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They fi rst found out about the discovery at the same time and 

in the same manner as the rest of the world— via tele vi sion. 

Th e Judge was watching one of his own networks, Heritage News 

Channel, in the middle of the afternoon, when the cable network 

inserted one of its fl uff  “feature stories.” It was something the Judge 

might have missed, as he usually ignored such nonsense. Th en again, 

even if he had missed it the fi rst time, he was certain he would have 

been informed in fairly short order. One of the others would have 

picked up the signifi cance and relayed it to him.

Th e graphic at the bottom of the screen read historical find in 

oklahoma. Th e video was of an earthmover breaking ground in 

an open fi eld. Th e reporter, male and young, spoke in voice- over. “I’m 

Dan Manning at the Fort Washita Historical Site, between Madill 

and Durant in far southern Oklahoma. A huge cache of Civil War– 

era weapons was found buried  here, as ground was being broken for a 

new museum dedicated to the 1840s- era frontier fort.”

Th e Judge leaned across his huge walnut desk, eyes riveted to the 

plasma screen TV. Th e video shifted to a long table, on which  were 

piled rusting long rifl es, their wooden stocks weathered, barrels en-

crusted with nearly a century and a half of grit. “Th is is only a portion 
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of the weapons found. Th e Oklahoma Historical Society, which owns 

Fort Washita and the property adjacent to it, has turned the artifacts 

over to historian Nick Journey at nearby South Central College of 

Oklahoma. He estimates more than fi ve thousand rifl es”— the re-

porter came down hard on the word thousand—“were buried  here. 

And that  doesn’t take into account dozens of disassembled artillery 

weapons. Some still bear the insignia of Civil War regiments. Inter-

estingly enough, the heavier weapons seem to have come from both 

Northern and Southern units, yet they  were buried  here together.”

Th e Judge grabbed a pen and pad and began to write, his heart 

pounding. Th e video cut to a middle- aged white man whose dark red-

dish brown hair was shot through with gray. He was of average height, 

slightly thick around the middle, lined face and calm brown eyes, 

thoughtful demeanor. He was wearing a blue denim shirt. Th e graphic 

identifi ed him as nick journey, ph.d., civil war historian.

“We’re just starting the pro cess of analyzing the artifacts,” Jour-

ney said into the microphone. “It’ll take a while to sort it all out.”

“Any theories?” the reporter asked.

Th e Judge held his breath. “No,” Journey said. Th e historian 

dropped his eyes away from the camera. “No theories. Not yet.”

Th e video ran to an exterior shot of the Fort Washita guard-

house as it overlooked a narrow two- lane highway, then back to an-

other table, on which rested a rusting metal strongbox, the kind that 

had once been made to transport gold and other valuables. Th e cam-

era zoomed in for a tight shot of a gold pin that rested beside the 

box. Th e reporter, blond and fair- skinned with the well- scrubbed but 

unremarkable looks that permeated TV news, stepped into the shot 

and picked up the pin. “Adding further to the intrigue, this metal 

box was found buried at one end of the pit that held the weapons. 

Professor Journey tells us some documents  were also in the box, but 

they  haven’t been released to the public as of yet.”

Th e shot returned to Nick Journey. “Th e Oklahoma Historical 

Society has granted me custody of all these materials, and I’ll be 

working to determine just how they came to be  here at Fort Washita.”

“What can you tell us about the papers that  were found in the 

box?”

“Nothing at this time. But the documents will be secure.”
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“What is the condition of the papers?”

“Very good, from what we can tell. Th e box is made of tin and 

coated with copper. Someone was very serious about preserving the 

contents of this box. Our document conservators at the college are 

working on the papers now, to make sure we are physically able to 

handle them. After that, I’ll start analyzing them for content to see if 

we can fi gure out where they came from and who buried them  here. 

Believe me these items aren’t going to be very far away from me for 

the foreseeable future. We have very specifi c chain of custody proce-

dures for historic artifacts.”

“Do you think you’ll get to the bottom of this?”

“Th at’s my job, Dan.”

Th e camera cut back to the reporter, who walked to the table 

and picked up the gold pin. “Th is little bit of jewelry has been cleaned 

up, and it appears to be made of solid gold.” He turned it toward the 

camera and ran his fi ngers over the letters. “Who was G.W.? Per-

haps when we know that, we’ll know more about this very curious 

discovery at this off - the- beaten- path historical site. Historian Nick 

Journey will be trying to fi nd out just what all of this means. For 

now, though, it’s a bona fi de historical mystery. I’m Dan Manning 

for HNC, in Bryan County, Oklahoma.”

Th e piece ended and the anchors in Washington  were back on 

screen. Th e Judge muted the TV’s sound and sat back in his leather 

chair. He folded his hands together as if praying, then unfolded them 

several times. He swiveled in his chair, facing the picture window 

that looked across the green West Virginia hills. Th e Judge had come 

 here years ago, settling in this state that had been born out of the 

Civil War. It was a symbol of his commitment to the cause. He had 

spent most of his life searching, looking for what a random con-

struction project had just turned up in Oklahoma, of all places. Not 

the old weapons, of course. But the “documents” buried with them—

he needed the documents.

He and the others had waited. Th e names and faces came and 

went. Th e old ones died off  and young ones  were carefully re-

cruited. Th ousands of them waited now, in secret bases across the 

country— they came from the military, the intelligence ser vices, law 

enforcement, even from the business, technology, and academia 
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sectors. All waited for their opportunity to move into action. For 

many of them, their trails  were obscured, their lives reshaped, just as 

he had reshaped his own life. Th e media, even his own employees, 

liked to call him “reclusive.” And he was, since he had turned the 

day- to- day operation of his companies over to subordinates, MBA 

types who knew nothing of his real purpose. To them, he was just a 

rich old man who had once been well known and was now content to 

sit back at his home in the hills and make his money. Newspapers, 

magazines, radio and TV stations, cable networks, Internet por-

tals . . .  he owned them all, but they  were only the means for achiev-

ing his true life’s work— work that was closer to reality today than it 

had ever been. Th e Judge turned back to his desk. He had scrawled 

Nick Journey, South Central College of Oklahoma on the legal pad. He 

picked up his phone, waited a moment, then said, “Have you heard?”

“Just now,” said the man on the other end of the line. “Did you 

see it?”

“Yes,” the Judge said. “What this man has found will fi ll in all 

the holes. It’s the actual document. Did you see the pin?”

“Of course.”

“Yes. We must have the document in our hands. Start working 

on the man, this college professor, Journey.”

His mind shifting, racing, turning like an undammed river, 

the plans that had consumed him for so long— just as they had ruled 

the lives of his father and grandfather before him— began to come 

into focus. After hanging up the phone, the Judge unlocked his desk 

drawer and withdrew the ancient pages. He read the ornate writing, 

ran his hands across the words. Th en he pulled out another page and 

felt the raised seal: two swords, crossed at their points, with usa and 

csa on their respective hilts, a single silver star occupying the space 

between the two points, and below that, between the hilts of the 

swords, a bloodred American ea gle. Th is was all they knew for so 

many years. Now the other pieces would fi t together. Now they would 

be complete.

Th e Judge turned the lapel of his jacket inside out and touched 

the gold pin there, a round piece of jewelry with the letters G.W. 

engraved on it.



On any given day, tired was the only word Nick Journey could 

think of to describe his life. One of his colleagues in South 

Central College of Oklahoma’s Department of History was on sab-

batical, so he’d had an extra undergraduate course added to his teach-

ing load. His manuscript for a journal article had lain untouched 

since the spring semester ended, and his coauthor was constantly on 

his case about it. Th en there was Andrew, whose needs  were chang-

ing, seemingly by the day, and caring for a twelve- year- old with a 

profound disability was by defi nition a case study in exhaustion.

Th en there was “the gun thing,” as his students  were calling it, 

and dealing with the aftermath of the Fort Washita discovery simply 

added another layer. Journey had little interest in the guns themselves, 

and having secured a couple of them for the tiny SCCO history mu-

seum, gave the rest of them back to the Oklahoma Historical Society. 

Th ey’d sent three trucks from Oklahoma City to pick up the old ord-

nance. But Journey held on to the little strongbox and its contents.

So he put in his time as SCCO’s resident celebrity. Th e college 

sat along the edge of Lake Texoma, the huge man- made lake that was 

fed by the Red River and divided Oklahoma from Texas. Th e town of 

Carpenter Center, with a year- round population of ten thousand, was 
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equal parts lakeside resort and small college town, infused with the 

quintessential Oklahoma elements of Old West cattle culture, the oil 

industry, and Native American infl uence.

His offi  ce in Cullen Hall was cramped. With a de cade on the 

faculty, he was a tenured associate professor, but offi  ce space at SCCO 

was notoriously tiny. Th e offi  ce was disor ga nized, the books and 

journals and student works piled around his laptop. Th e only adorn-

ment on the wall was his doctorate from the University of Virginia. 

A few pictures of Andrew fanned out on the desk. Physically, the 

boy was a carbon copy of his mother, with the pecan- colored hair 

and the gray-green eyes and high cheekbones. Andrew smiled in 

only one of the pictures, the one from when he was three years old, 

before his autism had become clear. In the others, his look ranged 

from frightened to completely vacant.

With his morning class over and no offi  ce hours scheduled 

today, Journey opened his window— the best thing about the offi  ce 

was that it looked out onto the tree- lined common— and unlocked 

his desk drawer.

He’d received the papers back from the document conservators, 

who had applied a humidifi cation pro cess to make the paper less 

brittle. Still, they’d encased the pages in a plastic sleeve for han-

dling. Journey took out the sleeve and centered it on his laptop— it 

was the only place on the desk he could put it. He tapped a fi nger-

nail on the desk three times. It was a gesture that never failed to ir-

ritate students, colleagues, and his ex- wife—always the left index 

fi nger, always three times.

He looked at the thick, somewhat yellowed parchment, feeling 

the embossed seal of swords, star, and ea gle through the plastic. Th e 

handwriting beneath the seal was fl owing yet masculine. An edu-

cated man had written the words.

Whereas the late War Between the States has been ended, on this 

date and in this place; And whereas the conditions of the American 

continent in the confl ict’s aftermath bring to bear great uncer-

tainty; And whereas Americans, both North and South, possess an 

interest in the general order and well- being of the continent; Th is 

clause is added to the terms ending the aforementioned confl ict. As 
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such, it possesses the power of treaty and the import of law, to super-

sede all others, in accordance with General Order No. 100, “In-

structions for the Government of Armies of the United States in the 

Field,” Section I, Article 3.

Th is clause shall be enacted into law if three provisions of the 

American Federal Government are present. If the leaders of the 

three branches of Government are removed in short order from 

their offi  ces— to wit, the Speaker of the Legislative Branch, the 

chief justice of the Judicial Branch, and the president of the Ex-

ecutive Branch— and if said removal is accomplished by conspir-

atorial means to destabilize the American Federal Government, 

this clause shall be activated, and will supersede all other areas of 

law and treaty until such time as the Government may once again 

become stabilized. Th is clause shall not be enacted unless all por-

tions of this document may be authenticated, inclusive of our sig-

natures following.

A long black line of ink stretched across the page, and at the 

bottom, in a slightly more hurried hand, was written: Th e Poet’s Penn 

makes the waters fall and causes the strong to bend.

Journey had read the page at least fi fty times by now, putting 

himself into the time when it was written. Th e Civil War era, Recon-

struction, and the Gilded Age that followed  were rife with conspira-

cies, most of which turned out to be nothing more than a fanatic or 

two planning  here or there to do something to promote their cause.

Never, to Journey’s knowledge, had there ever been a plot to re-

move the highest offi  cials of all three branches of the government. 

Th at would have meant widespread panic, a descent into chaos, anar-

chy. In the 1860s, perhaps even a resumption of hostilities between 

North and South. But such a thing could never have been accom-

plished. Th e planning would have to be too precise. A thousand 

things would go wrong. Th ey always did.

Journey tapped his fi nger again. But someone was thinking about 

such a conspiracy in the war years. Clearly referring to Lee’s surren-

der at Appomattox, the writer of this page had envisioned just such 

a conspiracy, and a “clause” to deal with its aftermath. Th e writing 

didn’t belong to either Lee or Grant— both men had left enough 
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writings behind to be preserved in many diff erent archives. It had 

taken Journey all of fi fteen minutes online to see that neither man 

wrote the words on this page.

He went back to his computer and typed General Order No. 100 in 

the search engine. When the results settled onto the screen, he nod-

ded to himself. He’d run across it in his research before, but usually 

under its more common name, the Lieber Code, after the law profes-

sor who drafted most of it. General Order No. 100 was an executive 

order issued by President Lincoln in 1863 to direct the conduct of the 

armies during the war. It was often cited as one of the precursors to 

the Hague Conventions that still governed modern warfare.

Journey scrolled down to Article 3 of the fi rst section and read:

Martial law in a hostile country consists in the suspension by the 

occupying military authority of the criminal and civil law, and of 

the domestic administration and government in the occupied 

place or territory, and in the substitution of military rule and 

force for the same, as well as in the dictation of general laws, as 

far as military necessity requires this suspension, substitution, or 

dictation.

A chill went down Journey’s spine.

Hostile country.

Martial law.

What did the Lieber Code have to do with Fort Washita? What 

“conspiratorial means” was the author of this page talking about?

Journey returned to the old paper. Th ere was no second page, no 

signatures as referenced in the writing. And the cryptic note at the 

end made no sense. Th e document was so precise in its language, so 

deliberate— the misspelling of penn leapt off  the page.

Th e Poet’s Penn makes the waters fall and causes the strong to bend.

“What is this?” Journey said, not realizing he’d said it aloud.

“Nick?”

Journey jumped and knocked papers off  the desk.

“Sorry, didn’t mean to startle you.” Th e voice belonged to Sandra 

Kelly, one of the new young assistant professors, in her third year and 

not yet tenured. Her specialty was the history of third- party po liti cal 



 C o l d  G l o r y  31

movements and extremism in American politics. She was fully six feet 

tall with a mane of brilliant red hair and blazing Irish green eyes. She 

was fond of wearing loose- fi tting tie- dye dresses. A small, simple sil-

ver cross hung around her neck. “Working on the gun thing?”

Journey made a face at her. “Stop calling it that. It’s bad enough 

that TV reporters and bloggers with nothing better to do call it that. 

It’s not about the guns.”

She grinned. “Want to grab some lunch?”

“I suppose so.” Journey was vaguely uncomfortable with Sandra 

Kelly, often sensing she was looking for something other than a pro-

fessional relationship. She was a good dozen years younger than he, 

and had never said or done anything overt, but his gut told him 

otherwise. Even so, he and Amelia had been divorced for only three 

years. He suspected Sandra— or almost any other woman, for that 

matter— would be scared off  by Andrew’s disability. So he told him-

self with great regularity.

“Don’t sound so enthusiastic.”

“Sorry. I guess I’m distracted. You want to get Uncle Charley’s? 

Today is the cheeseburger basket special.”

“Very funny.” Sandra was a strict vegetarian.

“Right. I’ll eat your burger, and you can have a salad.”

Journey dropped the gold pin into a plastic Ziploc bag and 

tucked the bag into the pocket of his tan chinos. Taking care not to 

fold or crinkle the sleeve, he picked up the paper and slipped it into 

the battered green backpack he used as a briefcase. Journey was noto-

rious among the faculty for taking documents with him wherever he 

went, whether they  were major discoveries or not. He worked on them 

at home, in coff ee shops, sitting in traffi  c, anywhere he could snatch a 

minute to consider and analyze a new historical fi nd. Th e pin was 

another question without an answer. Who was G.W.? On some vague 

level, Journey felt that he should know the answer already, and that if 

he found G.W., he found the rest of this strange little enigma.

Nick Journey and Sandra Kelly walked down the stairs and out of 

Cullen Hall into the bright September sunshine. As they did, a tall 

young man with a blond buzzcut, sitting in an armchair in the lounge 
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area on the fi rst fl oor pulled out a cell phone. He spoke quietly to 

his counterpart, who was leaning against an elm thirty feet from 

the front steps. Th e man outside watched the two professors as they 

passed, then snapped his own phone closed.

Journey and Kelly cleared the common, with its towering oaks 

and elms and its “memory garden” of wildfl owers. Uncle Charley’s, 

a campus institution that had been serving burgers and beer for half a 

century, sat diagonally across Whitesell Boulevard from the main 

gates of the college. One minute later, they  were ordering lunch. 

Across the street, at a metered parking space, a man in the driver’s 

seat of a navy blue Chevy Suburban spoke into a cell phone. “He’s 

now off  campus. Move in.”

Th e young man in the lobby of Cullen Hall closed his phone, 

stood up, and headed to the stairs. Half a minute later, the one from 

outside joined him. Less than ninety seconds after the man in the 

Suburban had spoken, the other two  were inside Nick Journey’s offi  ce.

In three minutes, they called the man in the Suburban. “It’s not 

 here,” said the one who’d been stationed outside. “He must have it 

with him.”

“Acknowledged.  Were you seen?”

“Negative. Th e hallway’s empty.”

“Good. Get out of there. Th ey went to the diner across the street. 

I’ll establish surveillance there.”

Th e man in the car was a little older than the other two, wearing 

jeans, a polo shirt, and sneakers. He left the Suburban, turned the 

corner, and walked into Uncle Charley’s. He spotted Journey and 

the red- haired woman three booths back from the counter. A wait-

ress had just brought their food— an enormous cheeseburger with a 

side order of grilled jalapeño peppers for Journey, an equally sub-

stantial salad for the woman. Th e man glanced at their table once as 

he passed. Th e plastic sleeve rested on the table, Journey’s right hand 

on top of it, as if he expected it to try to escape.
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