickly, but then he considered his leg. He might just be the one who had trouble keeping up.
“Do we drive or fly?”
“Fly, of course. I have no desire to rattle around inside a car in the dead of winter for three hours. The forecast is clear for the next three days. Bring two men you can trust and meet me at the airport at six o’clock tonight. I’ve arranged for hotel rooms and two rental cars with all-wheel drive. We’ll head out at first light and split up to look at the first two properties separately. If nothing pans out, we’ll check out the third together.”
Right, thought O’Meara. What are the odds you’ll tell me if you find something?
He said, “Sounds like you’ve got the full court press on. You must really think this is it.”
She moved closer, closer than he could ever remember her getting since they first shook hands several weeks ago. He could see her face now, wrinkles everywhere. Somehow even with that and the wisp of white hair snaking out of the hood, the energy of the woman suggested she wasn’t as old as she appeared.
“O’Meara, I know this is it. I can feel it in my bones.”
He blinked from the intensity of it and tried to regain his equilibrium. “You really think the document is enough to change things?”
“You’ve been looking for it most of your adult life. What do you think?”
He shook his head. “Not by itself, no. But it will be disruptive, which will open the door for other things. People would be shocked to learn how many of the founders knew that America wasn’t simply going to cruise along with its new Constitution. Forget about the Civil War, they knew we’d have to have another revolution. If we find even half the things we’ve got leads on—”
She held up a hand.
“One thing at a time, O’Meara. We’ve got one lead to focus on now. Tomorrow’s work lies in Hamiltonban.”

CHAPTER TEN

“Tell me again why we’re freezing in central Pennsylvania when we could be sitting in front of the fireplace at the hotel?” Bones rubbed his hands together to keep them warm, then put them over his mouth and breathed. He and Dane had woken at five in the morning, hopped in the Mustang, and driven nearly three hours west to Gettysburg. With temperatures dipping below twenty overnight, Dane had for once not needed to convince Bones to keep the top up. They were stopped at a gas station just outside of town.
“We’re trying to find the people who have been shooting at us?”
“I mean besides that.”
“You sure you can handle the truth?”
“Maddock, was that supposed to be a Jack Nicholson impression?”
Dane ignored him. “You said it yourself a couple days ago. The truth is, we can’t let go of a mystery once we’re on the trail. Neither one of us.”
“Whatever. Just tell me what we’re going to do now that we’re here.”
“It was your idea. We’re going to head for the VFW. Find some retired Navy guys. See if there’s anyone from Hamiltonban or at least Fairfield. Ask about the Marshall family.”
Bones considered the plan. “I liked the idea when I came up with it, but I think not all guys of the generation you’re bound to find at the VFW on a weekday morning will want to talk to a redskin like me.”
Dane shrugged. “We’ll deal with that when and if it happens.”
After leaving the pawn shop, they had reached the library before it closed. It took them less than an hour looking through books on Scottish Coats of Arms to find a match for the logo on the envelope. The logo was for the Randolph family. Given the references they found in the warehouse to “Randolph’s copy” and Ben Franklin, they tentatively associated it with Edmund Randolph, one of three delegates who refused to sign the final Constitution. This envelope might be a clue to whatever document “Randolph’s copy” referred to.
They also discovered that Hamiltonban was a town just west of Gettysburg, part of the larger town of Fairfield. That left them with a lot of clues and no way to make sense of them. So they called up Jimmy Letson and this time he answered. He was able to run a search that tied a descendant of Edmund Randolph named Hawthorne to a family named Marshall in Hamiltonban.
The connection was pretty weak — just a single letter of correspondence which had only managed to survive because it contained three one-cent Ben Franklin stamps from the post-civil war era. Letson had found it by cross-referencing Edmund Randolph with Hamiltonban and discovering an image uploaded to the internet by a collector six months earlier. According to Letson, it wasn’t the kind of connection a normal search would have turned up, but the former Navy man claimed to have access to more powerful tools.
The letter itself suggested some sort of conflict between the two men, with Hawthorne wanting to “take possession of my father’s effects.” But Letson found no evidence of follow-up or further correspondence. That didn’t mean none happened, of course. So the Marshall family in Hamiltonban was the best lead they had at this point.
They arrived at the VFW and headed inside. The air smelled of cigars as they made their way into a sitting area occupied by a number of old men, some in uniform and some not. Dane and Bones had chosen to just wear fatigues, figuring any sort of more formal uniform might seem too direct an attempt to gain favor.
A voice emanated from within the group of men; Dane couldn’t tell which. “Howdy boys.”
Dane looked in the general direction of the voice. “Hello to you, too.”
A different voice said, “I’m guessing you didn’t just stop by for the company.”
Chuckles and a guffaw followed this observation. The man who had spoken sat in a wheelchair, hands resting on the arms. He had to be at least eighty years old, most of his body wasting away. His face was still lively, round beneath half-inch long white hair. He wasn’t in uniform, but Dane got the sense that he was a marine.
Bones must have agreed because he said, “Semper Fi.”
The man smiled. “And you men must be squids. Maybe SEALs. There’s something about the cut of your jib.”
“Guilty as charged,” Dane said, “though we’re still in training.”
“You’re always in training, boy, don’t ever forget that. Now, what can we do for you?”
Dane met the man’s eyes. “Well first we should introduce ourselves. I’m Dane Maddock and my friend here is Uriah Bonebrake.”
Bones frowned at the mention of his given name.
“Uriah, huh? Guy with that name joining the Navy has got to think every now and then about disobeying an order.”
Bones laughed, knowing the guy was referring to the biblical Uriah whom King David ordered to the front lines of battle so he would be killed and David could possess Uriah’s wife, Bathsheba. “It’s been known to happen. Most people call me Bones.”
“A fitting name. People around here just call me Gunny.”
Dane figured if ever anyone seemed like a Gunny, it was this old marine. “We’re looking for information related to the Marshall family who lived in Hamiltonban around the time of the Battle of Gettysburg.”
Several pairs of eyes exchanged glances. Gunny didn’t display any reaction, but he took an extra moment before answering. “Hamiltonban. The Marshalls were a prominent family in the town in the nineteenth century. I’m not sure I can tell you any more than that. What exactly are you looking for?”
Dane looked at Bones, who gave an imperceptible shrug of the shoulders. Dane didn’t mind sharing information, but he didn’t want to sound crazy, either. He’d leave out anything about people trying to kill them.
“We’re looking for a document associated with Edmund Randolph, and we found a couple of clues that suggest it may have last been with the Marshall family around the time of Gettysburg. Possibly tied to a family named Hawthorne as well. We’re trying to maybe track down the properties they lived on, or even some ancestors.”
Gunny looked up for a second and then returned his gaze to Dane. “I get the feeling you boys aren’t telling this old marine the full truth.”
Dane’s gaze didn’t waver. “We may have left one or two things out. Circumstances have forced this research on us, and we’d prefer to have it impact as few people as possible.”
“Tell you what, son. I won’t go so far as to say I trust you, but in my line of work you learn to judge a lot of things in a hurry. I don’t think you’re likely to use information to hurt people who shouldn’t be hurt. There’s a guy who often comes in here, much older than me, he knows more about Hamiltonban than any man living. I can give him a call, though you may be waiting a bit. He doesn’t move the way he used to.”
Gunny whipped out a cell phone and dialed a number, turning away from Dane and Bones as he did. Bones leaned over to Dane and spoke in a low voice. “If even Gunny here has a cell phone, you and I have got to get with the times.”
“We spend all our time training except for the occasional leave. It’d be a waste.”
“What about the time we spend getting shot at by the Sons of the Republic?”
Gunny’s voice broke in. “If you ladies are done gabbing, you’re in luck. His grand-daughter says he left half an hour ago, so he should be here any minute. Pull up a couple chairs and tell us all what the squids are doing these days to make themselves feel more like marines.”
Dane found that despite giving lip service to the traditional marine superiority in all things, the old soldier listened respectfully to their stories about SEAL training. He nodded and laughed at Bones’ more colorful anecdotes.
“Men don’t change much. Maybe on the surface things are different, but change a few details and that could have been me sixty years ago. By the way, it looks like our friend is here.”
The ancient man hobbling towards them moved as if trying to lose a race with molasses. He leaned heavily on a cane in his right hand. When he reached a chair, he spent nearly a minute lowering himself into a seated position. Only then did he look up at Dane and Bones.
“Who’re you?”
Dane said, “Gunny here told us you were the man to talk to about the history of Hamiltonban.”
“Has that old fool been telling tales again? Ah well, I might remember a thing or three about the place. What do you say, Gunny?”
Gunny sounded respectful. “It’s up to you, Mort. These boys might not be the worst scoundrels to drag their ugly carcasses through that door.”
“High praise from the likes of you.” Mort looked at Dane. “What do you want to know?”
Dane repeated the information about the Marshalls and a document associated with Edmund Randolph. Mort scratched his chin. “Hmmm.”
He sat there unmoving for so long that Dane wondered if he had fallen asleep. Or worse. Eventually, though, he responded.
“Takes a while to access the memory banks these days. I remember something I heard from my grandfather when I was younger than you are now and he was older than Gunny here. Haven’t thought about that in a long time.”
He adjusted himself in the chair. “Small towns, you see, they have secrets. Back then even more. Some of the things that happened and no one ever heard about, well they probably wouldn’t stay hidden today. My grandfather loved to tell stories and I never knew how much was real. I’ll tell you the story and you do with it what you want.
“There were several Marshalls in town in the middle of the 19th century. Well respected folk, one was even a Senator. They had the occasional illegitimate branch of the family tree, though. It wasn’t uncommon, but unlike today it was something you didn’t make public.
“What my grandfather told me was that there was a conflict between one of the Marshalls and an outside family called Hawthorne. That name is what jogged my memory. Anyway, supposedly there was a big argument in the middle of town and the next day, Marshall’s house burned to the ground. Can’t remember his first name, maybe began with a ‘T.’
“They didn’t find any bodies in the fire, but neither he nor Hawthorne was ever heard from again. One of the elder Marshalls managed to keep any mention of the fire or the disappearance out of the newspaper. As time went by, there was sort of an unwritten rule not to talk about it except in hushed tones and not at all to outsiders. My grandfather said that folks from time to time swore they heard ghosts on the old property, which was why he told me the story in the first place.”
A faraway smile crossed Mort’s face. “Grandfather did love his ghost tales.”
Dane allowed him a moment and then said, “That’s a great story. It sounds like it must have its origin in what we’ve found so far. Any idea when this took place?”
A shake of the head from Mort. “He never said. It was always about the storytelling, not that kind of detail. After the war, of that I’m sure.”
Bones said, “Any idea where the property was that burned down?”
Mort raised his eyebrows. “That’s the million dollar question, isn’t it. All grandfather said was out by the start of the river. Probably means somewhere near the headwaters of the Chesapeake where the nature preserve is now. It can’t be in the nature preserve itself or someone would have found the ruins. There are maps from that era you could look at in the library. Not sure if that would help, as they tried to erase all record of it, like I said. It was easier to do back then.”
All at once, Mort looked tired and feeling all of however many years he had under his belt. Bones walked over to him and shook his hand. “That information is really helpful. By the way, what branch of the service were you in?”
Mort narrowed his eyes. “Navy of course, just like you. Only branch that pulls its own weight, though I admit Gunny’s people occasionally come through when the chips are down.”
Gunny let out a guffaw, which somehow seemed inconsistent with the image Dane had formed of him. “You boys may be about to witness some real combat.”
Dane took a step back and put up his hands in surrender. “We really appreciate your help. We’ll let you get on with your day.”
“On with our day? Are you kidding, we’ll be talking about your visit for weeks.”
“Months,” said Mort.
As Dane turned to leave with Bones, Gunny said, “There’s one more thing you should probably know. You’re not the only stranger in town interested in the Marshalls.”
Dane swung back. “Someone else came by here?”
“Not here and they didn’t talk to us. But word gets around. A half dozen of them flew in last night on a private plane. This morning at the crack of early they headed out in two cars and wound up at two separate places formerly associated with the Marshalls.”
“How do you know all this?”
“Son, there is no communication network in the world to compare to a bunch of old men with nothing to do. We could take the NSA to the cleaners any day of the week. Gettysburg looks big on the map because of the park, but this area and Hamiltonban are still small town in nature. Since the war, folks have been even more wary of outsiders than a normal small town.”
Bones held his hand behind his back and said, “Okay if your communication is that quick, how many fingers am I holding up.”
Without blinking, Gunny said, “Just one, but no offense taken”
Bones let out a bellowing laugh. “Gunny, you are one funny dude. Hey Maddock, maybe I should hang out with him instead of you?”
“He’s a marine, remember? They’d never let you show your face back at SEAL training.”
“Good point. So, Gunny, were either of these properties near the area Mort was talking about, the start of the river or whatever?”
Gunny looked at Mort who shook his head. “No. But I wouldn’t even bet someone else’s paycheck they don’t wind up there eventually.”
Dane said. “We appreciate the heads-up. I have a bad feeling we know who these guys are. You probably want to steer clear of them unless you’re armed.”
Gunny nodded. “You boys take care of yourselves.”
With that dismissal, Dane and Bones walked back out to the Mustang. Dane said, “Gunny was talking about how they are even more wary of outsiders since the war. What war do you think he meant? Vietnam? World War II?”
Bones put a hand on his shoulder. “Maddock, think about where we are. There was only one war that impacted this area in a major way. He was telling us they’ve been wary since the Civil War.”

CHAPTER ELEVEN

“Well this is it.”
Dane and Bones had hiked through a short trail and then veered off the path to follow the final trickle of water to where it ended, ignoring the signs to stay on the trail. The snow meant that they didn’t see much, but they could tell the basic path of the creek. Fortunately the storm, which had hit Philadelphia had spared this area, and the snow was not deep. This was one of the origin points of the Chesapeake River.
“Right, but we need to keep going northwest. It’s probably in some other land in the state forest like Mort said, not right here.”
Bones shook his head. “This is not much to go on, but you’re right. We’ll keep looking until we find it or it gets dark.”
Time passed, but Dane really had no sense how long they were out there. He had learned not to bother looking at his watch when faced with this kind of situation; it just made things worse. They walked thirty feet apart with Bones slightly in front, scanning for any sign of an old house burned down over a century ago.
They had crossed a couple of roads, passed around the periphery of a few houses and probably covered five miles when Bones stopped and pointed a finger.
“What is it?”
“Does something look odd to you about those trees?”
Dane looked at where Bones was pointing. He’d seen so many trees in the past hours that they all blurred into one. These trees were all maples, which were quite common in the woods. But they were of uniform height and more importantly all in a row, at least twenty of them stretching for a hundred yards or so.
“Great catch Bones. Those didn’t just grow like that naturally, they had to be planted.”
“Like a driveway?”
They found one end of the row of trees and searched the area, but found nothing. Then they trudged to the other end and started doing the same thing.
Dane spotted something, which generated an inkling of concern. “Bones, did you walk over here yet?”
“Nope.”
“Well neither did I, but there are footprints.”
Bones joined him. “Looks like maybe the Sons beat us here. Should we follow them?”
“Could be them, could be someone else, but I can’t think of a better option.”
He removed the AR-15 from the sling in which he carried it. “We need to make sure we see them before they see us.”
“I like the way you think, Maddock.”
They followed the footprints, Bones leading Maddock by about fifteen feet. A couple minutes later, Bones veered off towards a nearby tree and Dane figured that nature had called. He looked down at his weapon and flexed his fingers against the grip.
When he looked back up, Bones had disappeared.
“Bones?” Dane didn’t yell, not wanting to attract the attention of the creators of the footprints. Hearing no answer, he made his way towards the tree. About three feet away, he saw the snow disappearing into a hole.
“Are you down there, Bones?”
After a few seconds, he heard the reply. “That’s affirmative, Maddock.”
Bones sounded irritated but not hurt, and Dane couldn’t help chuckling. “So you fell down a hole?”
“Maddock, I think I found it.”
“Found what?”
“I fell into some sort of structure with a dirt floor. Ceiling is about six feet high. It looks old, too. You should come down here.”
“Think you could get out if you had to?”
Dane saw Bones’ head appear about a foot below the level of the ground. “Sure. The roof actually feels solid except for the spot where I fell. I think a tree root weakened it.”
“Ok, stand back, then.”
Dane took out his flashlight, sat down, and slid into the hole. He landed easily, allowing his knees to bend and absorb what little shock there was. He could just about stand up without bumping his head, but in the beam of his light he could see that Bones had to stoop.
He had landed in a room about ten feet by ten feet square. Bones was moving down the one exit from the room, a hallway three feet wide. The walls were dark with age, constructed of stone with some sort of cement or mortar in the joints. The ceiling consisted of sturdy slabs of American Chestnut, still in surprisingly good condition considering over a century of wear. The floor was dirt, damp but still hard-packed.
“Bones, where are you going?”
“Dude, we’re searching for some old lost remnants of a burned down building and we fell into an underground structure. Seems like we should at least see if we can find any clues down here.”
Dane couldn’t argue with that. He followed Bones down the hallway, his flashlight reflecting off the wall. They came to an opening on the right, which led to another room similar to the first. Dane’s light revealed only bare walls and dirt floor, so they continued down the hall.
After passing several similar rooms, they reached an ancient oak door. A rusted lock nominally prevented passage, but one blow from the stock of Bones’ AR-15 sent it clattering to the ground.
“See, even locks are no match for Mama Bonebrake’s boy.”
“Just open the door, Hercules.”
The room beyond the door contained several pieces of furniture, including a bed and a couch. Layers of grime blanketed everything, but unlike the other rooms, it had the feel of a dwelling as opposed to a cellar. Bones put a hand on a small table next to the bed, wiping off the dirt.
“Hey, this looks like it’s been charred. Must be the old Marshall place we’re looking for.”
Dane chuckled. “And we literally stumbled into it.”
“You stumbled, I fell on my butt. Now that I think about it, if this was the basement of a house that completely burned down, it wouldn’t look like this. There would be more damage above us.” He gestured to the solid beams of the ceiling.
“Could be an underground shelter. Normally you only saw those in the nineteenth century in places with a lot of tornadoes, but they had them other places on occasion. Doesn’t really explain the fire damage on the table. Looks like the bed suffered from fire as well.”
Bones suddenly moved to one corner of the room. “What’s this?”
His beam illuminated a metal chest about three feet long and two feet high. Unlike the rest of the stuff in the room, no layer of dirt or grime adorned it. And the broken lock next to it was modern.
Dane shook his head. “I don’t believe it. A treasure chest.”
Bones grinned. “That’s almost as cliche as ‘X marks the spot.’ Kinda looks like someone beat us to it.”
Dane’s hand tightened on his Glock and the AR-15 felt heavier in the strap across his back. He swung his light around the room and saw another door across from the one through which they had entered. Then he saw the footprints forming a path in dust towards it.
“No way to tell when, Bones, but I think you’re right. Might as well open it anyway.”
The chest was empty, with sides made of metal and bottom padded with cloth.
“Look, the Randolph Coat of Arms.” Bones pointed to an image stitched into the padding.
“We’re obviously on the right track. But what does it mean?”
“I’ll tell you what it means — that is a bat at the top of the crest like we thought. Obviously we’re dealing with vampires.”
Dane rolled his eyes and Bones laughed. “Just kidding, bro. It means we’re still playing catch-up. Our path lies in that direction.”
His eyes followed the path of footprints. They moved to the door and opened it, Dane noting another broken lock lying on the ground on the other side. More footprints in the dirt extended down the hallway. Dane kept his Glock ready while Bones gripped the AR-15.
“Is that light up there?” Dane switched off his light and confirmed the presence of natural light coming from a low staircase ahead. He turned to Bones.
“How do you want to handle it?”
“I’ll just poke my head up and see if the coast is clear. If I get decapitated, you’ll know not to follow.”
Before Dane could think of an answer, Bones had eased his way up so his feet were on the third step from the top. He called down in a voice just above a whisper. “Seems okay. Wait, I see—”
Automatic weapons fire interrupted him and suddenly his feet were no longer visible from the top step. Dane wanted to follow, but stopped himself. “Bones!”
He heard what had to be Bones returning fire, and then a mix of weapons, which became impossible to distinguish. He was almost ready to poke his AR-15 out and join the fray when Bones came flying back down the stairs head first. The big man rolled into a crouch, rifle still in his hands.
His eyes held a combination of anger and pain, the latter Dane figured was likely due to rolling on his injured shoulder. “You okay?”
“Yep. Fire coming from three sides. Looks like we’re not going out that way.”
Dane tightened his jaw. “It must be the Sons of the Republic again.”
“You can take that to the bank. Did I forget to mention who I saw?”
“You might have had other things on your mind, what with getting shot at and diving down a staircase. Spit it out.”
“I’m seeing ghosts. Actually just one ghost: someone we both saw go down with a head wound in Boston.”
“You don’t mean—”
“That’s right. O’Meara was with them.”

CHAPTER TWELVE

Forty minutes later, Dane and Bones were still underground. They had rushed back to where Bones originally fell through the roof, but Dane’s attempt to get out that way had met with gunfire as well. They were in a stalemate, with the Sons not willing to risk a shooting gallery coming down, and Dane and Bones unable to reach the surface.
“Maybe there’s another way out.” Dane paced back and forth down the hallway.
“Like a secret passageway? I thought I was the crazy one. I say we just shoot our way out.”
“Well we have to do something. I have a bad feeling about this.”
“I figure if they had grenades or any kind of explosives, we’d know already.”
“Sure, but they have other options. Create some sort of blaze with a big pile of spruce branches, toss it down here, then keep adding fuel to it so quickly we can’t put it out. Or find a nearby gravel pit or rock quarry and liberate something of theirs. Hell, they could even make a bomb out of fertilizer. Wouldn’t take much to make our position untenable.”
The words were barely out of his mouth when something clattered down the stairs. A glimpse of a sparking wick told him their time had run out. He considered sprinting to it and chopping off the wick before it went off. But it was thirty feet away and that kind of reckless action usually only paid off in action movies.
Bones yelled, “Run!”
One advantage of Dane’s shorter stature was that he could accelerate more quickly than Bones. He made the door to the room with the chest just in front of his friend, sprinting towards the opposite door. Before he could get through it, a hand on his shoulder jerked him to a stop.
“Don’t go any further.”
For a moment, Dane’s adrenaline got the better of him and he turned with raised fists. Then he cursed himself for not thinking of what Bones already had. The wick had been attached to sticks of dynamite, probably the best explosive the Sons could come up with on short notice. Almost certainly they’d be throwing more down the hole where Bones had first fallen in. He looked at Bones.
“Duck and cover?”
“No choice, man.”
They both got to their knees and covered their heads with their hands. A few seconds later, loud pops assaulted their ears, followed by rumbling. The earth shook and the sound changed to that of stones crashing against each other.
Stones popped out of the walls in the room, and Dane heard Bones curse. He wanted to look up, but he knew that would just put him at more risk.
Then heat and light assaulted his brain and everything else fell away.
* * *
The sound of chiseling shook Dane awake. He opened his eyes and realized that he was lying sideways with his cheek pressed into the dirt. When he moved his head, a flash of pain moved through his neck. He tried again more slowly and was able to rotate his whole body enough to see Bones kneeling a few feet away, his arm rising and falling in time with the chiseling sound. Bones had taken off his jacket, and Dane could see blood from the shoulder wound oozing through the t-shirt.
“What are you doing?”
Bones whirled and Dane could have sworn he saw an expression of concern. “Dude, you’re awake!”
“Awake? What exactly happened?”
“The room we were in collapsed from the explosion. A few seconds after it ended, the door back towards where I fell in was still clear, but before I could get there, they blew that end too. You got hit on the head with a rock I guess.”
Dane looked around, trying to get his bearings. “How long was I out?”
“Over an hour. Maybe closer to two, I wasn’t paying attention.”
“Because you’re trying to dig us out. So are you trying to get us out towards the steps or towards where we fell in?”
“Neither. Those doors are blocked by huge piles of rubble. But in that same corner where we took cover, I found a hollow space exposed by the collapse. That’s what you’re looking at right now in fact.”
Dane realized that instead of the six feet of clearance they had enjoyed earlier, this space was barely tall enough to sit up in. He gestured to where Bones had been working. “So you’re trying to get us back in?”
“Nope. I was for a little while, but it seemed like it might take a lot of hours. So I switched to that cave-in over there, which is where the hollow space ended. I’ve only been at it a few minutes, and I think it’ll only take a few minutes more to break through.”
“Break through? How do you know there’s space on the other side?”
“Ancient Indian secret. Trust me, a few more minutes and you’ll be amazed.”
Dane pushed himself onto his knees, the neck pain now merely annoying instead of debilitating. He felt some bruises on his legs and back, but aside from that he seemed to have avoided major injury. “I’ll give you a hand.”
Bones met his stare for a second before nodding. “Well you’ve obviously got a hard head, but I’d recommend grabbing a sharp stone and digging with that instead.”
Working together, they cleared a space in short order. Bones was right, and it continued as a tunnel on the other side. It seemed like something natural as opposed to the structure that the Sons had just collapsed on them. The rock and dirt was uneven, with the top dipping as low as two feet and rising as high as five as they went.
“It’s amazing that this tunnel has stayed intact, Bones.”
Bones picked up a baseball-sized stone and rapped it in a few places on the ceiling, wall and floor. Instead of the thud of dirt, most of the strikes elicited the echo of stone on stone. “This was hollowed out by water. Probably a while ago given how dry this dirt is. But basically this is a tunnel through rock.”
“I’ll bet whoever built that cellar knew about this tunnel first. Which means—”
“There may be another exit.”
Bones finished Dane’s sentence. “Which is good, because with the amount of time it would take to get out through the collapsed cellar, I might wind up having to go all Donner Party on you.”
Dane considered a comeback, but decided to save his breath. The movement was slow going due to the changes in tunnel height, but their training had prepared them well for this sort of exercise. They switched places a couple of times, until Dane in the lead stopped and put his hand back behind him.
“Hold up. Something’s not right.”
“You mean the smell?”
Dane hadn’t quite nailed it down until Bones said it. “Yeah. Some kind of animal.”
“Probably rats. The lights should scare them.”
“I dunno, that doesn’t smell like rats. It seems… bigger.”
“Man, how can something smell bigger? It’s my turn to lead anyway. If I see any elephants, you’ll be the second to know.”
A few seconds later, two things happened: First, Dane spotted a tunnel branching off to the right, heading down at a steep angle.
The second thing was Bones’ face appearing next to his, accompanied by a hand over Dane’s mouth. Bones put a finger next to his lips and waited for Dane to nod in agreement. Then he moved his light with what seemed to Dane ridiculous care. When the light settled in the direction they had been heading, Dane understood.
Nestled in a hollow lay three slumbering bears.

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

“Remind me never to question your sniffer again. You’re a regular hound dog,” Bones whispered.
Dane ignored him, and slowly moved toward the branching tunnel. He could sense Bones moving soundlessly behind him. When he was about a foot from the tunnel, a throaty rumble punctuated the air. He summoned every ounce of willpower he possessed and did not shine his light back in that direction.
Once onto the slope of the tunnel, Dane slid without any need to propel himself forward. The ride lasted only a few seconds before terminating with a painful crash into a large rock. He bounced sideways onto dirt and shined his light forward. He saw a few more feet of tunnel, muddier than what they’d been in so far. Beyond that was a mass of brown vines.
He heard Bones land behind him. At least he assumed it was Bones, not one of the bears. “You okay?”
“Never better. I think they’re awake, though.”
The rumble came again, only this time it was followed by a full roar.
“What gave it away?”
Dane moved to the vines. He definitely saw light coming through, but they were very dense. He stuck a gloved hand into the mass and was able to penetrate almost to his shoulder, but he didn’t feel an end to it.
“Stand back!”
Dane jumped aside as Bones launched himself from a three point stance towards the vines. The low apex of the tunnel forced him to stay crouched, but he still made impact with tremendous force.
Most of that force was repelled instantly. Bones crashed to the ground with one arm still stuck in the vines. Dane expected him to writhe in pain, but he looked up and his eyes shone with something not far from madness.
When Bones pulled his hand out, more light came in. Dane grabbed the vines with both hands and was able to tear some out. He could now see the shadows of trees outside, fading in the dusk. They had a way out if only they could make the hole a little bigger.
Bones backed up and Dane stepped aside again. The repeat charge finally broke through, and Bones disappeared through the hole, whooping as he did. Dane followed, hearing the sound of something crashing to the ground behind him. Even if he hadn’t known the bears were coming, the roar that accompanied the landing would have given it away.
Outside, Bones was on his feet and backpedaling across snow-covered and rocky ground, once again holding the AR-15. Dane scrambled to his knees, but slipped on a slick rock. He rolled over and saw a bear emerge only a few feet away. The bear rose to its hind legs and opened its mouth.
“Stay down Maddock.”
The next sound Dane heard after the warning from Bones was a double gunshot. Chunks of stone flew near the bear’s feet, and the bear swatted at the ground with a paw. A moment later, Bones fired once more and the bear abruptly turned and bounded back through the vines.
Dane got to his feet and looked at Bones. “Tell me that didn’t just happen.”
“Okay. We didn’t just turn tail and run away from an angry mama bear and her two cubs.”
“Those were cubs?” Dane marveled.
“Half the size of the bear that came out, so that’s what I figure. Good thing a few shots scared her away.”
Dane shook his head. “You realize that word of this can never reach our unit?”
“Word of what?”
“Exactly.”
Dane moved his AR-15 from his shoulder to his hands. “Think the Sons of the Republic were still around to hear your shots?”
“I almost hope they were. We’re probably only a couple hundred yards from there.”
They kept their lights off, allowing their eyes to adapt to the darkness as they moved. Dusk wasn’t complete, and they moved slowly without any problem.
Dane spotted the line of trees, which they had been following when Bones fell in. They found the spot, but still saw no sign of their adversaries.
“Think we should turn on the light?”
“No.”
Dane was surprised at the uncharacteristically terse answer. “Do you have a plan?”
“I’m considering shooting that guy over there.”
Dane scanned until he saw a light bouncing in the distance. “Maybe we should question him first.”
“Probably. Let’s get close.”
The crunch of ice and snow made stealth more difficult, but soon enough they were only a few feet away from a figure shining a light down what Dane saw were the stairs from the far entrance to the cellar. He turned on his light and summoned his best impression of a television detective.
“Turn around with your hands in the air.”
The figure jumped a foot and tripped upon landing, sprawling into the snow. Dane exchanged a glance with Bones, who shrugged. Dane stepped forward.
“Turn over slowly.” The figure complied, showing himself to be a man about fifty years old bundled in a dark colored parka. He wore glasses with thick frames, and his freckles were obvious even in the limited light. Before Dane could say anything else, the man spoke in a high pitched voice.
“What are you guys doing here?”
“How about you tell us what you’re doing here?”
The man looked like he wanted to argue and then noticed the Glocks. He took a deep breath, but his voice sounded steady when he answered. “Would you believe I’m visiting my family’s ancestral land?”
Bones snorted. “In the dead of winter after dark. How about you try again?”
“It’s true.”
The man mumbled something under his breath, which Dane didn’t understand. Dane shook his head. “Ancestral land, huh? What’s your name?”
“Octavius Marshall. Who are you?”
“You’re better off not knowing,” Dane said. “So why come out here now?”
Even in the dark, Dane was struck by how still Marshall remained when he answered. “My twin brother Cornelius was killed a couple days ago. I tracked the killers here.”
Dane frowned. “Killers? And you tracked them to your family’s ancestral land?”
“I can understand you being skeptical when I talk about killers.”
“Actually that part doesn’t surprise me. But what about the land?”
“To be honest, I’m only speculating. But I know the family owned several properties out here in the nineteenth century and I know there was a fire and one of them was abandoned. I also know they killed Cornelius, so it’s a logical conclusion.”
Dane felt exposed standing out in the open with his attention not on his surroundings. But he could sense that Marshall either had some useful information or was seriously playing them. He needed to find out. To Bones he said, “Can you keep an eye on our six?”
Bones nodded and Dane looked at Marshall, unable to get much of a read on him in the dark. “Back up a second. Who killed Cornelius and what information? And how did you find them and follow them?”
“How do I know you’re not with them?”
“And how do I know you’re telling the truth?”
“Fine, fine, you’re the one with the gun. I went to see Cornelius yesterday and I found him dead.”
Marshall’s voice caught a bit, but he continued. “I also found a couple of guys there searching the house. They didn’t see me, so I waited until one of them left and then I followed him. Last night, he got on a private plane with some other people. I found out where they were going and flew out here as well. I didn’t find them, but I discovered they came to this place.”
He looked down at the descending stairs. “I guess I missed them.”
Before answering, Dane took a moment to process what Marshall had just said. “Your story has some holes in it. Like how do you know these guys killed your brother? And what the hell were you doing trying to follow his killers? Not exactly a safe move.”
Marshall reached into his pocket. Dane steadied his weapon. “Stop right there.”
Marshall said, “Ah, right. I am reaching for a gun, that is true, but I was going to show you that I wasn’t totally defenseless following them. Can I take it out?”
“Do that. Do it slowly and drop it on the ground.”
Marshall did. Dane said, “Seems like you weren’t paying that much attention. We crept up on you easily enough.”
Marshall shook his head. “Yeah, you’re right. I was just a little overwhelmed when I saw this place. But you asked me how I knew they killed my brother. When I got to his place, his body was slumped in a chair at his kitchen table. Before I followed the guy, I took my brother’s pulse. He was dead, no question. He was ice cold, too. I called 911 but I didn’t stick around. I wouldn’t have been able to follow the guy, plus what would have been the point?”
Bones stopped scanning the area and shone his light towards Marshall. “Sounds like a lot of BS to me. How do we know you’re telling the truth?”
“Come on, chief, I just lost my brother, I wouldn’t lie to you.”
“You do realize how offensive it is to call a Native American ‘chief?’ Don’t forget, I’m a foot taller than you and armed.”
Marshall sighed and shook his head. “So you’re gonna shoot me because I’m insensitive?”
Bones opened his mouth but didn’t say anything. This was the first time Dane could ever recall the big man at a loss for words. He looked at Marshall and decided to be a little more direct. “So you didn’t see anyone here earlier?”
“No, I just got here.”
“Well, we’re looking into something. Did you know anything about your brother’s medallion?”
“The Celtic cross?” Marshall’s brow furrowed. “Don’t tell me that turned out to be important.”
“We don’t know for sure, but it could be.”
Marshall’s shoulders sagged, and his voice lost some of its energy. “I knew it. Cornelius always screwed up like this. He needed the money and sold it, but I always thought there was a story behind it. What did you find?”
Bones set his jaw. “Enemies.”
“Enemies?” Marshall paused. “You mean you think the medallion had something to do with him being killed?”
“Assuming we buy your story, then I think it’s a safe bet.”
“Yeah. You know, the reason I went over there is because ever since the night before I had the sense something was wrong with him. They say twins have some sort of special sense, which mostly seems like crap, but I had a really bad feeling. Looks like I was right.”
His voice gained some volume and he looked up. “Hey, we should team up, see if we can find those guys and hunt them down.”
Dane couldn’t help but run his eyes over the smaller man. “No offense, but I think we’ll be better off on our own. I’m impressed that you were able to follow them, but this is going to be dangerous. It already is. You may want to disappear for a while.”
“Don’t you worry about me, I can take care of myself. And I still think we’ll be better off working together. I can be the brains, you guys will be the brawn.”
Bones stuck an index finger in his chest. “Or we could just be the brains AND the brawn.”
“Sorry, I didn’t realize how that sounded. You know, what I mean, we’ll be better off with more of us trying to figure things out. I already figured on tracing the registration of the plane they took out here. I can help you, I swear.”
Dane said, “So what exactly do you bring to the table, besides being the first man to ever say something that shut Bones up? Why do we need you?”
If it weren’t for the glasses and freckles, Marshall’s grin might have appeared menacing. “I can tell you about the coat of arms on the envelope.”
Bones snorted. “We already figured that out in under an hour at the library.”
The grin disappeared. “Well I can tell you the tail number on the plane.”
“Nothing we couldn’t get by working some of our contacts in the service, but I’ll grant that it would save us a little effort.”
Marshall nodded. “Absolutely. Plus, I also have something else you guys might want if you’re interested in the Celtic cross.”
Dane took a step closer and allowed himself to edge up onto his toes to increase the amount he towered over Marshall. “And what is that?”
“If I tell you, can I work with you?”
Bones glared at him. “No, but I might keep myself from slapping you. No promises.”
“Okay, okay ch—” He stopped himself as Bones scowled.
“I have the document that was in the envelope.”

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

“Think they’re dead?”
O’Meara leaned back in the plush seat as they cruised eighteen thousand feet above the Pennsylvania countryside. The trip back to Philadelphia was short and they’d soon move out of level flight into the descent. O’Meara was not accustomed to traveling on a private jet, but he decided it was something he could get used to.
The raspy voice carried disdain in response. “You were there as well, O’Meara. What do you think?”
He looked across the aisle at the old woman. He still didn’t know what to make of her. To see her move across a room most of the time you’d think she needed a walker, but she had easily kept up during the two short hikes through the snow. He’d watched her going down the stairs into the hidden cellar, watched her lean over the treasure chest with no hesitation. She wasn’t nearly as feeble as she liked to pretend.
“If they had no digging tools, then even if they survived the collapse, there’s no way they got out either of those entrances. But these guys are like bad pennies. I’d be surprised if they don’t somehow turn up.”
“So you answered your own question.”
“I have some contacts in the Pennsylvania State Police. I could probably find out if they dig up any bodies.”
The old woman finally met his eye. “You can do what you want, but right now no one even knows an explosion occurred, let alone suspects casualties. This was an old ruin, and by spring any damage we created will be indistinguishable from what was there before.”
“Unless someone knows the area well enough to know that those piles of collapsed wood and stone are new.”
“Which doesn’t really change the lack of wisdom in calling attention to it now.”
O’Meara knew she was right, but inside he burned at her condescending attitude. In theory they shared the same goal, but he was getting close to telling her to piss off. Especially now that they had the document.
Correction, she has the document. Once they were out of the elements and in the car, she had handed it to him, and he had forced his hands not to tremble reading what he had sought for so long. It was exactly as expected and would be one piece of a chain reaction which the puppet-masters in the government couldn’t control or contain. She had taken it back after five minutes and he hadn’t seen it since.
“So we just wait to see if Maddock and Bonebrake reappear?”
“Can you think of a better idea given our resources and what we know? Nothing they can do will stop us now.”
“We know the hotel they’re staying at. I’ll have my guy keep watching it.”
“You do that. I also know they are due back in San Diego in a week. Perhaps they’ll show up, perhaps they won’t.”
O’Meara sighed. “Presumably you’ll let me know. When should we reveal the document?”
She raised her eyebrows. “It can wait a few days for the perfect opportunity. I was thinking of reserving time to speak at the Patriots rally in D.C. this weekend.”
“Makes sense.” And it did. What better place to reveal what the founders really thought than a rally dedicated to returning to their ideals?
Despite his verbal agreement, O’Meara wasn’t focused on the nature of the rally. He instead pondered the old woman’s choice of pronoun. Despite working closely with him over the past months to obtain the Randolph document, her use of the first person singular made it clear how things now stood.
O’Meara didn’t like it. But he wasn’t without skills or the ability to discover things on his own. In these situations, knowledge could be power. Before they had headed out to the Marshall place, he’d made a discreet phone call to someone he knew in the Pennsylvania State Police. It didn’t sound like the old woman’s thug had gotten himself arrested. But without O’Meara even giving him a name, his contact had mentioned a murder in the city at an apartment owned by one Cornelius Marshall.
Murders are common enough that O’Meara was surprised his contact would have happened to know about it. Until his contact told him the unusual part. O’Meara didn’t know yet how he could use the information, but he figured he’d think of a way.
The police had found not one but two dead bodies in the apartment of Cornelius Marshall.

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

“I hope I’m not the only one who suspects this document is a load of crap.” Bones said.
Dane’s only surprise at this comment was that Bones had waited nearly an hour to voice it. After agreeing to meet Marshall back in Philadelphia the next day, they had made their way back to the Mustang and hit the road.
“Maybe. But it won’t hurt to check it out.”
“Unless it’s a trap.”
“You think they sent Marshall out there to lure us to a spot in Philadelphia when they could have instead taken us out while we were talking to him? Even for a guy who believes in Bigfoot and Atlantis, that’s a stretch.”
“Hey, dude, Bigfoot is real and Atlantis is a documented historical place. Narrow minds can’t see that, but I won’t hold it against you.”
“Atlantis is historical fact?” Dane rolled his eyes.
“Just you wait. One day they’ll find it and you’ll owe me a beer.” Bones paused. “You’re probably right about Marshall. He’s kind of.. ”
“Weird?”
“Exactly.”
“Look who’s talking.”
Bones laughed. “Good point. Isn’t it my turn to drive?”
They arrived in Philadelphia without crashing or getting a speeding ticket, which Dane could only conclude meant that their luck had taken a turn for the better. They decided to check out of their motel and find another one, as it seemed like the Sons knew where they were staying. Bones parked a few blocks away and Dane went in through a back door with a winter hat pulled down around his ears and a jacket with the collar turned up. Not the most clever disguise, but hopefully enough misdirection to get him in and out without being recognized.
They checked into a place several miles away, paying cash. They chose a non-chain motel that didn’t ask for ID, so Dane was able to use a fake name. Despite all these measures, they slept in two shifts.
The precaution proved unnecessary. After an uneventful night they headed to meet Octavius Marshall, who lived in an apartment in a suburb on the New Jersey side of the city. Both men remained vigilant as they exited the car and went into the building. The neighborhood seemed fine, but four attempts on their life in recent days had triggered a healthy increase in Dane’s paranoia.
In the elevator on the way up, Dane watched floor numbers climb. “I can’t shake the feeling that we’re being watched.”
“Normally I’d say it’s just that stick you have up your butt, but in this case I have the same feeling.”
“And you don’t have a stick up your butt?”
“Exactly.”
Octavius Marshall opened the door before Dane had managed a second knock. He looked different in the daylight and without the hat and winter jacket. Not a single hair adorned his skull, and he seemed even thinner dressed in jeans and white collared shirt. He stood only two or three inches shorter than Dane but couldn’t have weighed more than a hundred and thirty pounds.
“Come on in guys, have a seat.”
Dane looked at him. “We just walked right up here. You realize you might be in danger too, right? Do you have any security?”
Marshall gestured with his hand. “Here? No, but I don’t even live here. It was just a convenient place to meet.”
“Wait, then who owns it?”
“I do. It’s my official address. In fact, it’s just about the only thing I own that’s in my name.”
Dane shook his head. “I’m confused now. Why would you do that?”
Marshall’s smile seemed forced. “Are you familiar with a little place on the coast east of here called Atlantic City?”
Bones interjected. “Get to the point.”
“I own several casinos there.”
Bones slapped his hands together. “Hey, my uncle Charlie owns a casino. So now I get it. You owe money to the mob and you want to hide your real stuff as much as you can.”
Marshall shook his head. “When I said own, that might have given the wrong impression. I’m an investor, a silent partner. The casinos are owned by corporations. Those corporations are fronts for the mob, true. But the days of casinos being solely used to launder money are long gone. They’re big business now. Since I’m an investor, I don’t borrow money; I lend money to the mob.”
Bones looked at Dane. “Dude, I never thought I’d say something like this, but we may want to steer clear of this guy.”
Dane remained focused on Marshall. “So that’s why you followed those guys to Hamiltonban. You figured that it was related to your business and they targeted Cornelius.”
“Yes, but now I don’t think so. First, I haven’t heard anything, and there’s not much point in doing something to him and not communicating a demand to me. More importantly, business is great, and everyone’s making loads of money. The reason I keep everything in different names is not because of them.”
Dane made the connection. “The government. Offshore accounts. Tax evasion.”
Marshall said nothing, but his eyes didn’t contradict the observation.
Bones used his deep voice in a Marlon Brando impression. “Let’s cut through it and see the document now. You made us an offer we couldn’t refuse.”
“Sure, sure, I have it right here. Be careful, though, it’s over a hundred and fifty years old. I normally keep it in an airtight vault.”
Dane took the document with a light touch. “Where did you say you got it?”
“My father left the medallion to Cornelius and the envelope with the document to me when he died. He said they had been in the family since at least his grandfather’s grandfather and that they were tied to a mystery which would contain both honor and shame for the family. Therefore, we should not open the envelope unless the family was at risk.”
“So you didn’t open it until…”
“I opened it with Cornelius when he told me he was going to sell the medallion and I let him keep the envelope. I figured all bets were off. It turns out the family is at risk. Cornelius and I are both childless, and he’s dead. At this rate, there won’t be any more family.”
Dane started reading. The document was on some sort of thick parchment, maybe vellum. It felt sturdy in his hands, and the black ink of the words was still perfectly legible.
Mr. Hawthorne,
I find myself near the end of the line. My final rest may be still in the distance, but I am no longer a young man. If you are reading this, it means I am now with my ancestors.
Recent events have given me reason to believe that my grandfather’s secret should come to light. So I will do more than simply pass the secret down to my son, as my grandfather did to my mother and she did to me. But I cannot dishonor the great man’s memory and simply reveal it. Instead, I will leave riddles, something I believe he would have found quite satisfactory.
My grandfather arranged for the final clue to the secret to be hidden in the Library of Congress. Only my mother and Edmund Randolph knew this, though I know not who else they told. The first riddle should be simplicity itself to solve: Look for one of the three, not one of the seven hundred and forty.
The second riddle has appeared before and will reappear when the right man applies his mind to it.
You might ask yourself why I am leaving this letter to you rather than one of my own sons. Rest assured they have been told. I know that your grandfather has never acknowledged your family and that you and I have never met. Edmund’s blood runs through your veins all the same, and the man you have become would have made him proud. Your grandfather and mine shared this endeavor from the beginning and I can think of no one better with whom to share their secret. I am confident you will know what to do with it.

Yours in gratitude,

Richard Franklin Bache.
Galveston, Texas
March 13, 1847

Bones was reading over Dane’s shoulder and let out a whistle. “Dude, this is cool. A voice from the grave telling us where to look.”
Dane couldn’t resist. “I don’t know, Bones, maybe he’s not dead. Maybe he’s from Atlantis and learned the secret to eternal life.”
“You can laugh, little man. You know who Richard Franklin Bache was, right?”
Dane didn’t answer and Marshall raised his hand. “I know who he is. Benjamin Franklin’s grandson. But I can’t make anything out of the rest of it.”
Bones said, “You mean aside from some sort of secret that Ben Franklin and Edmund Randolph had? If it was those two guys, it’s gotta have something to do with the Constitution. Anyone know what ‘recent events’ made Bache think he needed to spill the beans?”
Dane re-read the words. “Well, this was around the time Texas was preparing to join the union. I wonder if that has anything to do with it. No clue about the three and the seven hundred forty, though.”
Bones sighed. “Much as I hate to say it, I think we’re headed for some library research. Unless you want to call Jimmy again.”
“Not yet, Bones, let’s see what we can dig up first.”
“I can help you with the research.” Marshall said.
Bones raised an index finger. “First you need to track down the owner of that plane.”
Dane was tuning them out, focusing on the document. Something was there, something he couldn’t place. All at once it hit him when he read the words, “The second riddle has appeared before and will reappear.”
“It can’t be that simple. Octavius do you have a match?”
“A match? I have a lighter, but why?”
“Trust me.”
Dane flicked the Bic and started moving the flame towards the document. Bones grabbed his arm. “No offense, man, but I can’t let you do that.”
Dane shook off the huge hand. “Come on, Bones, would I burn a document like this?”
“Probably not, but tell me what you’re thinking before you make like Mrs. O’Leary’s cow.”
“Two words, Bones. Invisible ink.”
Bones raised his eyebrows and then a grin enveloped his face. He slapped Dane on the back, causing him to lurch forward and move the lighter perilously close to the document.
Marshall scowled. “If you two are done playing, maybe you could enlighten me.”
“Do you have an electric stove?” Dane asked.
Marshall nodded.
“Lead the way.”
They went into the kitchen where Dane turned on a burner and held the document a few inches above it “Notice how there’s a space here between the last two paragraphs?”
“There’s a space between every paragraph. That’s how they often wrote things back then.”
“Yeah, but the space between the last two paragraphs is bigger than the others. I’m betting that’s the second riddle — make what appeared before reappear. Heat is what brings out most invisible inks. My only concern is that after all this time, it will have degraded.”
Bones sucked in his breath through his teeth. “If they used something like lemon, then it will never have lasted. Something protein based like milk lasts longer, but probably not a century. They could have used some sort of invisible sealing agent, that’s probably our best hope.”
Marshall looked at him. “How do know all that? Are you an ink expert?”
“No, but I learned about it in my teens. I might have played a practical joke or two on the local constabulary.”
As the paper heated up, Dane found himself holding his breath. At first, it seemed like nothing was happening,even as the paper grew hotter. Then, words began to appear, faded but visible nonetheless. They formed two short sentences:
Look in the place where the father of the raven conjured an elk. You will find the noblest of birds and the sign of our Lord where the lover and the hermit meet.

Bones snorted. “Oh good, that cleared everything right up.”
Dane allowed himself a weak chuckle. “I think you were right about the library research. But it’s not all a mystery. The father of the Raven has got to be Edgar Allen Poe.”
Marshall cocked his head. “Was the Raven even written by 1847?”
“Yep. I memorized the poem back… in another life. It was published in 1845 and was pretty much an instant hit. I seem to recall Poe wrote a story called The Elk as well. Haven’t read it, though.”
Bones stroked his chin, a gesture Dane had trouble not laughing at given how rarely the man seemed to ponder anything seriously. “The noblest bird is probably a bald eagle if we’re talking about the founders and the Constitution.”
Marshall responded after a moment. “The only thing I can think of is the reference to the Library of Congress. It says Franklin hid something there. The thing is, the original Library of Congress wasn’t founded until Franklin had been dead for a few years.”
Dane pointed to the document. “It actually said he arranged for it to be hidden. So it’s possible.”
“Could be. But then we have a second problem. The original library was burned in 1812 by the British. Everything was lost.”
Bones appraised the older man. “Now it’s my turn to ask: how do you know all this?”
“History major. I thought I wanted to be a lawyer and that was a common major for future lawyers. It wasn’t for me, though.”
“Right, instead you decided to fund the mob.”
Dane hastened to derail this line of discussion. “None of that matters. We have to get to a library. Find the Poe story. Research the original Library of Congress. See if either of the riddles seems more manageable after we do that.”
“Makes sense to me, dude.”
Dane looked at Marshall. And you’re going to look into the plane, right?”
“Right. So we’ll touch base tonight and you’ll share what you find and I’ll tell you what I found.”
Dane put a hand on Bones’ arm before the big man could protest. “Sure. You want to meet here?”
“Yes. Make sure you’re not followed, okay?”
* * *
As they drove off, Bones took his eyes off the road and glanced at Dane. “Marshall seemed a little more pushy today.”
“Bones, when we first met him we were pointing guns at him.”
“Good point. Still, I think there’s more to this than he’s letting on.”
“There always is. In this case, one of those things is very obvious.”
“What’s that?”
“There’s no such thing as a private investor who lends money to the mob. Assuming he wasn’t completely making it up, there are only two possibilities. One is that he’s paying them off like we first suggested.”
Bones snapped his fingers. “Can I guess the other one?”
“Sure.”
“The other is that he actually is the mob.”

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

“Look at that! We gotta have time to do some bouldering, and some of those are V10 problems.”
Bones gestured to the huge rocks and small cliff faces that surrounded them, glistening with the melting snow. In stark contrast to the blizzard of two days earlier, the early afternoon sun had raised the temperatures north of fifty degrees and the ground was nearly clear.
Dane decided to push back a little bit. “Nah, V7 at the hardest. Though I understand how you might think it’s harder than it actually is.”
He and Bones were talking about the difficulty ratings scale for the sport of bouldering, a form of rock climbing targeting small rock formations. A “problem” described the route a climber would take.
Bones let out a belly laugh. “Oh no, Maddock is talking smack. I forgot you were into this stuff.”
“I’m more into real climbing, but bouldering has its appeal.”
“Dude, we have got to go climbing once we’re done solving two hundred year old mysteries and running from killers.”
“You’re on.”
They had just left the marked trails in Wissahickon Valley Park, and despite being less than a mile from the city streets, Dane felt like he was in the wilderness. The sound of the nearby Wissahickon Creek heavy with runoff drowned out almost all the sounds of mankind.
They had spent several hours at the library after leaving Marshall’s apartment. They still didn’t know the nature of the secret of Edmund Randolph and Ben Franklin, nor did they have an exact location for this afternoon’s search. Nevertheless, they had learned enough to give them hope.
The easiest clue to resolve was the setting of Poe’s story, “The Elk”: Wissahickon Valley where they now stood. They found some information about the original Library of Congress as well. Founded in 1800, it was burned by the British in 1814 and the official Congressional record concluded that its entire holdings were lost. Afterward, Thomas Jefferson provided a large number of volumes to begin a replacement. But they also found several reports that suggested some of the items may have been saved.
Bones had been convinced of a conspiracy. “I’m telling you, Maddock, this guy Patrick Magruder, the Librarian in 1812, reported that they had taken a whole wagon-load of stuff out of the city to a secret location. Another guy mentions a couple years later that some of the books were saved, but Congress concluded they weren’t. This has cover-up written all over it.”
“But why would they do that, Bones?”
“Who knows? Maybe to protect the secret of Ben Franklin.”
Dane wasn’t inclined to agree with him, not until they stumbled on the answer to another piece of the riddle by accident. The information on the original library of Congress showed that it was founded with seven hundred-forty books and three maps. This had to be what Richard Bache’s letter referred to when it said to look for one of the three not the seven-hundred-forty. They were looking for one of the maps from the original Library or Congress.
When they looked for more information on the Wissahickon Valley, they found at least part of the answer to the riddle about where the lover and the hermit meet. Lover’s Leap was a well-known cliff in the park where a tragic Native American couple supposedly jumped to their deaths due to a tribal dispute. Not all that far away was a deep chasm known as Hermit’s Glen.
However, the park contained several other hermit references due to the fact that in the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, a lot of mystics and others who wanted to drop out of society gravitated towards Wissahickon. The most notable of these was a man named Johannes Kelpius, for whom a cave in the park was named. There was even a modern Kelpius Society dedicated to a combination of mysticism and Kelpius history.
Satisfied that they could start looking near the area of Lover’s Leap and Hermit’s Glen, Dane and Bones had been ready to leave the library when Bones spotted something in a report from the Parks Department. A structure known as the Lauriston Cottage, which the city had torn down some years earlier due to dilapidation, was known to have some ties to Kelpius. This seemed like an even better place to start.
Finding it proved difficult. Standing by the creek and looking up at the rock formations near Lover’s Leap, Dane still didn’t know exactly what they were looking for. A document? The lost Library of Congress? Something else? It was a little like searching for a needle in a haystack, but he wasn’t going to give up without at least looking. He knew Bones felt the same way.
“Let me know if you see a really old bald eagle, dude.”
“Bones, somehow I doubt that’s what Bache was referring to.”
“I don’t know, this mystery did involve Edgar Allen Poe. Eagle, Raven, almost the same thing.”
Dane shook his head. Sometimes it was better just to ignore him.
Before long, they came to the cave that Kelpius was said to have used for meditation. Outside about a four foot square entrance low to the ground was a stone marker. Bones read the following on it:
Johannes Kelpius, Ph.D. A.D. 1673-1708
“The Contented of the God-loving Soul”
Magister of the first Rosicrucian AMORC
colony in America which arrived in Phila
delphia, June 24, 1694, then known as the
Monks of the Ridge. Fra Kelpius used this
cave as shelter and as a sanctum for
his meditations. Lovingly erected to his
memory by Grand Lodge Rosicrucians
A.D. 1961 in cooperation with
The Supreme Grand Lodge
AMORC

Dane moved in closer. “You see that Bones?”
“You mean the cross?”
“Yeah. Sort of like the symbol the Sons of the Republic. Or the sign of the Lord referred to in the riddle.”
“Maddock, you know I’m all about conspiracies and secret societies, but crosses aren’t exactly thin on the ground. And this wasn’t put here until the sixties. The Rosicrucians are into all kinds of weird stuff, though. Maybe Ben Franklin’s secret is how they’re taking over the U.S., infiltrating every level of government.”
“How about we look inside the cave?”
Bones had to fold his frame nearly in half to get inside. Calling the structure a cave wasn’t really accurate. It had a dirt floor, but the walls and curved ceiling were built with a combination of stones dirt and some sort of mortar. The area was large enough for a number of people to gather.
Dane and Bones turned on their flashlights and examined the walls and ceiling with care. Neither saw any sign of a noble bird or even a cross other than those spray-painted in the twentieth century.
“Looks like a dead end, bro.”
“True, but the ruins of that cottage are what we need to find. We should be pretty close.”
Bones grimaced. “That parks commission report said that they had filled in the area after demolition. It was a long time ago, but it still ought to look different than the surrounding area.”
“I don’t think it could be the cottage itself. The clue said near the spot.”
“Best clue we’ve got, though.”
* * *
They tried to follow the river, but several times they had to detour backwards or away from its meandering course to avoid wading in the near-freezing water. They didn’t cover ground very fast, especially not knowing what they were looking for. After a bit, they sat down on a flat, bluish slab of the schist which made up much of the rock formation in the area.
“It’s not looking too good, Maddock. We need more to go on. I bet some of those local Kelpius society people know where the ruins of the cottage are.”
Dane couldn’t argue with Bones, but he wasn’t willing to stop yet. “I bet they do. But let’s take a step back. What are we looking for?”
“My question exactly.”
“Well we’re probably looking for the Library of Congress.”
“Bache’s letter didn’t exactly say that. It talked about a clue to Ben Franklin’s secret. For a secret, there seem to be an awful lot of clues floating around. It’s just that most of them suck.”
“If it’s not the lost Library of Congress we’re looking for, it’s hopeless. We’ll have no idea. So let’s assume it is. Why would they have hidden it somewhere in here?”
“No idea.”
Dane sighed. “I think we’re back to trying to find the ruins of the cottage.”
“Since you ruled out my ancient bald eagle idea, yeah.”
Thirty minutes later, after searching by walking parallel tracks thirty yards apart, Dane stumbled on one of the ever present stones. He avoided a face-plant, but when he put out his hand to steady himself with one knee on the ground, something sharp sliced through his glove and gouged his palm. A curse had barely left his mouth when he realized it was a brick. He jumped to his feet.
“Bones, I’ve got something!”
Bones came over and looked at the brick. After scanning the area, he slapped Dane on the back. “Paydirt. See how the contour of the land is smoother, like a mound?”
Dane scanned the surrounding area. “Yeah, so we’re now looking for a noble bird.”
“Don’t forget the sign of our Lord, too.”
“Right. So we need to start walking some grids out from here. How about we start with about four hundred yards?”
They had already been at it for almost three hours, but finding the clue energized Dane. And this time, they didn’t have to go far before they found something else. On their second grid out from the center of the mound, near the river, Bones found an old grindstone. He and Dane zeroed in on the area and it became clear that they were standing amid the ruins of one of the many old mills that had once dotted the landscape.
Their initial search revealed three grindstones. When Dane caught sight of the third one, he sucked in his breath. Chiseled near the hole in the center of the round stone slab was a cross with each of its four points wider than the center.
“A Celtic cross.” Bones looked at Dane, eyes wide. “I gotta admit I thought you were leading us on a wild goose chase.”
Dane grinned. “Not a wild goose. We’re looking for a nobler bird than that.”
Bones squatted down and wrapped his fingers around the edge of the three foot diameter stone. “First place we look is on the other side of this bad boy. Give me a hand, Maddock.”
Dane joined him and they attempted to turn the stone over. Between the two of them, Dane estimated they could probably lift at least seven hundred pounds off the ground in a weight room, but their first attempt with the grindstone didn’t move it at all.
Bones snapped his fingers. “I know what this is! This is Thor’s hammer. Only someone worthy of Thor can pick it up.”
Dane raised an eyebrow. “Thor’s hammer was round with a cross in the middle?”
“Those old myths usually get some details wrong, it’s true. Let’s give it another shot.”
“Sure, but I’m betting you’re not the God of Thunder.”
“Are you kidding? You’ve been around me after I’ve eaten Mexican food.”
They tried again, this time straining with everything they had. Dane felt it shift slightly to the right then back to where it started, but it was a sliding motion, it didn’t come even a millimeter off the ground.
“Did you feel that, Bones?”
“Yeah, this thing must be made of some alien element with the density of a neutron star. No other explanation makes sense.”
“I thought it was Thor’s hammer. But I meant how it moved to the side.”
Bones raised an eyebrow. “The side? How about we trying rotating it rather than lifting it?”
They squatted back down and were able to spin it about an inch in either direction, sort of like turning a massive steering wheel. After a few attempts to get it to move further, Bones dropped onto it, elbows on his knees.
“I hate to admit defeat, but we need to try something else. Maybe that noble bird is somewhere else around here.”
“Agreed,” Dane said. “It’s odd that the grindstone is set up like this, though. Flat on the ground, it wouldn’t be any use for grinding, yet the little bit of rotation and lack of movement in other directions suggest it was done on purpose.”
They resumed searching the area. Very little of the old mill remained, though Dane spotted the occasional stone or piece of mortar that clearly didn’t fit in naturally. He could feel the tingle of anticipation as he looked. They had followed all the clues thus far, and only one remained.
“Score one for the red man!” Bones’ voice boomed from twenty feet away, startling Dane. Bones had uncovered a flat stone on the ground, one of those omnipresent pieces of blue schist. Carved in the middle was a logo of a bald eagle with outstretched wings. The logo contained words in a circular pattern around the center of the eagle, with some sort of figure inside the circle of words.
“Is that what I think it is?”
Bones laughed. “Well I imagine it’s supposed to be an eagle, but it kinda looks like a turkey to me. You know, I remember now that Ben Franklin once called the turkey a more noble bird than the bald eagle. Of course, he probably had the munchies when he said it.”
“That’s true, but that’s not what I meant. I know this logo. This is the logo of the Society of Cincinnatus. Want to guess who was an honorary member?”
“Pete Rose?”
“Nice try. Not only Ben Franklin, but George Washington and several other Founding Fathers.”
Bones scrutinized the stone. “I can’t make out those words in the middle.”
“Neither can I, but I think I know what they say. Most versions of this logo don’t contain the words, but their motto is ‘Omnia relinquit servare Rempublicam.’ It means ‘He gave everything to preserve the Republic.’”
“Sounds like something our friends in the Sons of the Republic could twist to serve their own ends.” At the mention of the Sons of the Republic, Bones open and closed his hands, as if ready to choke someone. “So what do we do now?”
“Good question. I guess we could try to move it.”
Attempts to move the stone didn’t fare any better than they had with the grindstone. It simply wouldn’t budge. Eventually they gave up, and Dane stood and stared at the logo.
“You know that turkey is mocking us.” Bones frowned at the offending bird.
Dane knelt again and ran his hands over the logo. He could feel the ripples and lines of the carving, but he also noticed an indentation around the outer perimeter. He tried moving just the carved logo, which didn’t work. Then he pressed down on it and he detected about half an inch of movement. A couple of additional attempts achieved the same result.
“Bones, I have a thought.”
“First time for everything.”
“Funny guy. Here’s the thing. Whatever we’re missing here can’t be something someone would stumble on easily. We only know about the relationship between the cross and the logo because of Bache’s letter, but otherwise we’d never assume there’s a connection. We were able to move each of them a tiny bit, but only in a single direction.”
Understanding dawned on Bones’ face. “So you think we need to move both of them at the same time?”
Dane nodded. “It’s worth a try. Go over to the grindstone. I’ll start by pushing the logo down and then you see if you can turn the stone.”
When Bones was ready, Dane pushed down the logo and held it in the depressed position. Bones let out a grunt as he put his back into turning the grindstone.
With a grunt of surprise, Bones fell forward as the grindstone spun easily. As they watched, the logo under Dane’s hand dropped six inches.
Then the ground under Dane’s feet began to vibrate, a steady feeling as opposed to the shaking of the minor earthquake he and Bones had experienced a few months back during their training in southern California. A grinding noise accompanied the movement. Dane spun around, unable to place the source of it.
Until he looked at Bones. Next to the grindstone and the location of Bones’ unexpected face plant, the earth had started bunching up as if an invisible plow were carving a five foot wide furrow. Dane watched with a slack jaw until the sound and the movement both stopped.
Only a few seconds had passed. Bones jumped to his feet and stared down at the ground without a word. Then he looked up and dipped his chin in Dane’s direction. Dane walked towards the disturbed earth, stopping in disbelief when he reached it.
A hole in the earth had opened up, about five feet by five feet. The rumbling and movement had been caused by a slab of stone sliding away to expose it. Steps led from one edge down into a cave of sorts with rugged walls that appeared natural in the first couple of meters, which was all Dane could make out before darkness took over.
Bones was already on the first step with his flashlight out. “Dude, that was awesome. The combination of pressing the logo and turning the grindstone triggered it. How did you know?”
“I didn’t know. I just asked myself what Indiana Jones would do.”
“Yeah, all you need is a whip. Mind if I go first?”
Dane nodded. “I’m right behind you.”

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

The final door proved no challenge at all. The steps had led to a tunnel that was largely natural, though Dane’s light shone on signs of tool-marks directed at widening it. He and Bones both had to duck a little bit to walk through it. It wasn’t completely dry, but it also wasn’t as wet as Dane would have expected if some sort of care hadn’t been taken to keep out moisture.
After forty feet or so, they reached a large door constructed of wood and iron. Dane expected one more puzzle to solve to gain entry, but Bones simply reached for the huge handle and turned it. It didn’t turn as easily as an average doorknob, but it eventually succumbed to his efforts.
As soon as the door had opened enough, Bones slipped through.
Dane moved it further, surprised at how heavy it was. He could tell the door had been carefully crafted to marry closely with its frame to minimize the amount of air and water reaching the room. His surprise at this evaporated when he beheld the contents of the room, replaced by a much greater shock.
“Whoa! It’s the first Library of Congress.” Bones’ voice contained the kind of tone he normally reserved for moments when an exceptionally attractive woman passed by.
The room was similar in size to a small bedroom, and unlike the tunnel its walls were made of a combination of wood and iron similar to the door. Like the door, the wood remained in surprisingly good shape despite what Dane assumed was nearly two centuries of wear.
The walls only attracted a moment of his attention, however. Two of the walls contained shelves filled with books. Dane didn’t move, just standing and taking in what they had found. Eventually he found his voice.
“We did it Bones.”
Bones cracked a smile, which reflected something different than his normal combination of mischief and feigned innocence. This smile conveyed pure joy, and Dane couldn’t help matching it.
“Of course we did, Maddock. I never doubted us. You ready to find us a map?”
They approached one of the book cases, and Dane carefully put his hands on one volume. As he attempted to pick it up, he could feel the cover beginning to crumble in his fingers, and he immediately let it go.
“Maybe we better leave the books alone. There were three maps, right? Should be easy to find the one we’re looking for.”
Bones frowned. “If it’s even here. There were three thousand volumes in the library in 1814 when it disappeared, but there aren’t more than a few hundred here.”
“Bache wouldn’t have directed us here if the map we’re looking for wasn’t saved.”
Finding the single group of maps didn’t take long. When Bones reached for one, he immediately withdrew his hand. “If we even breathe on that paper wrong, it will disintegrate.”
Dane scratched his chin, then peered more closely at one of the maps. “Bones, I may be wrong, but this one looks different.”
He reached for a map that was thinner and more yellow than the others. He applied a delicate touch and felt something sturdier than either the book cover or the other map Bones had tried to get. Very slowly, he slid it out, holding his breath as he did.
“Bones, the texture of this feels exactly like Bache’s letter.”
“Just like I said, they must have used some sort of preservative. Don’t keep us in suspense; open it up.”
Dane unfolded it, again moving with great care. It was more like a short book or pamphlet than the typical folded style of modern maps. Bones watched over his shoulder. “Dude, it’s a map of Paris.”
Dane had noticed. He’d chosen to ignore that fact when he spotted the corner of another piece of paper peeking out from the last page. He opened to that spot, and his eye went immediately to the signature on the bottom.
Benjamin Franklin.
Neither man said a word as they read.
I do not know what sort of man is reading this document, but I do know one thing: I am no longer among the living. I hope that you are both a scholar and a moral man, but I must rely on others to place it in a location where that might happen. Perhaps I should have destroyed all traces, but evil flourishes where powerful men hide their actions. I am guilty of hiding this, but I trust that it will be found when the time is right.
On the eve of September 16, 1787, seven of us met in secret. The Constitution was about to be signed, but three men refused. Madison invited Randolph and Gerry and Mason to make them an offer that might gain their assent. He asked Hamilton and myself to join him in persuading them of his serious intent.
We reached an agreement and signed it. We called for the printer. But early the next day, I learned that the agreement had been abandoned. I never learned whether or not Madison had always intended this or if circumstances overtook him. It is of little matter.
What is of more import is that I did not destroy my copy of the agreement as Madison requested. Future generations deserve to know what we were considering. I suspect Randolph preserved his copy as well, although I have no specific knowledge of it.
It is either the arrogance or caution of age, but I feel I must add one more hurdle to the discovery of our agreement. I have hidden other clues elsewhere which when combined with the one I give here will provide the key to its location. The clue I give here is this: five hundred copies of the Constitution were printed by Dunlap and Claypoole. Not much of a clue, I confess. But if you find the others, it will be clear eventually. More than just my death must occur before any of these clues will help.
Our agreement was a dangerous one. I fear that if it is found by the wrong person or at the wrong time, it could provide a basis for destructive action. We who signed felt that our agreement was intended solely as a final recourse in the most exceptional circumstances. Even Gerry and Mason did not want the kind of anti-Federalism it could unleash if abused. Use it for illumination. Those who would use it to rend the Union shall be branded as traitors to all who hold dear the ideals of our revolution.
Benjamin Franklin

“Whoa.” Bones breathed.
Dane couldn’t get his mind around this. A secret agreement literally on the eve of the signing of the Constitution. One that could rend the Union. What could they possibly have done?
“Bones, this is big.”
“Bigger than what we learned about George Washington?”
“Maybe not more interesting than that, but it certainly could have a bigger impact in the here and now. It sounds like we need to find more clues before we’ll know.”
Bones’ eyes lit up. “Wait. Maybe we don’t.”
“What do you mean? What kind of clue is the number of copies of the Constitution by itself?”
“What I mean is, we already found the other clue. Remember in the warehouse?”
“The warehouse? Yes, the paper said… holy crap, ‘Seek the Creator of the Five Hundred.’”
“Bingo. They’re talking about the Constitution.”
“The creator of the Constitution could be one of several guys. Madison is the guy who usually gets the most credit.”
Bones shook his head. “You’re not thinking literally enough. What we need to seek is the printer of the Constitution. Dunlap or Claypoole.”
“Bones, that’s genius!”
“Genius is my middle name. The only downside is that both those guys are long dead. I smell some more research in our future.”
“After spending so much time underground and getting shot at in snowstorms, I think I’m okay with more research.”
“Don’t forget making deals with the mob.”
“We didn’t—”
They whirled as the door creaked on its hinges. A figure appeared in the doorway, a large pistol in his right hand and his face illuminated by the beam of Dane’s light. Dane had retained a nagging doubt about Bones’ claim of who he had seen in Hamiltonban, but those doubts evaporated as he saw the man with his own eyes.
“O’Meara.”
* * *
“You’re quite a useful man, Maddock. Why don’t you tell me what you’ve found here?”
Dane had instinctively let the map drop to his side when he’d spun around, and now he allowed his hand to drift back to the shelf behind him. He prayed that O’Meara wouldn’t notice the movement. He also could feel the tension emanating from Bones, and he worried that his fellow SEAL was about to try something stupid.
Bones’ voice was light. “Hey what about me? Maddock wouldn’t be nearly as useful without me. Are you prejudiced or something?”
O’Meara barked something that could have been a laugh. “Uriah Bonebrake. Sure, you’re useful too. Feel better now?”
“Yep. Nice to be invited to the big kids’ table.”
O’Meara took a few steps closer and Dane suddenly had doubts about the man’s identity.
“Who are you? You look a lot like a dirty cop we met back in Boston.”
“Dirty? My brother was a true patriot, and that takes precedence over anything else.”
“But now he’s just a bug squished under our boot,” Bones said.
O’Meara’s gun hand twitched and, for a moment, Dane feared Bones had gone too far too quickly, but the man visibly relaxed.
“We’ll settle that score later. So, what have you found?” O’Meara waved the gun. “I’d prefer not to kill you quite yet, but I don’t feel that strongly about it.”
Whether intentionally or not, Bones had provided the cover for Dane to slide the map next to a book on one of the shelves. He had to assume it looked out of place and would be easy to spot, but at least it was better than having it in his hands. Now he sighed. “This is the original Library of Congress.”
O’Meara did a double take and spoke almost to himself. “The original… of course, that makes sense. There was already talk about the need for it when Franklin died, so he must have arranged for his copy to be put in here.”
Dane broke in. “Franklin’s copy of what?”
O’Meara regained Dane’s eye. “Nothing you need to concern yourself with.”
Bones said, “Maddock, I think he means the secret agreement between Franklin and Randolph and several others the night before the Constitution was signed. They already have Randolph’s copy from Hamiltonban.”
O’Meara shined his light directly into Bones’ eyes, but Bones didn’t flinch from the glare. “So you have concerned yourself with it. That’s unfortunate for you.”
“How is it unfortunate? You already said you were going to kill us, just not yet.”
“You make a good point, Bonebrake. So will one of you tell me what you found here, or do I have to start shooting out kneecaps?”
Dane could see the details of the gun now — one of the massive .50 caliber Desert Eagles favored mostly by certain special forces troops and wannabe militiamen. He had no doubt into which category O’Meara fell. Properly used, the gun would do more than just take out a kneecap, it would effectively result in a lower leg amputation.
Dane slowly stepped aside so the full shelf behind him was visible. “We haven’t had a chance to find anything yet. We tried to look at some of the books but they are in danger of disintegration. Bones wanted to look at a map of Paris that we found, and I was trying to talk him out of it when you arrived. See for yourself.”
He gestured towards the spot where he had tucked the map. Dane tried to avoid showing the anxiety that he felt at this gamble. By mentioning the one document he wanted to avoid, he hoped O’Meara would be tricked into figuring it couldn’t be important.
O’Meara’s eyes moved from Dane to Bones and back again. “It’s possible you’re telling the truth. So tell me what did you hope to find? And how did you know to look here? Assume I’ll know if you’re lying.”
Dane pondered this last remark. How would he know if Dane lied? Unless… O’Meara had been on their trail all along and knew about Octavius. For a fleeting second he worried about Octavius being in danger, but then decided that not only could he do nothing about it now, Octavius seemed like he could take care of himself. He didn’t want to reveal everything to O’Meara, but he’d have to give enough of the truth to avoid getting shot.
“Cornelius Marshall’s brother had a letter from Richard Bache, Benjamin Franklin’s grandson. The letter gave clues on how to find this place. It implied that Franklin’s secret would be hidden here. Like Bones said, we were looking for the copy of that agreement.”
The Desert Eagle did not move, but Dane sensed that the man believed him. O’Meara called over his shoulder out into the tunnel. “Smyers, Dantry, Get over here.”
One man appeared immediately behind O’Meara, holding a more traditional Glock automatic. A few second later following the echoing of footsteps, a second man became visible behind him. O’Meara’s eyes never left his two captives.
“We’re going on a short hike back to the truck. And before you get any ideas about calling out for help, think about those kneecaps. We bypassed a couple of the barriers and parked well into the woods. I have more men out there keeping watch. We won’t run into any bystanders between here and there, so all you’d accomplish is becoming a cripple.”
O’Meara moved to one side of the small room, while one of his men stood just outside the doorway and another stood a few feet down the hall. Dane put his hand on Bones’ shoulder, trying to communicate that they should play along for now. He couldn’t determine if the message was received; the rage in Bones’ eyes dominated all else.
They made it out of the tunnel and up the stairs without incident. One of O’Meara’s men walked about ten feet in front of them, while O’Meara and the other stayed right behind. Dane had to admit the formation was smart and would prevent Dane and Bones from jumping them. Dane had another thought in mind.
After a few minutes, they had reached some of the boulders that had interested Bones earlier. Dane knew that on one upcoming section, the creek was on the other side. He allowed Bones to catch up and walk next to him just long enough to catch the big man’s eye and give a tiny nod towards the boulders. Bones’ eyes glittered with confirmation that he understood.
“Back in line. The next time you do that, the response won’t be verbal.”
Bones dropped back again and Dane kept his head down, feigning submission. All the while he watched the rock formations they passed. Finally they reached one he thought would work.
With no warning, he leaped to the side, scrambling five feet up the angled schist in a fraction of a second. He could hear that Bones had reacted quickly and done the same thing. The key now was another half-second hesitation on the part of O’Meara. He felt sure that O’Meara’s men wouldn’t risk shooting them without some sort of sign from the boss, but O’Meara himself might react quickly enough to stop them.
Two shots did come, deafening sounds coming from the Desert Eagle. A piece of rock exploded next to Dane’s head, sending chips into his face. He kept driving upward, though, and disappeared over the top out of firing range. He wondered whether Bones had made it, but he couldn’t stop to check. Instead he kept going and jumped off the other side into the creek.
The water was only a couple of feet deep, and the fifteen foot drop jarred his spine. The cold hit his shins through his fatigues, but compared to any number of experiences during SEAL training, it barely registered as an annoyance. Then he heard a splash next to him.
He whirled and saw Bones still crouched from absorbing the impact. Not waiting any longer, Dane forged the creek, splashing his way through water that rose until he was forced to swim. He reached the other side a couple of steps ahead of Bones and shook himself like a dog after a bath.
“Bones, you okay?”
“Never better. I told you we didn’t need a pool at our hotel.”
“Yeah, well even big tough SEALS aren’t immune to hypothermia. The temp is high enough that we should be okay if we keep moving, but we need to focus on getting somewhere warm sooner rather than later.”
“Silly me, I thought we need to focus on getting away from the guys armed with hand cannons.”
“That too.”
They launched themselves into the trees next to the creek, quickly leaving both the water and any chance of being spotted by O’Meara behind. They kept up a steady jog, though. The Mustang was parked on the other side of the river and Dane had to assume that O’Meara would have people watching it. They needed to get to a road, find a cab, and get back to the motel as soon as they could.
Dane could feel the cold starting to seep into his marrow. The motel might not be completely safe, but it was much better than the wilderness in terms of confronting O’Meara.
Plus, it had hot showers.

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

O’Meara had given up on the old woman. She had her own agenda, her own sources, her own soldiers. Unfortunately she also had the Randolph document. It would be revealed at the rally in Washington. All fine with O’Meara.
But he didn’t like the unknowns. Franklin’s copy of the agreement might be found in the lost Library of Congress. Although he didn’t know of any surprises it might hold, he didn’t share the old woman’s certainty that none existed. Even if none did, having his own copy held no downside at all.
To avoid the old woman’s scrutiny, he’d moved from known buildings to a small hotel outside the city. She might have followed him and be watching him at this moment, but he doubted it. She was too self-confident to bother.
He counted himself lucky to have caught Maddock and Bonebrake. Upon returning from Hamiltonban, two of his men had staked out the motel where they were staying. Maddock’s attempt to sneak in the back door had failed to escape their notice. But they had almost lost the two when Bonebrake floored the Mustang and went through several lights en route to their new lodging.
From there, Maddock and Bonebrake had gone to Octavius Marshall’s apartment. Unfortunately, when one of O’Meara’s men went into the apartment after the two Navy men had left, Marshall wasn’t there. They had not seen him enter or leave, but it seemed to O’Meara that the two SEALs must have been meeting the man. O’Meara’s intuition from years on the police force told him that Marshall was hiding something, but he’d have to catch him before he’d know for sure.
Losing Maddock and Bonebrake was a major annoyance, but he knew that three men couldn’t have reliably controlled two such skilled soldiers. Without the old woman’s resources, O’Meara only had five men at his disposal, so he hadn’t seen any better options. With one pursuing the Octavius Marshall angle, that had left two to cover the getaway and two to accompany him down into the tunnel. He wouldn’t agonize over it.
Two of those men were out in Wissahickon in the small room right now, carefully examining the books. O’Meara couldn’t muster much optimism given the condition of the material, but he knew from long experience to follow every lead until it was exhausted.
“Sir, we found something.”
Smyers and Dantry stood in the doorway to his suite with muddy clothes. Rain had come in towards the end of the day and it flowed into the once dry tunnel and room. O’Meara knew that if he wanted to preserve the material — after all, who knew what surprises a thorough examination would uncover — his window for doing so before salvage became impossible was measured in days, not weeks or months.
“What did you find?”
Smyers, the one with the dark hair and hook nose, which gave him the appearance of a cartoon villain, walked over to O’Meara and handed him what appeared to be a book sized pamphlet. O’Meara opened it up and saw a map of Paris.
He looked up. “What is this supposed to be?”
“Turn to the last page.”
O’Meara did and felt his blood pressure rising as he saw the signature on the hidden document.
A map of Paris. Maddock was playing me and I fell for it.
He quickly scanned it and exhilaration replaced his frustration. This was the final clue they had been looking for, the one that finally made sense of the clue about the creator of the five hundred.
“Call the others. Get some shovels and lights and some gear that can handle the cold rain. Better bring a bunch of weapons as well. Meet me here in three hours.”
O’Meara smiled as they left the room.
He now knew exactly where to find Ben Franklin’s copy of the agreement.
* * *
Dane and Bones reached the apartment about an hour after dark. Long showers at the hotel had taken the edge off the cold from their mid-winter swim, but Dane knew it would probably be another day before the chill completely left. In some ways he didn’t mind, as the unfamiliar sensation kept him on his toes.
They took a cab to Marshall’s apartment, figuring one of the ways O’Meara could have been onto them was by bugging the Mustang. They’d have to recover it eventually, he knew. Dane admitted to himself that O’Meara probably knew where they were staying, but he and Bones had done everything they could to leave the motel without being seen. He was about ninety percent sure they had succeeded.
Marshall opened the door dressed in a black tuxedo and a bow tie. The outfit transformed him from a bald, skinny and mild-mannered man into an image of a power broker that Dane wouldn’t have thought possible.
“Hi guys. I’m glad you’re here.”
They sat down and Dane preempted any questions about their activities with one of his own. “What did you find out about the plane?”
“You don’t beat around the bush, do you?”
“I never saw much point in it.”
“Yes, well, it’s registered to a Delaware company called the Vindication Corporation. The officers are all lawyers, not directly associated with the corporation, but it turns out that a single individual is the majority shareholder, a woman named Edmonia Jennings Wright.”
Bones snorted. “That name sounds like someone who made her money the old fashioned way— inheriting it.”
“Interesting observation. She’s not a public figure but you find the occasional article in the newspaper about her. You’ll never guess who she’s descended from.”
Dane raised his hand. “Edmund Randolph, right?”
Marshall’s eyebrows rose almost in slow motion. “How did you know?”
“Well it fits, because Randolph has been floating around this whole puzzle. But there are two other reasons. One is that Randolph had a daughter named Edmonia. But the more curious one is that he was involved in a bribery scandal involving the French government and forced to resign as George Washington’s Secretary of State.”
Bones interjected. “You mean Samuel Washington’s Secretary of State.”
Marshall’s mouth twisted in confusion and Dane shot Bones a wicked look. “As I was saying, he resigned but was later cleared. He wrote a book about it called Vindication.”
Bones shook his head. “Now you’re just showing off, Maddock. How the hell do you know these things?”
“I’d like to say I knew them all along, but I noticed them when we were at the library this morning doing research. Anyway, my question is, who is she besides a Randolph descendant? And what does the Vindication Corporation do?”
Marshall looked from Bones to Dane and then back. “I can answer the second one. It’s a political think tank. Very critical of both of the major parties. They are sometimes considered Libertarian, but that’s just because they hate both parties equally. Their research generally focuses on exposing corruption by specific individuals as opposed to commenting on general freedom and rights. I looked at a couple of their papers and they were big on talking about how the corruption is a pattern and things have got to change.”
“Hey Maddock, that sounds a lot like the people who keep trying to kill us.”
Dane processed this latest revelation. “It does. And you’re saying you don’t know much more about Wright?”
Marshall sighed. “I didn’t spend a lot of time, but no. She attends the occasional rally, and like I said, she’s not a public figure. I did find one picture of her.”
He handed a folded newspaper clipping to Dane. “Aside from that, the only other thing seems to be that she was quite the martial artist when she was younger.”
Dane looked at the picture. It was taken outdoors on a cold day, as evidenced by the hood framing her face. The woman was seventy-five if she was a day, but the strong jaw and cheekbones gave her a presence that he could sense even through a newsprint-quality snapshot.
“A martial artist, huh? She could be the woman who asked about the medallion. But I guess it’s a dead end at this point.”
Marshall cleared his throat. “So what did you guys find?”
Dane gave a quick summary of the events of the afternoon. He didn’t bother holding anything back besides the location of their motel. When he finished, Marshall collapsed into a chair.
“The lost Library of Congress. Hard to believe you found it buried in a ruin in a city park. Have you let anyone official know?”
“Bones and I talked it over and we couldn’t come up with a way of doing it directly that doesn’t open us up to uncomfortable questions about how we found it. Not to mention that O’Meara may have already destroyed it. We’ll put an anonymous letter in the mail to the current Library of Congress tomorrow.”
“Makes sense, I guess. And no idea what the Ben Franklin document is, the one that could rend the union?”
“Nothing more than a guess it has to do with the Constitution.”
Bones smirked. “Speak for yourself, little man. I know what it is”
They both turned to him, faces expectant.
“It’s about how the Freemasons were secretly meeting with aliens who directed them what to put in the Constitution.”
Dane rolled his eyes. “Really? That’s the best you could come up with?”
“On short notice, yeah.”
Marshall said, “Are you guys always this way? You sound like an old married couple.”
Neither Dane nor Bones could stop from doubling over with laughter. Marshall sounded even more uncomfortable.
“What?”
Dane grinned. “Wasn’t too many weeks ago we were in a constant state of wanting to kill each other.”
Bones looked at him. “And that’s different from an old married couple how?”
Marshall stood up from the table. “Forget it. So you say you know where the document is now?”
“We have a pretty good guess.” Dane told Marshall the suspected location.
“That makes a lot of sense. Do you think O’Meara knows?”
“I’d like to say no, but it could only have been a matter of time until he found the document inside the map. Who knows if he’ll make the connection. The sooner we get there, the better.”
“I’d love to go with you, but I have a function I can’t miss. I’m already late. You’re gonna let me know what you find, right?”
Dane gave silent thanks that he didn’t have to tell Marshall he couldn’t come. No way would he and Bones have brought the man along into what would almost certainly carry major risk of getting shot.
“Of course.”
“All right, I’ll see you guys tomorrow. Unless something happens to you. How will I know?”
Bones looked at Marshall. “There are two possible ways you’ll know what happened. One is we’ll tell you tomorrow.”
“What’s the other?”
“You’ll have to read the obituaries.”

CHAPTER NINETEEN

“Hell yes! Eventually it had to happen that we got the drop on them instead of the other way around. I am going to enjoy this.”
“Bones can you raise your voice any more? I don’t think they heard us back in California.”
“Aw, get that stick out of your butt, Maddock. They’re being loud enough to wake the dead. Which come to think of it might be a bad thing in this place.”
Dane looked around. He and Bones crouched behind a tree near a wall that crossed the middle of the Christ Church Burial Ground. Located at Arch and Fifth Street in Philadelphia, it contained the graves of several famous individuals, including Benjamin Franklin as well as one half of the printing partnership that printed the Constitution: John Dunlap.
They had discovered the location almost by accident, in a brochure in the lobby of their motel. He and Bones had already concluded that Dunlap’s grave was the most likely location. The other printer, Claypoole, died much later and was not as well known as Dunlap. Dunlap died twenty-four years after Franklin but still well within the time during which Franklin’s executor John Jay could have arranged for the document to be buried with him. It seemed strange, but no other option made any sense at all. They’d probably never know for sure.
Dane had resigned himself to one more call to Jimmy Letson to find the location, which surely would have required a truckload of Wild Turkey to pay off the favor. However, the brochure for Christ Church Burial Ground had saved him the trouble.
Looking out over the graves, they could see his marker in the distance. Digging up the document carried a lot of risks. Walking into a cemetery at night with shovels and a crowbar couldn’t be explained away as anything but what it was. Not to mention that the area was patrolled by a security guard and Dunlap’s grave was right near the well-lit front gate. They had arrived at the location unsure exactly how they would overcome these obstacles but determined to do so anyway.
Sneaking over the wall, Dane just hoped they weren’t triggering some sort of silent alarm. The first thing they saw was a group of men near Dunlap’s grave. When one of them stepped into the light, Dane recognized him instantly.
O’Meara.
Almost without thinking, he and Bones ducked further into the shadows. Scanning the area, he noticed a couple of shapes on the ground between them and O’Meara. As his eyes adjusted to the darkness, he found himself looking at two crumpled figures dressed in standard security guard uniforms. He felt bad for the men, but it was one less problem to deal with.
Bones put a hand on his shoulder. “What now?”
“Well, there are three of them there. They have to have at least one lookout. Maybe two. We better sweep the perimeter and see if we can find them.”
“Should we split up?”
Dane considered the layout. “For once I’m gonna say no. We won’t be able to sweep all the way around and meet in the middle; they’re too close to the wall. But stay about ten yards behind me. Slow and steady, okay?”
“Your command is my wish.”
Dane started a slow and even sweep along the wall. In one spot it jutted into the middle of the area, and for a short period he was visible if O’Meara or a lookout chose the moment to look in that direction. But he made it around without incident and let out a breath.
As he neared the end of the circuit, he could hear the low voices of O’Meara and his two men mixed with the sound of shovels striking the earth. He almost missed the shadow that passed in front of him, but stopped just in time. A man stood just outside the fence. Dane watched him for a few minutes, vaguely aware that Bones had maintained his position ten yards away. Twice the man walked by the main gate and then returned to where Dane had first spotted him. Clearly this was O’Meara’s sentry.
He motioned to Bones, who glided over. “Think you can get over the fence and take him out without any noise?”
“Did a spaceship really crash in Roswell?”
Before Dane could comment, Bones slid over to the fence and disappeared from view. Dane watched the man patrolling outside. Less than a minute later, he saw a huge shadow move at breakneck speed toward the man. A moment later, both figures disappeared.
When Bones returned, Dane asked, “What did you do?”
Bones said, “Vulcan death grip.”
Dane raised an eyebrow.
“Relax, man, I used the one Spock used on Kirk, not the one that actually kills you.”
“Bones, sometimes I wonder about you.”
“Only sometimes? I’ll have to try harder. Now we take out O’Meara, right?”
“Yeah, but it’d be nice if we can do it without any shots fired. Someone’s bound to show up if we start a gunfight.”
“If you go around that side, pull your AR and tell them to freeze, the one guy who’s standing a few feet away from O’Meara and the guy with the shovel will never see me behind him and I can do the Vulcan thing. Can’t guarantee O’Meara doesn’t decide to shoot it out instead of surrendering, but that doesn’t seem his style.”
“I like it, Bones. As soon as you take the guy out, step over to the grave and see what they’ve found.”
Bones held out a fist and Dane struck it with his own. Unlike the largely ceremonial gestures used by rappers and sports figures, a SEAL fist bump usually carried a serious undercurrent of violence and a very real risk of a bone bruise. With combat imminent, they took it easy this time.
“Hands in the air. Now!” Dane had decided to take a chance with a loud voice in the hope of increasing the surprise factor.
It worked. O’Meara and the man digging turned and stared at the barrel of the AR-15 from a few feet away. With disgust on his face, O’Meara raised his hands and gestured to the other man to do the same. He nodded in the direction of the third man just as that man collapsed, revealing Bones with another rifle.
“O’Meara. Good to see you again,” Bones said.
“Just when I’d almost put you out of my mind. Remind me, are you the one who’s smart or the one who’s good looking?”
“Tough words from a guy in your position. Normally I might take offense and kick your ass, but I’ll forgo that if you just step aside.”
O’Meara stared for another few seconds before moving. Bones stepped towards the grave.
“I’ll take that.” Bones tore the shovel out of the hands of O’Meara’s digger. He could see the coffin already exposed.
“Looks like they did all the work already, Maddock. Doesn’t look like they’ve opened it yet.”
Dane watched O’Meara’s eyes for any kind of sign that O’Meara already had the document, but he saw none. “Seems to me it wouldn’t be with the body itself. Too much chance of damage. It could be in a compartment inside the lid or outside the lid.”
“A compartment outside the lid? Are those even a thing?”
“I couldn’t say. But Franklin was pretty big on ethics. He wouldn’t have wanted it to require desecrating the body to recover this. I say look on the outside, first.”
“Yes, sir.”
Less than a minute later, Bones let out a whoop. “You da man, Maddock. It’s invisible unless you’re looking for it, but there’s a small removable compartment here. Would you believe it contains a brown oilskin envelope?”
Dane felt a surge of excitement which exceeded even the discovery of the lost Library of Congress. That was great, but now they’d found the item that had triggered everything. He wondered what it said.
“Bring it over here, Bones. Open it where I can see it.”
“Sure thing.” He came around and stood next to Dane, AR-15 tucked under one arm and the envelope in his hands. Both men stared at the envelope.
“I’ll take that.” A raspy voice came from behind them.
Bones sprung around, bringing his weapon up. It took all the concentration Dane had not to do the same, but he knew if he took his focus off O’Meara, the cop would be on him in no time. He just had to trust that Bones could handle it.
The raspy voice spoke again. “Mr. Bonebrake, you have exactly two seconds to drop the weapon before you get a third eye. No warning shots.”
Dane’s hope sank when he heard the AR-15 clatter to the ground.
“Mr. Maddock, there are five of us with weapons trained on you. Kindly drop your weapon as well.”
“Hate to say it, but she’s telling the truth, Maddock.”
Dane heard the frustration in Bones’ voice and dropped his rifle.
“O’Meara put down your hands, you look ridiculous. Go search them for more weapons.”
O’Meara walked towards Dane, taking out some sort of pistol as he did. He threw an elbow to Dane’s jaw. “No gun in your mouth. Let me check elsewhere.”
The rest of the frisking was less forceful but still involved pain. It also involved the confiscation of the Glock from the holster around Dane’s calf. Then O’Meara moved onto Bones.
His initial elbow struck Bones in the sternum, but the big man didn’t show any sign he’d felt it. When O’Meara reached Bones’ waist, Bones giggled and bent over slightly.
“Careful there, people might get the wrong idea.”
O’Meara scowled and drove a knee into Bones’ groin; the blow didn’t strike particularly hard, but instinct took over and Bones double over with his hands in protective mode. O’Meara ignored this and continued his search, eventually finishing without finding any additional weapons.
Dane had turned around during this time and came face to face with a slender figure dressed all in black. The hood covered most of the face, but Dane knew who it was. “Ms Wright, I presume.”
Her head raised enough that he could make out her face. It looked just like the newspaper clipping.
“Very good, Mr. Maddock, though I don’t exactly try to hide.”
“No, you don’t. Too busy trying to expose corruption. Corruption like Edmund Randolph engaged in, right?”
Her face tightened. “He was—”
“Vindicated, I know. Still, where there’s smoke, there’s usually fire.”
She took several steps closer to him, carrying her small pistol. The men around her all had long guns, and shifted on their feet as Wright stepped toward him. She stopped and reached her wrinkled fingers up to his cheek. Dane couldn’t stop an involuntary shudder at her cold touch.
“Mr. Maddock, I expected better of you than some transparent attempt to make me angry. The truth is that you’re going to die after you tell me all you know. The only variable is how much pain you’re in and for how long before that happens.”
Dane saved his breath, but internally he was thinking of and eliminating options as fast as his brain would operate. He couldn’t think of any scenario for escape where he and Bones weren’t both cut down instantly.
Wright removed her hand from his face. “Hold out your wrist, Mr. Maddock.”
He hesitated, then shrugged and offered his left hand. She gripped his wrist with loose fingers and met his eye. He saw the cold blue there, a mirror image of what he saw when he shaved every day.
The next thing he knew he was on the ground, chin pressed into the grass. She had tightened her grip and somehow twisted his arm and caused him to go down. It didn’t hurt, but it was fast, as fast as anything he’d experienced in the military. He looked up and saw her looking down at him. When she spoke, her voice betrayed no sign of having expended any effort.
“I would offer you a hand, but you’d be a fool to take it. I trust you can get up on your own.”
She whirled, the first visible movement with any speed. Without stopping she snatched the envelope from Bones and moved back towards the men with the rifles. She stopped next to O’Meara, who had also moved to where they were.
“Were you going to tell me about your little midnight digging session?”
O’Meara opened his mouth but nothing came out. She shook her head slightly and then unleashed a movement with her arm. Dane sort of made out the shadow of it, but the movement was too fast for him to really pick it up. The end result was clear, though: O’Meara collapsed to the ground.
Without looking at his prone form, Wright opened the envelope and peered inside. She looked at Dane and Bones.
“This will have to wait for a more suitable location. We wouldn’t want to damage Mr. Franklin’s copy of such a special agreement.”
Bones exaggerated a sigh. “Sheesh. It’s just an order for pizza.”
“I assure you, it’s more than that.”
“Yeah? Then what is it?”
“It’s something you won’t live long enough to find out about.”
“Easy for you to say standing over there with guns. How about you try your Bruce Lee crap on me, or are you chicken?”
She moved towards Bones, and to Dane it seemed as if she almost glided over the earth. Part of Dane was truly curious to see how Bones would handle this. He couldn’t imagine an old woman weighing less than a hundred pounds taking him down, but he couldn’t have imagined her doing it to him, either.
He never got a chance to find out.
Automatic gunfire erupted from at least two sides. Dane and Bones reacted with the speed ingrained by endless training, heading for the dirt. Dane couldn’t have said what made him do it, but instead of diving straight down, he launched himself at Wright. She reacted just as quickly, sidestepping him. His right hand grabbed nothing but air.
Fortunately he had two hands, and his left snagged the oilskin envelope from her grip. He paid for his attempt with a full superman right onto the sidewalk. He could feel himself drifting when his head made impact, and in the final moments before he passed out, he tucked himself in a fetal position, protecting the envelope against his chest.
* * *
“Dude, wake up.” Hard slapping on his cheek caused Dane to open his eyes. Bones’ face took up nearly the entire range of his vision.
“I’m awake, I’m awake.”
Bones moved back and Dane lifted his cheek off the concrete, shaking his throbbing head to disperse the cobwebs in his brain. He still felt some dizziness, so he only raised himself to a seated position. He peered around and noticed a number of bodies lying still in the immediate area.
“Are they…?”
“Yep, they’re dead.” Bones didn’t sound upset at the situation.
“How long was I out?”
“Only a minute.”
Another voice sounded behind him, one he recognized. “How’s the head, Mr. Maddock?”
He shifted to see Octavius Marshall, still dressed in a tux, a pistol dangling from his right fingers with the barrel aimed at the ground. “I don’t know. If you’re here, am I hallucinating?”
Marshall laughed. “You hit pretty hard, but I am actually standing right here.”
“I heard an automatic rifle. That wasn’t you, was it?”
“No. That was them.”
Marshall gestured to a man standing a few feet away watching them and two others who stood near the gate focusing outside. All of them carried long guns at the ready, not dangling in their grip like Marshall’s pistol. Dane pegged them as professionals, light on their feet with their weapons almost an extension of their limbs.
“Maybe you better start from the beginning.”
“Sure. But first can I just say that unless I miss my guess, the mild concussion was worth it. Is that what I think it is in your hands?”
Dane moved his fingers around the oilskin envelope and nodded.
“Excellent. Anyway, I went to that function I mentioned. But I couldn’t shake the idea that the two of you going up against O’Meara and Wright by yourself carried a lot of risk. As soon as I could, I grabbed three of my associates and we headed this way. Arrived just in time it appears.”
Behind Marshall, Bones mouthed a silent word with a grin. “Mafia.”
Dane debated asking more questions, but he decided that he probably didn’t want to know any more. He reached his hand up and Bones hauled him to his feet. “What about you, Bones?”
“I’m sorry to say that unarmed and facing half a dozen men exchanging automatic weapons fire, I did the only sane thing and hit the deck. I won’t let it happen again. It was over in two seconds anyway.”
Dane chuckled. “Well I’m glad you’re okay. Did any of your guys get hit, Marshall?”
“Not even close. No one even got off a shot.”
Dane started walking around to the bodies. He stopped next to O’Meara’s corpse. Three ragged holes in the forehead had done the trick, and there was a lot of blood from the head wound. Hopefully, there were no more O’Meara brothers to trouble them in the future.
As he finished his circuit he looked up at Marshall. “What about Wright?”
“What about her?”
“Her body isn’t here.”
“What?” Bones and Marshall spoke in unison.
“I don’t see her body,” Dane repeated.
“Are you sure? She went down right when you grabbed the envelope.”
“Then she should be right near where I landed, but she’s not.”
Another minute of re-checking each body confirmed it. Bones shook his head. “That lady is some kind of magician. Not only did she take you down, she managed to dodge a bullet and then sneak away.”
He looked around the shadows of the cemetery. “Think she’s still around?”
Dane said, “No way. With all her guys down and four armed men targeting her, she’s in the wind. Which means there’s only one thing left to do.”
“A trip to the nearest bar?”
“Maybe later. But now let’s see what the fuss is all about.”
He carefully removed the document from the oilskin envelope. It felt the same as the letter from Bache and the letter in the Library had, solid and relatively unscathed by the passage of time.
“Don’t keep us in suspense, read the bedtime story, Maddock.”
Dane did.
Be it resolved,
On this the sixteenth day of September in the year of our Lord seventeen-hundred and eighty-seven, we do agree that the following shall be appended to the first clause in Article IV, Section 3 of the draft of the new Constitution:
“A State may leave this Union only with the Consent of the Legislatures of three quarters of the States in the Union.”
Signed,
Alexander Hamilton
Edmund Randolph
George Mason
Elbridge Gerry
James Madison
Benjamin Franklin
William Jackson, Secretary

When he finished, Bones let out a whistle. “Short but to the point. Secession as an option in the Constitution? Our history could have been very different if this had passed. There was a point in the middle of the Civil War where most of the states would have let the South go.”
Dane frowned in agreement. “I think the Sons were thinking more about changing the future with it.”
Marshall tilted his head. “It would have an impact, that’s for sure. A lot of people who don’t like the government would now feel okay talking about secession openly.”
“I think Franklin was concerned about that. That’s why in the letter in the Library of Congress, he ended with, ‘Those who would use it to rend the Union shall be branded as traitors to all who hold dear the ideals of our revolution.’”
Bones said, “It’s as if he knew about the Sons of the Republic.”
“Maybe he did, Bones. Or at least something like them. Groups like the Society of Cincinnatus and the anti-Federalists threatened to derail things before they even got started. As long as there’s been a union, there have been people willing to destroy it for not taking the exact direction they want.”
Marshall broke the silence that followed. “So what are you going to do with it?”
Dane glanced down at the document. “Do either of you think we shouldn’t make it public? The Sons thought it could shake things up.”
Marshall shook his head almost imperceptibly. Bones nodded. “The Sons are tools. Of course we should make it public. With today’s media, it’ll be spun and played like a rap CD before the first news cycle is done. Nothing to worry about. Might be good if Franklin’s letter can accompany it, though.”
Dane reached a decision. “Unless Bones objects, I’d like you to have it.” He handed it to Marshall.
“Me? Why?”
“We’re soldiers, Navy SEALS. We try to stay as far away from politics as possible. We’d have to do it anonymously anyway. I’m guessing you have enough connections to deliver both the document and the Library to the media all wrapped up in a bow.”
Marshall didn’t disagree. “I’ll do it anonymously of course, just as you would have. I imagine O’Meara has the letter from the Library. We’ll take the body with us, see if we can find any clues to its whereabouts.”
Bones raised his eyebrows. “You have experience with transporting dead bodies?”
Dane saw a trace of a smile grace the man’s lips, but Marshall as usual remained silent when asked a question related to mob activities. Dane punched Bones in the shoulder. “If his answer is yes, idiot, you don’t want to know. You okay with giving this to him?”
“Hell yes. If you can’t trust the guy who unexpectedly saved your bacon when an eighty year old ninja had your balls in a vice, who can you trust?”
“Well put. I think.”
Dane reached out his hand to Marshall. “Octavius, you saved us. We won’t forget it. Hard to imagine you’ll ever need anything from us, but if you do I have a feeling you can find us.”
Marshall smiled and took the offered hand, then winced as he took the one Bones extended. “Thanks for helping me find out who killed Cornelius.”
“Don’t mention it. Wright is still out there, though.”
Marshall nodded. After a moment, Dane and Bones turned and prepared to leave. They grabbed the guns, which had been taken when Wright surprised them.
“Hey Bones, what happened to your Glock?”
Bones pointed to his crotch. “Same place it’s been all night. O’Meara was too flustered to do a complete search after I accused him of enjoying it too much.”
“You’re a piece of work, Bones.”
“You don’t totally suck, either.”
They walked back past Marshall, heading for the side fence where they had first come in. After all they’d been through they didn’t want to get caught now. It had been less than ten minutes since the shooting, but cops could arrive any minute.
Marshall stood staring at the ground, his fingers tightening around his gun. Dane thought to say something, but the man clearly was lost in his own thoughts. Better to get while the getting was still good. He could hear Marshall talking to himself in a low voice, though. And the words were clear.
“Wright is still out there.”

CHAPTER TWENTY

“Maddock! Bonebrake! My office.”
Dane’s head whipped toward the doorway from which the voice had come, but its owner had already disappeared. Dane and Bones had been back in the barracks for a couple of hours, unpacking and swapping stories with their fellow SEALS about their R&R. They had decided not to reveal most of their adventures.
He hadn’t expected to hear from Commander Hartford “Maxie” Maxwell until the next day, but apparently the man wanted a word with them now. Dane didn’t like the tone of the words his commander had uttered. Maxie wasn’t given to issuing petty demands, instead commanding respect with firmness and leading by example. The only time Dane could remember such a tone directed at him was a few months earlier when he and Bones had engaged in a no-holds-barred brawl. He traded a glance with Bones, who shrugged and headed for the door.
Minutes later, they stood at attention in Maxie’s office. The office contained only a basic metal desk, chair and filing cabinet, reflective of the commander’s no-nonsense personality. The only personal touch was a framed photograph of Maxie’s sixteen-year old daughter.
Dane expected Maxie to eventually say “At ease,” but instead he characteristically got straight to the point. “You boys have a good time in Philadelphia?”
It was all Dane could do to keep his eyes trained on Maxie and not look over at Bones. Bones said, “Yes, sir! A fine trip.”
“Anything happen that you think I should know about?”
Dane and Bones remained silent.
Maxie alternated his hard stare between them, finally letting out a long exhale. “Maddock and Bonebrake. First you hated each other so much I had to force you to spend time together. Now you’re working together to leave a trail of destruction. I suppose you figured that because the cops were clueless, word of your exploits would never reach me?”
Bones opened his mouth. “Sir, I—”
Maxie cut him off. “Sailor, you make damn sure what’s about to come out your mouth is going to improve your situation. I don’t know which of you is the leader and which is the sidekick, but this is the second trip in a row where a trail of bodies has followed you. I’m waiting for a reason why I shouldn’t kick your butts out for good.”
Dane swallowed. “Sir, we stumbled onto something in Boston that reappeared in Philadelphia. We didn’t fire any shots that weren’t in response to being attacked.”
Dane went on to explain the broad outlines of what had happened. By the time he was finished, a look of curiosity had replaced Maxie’s glare.
“You expect me to believe all that?”
Dane couldn’t think of a response and kept his mouth shut. Bones made the rare decision to do the same. Eventually Maxie chuckled.
“Relax, I believe you. Who could make up a story like that? Lost documents? Secret groups? The mafia?”
Bones said, “I know, right?”
Maxie targeted him with a glare, but his heart wasn’t in it. “Bones, were you born this way, or do you have to work at being this annoying?” He held up his hand. “Don’t answer that.”
Maxie put his hands on the desk. “For what it’s worth, you did the right thing by not going public. In most places, a squeaky wheel gets the grease. In the military, it gets replaced. Or worse. But I’m wondering why I haven’t heard anything in the news about the document or the lost Library of Congress.”
Dane looked at Bones. They had discussed this very thing during the plane ride home. It hadn’t been a week yet, but somehow he had expected Marshall to have gotten the word out by now. Maybe it was just taking longer than expected. Or maybe something had happened to Marshall.
Or maybe he had no intention of revealing it. Maybe he had his own agenda. Dane felt certain that Marshall was not a member of the Sons of the Republic. It just didn’t fit. But Bones had suggested something that Dane wanted to dismiss out of hand and couldn’t. Dane could still hear the conversation in his mind.
“What if there’s another group out there? I’m not saying they were actively looking for the document, but maybe they can make use of it somehow.”
“Bones, not everything is a conspiracy.”
“How naive you are sometimes, Maddock. Did you see those guys with Marshall at the cemetery? Those weren’t mobbed up thugs, those were soldiers. Or professional killers.”
Dane hadn’t answered. Bones was right that they didn’t know the whole picture. Maybe there was a simple explanation.
Or maybe they’d stumbled on something else, another group set on grabbing power. Dane hoped not. Because these weren’t the Sons of the Republic. The Sons were somewhat dangerous yet only moderately competent. But a group with the skills displayed by Marshall and his men?
They could do some serious damage.
THE END

From the Authors — Fact vs Fiction

As with most Dane and Bones adventures, Liberty contains quite a few real historical references interspersed with the fiction. Some of you may be wondering what is fact and what is the product of our imaginations.
The U.S. Constitution was signed on September 17, 1987. Edmund Randolph, George Mason, and Elbridge Gerry did refuse to sign, each with concerns about the role of the states. Randolph changed his mind soon thereafter and helped convince the legislature of his native Virginia to ratify it. Gerry later became a U.S. Representative from Massachusetts, serving a district with borders so brazenly based on political considerations that the term gerrymandering is derived from his name.
The clandestine meeting on September 16th between Ben Franklin and the others, all of whom were real historical characters, is entirely invented. But early on September 17th, five hundred copies of the proposed Constitution were printed and then scrapped, to be replaced with another run of five hundred later in the day. We know this because a bill for this initial print run was submitted. This makes it less likely that the replacement was due to printer error, although a government contractor billing for its own errors is not unheard of. In any case, no copy of this abandoned effort has ever come to light, nor does the historical record contain any explanation for it.
The battle at Gettysburg is one of the most well-known events in U.S. history. Josiah Hawthorne and the late night meeting in the latrine with Lee are fiction, but the rest of the story is true. General Robert E. Lee was quite ill the night before the unsuccessful assault known as Pickett's Charge. That attack was one of the few moves Lee ever made which was both a tactical and strategic error. The result was a retreat with massive casualties and possibly the turning point in the war. No consensus exists among historians regarding how such a brilliant general made this key mistake. As mentioned in the story, West Virginia was about to join the Union, but there is no evidence that this impacted Lee's decision.
The Marshall family was in fact one of the biggest landowners in the town of Hamiltonban, Pennsylvania at the time of the Civil War. But the characters and descendants from that family in this story are invented, as is the burned out house and the hint of scandal.
The original Library of Congress was indeed lost during the war of 1812. By most accounts, it was burned by the British, but several pieces of testimony suggest that some if it was removed to a hidden location before the British flames consumed the rest. No trace of it has ever been found.
The Zoo Balloon is one of the Philadelphia Zoo's best known attractions, although to best server the story we took some minor liberties with the specifics of its setup. Both the Christ Church Burial Ground and Wissahickon Valley Park are real. Wissahickon was a popular area for both mystics and grist mills during the eighteenth century, and today is a key piece of the vast Fairmount Park system. It was also the subject of the Poe short story “The Elk.” All the places mentioned in Wissahickon are real, including the Rosicrucian cave. The lost Library of Congress is not located there as far as we know.
The Celtic Cross is a real symbol dating to the first millennium, although its origins are unknown. It has been associated with various groups and conspiracies, including neo-Nazis and the Zodiac killer.
The Society of Cincinnatus was founded during the American Revolution and counted George Washington and Ben Franklin, among others, as members. Both Franklin and Washington developed doubts about the organization, which at one point proposed to serve as a hereditary nobility which could steer the country in the proper direction. The national symbol of the eagle has part of its origins in the logo of this society. It is also true that Ben Franklin once called the turkey a more noble bird than the eagle.
As for the lost Ben Franklin document, that is pure fiction. If such a document were to be discovered, though, we have no doubt that the disruption it would cause more than two centuries later would be very real.

About the Authors

David Wood is the author of the popular action-adventure series, The Dane Maddock Adventures, as well as several stand-alone works and two series for young adults. Under his David Debord pen name he is the author of the Absent Gods fantasy series. When not writing, he co-hosts the Authorcast podcast. David and his family live in Santa Fe, New Mexico. Visit him online at www.davidwoodweb.com.
Edward G. Talbot is the pen name for two authors. Ed Parrot lives in Massachusetts and has long been fascinated with turning ideas into written words. Jason Derrig lives in Maine and likes to tell stories, especially about conspiracies. The two authors have collaborated to create a brand of thriller that keeps the stakes high while not taking itself too seriously.
In addition to Liberty, their work includes the conspiracy thriller novelsNew World Orders and 2012: The Fifth World. Their most recent books are the terrorism thriller short novels Alive from New York and Alive From America. Click here for a sample of Alive from New York.
Visit Edward G. Talbot on the web at www.edwardgtalbot.com

OEBPS/images/img00001.jpg
**THE KIND OF NON-STOP,
HIGH-OCTANE ADVE

A Dane and Bones Drgms Story

BJA\V/|B WOOD

and Edward G. Talbot





