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FACT:

In 1991, a document was locked in the safe of the director of the CIA. The document is still there today. Its
cryptic text includes references to an ancient portal and an unknown location underground. The document
also contains the phrael t 6 s b werriee & oanetwhtelr e . 0

All organizations in this novel exist, including the Freemasons, the Invisible College, the Office of Security,
the SMSC, and the Institute of Noetic Sciences.

All rituals, science, artwork, and monuments in this novel are real.
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Prologue

House of the Temple

8:33 P.M.

The secrat how to die.

Since the beginning of time, the secret had always been how to die.

The thirty-four-yearold initiate gazed down at the human skull cradled in his palms. The skull ias,hol
like a bowl, filled with bloodred wine.

Drink it, he told himselfYou have nothing to fear.

As was tradition, he had begun this journey adorned in the ritualistic garb of a medieval heretic being led tc
the gallows, his loosétting shirt gaping @en to reveal his pale chest, his left pant leg rolled up to the knee,
and his right sleeve rolled up to the elbow. Around his neck hung a heavy rop8d @moosé ctacbw e a s t
brethren called it. Tonight, however, like the brethren bearing witness, hdre@ssed as a master.

The assembly of brothers encircling him all were adorned in their full regalia of lambskin aprons, sashes,
and white gloves. Around their necks hung ceremonial jewels that glistened like ghostly eyes in the muted
light. Many of thesemen held powerful stations in life, and yet the initiate knew their worldly ranks meant
nothing within these walls. Here all men were equals, sworn brothers sharing a mystical bond.

As he surveyed the daunting assembly, the initiate wondered who omtsiteavould ever believe that this
collection of men would assemble in one place . . . muchhesglace. The room looked like a holy
sanctuary from the ancient world.

The truth, however, was stranger still.
| am just blocks away from the Whiteuse.

This colossal edifice, located at 1733 Sixteenth Street NW in Washington, D.C., was a replica of a pre
Christian templé the temple of King Mausolus, the origimahusoleum . .a place to be taken after death.
Outside the main entrance, two see&mton sphinxes guarded the bronze doors. The interior was an ornate
labyrinth of ritualistic chambers, halls, sealed vaults, libraries, and even a hollow wall that held the remains
of two human bodies. The initiate had been told every room in this fgitaild a secret, and yet he knew

no room held deeper secrets than the gigantic chamber in which he was currently kneeling with a skull
cradled in his palms.

The Temple Room.
This room was a perfect square. And cavernous. The ceiling soared an agjamehiundred feet

overhead, supported by monolithic columns of green granite. A tiered gallery of dark Russian walnut seats
with handtooled pigskin encircled the room. A thittigreefoot-tall throne dominated the western wall,
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with a concealed pipe orgapposite it. The walls were a kaleidoscope of ancient symbols . . . Egyptian,
Hebraic, astronomical, alchemical, and others yet unknown.

Tonight, the Temple Room was lit by a series of precisely arranged candles. Their dim glow was aided onl:
by a paleshaft of moonlight that filtered down through the expansive oculus in the ceiling and illuminated
the room's most startling featdrean enormous altar hewn from a solid block of polished Belgian black
marble, situated dead center of the square chamber.

Thesecret is how to dighe initiate reminded himself.

~

Alt is time, 0 a voice whispered.

The initiate let his gaze climb the distinguished windbed figure standing before hiffihe Supreme
Worshipful MasterThe man, in his late fifties, was an Amerigaon, well loved, robust, and incalculably
wealthy. His oncealark hair was turning silver, and his famous visage reflected a lifetime of power and a
vigorous intellect.

ATake the oath, o0 the Worshipful Ma stteery asuwari dj, o thri |

The initiate's journey, like all such journeys, had begun at the first degree. On that night, in a ritual similar
to this one, the Worshipful Master had blindfolded him with a velvet hoodwink and pressed a ceremonial

daggerto hisbarence st , demandi ng: ADo you seriously decl
or any other unworthy motive, that you freely and voluntarily offer yourself as a candidate for the mysteries
and privileges of this brotherhood?0

i do, 0 thed. i niti ate had

conscio

ur u s
be i mparted

AThen |l et this be a sting to yo sness
you ever betray the secrets to to vy
At the time, the initiate had felt no fedrhey will never know my true purpose here

Tonight, however, he sensed a foreboding solemnity in the Temple Room, and his mind began replaying a
the dire warnings he had been given on his journey, threats of terrible consequences if he ever shared the
ancient secrets he was about to ledimpat cut from ear to ear . . . tongue torn out by its roots . . . bowels
taken out and burned . . . scattered to the four winds of heaven . . . heart plucked out and given to the bea:
of the field

ABr ot her-eyed master saig, placing hislethd on t he initiate's sho
Steeling himself for the last step of his journey, the initiate shifted his muscular frame and turned his
attention back to the skull cradled in his palms. The crimson wine looked almost blackliim the

candlelight. The chamber had fallen deathly silent, and he could feel all of the witnesses watching him,
waiting for him to take his final oath and join their elite ranks.

Tonight,he thoughtsomething is taking place within these walls that hasmas#re occurred in the
history of this brotherhood. Not once, in centuries.

He knew it would be the spark . . . and it would give him unfathomable power. Energized, he drew a breatt
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and spoke aloud the same words that countless men had spoken beforeduntries all over the world.

AMay this
my oath. o

wi ne | now drink become a deadly pois
His words echoed in the hollow space.

Then all was quiet.

Steadying his hands, the initiate raiseel skull to his mouth and felt his lips touch the dry bone. He closed
his eyes and tipped the skull toward his mouth, drinking the wine in long, deep swallows. When the last
drop was gone, he lowered the skull.

For an instant, he thought he felt his luggswing tight, and his heart began to pound wildly. God, they
know! Then, as quickly as it came, the feeling passed.

A pleasant warmth began to stream through his body. The initiate exhaled, smiling inwardly as he gazed u
at the unsuspecting grayedman who had foolishly admitted him into this brotherhood's most secretive
ranks.

Soon you will lose everything you hold most dear.
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CHAPTER 1

The Otiselevator climbing the south pillar of the Eiffel Tower was overflowing with tourists. Insgderéimped lift,
'y +dzZaGSNB o6dzaAySaavYly Ay | LINBaaSR adaAad 3IFT SR R24y
adlreSR 2y (GKS 3INRdzy Roé

GLQY 21t& & & d¢ (KS 628 yasSNBRT aiNHAIONWwDGh D NGB

¢KS YIy £SHySR Ot 2aSNP 4L (K2dAKG o0& y26 &2dz 62dA R

affectionately.

QX

The boy felt ashamed to disappoint his father, but he could barely hear through the ringing in his ea@! y Q (i
breal KS® LQ@S 323G G2 3ASG 2dzi 2F (GKA& O02EH

¢CKS StSOIG2NI 2LISNF G2NJ g+ a aleéAy3d a2YSUHUKAYI-roNB & a dzNR
construction. Far beneath them, the streets of Paris stretched out in all directions.

Almost therethe boytold himself, craning his neck and looking up at the unloading platféust hold on.

As the lift angled steeply toward the upper viewing deck, the shaft began to narrow, its massive struts contracting
into a tight, vertical tunnel.

G5FRXI L tR2y Q0 GKAY]

Suddenly a staccato crack echoed overhead. The carriage jerked, swaying awkwardly to one side. Frayed cables
began whipping around the carriage, thrashing like snakes. The boy reached out for his father.

G5+ RH¢

Their eyes locked for one terrifying sad.

Then the bottom dropped out.

Robert Langdon jolted upright in his soft leather seat, startling out of the semiconscious daydream. He was sitting al

alone in the enormous cabin of a Falcon 2000EX corporate jet as it bounced its way through terblnl¢ne
background, the dual Pratt & Whitney engines hummed evenly.

GaNX [FYy3IR2yKE ¢KS AYyiSNO2Y ONI Olf SR 208SNKSIR® a2SQ
[ FY3IR2Yy &l G dzLJ AaGNIX A3IKG yR aft AR KAA f SOGdzNB ighvidgl S &
Masonic symbology when his mind had drifted. The daydream about his late father, Langdon suspected, had been

A % /4 A X

AGANNBR 68 (KAa Y2NYAYIQa dzy SELISOGSR Ay OAlGlrdAizy TFTNP
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The other man | never want to disappoint.

The fifty-eightyearold philanthropist, historian, and scientist had taken Langdon under his wing nearly thirty years
323 Ay Ylye gleéea FACEAYy3d GKS @2AR tSTG o6& [lyaR2YyQ
massive wealth, Lafg2 Y KI R FT2dzyR KdzYAf AlG& YR gl NYGK Ay {2f2Y¢%
hdziaARS (KS ¢gAyR2¢ G(G(KS addzy KFIR aSaG3x odzi [Fy3IR2y O2dz
obelisk, rising on the horizon like the spire of an ancient gnomon. ThédehBnarblefaced obelisk marked this
yIEGA2yQa KSENI® !'ff FNRBdzyR KS aLIANBI (GKS YSiAOdAZ 2 dz

Even from the air, Washington, D.C., exuded an almost mystical power.

Langdon loved this city, and as the jetitthed down, he felt a rising excitement about what lay ahead. The jet taxied
to a private terminal somewhere in the vast expanse of Dulles International Airport and came to a stop.

Langdon gathered his things, thanked the pilots, and stepped out of th@®j& f dzE dzNA 2 dz& Ay i SNA 2
staircase. The cold January air felt liberating.

Breathe, Roberfie thought, appreciating the widepen spaces.

A blanket of white fog crept across the runway, and Langdon had the sensation he was steppingansb as he
descended onto the misty tarmac.

G1 Stt2H 1 Stt2H¢ + aAy3azy3a . NAIGAAGK @2A0S akKz2dziSR TN

Langdon looked up to see a midelged woman with a badge and clipboard hurrying toward him, waving happily as
he gproached. Curly blond hair protruded from under a stylish knit wool hat.

G2St02YS (2 21FaKAy3ldz2yT &aiNHE
[ FY3dR2Yy aYAfSRO® G¢KIy| @2dzdé

Gae YIYS A& tlYZ FTNRY LI aaSy3aSNI aSNIBAOSade ¢KS 62YI
@ 2dzQfSf 6@AXK YSI AANE @2dz2NJ OF NI Aa gl AdAyTodé

Langdon followed her across the runway toward the Signature terminal, which was surrounded by glistening private
jets. A taxi stand for the rich and famous.

GL KIFGS G2 SYOlFNNI&& @&2dzhy NEFOS S I IMEHSR dsdlidnigderaigg 3 | A
GNAGSE 02214 lo2dzi aevozfa FyYyR NBfAIA2YS I NByQi @&2dz

QX

Langdon hesitated and then nodded.
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S YAYy3Id Gad 06221 IANRdLI N

GL GK2dAKG azHé &akKs$s z
£ a yS OFdzaSRH |, 2dz R2 Sye22é Lz

adSt AOA2dza a0l yRI
[Fy3aR2y aYAftSRO a{OFyRIf slayQid NBIfte Y& AyiSyidrzy

¢tKS ¢2YFy aSSYSR (2 aSyasS [ly3aR2y ¢la y2G8 Ay GKS Y2
knowgd 2dz LINRO6lFo6fe 3ISG GANBR 2F 06SAy3a NBO23ayAT SR & o o
G, 2dzNJ dzy AT2NY 3 @S &2dz | 61 & d¢

My uniform?Langdon glanced down at his attire. He was wearing his usual charcoal turtleneck, Harris Theted ja
khakis, and collegiate cordovan loafers . . . his standard attire for the classroom, lecture circuit, author photos, and
social events.

CKS g2YFy {1 dzZ3KSRd a¢Kz2asS (dzNIift SySOl1a @&2dz 6SI NJ I NB
No chancel.angan thought.Little nooses.

Neckties had been required six days a week when Langdon attended Phillips Exeter Academy, and despite the
KSIFRYFaidSNRaE NRYIFIYGAO Of I AYa GKI (fasdali&orndyNJorHak gratd@tsfio (1 K S
warm their vocal cords, Langdon knew that, etymologicaltgyatr Ol dz- t f @ RSNAGSR FTNRY |
mercenaries who donned knotted neckerchiefs before they stormed into battle. To this day, this ancient battle garb
was donned by modern office waoris hoping to intimidate their enemies in daily boardroom battles.

GCKIYy1a F2NJ GKS FTROAOSZé [Fy3aR2y aFAR gAGK I OKdzO1 ¢

Mercifully, a professiondboking man in a dark suit got out of a sleek Lincoln Town Car pagadhe terminal
YR KSfR dzlJ KA&a TFTAYIASNX® dGaN¥ [FyIR2yK LQY [/ KIFNXSa ¢
SOSYyAy3IAS AANW® 2St02YS (2 21 aKAy3adz2yoé

Langdon tipped Pam for her hospitality and then climbed into the plush interior of tkvn Car. The driver showed
him the temperature controls, the bottled water, and the basket of hot muffins. Seconds later, Langdon was
speeding away on a private access rdad this is how the other half lives.

As the driver gunned the car up Windsochk@S > KS O2yadzZ 6SR KAa LI aasSyasSNIy
.Sthgre [AY2dzaAYyS>Zé GKS RNAGSNI aFAR gA0GK LINRPFSaairzy
EFYRSR®OE 1S LI dASRO® &, S&5 A AaNdDwill celiahhird o2Beidayitol BuNding iy y 3
489Sy tdad . 2dZONB 68t 02YST AANWE | S Kdzy3 dzLio

Langdon had to smilé&o stone leftunturne® t SGSNJ {2t 2Y2y Qa FFGdGSydAz2y G2 RS
allowing him to manage his substantial paweith apparentease. ¥S¢ o0Af f A2y R2ff I NBA AY
either.

Langdon settled into the plush leather seat and closed his eyes as the noise of the airport faded behind him. The U..
Capitol was a half hour away, and he appreciated the tiloeeato gather his thoughts. Everything had happened so
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quickly today that Langdon only now had begun to think in earnest about the incredible evening that lay ahead.
Arriving under a veil of secretygngdon thought, amused by the prospect.

TenmilesY GKS /FLAG2Ef . dAfRAY3IZ | t2yS FTAIANE s+ a S| 3¢
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CHAPTER 2

Theonewho call ed himself Mal dakh pressed the tip ¢
pleasure as the sharp tool plunged in and out of his flesh. The soft hum of the electric device was addictive
.. as was the bite of the needle sliding de#p lnis dermis and depositing its dye.

| am a masterpiece.

The goal of tattooing was never beauty. The goalahasige From the scarified Nubian priests of 2000
B.C., to the tattooed acolytes of the Cybele cult of ancient Rome, todkescars of theanodern Maori,
humans have tattooed themselves as a way of offering up their bodies in partial sacrifice, enduring the
physical pain of embellishment and emerging changed beings.

Despite the ominous admonitions of Leviticus 19:28, which forbade the marking one 6s f | es h,
become a rite of passage shared by millions of people in the modérreaggone from cleanut
teenagers to harcbre drug users to suburban housewives.

The act of tattooing oneds s Kkr anamwauscementtorthe wasld: o r m
am in control of my own flesfihe intoxicating feeling of control derived from physical transformation had
addicted millions to flesfaltering practices . . . cosmetic surgery, body piercing, bodybuilding, and steroids
... even bulimia and transgenderifdne human spirit craves mastery over its carnal shell.

A single bell chimed on Mal 6akhdés grandfather ¢
he wrapped the Kiryu silk robe around his naksxifoot-three body and strode down the hall. The air

inside this sprawling mansion was heavy with the pungent fragrance of his skin dyes and smoke from the
beeswax candles he used to sterilize his needles. The towering young man moved down the @brridor pa
priceless Italian antiqudsa Piranesi etching, a Savonarola chair, a silver Bugarini oil lamp.

He glanced through a flodgo-ceiling window as he passed, admiring the classical skyline in the distance.
The luminous dome of the U.S. Capitol glowed vsithemn power against the dark winter sky.

This is where it is hiddemge thoughtlt is buried out there somewhere.

Few men knew it existed . . . and even fewer knew its awesome power or the ingenious way in which it hac
been hidden. To thisday,itremmed t hi s countryds gr e didkesvtheunt ol
truth kept it hidden behind a veil of symbols, legends, and allegory.

Now they have opened theirdoorstoMa | 6 ak h t hought .

Three weeks ago, in a dawmilstriitndidluewittimds sned, b Wa
thethityt hi rd degree, the highest echelon of the wo
new rank, the brethren had told him nothiNgr will they,he knew. That was not how it worked. Taer

were circles within circles . : : brother hoods
never earn their ultimate trust.

Fortunately, he did not need their trust to obtain their deepest secret.
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My initiation served its purpose.

Now, energized by what lay ahead, he strode toward his bedroom. Throughout his entire home, audio
speakers broadcast the eerie strains of a rare
VerdiRequieda r emi nder of a pchedarematescontrdl tb lering ovtae truradérihg t
ADies I rae. o0 Then, against a backdrop of crashi
staircase, his robe billowing as he ascended on sinewy legs.

(@)}

As he ran, his empty stomach growledinpt e st . For two days now, Ma |
water, preparing his body in accordance with the ancient Ways. hunger will be satisfied by dawme
reminded himselfAlong with your pain.

Mal 6akh entered his bredlbdiogthe doarmehindihant As henmoveth toware v e
his dressing area, he paused, feeling himself drawn to the enormous gilded mirror. Unable to resist, he
turned and faced his own reflection. SI| oobetp, a
unveil his naked form. The vision awed him.

(7]

| am a masterpiece.

His massive body was shaved and smooth. He lowered his gaze first to his feet, which were tattooed with
the scales and talons of a hawk. Above that, his muscular legs were tagaaedea pillard his left leg

spiraled and his right vertically striatd8loaz and JachinHis groin and abdomen formed a decorated
archway, above which his powerful chest was emblazoned with the duedaded phoenix . . . each head in
profile withitsve i bl e eye formed by one of Mal b6akhds nip
were completely covered with an intricate tapestry of ancient symbols and sigils.

| am an artifact . . . an evolving icon.

One mort al man had hgeem Maoludasklramdked, dihg man
youbre a demon! o

Al f you perceive me as such, o Mal éakh had repl:.i
demons were identiaalinterchangeable archety@esll a matter of polarity:He guardian angel who
conquered your enemy in battle was perceived by your enemy as a demon destroyer.

Mal 6akh tipped his face down now and got an obl

crownlike halo, shone a small circle of pale, unatod f |l esh. This carefully ¢
only remaining piece of virgin skin. The sacred space had waited patiently . . . and tonight, it would be
filled. Although Mal 6akh did not yet pomewtless wh

moment was fast approaching.

Exhilarated by his reflection, he could already feel his power growing. He closed his robe and walked to the
window, again gazing out at the mystical city before hiris buried out there somewhere.

Refocusingonth t ask at hand, Mal 6akh went to his dres
makeup to his face, scalp, and neck until his tattoos had disappeared. Then he donned the special set of
clothing and other items he had meticulously preparethisevening. When he finished, he checked

himself in the mirror. Satisfied, he ran a soft palm across his smooth scalp and smiled.
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It is out therehe thoughtAnd tonight, one man will help me find it.

As Mal 6akh exited hi srtieevedthat Wwoeld Jponshalke the d.S. Bapitoks e | f
Building. He had gone to enormous lengths to arrange all the pieces for tonight.

And now, at last, his final pawn had entered the game.
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CHAPTER 3

Robert Langdonwas busy reviewing his notecasdhen t he hum of the Town C
on the road beneath him. Langdon glanced up, surprised to see where they were.

Memorial Bridge already?

He put down his notes and gazed out at the calm waters of the Potomac passing beneath himmitheavy
hovered on the surface. Aptly named, Foggy Bottom had always seemed a peculiar site on which to build
the nationdés capital. Of all the places in the
on which to lay the cornerstone of thetopian society.

Langdon gazed left, across the Tidal Basin, toward the gracefully rounded silhouette of the Jefferson
Memoriab Amer i cadés Pant heon, as many called it. Dir
with rigid austerity, itsorthponal | i nes reminiscent of Athensos
t hat Langdon s awd thehsamecpireé he dagl seerefrorh therap. itseacclatectural
inspiration was far, far older than the Romans or the Greeks.

Amer i c aiénobeksk y p t

The monolithic spire of the Washington Monument loomed dead ahead, illuminated against the sky like the
maj estic mast of a ship. From Langdondés oblique
swaying against the dreary sky asiifan unsteady sea. Langdon felt similarly ungrounded. His visit to
Washington had been utterly unexpectadoke up this morning anticipating a quiet Sunday at home . . .
and now I 6m a few minutes away from the U.S. Ca

This morning at four fortffive, Langdon had plunged into deealm water, beginning his day as he always
did, swimming fifty laps in the deserted Harvard Pool. His physique was not quite what it had been in his
college days as a watpolo altAmerican, but he was still lean and &olh) respectable for a man in his

forties. The only difference now was the amount of effort it took Langdon to keep it that way.

When Langdon arrived home around six, he began his morning ritual chhadihg Sumatra coffee

beans and savoring the exadiment that filled his kitchen. This morning, however, he was surprised to see
the blinking red light on his voiemail display.Who calls at six A.M. on a Sundali@e pressed the button
and listened to the message.

AGood morning, P r ariblg sosydor thid.earlyngodronni, n gl 6cna Itle. 6 The

noticeably hesitant, with a hint of a southern
executive assistant. Mr. Sol omon ihgddrebchypmithgoudr e
morning on short notice. As soon as you receive this message, would you be so kind as to call Peter

directly? You probably have -3245s74n6ew pri vate | in

Langdon felt a sudden concern for his old frieneteP Solomon was impeccably welled and courteous,
and certainly not the kind of man to call at daybreak on a Sunday unless something was very wrong.

Langdon left his coffee half made and hurried toward his study to return the call.
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| hope heds okay.

Peter Solomon had been a friend, ment or, and, a
to him ever since their first meeting at Princeton University. As a sophomore, Langdon had been required t
attend an evening guest lecture by thélakeown young historian and philanthropist. Solomon had spoken
with a contagious passion, presenting a dazzling vision of semiotics and archetypal history that had sparke
in Langdon what would later become his lifelong passion for symbols. It was eot PetSo | o mon 0 s
brilliance, however, but the humility in his gentle gray eyes that had given Langdon the courage to write
himathanky ou | etter. The young sophomore had never
wealthiest and most intriguing youngiellectuals, would ever write back. But Solomon did. And it had

been the beginning of a truly gratifying friendship.

A prominent academic whose quiet manner belied his powerful heritage, Peter Solomon came from the
ultrawealthy Solomon family, whose nasngppeared on buildings and universities all over the nation. Like
the Rothschilds in Europe, the surname Solomon had always carried the mystique of American royalty anc
success. Peter had inherited the mantle at a young age after the death of haniihaw, at fiftyeight, he

had held numerous positions of power in his life. He currently served as the head of the Smithsonian
Institution. Langdon occasionally ribbed Peter that the lone tarnish on his sterling pedigree was his diplom:e
from a secondate university Yale.

Now, as Langdon entered his study, he was surprised to see that he had received a fax from Peter as well
Peter Solomon

OFFICE OF THE SECRETARY
THE SMITHSONIAN INSTITUTION

Good morning, Robert,
| need to speak with you at oncePlease call me this morning as soon as you can at 2829-5746.
Peter

Langdon immediately dialed the number, sitting down at hisdecamnded oak desk to wait as the call went
through.

noffice of Peter Solomon, 0 trea.f dMmihliisan sv Aindg éa om

AHel |l o, this is Robert Lada@gdon. You |l eft me a m
AYes, Professor Langdon! o The young man sounded
Solomon is eager to speakto you. Let meteihiyou6r e on t he 1| i ne. May |

nof cour se. o

As Langdon waited for Solomon to get on the |in
letterhead and had to smildot many slackers in the SolomonclBret er 6 s angeemedwitra | t r
the names of wealthy business magnates, influential politicians, and a number of distinguished scientists,
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some even fellows of Londonés Royal Society. So
Katherine, had apparently inheritdee science gene, because she was now a leading figure in a new
cutting-edge discipline called Noetic Science.

All GreektomeL, angdon t hought, amused to recall Kather
Science to hi m ashomae lgstyeat lyangdon hat kstenedccarefulyhaad tlden replied,

ASounds more | ike magic than science. 0

Kat herine winked playfully. ATheydre closer tha

Now Solomonds assistant retur ned gttogettofhaeconferterce e .

call. Things are a |ittle chaotic here this mor
AThat 6s not a problem. | can easily call back. o
AActually, he asked me to fill you in on his re

nof course not. o

The assistannihal ed deepl vy. AAs you probably know, Pro:
of the Smithsonian hosts a private gala to than
cultural elite attend. o

Langdon knew his own bank account haol f®w zeros to qualify him as culturally elite, but he wondered if
maybe Solomon was going to invite him to attend nonetheless.

AThis year, as is customary, o0 the assistant <con
Webve beenghl utcok ys eecnuorue t he National Statwuary Hal

The best room in all of D.CLLangdon thought, recalling a political lecture he had once attended in the
dramatic semicircular hall. It was hard to forget five hundred folding chairs splayectifeat@rc,
surrounded by thirtgight lifes i ze st at ues, in a room that had on
Representatives chamber.

AThe problem is this, 06 the man said. AOur swpeak
to give the address. o0 He paused awkwardl y. AThi
Mr. Solomon is hoping you would consider fillin
Langdon did a double take. AMe?0 This wafedafast a
better substitute. o

AYoubre Mr. Solomonds first choice, Professor,

would be thrilled to hear from you, and Mr. Solomon thought you could give the same lecture you gave on
BookspanTVd ew years back? That way, you wouldnoét he
symbolism in the archdtecsouvedsosfabsol maaeipnpsr t

Langdon was not so sur e. dolwiththe Masenc hidtory,of the budding | e c
thard o
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AExactly! As you know, Mr. Solomon is a Mason,
attendance. |l 6m sure they would |l ove to hear yo
| admit it would be easy.angb n had kept the | ecture notes from
could consider it. What date is the event?0

The assistant cleared his throat, sounding sudd

Langdon | aughedho@t ol oud. ATon

AThat 6s why itdés so hectic here this morning. T
The assistant spoke more hurriedly now. AMr. So
flight is only an hour,andyowoul d be back home before midnight.
terminal at Bostonds Logan Airport?0o

Al am, 06 Langdon Nodaonder Reterdalwayedets ltistwaynt | y .

AWonder ful! Would you be wiflilvengo @l oamek20 t he | e
AYou havendét | eft me much choice, have you?0 La
Al just want to make Mr. Solomon happy, sir.o
Peter has that effectonpeopleangdon considered it a | ong moment
him | can do it.o

AOust anding! o the assistant exclaimed, sounding

and various other information.
When Langdon finally hung up, he wondered if Peter Solomon had ever been told no.

Returning to his coffee preparation,rigaglon scooped some additional beans into the griddigtle extra
caffeine this morningse thoughtl t 6 s going to be a | ong day.
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CHAPTER 4

The U.S.Capitol Building stands regally at the eastern end of the National Mall, on a raised platesity th
designer Pierre LOEnfant described as fa pedest
measures more than 750 feet in length and 350 feet deep. Housing more than sixteen acres of floor space
contains an astonishing 541 roonifie neoclassical architecture is meticulously designed to echo the
grandeur of ancient Rome, whose ideals were the
and culture of the new republic.

The new security checkpoint for tourists emtg the Capitol Building is located deep within the recently
completed subterranean visitor center, beneath a magnificent glass skylight that frames the Capitol Dome.
Newly hired security guard Alfonso Nufiez carefully studied the male visitor now apmgh

checkpoint. The man had a shaved head and had been lingering in the lobby, completing a phone call befc
entering the building. His right arm was in a sling, and he moved with a slight limp. He was wearing a
tattered armynavy surplus coat, whiclspmbined with his shaved head, made Nufiez guess military. Those
who had served in the U.S. armed forces were among the most common visitors to Washington.

AfGood evening, sir,o0o NufYez said, foll owi togwhda he
entered alone.

AHel l o, 0 the visitor said, glancing around at t

ANFC -pflfasy, 0 Nufez replied. AEveryoneds watching
but this was his first monthonthejob and hedd drawn the short straw

As the visitor fumbled to empty the pockets of his long coat with his one working hand, Nufiez watched hin
carefully. Human instinct made special allowances for the injured and hapedtduut it was an instinct

Nufiez had been trained to override.

Nufiez waited while the visitor removed from his pockets the usual assortment of loose change, keys, and

couple of cell phones. ASprain?06 NubfPeardtaleked, e

wrapped in a series of thick Ace bandages.

The bald man nodded. ASIlipped on the ice. A wee

ASorry to hear that. Walk through, please. 0

The visitor limped through the detector, and the machine buzzed in protest.

The visitor frowned. Al was afraid of that. | 6 m
swollen to get it off, so the doctors wrapped r
ANo problem, 06 NufYfez said. Al 61 1 use the wand. 0
Nufiez ran the metaletectionwandovdr he vi sit or 6s wrapped hand. As
det ected was a |l arge lump on the manés injured

over every inch of the manés sl ing aniuhghimontherr .
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r t he bui |l di ng Alwaysdetterdorbe dawtiougee nt e

closed c t in
I d the wand up inside the manodés sl i

careful Iy
The visitor winced in pain.

ASorry. o

Altds okay, 0 t he tman csaaied.uli X¥Xdwe sea @ty sh e

AAIi n6t that the truth.o NufYfez I|liked this guy. S
was Americabts first |ine of defense against ter

accurate detgor of danger than all the electronic gear in the wibtlge gift of fear,as one of their security
reference books termed it.

Il n this case, NufYezds instincts sensed nothing
that they were staling so close, was that this touigloking guy appeared to have used some kind of self
tanner or concealer makeup on his fabatever Everyone hates to be pale in the winter.

AYoudbre fine, 0 NufYfez said, completing his sweep

St

Thkasn. 0 The man started collecting his belonging

As he did, Nufiez noticed that the two fingers protruding from his bandage each bore a tattoo; the tip of his
index finger bore the image of a crown, and the tip of his thumb bore that of &estars everyone has

tattoos these dayBlufiez thought, although the pads of his fingertips seemed like painful spots to get them.
AThose tats hurt?o

The man glanced down at his fingertips and chuc

1

Lucky, 0o MNifhez huuaitd.a i ot . I got a mermaid on my
AA mermaid?0 The bald man chuckl ed.
AYeah, 0o he said, feeling sheepish. AThe mistake

A hear you, 0 the bald man s ai dwvlwakdup withdeeevay bi g
mor ning.o

They both laughed as the man headed off.

Chi |l dowalpdlasgkyh, t hought as he moved past Nufez and
The entry had been easi er t haandpadded belly pad hiddeh.his Ma |
true physique, while the makeup on his face and hands had hidden the tattoos that covered his body. The
true genius, however, was the sling, which disg
building.

A gift for the one man on earth who can help me obtain what | seek.
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CHAPTER 5

The wdralrdgbesst and most technologically &eptsecrets.ed
It houses more pieces than the Hermitage, the Vatican Museum, anevihédrk Metropolitan . . .

combined. Yet despite its magnificent collection, few members of the public are ever invited inside its
heavily guarded walls.

Located at 4210 Silver Hill Road just outside of Washington, D.C., the museum is a massivslaggedg
edifice constructed of five interconnectedppdsa ch pod | arger than a foot |
metal exterior barely hints at the strangeness withairsixhundredthousanesquarefoot alien world that
contains a nde adndmaetkan tivelva mildswoéstorage cathineds.

Tonight, scientist Katherine Solomon was feeling unsettled as she drove her white Volvo up to the
buildingbés main security gate.

The guard smiled. ANot a foot bal | théd Redskinspaptfi Sol o
pregame show.

Kat herine forced a tense smile. Altdéds Sunday ni
AOh, thatds right. Your meeting. o

Als he here yet?0 she asked anxiously.

He glanced down at his paperwork. Al dondt see
Al 6 m ear | yavea friicadty wave andcentirgied up the winding access road to her usual parking
spot at the bottom of the small, tmiered lot. She began collecting her things and gave herself a quick
check in the rearview mirrér more out of force of habit than actuanity.

Katherine Solomon had been blessed with the resilient Mediterranean skin of her ancestry, and even at fift
years old she had a smooth olive complexion. She used almost no makeup and wore her thick black hair
unstyled and down. Like her older binet, Peter, she had gray eyes and a slender, patrician elegance.

You two might as well be twinseople often told them.

Their father had succumbed to cancer when Katherine was only seven, and she had little memory of him.
Her brother, eight years Katheme 6 s seni or and only fifteen when
toward becoming the Solomon patriarch much sooner than anyone had ever dreamed. As expected, thouc
Peter had grown into the role with the dignity and strength befitting theilyfaame. To this day, he still
watched over Katherine as though they were just kids.

Despite her brotherds occasional prodding, and
had become her life partner, and her work had proven mdilérfgland exciting than any man could ever

hope to be. Katherine had no regrets.

Her field of choicé Noetic Sciencé had been virtually unknown when she first heard of it, but in recent
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years it had started opening new doors of understanding into thex pbthhe human mind.

Our untapped potential is truly shocking.

Kat herineds two books on Noetics had establishe
discoveries, when published, promised to make Noetic Science a topic of mairnsiraemsation around
the world.

Tonight, however, science was the last thing on her mind. Earlier in the day, she had received some truly
upsetting information relating to her brother. st i | | ¢ a n &th eldeall it ehweu gihtt d so ft rr
afternoon.

A pattering of light rain drummed on her windshield, and Katherine quickly gathered her things to get
inside. She was about to step out of her car when her cell phone rang.

She checked the caller ID and inhaled deeply.
Then she tucked her haiethind her ears and settled in to take the call.

Six miles away, Mal 6akh was moving through the
pressed to his ear. He waited patiently as the line rang.

Finally, a womandéds voice answered. NRYes?0

fiWe need to meet again, o Mal déakh said.

There was a |l ong pause. Als everything al/l righ
il have new information, 0 Mal dakh said.

ATell me. o

Mal 6akh took a deep breath. AThat which your br
AYes?0

Al t cannd.boe f ou

Kat herine Solomon sounde&ilisreat?onned. AYoudre teldl
Mal 6akh smiled to himself. ASometi mes a | egend
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CHAPTER 6

Isthisas cl ose as you can gdenvwage ofRanxkety asthis drieenparied on Fifste |
Street, a good quarter mile from the Capitol Building.

AAfraid so, o0 the driver sai d. AfHomel and Securit
sir. o

Langdon checked his watch, starttedsee it was already 6:50. A construction zone around the National
Mall had slowed them down, and his lecture was to begin in ten minutes.

AWeat her6s turning, o the driver said, hopping o
hurry.on Lrammgadhed for his wallet to tip the drive
added a very generous tip to the charge. o

Typical PeterL, angdon t hought, gathering his things. i O

The first few raindrops began to fals Langdon reached the top of the gracefully arched concourse that
descended to the new fiundergroundo visitorsodo en

The Capitol Visitor Center had been a costly and controversial project. Described as an underground city ti
rival parts of Disney Wdd, this subterranean space reportedly provided over aniéiin square feet of
space for exhibits, restaurants, and meeting halls.

Langdon had been |l ooking forward to seeing it,
skies were theatening to open at any moment, and he broke into a jog, his loafers offering almost no
traction on the wet cemerntdressed for a lecture, not a feaundredyard downhill dash through the rain!

When he arrived at the bottom, he was breathless anahgabéingdon pushed through the revolving door,
taking a moment in the foyer to catch his breath and brush off the rain. As he did, he raised his eyes to the
newly completed space before him.

Okay, Il 6m i mpressed.

The Capitol Visitor Center was not at alhat he had expected. Because the space was underground,
Langdon had been apprehensive about passing through it. A childhood accident had left him stranded at tt
bottom of a deep well overnight, and Langdon now lived with an almost crippling aversiocidsesl

spaces. But this underground space was . . . airy soméigiv. Spacious.

The ceiling was a vast expanse of glass with a series of dramatic light fixtures that threw a muted glow
across the peadolored interior finishes.

Normally, Langdon wold have taken a full hour in here to admire the architecture, but with five minutes
until showtime, he put his head down and dashed through the main hall toward the security checkpoint anc
escalatorsRelax,he told himselfPet er knows y oTuhber ee voenn ty oworn 6wa ys.t ar

At the security point, a young Hispanic guard chatted with him while Langdon emptied his pockets and
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removed his vintage watch.

AMi ckey Mouse?0 the guard said, sounding mildly
Langdon nodded, accustomed tothe mment s. The <coll ectords editi ol
from his parents on his ninth birthday. Al wear
Al dondt think itéds working, 0 tbéhree giunarad sseaiido uwsi

Langdon smiled and put his daybag throughthre Xy machi ne. #AWhich way to

A

The guard motioned toward the escalators. fiYoubd
AThanks. o Langdon grabbed his bag off the conve

As the escalator ascended, Langdon took a deep breath and tried to gather his thoughts. He gazed up thrc
the rainspeckled glass ceiling at the mountainous form of the illuminated Capitol Dome overhead. It was ar
astonishing building. High atop her fpalmost three hundred feet in the air, the Statue of Freedom peered
out into the misty darkness like a ghostly sentinel. Langdon always found it ironic that the workers who
hoisted each piece of the ninetesard a-half-foot bronze statue to her perch eelaved a Capitol secret

that seldom made the syllabi of high school history classes.

This entire building, in fact, was a treasure t
responsible for the pneumonic murder of Vice President Henryowibs staircase with a permanent

bloodstain over which an inordinate number of guests seemed to trip, and a sealed basement chamber in
which workers in 1930 di scoverdecasé@estofedharse. John A

No legends were as endurjrigwever, as the claims of thirteen different ghosts that haunted this building.
The spirit of city designer Pierre LO6Enfant fre
his bill, now two hundred years overdue. The ghost of a workerf@himom the Capitol Dome during
construction was seen wandering the corridors with a tray of tools. And, of course, the most famous
apparition of all, reported numerous times in the Capitol baséranephemeral black cat that prowled the

S u b st r eedetmaze efmarow passageways and cubicles.

Langdon stepped off the escalator and again checked his Watee. minutesde hurried down the wide
corridor, following the signs toward the Statuary Hall and rehearsing his opening remarks in his head.
Langdon had to admit that Peterdds assistant had
an event hosteaiWashington, D.C., by a prominent Mason.

It was no secret that D.C. had a rich Masonic history. The cornerstone of this very building had been laid ir
a full Masonic ritual by George Washington himself. This city had been conceived and designed by Master
Mason® Geor ge Washingt on, B e n & powarfulkmindsmwho adomed theii new r e
capital with Masonic symbolism, architecture, and art.

Of course, people see in those symbols all kinds of crazy ideas.
Many conspiracy theorists claimedetMasonic forefathers had concealed powerful secrets throughout

Washington along with symbolic messages hidden
attention. Misinformation about the Masons was so commonplace that even educated $tadegris
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seemed to have surprisingly warped conceptions about the brotherhood.

Last year, a freshman had rushedvely ed i nt o Langdondés classroom wi
a street map of D.C. on which certain streets had been highlightehtodrious shapéssatanic

pentacles, a Masonic compass and square, the head of Baphanmet apparently that the Masons who
designed Washington, D.C., were involved in some kind of dark, mystical conspiracy.

on saidlf Aypoauu dhraavd | eyn ccwogntv iinnctienrgs.ect i
kinds of shapes. o

—

Fun, 0 Langd
o find al/l
nBut this canot be coincidence! 0 the kid excl ai

Langdon patiently showed the student that the same exact shapes could be formed on a street map of
Detroit.

The kid seemed sorely disappointed.

ADondt be disheart ene ddoeshateasamg thavediblessacrets . . . jiisWare oni n g
this street map. o

The young man perked up. fiSecrets? Like what?0o0
AEvery spring | teachl a. cloutralek calll®etd ODcacwtl t D.S.

fOccults y mbol s! 0 The freshman aredoekveid esxycmbtoelds aigna iDn..

Langdon smil ed. ofic8Bltpdespitg conjuringtimages af dewlovorghip, actually means
oihddendéd or o6éobscured. 6 I n times of religious op
hidden or oO0occult,® and because the church felt
and the prejudice survived. 0

A Oh . dokid 3iumeed.

Nonetheless, that spring, Langdon spotted the freshman seated in the front row as five hundred students
bustled into Harvardodés Sanders Theatre, a hollo

AGood morning, eV e edfronotdeyexpansive atagg. tHetarned dna slide projector, and
an image materialized behind him. AAs youbdre ge
this picture?bo9

1]

Uu.S. Capitol!odo dozens of voiceé® called out in

1]

Yes. There are nine million pounds of ironworKk
ngenuity for the 1850s. 0

AAwesome! 0 somebody shouted.

Langdon rolled his eyes, wishing somebodyevaroul d
been to Washington?o
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A scattering of hands went up.

ASo few?0 Langdon feigned surprise. AAnd how ma
London?o

Almost all the hands in the room went up.

As usualOne of the rites of passage for Americallege kids was a summer with a Eurorail ticket before

the harsh reality of real l'ife set in. nlt appe
own capital. Why do you think that 1is?0
ANo drinking age in hBuwedope! 06 someone in back s

Langdon smiled. fhé&astiofp st haen yd roifn kyionug? 0a g e
Everyone laughed.
It was the first day of school, and the students were taking longer than usual to get settled, shifting and

creaking in their wooden pews. Langdon loved teachirtis hall because he always knew how engaged
the students were simply by listening to how much they fidgeted in their pews.

ASeriously, 0 Langdon said, AWashington, D.C., nh
symbolism. Why would yougower seas before visiting your own ¢
AAncient stuff is cooler, 0 someone said.

AAnd by ancient stuff, o0 Langdon clarified, Al a

Their heads nodded in unison.

AOkay. Now, wtha Washington] D.G., dv@seryone of those things? Castles, crypts,
pyramids, temples . . . 1tdéds all there. o

The creaking diminished.

AMy friends, 0 Langdon said, |l owering his voice
will discover that our nation is overflowing with secrets and hidden history. And exactly as in Europe, all of
the best secrets are hidden in plain view. o

The wooden pews fell dead silent.
Gotcha.

Langdon di mmed the | ights aandell meawhdt @abrgeiVgashingtamiss e c
doing here?bo0

The slide was a famous mural depicting George Washington dressed in full Masonic regalia standing befol
an oddlooking contraptiod a giant wooden tripod that supported a rapepulley system from which
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was suspended a massive block of stone. A group ofdsesdlsed onlookers stood around him.
ALifting that big block of stone?0 someone vent

Langdon said nothing, preferring that a student make the correction if possible.

AActual l y, ot amfoftehreed st fuld imdringh heWaskbhkngtHedsi svear |
cost ume. |l 6ve seen pictures of Masons | aying co
thing to |l ower the first stone. 0

AExcel |l ent, 0 L an g daysthesFatihedof OuiColngy using a &widod gne pulkeyrto lay
the cornerstone of our Capitol Building on September 18, 1793, between the hours of eleven fifteen and
t welve thirty. o Langdon paused, scanirfihatdatetiride c |

ti me?0

Silence.

Awhat i1 f | told you that preci se@GeomgaVeashingtomas ¢ ho
Benjamin Franklin, and Pierre LO6Enfant, the pri
More silence.

AQuite simply, t htbatdate andtene becanse,eamongathershengs, thee auspicious

Caput Draconis was in Virgo. o

Everyone exchanged odd looks.

AHol d on, 0 someone astoiogP.0 AYou mean . . . like

AExactly. Although a different astrology than w
Ahandwe nt up. AYou mean our Founding Fathers bel.i

Langdon g rtime M/eatlwouldiyBu sgy if | told you the city of Washington, D.C., has more
astrological signs in its architecture tremy other city in the world zodiacs, star chast cornerstones laid

at precise astrological dates and times? More than half of the framers of our Constitution were Masons, me
who strongly believed that the stars and fate were intertwined, men who paid close attention to the layout c
the heavensaseahy st ructured their new world. o

nBut t hat whol e th

ing about the Capitol owwbor ner s
cares? Canoét that |jus

n
ust be coincidence?o0

AANn | mpressive coincidence cons.i dresthatmgke apliFederalt h e
Triangled the Capitol, the White House, the Washington Monuemere all laid in different years but

were carefully timed to occur under tieisacts a me astr ol ogical condition.

Langdonds gaze was met rumberaofheadsodipped downlas stufientarhiegan e
taking notes.
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A hand in back went wup. fAWhy did they do that?o0
Langdon chuckled. AThe answer to that is an ent
should take my mysticism course. Frankly, dondét t hink you guys are emag
answer . 0

AWhat 270 the person shouted. ATry wus! o

Langdon made a show of considering it and then
Some of you are odliyt fmiegghhtmemml.ow éyro warf rmiinds . 0

ATell us! o everyone shouted.

Langdon shrugged. fAPerhaps you should join the
source. o0

AWe candét get in, 0 a young man argued. AThe Mas
ASpuer secret? Really?0 Langdon remembered the | ar
proudly on his right hand. AThen why do Masons
Masonic buildings clearly marked? Why are their meetingme s i n t he newspaper ?¢c
the puzzled faces. AMy friends, the Masons are

ASame thing, 0 someone muttered.

=1

l's it?20 Langdon chal l e-GdaeadecresfoWa eltdy ?yoou consi de

Of course not, 0o the student sai d.

=1

Well, what if you knocked on the door of <corpo
oke?0

o=

1

Theydd never tell you. o

AExact | y. Il n €otdabst dekepash GCtejocimtleetcampanyg workWwoomahyd n
years, prove you were trustworthy, and eventually rise to the upper echelons of the company, where that
information might be shared with you. Then you

ASo youdre sayingokrpoamadomr?yy iiOnlliyke nsofar as
take secrecy very seriously. o

AMy uncle is a Mason, 0 a young woman piped up.
her. She says Masonry is some kind of strangeiradigh . 0

AA common misperception. o
Altés not a religion?o

AGive it the |itmus test, 0 Langdon said. AWho h
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course?o
Several hands went up.
AGood. So teldl me, whaanareeohegy hteebpreoegiuds
AABC, 0 one woman offered. ARAssur e, Believe, Con
ACorrect, 0 L an gassuresalsatdon;deligiofibRlievein agpreoige sheology; and religions
convertnonbel i ever s. 0 He erasbattng zero forihees. dMasong makéd m wemises
of salvation; they have no specific theology; and they do not seek to convert you. In fact, within Masonic
|l odges, discussions of religion are prohibited.
ASo . . antiMalsiogiiryus 30
A O e contrary. One of the prerequisites for becoming a Mason is thatystbelieve in a higher power.
The difference between Masonic spirituality and organized religion is that the Masons do not impose a
specific definition or name on a higher power. Ratinan definitive theological identities like God, Allah,
Buddha, or Jesus, the Masons use more general terms like Supreme Being or Great Architect of the
Universe. This enables Masons of different fait
ASounds -auioméohetsaid. f ar
AOr, perhaps, mretied8bi hghgdopeaffered. Al n this
each other over whose definition of God is better, one could say the Masonic tradition of tolerance and
openmindedness is commendaldle. L angd on p &@Moeedverf Masonrsis opan & .men of all

races, colors, and creeds, and provides a spir-ri

ADoesndét discriminate?0 A member of tahygomemrever s

permitted to be Masons, Professor Langdon?o
Langdon showed his palms in surrender. AnA fair
masonso6 guilds of Europe and was t hergefomesmayas ma
early as 1703, a womends branch called Eastern
me mber s. 0

ANonet hel ess, 06 the woman said, AMasonry is a po

Langdon was not sure hgrowerfulthe Masons really were anymore, and he was not going to go down that
road; perceptions of the modern Masons ranged from their being a group of harmless old men who liked tc
play dresaup . . . all the way to an underground cabal of power brokers whoeavoitid. The truth, no

doubt, was somewhere in the middle.

AProfessor Langdon, 6 called a young man with cu
society, not a corporation, and not a religion,
AWel |, i f y Masonnwhe wald offer tha fellkwing definition: Masonry is a system of

morality, veiled in allegory and illustrated by
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ASounds to me |ike a euphemism for oOfreaky cult

fiFreakyy ou say?0

AHel | yes! 0 the kid stheydo,insidethase secret buildings!. Weifdlcandledightr d
rituals with coffins, and nooses, and drinking wine out of skulls. Nowaftréesa k y ! 0

Langdon scanned the class. fADoes that sound fre
AYes! o they all chimed in.

Langdonfeignd a sad sigh. fAToo bad. I f thatoés tomy fre
cult.o

Silence settled over the room. The Ysotuuddneenat cfurlotnt
Langdon nodded and lowered his voicetoaconspora i al whi sper . ADono6t t el

of the sun god Ra, | kneel at the foot of an ancient instrument of torture and consume ritualistic symbols of
bl ood and fl esh. o

The class looked horrified.

ugged. téjdimnde, corhe toathre Hanarfl chgpel on Suradayekneel
crucifix, and take Holy Communion. 0

The classroom remained silent.

Langdon winked. AOpen your minds, my friends. W

The tolling of a clock begarchoing through the Capitol corridors.
Seven o06cl ock.

Robert Langdon was now runninBalk about a dramatic entrancBassing through the House Connecting
Corridor, he spotted the entrance to the National Statuary Hall and headed straight for it.

As he reared the door, he slowed to a nonchalant stroll and took several deep breaths. Buttoning his jacke
he lifted his chin ever so slightly and turned the corner just as the final chime sounded.

Showtime.

As Professor Robert Langdon strode into the NatiStatuary Hall, he raised his eyes and smiled warmly.
An instant later, his smile evaporated. He stopped dead in his tracks.

Something was very, very wrong.
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CHAPTER 7

Katherine Solomonhurried across the parking lot through the cold rain, wishing she had worn more than

j eans and a cashmere sweater. As she neared the
got louder. She barely heard them, her ears stillringmgrfr t he phone call shedd
That which your brother believes is hidden in D.C. . . . it can be found.

Katherine found the notion almost impossible to believe. She and the caller still had much to discuss and
had agreed to do so later that aagn

Reaching the main doors, she felt the same sense of excitement she always felt upon entering the gargant
building. Nobody knows this place is here.

The sign on the door announced:
SMITHSONIAN MUSEUM
SUPPORT CENTER

(SMSC)

The Smithsonian Instition, despite having more than a dozen massive museums on the National Mall, had
a collection so huge that only 2 percent of it could be on display at any one time. The other 98 percent of tl
collection had to be stored somewhere. And that somewhekeashere

Not surprisingly, this building was home to an astonishingly diverse array of adifgast Buddhas,
handwritten codices, poisoned darts from New Guinea, jemalusted knives, a kayak made of baleen.
Equally mindboggling were the buildiri saturaltreasured plesiosaur skeletons, a priceless meteorite
collection, a giant squid, even a collection of elephant skulls brought back from an African safari by Teddy
Roosevelt.

But none of this was why the Smithsonian secretary, Peter Solomointtuatliced his sister to the SMSC
three years ago. He had brought her to this place romtoldscientific marvels, but rather toweatethem.
And that was exactly what Katherine had been doing.

Deep within this building, in the darkness of the mostat recesses, was a small scientific laboratory
unlike any other in the world. The recent breakthroughs Katherine had made here in the field of Noetic
Science had ramifications across every discigliftem physics, to history, to philosophy, to religi®@oon
everything will changeshe thought.

As Katherine entered the lobby, the front desk guard quickly stashed his radio and yanked the earplugs fro
his ears. A Ms . Solomon! o0 He smiled broadly.

AfRedskins?Oo0



33 | The Lost Symbol | Dan B
He Dbl ushed, l ooking guilty. APregame. 0
Shesmied. Al wondét tell. o She walked to the met al
Cartier watch from her wrist, she felt the usual pang of sadness. The timepiece had been a gift from her
mot her for Kat her i ne @tenyearsgddtn@vepassel sinca hertmbtideahad died | m
violently . . . passing away in Katherineds arm

ASo, Ms. Solomon?0 the guard whispered jokingly
back there?o0

She glanced up. MmMSagrdeday, Kyl e. Not to
ACome on, 0 he pressed. RnA secret | ab . . . I n a

Miles beyond cooKatherine thought as she collected her things. The truth was that Katherine was doing
science so advanced that it no longer eesembled science.
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CHAPTER 8

Robert Langdon stood frozen in the doorway of the National Statuary Hall and studied the startling scene
before him. The room was precisely as he remembeéjedl litalanced semicircle built in the style of a

Greek amphitheater. The graceful arched walls of sandston¢sdiad plaster were punctuated by columns
of variegated brecci a, I nt er Dpife-size statuesof thirkgight h e n a
great Americans standing in a semicircle on a stark expanse ofébidekhite marble tile.

It was exactl as Langdon had recalled from the lecture he had once attended here.

Except for one thing.

Tonight, the room was empty.

No chairs. No audience. No Peter Solomon. Just a handful of tourists milling around aimlessly, oblivious to
Langdono6s g DidReter neeantthe Rotundé&fe peered down the south corridor toward the
Rotunda and could see tourists milling around in there, too.

The echoes of the clock chime had faded. Langdon was now officially late.

He hurried back into the hallway and foumd d o c ent . AExcuse me, the | ect
tonight? Where is that being hel d?0

The docent hesitated. il &6m not sur e, sir. Wh e n
AnNow! 0O
The man shook his head. Al dondt &nmoobhere about eany

Bewildered, Langdon hurried back toward the center of the room, scanning the entirésspatm@mon
playing some kind of jokd?2a ngdon coul dndét i magine it. He pull
this morning ambkrdialed Peterds n

His phone took a moment to locate a signal inside the enormous building. Finally, it began to ring.

The familiar southern accent answered. APeter S
AAnt hony! 6 Langdon saudreishirlelieérenl dmi gl ad
be some confusion about the |l ecture. Il 6m st andi
I

ecture been moved to a different room?o

I donét believe so,ansti rpauseed nme nohneecrkt..0 MAHDisd aysc
irectly?bo

o

Langdon was confuseyouAmMiNmogny. cDmifs rmadniwn g 'ho

fYes, I recall that .o There was a silence on th
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Professor@

Langdon was now fully alert. Al beg your pardon
AConsider this . . .0 the man said. fAYou receiyv
spoke to a total stranger who said he wapsivatPet er
plane to Washington and c¢climbed into a waiting
Langdon felt a chill race through his body. @A Wh
Aildm afraid Peter Solomon has no idea youdre in
d sappeared, and his voice morphed into a deeper

becausewant you here. 0
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CHAPTER 9

Inside the Statuary Hall, Robert Langdon clutched his cell phone to his ear and paced in a tight circle.
AWhohehé are you?bo

The mandés reply was a silky calm whisper. ADo n
for a reason. o

ASummoned?d6 Langdon felt |ike a caged animal . A
AHardly. 0 The manés voi ctehamgau, yeuevouidlbegdea e yorirmrewn A |
Car right now. o He | et the words hang for a mom
simply |Iike to offer you an invitation. oo
NothanksEver since his experiences in Europe over t
had made hima magnetforrmta s es, and this one had just cross
what the hell is goiBdg9 on here, but 1 0m hanging
AUnwi se, 0 said the man. AYour window of opportu
soul . o

Langdon drew a sharp breath. AWhat did you say?
Al 6m sure you heard me. 0

The way this man had wuttered PWhaeatr 60 nyaane kmnmadw s:

1

At this point, Il know his deepest secrets. Mr .

This canét ireuhapméni mgve Peter. o

Al answered his private cell phone. That should
Al @ml | ing the police. o

ANo need, 0 the man said. AThe authorities wild.l
What is this lunatic talking about?angdondés tone hardened. Al f you

now. 0 0

AThat 6s i mpossible.aMrunfSol omoat esptaappedThae m

1]

Wh e rLangdon realized he was clutching his phone so tightly his fingers were going numb.

AThe Araf? Hamistagan? That place to which Dant
legendarylnferna? o
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The mandés religious and |iterary references sol
madmanThe second canticléangdon knew it well; nobody escaped Phillips Exeter Academy without
reading Dant e. 0 YReter®Gol@morsia y.ipurgatory@u t hi nk

AA crude word you Chri st i anrsbetweer but yes, Mr .
The mands words hung in Langdea®®s ear . AAre you
ANot exactly, no. o

ANot exactl y?! 0 Cteaechginysharplyiethel haldA famiyioftounsts iboked over at

hi m. He tur ned awa )Deathisdsudlyawabr-rat Mhii g viohicreg ! &
AYou surprise me, Professor. | expected apdbu to
death. Therés a world in betweed a world in which Peter Solomon is hovering at the moment. He can
either return to your world, or he can move on
Langdon tried to prode®ssn mei?. AWhat do you wan
Ailtods simple. You have been given access to som
me . O

A have no idea what youdre talking about. o

ANo? You pretend not to understand the ancient

Langdon felt a sudden sinking sensation, now guessing what this was probablAabauit secretdle

had not uttered a word to anyone about his experiences in Paris several years earlier, but Grail fanatics ha
followed the media coverage closely, soboonnecting the dots and believing Langdon was now privy to
secret information regarding the Holy Géaperhaps even its location.

ALook, 06 Langdon said, Anif this is about 6tohe Hol

ADondt i nlsiugenang, i Mt el Langdon, 6 the man snapped
as the Holy Grail or mankinddbs pathetic debate
over the semantics of faith hold no interest for me. Thosgaree st i ons answered onl \
The stark words |l eft Langdon confused. AThen wh
The man paused for several seconds. AAs you may
An ancient portal?

AAnd t Prafessprhybu will unlock it for me. You should be honored | contacted tlos is the
invitation of your |lifetime. You alone have bee

And you have lost your mind.I 6 m sorry, but youdbve chosen poorl
abou any ancient portal 0
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AYou dondt wunder st awhdchosyow.f dtsvdatar Solohan o was no't

=]

What 20 Langdon replied, his voice barely a whi

AMr. Solomon told me how to find then@udhcoull , an
unlock it. And he said that manysu 0

Al f Peter said that, he was mistaken . . .or |
Al think not. He was in a fragile state when he
Langdon felt a s haqybu,ibybuhartPgterinadydi| 6 m war ni

~ A ~

Altdéds fathatd oohé am&nfeoai d in an amused tone. Al 6
Solomon. But for his sake, | suggest you provide what | needyimantTime is of the essence . . . footh
of you. | suggest you find the portal and wunlock it

Peter?il t hought you said Peter was in Opurgatory.
AAs above, so below, 0 the man said.

Langdon felt a deepening chill. This strange response was an ancient Hermetic adagelthated a

belief in the physical connection between heaven and eesthbove, so belowangdon eyed the vast

room and wondered how everything had veered so
how to find any magctbetpoeobrtal o I 6m callli

=1

It really hasnét dawned on you yet, has i1t? Wh
ANo, 0 Langdon said.

Alwll,bo he replied, chuckling. AAnNny moment now. O
Then the line went dead.

Langdon stood rigid for several terrifying moments, trying to procésd had just happened.

Suddenly, in the distance, he heard an unexpected sound.

It was coming from the Rotunda.

Someone was screaming.
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CHAPTER 10

Robert Langdon had entered the Capitol Rotunda many times in his life, but never at a full sprint. As he
ran through the north entrance, he spotted a group of tourists clustered in the center of the room. A small
boy was screaming, and his parents were trying to cohsaleOthers were crowding around, and several
security guards were doing their best to restore order.

~

AHe pulled it out of his slléfthyg, bheoemkeone said f

As Langdon drew nearer, he got his first glimpse of what wasrgaa#iithe commotion. Admittedly, the
object on the Capitol floor was odd, but its presence hardly warranted screaming.

The device on the floor was one Langdon had seen many times. The Harvard art department had dozens ¢
thesd life-size plastic modelsesd by scul ptors and painters to he
complex feature, which, surprisingly, was not the human face but rather the huma8drardne left a
mannequin hand in the Rotunda?

Mannequin hands, drandequings some called therhad articulated fingers enabling an artist to pose the
hand in whatever position he wanted, which for sophomoric college students was often with the middle
finger extended straight up in the air. This handequin, however, had been positioned witlx it gete

and thumb pointing up toward the ceiling.

As Langdon drew nearer, though, he realized this handequin was unusual. Its plastic surface was not smot
like most. Instead, the surface was mottled and slightly wrinkled, and appeared almost . . .

Like real skin.

Langdon stopped abruptly.

Now he saw the bloodly God!

The severed wrist appeared to have been skewered onto a spiked wooden base so that it would stand up.
wave of nausea rushed over him. Langdon inched closer, unable to breathen@eetimat the tips of the

index finger and thumb had been decorated with tiny tattoos. The tattoos, however, were not what held
Langdonds attention. His gaze moved instantly t

No.

Langdon recoiled. His watlbegan to spin as he realized he was looking at the severed right hand of Peter
Solomon.
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CHAPTER 11

Wh y iPster @nsweringKatherine Solomon wondered as she hung up her cell piidmere is he?

For three years, Peter Solomon had always teefirst to arrive for their weekly seven P.M. Sunaeéyht
meetings. It was their private family ritual, a way to remain connected before the start of a new week, and
for Petertostayup-d at e on Kat herinedbds work at the | ab.

He 6 s n esheetmoght,and ree always answers his phome.make matters worse, Katherine was still
not sure what she was going to say to him whedidthé&nally arrive. How do | even begin to ask him about
what | found out today?

Her footsteps clicked rhythmically down tbement corridor that ran like a spine through the SMSC.
Known as fAThe Street, o0 the corridor connected t
overhead, a circulatory system of orange ductwork throbbed with the heartbeat of the dueimuising
sounds of thousands of cubic feet of filtered air being circulated.

Normally, during her nearly quartenile walk to her lab, Katherine felt calmed by the breathing sounds of
the building. Tonight, however, the pulsing had her on edge. What sheshadd about her brother today
would have troubled anyone, and yet because Peter was the only family she had in the world, Katherine fe
especially disturbed to think he might be keeping secrets from her.

As far as she knew, he had kept a secret franohky once . . a wonderful secret that was hidden at the

end of this very hallway. Three years ago, her brother had walked Katherine down this corridor, introducing
her to the SMSC by proudly showi ngd tbefMas rseteonie o f
ALH-84001, the handwritten pictographic diary of Sitting Bull, a collection ofsesaied Ball jars

containing original specimens collected by Charles Darwin.

At one point, they walked past a heavy door with a small window. Katherine caglyynpae of what lay
beyond and gaspedthatfiiwhat in the world is

Her brother chuckled and kept wal king. APod Thr

Terrifying is more like itKatherine hurried after him. This building was like another planet

AWhat | eally want to show you is in Pod Five,
A

corridor. Il tds our newest addisemeatiofthe Nationallduseuln u i
of Natural History. That collection is scheduled for relocation here in about five years, which means Pod

Five is sitting empty at the moment . 0

Kat herine glanced over. AEmpty? So why are we |
Her brotehwas sf lgrsatyed a familiar mischief. Al t oc
space, maybgouc oul d use it. o

i Me?0
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ASur e. | thought maybe yao afacditgwherdyowcareactaalhadferd i c at e
some of the theoreticalexpe ment s youdve been developing for a

Kat herine stared at her br ot haetheoraticalsTo actullperfdinB u t |,
them would be al most impossible. o

ANot hing is I mpossi bl e, erfdltaar yoe The BMSC is aat jdst & warel®usdad i
treasures; i1todés one of the worldds most advance
from the collection and examining them with the best quantitative technologies money cail they

equi pment you could possibly need would be here

APeter, the technologies a®quired to run these

St

Al ready in place. 0 He smiled broadly. fAThe | ab

Katherine stopped short.

Her brother pointed down¢h | ong corridor. M@AWedre going to see
Kat herine could barely speak. AYou . : . you bu
Altds my job. The Smithsonian was established t
that charge seriously. | believe the expge me nt s youdbve proposed have th
of science into uncharted territory. o Peter sto
were my sister, | would feel obliged to support this research. Your ideas|ba@thiThe world deserves to
see where they | ead. o

APet er, | 0oandt possibly

AOkay, rel ax . . . it was my own money, and nob
your experiments, youoll mo v e O ties that Bi# e ipatfecsfor P o d

your work. o

Katherine could not imagine what a massive, empty pod might offer that would serve her research, but she
sensed she was about to find out. They had just reached a steel door with boldly stenciled letters:

POD 5

Her brother inserted his key card into a slot and an electronic keypad lit up. He raised his finger to type his
access code, but paused, arching his eyebrows i
sure youbre ready?o0

She noddedMy brother, always the showman.

AStand back. 0 Peter hit the keys.

The steel door hissed loudly open.
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Beyond the threshold was only inky blackness . . . a yawning void. A hollow moan seemed to echo out of
the depths. Katherine felt a cold blast of air emandtimg within. It was like staring into the Grand
Canyon at night.

APicture an empty airline hangar waiting for a
idea. o

Katherine felt herself take a step backward.

AThe pod i toumiholsta be hehtedr buttyourdab is a thermally insulated eibtolek room,
roughly a cube, |l ocated in the farthest corner

Katherine tried to picture iA box inside a boxShe strained to see into the darknéss,it was absolute.
AHow far back?0

St

Pretty far . . . a football field would fit ea
nnerving. l't6s exceptionally dar k. o

c

Kat herine peered tentatively around the corner.

iPod Five is not yet wired for electricity.o
ABut . : . then how can a | ab function?o
He winked. AHydr ogen fuel cell . 0

Kat herineds jaw dropped. AYoudre kidding, right

AEnough clean power to r un afrequerey skepatiorofrem the reéstooti r |
the building. Whatdéds mor e, -reslsttnt membranesitotpmtecttber s ar
artifacts inside from solar radiation. Essentially, this pod is a sealed, emexgyt r al envi r on me

Katherine was starting to ngrehend the appeal of Pod 5. Because much of her work centered on
guantifying previously unknown energy fields, her experiments needed to be performed in a location

i solated from any extraneous radiatibheoasiiivbi &
radiationo or Athought emissionsodo generated by
hospital l ab wouldndét work, but a deserted pod

ALet 6s go back and havgranhoofg. asHbe btepped Wwn
me . O

Katherine stalled at the threshof@ver a hundred yards in total darknesSRe wanted to suggest a
flashlight, but her brother had already disappeared into the abyss.

fnPeter ?2d. she call e

=]

Leap of faith, o0 he called back, his voice alre
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Heds ki dd&Kiatd,erriingehlts? heart was pounding as she s

peer into the darknesls. can 6t Suddenlydhe stdelidooghissed and slammed shut behind her,

plunging her into total blackness. Not a speck
Silence.
Youol!l find your way. Trust me.

Tentative, she inched forward blindlyeap of faithatherine could notven see her hand directly in front
of her face. She kept moving forward, but within a matter of seconds, she was entiréhlexst.am |
going?

That was three years ago.

Now, as Katherine arrived at the same heavy metal door, she realized how fad senle since that first

night. Her lald nicknamed the Culdehad become her home, a sanctuary within the depths of Pod 5.
Exactly as her brother had predicted, she had found her way through the darkness that night, and every de
sincéd thanks to an ingeniouyskimple guidance system that her brother had let her discover for herself.

Far more i mportant, her brotherdés other predict
produced astonishing results, particularly in the last six months, breagtisrthat would alter entire

paradigms of thinking. Katherine and her brother had agreed to keep her results absolutely secret until the
implications were more fully understood. One day soon, however, Katherine knew she would publish some
of the most transirmative scientific revelations in human history.

A secret lab in a secret musewhe thought, inserting her key card into the Pod 5 door. The keypad lit up,
and Katherine typed her PIN.

The steel door hissed open.

The familiar hollow moan was accomgpeah by the same blast of cold air. As always, Katherine felt her
pulse rate start to climb.

Strangest commute on earth

Steeling herself for the journey, Katherine Solomon glanced at her watch as she stepped into the void.
Tonight, however, a troubleddbght followed her insidaVhere is Peter?
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CHAPTER 12

Capitol police chief Trent Anderson had overseen security in the U.S. Capitol Complex for over a decade.
A burly, squarechested man with a chiseled face and red hair, he kept his hair cin@gpbdzz cut, giving

him an air of military authority. He wore a visible sidearm as a warning to anyone foolish enough to
guestion the extent of his authority.

Anderson spent the majority of his time coordinating his small army of police officers fnayh-tech
surveillance center in the basement of the Capitol. Here he oversaw a staff of technicians who watched

visual monitors, computer readouts, and a telephone switchboard that kept him in contact with the many
security personnel he commanded.

This evening had been unusually quiet, and Anderson was pleased. He had been hoping to catch a bit of tt
Redskins game on the flpanel television in his office. The game had just kicked off when his intercom
buzzed.

AChi ef ?0

Anderson groaned and kepthises on t he television as he presse

AWebve got some kind of disturbance in the Rotu
to have a |l ook. o

ARi ght . 0 Ander son wal k eddacompdctonedothem fasileypacked with ner v

computer monitors. AWhat have you got ?0
The technician was cueing a digital video clip
seconds ago. o0 He played the clip.

Anderson watched over the technicianbdés shoul der

The Rotunda was al most deserted today, dotted wi
immediately to the one person who was alone and moving faster than all the others. Shaved head. Green
army-surplus jacket. Injured arm in a sling. Slight linglouched posture. Talking on a cell phone.

The bald manbés footfalls echoed crisply on the
Rotunda, he stopped short, ended his phone call, and then knelt down as if to tie his shoeafutfins
tying a shoe, he pulled something out of his sling and set it on the floor. Then he stood up and limped
briskly toward the east exit.

Anderson eyed the oddly shaped object the man had left b&Wirat.in the world?t was about eight
inches talland standing vertically. Anderson crouched closer to the screen and sqliintedt candt
it looks like!

As the bald man hurried off, disappearing through the east portico, a little boy nearby could be heard sayin
AMommy, that mamgdd oppedbesy meé¢tihfited toward the
After a long, motionless beat, he pointed and let out a deafening scream.
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n and ran for t h

Il nstantly, the police chi
sl him! NOW! o

ef s
badguy with the ng and det a
Dashing out of the security center, he bounded up the treads of th@oxelstaircase three at a time. The
security feed had shown the bald man with the sling leave the Rotunda via the east portico. The shortest
route out of the building would therefore take him through thewast corridor, which was just ahead.
| can head him off.
As he reached the top of the stairs and rounded the corner, Anderson surveyed the quiet hallway before hi
An elderly couplestrolled at the far end, hand in hand. Nearby, a blond tourist wearing a blue blazer was
reading a guidebook and studying the mosaic ceiling outside the House chamber.

AExcuse me, sir!o Anderson barked, r uslingonlgs t owa
ar m?o

The man looked up from his book with a confused expression.

AA bald man with a sling!o Anderson repeated mo
The tourist hesitated and gl anced ner v.ouyselsy, ot ohve
Al think he just ran past me to that stai
Anderson pulled out his radio and yelled into i

Converge! 0 He s taokedenid sidedrre from dscholsber, mimmitig tgward the exit.

Thirty seconds later, at a quiet exit on the east side of the Capitol, the powerfully built blond man in the blu:
blazer stepped into the damp night air. He smiled, savoring the coolnesseé tineg.

Transformation.

It had been so easy.

Only a minute ago he had limped quickly out of the Rotunda in an-sunpus coat. Stepping into a

darkened alcove, he shed his coat, revealing the blue blazer he wore underneath. Before abandoning his
surdus jacket, he pulled a blond wig from the pocket and fit it snugly on his head. Then he stood up
straight, pulled a slim Washington guidebook from his blazer, and stepped calmly from the niche with an
elegant gait.

Transformation. This is my gift.

AsMad 6akhoés mort al |l egs carried him toward his w:
six-foot-three height and throwing back his shoulders. He inhaled deeply, letting the air fill his lungs. He
could feel the wings of the tattooed phoewiixhis chest opening wide.

If they only knew my powdrg thought, gazing out at the cifyonight my transformation will be complete.

Mal 6akh had played his cards artfully within th
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etiquettesThe ancient invitation has been deliverédd.angdon had not yet grasped his role here tonight,
soon he would.
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CHAPTER 13

For Robert Langdon, the Capitol Rotund& like St. Peter's Basiliéaalways had a way of taking him by
surprise. Intellectuallyhe knew the room was so large that the Statue of Liberty could stand comfortably
inside it, but somehow the Rotunda always felt larger and more hallowed than he anticipated, as if there
were spirits in the air. Tonight, however, there was only chaos.

Captol police officers were sealing the Rotunda while attempting to herd distraught tourists away from the
hand. The little boy was still crying. A bright light flasi@ed tourist taking a photo of the hahénd

several guards immediately detained the mannggkis camera and escorting him off. In the confusion,
Langdon felt himself moving forward in a trance, slipping through the crowd, inching closer to the hand.

Peter Solomon's severed right hand was standing upright, the flat plane of the detach&dwseisids
down onto the spike of a small wooden stand. Three of the fingers were closed in a fist, while the thumb ar
index finger were fully extended, pointing up toward the soaring dome.

AEveryone back!o an officer call ed.

Langdon was close enough nawat he could see dried blood, which had run down from the wrist and
coagulated on the wooden baBestmortem wounds don't bleed . . . which means Peter is ladingdon

didn't know whether to be relieved or nauseaReter's hand was removed while hesvadive?Bile rose in

his throat. He thought of all the times his dear friend had extended this same hand to shake Langdon's or
offer a warm embrace.

For several seconds, Langdon felt his mind go blank, like an untuned television set broadcastintjoonly sta
The first clear image that broke through was utterly unexpected.

A crown . . . and a star.

Langdon crouched down, eyeing the tips of Peter's thumb and index Tilagt@os?Iincredibly, the monster
who had done this appeared to have tattooed timpsis on Peter's fingertips.

On the thumB a crown. On the index fingéra star.

This can't beThe two symbols registered instantly in Langdon's mind, amplifying this already horrific
scene into something almost otherworldly. These symbols had appegedtetanany times in history, and
always in the same plageon the fingertips of a hand. It was one of the ancient world's most coveted and
secretive icons.

The Hand of the Mysteries.

The icon was rarely seen anymore, but throughout history it had syesba@lipowerful call to action.

Langdon strained to comprehend the grotesque artifact now befor8dnmeone crafted the Hand of the
Mysteries out of Peter's handtavas unthinkable. Traditionally, the icon was sculpted in stone or wood or
rendered as ardwing. Langdon had never heard of the Hand of the Mysteries being fashioned from actual
flesh. The concept was abhorrent.
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ASir?0 a guard said behind Langdon. #APlease ste

Langdon barely heard hirthere are other tattoog\lthough he could not sethe fingertips of the three
clenched fingers, Langdon knew these fingertips would bear their own unique markings. That was the
tradition. Five symbols in total. Through the millennia, the symbols on the fingertips of the Hand of the
Mysteries had neveihanged . . . nor had the hand's iconic purpose.

The hand represents . . . an invitation.

Langdon felt a sudden chill as he recalled the words of the man who had brought hiRrdfessor,

tonight you are receiving the invitation of your lifetileancient times, the Hand of the Mysteries actually
served as the most coveted invitation on earth. To receive this icon was a sacred summons to join an elite
group those who were said to guard the secret wisdom of all the ages. The invitation noa®alyreat

honor, but it signified that a master believed you were worthy to receive this hidden wistohand of

the master extended to the initiate.

ASir, o the guard said, putting a firm hand on L
A know what this means, 0 Langdon managed. Al ¢
ANow! 0o the guard said.

=1

My friend is inmotrouble. We have to

Langdon felt powerful arms pulling him up and leading him away from the hand. He simply let it happen . .
. feeling too off balace to protest.

A formal invitation had just been delivered. Someone was summoning Langdon to unlock a mystical portal
that would unveil a world of ancient mysteries and hidden knowledge.

But it was all madness.

Delusions of a lunatic.
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CHAPTER 14

Ma | 0 a k h 6 lanousibhereasedcaway from the U.S. Capitol, moving eastward down Independence
Avenue. A young couple on the sidewalk strained to see through the tinted rear windows, hoping to glimps
a VIP.

|l 6m i Maf 6akth, t hougneetf., smiling to hi

Mal 6akh | oved the feeling of power he got from
cars offered him what he needed tondlihe guaranteeof privacy Total privacy. Limousines in this city
enjoyed a kind of unspoken immunigmbassies on wheeRolice officers who worked near Capitol Hill
were never certain what power broker they might mistakenly pull over in a limousine, and so most simply
chose not to take the chance.

As Mal 6akh crossed t he Aooaldfeeshimsedf mdvingiclser ta Katheoine,Ma r
pull ed onwar d b amhkiagscallednoyatGecond tas tonighty ... one | had not imagined.
Last night, when Peter Solomon told theofdsesdt of
lab in which Katherine Solomon had performed miratlest agger i ng br eakt hr ough:
would change the world if they were ever made known.

Her work will unveil the true nature of all things.

For centur i es tohmearthfhddrghoget thesascient stiences smicking them as ignorant
superstitions, arming themselves instead with smug skepticism and dazzling new techhaaggethat

led them only further fromthe truteev er y gener ati onds bsebydheheltr oughs
gener at i on @&sdsd itthadigone throughythe ages. The more man learned, the more he realized
he did not know.

For millennia, mankind had wandered in the darkness . . . but now, as had been prophesied, there was a
change comingAfter hurtling blindly through history, mankind had reached a crossroads. This moment had
been predicted long ago, prophesied by the ancient texts, by the primeval calendars, and even by the star:
themselves. The date was specific, its arrival imminemiolild be preceded by a brilliant explosion of
knowledge . . . a flash of clarity to illuminate the darkness and give mankind a final chance to veer away
from the abyss and take the path of wisdom.

| have come to obscure the ligMa | 6 a k h Thishsany mlé.t .

Fate had linked him to Peter and Katherine Solomon. The breakthroughs Katherine Solomon had made
within the SMSC would risk opening floodgates o
revelations, if made public, would becomeadalyst that would inspire mankind to rediscover the

knowledge he had lost, empowering him beyond all imagination.

Kat herinebés destiny is to |light this torch.

Mine is to extinguish it.
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CHAPTER 15

In total darkness, Katherine Solomon groped for the outer door of her lab. Finding it, she heaved open the
leadlined door and hurried into the small entry room. The journey across the void had taken only ninety
seconds, and yet her heart was pounding wiliifiger t hr ee year s, you.&Kathetndi nk
always felt relieved to escape the blackness of Pod 5 and step into this cledih spedie.

The fiCubed was a massive windowless box. ERkary
stiff mesh of titaniunrcoated lead fiber, giving the impression of a giant cage built inside a cement
enclosure. Dividers of frosted Plexiglas separated the space into different comp@tantatisratory, a
control room, a mechanical room, a bathroand a small research library.

Katherine strode briskly into the main lab. The bright and sterile work space glistened with advanced
guantitative equipment: paired electro encephalographs, a femtosecond comb, a-owtipatoap, and
guantumindeterminge electronic noise REGs, more simply known as Random Event Generators.

Despite Noeti c S-edgetechneldges, thesdescoveries themselvas weye far more
mystical than the cold, higtech machines that were producing them. The stuffagfimand myth was fast
becoming reality as the shocking new data poured in, all of it supporting the basic ideology of Noetic
Sciencé the untapped potential of the human mind.

The overall thesis was simpM/e have barely scratched the surface of our alertd spiritual
capabilities.

Experiments at facilities like the Institute of Noetic Sciences (IONS) in California and the Princeton
Engineering Anomalies Research Lab (PEAR) had categorically proven that human thought, if properly
focused, had the alijito affect and changghysicalma s s. Their exper-banmedcitrsg ove
parlor tricks, but rather highly controlled inquiries that all produced the same extraordinary result: our
thoughtsactually interacted with the physical world, whether orwetknew it, effecting change all the way
down to the subatomic realm.

Mind over matter.

In 2001, in the hours following the horrifying events of September 11, the field of Noetic Science made a
guantum leap forward. Four scientists discovered thateafsitintened world came together and focused in
shared grief on this single tragedy, the outputs of tHsetyen different Random Event Generators around

the world suddenly became significanygsrandom. Somehow, the oneness of this shared experiéece, t
coalescing of millions of minds, had affected the randomizing function of these machines, organizing their
outputs and bringing order from chaos.

The shocking discovery, it seemed, par al Ided ed t
vast coalescing of human intention that was actually capable of interacting with physical matter. Recently,
studies in mass meditation and prayer had produced similar results in Random Event Generators, fueling t
claim thathuman consciousnesss Noeticauthor Lynne McTaggart described it, was a substantsde

the confines of the body . . . a highly ordered energy capable of changing the physical world. Katherine ha
been fascinat ed TheyinteNMionExpergmendid 6es globad, Wibase study
theintentionexperiment.cadnaimed at discovering how human intention could affect the world. A handful
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of other progressive texts had also piqued Kath

From this foundation, Katherine Sdlhamomdocusxdaa
could affect literallyanything the growth rate of plants, the direction that fish swam in a bowl, the manner
in which cells divided in a petri dish, the synchronization of separately automated systems, and the chemic
reactonsioned6s own body. Even the crystalline struc
by oneds mind; Kat herine had created beauti full
glass of water as it froze. Incredibly, thenversevasalso true: when she sent negative, polluting thoughts

to the water, the ice crystals froze in chaotic, fractured forms.

Human thought can literally transform the physical world.

As Katherineds experiments gr ew Heowordmthislabrhadr r es
proven beyond the shadow of a doubt t héelpnamra.nd
The mind had the ability to alter the state of matter itself, and, more important, the mind had the power to
encourage the phigsl world to move in a specific direction.

We are the masters of our own universe.
At the subatomic level, Katherine had shown that particles themselves came in and out of existence based

solely on heintentionto observe them. In a sense, her desirgee a particle . . . manifested that particle.
Heisenberg had hinted at this reality decades ago, and now it had be come a fundamental principle of Noe

Science. I n the words of Lynne McTaggart: theLi vi
possibilityof something into somethingal. The most essential ingredient in creating our universe is the
consciousness that observes it.o

The most astonishing aspect of Katherinebds worKk
to affect the physical world could Bigmentedhrough practice. Intention wadearnedskill. Like

meditation, harnessing the true power of fAthoug
born more skilled at it than others. And throaghhistory, there had been those few who had become true
masters.

This is the missing link between modern science and ancient mysticism.

Katherine had learned this from her brother, Peter, and now, as her thoughts turned back to him, she felt a
deepenip concern. She walked to the | abbds research

The library was a small reading rodntwo Morris chairs, a wooden table, two floor lamps, and a wall of
mahogany bookshelves that held some five hundred books. Katherine and @gi@olbd their favorite

texts here, writings on everything from particle physics to ancient mysticism. Their collection had grown
into an eclectic fusionof newandold ... ofcutmglge and hi storical. Mo s t
titles like Quantum Consciousness, The New PhysacslPrinciples of Neural Scienceler br ot her 6
older, more esoteric titles like tigybalion,the Zohar, The Dancing Wu Li Mastermnd a translation of the
Sumerian tablets from the British Museum.

AThe kesyciteontoiufri c future, 06 her brother often sai
history, science, and mysticism, Peter had been the first to encourage Katherine to boost her university
science education with an understanding of early Hermeilzsplphy. She had been only nineteen years

old when Peter sparked her interest in the link between modern science and ancient mysticism.
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ASo tell me , Kate, 0 her brother had asked while
Yal e. ABMhiag rageaedi ng these days in theoretical pl

Kat herine had st ofilal library afd eecitedfher dembngitgseading lestk

Al mpressive, 0 her brot her replied. AEIi nstein, B
anyhi ng ol der ?0

Kat herine scratched her head. AYou mean |ike

He smil ed. i K e e-peveg, Pétan lgad alreadytmade & wame fgr himself in the academic
world, and he and Katherine had grown to savor this kind of playful intellesppaaling.

Older than NewtonKat her i neds head now filled with distan
TrismegistusNobody reads that stuff anymore.

Her brother ran a finger down the long shelf of cracked leather bindings and old dustyfiioimese s ci er
wisdom of the ancients was staggering . . . modern physicsisowlg e gi nni ng t o compr ¢

APeter, 0 she said, Aiyou already told me that th
Newton, and that the early alchestsi did work on a par with modern chemistry, but so what?d ay 6 s
physics deals with concepts that would have bee

nLIi ke what ?20

A Wel | entanglementltheckjegor one! 06 Subatomic reseédhatalh had
matter was interconnected . . . entangled in a
telling me the ancients sat around discussimgnglement he or y ? 0

AAbsolutely! o Peter said, pyuessh. i nAgE nhtiasn glloennge, n td aw e
pri meval beliefs. lts names are as old as histo
spiritual quest was to perceive his own entanglement, to sense his own interconnection with all things. He
has always wanted to become 6oned -omgntemtt e oOu rHiew
raised his eyebrows. ATo this day, Jews and Chr
have forgott eonemetntids weecdtrwea Isleye kd antg . 0

Kat herine sighed, having forgotten how hard it
but youdre tal ki ng specaficgheynseircasl.id i es . Il 6m tal king
AThkekespeci fic. o6 His keen eyes challenged her now
A ®ay, how about something as simplepatarityd the positive/negative balance of the subatomic realm.
Obviously, the a@&@mwcients didnét under st

AHol d on! 6 Her brother pulled down a | arge dust
AModerrni tpyolias not hing but the O6dual worl dodé descr

thousand years ago. A dozen other books in here, includiri{ytiaion, talk about binary systems and the
opposing forces in nature. o
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Kat herine was skeptical. i Ok a vy ,sub&itamicd thef Heiseaberg a | k
uncertainty principle, for exampgleo

AThen we hemeps tPeltoeark sai d, striding down his |l ong
sacredHnd Vendantic scriptures known as the Upanis
AHei senber g atundekdhd text antl credited iewith helping them formulate some of their
theories. o

The showdown continued for several minutes, &edstack of dusty books on the desk grew taller and

taller. Finally Katherine threw up her hands in
cutting-edgetheoreticalphysics. The future of science! | really doubt Krishna or Vyasa haxth tausay

about superstring theory and multidi mensional ¢
AYoubdbre right. They didndét. o Her brother paused
theory . . .0 He wander ed o v e takirgthisbtohoek bhoeorkes.hoe | H €
out a colossal leathdround book and dropped it wcebhtdrytranslationa s h
of the original medi eval Aramaic. 0

ASuperstring theory in the thitr.t efeGanme coem!tour y ?!

Superstring theory was a brandw cosmological model. Based on the most recent scientific observations,
it suggested the multidimensional universe was made up tioteaf. . . but rather ofendimensions, which
all interacted like vibrang strings, similar to resonating violin strings.

Katherine waited as her brother heaved open the book, ran through the ornately printed table of contents,
and then flipped to a spot near the begioitexti ng o
and diagrams.

Dutifully, Katherine studied the page. The translation wadasdtiioned and very hard to read, but to her
utter amazement, the text and drawings clearly outlinedxhaetsame universe heralded by modern
superstring theofy a terdimensional universe of resonating strings. As she continued reading, she
suddenly gasped and recoil ed. AMy God, it even
as one?!0 She took a fistigiht emhedk3t@p backward.

Herbroher gri nned. ASomet hing I dm hoping youodll re
an ornately printed plate bore three words.

The Complete Zohar.

Although Katherine had never read thehar,she knew it was the fundamental text of eaelyidh
mysticism, once believed so potent that it was reserved only for the most erudite rabbis.

Kat herine eyed the book.knéwbedreusayenget hadeatae

AAbsol utely. 0 He motioneidntter tt mieng@d geidrsclidd ucaIrl
the nomenclature I s esoteric, but the physics i

Kat herine didndét know how to respond. AnBut
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Her brotherwlkmiled. fAThey
Al donétndnder s
fnKat her i ne, we have been born into wonder ful toi

threshold of a new age when they will begin turning their eyes back to nature and to the old ways . . . back
to the ideas in books like tlharand other ancient texts from around the world. Powerful truth has its

own gravity and eventually pulls people back to it. There will come a day when modern science begins in
earnest to study the wisdom of the ancients . . . that will be the day thanchéekins to find answers to

the big questions that still elude him.o

That night, Kat herine eagerly began reading her
he was rightThe ancients possessed profound scientific wisdomd a y dcge was oot s much making
Adi scoveriesodo as it was making Arediscoveries. o0

universe . . . but had let go . . . and forgotten.

Modern physics can helpusremembeth i s quest ha dsnbssiananiifé tokiset her i ne
advanced science to rediscover the lost wisdom of the ancients. It was more than academic thrill that kept
her motivated. Beneath it all was her conviction that the waetledhis understanding . . . now more than
ever.

Atther ear of the | ab, Kat herine saw her brotheros
Reflexively, she pulled out her phone to check for messages. Nothing. A voice echoed again in her memor
That which your brother believes is hidden in D.C. it can be found. Sometimes a legend that endures for
centuries . . . endures for a reason.

ANo, 0 Kat herine said aloud. Alt candt possibly

Sometimes a legend was just that legend.
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CHAPTER 16

Security chief Trent Anderson stornseback toward the Capitol Rotunda, fuming at the failure of his
security team. One of his men had just found a sling and anrsurmlus jacket in an alcove near the east
portico.

The goddamn guy walked right out of here!

Anderson had already assignedrte to start scanning exterior video, but by the time they found anything,
this guy would be long gone.

Now, as Anderson entered the Rotunda to survey the damage, he saw that the situation had been contain
as well as could be expected. All four entranttethe Rotunda were closed with as inconspicuous a method
of crowd control as Security had at its dispdsalvelvet swag, an apologetic guard, and a sign that read
THIS ROOM TEMPORARILY CLOSED FOR CLEANING . The dozen or so witnesses were all being
herdedinto a group on the eastern perimeter of the room, where the guards were collecting cell phones anc
cameras; the last thing Anderson needed was for one of these people to septi@eedinapshot to CNN.

One of the detained witnesses, a tall, elsmked man in a tweed sport coat, was trying to break away from
the group to speak to the chief. The man was currently in a heated discussion with the guards.

Al 611 speak to him in a moment, 0 Ander sonintbeal | e
main |l obby until we sort this out. o

Anderson turned his eyes now to the hand, which stood at attention in the middle of thEatia.love
of God In fifteen years on security detail for the Capitol Building, he had seen some strange things. Bu
nothing like this.

Forensics had better get here fast and get this thing out of my building.

Anderson moved closer, seeing that the bloody wrist had been skewered on a spiked wooden base to mak
the hand stand upYood and flesthe thoughtlnvisibleto metal detectorsThe only metal was a large gold

ring, which Anderson assumed had either been wanded or casually pulled off the dead finger by the suspe
as if it were his own.

Anderson crouched down to examine the hand. It looked as if it had belingeman of about sixty. The
ring bore some kind of ornate sealwithattwe aded bird and the number 32:¢
What really caught his eye were the tiny tattoos on the tips of the thumb and index finger.

A goddamn freak show.

AGi ef 270 One of the guards hurried over, hol di ng
just patched it through. o

A

Ander son | ooked at him | i ke he was insane. Al 6 m

The guar dbés fcaoovee rveads tpheel enouHehpi ece and whi spere
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Anderson did a double tak€IA heard about this already?!

~ A

Altoés their Office of Security.o
Anderson stiffeneddoly shitHe gl anced wuneasily at the phone in

Il n Washingtondod vastldbcgence agencies, the CI AOb
Bermuda Trianglé a mysterious and treacherous region from which all who knew of it steered clear
whenever possible. With a seemingly ssdistructive mandate, the OS had beentetehy the CIA for one
strange purpogeto spy on the CIA itself. Like a powerful interrafifairs office, the OS monitored all CIA
employees for illicit behavior: misappropriation of funds, selling of secrets, stealing classified technologies,
and use ofliegal torture tactics, to name a few.

They spy on Americads spies.

With investigative carte blanche in all matters of national security, the OS had a long and potent reach.
Anderson could not fathom why they would be interested in this incident aagi®[Cor how they had

found out so fast. Then again, the OS was rumored to have eyes everyohaeleAnderson knew, they

had a direct feed of U.S. Capitol security cameras. This incident did not match OS directives in any way,
although the timing othe call seemed too coincidental to Anderson to be about anything other than this
severed hand.

AChi ef?0The guard was holding the phone out to
It 6s . . .0 He pauseldabalneds Gs.idl SsMmt |y mout hed t wo

Anderson squinted hard atthe m&mo u 6 ve g ot He felt his palms bedito swg&ato is
handling this personally?

The overlord of the Office of SecurdyDirector Inoue Sai® was a legend in the intelligence community.
Borninside the fences of a Japanese internment camp in Manzanar, California, in the aftermath of Pearl
Harbor, Sato was a toughened survivor who had never forgotten the horrors of war, or the perils of
insufficient military intelligence. Now, having risen ta@of the most secretive and potent posts in U.S.
intelligence work, Sato had proven an uncompromising patriot as well as a terrifying enemy to any who
stood in opposition. Seldom seen but universally feared, the OS director cruised the deep wat€ig\of the
like a leviathan who surfaced only to devour its prey.

Anderson had met Sato fat®face only once, and the memory of looking into those cold black eyes was
enough to make him count his blessings that he would be having this conversation by telephone

Anderson took the phone and brought it to his |
possible. AThis i s o®hief Ander son. How may |

AThere is a man in your building to whom I need
unmistakablé like gravel grating on a chalkboard. Throat cancer surgery had left Sato with a profoundly
unnerving intonation and a repulsive neck scar

That dés all ? You waAndersan & sudaenlyphapgfel that mawgleedhe eriing of this
call was pure coincidence. AWho are you |l ooking
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AHI s name is Robert Langdon. I believe he is 1in

Langdon’The name sounded vaguely f glmeit. Hawasnobhut Ande
wondering if Sato knew about the hand. Al 6m 1in
some tourists here hold on. 6 He | owered h
here by the nameofdlngdon ? 0

After a short silence, a deep voice replied fro
Sato knows allAnderson craned his neck, trying to see who had spoken up.

The same man who had been trying to get to him earlier stepped aweth& others. He looked distraught
... but familiar somehow.

Anderson raised the phone to his Ilips. #fAYes, Mr
APut him on, 0 Sato said coarsely.

Anderson exhaledBetter himthanméi Hol d on. 6 He waved Lanaghedpn ove
Anderson suddenly realized why the name sounded faniijizst read an article about this guy. What the
hell ishedoing here?

Despit e L dootgrdnee andl athletia bwild, Anderson saw none of the cold, hardened edge he
expected from a nmafamous for surviving an explosion at the Vatican and a manhunt in Paggguy
eluded the French police . . . in loafedd@ looked more like someone Anderson would expect to find
hearthside in some Ivy League library reading Dostoyevsky.

A Mr . h&mPda er son said, walking halfway to meet
You have a phone call . o
AFon€ 0 Langdonds blue eyes |l ooked anxious and un

Anderson held out the phone. Ailtdéds the CI Ab6s Of

Al 6veheawerof i1it. 0
Ander son smil ed o meésdbdolyaul & . AwWell , sir,
Langdon put the phone to his ear. AYes?0

ARobert Langdon?0 Director Satods harsh voice b
hear.

AYes?0 Langdon replied.
Anderson stepped closer to hear what Sato was saying.

AThis 1 s Director I noue Sato, Mr . Langdon. I am
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information that can help me. o0
Langdon | ooked hopeful. Al s twhies eatheuti sPeétoer So

Peter SolomonAnderson felt entirely out of the loop.

AProfessor, 0 Sato replied. Al am asking the que
APeter Solomon is in very serious ®oouble, 0 Lan
AExcuse me, ongBmoffo sai d, cutt

Anderson cringedBad movel nt errupting a top CIA officialds |
civilian would makel thought Langdon was supposed to be smart.

ALi sten carefully, 0 Sat o s ai d.lhafieAhseen adeisecdtipatyakhave t h

information that can help me avert it. No w, I a
Langdon |l ooked | ost. fADirector, | have no idea
Peer and o

ANo idea?0 Sato challenged.

Ander son saw Langdon bristle. The professor now
all . 0o AndewWreangWrong.iWnoagikdbert Langdon had just made a very costly mistake in

dealing withDirector Sato.

Incredibly, Anderson now realized it was too late. To his astonishment, Director Sato had just appeared on
the far side of the Rotunda, and was approaching fast behind Lari®atons in the buildingAnderson
held his breath and braced impact.Langdon has no idea

The directorés dark form drew closer, phone hel
back.

Langdon clutched the police chiefds phone and f
sory, sir, 0 Langdon said tersely, Abut | candt r e
AwWhat do | want from you?0 The OS directords gr

and hollow, like that of a dying man with strep throat.

As the ma spoke, Langdon felt a tap on his shoulder. He turned and his eyes were drawn down . . . directl
into the face of a tiny Japanese woman. She had a fierce expression, a mottled complexion, thinning hair,
tobaccestained teeth, and an unsettling white gcdarat sl i ced hori zontally ac
gnarled hand held a cell phone to her ear, and when her lips moved, Langdon heard the familiar raspy voic
through his cell phone.

AWhat do I want from you, Pr o fgel sasroerd? 0a tS hhei nt. a |finfH c
can stop calling me O6sir. o6 0
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Langdon stared,

inour connection

mor t i

was f

fi

ed.

i ne,

AfMadampol

Professor,

0
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CHAPTER 17

Director Inoue Satowas a fearsome specingéem bristly tempest of a woman who stood a mere four feet

ten inches. She was bone thin, with jagged features and a dermatological condition known as vitiligo, whicl
gave her complexion the mottled look of coarse granite blotchédiahien. Her rumpled blue pantsuit

hung on her emaciated frame like a loose sack, the-peked blouse doing nothing to hide the scar across
her neck. It had been noted by her coworkers th
be tha of plucking her substantial mustache.

For over a decade, |l noue Sato had over ghechartiQ he
and chillingly accurate instincts, a combination which girded her with @seffdence that made her
terrifying to anyone who could not perform the impossible. Not even a terminal diagnosis of aggressive
throat cancer had knocked her from her perch. The battle had cost her one month of work, half her voice
box, and a third of her body weight, but she retutoethe office as if nothing had happened. Inoue Sato
appeared to be indestructible.

Robert Langdon suspected he was probably not the first to mistake Sato for a man on the phone, but the
director was still glaring at him with simmering black eyes.

AAgaimy apologies, madam, 0 Langdon @8 theptrsonWHod m s
claims to have Peter Solomon tricked me into co
jacket . AThis i s what h ¢l mmbertof the@lane lersdnt, s maybelif yow r o

call the FAA and track tiée 0

Satobdés tiny hand shot out and snatched the shee
AProfessor, I am runni ng telhng e what ywarg to kngve, L suggeast,youa n
not speak unless spoken to. o

Sato now spun to the police chief.

AChief Anderson, 0 she said, stepping entirely t
Awoul d you car e tisgoirg enhere?miee guald attthe ¢éabt gatetiodd Imé you found a
human hand on the floor. Il s that true?o

Anderson stepped to the side and revealed the o
mi nutes ago. o0

She glanced atthe handasif wer e not hing more than a mispl ac:¢
mention it to me when | called?0o0

A . . . | thought you knew. 0
ADootl i e to me. O
Anderson wilted under her gaze, but hinsdevroiccoentrr

A really doubt that, o Sato said, with equal Co






