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ONE 
 

 

 Three miles off Cape May, Captain Magnus Nording logged the Princess Anna’s safe 

arrival into U.S. waters.  A pilot came aboard at Fortescue, New Jersey to steer the vessel up the 

Delaware’s northbound channel.  At Port Penn, one of Nording’s crewman stepped into the 

communications room. 

“Captain wants you on the sonar, sir,” he said to Mr. Juhl, the second mate. 

“He does?  That’s Reisner’s job.”  Juhl wondered why Captain Nording didn’t use the 

intercom, like usual.  “I’ll just radio the bridge, see what’s the trouble.” 

Juhl turned to his console.  The crewman ducked beneath a bulkhead.  He was tall for a 

sailor, made even taller by dark, curly hair that rose three inches above his scalp.  He moved with 

speed, but silently.  From beneath his sleeve, he drew a knife as he stepped behind the second 

mate.   

Before Juhl pressed the radio’s transmit button, the crewman grabbed a handful of collar 

and reached around.  In one smooth motion, his knife sliced easily through Juhl’s skin, 

epidermis, cartilage, larynx, carotid artery, and esophagus.  It severed halfway through Juhl’s 

neck.  The blade was short, but extremely sharp.  Juhl slumped to the floor, blinking with 

disbelief.  He’d been promised a first mate’s berth on the company’s newest ship next voyage.  

This was supposed to be his last trip on the Princess Anna.  That part was true, Juhl realized as 

he died.    

 Two decks below, a much shorter man stepped into the engine room.  He had a 

handsome face, but wasn’t vain about it.  His manner was so friendly, girls flirted with him every 

time they were ashore.  The other crewmen weren’t jealous, since Iannos had a gift for keeping 

parties going.  He always had a joke to tell, a cheerful laugh, a ready wallet.  In addition to 

English, which all the sailors used as a common language, Iannos spoke Greek, German, French, 

Italian, and Spanish.  He easily attracted clusters of pretty women and he knew how to share.   

“Captain wants your repair log,” Iannos said to Mr. Halvestrom, the engineer. 

“Now?  I usually write it up when we’re in port.  What’s the hurry?” 

“Didn’t say, sir.  Maybe he needs it for his table’s wobbly leg.  Maybe for his own, 
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tonight.  The middle one, you know?” 

“Hah!  I’ll have to tell him that one.”  Halvestrom smiled with appreciation at Iannos’s 

questionable wit.  He scratched within his longish beard, found a speck of grit, held it up to the 

light, examined it.  “All right, I’ll dig out the log.  Do me a favor – keep an eye on the gauges for 

me.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

When Halvestrom turned to root through stacks of grease-stained papers on a metal table, 

Iannos reached into his pocket.  He favored a utility knife, because you could retract its blade.  

But like his tall companion, he also kept his weapon very sharp.  He grabbed the big Swede by 

his beard, yanked hard so his neck came around.  A shame.  Of all the shipping company’s 

officers, he liked this engineer the most.  He happened to know that Halvestrom had three young 

daughters, all adopted.  And never cheated on his plain-faced wife. 

Nothing to be done but make it a quick, painless death.  Iannos put all his strength into 

the strike.  Halvestrom must have been about to exhale when the blade sliced through his trachea, 

because Iannos heard a hiss of air. 

“Please forgive me,” he said to the dying man.  

Iannos let go of Halvestrom’s beard and cradled him gently to the floor. 

As the ship continued toward New Castle, the first mate and five crewmen were killed, 

too.    Inside the wheelhouse, Captain Nording didn’t know that eight men lay below with gaping 

throats.  Around the corpses, eight red pools began to darken.   

The three surviving crewmen cleaned their knives and hands.  Each was a sleeper for the 

Islamic Force.  They belonged to a cell led by Imad Khalif, an economics professor at the 

Sorbonne.  They’d carefully followed his instructions to avoid the FBI’s Operation Tripwire.  

They hadn’t traveled by air in the last five years.  There was nothing suspicious about their 

passports or behavior.  They’d never openly belonged to radical organizations.  They’d never 

been in prison.  Khalif said that Tripwire had identified fundamentalists working on cruise ships, 

ferries, buses, trains, passenger jets, even in the unmanned aircraft industry.  It puzzled Iannos 

why they’d ignored cargo vessels, but he gladly took advantage of the lapse.   Now he went 

below to change his clothes. 

To the west of the Delaware Memorial Bridge, smoke plumes rose from the chemical 

plants at Wilmington.  Through his binoculars, Captain Nording could see police cars parked 

beside the wharves.  On the New Jersey side, two more cruisers patrolled along the river at 

Dupont’s Deepwater plant.   

Nording felt reassured that the Americans had upgraded security since his last visit.  He 
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expected to face very strict procedures once they reached Philadelphia.  They’d check every 

container against the manifest transmitted before they’d left Goteborg.  Then each container 

would be scanned for radiation, trace gases escaping from explosives, and density anomalies.  

Extremely time consuming, but in this crazy, hate-filled world, these were necessary precautions.   

He’d seen advisories warning about terrorist attack via motorboat.  He’d read that the Deepwater 

plant was particularly well guarded.  The circular said it had a contract to process 

decommissioned VX nerve gas into disposable byproducts.   

Just past Raccoon Island, Nording used the ship’s loudspeaker to call for First Mate 

Reisner.  He should have come up by now.  They’d navigated the Delaware together twice 

before.  Reisner knew this stretch was tricky, full of river islets.  Nording needed him to watch 

the sonar while their pilot steered.  As Nording was about to call again, the wheelhouse door 

opened.  Instead of Reisner, a crewman called Iannos came inside.  Nording liked this Greek, a 

very competent seaman from the Aegean island of Kos.  

“Where’s Mr. Reisner?” Nording asked in English. 

 “He slipped, sir.  Twisted his knee.  Told me to come call out the sonar for you.  My last 

ship, I’ve done it before.” 

 “Good.  We need you right away.  There are many sand bars here.  I have to watch for 

them while you call out the depths.  Keep doing it until I can get Mr. Juhl up here.” 

 Nording couldn’t raise the second mate.  Juhl should have been in the communications 

room.  As they passed Chester, Pennsylvania, Halvestrom didn’t answer the engine room’s 

intercom, either.  Nording panicked, lunging for the pistol that he kept in his chart table’s drawer.   

Even as the ship rolled to port, Iannos moved with great balance and speed.  He severed 

Nording’s jugular with one slash.  Nording slumped to the floor as the Greek retracted his utility 

knife’s blade.  Pink froth bubbled from Nording’s lips.  He saw the blue fjord where he’d spent 

his boyhood.  He saw his mother, then his wife and sons, then died.   

Iannos picked up Nording’s pistol and shot the pilot twice.  Small, round holes appeared 

in both his forehead and his jacket’s eagle emblem. Dead before he crumpled to the floor, the 

pilot now lay next to Nording.  Iannos set the pistol down on Nording’s wobbly table.   

Iannos was really a Tunisian named Salimmeh Hassan.  Khalif had made him the 

operation’s leader because he’d spent his life working at sea, first fishing boats, then ocean 

freighters.  He needed no help to steer this ship.  At Paulsboro, New Jersey, Salimmeh turned the 

Princess Anna from the northbound channel.  He headed for the sprawling Valero refinery.  

Flares of red flame rising from gas venting towers beckoned him straight on.  As expected on 

this Monday morning, an oil tanker was tied up at the refinery’s dock   Riding low in the water, 
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most of its payload would still be in its holds. 

 Salimmeh locked in the course, then knelt down on the metal floor.  He wished he hadn’t 

needed to pose as Greek, since it meant he couldn’t bring his prayer rug.  But he’d kept his worry 

beads tucked safely in his pocket.  Now Salimmeh brought them out and ran them through his 

fingers.  He knew he faced due east, because this was precisely the course he’d set out of the 

river’s channel.  Through the wheel room’s window, the rising sun confirmed the one true path 

toward Mecca. Bullhorns sounded from the Valero dock, ordering the Princess Anna to turn 

away.  Deep into his prayer, Salimmeh barely heard them. 

 Meanwhile on deck, Kemal Saad and Benouri al-Qadir keyed codes to activate crates of 

high explosive inside containers #43081 and #96855.  These had been loaded routinely onto the 

Princess Anna.  One of their comrades in Sweden worked for a respected trucking company, and 

Goteborg’s port facility didn’t have state-of-the-art scanners.  Offloading in Philadelphia 

wouldn’t matter, because their journey was about to stop a few miles short. 

Kemal and Benouri saw security guards waving frantically at them from shore.  A 

policeman screamed into his cruiser’s radio.  He yelled so loud, they could hear him above the 

freighter’s rumble.  They knew it didn’t matter.   

The explosion would come in less than a minute, just as their ship plowed into the oil 

tanker.  A huge fireball would send them up to paradise, while the cop, the guards, the oil 

tanker’s crew, and the refinery’s pump team were all swept down to hell.  Seconds later, 

Valero’s sprawling complex would rock with repeated explosions.  A vast, lethal cloud would 

roll for miles.  Among the gases would be 300,000 pounds of hydrogen fluoride.  Used to make 

high octane gasoline, it would hug the ground and suffocate all those it reached.  Three million 

people lived in the vulnerable zone.  Compared to the World Trade Towers, the death toll would 

be hundreds of times more glorious.        
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Kyrie Langford set her Khalif file on the interview room’s bare table.  An image of the 

narrowly averted carnage still played in her mind.  Replacing this image of a toxic fireball, she 

visualized the court room as a Guilty verdict echoed between oak-paneled walls.  Now, she 

watched the prisoner as he was brought in wearing both handcuffs and leg irons.  Though a 

canvas hood covered his face, she could almost feel the fury radiating from beneath.   

A powerfully built man, the prisoner’s fists were clenched, his legs rigid.  Kyrie knew he 

wouldn’t hesitate to whip those cuffs around her throat.  If he got the chance, he’d snap her neck 

with one quick yank.  Even as her face contorted into death, he’d congratulate himself for a 

heroic strike against tyranny.   

If I can’t kill thousands with the Valero plan, she could just hear Imad Khalif thinking, 

one agent of an evil nation will have to represent them all.  On my day of execution, righteous 

men will know the enemy has brutalized another martyr.  Hundreds more will join our cause. 

Kyrie reviewed her questions as two silent guards manhandled Khalif into a metal chair.  

Like hers, it was bolted to the floor.  She’d requested this room because its stark confines would 

set the proper tone.  No windows, only the oppressive glare from fluorescent lights.  Again, she 

saw the disaster prevented by Khalif’s capture.   This bastard valued human life so little, they’d 

found the refinery scenario written almost like a novel on his laptop. 

With his metal truncheon, the larger of the two guards applied a chokehold to Khalif.  

The other guard released one handcuff, passed it through a steel ring set into the table, then 

restrained Khalif again.  Without a word, they took up positions on either side.   

 “Remove his hood,” said Kyrie. 

 “No, ma’am, I can’t do that,” said the larger guard.   

 “Get this very clear, Sergeant.  Khalif is my case.  He’s here for one reason only – I 

signed the order requiring his presence.”  Though young at 28 to be an Assistant U.S. Attorney, 

Kyrie had no trouble asserting her authority.  “I must see facial expression, or I can’t interview 

him properly.”  

 “Sorry, ma’am, I have to do this by the book.  Me and Bai- I mean, my partner, we stay 
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with the prisoner until we return him to his cell.  We can’t leave him unsecured, or able to know 

details of his surroundings.  We don’t speak to him, except if translation’s necessary.” 

 “Remove the hood.”  Kyrie drew her words out even more.  She didn’t raise the volume 

of her voice, merely put an iciness into it.  She watched the Sergeant’s larynx bob under her 

glare.  “Place it on the table, then wait outside.  I won’t need a translator, since Khalif speaks 

perfect English.  In fact, he was captain of the debate team at Dartmouth University.  I’d be very 

surprised if your superiors don’t know these details…     Now remove the hood and leave.  You 

may watch us through the glass.” 

 “But, ma’am, that’s not procedure.  My C. O. will have my-” 

 “Don’t fuck with me!  Your C. O. will be the least of your problems if you shitcan my 

interview.  I will have your maggoty ass in a goddamned meat grinder if you don’t move it now.” 

Kyrie was actually a very pleasant woman.  Close friends knew she was extremely 

thoughtful. But in these circumstances, growing up the daughter of a Marine Colonel had distinct 

advantages.  If she needed to make a jarhead move, she could bluestreak with the best of them.   

“Keep your hand on that doorknob right outside.   Squeeze it like you do your own knob 

every night.  If this cocksucker so much as crosses his ankles, get your ragged asses back in here 

before I have to tear his balls off personally.” 

 “Yes, ma’am!”   

The Sergeant’s hand flinched from his side.  He’d almost made the mistake of saluting 

Kyrie.  Instead, he snatched the hood off Imad Khalif’s head, folded it crisply like a flag, then set 

it on the table.  He wheeled and left the room, followed by Bailey, who closed the door behind.  

They took up positions just outside the observation window, ready to come bursting in. 

None of this was routine procedure, but Khalif was no ordinary prisoner.  His crimes 

hadn’t been committed on U.S. soil.  He wasn’t an enemy combatant, either.  From Paris, he’d 

planned the mass murder of Americans.   Attorney General Szymko had determined that Khalif 

would be prosecuted within the Washington D.C. jurisdiction.    

Kyrie stared at Khalif’s face, one she’d studied many times in photographs.   Deep, coal 

black eyes, blinking now beneath the room’s harsh lighting.  Long creases across his forehead, 

long years of hatred in his salt and pepper beard.  Thin lips, with an even thinner smile.   

As if to say, You’re nothing but a slave of your corrupt regime.  You aren’t even worth an 

honorable sentiment like hatred.   

Kyrie didn’t make the mistake of taking Imad Khalif’s opinions personally.  No more 

than she’d take the simplistic view of labeling him evil.  Khalif was highly intelligent, as 

committed to his beliefs as she was to hers.  In his own way, he loved his people, his moral 
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values, his heritage, and faith.  To prosecute him successfully, she must understand all she could 

about him.  She must convince him to disclose the plans of co-conspirators who remained at 

large. 

“You’ve been assaulted recently.”  She indicated fresh bruises on Khalif’s cheeks and 

temples, an ugly scab across his nose.  “That’s why they wanted the hood on.” 

“You are naïve, young lady.   It’s no secret that we’re kicked and beaten.  This is nothing.  

It wasn’t even a rifle stock this time.  Don’t think your false show of sympathy has the least 

effect.   The reason they covered my head is the same reason they defecate on our Koran and 

smear menstrual blood across our lips.  This is just another of your tortures…   Why do you think 

they chose you to prosecute me?  A girl like you, pretty like one of your cinema harlots.  As if 

I’m not worth serious consideration.  Do they think I cannot bear another humiliation?” 

“I assure you that we take this matter very seriously.  I was assigned this case because 

I’ve proved my competence repeatedly.”   

Kyrie refused to let Khalif’s taunts raise her temper.  She knew that he’d say anything to 

rattle her.  He wanted her to feel nervous and afraid.  As he met her stern regard, Khalif slowly 

ran his tongue across his broken upper teeth.  She could feel the image in his mind, as Khalif  

pictured himself raping her.  

 “Competence, Miss Langford?  In your courts, a demented beggar would have won the 

conviction against Moussa Oueddine.” 

“You’re very well informed.”   

How could Khalif know her name?  She’d intentionally neglected to introduce herself.  

He wouldn’t have been told anything at the prison.  The guards didn’t even wear i.d. badges in 

his presence.  Even more disturbingly, he knew her last case, too.  Kyrie hadn’t been assigned 

the lead role in the Oueddine trial until after Khalif’s arrest.  He wasn’t supposed to have access 

to news reports of any kind.  He wouldn’t be granted contact with an attorney until she filed 

formal charges.   

“Who told you I prosecuted Oueddine and his cell?” 

 “His brigade, you mean?  I have my sources, too.”  Once more, Khalif drew his lips into 

a viper’s grin.  “Would you like to exchange the names of yours for mine?” 

“I’d like you to understand this isn’t some battle of wits that you can win.  You’re about 

to be charged in a capital crime.  I hold your life here in these pages.”   

She lifted the thick file to eye level, held it for a beat, then let it fall.  The noise brought 

Khalif’s two guards through the door, but Kyrie waved them back outside.   

“Unless you cooperate completely, you’ll be convicted of Conspiracy to Commit Acts of 
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Terror.  You’ll be executed by lethal injection, which might sound an easy death, but believe me, 

it’s anything but.  You’ll lie there on a gurney all comfortable and civilized while they slip that 

needle in your vein.  Plenty of time to agonize, knowing you’ll never greet your sons again, 

never kiss your grandchildren, never see your daughter married, never hold your wife.” 

“You’re an empty-headed girl,  Miss Langford.  Only a fool would imagine I could be 

scared into treason with talk of death.” 

“What treason?  You hold Egyptian citizenship.  Your own government despises 

terrorists.” 

“You call it terrorism when my people dare resist the outrages of your foul regime.  To 

us, it’s patriotic duty.” 

“Duty to what?  Your group’s only principle is murder.” 

“I’ve murdered no one.  I’m guilty of no crime, either in Egypt or America.  But I’m 

kidnapped from the streets of Paris, transported inside a metal drum.  I was tortured for months 

in a place I can only tell you was so cold, the shiver never left my bones.  I wasn’t allowed to 

pray – every time I tried, the guards committed despicable outrages against Allah.  I was never 

allowed contact with the outside world.  My family has no way of knowing I’m alive…  And I’m 

the criminal who deserves revilement and execution?” 

“The only reason you’ve murdered no one is because we caught you.  Our experts have 

long since cracked the encryption on your laptop.  We’ve identified the members of your team 

who were to be the crewmen.  We know the aliases used by Salimmeh Hassan, Benouri al-Qadir, 

and Kemal Saad.  We’ve circulated their photographs to all shipping companies around the 

world.  Their mariner’s papers have been revoked.  We’ve seized the Princess Anna, traced 

through four cut-outs, arrested both the truck driver and the dispatcher you bribed to assign your 

shipment to this man.  The freight broker and the hiring agent who gave berths to your three 

crewmen have been arrested, too. The ship’s officers are being held until this matter’s safely 

concluded, whether or not they realized it was to be a one-way voyage.  What we need to know 

is where the other members of your cell are now.  Tell me what their alternate target is, and I can 

recommend against the death penalty.” 

“Fah!  What kind of child do they plague me with?  How old are you, anyway?” 

“I realize you still want them to succeed.  But you’re a man with three sons, two 

daughters, twelve grandchildren, and a loving wife.  I don’t think such a man planned to die 

along with those he sends on suicide missions…     Instead, you’ll be the only one to die unless 

you help us.” 

“Kill me, then.  Make it public.  Best way you can rally more patriots to our brotherhood.  
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Tie me to a post on the campus green.  Have the pretty coeds strangle me with their long, silky 

hair.” 

“Nice try, but you can skip the mad scene.  We know you’re not insane.” 

“You were valedictorian at Wellesley, weren’t you, Miss Langford?  You can lead the 

dance around the maypole.  Isn’t that your alma mater’s most revered tradition?” 

“How did you know I went to Wellesley?” 

“How did you know I went to Dartmouth?”  Khalif raised his thick eyebrows.  This time, 

he didn’t smile.   “Now that we’ve both ignored these questions, here’s one that has a simple 

answer.  Do you know why our woman wear head scarves?” 

“Of course – it’s called hejab.  One of the ways you enforce female chastity.” 

“You know so little of our culture.  Don’t you even try to understand us?  You should 

make it a point to study Islam when your opponent’s a devout Moslem.  The hejab is a strong 

mark of respect.  So a woman can be safe from men ogling her most sensuous feature.  Like I’m 

doing to you now.  Your hair is very beautiful, if you’ll forgive my rudeness.  Reminds me of the 

saffron spice my mother puts into her lamb ragout.  Now your body, it’s much too scrawny for 

my taste, but wrap those curls around my neck and you could lead me anywhere.” 

“Fuck you, Khalif.”  Don’t let him get to you, Kyrie.  Just do your job and fry his ass.  

Murderer or not, this man deserves to die.  He tried to kill thousands of innocent people.  If he 

ever goes free, he’ll gladly start right in again. “You have no right to make comments about my 

appearance.” 

“I have no rights at all.  That’s what your depraved Patriot Act says about your enemies.” 

“That isn’t what it says.  And for the record, your apprehension was under the terms of 

the Victory Act, not the Patriot Act.” 

“What difference does it make how your barbarity’s defined?  Patriot Act, Liberty Act, 

this new Victory Act – why all the smokescreen?  If you’re determined to have a totalitarian 

system, at least be honest about it.  The point is that I sit here manacled.  What kind of right is 

that?  Where’s your vaunted presumption of innocence?  Order these chains removed and I’ll tell 

you something.” 

Kyrie was almost tempted.  She knew Khalif was testing her, seeing if she’d order the 

guards to stay inside after releasing his restraints.   

“You may have the handcuffs off, but your legs will remain shackled.” 

“Both hands and legs.  If you refuse to treat me like a man, you must accept the blame for 

my allies’ future operations.” 

“Hands only, Khalif.  You care little who dies or who remains alive.  It makes no 
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difference to you, so long as you think you’ve won.”   

Kyrie watched his curling fingers.  Khalif couldn’t hide the menace in them.  But she had 

an athlete’s agility and speed.  She was far younger than him.  When she was growing up, Dad 

would let her stay on base each summer, drilling with his best platoon as they passed through 

weapons, endurance, and hand-to-hand training.  Khalif’s fingers stilled as he noticed the 

direction of her gaze. He now sat grinning like a Sphinx.  She’d like to smash a fist into that grin.   

“Your legs stay shackled until I get your full cooperation.  To prove your good intentions, 

you need to tell me everything.”  

 “You’ll never admit the worth of my intentions.  The cabal that runs America has twisted 

decency so much, an honest foe like me has no rights.  If you don’t want to hear the truth, you 

could gag me with your soiled underwear, and I’d have no right to complain.” 

“If you think you can gain some advantage by insulting me, you’re not half as intelligent 

as I’ve heard.” 

“You American women insult yourselves every day with your behavior.  If you feel 

degraded because I leer at you, whose fault is that?” 

“I feel degraded because I have to deal with brutal ideologues to save innocent lives.” 

“And I feel degraded that they think someone like you could make me betray my 

brothers.  A girl who should be at home nursing babies, if you had anything to do it with.  If you 

could find a husband who’d want a mannish stick to warm his bed.” 

Khalif lunged suddenly across the table.  Kyrie crossed her arms in the Kasumi position, 

but Khalif stopped just short of the point where she’d need to strike.  He bared his jagged, yellow 

teeth in a sickening grin. 

“Ah, Mountain Mist,” he said.  “An excellent stance to hide attacks, but aikido would do 

little good if I’d meant to kill you.  Though chained, my ankles aren’t fastened to the floor.  My 

legs would reach you easily if I’d used a spinning kick.  These manacles might cut into my 

wrists, but your temple would be crushed.  Shall I demonstrate?   Leg irons add a lot of force.  It 

was good of them to give me such a useful weapon.  Maybe you’d like to reconsider bringing the 

guards in.” 

Kyrie took and held a heavy breath.  She needed to calm the anger this man wanted to 

provoke.  He seemed able to target her deepest vulnerabilities with ease.  Her fears that no 

amount of hard work would ever be good enough at Justice.  Male colleagues would inevitably 

rise to the top.  Sure, this was a plum assignment, a reward for the skill she’d shown in the 

Oueddine and Potomac Jihad cases, but skill had nothing to do with politics.  In the entire 

country, only eight out of ninety-four districts were led by female U.S. Attorneys.   
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Khalif’s other insult chafed Kyrie even more.  Was her longing for children so obvious?  

How could Khalif realize she felt stuck, while all her college friends had families by now?  Did 

Khalif sense she loved her boyfriend much more than he loved her back?  Boyd swore she was 

the only one for him, but he still treated the M word like a voodoo hex after seven years together.   

That she had no better word than boyfriend for Boyd Wheaton, even that felt like failure.  

At 28, what do you call someone you live with, sleep with almost never?  There was no 

reasonable word for it.  The limbo agitated Kyrie more each day.  She knew that she should 

simply stop this nonsense of loving Boyd.  She’d tried so hard to stop it, but she couldn’t.   She’d 

like someone to tell her, what’s the word for that?   

Khalif had even pinpointed Kyrie’s discomfort  with her athletic lines.  Okay, she had a 

pretty face.  Everybody said so.  And she’d been blessed with lustrous corn silk hair.   But the 

body – her big sister Daphne got all that.   

What they mean is that I’m pretty for a jockette, anyway.   But in a few more years, 

they’ll start calling me a handsome woman, just like Mom.  God, that would be awful.   

“The next time you move suddenly,” Kyrie said at last, “I’ll stab this pen right through 

your hand.  I don’t suppose you know a technique to counter that?” 

“You wouldn’t want such a wound visible at my trial,” Khalif answered immediately.  

His mind had lost none of its agility from his debating days.  “Your regime may think it can 

dictate whatever rules it likes, but I can see the headlines in your press.  ‘Stigmata Appear on 

Muslim Defendant.’  Then, what would your superiors think about your competence?”   

“It enrages you that women here are equal.  You can’t imagine a woman earning the right 

to prosecute an important national security case.  It’s that kind of freedom you’d like to destroy.” 

“I was right – you know nothing of my culture.  Women were scholars in the Arab world 

when your ancestors were pagans picking lice out of each other’s scalps.  I have nothing against 

women using their intellect.  But I do have everything against you trying to cloud my mind with 

impure thoughts.  I’m a patriot who cannot be deceived.” 

 “Okay, fine.”  Kyrie took another heavy breath.  “Look, I believe you honestly see 

yourself as a patriot.  But the men who lead your movement aren’t quite so noble.  The one time 

they controlled a country, they subjected its citizens to years of outrageous barbarity.    If they 

claim they’re patriots, it simply proves the old expression, ‘Patriotism is the last refuge of 

scoundrels.’” 

“I’d attach that blame to your leaders.  Now please call the guards to take me back.  I 

have nothing more to say to you…    Except, that I’ve enjoyed picturing the blonde hairs tickling 

my cock as I ram through your hidden treasure.”         
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THREE 
 

 

 Salimmeh drove the rented Outlander over a causeway section of the Chesapeake Bay 

Bridge.  He felt at peace -- for a man who’d grown up on the Bay of Sfax, this was a truly 

beautiful place.  Now he crossed a treeless island.  Preparing for the mission, he’d learned that all 

four islands of this route were man-made.  The Americans had done an excellent job.  This place 

looked very natural.  The way its marsh reeds waved along the roadside reminded Salimmeh of 

Kerkennah Island.   

That’s where his mother’s people came from, ten miles out from the Tunisian mainland.  

Salimmeh’s father was a fisherman, his grandfather, too.  His clan had deep roots in Sfax.  He’d 

still be a fisherman, himself, if it wasn’t for the Americans murdering Tewfiq.  But today wasn’t 

the time to think about his brother.  Salimmeh felt determined to enjoy this ride.  Though it was 

cold today, he lowered the windows so he could smell the good, salt air.  He liked a lot about 

America, its scenery, its ease, its friendly people.   

 Still, Salimmeh missed his home.  He looked forward to the reunion with Kemal.  The 

tall Syrian might act like a joyless asshole, always spouting about the cause, but at least his 

harangues were in Arabic.  Salimmeh missed speaking in his native language, too. 

Kemal lived here as a naturalized U.S. citizen named Vijay Gupta.  The names Iannos 

and Stavros from their seaman’s papers were no more.  It would do the Americans no good to 

look for them, or other aliases from Imad Khalif’s files.  Their new names weren’t registered 

anywhere, not even in Imad Khalif’s brain.  He’d told them to make no reference to these 

identities until the Chesapeake operation.  The man who’d forged these papers rotted deep 

beneath a Marseilles landfill.   

The Americans would waste their time putting photographs of “Iannos,” “Stavros,” and 

“Hector” on customs stop lists, since they were already in the country.  They’d been here long 

before Khalif’s arrest.  Within the United States, they never traveled by air.  It would be equally 

useless to circulate their pictures in the maritime trade.  Salimmeh, Kemal, and Benouri had 

nothing to do with shipping any more. 

 There were so many good targets, the enemy couldn’t possibly protect them all.  But it 
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was always the same.  Strike with hijacked jets, and they’d spend billions on tightening airport 

security.  Hit subways, and every underground station would crawl with cops for the next year.  

The Americans still had water patrols covering every refinery, LNG, and chemical plant.  

Nuclear plants, too, since these were always located along rivers.  Couldn’t they imagine that the 

Force was capable of creating two unrelated plans? 

 Salimmeh switched on the Outlander’s stereo.  He had nothing against American music, 

though Kemal insisted it was immoral.  Down here in Virginia, you had your choice between 

several country stations, which Salimmeh liked the best.  He brought in one from Hampton good 

and clear.  He liked American movies, too.  Another thing most members of the Force reviled.  

But Salimmeh’s motivation to become a volunteer wasn’t ideological.   

His older brother Tewfiq stepped once more into his thoughts.  So determined and such a 

gifted mind.  A college educated engineer, the first professional in their family.  Tewfiq was 

supposed to become a shining star.  Instead, he’d volunteered to fight the Americans who 

occupied Iraq.  Died in one of their military prisons.  Some kind of allergic reaction was the only 

report they could get out of the Tunisian embassy, maybe peanut oil in the food.  But that was 

ridiculous – Tewfiq had no allergies.  Salimmeh knew they’d tortured him to death.  His family 

hadn’t even received the body.  Lost in a mix-up, claimed the U.S. military.  Salimmeh wished 

that he could see Tewfiq’s picture one more time, but everything in his wallet must be clean 

today.   

 Three and a half miles northeast of Virginia Beach, the route entered a tunnel, designed 

to let ship traffic pass.  Roughly a third of the way in, Salimmeh’s Outlander had a break-down.  

He managed to leave the SUV sprawled sideways.  Cars slammed on their brakes in all four 

lanes.  A van traveling northbound clipped his fender.  The driver got out with a look of outrage 

on his face. He yelled angrily at Salimmeh. 

Salimmeh answered in rapid Spanish, pretending not to understand English.  The van’s 

driver gestured vehemently at his crumpled side panel.  Salimmeh got out his cell phone, 

pretended to call for help.  He held it to his ear for several seconds, then said in Spanish that  

there was no signal.  When he couldn’t get the van’s driver to understand, he said “No do” in 

English.  Then Salimmeh mimed that he must leave the tunnel before his phone would work.   

Traffic was thoroughly snarled in both directions.  The American stepped toward him, even 

angrier.  He was a much larger man than Salimmeh.   

As honking filled the tunnel with loud, unpleasant noise, Salimmeh climbed onto the 

catwalk.  The American followed, screaming abuse about damned beaners buying fancy SUVs 

with welfare money.  Pretending not to notice he was being followed, Salimmeh ran back to the 
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entrance.  The American lumbered up the catwalk’s ladder, but a few too many visits to 

McDonalds kept his top pursuit speed to a jog. 

Salimmeh got many angry stares on his way out, but he smiled apologetically, holding up 

his cell phone.  As if to say, “I need to get outside so I can call for help.”  Never mind that there 

were phone boxes spaced every hundred yards along the catwalk. 

 Panting heavily, the van’s driver had the bright idea to use a phone box, himself.  He’d 

just started shouting about a wreck caused by some wetback in a new Outlander, when a bright 

flash tore it apart.  A violent shock wave sent the huge guy flying over three vehicles.  He did a 

triple gainer with a twist that would have earned top scores at the Olympics.  Unfortunately, his 

landing place wasn’t nearly so soft as a swimming pool. 

Intense heat ignited hundreds of gas tanks, causing many more explosions.  Cars and 

trucks and SUVs flipped through the air, caromed off the walls, rammed into each other.  A 

Hyundai compact launched up and mashed against the tunnel’s ceiling.  Shards of glass flew 

everywhere, their wind chime tones accompanying the bass notes of explosions and the middle 

register of colliding metal.   

Waves of flame shot toward both entrances.  Motorists who’d already stepped out of their 

cars had a few seconds to turn and flee.  A young mother carrying her two year old was in the 

lead.  She’d been a track star in high school, but wasn’t fast enough.  A family of four holding 

each other’s hands was overtaken by the hurtling ball of fiery gases.  It passed so rapidly, they 

still were on their feet as blackened flesh before they fell. 

Those not burned to death were soon asphyxiated inside their vehicles.  Black smoke 

boiled from the tunnel.  Cracks gaped in the ceiling.  Seawater sprayed down, first a mist, but 

within seconds, it became a dozen separate jets.  The flow of water turned into merging streams 

until chunks of concrete fell.   Then massive sections crashed from the ceiling until water poured 

down in a rush. 

 Salimmeh, or “Adam Karamanlian” as his driver’s license identified him, wasn’t among 

the dead.  This wasn’t a suicide mission and he was already outside.  He was unhurt, except for 

scraped hands suffered when the shock wave from the tunnel sent him tumbling onto Route 13.  

He removed his boots, dashed across the rocky shore on white-socked feet, then dove into the 

Chesapeake’s cold water.  Already, a traffic jam stretched north on Seagull Island.   Many people 

saw him.  One birder on the observation deck even sketched a picture.  It hardly mattered, since 

Salimmeh wore a hood.  A speedboat picked him up twenty yards offshore.   

 “Perfect timing, Kemal,” said the dripping Tunisian.  He removed his socks, accepted a 

pair of dry sneakers with a nod of thanks.  “I mean Vijay.” 
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 “It was easy.  I waited until I heard the bomb, just like Imad said.  But it wasn’t very 

loud.” 

“It was plenty loud inside the tunnel.  I was right at the entrance when the Outlander 

detonated.” 

“Out here, it sounded like the crump you’d get if you dropped a barrel full of wine.” 

 “Good thing, or we’d have a whole armada steaming out from Hampton Roads.  Did you 

know that the Americans have more ships in this place than anywhere around the globe?  Makes 

me wonder why Imad chose this place.” 

 “Maybe that’s exactly why.  To demonstrate that we could hit them at Portsmouth or 

Norfolk or any of their naval bases.” 

 “Maybe…   You’d better head north, not to the other boat at Newport News.  I left a car 

near Yorktown.” 

 “Good.  These waters have an unlucky look.  With all the Semtex we packed into your 

seats, I have a feeling bodies will start popping to the surface soon.”    
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FOUR 
 

 

President Stephen Lewis was informed about the attack within five minutes.  He 

immediately phoned FBI Director Donald McClendon, told him to spearhead the investigation.  

McClendon briefed him on the latest witness reports received at FBI headquarters.  The situation 

was far worse than President Lewis had first heard. 

“Maximum effort, you hear me, Don?  I don’t care what it takes, you nail these bastards.  

I’m holding you accountable.  Get whatever help you need from Homeland Security and the 

intelligence agencies.  I don’t want to hear you guys can’t get along.  Use the military, too.  

Every asset we’ve got, I want it poured into this case.” 

“That’ll have to be in writing, if we use intelligence and military personnel 

domestically.” 

“Yeah, sure, I’ll send something over.”   

For the thousandth time, Lewis had to glower out his window in the direction of 

Congress.  In his first six years, when he could dictate its every move, written authorization 

wouldn’t have been necessary.   

 “But the Lewis Doctrine still goes,” he added.  “It backs up anything you do to catch 

these vermin.” 

“That’s unofficial, sir.  I’ll need a presidential directive.” 

“Don’t you understand?  Goddammit, we’re at war.  Now they’ve hit us on U.S. soil 

again.  We must do everything we can to grind them into dust.  We root out all their friends, we 

squeeze them hard until they talk.  We go anywhere, we wait for nothing.” 

“Yes sir, I know the Doctrine.” 

“Don’t worry about liberals crying that we’ve trashed the Bill of  Rights.  No God-fearing 

American minds anything we do to find these scum, destroy their operation.” 

“Yes, sir.  I’ve got an anti-terrorism squad deployed already.  You don’t have to worry 

about me.  We see things the same way.  It just helps to have a directive.  You know how 

Congress loves to investigate these days.” 

“Okay, I’m writing something now.” 
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As he hung up, Lewis’s famous rage cooled rapidly.  His features relaxed into the 

handsome image that his supporters loved.  After seven long years in office, they still considered 

him dynamic, virile, inspiring.  Lewis grinned with satisfaction, remembering the summary from 

his private pollster’s latest survey.  He brushed his fingers through his silver hair.  He called in 

his Chief of Staff, a favorite sounding board.  Randall Kerrigan’s keen political instincts had won 

two elections.  He always seemed to know what would fly best with the public. 

“Maybe this bombing isn’t such a bad thing after all,” said Lewis. 

“No sir, it’s pretty bad.  We need to be seen exerting maximum effort.” 

“Of course we do.  That isn’t what I’m saying.” 

“Sorry, I’m not following.” 

“A few hundred killed, what’s that compared to the big picture?  Their sacrifice will save 

thousands of lives in the long run.  Maybe millions.  Like the courageous choice we made at 

Hiroshima.” 

“Not a real good thing to say in public, sir.” 

“I know that, goddammit.  But don’t you see the parallel?  This bombing’s come just in 

time.  America needs a sharp reminder of what our enemy is all about.  Resolve to fight these 

bastards has all but evaporated since Nine Eleven.” 

“Yes, sir.  I’m sure you know I couldn’t agree with you more.  But we need to frame this 

carefully in every public statement.  It’s a very different playing field these days.  We have to 

think of ourselves as the away team now.  And you can’t sell this in terms of sacrifice.  It isn’t a 

big concept with the electorate, anymore.”   

“You said it, Randy.  America sure isn’t what it used to be.  No one wants to pay the 

price for protecting freedom.  A few deaths on distant battlefields and everyone turns into a 

defeatist.  That’s the hardest thing I have to do, you know.   Make them understand these lives 

have not been wasted, even for countries that scorn our help, even for people who spit on the 

values we try to teach them…     But now evil men have struck on our soil again.  America will 

rally behind my fight.  This could really turn the tide.  Those who snivel about our Constitution 

being trampled, we’ll hang them out to dry.” 

“Uh, sir, it might be better to ignore them.  Your presidency has regained most of the 

trump cards that Bush lost.  Not to mention what Obama gave away.  Going after opponents only 

gives Congress an opening to grill us.” 

“Hell no!  I didn’t become President by tolerating slander.  These shits must suffer the 

consequences.  Our country is at war and I’m the Commander in Chief.  Anyone who gets in my 

way is a goddamned traitor!  Are we on the same page here?  These people all get Lewis Two.”  
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The President’s inner circle understood that Lewis II was the doctrine’s unspoken clause.  

America’s enemies weren’t only Islamic radicals.  They were riddled through the political 

opposition -- those who wished to weaken the hand of our military, our intelligence services, our 

police and prosecutors.  If the bleeding hearts ever regained the White House, America as a 

world power was finished.   

“To protect our way of life, to ensure that our influence continues to speak for liberty 

around the world, it isn’t only right, but necessary to contain these dangerous people.”  This is 

how Lewis had framed the concept at his very first cabinet meeting.   

The Lewis Doctrine’s second half, the part that would never find it’s way into print, this 

said that anyone who sought to weaken America was a threat.  Their ranks included politicians, 

celebrities, contributors to pacifist causes, journalists, defense lawyers.  They must be watched, 

suppressed when necessary.  Those who ran for office were fair game, particularly in this 

election season.  Though Lewis couldn’t run for a third term, he had no intention of letting the 

gains of his administration come apart. 

History would remember that he’d done everything to protect America.  These 

disgraceful things the liberals said about America’s loss of moral high ground in the world, god 

damn if he’d let that image stand.  He’d take this battle to the terrorists even harder.  He’d make 

sure Vice President Howe won in the fall, so the Lewis Doctrine would continue.  

Lewis sent out Kerrigan and summoned Stuart Fiske, his Secretary of Homeland 

Security.  It would take ten or fifteen minutes until Fiske arrived.  Lewis gazed at the picture of 

his beloved granddaughter Lacey.  The one thing he hated about being President was that he 

seldom got to see her.  His daughter Janelle rarely came to Washington.  They’d never gotten 

along.  When he went home to Michigan, Janelle usually decided it was a good time for her 

family to vacation overseas.  

Lewis thought about last Christmas. Merry had persuaded Janelle to stay at the White 

House with her husband Pat and Lacey.  While his wife, daughter, and son-in-law did some 

charity appearances, he’d taken Lacey on Marine Corps One to Camp David.   

For half a day, he’d simply been a grandfather.  He’d taught Lacey how to ski cross-

country.  He’d helped her build a snowman.  At lunch, they’d held a pretend fifth birthday party, 

since he’d miss hers in a month.  Then they’d ridden horseback through the Catoctin woods, 

Lacey snug in front of him, holding to the pommel of his saddle.  They’d spooked a doe and 

yearling, saw a wild turkey burst into the air.  Lacey had loved every minute.  Said it was the 

most fun she’d ever had. 

When Fiske arrived, they didn’t turn immediately to the tunnel bombing.  First, they 
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discussed Fiske’s progress on identifying a leak.  The Washington Post had recently run a series 

detailing U.S. anti-terror methods.  The information was accurate, but the slant extremely 

critical. 

“Damn it, I want this leak plugged,” said Lewis.  “I don’t want to read anything more 

about our methods in the Post.  They make it sound like we’re doing something wrong.  And 

while you’re at it, put this fucking reporter Brandt on the list.” 

“Okay.  His boss Red Radovic’s already high up on our DO sheet.” 

That’s what Fiske called the ranking of prominent opposition figures watched by his 

agents.  It stood for Distinguished Opponents.  Much more dignified than “enemies list.”  

Though in truth, Lewis had given him far more latitude to monitor these people than Nixon ever 

dreamed possible.  Plus a large increase in budget each of the last seven years.   

When it proved too cumbersome to use the Secret Service, Lewis had authorized a covert 

operations capability called the Homeland Intelligence Division.  If any of the DO-gooders 

publicly questioned the fight against terrorism, no right thinking American would complain 

when a few were singled out for special treatment.      

 

~ 

 

 Seven minutes after the tunnel bombing, Ken Bridger was the first FBI agent to begin 

the hunt.  He belonged to the rapid response anti-terrorism unit working from the Strategic 

Information & Operations Center.  A Navy veteran, Ken was also the Center’s liaison to the 

Atlantic Fleet.  He’d been in the middle of his weekly briefing at CINCLANT headquarters when 

the call came in.  Since Ken drove down from Washington for these meetings, Admiral Ware put 

his personal helicopter at the FBI’s disposal. 

As soon as they were airborne, Ken radioed Donna Taliaferro, who led his unit.   

“I’m over Norfolk,” Ken told her.  “We can be on the scene in five minutes.” 

“I’m heading there, myself,” said Donna.  “But I want you to fly up the Lower 

Chesapeake.  Check all the coves along the western shore.” 

“We have a lead?” 

“Witnesses on Seagull Island phoned in good descriptions of the speed boat.  It’s called 

The Mary Ellen, everyone agreed on that.  Twenty to twenty-four feet, painted black with silver 

trim.  One guy says it was a ProCraft, with a Yamaha outboard.  Sounded real sure, says he has 

the same engine on his own boat.  Four of the witnesses got its i.d. number.  Three have it as 

J84301R, so we’ve put that on the APB.” 
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“But why the western shore?  Personally, I’d escape into international waters.   Meet up 

with something larger.  We should send out search planes, patrol along the territorial limit.” 

“Already made the call.  But witnesses said the speedboat headed up the bay.  My gut 

tells me they’re staying here.  They’ll head to a car they’ve left somewhere near the water, then 

to a safe house.  But they’ll avoid the Delmarva Peninsula.  I’ve got reports its only major road’s 

a massive jam already.  If these terrorists have any brains, their escape route will be to the west.” 

“Not straight west.  They couldn’t get up the James without running into a naval patrol.” 

“No, it’ll be the western shore of the Lower Chesapeake. They’ll need someplace with 

good highway access.  Probably nothing heading up to Washington.  They’ll know the District 

will be at maximum security status.  So, I’m thinking a car parked somewhere they can get 

quickly onto 84.  West to Richmond, then maybe south to Raleigh.  They’ll stay in the U. S.  

They’ll assume we know who they are.  And that we’ve distributed their pictures to all departure 

points.”   

“The attack sounds tightly organized,” said Ken.  “I’ll bet these men are smart enough to 

change their speed boat’s name and i.d. plate.  Or switch to another boat they’ve left nearby.” 

“Either way, watch for something speeding north.  Two men.  Witnesses described one 

wearing jeans and a hooded parka, olive green.  He took off boots before he jumped into the 

water.  They all say he was short and wiry, a strong swimmer.  The one already in the boat wore 

glasses.  Stocky, light complexion, wavy black hair.  He was seated, so they couldn’t say about 

his height.” 

“Okay, I’m on it.  We’re approaching Hampton now, then we’ll swing up the coast to 

Yorktown.” 

“Good.  You’re the only helicopter we’ve got nearby.  The Coast Guard’s sent cutters 

into the Atlantic and the Navy’s been authorized to join the search.  But the state police had to 

send all available boats to comb around Seagull Island for survivors.” 

“I’m on my own?” asked Ken. 

“Until you spot him.  Then call in local backup.  All these Chesapeake towns have police 

boats.  The state police are sending two helicopters.  One from Richmond, one from Alexandria.  

They’ll join you when they can.  If you spot the speed boat, call me, too.  Don’t try to make the 

arrest until you have support.  If the bombers reach their car,  stay in visual contact so we’ll 

know where to put up roadblocks.” 

“Are you joining me in the SIOC helicopter?” 

“I’m flying straight to Seagull Island.  I’m praying I find evidence before it all gets 

trampled.”  
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Ken wished Donna luck as he ended the call.  He tapped the pilot’s shoulder, then pointed 

at a boat he spotted off Buckroe Beach.  It’s wake indicated that it was headed north.  They 

swooped down, but this boat was dark blue, not black.  It had four passengers, two of them 

female.  Ken spotted more boats dotting the water off Poquoson.  Twenty seconds later, they 

were close enough to see that none of these contained the terrorists. 

“Keep following the coast line,” Ken shouted at his pilot. 

Chief Warrant Officer Dumont nodded that he understood.  It was fourteen minutes since 

the bombing.  Ken calculated rapidly.  If Donna’s guess was right, the speedboat should be in the 

area of Plum Tree Island now.  A National Wildlife Reserve, largely unvisited during winter, it 

would be a good place to stash another boat.  Plum Tree Island was only three miles north of 

where they were.  Ken trained binoculars ahead.  He tracked across the bay until he found the 

island’s low contour.  But there were no boats in sight.  None tied up at the island’s dock, either.  

Ken started scanning to the west instead.  He stopped as the mouth of the York River came into 

view.  If the terrorists headed up the York, there were any number of docks only a few miles 

from the highway. 

At Seaford, Dumont spotted another speed boat headed north.  Engine full out, judging 

from its wake.  Fortunately, this wasn’t tourist season, or these waters would be jammed with 

pleasure craft.  The speed boat’s glint proved to be from silver trim as they caught up.  A black 

ProCraft, 22 feet, two male occupants, neither of them barefoot, hooded, or wearing glasses, but 

both had Mediterranean complexions and dark hair.  The boat’s name plate read Sea Mist, but 

Ken saw a flat, rectangular object sitting in the bow.  He’d bet a year’s pay that it read The Mary 

Ellen on its other side.  He wondered why they hadn’t tossed it overboard. 

“Take her down,” Ken shouted to Dumont.  He brought his SIG Sauer out of its shoulder 

holster, then released its safety.  “Do we have a loudspeaker?” 

“No,” said Dumont.  “But I’m well known for how loud I can shout.” 

Dumont grinned, then thought better of it.  Bad joke, but he felt terrific.  After three years 

of ferrying CINCLANT brass, he’d been itching for some action. 

“Never mind,” said Ken.  “Just bring her down close enough so they can see me.  When I  

hold out my badge, they’ll get the idea I’m making an arrest.”   

The helicopter had U.S. Navy markings, not law enforcement.  Technically, the fugitives 

had every right to ignore it, since they weren’t in a military zone.  If Ken had learned one thing at 

the FBI, it was that reports went so much smoother if you followed procedure to the letter. 

 “Sure thing,” said Dumont, “but if they’re the terrorists, it might take a bit more than 

that.” 
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“If they try to flee, you can herd them into shore.” 

“Didn’t I hear your boss tell you not to go this alone?” 

“Yeah, but if we can force them to surrender now, they won’t get in among civilians.”   

This was in the book, too.  It seemed more important than waiting for backup.  As 

Dumont angled toward the boat, Ken radioed their position to the Seaford Police Department.  

He’d have to wait to call Donna Taliaferro.  There wasn’t time. 

“Get close enough that I can keep a bead on them,” Ken said. 

“Okay, but don’t you think-” 

Just then, the stocky terrorist threw aside the boat plate sitting in the bow.  He lifted an 

Uzi that had been concealed.  Pointing it skyward, he let off a long burst at the helicopter.   

Rounds pinged off the skids, one caroming into the cockpit where it shattered their 

windscreen.  Another burst tracked up the fuselage, seeking the helicopter’s engine.   

Oh, shit, Ken thought.  Hayley’s got way too much to handle already.    

Hayley was his wife.  Make that very recent bride.  In the two months since their 

wedding, her father had been diagnosed with pancreatic cancer.  That was one of the worst kinds.  

Her brother’s drinking was out of control.  She couldn’t get him to go back to rehab.  And as a 

rookie agent, Hayley’s performance had to be exemplary during the probationary period.  Hayley 

was the most level-headed woman Ken had ever known, but she’d come apart if he got killed. 

Ken returned fire as Dumont banked away.  He was an accurate shot, testing near the top 

every year at Quantico.  Turned out, training on Hogan’s Alley didn’t count for much.  This was 

the first time he’d discharged his semi-automatic at real suspects.  Ken discovered that it was 

impossible to hit anything like this. 

Aiming for the rotors that faced him now, Kemal emptied his clip.  But he fell onto the 

deck, as Salimmeh accelerated toward the York River’s mouth. 

“Circle back!” shouted Ken.  “We can’t just let them get away.” 

“Jesus, I thought I was action-hungry.   We’re lucky to still be flying.” 

“Follow anyway.”  Ken knew that Hayley would have made the same decision. 

“Can’t do that, sir.  I’m leaking fuel like a sonofabitch.  They musta hit a line.” 

“How much time can we stay up?” 

“Are you crazy?  Fuel line could blow any second.  It’s even odds at best I put down on 

the beach in just one piece.  Damn!  The Admiral’s gonna chew my ass for this.” 

“Sorry.  It looked like the right call at the time….     Okay, just do what you have to.  

Guess the boats from Seaford will have to take up the chase.” 
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 Donna Taliaferro arrived at Seagull Island twenty minutes later.  She was in a foul mood 

already, following Ken Bridger’s report.  She’d worked her cell phone to get maximum resources 

organized in the York River area, but it looked like the roadblocks were too late.  Now, 

thousands of agents would get pulled into the hunt.  They’d have to drop dozens of vital 

investigations.  She knew with certainty that she’d hear about it at top volume from  Frank 

Hutchinson, who ran SIOC.  

Donna ducked beneath the helicopter’s prop wash, then approached a knot of state police.  

The waters around Seagull Island were a horror.  Corpses and body parts floated on the surface.  

Scorched debris washed to the shore – suitcases, blistered clothing, the headless body of a doll.  

Rescue boats fished victims from the choppy bay.  No survivors had been found.  Everyone 

caught inside the tunnel when the Outlander exploded was presumed dead.  They knew it was a 

Outlander because of the emergency call placed from a phone box on the catwalk.  The guy had 

just read off a Maryland plate number when the blast erupted. 

            A Virginia state trooper showed Donna boots left on the beach.  Seeing that they weren’t 

charred or wet, she lifted them with gloved hands.  Maybe the terrorist hadn’t been cautious and 

the lab could find prints. Before she put them into an evidence bag, Donna gently brushed sand 

from the bottom.  That’s when she found letters scratched into the right boot’s sole. 

“Look at this” she said quietly to Al Straub, the agent who’d flown out with her.  She 

didn’t want the cops hearing.  Then the press would have it pronto.  “I’ll bet it’s them.” 

“The witness descriptions sure sound like them,” Straub said. 

“We’re taking these boots,” Donna said to the trooper.  “Need to run forensics tests for 

prints and fibers.” 

“There’s nothing wrong with our crime lab,” said a state police lieutenant as he pushed 

past the trooper.  He glared at Donna angrily, black smudges on his face.   

“Didn’t say there was.  But we’re taking the lead role in this investigation.  You know the 

drill.  This is an anti-terrorism case.  You’ve got your hands full with rescue operations.” 

“Damn it, I’m sick to death of you people claiming priority.”  

“I don’t have time to argue.  Just do your job and we’ll do ours…    I assume you’ve 

already got roadblocks in place.” 

“Does it look like we need roadblocks?”  With a belligerent expression, the lieutenant 

pointed to a traffic jam stretching for miles up Route 13.  “It’ll take all day just to get them 

turned around.” 
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“Fine.  But make sure you check every vehicle before you let them leave.” 

“I thought the suspects were in a shootout near Seaford.  Just talked to my captain – you 

asked him to establish roadblocks around Yorktown and Gloucester Point.” 

“There might be more than two terrorists.  You need to get units all the way up 

Delmarva.” 

Members of Khalif’s cell would stick to his methods -- he always used a support team to 

cover the assault force.  She’d be crazy not to hunt for them.  Donna handed the lieutenant 

photos of Salimmeh, Benouri, and Kemal.  

“These are our principal suspects,” she said. 

“How do you know that?” 

“I’m in charge of SIOC’s Rapid Response Unit.  Before that, I was with the Fly Team.  

I’ve been hunting these men for six years.  This bombing has their signature.  They’re from the 

same group that did the Embassy in Nairobi.” 

“And now they’re here?  You Fibbies just let them walk into our country?”   

“We’ve stopped dozens of others.”  Donna pressed her teeth together, trying to ignore the 

insult.   “With help from men like you.  If you move your ass, maybe we can pinch them off.  

But if they reach Salisbury, they’ll have a lot of options.  If we lose these bastards because of a 

jurisdiction squabble, I wouldn’t like to be in your shoes.” 

“Yeah,” added Straub.  He kept his expression straight-faced.  “Aiding and abetting 

terrorists is a felony, you know.” 

They returned to the FBI helicopter immediately.  Donna wanted to remove the boots 

before some cop or civilian got a good look at them.  If the words scratched into the sole leaked 

out, full-blown panic would grip Washington.  Maybe the entire nation.  

Within half an hour, Donna picked up Ken Bridger, returned to Bureau headquarters, then 

sent Straub with the boots to the lab.  She entered SIOC’s watch floor, logged onto FBINET in 

the control room, entered what she’d learned at Seagull Island.  She managed to get in and out of 

the command post before  Hutchinson spotted her.  She saw his shiny head disappear into one of 

the briefing theaters.  Good – at least, she’d put off another screaming session for a day.  Maybe 

she’d have good news about a capture by the time she saw her boss tomorrow morning.    

From the Hoover Building’s helipad, she and Ken Bridger rejoined the search.  State and 

local police hadn’t found the black ProCraft.  Media reports were starting to produce tips, but not 

the real thing yet. 

It was less than two hours since the bombing as Donna’s helicopter flew southeast along 

the Patuxent River.  She used the radio to talk to Reggie Dixon, a veteran agent who was her 
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second in command. 

“They find out who rented that Outlander?” 

“Yes.  The name was Adam Karamanlian.  Used a MasterCard.  Address of record in 

Philadelphia.  The card’s only other use was at a take-out pizzeria months ago in Salem, New 

Jersey.  Probably to activate the MasterCard, somewhere fairly far from where he lived, 

somewhere that wouldn’t use a security camera.” 

“You’ve run the name?” 

“You bet.  Karamanlian’s a naturalized citizen.  From Armenia originally, no priors.” 

“We’ve sent agents to the address of record?” 

“About an hour ago.  But there was no such street number.  Philadelphia field office 

checked houses up and down the block.  No one’s heard of him.”   

“It’s got to be a false identity.  Tell Straub to get his team started on tracing the 

naturalization papers.  Tell Traynor to bring in whoever rented out that Outlander, then get our 

artist to work up a sketch.  Do it before you show pictures of Salimmeh, Benouri, and Kemal.  

Have Lemke’s team divide up every harbor town from Virginia Beach to Lexington Park.  

Someone must’ve seen that ProCraft.  I want interview reports on every boat owner they find.  

Tell them, every single pier gets covered by the end of today, I don’t care what plans anybody 

has tonight.” 

Donna finished with Dixon, then returned the microphone to Ken Bridger, who was 

seated beside their pilot.  She hadn’t chewed out Ken about the botched arrest at Seaford.  She 

liked agents who could take initiative.  She understood why Ken hadn’t asked permission first.  

She would have done that, too.  If Admiral Ware complained to Hutchinson about his helicopter, 

she’d do her best to run interference.  Ken Bridger was the best young agent on her squad.  She 

liked him very much.  Yes, he had the handsome toughness of a young Clint Eastwood, but for 

Donna, it was a favorite nephew kind of fondness.  She’d like to see Ken get her job someday.   

In another six years, Donna could collect a pension.  Didn’t look like she’d make it all the 

way, however.  Not with her daughter’s problems.  She needed to get Erica away from the drugs 

and wild, older guys drawn to her looks.  Erica was such a sweet girl until about 13.  By 15, she 

slipped off every chance she could.  You’d think a senior FBI agent would be able to do 

something about it, but Donna’s job only seemed to complicate the situation.    

“Hell, you’re in a peachy mood,” yelled Ken over the helicopter’s roar.   

“It’s apples, not peaches.”  

Donna wondered how Ken sensed she’d been thinking about life after the Bureau.  Her 

husband Phil was on the same countdown working as a pharmaceutical sales rep.  Almost every 
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night, they talked about rebuilding Phil’s family orchard.  He’d inherited the land, but the 

gnarled trees sat abandoned.  They’d need their pensions to make a go of it, but they needed to 

get Erica away from here a whole lot more. 

“Huh…?   Oh, you mean the orchard.  I was talking about your grim expression.  What’s 

the matter, Phil not giving you any?” 

“Yeah, he’s using it all up on Hayley.” 

Donna knew Ken’s wife, since Hayley worked in the Hoover Building, too.  A recent 

graduate of Fordham Law School, Hayley was a rookie with the Victims Assistance Office.  She 

was from Oklahoma, Ken from North Dakota, both solid, dependable people.     

Donna came from Vermont, had twenty years on Ken Bridger, but felt like she had more 

in common with him than anyone else in SIOC.   Plus, Ken had the kind of enthusiasm that goes 

away after the first five years or so.  A certainty that what he did mattered more than any other 

job.  An idealism that they could really rid the world of terror.  Donna also liked that she could 

banter with him easily.  There were no underlying ripples.  She remembered when she was new, 

and the male agents always had to test her with sexual innuendo.   

Maybe their close rapport was because she was happily married, too.  Kind of a rare thing 

at the Bureau.  She knew dozens of agents who’d suffered through failed marriages. She felt 

sorry for them -- she’d been with Phil ever since their junior year of high school.  She still felt 

happy every time she thought about him. 

Phil swore she was the prettiest woman in the world.  The great thing about Phil was that 

he meant it.  Let’s face it, she’d never been a beauty.  Now -- Good Lord, only her loving 

husband would find beauty in this weathered face.  She’d been middle aged so long, Donna no 

longer minded the description.  As for Phil, he was one of those handsome men who never 

seemed to age.  He still drew plenty of looks from women, but bless his faithful heart, he’d never 

once so much as noticed.        

“Hayley says she’ll give you pointers if you like.”   

Ken grinned as he returned Donna’s gibe, but it didn’t look like she’d heard him.  After a 

brief second, he let the grin fade.  This was no day for joking.  Last reports counted 220 dead at 

Seagull Island.  Many more corpses were expected to be found. 

“Seriously, Al told me you almost vaporized a state police lieutenant, the way your eyes 

did that Taliaferro laser glare.” 

“Is that what you guys call it…?   Truth is, I had to get us out of there quick.  Everyone 

on the scene was looking for heads to chew.  We’ll all feel murderous until we take down these 

bastards.  I couldn’t waste time dick-swinging when we’ve got a chance to end this early.  But if 
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Khalif’s team escapes today, they’re smart enough to make it a long battle.” 

“You’re sure it’s them?” 

“Of course.  I don’t know about Benouri, but witness descriptions and what you saw at 

Seaford match Salimmeh and Kemal.  Besides, their message on the boot makes it pretty clear.” 

“What about copycats?” 

“How would some other group know we’re holding Khalif?  Justice hasn’t filed charges 

yet.” 

“There could be leaks.  He’s been in U.S. custody two years.” 

“Maybe, but this stinks of Khalif’s cell.” 

“The M.O.’s completely different.” 

“Of course it is.  Khalif’s bragged repeatedly about the infinite number of ways he can 

hurt us.” 

“Yeah, but the Islamic Force always uses suicide bombers.  Nairobi, Frankfurt, Milan, 

Brussels.  Even the refinery attack we stopped, I don’t think anyone was meant to walk away 

from that.” 

“Good point.  They probably ad-libbed this one.  I’ll bet the original plan didn’t call for 

an escape, but now they have another motivation.  To pressure us into releasing Khalif.  So if we 

don’t catch them, we can expect a string of bombings.  Each one worse than the last.” 

“Christ, what could be worse than today?” 

“Lots of things,” said Donna with a very grim expression.  “Use your imagination.” 

 

       ~ 

 

 Going a little slower than the fastest traffic, Salimmeh drove an Infiniti G37 up Route 17.  

His hands hurt where he’d scraped them.  But the road flowed well.  He’d seen no state or local 

cruisers yet.  He’d stolen the car from Dulles earlier that day, left it near the Yorktown dock with 

a change of clothing neatly folded on the back seat.  Like the speedboat and the second boat he’d 

left at Virginia Beach, he’d equipped it with a scanner that brought in all the emergency 

channels.  The police frequencies were very busy with rescue operations around the bombed 

tunnel.  Salimmeh heard them trying to organize roadblocks, too. 

“We need a different car,” he said to Kemal. 

“Why?  How would they know we’re in this one?  Did someone see you steal it?” 

“No.  And it shouldn’t be missed today.  But someone on the dock might have noticed us 

leaving in this car.” 
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“Okay.  You’re right.  I’d like to stay alive long enough to do our final target.”   

“So would I.  I’ve always wanted to go up in a helicopter.  Like that one that almost 

caught us.  That looked fun.” 

“Are you insane?  This isn’t supposed to be fun.  We’re doing this to free Khalif.  And to 

make the Americans stop oppressing our people.” 

“I know.  You don’t have to remind me.” 

Salimmeh forced a resolute expression on his face.  Kemal was a fanatic.  He hated the 

Americans with all his soul.  He said that they’d destroyed his life.  He’d been forced to kill his 

sister in an honor slaying.  His wife had run off with another man.  They’d fled the country, and 

he’d been unable to make them return his son and daughter, who by law belonged to him.  Kemal 

blamed this all on the moral pollution oozing from America through the Internet, music, 

magazines, books, and cinema.  Determined to take vengeance, he’d gladly sacrifice a comrade if 

he sensed any deviation from their course.     

“Khalif will be proud of us, won’t he?” Salimmeh asked. 

“Yes.  The helicopter operation will kill thousands of them.  Millions, if we’re lucky.  

They’ll be forced to abandon their aggression.” 

They pulled into a roadside plaza.  Past the gas islands and the restaurant, there was a 

parking lot full of cars.  They cruised until they saw a middle aged couple getting out of an 

AeroStar.  No one else was nearby.  The van looked right, an older model, not the sort of thing 

that fugitives would choose. 

Salimmeh pulled alongside and stepped out.  He was dressed now in a woolen overcoat.  

He looked respectable, prosperous. 

“Say, folks, I’m having a little trouble finding Williamsburg,” he said, imitating a lost 

tourist.  Salimmeh could mimic a Philadelphia accent almost perfectly.  The Infiniti’s plates were 

from Virginia, but they weren’t visible from here.  Salimmeh held a badly folded map.  “Can you 

help us out?” 

“Sure thing,” said the man.  “You just get back on-”     

He stopped because Salimmeh had pulled a .38 from beneath the map. 

“Sorry to do this, but we’ll need a ride.”  He patted the man’s pockets, removed a cell 

phone.  He took another one from the woman’s purse. “You and your wife get back in the van.  

What’s in those boxes?” 

“Just plastic flowers.  My wife does crafts.  Sells them at fairs.” 

“Very admirable.  You can have them after we’re done.” 

He nodded to Kemal, who dumped the flowers in the back seat of the Infiniti, then 
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returned the empty boxes to the van.  Fortunately, they were large enough to hide in.  Among the 

other boxes filling the rear of the van, they’d look natural in the event of a roadblock.  

“We’ll be in the back.  Keep going north on Seventeen until I tell you.  Drive the same 

speed as everybody else.  If you’re stopped, just tell the cops you’re returning from that fair.  If 

there’s any trouble, everybody dies.” 

Salimmeh poked little spy holes in the empty boxes.  He and Kemal inverted the boxes, 

then crouched inside.  The man got back on the highway, headed north.  There was no 

conversation between him and his wife.  They left the radio off.  Assuming this was their usual 

habit, they wouldn’t know about the bombing yet.  They hadn’t looked upset when Salimmeh 

approached them with his map.  Good thing he hadn’t chosen people leaving the restaurant.  

They would have heard the news.  Everyone must be talking about it. 

They drove for almost an hour without stopping.  Salimmeh figured they’d been quick 

enough to leave the radius where roadblocks were in place.  He ducked out from his box.  A sign 

said that they were ten miles from Fredericksburg.  Salimmeh checked his map.  They could 

head west over local roads from here to Charlottesville, then take good highways through 

Roanoke, Knoxville, and Nashville.  Right here seemed as good a place as any. 

He made the man pull over on a lonely stretch outside Fort A. P. Hill.  He had them leave 

the van and walk into the woods.  The man was trembling, his wife stoic. 

“Do you have children?” Salimmeh asked the woman. 

“No.  We wanted kids, but we were never blessed.” 

“Maybe this is why,” Salimmeh answered gently.  It was good news, since no one would 

miss them today.  “Would you like to say a prayer?” 

The man fell to his knees, a look of terror on his face.  He blubbered hysterically.  If it 

was a prayer, the words were unintelligible.  The woman prayed calmly, her eyes closed, her 

expression serene. 

“Come on,” urged Kemal.  “We have no time for this.” 

“Let them finish.  We all share the same God.” 

He waited another fifteen seconds, then nodded to Kemal.  They both fired at once, point 

blank to the back of the head.  An easy death, Salimmeh hoped.  The couple had seemed decent 

people. 

They returned to the van, drove to Fredericksburg, then turned west. 

“I thought we’d head north,” said Kemal.  “The escape plan was for Benouri to meet us 

in Providence.” 

“They’ll guess that we’ll head north.  They’ll already know I’ve lived in Philadelphia and 
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you in Hartford.  They know Khalif went to university in New Hampshire.  They’ll expect him to 

be familiar with the Canadian border.  So we’re going the other way.” 

“What?  You mean Mexico?” 

“Of course.  Unless you know another neighbor of America?” 

 

~ 

    

 “Brandt, I need to see you,” shouted Mike Radovic from his office at the Washington 

Post. 

 Brandt glanced at the framed photo of Connor and Rosie on his desk.  It was long past 

deadline, much closer to dawn than midnight.  It seemed forever since he’d last tucked in his 

kids at bedtime.  He fought the urge to glance at the empty space beside their picture.  Too many 

late nights chasing a hot story had wrecked his marriage.  He swore he wouldn’t make the same 

crippling error with the children that he’d made with Marlene.  

“Be right with you,” Brandt called to the Assistant Managing Editor.  “I’m finishing my 

sidebar.” 

 “Don’t bother,” said Radovic.  “You know I can’t run this…   Just come in here a 

minute.” 

Brandt got up at once, but didn’t head straight for Radovic’s office.  He wound through 

the aisles, his long, athletic frame reaching another desk with every second stride.  He stopped to 

help his friend Rick Schwartz work out a problem with his lead paragraph.  Dozens of staffers 

were in the newsroom.  Most were writing articles about the tunnel bombing and the FBI 

manhunt.  Brandt’s piece tracked the Khalif connection.   

If I can’t talk Mike into running it, he thought, I’ll go grab a bite.  Then stop in on Pop.  

No matter that the clock read 4:00 a.m.  He’d never once walked in and found Pop asleep.  

Brandt wondered if the old man slept at all.  He had to visit daily, or Pop wouldn’t take his pills.   

I’ll ask again if he’d like to come live in Bethesda.  He knows the kids adore him.  He’s 

always saying he doesn’t see them near enough. 

Pop was a grandfather many times over, but Brandt was the only one of six children who 

still lived in Maryland.  He was the baby of the family – God’s little surprise, Mom used to call 

him. 

It had been a week since they’d revisited the subject of Brandt’s spare room.  Pop 

wouldn’t give in yet, but Brandt felt he could wear the old man down.  If not, then Pop would 

have the pleasure of a good argument, his favorite pastime.  A widower for many years, it was 
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hard to believe that Pop was almost 80.  He sure didn’t look it.  Those corded pressman’s arms, 

the same as Brandt remembered from his youth.  Pop still liked to work the heavy bag hanging in 

his cellar.  Brandt had very clear memories of that thump from late at night, when Pop would 

come home from the extra shifts he’d pull when he could get them.  Those shifts that put Brandt 

through college, the first one in his family.  Pop might be a bull-head, but Brandt knew he wasn’t 

all that different. 

 Despite his detour, Shannon Devenney waved at Brandt.  He waved back in a much less 

demonstrative manner.  He tried not to smile at the way she slowly lowered then raised each 

finger.  But he had to appreciate the strong pull of Shannon’s sensuality.  Like Brandt, she was 

divorced about a year.  She’d dropped dozens of hints that she was interested.  Almost any guy 

would be attracted to her.  It should be a rush that such a gorgeous woman wanted to go out with 

him. 

The problem was, Brandt still loved Marlene.  How do you stop loving the only girl 

you’d ever wanted, a woman whose kiss felt like heaven’s favor every time, whose fingertips 

brushed warmth with every touch, whose face was what you pictured when you thought of 

beauty, who’d brought into the world two perfect children with you, whose soul was filled with 

strength and kindness?  Except none of Marlene’s warmth would ever be for him again.     

“Hey, Brandt, what’s a synonym for frenzy?” Shannon called. 

“Why?”  Brandt forced himself back to the newsroom.  “Polishing your application for 

the National Enquirer?”   

Shannon’s expression always blossomed at his jokes.  What guy wouldn’t like that?  

Brandt had never thought of himself as handsome, but Shannon’s undisguised attraction made 

him feel like a movie idol.  They both knew Shannon was slowly getting to him.     

“Yeah, I’m doing a sample piece on Frog-faced Aliens Found Frozen.  Too many effs to 

use Frenzy, what do you think?”  She looked straight into his eyes.  Once more, she let a slow 

grin spread.  “No, you goof, I’m writing about the scene outside the tunnel.”    

“Try ‘havoc,’” Brandt said.   

His tone was level, his expression held a calm he didn’t feel.  On second thought, 

“mayhem” would have been a better choice.  Like what Shannon’s voice always did to his heart 

rate.  He’d been a star lacrosse player at Maryland, so it wasn’t like feminine attention was an 

unfamiliar experience, and yet… 

Shannon was a dark haired beauty from South Carolina.  She dressed modestly, but it 

didn’t take much imagination to picture the great body beneath.  Aside from devastating looks, 

Shannon Devenney was also very sharp.  Quick with the clever response.  Talked like she wrote, 
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always fresh and interesting.  She didn’t overdo the southern belle thing, but that impossibly 

wide smile blooming on her face every time she saw him, it looked straight off a Homecoming 

float.  Not that Brandt couldn’t picture them together, but he wasn’t nearly ready.  Shannon’s 

year must have passed much more easily than his.  He pointed at Radovic’s glass-walled office, 

shrugging with a tilted head.  I’d love to stop and chat, it was supposed to say, but the boss wants 

me right away.  

  “Why won’t you run my piece?” Brandt demanded the second he stepped in Radovic’s 

office.  “With yesterday’s attack, Khalif’s arrest becomes a major story.  You’ve seen my 

evidence they grabbed him two years ago in Paris.  This will be the first report he’s being held in 

the U.S.” 

 “You know damned well why not,” said Radovic.  “Especially with the attack.” 

 “It ties right in.  I hear they found a note reading, ‘Free Khalif or the next one will be 

worse!’  But my contact at the FBI lab says we can’t release that yet.” 

 “It wasn’t a note.  I have my contacts, too, you know.  It was scratched into the sole of 

the hooded terrorist’s boot.” 

 “Even better.  It means they planned that detail in advance. They carried out the bombing 

specifically to spring Imad Khalif.  This news will stay hot for months.  It’s a great follow-up to 

my series.” 

 “It’s a good piece, but I need hard proof.  The Post’s been burned too many times trying 

to expose Lewis’s abuses. This source of yours, the angle’s wrong.  Chucked out for addiction to 

painkillers – that gives him little credibility.” 

“He’s not some junkie.  He was badly injured during his last assignment.  Got a medal for 

it, too, not that they ever make those public.  If he’s forced in front of a grand jury, he’ll be a first 

rate witness.  Anyway, he wasn’t fired.  They let him take early retirement.” 

“Makes no difference. I still can’t run it.  In this climate, you know we need a better 

source.” 

 “I’ll get corroboration.” 

 “You’ve tried repeatedly.  Justice turned you down for interviews, what, four times 

during the Oueddine trial?” 

 “Six.  And the same prosecutor’s been assigned to the Khalif case.  Kyrie Langford -- 

what a hard-ass.  I’ll admit I’ve had no luck with her.  Not on Oueddine, or the Potomac Jihad 

before, when she was prosecuting second chair.  I got her on the phone one time.  She called me 

a cynical, anti-government asshole before she slammed down the receiver.” 

 “What did you expect?  Langford grew up a Marine Corps brat.  Her father’s now a three 
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star general.  And don’t forget she’s young and female.  If Langford wants to rise at Justice, she 

can’t afford even the appearance of accommodating the Post.” 

“So I’ll get around her.  I’ll find someone who’ll talk to us.  Everything they’re doing, 

there must be someone on the inside who thinks the government shouldn’t act like criminals.” 

“Find someone like that with no skeletons, and I’ll run it.  You’re right – it would make a  

great follow-up to your series.  Which if I didn’t say so before, that was outstanding work.  If 

nothing else, now our readers know what’s going on.  Wiretaps on ordinary U.S. citizens, like 

those who contributed to Oueddine’s defense fund.   Spying on mosques, churches, synagogues.  

Americans put under surveillance for nothing more than travel to Arab countries.  Or even being 

born somewhere on the watch list.” 

 “That’s why we shouldn’t delay my Khalif piece.  You know as well as anyone, there’s 

no such thing as a perfect source.” 

 “The burden of proof’s on us these days.  This isn’t Watergate or the Pentagon Papers.  

I’m old enough to think back fondly on covering those stories, but we’re the bad guys now.  

They’d like to label us all lying traitors, shut us down, be done with the annoyance of having a 

free press.  That’s why we have to play this pure as Caesar’s wife.” 

“Hard to believe it’s come to this.  People used to turn to newspapers when no one else 

would help.  Whole reason I wanted to become a journalist.” 

 “We still make a hell of a difference. Get someone on the inside talking, someone 

unassailable, and I’ll run your Khalif story.  All of it.  His rendition bypassing the courts, the 

evidence of torture, the two years they’ve held him incommunicado so far.”  Radovic stood and 

stretched, paced to his door, came back to his desk.  “We’re next for surveillance, if we’re not 

already.  Don’t e-mail me about this.  Don’t use phones for anything sensitive.” 

 “Okay.  But they might’ve picked up on my story already.” 

 “Probably.  Assume they have.  Except, they think you don’t have anything.  Let’s keep it 

that way until you can prove serious illegality.  You get me that, and I’ll run it the next day.” 

 “I’m on it.  I can work this from the other end.  There are people I can try in France.  

Let’s see, it’s already ten o’clock there.” 

 “I didn’t mean immediately.  I need you on the bombing story.  Everybody’s got to keep 

working on that.  It’s our whole front section and I want twice as much tomorrow.” 

 “You’ve got it.  I’ve already traced the Khalif connection.” 

“Not that.  Find a different angle.” 

“All right, I’ll get onto the FBI’s perspective.  Taliaferro’s taking the lead role, I hear.  

That’s lucky for us.  She’ll talk to me.  She’s been pretty responsive in the past.  Plus she owes 
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me for that paramilitary series I did a few years back.”  

Five years ago, he’d posed as a specialist on tax evasion.  He’d been able to visit a 

training camp that the FBI had tried to infiltrate for years.  The information Brandt provided led 

to the arrest of numerous fugitives, including a trafficker in stolen military ordnance. 

“Good, you call her,” said Radovic. 

“I’ve got her home number.  Maybe we’ll be first.” 

“Slow down.  It’s out of line to call this early.  You don’t want to antagonize her.  Even if 

she’s up, her family won’t be.”  Radovic looked out his fifth floor window.  There wasn’t a hint 

of morning in the black sky yet.  “I didn’t think I’d ever say this to a reporter, but take a rest.  

You’ve been here since yesterday morning.  Go home, get a few hours sleep.  Kiss your kids 

before they head to school.” 

 “I’d like to, but they aren’t home.  It’s Marlene’s week.  Why the hell you think I worked 

every night since Sunday?” 

Yeah, and she never would’ve cheated if I didn’t always make my work come first.  What 

did I expect  – the Pulitzer committee knocking on my door? “Congratulations,” their chairman 

tells me.  “Draining every drop of  love out of your marriage  proves your journalistic 

dedication.”  

 Despite the things Marlene had done to hurt him in the last two years, Brandt knew that 

their divorce was his own fault.  His determination to break ever larger stories had turned his 

loving wife into a bitter woman. Bitter when it came to him, at least…   Brandt had to chase 

away an image of Marlene with her new husband Tony.  The worst part was he still dreamed 

every night that she’d come back.  He’d awake in sweated sheets, his fingers clutching at the 

emptiness beside him.   

“Maybe you should finally take the opportunity to buy Shannon a cup of coffee.”  

“The coffee’s free.” 

“Figure of speech.  Why don’t you have some balls and ask her out to breakfast?  I see 

how Shannon looks at you.  For Christ sake, why don’t you do something about it?” 

“Why don’t you write our advice column?  You do the lonely hearts thing awfully well.” 

“Maybe I just will.  I’ve learned a thing or two in thirty years of marriage.” 

“Yeah, and you’ve been fighting with your wife for twenty-nine of them.” 

“Sure, that’s the main thing we’ve always had in common…   But seriously, you look 

terrible.  I want you to go home and sleep.” 

“The house gets awfully empty when Connor and Rosie aren’t there.” 

 “I can imagine.  How’s that shared custody thing going, anyway?” 
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 “Can’t complain.  Much better than the deal a lot of divorced fathers get.”  Then why’s it 

so hard getting through most days?  Why does it feel like I lost my family when I lost Marlene?  

Why do I worry constantly what this will do to Connor and Rosie?  “I mean, the kids don’t like 

their step-dad much, but it sure makes them appreciate coming home.” 
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FIVE 
 

 

 Kyrie Langford parked outside the prison.  It wasn’t what she’d expected for a facility 

said to have the toughest security in the nation.  There was no barbed wire fence, no guard 

towers.  Windowless, the building looked like a warehouse.  Only the sign reading Metropolitan 

Infectious Waste Disposal assured Kyrie that she’d found the right place. 

This was the first time she’d come here.  Designed to contain high risk federal prisoners 

prior to trial, most of the facility sprawled underground.  It’s location was a closely held secret.  

Prisoners were always hooded during transport.   

Kyrie had ordered a second interview, but the prison superintendent Dan Murtaugh had 

balked.  He’d insisted that Khalif couldn’t be allowed in Washington during this emergency.  A 

reasonable argument, so Kyrie had agreed to drive out here.  Anyway, she needed to see 

conditions at the prison in the event that Khalif raised mistreatment claims in court. 

The problem was, she’d come ninety minutes early.  A meeting at Langley had taken far 

less time than expected.  It was a straight shot on Dolly Madison to the prison.  No sense heading 

back to Justice.  Kyrie tried another call to Murtaugh.  Nope, still on voice mail.  He didn’t 

respond to a text, either.  She had no other contact number. 

Kyrie sat in her car, windows down.  The temperature had risen twenty degrees since 

yesterday.  It was a pleasant, sunny day.  This was a rare chance to get some work done, 

undisturbed.  On her laptop, Kyrie typed a memo to her boss updating pretrial strategy.  She 

started to type notes summarizing the Langley briefing, but decided she’d better wait until she 

was on a secure computer.  Instead, she returned several e-mails and four messages waiting on 

her cell.  The last one was from her sister Daphne.  She felt relieved when Daphne didn’t answer. 

Six weeks ago, Daphne had returned from India with a new boob job.  As if they weren’t 

big enough before her trip.   God, they made her bust enormous now.  And Daphne always 

favored low-cut sweaters.  She’d chosen a particularly revealing number for her welcome-home 

appearance at the Langford family Christmas.  Made sure Boyd got a good eyeful, even posed 

playfully on his lap when Dad was taking photos.   Daphne had a great tan, too, from her 

recovery stay at a beach resort.   
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Maybe I should do that.  Daphne says all the doctors trained in our med schools.  State-

of-the-art hospitals, and the cost is something like a quarter of what it would be here.  I wouldn’t 

have to get anything major done  like Daphne.  It would just be nice to have something that 

doesn’t look like two walnuts dropped into my blouse.   

Then maybe Boyd would come to bed a night or two.  No matter what he said, Kyrie 

knew what Boyd really liked.  She’d met his last girl friend, saw a picture of the one before.  

And the way Boyd always gave top-heavy women a good, long stare.  Didn’t even try to hide it.  

I’m with you, aren’t I? his shrug said if Kyrie gave him that narrow-eyed, tight-lipped look she 

detested on herself.  But she saw it more and more in the mirrors of their lonely Georgetown 

apartment.   

They’d been together since their senior year of college, her at Wellesley, Boyd at 

Harvard.  They’d met while tutoring at an inner city school.  It was something Kyrie did at each 

place she’d lived since seventh grade.  Tutoring was the one constant in her life while Dad’s 

military tours uprooted the family every year or two.  Even now with her hellish work load, 

Kyrie helped out at a school in Washington SW.  Those beaming faces when a subject finally 

made sense, usually it  was the best part of her week.  Sometimes, it was the only thing that kept 

her sane.  But six and a half years ago in Boston, as soon as Boyd got the acceptance letter from 

Yale Law, he’d never come to the Dorchester school again.  She should have broken up with him 

at once.   

But Kyrie hadn’t.  She’d already loved him far too much to stand the thought.  Instead, 

she’d followed through with law school, herself.  She’d only applied to Yale in the first place so 

she could be with Boyd.  They’d lived together three years in New Haven, and now three more in 

Washington.  So far, no sign that Boyd had ever pictured them growing old together.   

Boyd was off on another swing through Iowa, on leave from his law firm to work for 

Vice President Howe’s campaign.  Every night when he finally called sometime very late, she’d 

watch her features pinch up as Boyd explained he’d have to make this quick.  “Big day 

tomorrow, meeting with the governor, Howe’s got his endorsement sewn up if we promise a 

cabinet spot…” 

Fortunately, these calls rarely lasted longer than two minutes.  Any longer, and she’d get 

sharp pains in her stomach.  As it was, Boyd’s voice made her teeth press so hard together with 

frustration, her jaw would ache for hours.  After his calls, it was impossible to sleep.  She 

wondered which bouncy campaign volunteer was sharing Boyd’s hotel room. 

“The hell with this,” Kyrie said aloud. 

She tried another call to Murtaugh’s private number, but still got voice mail.  Damned if 
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she’d wait here another hour.  She’d go nuts with so much time to think.  

Kyrie went up to the entrance, a reinforced steel door.  Security must be very tight inside, 

since there wasn’t even a guard post out here.  She pressed an intercom’s buzzer, waited.  She 

had to press it again, then wait another minute until someone came.  She held her i.d badge 

against the thick glass, let the guard get a good look.  Then she held up the Justice Department 

order summoning Imad Khalif for interview. 

“Are you carrying any weapons?” asked the guard through an intercom. 

“No…   Unless you count my ballpoint pen.”   

Kyrie pictured ramming it through Khalif’s hand.  She’d do it, too.  If he lunged at her 

again, this time it wouldn’t be a threat.  In the current political climate, stabbing him wouldn’t 

even be a black mark on her record.  Let Khalif wave his bandaged hand at trial.  After the tunnel 

bombing, the country would cheer if she pierced a rusty knitting needle through his eye. 

“Please remove your overcoat…     Now turn around.” 

Satisfied that Kyrie wasn’t concealing an AK-47 beneath her blouse, the guard buzzed 

her in. 

“I have you on my list, but you’re very early, ma’am.  You’ll have to wait here until I call 

for a female guard.” 

“What for?” 

“You have to be strip searched, ma’am.” 

“Strip searched?  What, you think I pose a risk of passing weapons to Khalif?  You 

realize who I am, don’t you?  I’m prosecuting Khalif.  You saw my i.d.  I’m the one who means 

to fry his ass, not spring him.” 

 “Sorry, ma’am.  It’s policy.  All visitors must be strip-searched.” 

“For Pete’s sake, I promise I won’t launch a jail break.  Pass him drugs or banned comic 

books, either.”  Her brief attempt at humor didn’t raise a smile from the guard.  “Just call 

Superintendent Murtaugh.  He’ll tell you I don’t need to be searched.  Where is he, anyway?  I 

left three messages telling him I got here early.” 

“I don’t know anything about that, ma’am.  Maybe he had to go home for an emergency.  

His wife’s been pretty sick, you know.” 

“No, I didn’t know.  Sorry to hear it…    Just call whoever he left in charge.  Say that I 

want Khalif brought to your interview room immediately.” 

“Uh, okay, but it might take a while, ma’am.” 

“Just do it.  You saw my paperwork…     Khalif doesn’t know about the tunnel bombing, 

does he?  I mean, you guards were told not to talk about it in the cell block, right?” 
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“Yes ma’am.  They’d have us up on charges if we let a prisoner know what’s going on.” 

“Good.  It’s important that he only learns what I decide to tell him.  Oh, one more thing.    

When they bring Khalif up, tell them that I want no hand or leg restraints this time.” 

Kyrie hoped the concession would put Khalif in the mood to deal.  She had to get some 

information out of him before his people struck again.  She hadn’t filed charges yet, because then 

it became a public record.  Agent Taliaferro said that a capital case against Khalif would likely 

spur the next attack.  Furthermore, Khalif was entitled to a lawyer once Kyrie pressed charges.  

Then Khalif would have an outside source of information.  Even more dangerously, he’d be able 

to use the lawyer as a channel to communicate with friends. 

Or maybe filing charges immediately was just what she should do.  Let Khalif have his 

lawyer.  She could ask Taliaferro to put a watch on him.  If Khalif tried to send a message to the 

bombers, not only would they catch these men, but it would guarantee a successful conspiracy 

case.  Sure, initiating surveillance on the lawyer would be a gray area, since reasonable cause 

was shaky until he tried to pass a message…   but the new Victory Act gave ample latitude to 

law enforcement in terrorism cases.  That’s what she liked about it. 

The guard hung up his phone, then turned to Kyrie. 

“I reached the assistant superintendent, ma’am.  He says no disrespect to your position 

and all, but you still have to-” 

“What was that?” Kyrie cut him off.  The scream still echoed up the hall. 

“Some prisoner.  How should I know?” 

“What do you mean, ‘some prisoner?’  That sounded like someone with a bayonet jabbed 

in his gut.” 

“No, ma’am.  You should hear these assholes sometimes.  Uh, excuse my language.  But 

you should hear the crazy things they’re always screaming from their cells.  Half of them are 

raving lunatics.” 

“That was no lunatic.  I know agony when I hear it.  Besides, the cells are underground, 

right?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“And I’ve heard they’re deep below, with reinforced steel surrounding the cell block.” 

“You bet they are.  Tightest security in the whole system.  No one’s breaking out of 

here.” 

“Do you have an interrogation room, Officer Buchanan?”  She made a point of reading 

from his name badge.  “Does the FBI come here?  Or has the military transferred any prisoners?  

How about the CIA?”  Made sense, since they were close to Tyson’s Corner.   “Wait, I’ll bet it’s 
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the NCTC.” 

“I have no idea what you’re talking about, ma’am.  Don’t even know what NCTC is.” 

“National Counterterrorism Center.  Reports to the DNI.  That’s the Director of National 

Intelligence.” 

“Sorry, ma’am, still don’t have a clue.” 

Another scream rolled into the hall. 

“We’ll see about that.”  Kyrie’s eyes blazed at Buchanan as she pushed past him. 

“Hey, you can’t go in there!  Not without an escort.  Not until you’re searched.” 

“You try to stop me, and I’ll see you’re transferred to Nome.  I hear we have a nice 

facility up there. You’ll enjoy permanent duty on outside patrol.  It’s twenty degrees below this 

time of year.” 

“Stop right there!  I realize you’re an important woman, but I have my orders.” 

“I’m going through this door, Buchanan.  I’m going to see who’s screaming.  You can 

escort me if you like.” 

“No, ma’am.”  Buchanan drew his Taser. 

“Zap me, then.  If I wind up twitching on the floor, you’ll get a worse deal then the 

terrorists.”   

She slapped both buzzers on the wall.  She heard a click and pushed on through the door.  

Buchanan hustled after, but reholstered his Taser. 

“Good choice,” Kyrie said. 

With Buchanan at her side, Kyrie proceeded up a corridor painted gunmetal gray.  She 

quickly identified where the screams had come from, because now she heard loud, repeated 

moans.  She peered through an observation window and saw a naked man writhing on the floor.  

It wasn’t Imad Khalif.  The man’s face was bunched in terror.  Two large men in civilian clothes 

stood over him.  One held a Rottweiler on a leash.  It kept lunging at the prisoner.   

Kyrie knew that regulations allowed an escalation of persuasive measures if terrorism 

suspects refused to talk.  Sleep deprivation, exposure to cold and heat, confiscation of clothing, 

verbal humiliation, and intimidation with guard dogs were all legitimate techniques.  The 

regulations didn’t allow anything causing physical injury.  Clearly, they’d ignored that one.  

Blood dripped from the man’s hands, which were covering his groin.  Kyrie suspected that the 

Rottweiler had been allowed to bite his genitals. 

Just as she was about to enter, Kyrie saw the second civilian smash the prisoner’s left 

knee with a metal bar.  The prisoner screamed even louder.  Kyrie recognized the language as 

Arabic.  He had a long face, black hair cropped to a stubble, dark brown skin.  Maybe Sudanese, 
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she guessed.  The dog handler released his Rottweiler.  It leapt onto the prisoner, began savaging 

him about the neck.  The prisoner tried to keep its jaws away from his throat.  The dog bit his 

hands repeatedly, then got a tight hold on his forearm.  It jerked violently, trying to tear out a 

chunk of flesh. 

Kyrie shouted.  She twisted the door knob, but it was locked.  She pounded on the 

observation window.  Both civilians turned around as she screamed at them to stop.  The 

Rottweiler kept tearing at the prisoner’s arm, while the man cried out in agony.  Finally, the dog 

handler said something, his lips moving in a single syllable.  The well trained dog immediately 

came back to him, wagging his tail, expecting praise. 

Kyrie pounded on the window again. 

“Let me in,” she shouted.  “I’m an Assistant U.S. Attorney.  This is criminal behavior.  I 

want to know who you are and why you’re torturing this man.” 

They opened the door, but refused to produce i.d.  The dog handler told Buchanan to 

return the prisoner to his cell. 

“He isn’t your responsibility,” the other one told Kyrie in a patient voice.  He was gray 

haired, with deep creases at the corners of his eyes. “Just stick to Khalif.  We hear you’re doing a 

great job.”   

“You know I’m prosecuting Khalif?”  She looked quizzically at the fatherly one.  “How 

would you know that?  Who do you work for?” 

“Never mind who we are.  But if Khalif still won’t talk, you’ll need our services.” 

Both interrogators left quickly, ignoring Kyrie’s demands to identify themselves.  She 

considered following, but she wasn’t armed.  This had the strong potential of turning nasty.  

Kyrie took out her cell phone, intending to call for police backup.  She quickly rejected this idea, 

suspecting it would turn into a no-win tug of war between Justice and the CIA.  Or whoever the 

interrogators represented.  She’d get tied up for weeks.   

It seemed more important to press on with Khalif before he learned about the tunnel 

bombing.  Judging from their last interview, he had some hidden conduit of information. After 

today, it would be too late to work a deal.  Besides, the injured man wasn’t part of her case….     

Kyrie promised herself she’d find out who he was, at least. 

Buchanan returned tight-lipped with anger.  Kyrie thought he’d take her up on that offer 

for a transfer to Alaska.  If he didn’t zap her, he’d certainly throw her out.  Then she’d waste 

more time getting hold of Superintendent Murtaugh.  She might not gain access to Khalif until 

tomorrow.  If that.  Maybe it would take days. 

“That prisoner’s name is Mahdi el-Maghib,” Buchanan told her, keeping his voice low. 
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Apparently, his anger wasn’t at Kyrie.  But he hadn’t looked the least provoked while 

witnessing the torture.  Maybe Buchanan was incensed that they’d done it so carelessly, exposing 

him to punishment.  The way things usually went, the guy at the bottom of the totem pole was 

held responsible.  And he’d been the one to let Kyrie see it. 

  “What’s his story?” Kyrie asked after making a note of el-Maghib’s name. 

  “I don’t know, ma’am.  We aren’t told the charges.  We never speak to prisoners.” 

“Who were the two interrogators?” 

“I don’t know that, either, ma’am…   I swear.  I’m being straight with you.” 

When Assistant Superintendent Bowers came, he wouldn’t tell Kyrie the nature of el-

Maghib’s offense or the names of the interrogators. 

“I’m not authorized to release that information,” insisted Bowers.  “You’ll have to ask 

Superintendent Murtaugh.” 

“Is he in the facility?” 

“I don’t believe so.” 

“Do you know where he is?  Or when he’ll return?” 

“I’m not at liberty to disclose his itinerary.  We have strict security procedures.” 

“Right.  Of course you do.  But I need to talk to him today.  He isn’t returning messages 

I’ve left on his private number.” 

“I’m sure he will…   Now, I understand you’re here to see Imad Khalif.  If you’ll please 

follow me to our interview room, the prisoner will be brought up shortly.” 

Five minutes after Bowers left her, Khalif was escorted into the room.  No cuffs or leg 

restraints, as Kyrie had requested.  Without being told, his two guards went out, closed the door, 

and took up positions by the observation window.  Kyrie felt surprised that Bowers had followed 

her instructions without debate.  Maybe he’d talked to Murtaugh.  Maybe after the incident with 

el-Maghib, they wouldn’t mind if Khalif broke her neck. 

“I’ve already made it clear that I have nothing more to tell you,” said Khalif. 

“Yes, very clear.  And very colorful.”  Kyrie stared at Khalif without blinking.  She 

wanted him to realize that her will was just as strong as his.  Khalif’s rape comment at the end of 

their last interview would have no effect on her determination.   “A man who’s been locked up 

for months will have his little fantasies.” 

“So, you admit that you’re impure.  An honorable woman wouldn’t speak to me after 

being forced to hear such things.” 

“Yes, and a dishonorable one would have returned your insult.  I could call your mother a 

diseased, two-rial whore, who screwed your leper of a father in a gutter.  Or say your wife lets 
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night-soil men plow her while you rot in here.  But I didn’t say those things, did I?” 

“Oh, so clever with your words.  I didn’t realize Langford was a Jewish name.” 

Kyrie merely glared.  If he knew her alma mater and her case record, Khalif probably 

knew she was a Presbyterian.  A fairly observant one, at that.  Khalif was simply looking for a 

weak point with his barb about religion.    

“Cut the crap, Khalif.  I’ve treated you with respect.”  She indicated his unshackled 

hands.  “I’m here to make you a far better offer than you deserve.” 

“What you deserve is death.  You’ve sunk to stealing Gestapo tactics from Israel.  I think 

you really are a devil of a Jewess.   Is that why you left my hands and legs free?  Are you that 

anxious to descend into Sheol?” 

“You want to kill me?  Now’s the time to try.  But what if I kill you?  I don’t imagine 

many things can shame you, but how would you like your friends and family to know an 

unarmed woman took away your life?” 

“How would you like me to take away your pen and rip open your womb?  I’ll leave you 

just alive enough to know it will always remain empty.” 

“Try me.   You seem to know a lot about my life.  I’ll bet you also know I’m proficient in 

hand-to-hand combat.” 

“I don’t fight women.”  Khalif turned away.  “Tell the guards I’m done here.”  

“I’ll decide when you’re done.  You realize I have the power to order whatever 

conditions I deem appropriate for you.  I could send you back to the deep freeze if I wanted, 

leave you there for years.  I could order you hog-tied with chains until you feel like talking.” 

“Fah!  You want me to attack you.  You want to give the guards an excuse for more 

tortures.” 

“Torture?”  Kyrie eased her hostile tone.  “That’s the second time you’ve mentioned 

torture.  I want to know exactly what they’ve done.  You’ve already stated that they kicked and 

punched you.  Did it go beyond that?  I’m here to listen.  You can tell me anything you want.” 

“You know very well what they’ve done to me.  As you say, you have authority to order 

what you like.” 

“No, I honestly thought you’d been handled according to procedure.” 

“You can’t be that naïve.  Surely you don’t think people who instituted policies of 

torture, kidnap, and dictatorial fiat have stopped these practices just because they say they have.” 

“I may be your enemy, but I believe very strongly in the law.  If you’ve been tortured, I 

want to know about it.” 

“You want more excuses to defame me.  Like that bastard Laperriere in the French 
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cabinet who called me Le Roi de Terreur.” 

“The King of Terror.  Doesn’t that mean death?” 

“Correct.  Or according to Nostradamus, a great King of Terror arising in our time.  

Laperriere claimed I stirred France’s Moslems into riot with my teachings.” 

“You sued him for libel, didn’t you?” 

“I won a judgment of one million euros, but never collected a sou.  France’s courts  

stretched out the appeal for years, and then I was kidnapped.  Tell me, did the real King of Terror 

order this personally?” 

“I don’t know who you mean.” 

“But you’re a smart girl, Miss Langford.  Surely you can guess.” 

“No, I can’t.  I have no time for guessing games…    What exactly happened leading up 

to your arrival in this prison?” 

“All right, on the small chance there’s one American official who cares about legality, I’ll 

tell you what I’ve suffered.” 

“I know you don’t believe it, but the great majority of U.S. officials are honest, moral 

people.  Please go ahead.” 

“Very well.  It began when I was six and the Jews seized Gaza from Egypt.  America 

could have forced them to return it, but you-” 

“Can we start a little later?  I’m sure you have a long history of grievances, but I’m 

concerned only with your arrest for conspiracy.” 

“It wasn’t an arrest.  It was a kidnapping.  I was walking with my little girl in the Bois de 

Boulogne, when-”            

“This raises another point.  Why did you bring your family to Paris?” 

“It wasn’t safe for them in Riyadh.  That’s where we lived after I was deported from 

Cairo.  But now the Saudis are worse than you.  They know if they don’t crush dissent, we’ll oust 

them soon.  So I moved my family to Paris.” 

“You worked as an economics professor at the Sorbonne?” 

“Yes.  My wife teaches history there, as well.” 

“Your wife?  Our records say she’s dead.” 

“My first wife Yasmin.  The Jews killed her.  Shot her in the head, when she tried to 

prevent them from bulldozing our house.” 

“Your second wife – she’s Saudi?” 

“No.  We met in Paris.  Zayra’s Egyptian, like me.  Another outcast.  The Egyptian 

government doesn’t tolerate dissent, either…   But I want to make this clear.  Zayra is non-
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political.  Her father was, but not Zayra.  My wife and children have nothing to do with this.” 

“I believe you.  What’s more, this proves I’m in good faith.  I could order the arrest of 

your wife and grown children, but I won’t.  I could even charge Zayra with being part of your 

conspiracy.  A jury would find it hard to believe that she knew nothing of it.” 

“It’s an outrage that you even mention such a thing.” 

“Come off it, Khalif.   You know very well a despotic government would press capital 

charges against Zayra.  But I don’t threaten this.” 

“More than I can say for the men who kidnapped me.  They told me they’d caught 

Benouri, too.  Swore they’d hang him in the morning if I didn’t give up Salimmeh and Kemal.” 

“But you thought it was a trick?”  Kyrie was careful with her wording, so she wouldn’t 

confirm or deny Benouri’s status.  “You took a chance with your friend’s life, didn’t you?” 

“I don’t believe anything they tell me.  They also said it was Zayra who revealed where 

to find me in the Bois de Boulogne.  Later, my interrogators in the first prison threatened they’d 

tell everyone I was a homosexual.  I know they did it, too, the taunts I got, the men who tried to 

rape me.  Another time, they gagged me with duct tape to stop me from reciting prayers.  This 

continued for a month, while I was manacled in the fetal position.  I got five minutes a day to eat 

and drink like an animal, then they’d tape my mouth again.” 

“What about dogs?  Were you ever bitten?” 

“No, but you’ve seen the bruises.  I’ve been smashed with almost everything you’d 

expect to come out of a torture chamber’s cabinets.  Rubber hoses, metal chains, steel-toed boots, 

brass knuckles.  The kidnappers who worked me over first, their favorite was a sap filled with 

ball bearings.  They used it for an hour straight to soften up my kidneys.  I pissed blood for a 

month.” 

“Were you given medical attention?” 

“No.  The last time I saw a doctor was in Paris.  A flu shot, three or four months before 

my kidnapping.” 

“You keep saying kidnapping.  Why?  We signed a warrant for your arrest.  Interpol 

delivered you into our custody.” 

“You’re exceptionally naïve.  Your agents snatched me off the street.  Shot me full of 

drugs, then smuggled me in a steel drum out of France.  I’m not even sure what country that first 

prison was in.  Really bleak, like something out of Stalin’s gulag.”   

“You’re talking about the CIA’s interrogation center in Romania?  We shut that down 

five years ago.” 

“So you claim.  Wherever it was, the French authorities never approved my arrest or 
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deportation.  I was in their country legally.  I broke no French laws.” 

“You conspired to ram an explosives-laden ship into an American refinery.  The plans 

were found in a disc stored at your office.  You’ve never denied organizing the Valero attack.  

We have incontrovertible evidence that you leased the Princess Anna.  Channeled the financing.  

Sent your subordinates into the United States.  Any reasonable person would call these actions 

crimes.” 

“Nothing I did resulted in harm.  It’s not a crime to lease a ship.” 

“And stow containers full of Semtex on it?” 

“That was only hypothetical.  Part of a spy story I was writing.  What, did you think the 

nuclear bomb and Blackhawk raid and Ebola attack in it were real?  Surely you must realize it 

was all a warning of what might happen to America if your government continues to abuse the 

Muslim world.” 

“Oh, I see, a service.  You’d like us to change our evil ways before some righteous men 

destroy us.” 

“I didn’t say that…    Now, you mentioned a deal you’d like to offer.  I’m curious what it 

might be.” 

“All right.  I won’t pretend that we intend to spare your life.  But tell me how to find your 

friends.  If it’s true they’ve done no harm except to enter the U.S. with false passports, I can 

promise leniency.” 

“Of course they’ve harmed your country.”  Khalif edged his lips into a sickly grin.  “Did 

you think I hadn’t heard about the Chesapeake Bay Tunnel?” 

 

~ 

 

During a meeting at Justice about the manhunt, Donna’s cell phone buzzed.  She reached 

into her pocket, brought it out.  Seeing on the screen that it was her husband, Donna excused 

herself to take the call.  Phil never phoned during the day unless it was important.  From what 

he’d said at breakfast, Phil was making visits at Johns Hopkins today, then taking some doctors 

out to dinner.  He wouldn’t be back in Silver Springs until ten or so this evening. 

“Hi, hon,” said Donna.  “What’s up?” 

“Erica’s school called me.  I had to take her for another drug test.” 

“Oh, no.  Was she stoned again?” 

“I’ll say.  Took me almost ninety minutes before I got there, and her eyes still were wide 

as saucers.  Her friend Melissa looked even worse.” 
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“Damn it, not that one again.” 

“Yeah.  Erica’s story is they went outside for a smoke, then Melissa got dizzy, sat down 

on the curb and vomited.  So Erica walked her around to get some air before they went back in 

the school.  But the principal tells me they were out all morning.  Said he searched both girls’ 

lockers, found all sorts of drug stuff.” 

“Like what?” 

“Just papers and some shreds of pot in Erica’s.  But I made her dump her purse once we 

got in the car.  I found a bunch of pills, looks like Percocet again.  She swears she doesn’t know 

what Melissa took, and the principal wouldn’t say what they found in her locker.  Poor girl still 

was sitting there looking like a zombie when I took Erica to the hospital.  They couldn’t find 

either of her parents or the grandmother she listed as her emergency contact.” 

“How’d it go at the hospital with Erica?” 

“Same as before.  She was perfectly cooperative.  Acts like a sky high level of THC is 

normal for her age.  There were six other drug spikes, too.  Everything from opiates to 

barbiturates to amphetamines.  But some of these things remain in the blood a month, you know.  

Erica swears she’s stayed off everything but pot.” 

  “You don’t believe that, do you?  Erica would say anything.  We’ve got to do 

something.  We’ve got to move her out of here.” 

“Like there’s anywhere left where kids can’t get drugs?  Where are we gonna go?” 

“Vermont.  We’ve talked about this, Phil.  Soon as I catch the tunnel bombers, I’m 

putting in for early retirement.  At least it will get Erica away from all these trouble-addicted 

guys she knows.” 

“Yeah, maybe…      I got into a little shoving match with one today.  Outside her school.  

Erica must’ve called him when I took a long time getting there.” 

“Which one?  What happened?” 

“That Jason guy.  Looks about twenty-five, long sideburns, weightlifter’s build, tattoos, 

you know?  I’ll bet Erica told him to claim he was her uncle.” 

“Yeah, like she did with Blaine, that other time.” 

“So this Jason stops me by the car, says he hears I’ve been beating on Erica.  Now where 

does he get that?  Makes me wonder if he’s hit Erica, himself.  You haven’t seen bruises, have 

you?” 

“No, but it’s not like I ever see her undressed anymore…   So what happened with 

Jason?” 

“He got in my face, said Erica’s not going anywhere with me.  So I pushed him away, 
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told Erica to get in the car, no nonsense or I’ll let the state deal with her.  Jason came back at 

me…   To tell the truth, it was more than a little shoving.” 

“You got in a fight?”   

Phil was a big teddy bear.  He had a quiet strength, but violence was definitely not his 

thing.  Far as Donna knew, this was the first time in his entire life that Phil had resorted to brute 

power. 

“Yeah, I’m kinda scraped up, but I broke his nose.  Lucky swing, I guess.  While, he was 

rolling on the ground, I got Erica in the car and we drove away.  This guy, I’m telling you, if he 

had a gun, I think he would’ve used it.” 

“This settles it.  I’m not waiting any longer.  We’re moving as soon as we can.” 

 

~ 

 

Brandt couldn’t get a quote from Donna Taliaferro.  He was at the front of a crowd 

bombarding her with questions as she emerged from the Justice Building.  Donna nodded 

pleasantly at reporters she recognized, but didn’t speak as she hustled through.   

As soon as she drove off, Brandt tried calling her.  The recording on Donna’s phone said 

that her voice mail box was full.  Her unit’s secretary said that Donna was unavailable.  Brandt  

e-mailed her from his Blackberry.  It went unanswered, as did more e-mails once he reached his 

office.  She owed him a large favor, but Brandt was in the same boat as everybody else.  Donna 

Taliaferro wasn’t granting interviews.    

Brandt got little more from the FBI’s Public Affairs department. They simply kept 

repeating that the investigation was in progress.  Still, Brandt gleaned enough from sources to 

write a recap of the FBI manhunt.   

After the gunfight off Seaford, the terrorists had quickly disappeared.  They must have 

reached a vehicle soon afterward, because their boat was found at a pier in nearby Yorktown.  

But it was all black with no name plate – the silver trim turned out to be reflective tape they’d 

peeled and tossed into the water.  A witness saw the ProCraft docking, but didn’t notice the 

vehicle in which they’d left.  Roadblocks on Routes 64 and 17 hadn’t caught them.  Flights were 

stopped at Patrick Henry Airport, also at Richmond’s Byrd Airport.  Screening was intensified at 

all departure points within a day’s drive. These steps produced no sign of the terrorists.   

Thousands of tips poured in.  They were routed through the FBI’s Terrorism Screening 

Center.  People reported pairs of dark haired motorists in everything from mini-Coopers to 

tractor trailers.  Scores of TSC analysts took calls originating everywhere from Newport News to 
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Chattanooga, but they’d learned nothing useful yet.   

The FBI insisted that they were mounting the largest investigation since 9/11.  They’d 

released photos, names, and known aliases of three suspects.  Their original names were Islamic, 

their appearance Middle Eastern.  As a result, Muslims across the U.S. grew fearful of reprisal.  

Many closed their businesses and barricaded their homes.  Non-Muslim immigrants put up signs, 

announcing they were Hindu, Buddhist, Taoist, Christian, anything but believers in Islam. 

Next, Brandt described how the FBI had traced the terrorist called Salimmeh Hassan.  A 

man named Adam Karamanlian had rented the Outlander using a MasterCard and Pennsylvania 

driver’s license.   Pennsylvania DMV authorities produced photocopies of Karamanlian’s 

naturalization papers, social security card, and international driver’s license as proof of identity.  

The naturalization papers and social security card turned out to be forgeries of extremely high 

quality.  The international driver’s license was genuine, issued  in Greece, but Greek authorities 

could find no record of the original paperwork.  The FBI divulged little on how they’d identified 

Kemal and Benouri, other than saying that these men were known associates of Salimmeh. 

One last time, Brandt tried calling Donna Taliaferro.  Surprisingly, she answered. 

“Hi,” said Donna.  “Sorry I ignored you outside Justice.  I meant to return your messages, 

but it’s been crazy.  I suppose you’re calling in that favor now?” 

           “Trying to do my job, the same as you.” 

          “I admit I owe you, but I really can’t say anything you didn’t hear at this morning’s 

briefing.” 

          “Yeah, but I heard something more.  I’d like you to confirm.  A source told me the 

terrorists left a note reading, ‘Free Khalif or the next one will be worse.” 

“God damn it, let me guess.  You got that from the state police.” 

“So it’s true?” 

“I won’t try to snow you.  Yes, it’s true, but you can’t print it.”  She didn’t mention that 

the exact message was ‘Free Khalif in one day or the next one will be worse.’  We need to 

withhold this detail.” 

“That’s how you’re screening calls from informants claiming to have inside 

information?” 

“Right.  And even more important, it would cause a panic if the threat gets out.” 

“Fair enough.  I’ll hold off for a day, but I’d like you to do something for me.” 

“If I can…   Lord knows my hands are tied so tight, Houdini would’ve found these knots 

impossible.” 

“Are you all right, Donna?  It’s not like you to sound so pessimistic.” 
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“Wouldn’t you be?  I’ve got bodies still surfacing in the Chesapeake, and the terrorists 

have vanished.  You can imagine the kind of pressure I’m getting from the top.” 

“Yeah, I’ll bet the heat is really fierce…   But I have the feeling it takes more than that to 

get you down.  Look, tell me to go screw myself if I’m out of line here.  But if there’s something 

eating you, and you’d like to talk…” 

“To a reporter?  God, that’s the last thing I need.”  Donna released her mounting tension 

in a bark of laughter.  “No, if I sound on the edge, it’s just this case.  And, well, my daughter.  

The teenage years, you know.” 

“Erica?”   

Brandt remembered her as a ten year old, that time he’d met Donna at her house to 

discuss the militia case.  Erica had shown Brandt in and offered him a Coke, polite and talkative 

and very determined to act grown up. 

“Right.  You have a good memory for names.” 

“Helps, as a reporter.  That time I came to your house, Erica struck me as a really nice 

kid, unusually mature.” 

“Gee, thanks.  That’s nice to hear.  Sometimes I forget the way she really is.  I mean, I 

don’t know about mature these days.  Erica thinks she’s old enough to run around with assholes 

in their twenties.  But she really is a great kid when she’s not trying to make me lose my mind.” 

“Don’t worry, she’ll grow out of it.  Like we all did.  Most of us, anyway.” 

“God, I hope so.  I’m just praying Erica survives these next few years…     Your son 

would be about eight now, wouldn’t he?  You have no idea how quickly they turn into wild 

maniacs.” 

“Yeah, Connor’s eight.  I also have a daughter Rosie who just turned five.” 

“That’s right, your wife was pregnant when we worked together on the paramilitary 

case.” 

“Ex-wife now.” 

“Oh.  I’m sorry.” 

“So am I…    Sorry about your troubles with your daughter, too.  If it’s any help, I did a 

story on runaways once.  The experts all say kids who have good parents rarely get into deep 

trouble.  Erica struck me as a smart kid with a real big heart.  She has that good foundation, so 

chances are she’ll straighten out.” 

“Thanks.  That’s really good to hear from someone who still thinks of her as a nice kid.” 

“Glad to help, but I’m just getting on your good side.”  Brandt’s voice let Donna know 

that he was kidding.  “Actually, I need a quote from you.  Anything about the investigation.  I’m 



Enemy of Freedom Paul Coulter 51 
 

  

not asking you to confirm about Khalif, but if you could just give me some direction.” 

“Wish I could tell you something.  I really do.  But all I can say for now is that we’re 

actively pursuing all leads.” 

After they said goodbye, Brandt finished his article.  The verbal stress that Donna placed 

on “all” told Brandt that the note was real.  Without quoting the message left at Seagull Island, 

he speculated that the FBI’s three suspects were associates of a militant Egyptian named Imad 

Khalif. 

Brandt’s series on administration abuses had included an article about Khalif.  An 

economics professor originally from Gaza, Khalif had disappeared from the Sorbonne two years 

ago.  Brandt hadn’t named his source.  He honestly didn’t know what he’d do if they tried to 

make him reveal S.T.’s identity.  If he went to jail over this, the kids would have to live at 

Tony’s house full time.  The way the courts worked, he might never win back even partial 

custody. 

The administration hadn’t admitted or denied holding Khalif.  So far, all officials had 

stuck to a stern No comment.  Brandt knew that Kyrie Langford would have to press charges in 

the next day or two.  He had little hope that she’d be willing to speak with him.  

Brandt sat staring at his computer screen.  His story was okay, but nothing special.  He’d 

learned nothing new about the search for the tunnel bombers.  No one had.  There seemed to be 

no fresh leads.  These men had been smart enough to avoid cell phones, credit cards, or ATMs 

after their attack.  They hadn’t contacted known acquaintances.  The FBI had raided numerous 

mosques and Islamic cultural centers thought to be hubs of radical activity, they’d made dozens 

of arrests for residency violations, but if they’d obtained a shred of useful information, they 

weren’t saying.  Judging from the FBI’s deployment, the terrorists could be hiding anywhere.  

Around the news room, Washington Post staffers had plenty to write about the bombing’s 

aftermath, the country’s reaction, and new security precautions.  Those on the political beat 

concentrated on the furor here in Washington and on the campaign trail.  Shannon Devenney did 

a great piece on international implications.  Brandt congratulated her on it in the coffee room.   

He’d turned to Shannon’s lilac scent, and there she was only inches away.  Another step 

and there’d be no choice but embrace her.  Shannon’s full breasts would press into his chest.  Her 

plump lips would tilt up to his.  Her warm, brown eyes would swim with tenderness.  He’d draw 

Shannon close and kiss her deeply.  His hands would roam down her soft sweater to the ripe 

swell of her-    

 Brandt tore loose from the fantasy.  Still, Shannon looked so good, he wanted to ignore 

his shredded heart.  Damn, why did it have to want Marlene?  He almost blurted something about 
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grabbing a quick lunch, but Rick Schwartz came into the room.   

“Loved your piece!” Brandt said to Shannon instead.  “Keep up the great work.”   

Feeling miserable and awkward, he turned to Rick, who needed to know the name of 

Brandt’s contact at the NSC.  Shannon smiled brightly and left the coffee room. 

After he told Rick how to handle the guy at NSC, Brandt returned to his desk and filed 

the story.  It was 11:10 p.m.  Time for Brandt to go meet his source.  The guy had left a message 

in his usual way.  A single word changed on a web page.   

Brandt left the Post and drove toward the Navy Yard.  A few blocks over on F Street was 

the next site they’d worked out at the start.  If the contact wasn’t there, it meant the location 

didn’t look secure.  Brandt would just go to the next place on the list, a corner near Anacostia 

River Park.  If not there, then the Delta Solar sculpture outside the Air-Space Museum.  Never 

mind that he was being careful about phones, there was no way to call the man.  His source had 

never given him a number.  He refused to use e-mail, fax, or postal letters, either.  He claimed 

they all were easily intercepted. 

Brandt hoped the meet on F street would come off smoothly.  This neighborhood 

wouldn’t be his first choice of places to go strolling any time of day, let alone a moonless night.  

He could handle himself in a fight -- as a long-stick defender for Maryland lacrosse, he’d been 

the most feared enforcer in the ACC -- but Brandt felt out of his league when it came to cloak 

and dagger.  He was unarmed.  He’d never fired a gun in his whole life.  Even when he’d visited 

the militia camp, no one asked him to prove his loyalty by shooting someone. 

Despite the neighborhood’s tough reputation, F Street seemed benign compared to the 

next spot.  He was supposed to cruise until he saw a dark green Caravan, then park behind it.  

But nine out of ten street lights were broken here.  How was he supposed to tell one van from 

another, let alone its color? 

He didn’t find the Caravan on his first pass, so Brandt circled the block.  He tried G 

Street, then back down H.  He went under 395, then slowly past the Navy Yard, but not too 

slowly.  Four armed Shore Patrol guards were posted at its entrance.  The heightened security 

alert must have bumped up their numbers.  Four SPs were three more than the usual solitary 

guard trying to keep from nodding off.   

Brandt turned at the next corner, watching his rear view mirror.  There was little traffic; 

none of it turned after him.  He continued to F Street, cruised slowly, still no Caravan.  It was 

11:25 p.m.  The meet was supposed to be 11:17.  In the past, exact timing was an obsession with 

S.T.   

“I’d better head to Benning Road.”  Brandt didn’t notice that he spoke aloud.  Too much 
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time alone since the divorce had given him this habit.  “Guess I wouldn’t mind some popcorn 

chicken.” 

He’d take Carolina to Independence, then the Anacostia.  All three roads moved fine this 

time of night.   

“Maybe I should swing round one more time…   Nah, I’m not going past the Navy Yard 

again.  That might look suspicious.” 

Brandt turned onto 3rd St.  He wondered what had spooked S. T.  The neighborhood 

seemed quiet.  At the first light, a Subaru behind him tapped it’s horn.  Brandt stepped on his 

accelerator, thinking that the light had turned.  He was forced to brake immediately.  The light 

still was red.  A cop car just was crossing. 

Brandt exhaled heavily.  That was close.  Another second without looking up and he 

would have gotten plowed.  Arrested, if he wasn’t killed or maimed. 

When the cop was out of sight, the Subaru’s driver tapped his horn again.  Brandt turned 

and glared with irritation.  He waved the guy around.  The light still was red and there was an 

empty lane beside him.  Then the guy switched on his dome light for a second.  Brandt 

recognized him as S.T.  But he was in a compact, not a van. 

When the light turned, S.T. pulled around, then led Brandt onto Independence.  He drove 

just over the speed limit until stopping on a quiet street near R.F.K. Stadium.  It wasn’t one of 

the sites from their original list.  Brandt parked behind the Subaru and got out.  He caught up to 

S.T., who’d begun strolling toward the Armory.  S.T. was a huge man, very muscular though he 

must be over sixty.  Brandt wondered how he’d ever blended into the background as an 

undercover agent. 

S.T. weren’t the initials for his real name, of course.  Brandt didn’t know what it was, just 

S.T.’s working name.  The cover he used when he wasn’t using deeper cover.  S.T. didn’t even 

stand for that.  At their first contact, the guy made it very clear that Brandt must never speak or 

write this name.  In truth, S.T. stood for Strep Throat, a nod to Woodward and Bernstein.  It was 

Brandt’s private name for the guy, never used aloud.  With S.T.’s perpetually hoarse voice, the 

pseudonym seemed fitting.  

“Why the switch of cars and sites?” Brandt asked.   

“It pays to never be predictable.”  

“You’re sure no one’s following you?” 

“Not tonight.  This location should be clear.” 

“What do you mean ‘not tonight?’  They have before?” 

“Who’s they?” rasped S.T. 
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“That’s what I’d like to know.” 

“Lots of agencies around here qualify as they.  You know my background.  I’ve worked 

with all of them.” 

Talking with S.T. always felt like getting lost inside a hall of mirrors.  The guy must 

really think he was the modern day Deep Throat.  He fed Brandt just enough to stumble toward 

the truth, but never gave straightforward information. 

“So you think one of your former associates has you under watch?” 

“No, I’d spot any tail.  Hell, I used to give the course.  None of them are good enough.” 

“Fine…    Why did you want to see me?” 

“I was asked to do a job.  They like to farm these out to retired field agents, keep it off 

the books.  I could have used the money, but I turned them down.” 

“What kind of job?” 

“Electronic surveillance.” 

“Somewhere they can’t do legally, I take it.” 

“Someone it would blow up in their faces if anybody knew.” 

“Who?”  Brandt knew he wouldn’t get a direct answer. 

“The specific target’s name isn’t the issue.  Half a dozen of them have D.C. offices.” 

“Wait.  You’re not saying-” 

“Yeah.  Don’t act so surprised.  You’ve covered this crew for seven years.  You’re 

supposed to be a pro.” 

“So let me make sure we’re talking about the same thing.  The man whose offices you 

were supposed to bug, he’d be in Iowa today.” 

“Correct.” 

“And by now his offices are bugged.  When you refused, someone else drew the job.” 

“That’s how it works.  But they’re not too pleased with me.” 

“They again.  Is it the same people who fired you?” 

“Fired is such a subjective term.  I told you, I retired.  Leaves me open for this kind of 

work.  Much more lucrative.” 

“Then why did you refuse?” 

“Because the rules have changed.  Used to be, everybody bugged each other.  You’d be 

crazy to assume your offices were clean.  Or your house or car.  Why do you think I always take 

a walk?” 

“I assumed it looks less suspicious than two men sitting in a car.  Especially at night.” 

“No, it’s simply good tradecraft.  All these men have someone who could tell them that.  
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So they never discuss sensitive matters in their cars or private offices.  They get someone to 

sweep them at least once a week.” 

“Then why bother doing it at all?” 

“It’s how you do it.  Personally, I never bug a phone.  I rewire it, so the call’s routed 

through a listening station before it gets put through.  That’s virtually undetectable.  Not unless 

someone with similar expertise inspects the wiring.  Intercepting cell phone calls is even easier.  

We do it all the time.” 

“Then why do you say the rules have changed?” 

“Just watch the guys in Iowa, New Hampshire, and Nevada.  You’ll see something 

funny’s going on.” 

 “What about Khalif and the tunnel bombers?  Does this have anything to do with them?” 

“In a way…       If that’s what you want to know, you really need to take a stroll south of 

the Pension Building 

“You mean the Judiciary Center?” 

“Good place to start.  You might find some very interesting files in the U.S. Attorney’s 

possession.” 

“How do you know?” 

“Told you, they farm out these jobs to-” 

S.T. froze in the middle of his sentence.  Almost instantly, a large handgun appeared.  

Brandt ducked, because it was pointed at his forehead.  Brilliant move – crouching’s really 

gonna save me, Brandt realized as his knee buckled onto the pavement. 

“Get up,” S.T. said through his teeth.  He continued aiming the semi-automatic down the 

block.  “You’re making us conspicuous.” 

As if S.T.’s hulking presence could ever go unnoticed.  Especially now that he stood in a 

lethal pose, two hands on his Beretta, like a soon-to-be-violent scene from an action movie. 

“You saw something?” whispered Brandt as he rose.   

It felt like a fantastic stroke of luck that he hadn’t been the target.  He was almost as 

grateful that he’d used the men’s room before leaving the Post. 

“An SUV.  Cobalt blue.” 

How did S.T. tell color so precisely in the dark? 

“An SUV you’ve seen before?” 

“Two nights ago, I screened the next site on our list.  The cobalt SUV was there, so 

scratch Benning Road for the next meet.  And I’ll be dressed as a street person, not a tourist.” 

“Okay.”   
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But there were lots of dark SUVs driving around here.  They all looked pretty much the 

same at night.  It sounded paranoid.  The opinion must have registered plainly on Brandt’s face. 

“It’s no coincidence,” said S.T.   “I know, because that was the same night they tried to 

kill me.” 

“They tried to kill you?” 

“Twice.  Right after I turned down their assignment.” 

“And you still meet with me?” 

“Don’t be stupid.  It’s why I’m meeting with you.”  

“Exactly how did they try to kill you?” 

“That’s not important.  I’m not the story here.  Just get yourself to 4th Street.” 
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That same night, Stephen Lewis asked five men to gather in the Cabinet Room.  They 

could have fit easily around the conference table in his study, but he liked his high-backed 

leather chair in here.  Early in his first term, he’d requested a similar one for the Oval Office, but 

Merry said it clashed with the traditional decor.  She’d offered to do the room over, but Lewis 

thought this would announce his priorities were frivolous.  For Christ sake, though.  He was the 

planet’s most powerful man, he could drag heads of state out of their beds, send armies anywhere 

around the world, and he couldn’t have the goddamned chair he wanted! 

Seated in chairs with slightly lower backs were Stuart Fiske, Secretary of Defense 

Torriano, Chief of Staff  Kerrigan, Director of National Intelligence Lyle, and Attorney General 

Szymko.  Each man was a long time confidant.  Notably absent were FBI Director McClendon 

and DCIA Heralis.  Heralis was a holdover, no friend of this administration.  Lewis would dearly 

love to appoint his own CIA director, but Heralis was remarkably adept at playing King of the 

Spooks.  Lewis didn’t have a close relationship with McClendon, either, though the man had 

been among his first appointees.  So the inner circle was confined to Fiske, Torriano, Kerrigan, 

Lyle, and Szymko.  Lewis believed that the best decisions were made among trusted friends.  

“Thanks for coming,” Lewis said after the Navy steward finished serving coffee and left 

the room.  “Sorry to wake you, Randy.” 

“Perfectly all right,” said Kerrigan. 

“I know you’ve been working a lot of late nights.  And your youngest has been sick.  

How’s that rascal doing?” 

“Brandon’s getting better.  Thanks for asking.” 

“I wouldn’t have dragged any of you back here if it wasn’t damned important.  You know 

I don’t go for this burn the midnight oil bullshit.  But I’ve been thinking about our stance all 

night.  I’m just not satisfied with the way we’ve responded to this crisis.  We’ve got to come up 

with something really forceful.  Since we didn’t get these bastards captured quickly, we need 

something else to swing the momentum back our way.  Or have we closed in since you last 

briefed me, Stu?” 
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“No, sir.” Though they’d been friends for thirty years, he knew that Lewis hated to be 

called Steve except in private.   “I talked to Don an hour ago.  The FBI’s still stumped.  They 

haven’t even narrowed down the fugitives’ direction.  CIA’s heard nothing useful since the 

bombing.  I have my people squeezing all our assets.  If anybody knows something, we’ll have to 

ratchet our intensity to the highest level.” 

“Do it.  Get me good information.  But for God sake, no one has to know our methods…     

What about Khalif?  That note proves that these must be his people.  Have we questioned him 

again?” 

“Uh, there’s a snag.  The prosecutor came to see him.  Khalif told her about the hog-tie 

treatment and the kidney special.  If we use something from the A list, she’ll learn about it, too.   

Once a federal prosecutor’s been assigned, I can’t bar access to the prisoner.  Not under present 

law, at least.” 

“Who is this prosecutor? I assumed we put our best man on it?  Wait, you said ‘she.’  

Who is this woman?” 

“Her name’s Kyrie Langford,” said Attorney General Szymko.  “From our D.C. district.” 

“Kirk Beardsley is the U.S. Attorney for D.C.  I appointed him, myself.” 

“Miss Langford’s one of his assistants.  Beardsley says she’s tough as nails.” 

“I don’t care if she shits scrap metal.  Why isn’t Beardsley handling Khalif himself?” 

“He would, but case history says that juries always convict in terrorism trials when a 

woman prosecutes.  Our tracking shows both men and women feel empathy with a female 

prosecutor.  It counters the media’s claims that we’ve gone overboard.  Langford’s been brilliant 

in her last two cases.  She dug out the key details that won Beardsley a conviction against the 

Potomac Jihad.  As lead prosecutor, she got a death sentence against Moussa Oueddine, when 

most observers thought we’d lose.  Especially considering that judge we drew.” 

“Oh, yeah.  Now I remember.  Attractive girl.  Looks like she should be a model.  I saw a 

clip of her on CNN after the Oueddine verdict.  But what’s this about Khalif crying torture to 

her?” 

“She went out to our holding center,” said Defense Secretary Torriano.  “Usually, special 

prisoners are taken to the Justice Building for interview.  Apparently, Miss Langford witnessed 

another prisoner’s interrogation.  Then she asked Khalif about his capture and incarceration.  I 

can have the tape delivered if you like.” 

“Yeah, send it to Stu.  Maybe something Khalif told her will lead us to the tunnel 

bombers.  But the other question is, can we trust Langford?  Or should we have someone else 

assigned to prosecute Khalif?” 
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“I don’t know,” said Szymko.  “Beardsley assured me she’s the best.” 

“I’ll have her watched – how’s that?” said Fiske. 

“Good.  But make sure it’s discreet.  Just when we settled that stink about the mosque 

surveillance, we don’t want more issues popping up.  But I do want Khalif questioned again.  

Without the niceties this time.” 

“Understood.” 

“Hold on, sir,” said Kerrigan.  “I hate to be a nag, but let’s make sure Khalif stays alive.  

Your adversaries would love to hear he’s died while in our custody.  And remember, we were 

timing Khalif’s trial to coincide with their convention.  Take away a good chunk of their press 

coverage.” 

“Of course I remember.  It was my idea, goddammit.  But sometimes there are more 

important things.  We have to catch these terrorists and soon.  If we do, it’s a big boost in the 

polls.  If we don’t, it makes us look weak, incompetent.” 

“We’ll get them,” said Fiske.  “That’s a promise.  “I’m turning up maximum heat.  All 

our intelligence and law enforcement assets have made this their chief priority.” 

“You know what we should do?” said Lewis.  “It came to me while I was having my 

midnight cup of Sleepy Time.  How about we build a scaffold right outside the White House?  

Trot Khalif out and chain him to it.  Tell the bombers they have one day to surrender or he 

hangs.” 

“Um, you’re not serious, are you?” asked Kerrigan.  “There’s no law that allows that.  

Even saying it in public is probably impeachable.  And Congress is just itching for an excuse.” 

“Of course I’m not serious!  But it’s still a damned good idea.  Why shouldn’t we turn the 

tables on the terrorists?  That’s what they’re always doing.  Taking hostages, making demands, 

setting deadlines.  The U.S. ought to have the same power.  Why should the good guys always 

have their hands tied by the rule of law?”   

Lewis pushed back with his feet, glided on the rollers of his chair, stood, marched to the 

nearest window.  Gazed out at the dark Rose Garden, imagining the scaffold.  No, it would be 

better on the South Lawn, where more guests and camera crews could fit. 

“I’d do it, too,” said Lewis as he turned back to the table.  “If Khalif’s men ignored my 

ultimatum, I’d pull the trap door’s switch, myself.  Then I’d haul out another terrorist.  We’ve 

got plenty of them jailed.  I’d execute one after another until our enemies realize I mean 

business.” 

“Well shit,” said Torriano.  “It’s a mighty fine idea.  Might save a lot of soldiers’ lives.” 

“Not to mention civilians,” said Lyle. 



Enemy of Freedom Paul Coulter 60 
 

  

“Yeah, but it doesn’t have a chance of working,” said Fiske.  “These people we’re 

holding, they come from widely different groups.  Often as not, they’d like to see each other die.  

Even those who consider themselves allies, they think nothing of death.  Truth is, we often make 

this kind of threat during interrogation.  We give them every reason to believe it.  But it hasn’t 

worked a single time.  They think that dying for their cause is a sure path to paradise.” 

“I was only saying, what if we could?  I’ll bet someone would talk, once they see the 

swinging corpses.  We’d kill some people who need killing, and turn this crisis in our favor…    

But if we can’t do that, I need another way to get these assholes caught.  I need it pronto, and I 

don’t care how you do it.  Now give me some ideas.” 

 

~ 

 

Unlike most House incumbents, Craig Green had a very modest bank account.  He didn’t 

own a Washington townhouse.  He refused to bill taxpayers for his vehicle, which was certainly 

no limousine.  He never went anywhere in corporate jets.  He returned most weekends to his 

duplex in Bridgeport, Connecticut.  At this point in the election cycle, he needed to attend 

fundraisers nearly every evening.  He’d left as soon as they’d wrapped up a closed session of the 

Intelligence Committee.  He was going to a spaghetti supper at the Elks tonight, then a pancake 

breakfast at St. Ann’s in the morning.  He was considered something of an oddball on the Hill 

because he never took a cent from lobbyists.   

To save money on the weekly commute, he’d bought an AmTrak rail pass.  Green found 

he liked trains better than air travel, anyway.  You didn’t have to worry about take-offs and 

landings.  And his train was rarely cancelled for bad weather.  Better yet, there weren’t nearly the 

security headaches.  He especially liked the convenience of spreading out his work in the club 

car.  

Mark Cuthbert also liked the train.  He wasn’t a regular commuter, but he’d worked on 

them before.  Trains were good because their aisles were often crowded.  The swaying cars made 

jostling against strangers commonplace.  A simple “Scuse me,” and no one remembered the 

incident ten seconds later, let alone a stranger’s face.  Best part was there was no record if you 

got off at a stop before the destination printed on your ticket. 

Vince Coakley worked for Mark Cuthbert.  His pay grade read Interrogator II.  

Specifically, he handled a Rottweiler named Rex.  There weren’t always prisoners in need of 

Rex’s services, so Coakley took a variety of assignments.  Before he learned to handle dogs as an 

Army MP, Coakley had trained in mine clearing operations.  Which meant he knew how to arm 
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and lay them, too.   

Aboard the Metroliner, Representative Green finished editing his speech.  He left his 

laptop on the table, got up, and walked down the aisle.  None of the club car passengers would 

think of bothering each other’s stuff.  Green recognized a dozen regulars in here.   He had a 

nodding relationship with most of them.  One of the women was from Milford, a large town in 

his district.  Green often chatted with her when they both took a break from working. 

On his way back from the john, the train swayed sharply and he nearly lost his balance.  

A man behind Green caught his arm, kept him from lurching into the seats.  Green said thanks, 

then went back to his table.  It was only later that he wondered if the guy was in bad need of a 

manicure.  He’d felt some kind of prick near his elbow when the guy saved him from falling.  

Green rolled up his sleeve, but didn’t see a mark.  He rubbed the spot, shrugged, then went back 

to work.  By now, he no longer felt the pinprick. 

Cuthbert got off at Baltimore, his part of the operation finished.  Half an hour later, the 

ground heaved violently beneath the Metroliner’s engine.  The TMA-3 that Coakley had placed 

between the tracks was made in Yugoslavia before its breakup.  High quality, reasonably priced, 

an armor-piercing shaped charge.  Hard to detect, too, due to its plastic canister.  TMA-3s had 

become the anti-tank mine of choice among weapons dealers. The Belarus syndicate that sold 

this one was smart enough to print instructions in six languages, including English.  There was a 

tricky fourth detonator on the bottom, serving as an anti-handling device.  Its six kilos of TNT 

blasted the Metroliner’s engine a good ten feet into the air.   

The engine twisted sideways as it fell off the tracks, but continued sliding forward at 

nearly 90 miles per hour.  Now it thundered down a steep grade beside the railroad’s right of 

way.  Passengers were flung like dolls against their cars’ luggage racks and ceilings.  Some were 

launched down aisles until they smashed into connecting doors. 

Dozens of passengers were killed immediately, their necks snapped or their skulls 

smashed.  Those still alive screamed continuously as the train bounced down the slope.  It 

plowed into trees, knocking down all but the largest.  Branches smashed through many windows.  

In the club car, the woman from Milford was decapitated.   Green didn’t see it happen because he 

was unconscious.  In fact, he’d blacked out shortly before the explosion. 

The train was barely slowed by the forest’s gauntlet.  Coakley had chosen his spot 

extremely well.  Between Aberdeen and Havre de Grace, trains traveled at top speed.   Better yet, 

half a mile from the Susquehanna, the slope to the left side was very steep.  Sparks ignited the 

engine’s diesel fuel.  Tongues of flame reached back to lick inside the smashed compartments.  

Bodies were hurled through gaping windows.  Screeching metal, groaning trees, exploding fuel, 
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and still a few human screams changed the peaceful woods into a hellish cacophony.   

Finally, the engine rammed into a massive oak at the bottom of the gorge.  The oak 

tipped to a 45 degree angle, but half its roots still held the ground.  The Metroliner’s cars piled 

up  haphazardly like so many toy cars left behind by a small boy.  The last few splayed out to the 

sides, wrapped around thick trees.  Amid this tangled necklace, the club car stuck up nearly 

vertically.  No screams came from it. 

Coakley was pleased to see he’d positioned the mine with such precision.  Following 

Cuthbert’s instructions, he’d watched from well back in the woods.  If the engine’s passage 

hadn’t detonated the TMA-3, Coakley would have activated the radio-controlled package of 

Semtex he’d buried further down the line.   

Why they hadn’t simply used the Semtex in the first place was beyond a straightforward 

mind like Coakley’s.  Maybe Cuthbert thinks that’s too obvious.   It made no difference to 

Coakley.  Either way, he’d be just as wet and cold.  On the good side, there’d been little risk.  No 

one patrolled the rail lines.  The next train wouldn’t be for twenty minutes.  There were no 

security cameras, not even near the railway bridge ahead.  He’d like to go down and see if 

anyone was still alive.  Maybe there’d be one or two he could rescue.  But Cuthbert had given 

him strict orders not to play the hero.  Under no circumstances was his name to find its way into 

the papers. 

No big thing.  Hard to imagine anyone surviving this.   

 In which case, why had Cuthbert gone aboard the train?  Did he really need to jab the 

Congressman?  That kind of double failsafe seemed unnecessary.  Maybe Cuthbert thought he 

hadn’t done a proper job unless he killed the target personally.   

Or maybe he wants  a big death toll to mask the nature of this operation.  Everyone 

knows  Green was the harshest critic of  the terms we gave the Syrians.   People won’t find it 

hard believing the Islamic Front did this.  So why not ice him quietly and cleanly?  Did it have to 

be a train wreck…?   Fuck it --  that’s why Cuthbert makes the big decisions and I’m just an 

Interrogator II.    

~ 

  

Jim Bonner wheeled his supply cart up the corridor.  Using a pass key, he entered each 

office at Senator Mitchell’s campaign headquarters.  He left roach traps behind filing cabinets, 

then sprinkled mouse bait in the duct work.  Mice were a notorious problem in these older 

Washington buildings.  Particularly in districts like Georgetown near the river.  Every winter, 

they came in from the cold and scurried through the walls until April. 
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 This wasn’t the regular day for pest control at Mitchell headquarters.  Their monthly 

service was two weeks ago.  If anybody asked, Jim would say the contract upgraded to biweekly 

after the first six months, no extra charge.  He wore a Pestex uniform stolen from the company’s 

dry cleaners.  Clipped to his lapel was an expertly forged i.d. badge, an exact replica of one he’d 

photographed while following a real Pestex employee.  Jim’s picture was on it, featuring a well-

creased face.  The pass key was a duplicate of one he’d lifted during a daytime visit.  He’d 

slipped it back in the janitor’s pocket ten minutes later.  The guy never realized it was missing. 

 Jim continued with his work, leaving a video transmitter in the campaign manager’s 

ceiling.  Then a stroke recorder for his keyboard.  He moved on to the chief fundraiser’s office.  

Stole $6,000 in cash from the safe as a cover for this job.  An hour earlier, he’d even stolen 

computers from a travel agent on the first floor, where Pestex had a contract, too.  If caught, 

they’d probably merge the two counts of burglary into a first offense.  It would get him three to 

five.  Less than two years, he’d be out.  Jim could do that standing on his head.  He’d racked up a 

total of $28,000 on his credit cards last week in Atlantic City.  The gambling debts explained his 

desperation for quick cash.  His controller had okayed the amount.  It would go onto Jim’s 

expense report. 

While doing the telephone, noise erupted from the next office.  Someone had come in 

early.  Jim froze and listened carefully.  There were two different voices.  Loud, but they weren’t 

agitated.  Still, these two offices shared a balcony.  They might notice his lights reflected in the 

railing.  As the pest control guy, he couldn’t explain what he was doing in here with the door 

closed.   

Jim reached slowly into his cart.  He didn’t carry a firearm, not on a job like this.  Instead 

he found a spool of thin wire, which he began to wrap around both hands. 

No, Jim told himself, you’re just a burglar.  There can’t be any bodies.   

The first voice spoke again.  Now he recognized it -- the early morning news anchor.  

The guy in the next office must have switched on a television.  Jim glanced at his watch.  6:04 

a.m.  Still dark out.  He listened for a minute, then concentrated on his work.  He’d heard this 

news already. 

 Vice President Howe, in a major campaign speech from Dubuque, called for expansion of 

the Victory Act.  Any person convicted of aiding a terrorist plot would incur the death penalty.  

For instance, providing cover documents or participating in money-laundering would be eligible 

offenses.  Any person demonstrating sympathy with terrorist causes would be subject to 

investigation, including examination of phone, e-mail, financial, work, and travel records.  

Suspects could be placed under physical surveillance without waiting for a subpoena.  Any 
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person interfering with counter-terrorism activities could be held without charge indefinitely. 

 Nothing new, thought Jim.  This just makes it official.  Earlier in his career, he’d drawn 

the assignments on three of al-Qaeda’s financiers.  He’d missed the Czech who did such good 

work with passports, but that was intentional.  Jim used the man, himself.  “We’re better off this 

way,” he’d written in his report.  “Much simpler to  keep an  eye on assets you’ve already 

identified.”  To his surprise, this argument had actually worked.  The Czech was still alive. 

 No, the surprising part wasn’t so much coming out into the open with tough measures.  It 

was that  President Lewis hadn’t announced this, himself.   Since Howe’s speech made anti-

terrorism his campaign’s keystone, it meant that Lewis had demanded these new powers.  But it 

wasn’t like Lewis to allow Howe so much limelight.   

Howe must need help to drum up votes in the primaries.  But it was more than that -- 

their advance polling must predict a close race in the Fall.  Which made sense, given Howe’s 

utter lack of leadership ability.  But these bombings should turn things around.  The terrorists 

were practically guaranteeing that their staunchest foes would stay in power.   

 In that case, why send me to Mitchell headquarters?  Mitchell wasn’t leading in the polls.  

Both Governor Metzfeld and Senator Lane were well ahead.  Jim had little doubt that their 

offices were getting similar attention.  It irked him that his own assignment held third place in 

priority.  He was the best man for this work, by far.  Exceptionally experienced, and no traceable 

ties.  

For the first time in his career, Jim carried identification with his real name.  Which was 

Jim Bonner, in fact.  A name that had never once appeared in intelligence records.  Not even in 

the federal pension system.  As far as anybody knew, Bonner was a semi-retired department 

store buyer named Carl Stenowski.  His last three tax returns showed he still worked part time as 

a secret shopper, with travel benefits fully declared. 

The television news switched to a piece about Senator Lane campaigning in New 

Hampshire.  The Senator, a decorated Gulf War veteran, had harsh words against the terrorists, 

too.  In Cedar Rapids, Governor Metzfeld proposed a cut-off of aid to any government that 

couldn’t demonstrate a full effort against its homegrown terrorists.   

Senator Mitchell would come trotting out next, demanding equally stern measures.  

Mitchell was as anti-war as any opposition figure these days, but he’d no doubt vow a fight to 

the last man.  Now it occurred to Jim why he’d been sent to Mitchell’s headquarters.  Neither 

Lane nor Metzfeld would win the nomination.  President Lewis had decided that Howe stood his 

best chance against Mitchell.  Bonner made a little bet with himself.  His next assignment would 

be to sabotage either Metzfeld’s or Lane’s campaign. 
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“If you’re right, Bonner, I’ll take you off this goddamned diet.”    

Jim chuckled quietly as he wheeled out the cart.  It felt good to speak his real name after 

so many years. 
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SEVEN 
  

 

One of the tips finally panned out.  Benouri al-Qadir’s photo was recognized by a Boston 

cab driver.  He remembered Benouri because they’d spoken in Arabic.  About a month ago, he’d 

taken Benouri from South Station to Cambridge, dropped him off in front of the Student Center 

at MIT.  When FBI agents from the Boston Field Office circulated Benouri’s picture, three MIT 

students and a professor all said they’d seen this man around the physics department.  Two 

mentioned that he’d smelled of gasoline. 

No one said they knew him.  Working a hunch, an agent named Joe Marino canvassed 

service stations and garages.  A mechanic in nearby Watertown recognized Benouri.  Said he’d 

known the terrorist as Manny, couldn’t remember hearing his last name.  Until a month ago, 

Manny had pumped gas on the late shift.  A quiet man, he almost never spoke.   

Marino located the owner, who said that Manny’s last name was Singh.  He dug out 

copies of Singh’s naturalization certificate and social security card.  Singh was supposed to be 

from Meerut, in the Punjab region of India.  Probably a Sikh, the owner said.  He’d hired them 

before and they were always quiet, steady men.   

But this one didn’t wear a turban or a beard.  And the cab driver had conversed with him 

in Arabic, when he was supposed to be from India. 

No one knew Singh at the address he’d listed on his W-2.  No one at the gas station had 

ever seen him with a friend.   

Marino phoned in these details to Pete Sheridan, the Agent-in-Charge of the Boston Field 

Office.  Sheridan told Marino to take a closer look around MIT’s physics department.   

“What was he doing when you saw him?” Marino asked the graduate student who’d said 

Singh smelled of gasoline. 

“Looking at the bulletin board that has job listings.  I wondered what kind of experiment 

needs gasoline.” 

“So you assumed he was a student.  Why?” 

“No reason.  I guess he looked intelligent.” 

“But you never saw him before.  It’s a small department, isn’t it?” 
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“Sure, but most people taking physics classes aren’t physics majors.  The undergrads all 

have to satisfy a lab requirement.” 

“What kind of labs do you have here?  Anything dangerous, like fission?” 

“No, Nuclear Engineering’s across Mass Ave.  That’s a whole different department.  

We’re more theoretical.  We search for quarks, that kind of thing.” 

Marino thanked the student, then found the Physics Department office.  He got a list of 

all faculty, staff, and students.  There was no one named Singh or Benouri in the department, or 

anything remotely similar.  But Marino did notice a grad student named Abbas Khobari.  If he 

wasn’t mistaken, that name was Islamic.  It seemed a likely place to start searching for someone 

who might know Benouri. 

 Marino quickly learned that Khobari had been absent for the past two days.  He hadn’t 

called in sick.  In other words, he’d been missing ever since the tunnel bombing.  From the 

department secretary, Marino got an address near Kendall Square.  Khobari wasn’t in, but 

Marino learned that the address was genuine.  Calling the number Khobari had listed on his MIT 

student information form, Marino got Verizon voice mail.  He decided not to leave a message.  

The form’s emergency contact number was for a Dr. Harold Berg.  Marino found Berg’s office 

among the Eastman Laboratories.   

“I have no idea where Abbas is,” said Berg.   

“But you know him well?” 

“Fairly well.  I’m his thesis advisor.” 

“What nationality is he?” 

“Abbas is from Teheran originally, but he grew up in London.” 

“I take it that he’s Moslem. Is he a devout believer?  Active in Islamic social 

organizations?” 

“He’s no fundamentalist, if that’s what you’re thinking.  As far as I can tell, his only 

interest besides gravitational energy is cricket…      I can give you his parents’ number, if you 

like.  Abbas wrote it down for me last summer.  Just give me a minute to root through my desk.” 

“He didn’t go back home, did he?” 

“No, Abbas wouldn’t do that.  He’s one of my TAs.  He gives tutorials on Thursdays.” 

“Does he have another job besides being a TA?  Pumping gas, for instance.” 

“No.  If he isn’t teaching or playing cricket, he’s always in my lab…   What’s going on?  

You don’t think Abbas is mixed up with these terrorists?” 

“That’s what I’m trying to find out.  Who else knows him?  Does he have a girlfriend?” 

“He’s engaged to a young woman in London.  In fact, she left a message yesterday.  I 
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think my secretary has it.” 

“So she hasn’t heard from him either, not since the Chesapeake Tunnel bombing.” 

“You aren’t seriously suggesting Abbas was mixed up in that?” 

“I don’t know.  But there’s a third terrorist we’re trying to identify.” 

“I’ve seen the pictures.  Abbas doesn’t look a bit like any of them.”   

Dr. Berg brought up the department web site, showed Marino a photo of Abbas Khobari 

assisting on a field trip.  This guy was tall and thin, with a sharply receding hairline, a scholarly 

shyness in his deep brown eyes.  The third terrorist Benouri was squat with thick, black, curly 

hair.  The surveillance photo taken of him in Paris showed a lowering, belligerent expression.  

But just because this grad student wasn’t Benouri didn’t rule him out as a contact.  

Dr. Berg promised to call immediately if Khobari showed up.  From Building 6, Marino 

walked to the main corridor.  He felt very hungry, since he hadn’t stopped to eat all day.  But 

there was no time to go get lunch, so he popped half an energy bar into his mouth.  He came to 

Building 10, under the Great Dome.  He stopped to unfold the campus map he’d gotten from 

MIT’s Information Office.  It showed that if he continued in this direction, he’d come to 

Building 7.  There, he’d find the Dean’s office, where he intended to request a list of all Islamic 

students.  Marino hoped they didn’t slow him down by insisting this was private information. 

As he passed the ElectroMagnetic Studies lab, Marino almost bumped into a gangly 

student.  He just dodged a collision as the young man hurried by, eyes stuck in a notebook.  

Marino turned with surprise, sputtering for air.  A bit of the energy bar was stuck in his 

windpipe.  He tried to shout at Khobari to stop, but could only wheeze.  The TA had a green 

backpack strapped over his shoulders.  Just the sort of green that was the battle color of Islam.  

The backpack’s corners were stretched with something heavy. 

“Halt! FBI!” Marino finally yelled after he’d coughed out the bit of food. 

But now, there were several students between him and Khobari.  They all turned 

immediately.  Khobari didn’t.  He headed for a knot of students waiting outside a lecture hall. 

“Freeze, Khobari!” shouted Marino.  “Let me see your hands!” 

Marino drew his weapon.  All but one of the other students dropped to the marble floor.  

The coed beside Khobari ran away.  Khobari turned around slowly, lowering his notebook. 

“Now set the backpack down and step away,” Marino ordered. 

Khobari gaped at Marino, but started to comply.  He slipped the backpack’s strap off of 

his left shoulder, then let the other strap slide down his right arm. 

“Slowly now.  Just set it down.” 

Khobari flung the heavy pack instead.  Students screamed as it landed halfway to Marino.  
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Instinctively, the agent dropped and rolled.  He came to rest with his face lying in a rut worn 

down by many generations of MIT students.  For what Marino expected to be his last sensation 

on earth, the marble felt pleasantly cool and smooth against his cheek. 

Three seconds later, Marino raised his head.  The bomb hadn’t exploded.  He scrambled 

up and sprinted to the backpack.  Maybe he could yank its fuse. 

“Run!” he yelled at the prone students. 

Most of them obeyed, though a few still huddled with their arms over their heads.  As if 

that would protect them from a blast this close. 

Marino reached the backpack, tore it open, saw only books inside.  He stood, peered 

down the hall where Khobari had fled.  The tall Iranian wasn’t in sight.  Marino started running 

after.  Each time he came to an intersecting corridor, he stopped to peer along its length, but 

didn’t spot Khobari amid the crowds of students.  Everything seemed normal.  There was no one 

in a panic. 

Marino didn’t know which way to go.  He called Campus Security.  Their number was 

printed on his map.  Their headquarters was close, he noticed.  When someone answered, Marino 

identified himself and quickly detailed the situation.  He provided Khobari’s description, asked 

them to search the campus, starting with the main complex that spread out from the Great Dome. 

Marino called the FBI field office next, told Pete Sheridan what had happened. 

“This guy’s connected with Benouri?” asked Sheridan. 

“I’m pretty sure.  He panicked when he saw me.  Threw a backpack, ran.” 

“A backpack?  You mean explosives?” 

“That’s what I thought.  Like in the London subway bombings.” 

“Did it go off?  Was anybody hurt?” 

“No.  It only had books inside.” 

“You didn’t fire, did you?” 

“I couldn’t take the chance.  There was a crowd of students behind him.” 

“Okay.  Good thinking.” 

“Yeah, but he got away.  We have to stop him.  I’m almost positive he’s a link to 

Benouri.” 

“They were seen together?” 

“No, but he flung that backpack when I had my weapon drawn.  Like he knew I’d think it 

was a bomb.  Why would he risk me firing if he wasn’t one of the terrorists?  An ordinary grad 

student wouldn’t act that way.” 

“You’re right.  We’ll have to comb Cambridge for him.  Boston, too.  I’ll alert the airport, 
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train station, and ferries.  We’ll get the cops to issue an APB.   You find out if he has a car.  If 

there’s assigned parking, maybe you can stop him there.” 

“Okay, I’m on it.” 

Marino called Dr. Berg again, learned that grad students parked wherever they could.  

But Berg said he happened to know Khobari drove a rusted, maroon Honda Civic.  He usually 

parked it on Memorial Drive, as close to the Eastman Labs as possible.  If not, then further down 

along the Charles River, where you could get a space most mornings. 

Marino hurried through the huge bronze doors of Building 10, then out into the Great 

Court.  He sprinted across its slushy grass, heading for Memorial Drive.  His eyesight was very 

sharp.  He thought he saw a little brownish car that might be a Civic.  A man was getting in it.  

Bent over, so Marino couldn’t tell if the guy was Khobari.  Now on the sidewalk, Marino dodged 

groups of students, his SIG Sauer back in its shoulder holster. 

The man stood up and closed his door.  He turned out to be short and blond.  The car was 

a Toyota.  Marino quickly scanned the street.  He saw no vacant parking space left by the fleeing 

Khobari, unless this blond guy had slid into it. 

“Did you just park?” Marino yelled.  The guy looked quizzical, so Marino remembered to 

hold up his FBI badge.  “Did you see a Honda Civic pulling out?” 

“No, I’ve been parked here all day.  I was getting some papers from my car.” 

“Sorry to do this, but I have to commandeer it.”  Marino had left his own car in a No 

Parking zone on Mass Ave, with an OFFICIAL BUSINESS sign in the windshield, but it was too 

far away.  “We’ve had a terrorist incident.” 

“Uh, sure,”  said the blond guy, looking worried.  He handed the keys to Marino.  “There 

won’t be shooting, will there?” 

“If there’s damage, you’ll be fully reimbursed.” 

Marino sped along Memorial Drive, then through the underpass at Mass Ave.  He 

continued as far down as the boat house.  There were no gaps along the curb.  None on this side, 

either.  He double parked and scanned the side walk on both sides.  There was no sign of 

Khobari. 

Maybe he’d headed for the subway instead of his car.  Or jumped aboard a bus.  Marino 

knew he should have suggested that Sheridan get these closed down, too. 

Getting out of the Toyota, Marino took a good look at the cars parked along both sides.  

No Civics of any color as far as he could see.  No tall men hurrying down the sidewalk. 

From his pocket, Marino dug out the campus map.  He quickly found what he wanted, 

then got back in the car and sped around to Vassar Street.  There was a parking garage close to 
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the athletic fields.  Professor Berg had mentioned that Khobari played on a cricket team.  If this 

was one of Khobari’s cricket days, maybe he’d parked in the garage.  That way, his car would be 

nearby when he finished playing in the evening.  

Marino saw him half a block before the garage.  Not running, exactly, but moving fast.  

With every third or fourth long stride, he glanced nervously over his shoulder.  Marino was in a 

beater, had no siren on his roof or dash, but Khobari spotted him anyway.  He bolted toward one 

of the athletic buildings.  Marino stamped on his brakes and stopped.  He left the car where it 

was, sprinted around the corner where Khobari had disappeared.  He saw a tall guy dash between 

the ice rink and the running track.  There was something in his hand.  Something metallic and the 

size of a small handgun.  

Marino followed, skirting a hill of snow scraped off the ice rink.  When he turned the 

corner, he saw Khobari’s gangling stride about 200 yards ahead.  He chased across the puddled 

soccer fields, then around an auditorium.  He was momentarily blinded by sunshine glinting off 

the building’s aluminum roof, which curved down to earth like a silvery tri-cornered hat. 

Khobari disappeared into another crowd of students.  Marino picked him up again as a 

ripple of commotion passed by the Student Center.  He chased across Mass Ave, dodging 

through heavy traffic.  A campus cop joined in, but he was too fat to keep up.  Khobari bounded 

up the broad steps on the other side of the road, headed between massive Greek columns into 

Building 7.   

They sure like numbers at this place, Marino thought.  Doesn’t anything have a name? 

“You radio ahead,” Marino called back at the cop.  “Get someone on each door where he 

can come out.  Tell them to be careful.  He has a gun.” 

Marino hurtled up the steps, taking then three at a time, then followed down the hallway.  

The corridor was thick with students.  He ran through Building 2, then Building 10 again.  He 

saw Khobari’s head bobbing under the Great Dome, the same place they’d passed before.   

“FBI! Get Down!” Marino shouted as he drew his weapon.   

Most of the students obeyed, but two facing away did not.  They couldn’t hear him 

because they wore ear buds.  Marino couldn’t fire with them in the way.  Khobari kept on 

running. 

He turned left at the corridor’s far end.  Marino sprinted to the intersection, almost 

slipped as he came around the corner, but caught himself against a burly professor.  He shouted 

sorry as he raced off again.  He’d lost sight of Khobari, but the next set of doors was swinging 

closed.  He made a right turn into Building 16.  Immediately, he noticed the odd smell, like 

moldy bread.   
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He peered through doors as he went down the hall.  Marino felt pretty certain these were 

biology labs.  He saw racks of test tubes being swirled in automated shakers, cabinets full of 

glassware, a bearded man bending over a centrifuge, a woman smearing cultures onto agar 

plates.   

           That’s why Khobari ran here.  I’ve got to watch out or he’ll splatter something deadly on 

me.  

 It made Marino shudder, almost drop his weapon.  He returned it to his shoulder holster.  

He could think of dozens of nasty microbes.  He’d seen the advisories on potential terrorist 

weapons.  Ebola virus, flesh-eating bacteria, Hanta, Anthrax, Q Fever, bubonic plague…     

Feeling increasingly queasy, Marino entered each of the labs, didn’t find anyone who’d 

seen Khobari.  He came to a room identified as the Radiation Suite.  The international radiation 

danger symbol was prominently displayed.  He peered through the door’s tinted glass, saw many 

bottles on the shelves, all with the radiation symbol.  A woman was removing a beaker full of 

yellowish liquid from a refrigerator.  Marino didn’t go inside to question her.  He could see the 

whole room.  There was nowhere Khobari could hide. 

Marino quickly checked the last two labs on this floor.  He was about to head upstairs 

when he saw a door inch open, then quickly close.  He ran back up the corridor, saw it was the 

Animal Suite.  Great, Marino thought, expecting there’d be rats inside.  Nothing he hated worse 

than rodents.  In Arizona as a boy, he’d been bitten by a desert squirrel one time.  Since they 

couldn’t catch it for a rabies test, he had to get fourteen shots in his stomach.  One each day for 

two weeks with a three inch needle. 

Suppressing a shiver, Marino entered cautiously.  Now the mold smell gave way to a 

musky odor.  He drew his weapon once again.  In this room, there were plenty of places for 

Khobari to hide.  Marino inched past rows of cages, not only mice and rats, but rabbits, dogs, and 

cats.  Cages of snakes, lizards, and spiders sat under heat lamps.  The spiders were enormous, 

with thick hairy legs.  If this were a quiz show, he’d guess they were tarantulas.  A nervous sweat 

broke out on his forehead.  He’d never been big on things that bit or stung or crept about. At least 

he’d seen no chimpanzees or monkeys, whatever the scientists used for AIDS research.     

“Who’s in here?” he called.  “Come out slowly and identify yourself.” 

Silence for ten seconds…    then with a sharp metallic clang, the topmost cage toppled at 

him.  Its top came off; large black insects bounced off his face.  Marino yelled in fright, batting 

at a few stuck in his hair.  He’d seen one’s tail curled back, prepared to strike.  He jumped away, 

his heart pounding so hard, he could feel it press against his ribs.  As he spun away from the 

scorpions, his SIG Sauer clattered out of his sweaty grip.  Fortunately, the weapon didn’t 
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discharge.  When Marino crouched to pick it up, he saw that the insects skittering around his feet 

were only crickets. 

Just then, Khobari shoved past.  Marino lunged to grab him, but he was short of breath 

and had no strength.  Khobari pushed him off.  He scrambled down the row, heading for the 

door.  Marino tried to rise.  He’d stumbled into a tier of cages. He found his right hand had gone 

through the mesh cover of a cage of rats.  Looking down in horror, Marino saw one sitting on his 

palm.   

If he tried to move his hand, the rat would bite.  God knows what it was infected with!  

But he had to retrieve his gun before Khobari came back inside and shot him.  Marino closed his 

eyes, steeling himself to jerk his hand away.  If he did it very quickly, maybe the rat wouldn’t 

bite.   

Sweat ran down his whole face now, beading on his chin and nose.  He felt something 

wet on his hand.  He opened his eyes and gaped.  The rat was licking his palm.  It met his eye 

with what Marino could swear was an intelligent expression.  Two more rats began to rub along 

his wrist.  They must be friendly, accustomed to the scientists feeding them. 

He extricated his hand, knelt and found the gun.  He mopped his sleeve over his face, 

because it streamed with sweat.  As he left the room, Marino saw Khobari going through the 

doorway at the corridor’s far end.  There still was no campus cop at it.  Panting hard, Marino 

chased back into Building 6, then across a courtyard, spotting Khobari entering the next building. 

The sign on it said Dreyfus.  Maybe they’ve run out of numbers.  But Khobari was only 

cutting through Dreyfus.  Soon he was outside again.  Marino saw him run behind a statue that 

looked like a giant metal sail.  Then Khobari headed for a tall tower looming to his left.  He ran 

through its shadow, dominated by a giant ball on top.   

Marino wondered what it was for, maybe some kind of planetarium.  The sign on the 

tower identified it as the Green Building.  But it wasn’t green, it was about twenty stories of 

unpainted concrete.  Okay, must be someone’s  name again, some rich geek who donated the 

money. 

He’d lost contact, but Khobari must have gone inside.  Marino entered, went through the 

lobby, came to the elevators.  The indicator signs said the cars were on the 8th and 17th floors.  

The one on the 8th was coming down.  Khobari was only a minute ahead.  Could he have gotten 

to the 17th floor already?  Whatever was up there, it would only get him trapped.  An MIT grad 

student, an expert in gravity or something, he’d be too smart for that. 

“What’s up top?” Marino asked a young woman in a white lab coat.  “What’s that 

sphere?” 
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“You mean the meteorology station?” 

“What would happen if you blew it up?  Is there helium for weather balloons inside it?” 

“No.”  The girl screwed her face at Marino as if he was the densest man she’d ever met.  

“It’s full of instrumentation…   You know, machines we use for measuring the atmosphere.” 

“What else is up there?” 

“This building’s for EAPS.” 

“Eeps?” 

“Earth, Atmospheric, and Planetary Studies.  Down here, it’s mostly  geology.”  She 

motioned at glass cases full of rock specimens that lined the walls.  “You know-” 

“I know what geology means,” snapped Marino.  He showed his badge.  “This is FBI 

business.  Did you see a tall guy run through here?” 

“Nope.” 

“Is there anything dangerous in this building, something a terrorist could use?” 

“Wow, you’re serious..?    There’s the Plasma Mass Spectrometer.”  She saw the blank 

look on Marino’s face.  “It uses a superheated argon plasma to analyze isotopes.  Stick your hand 

in the beam, it would probably vaporize.” 

“I’m talking about danger to other people.” 

“I guess you could throw someone off the roof.   Mostly it’s the other way -- people 

throwing themselves off.” 

“They what?” 

“Sure, every year, we get one or two of those.  Before they built a barrier, the legend goes 

that people used to lie down on the roof because it has a little slope, and then they’d let 

themselves just roll right off.  There’s lots of pressure here, you know.” 

“Don’t they lock the stairway to the roof?” 

“Yeah, I think so, but I’ve never been up there.” 

The right hand elevator reached the lobby, so Marino got in.  He prevented anyone else 

from entering, holding up his badge.  He hit 17, the floor where the other elevator was when he’d 

arrived.  As the elevator rose, Marino called Pete Sheridan again, told him that he possibly had 

Khobari isolated in MIT’s Green Building.   

“Good.  I’ll send backup.  Do you have the building sealed?” 

“Not yet.  I’ll call the Campus Patrol again, but they’re kind of slow.” 

“Okay, I’ll alert the Cambridge cops.  I know they already have squad cars in the area.  

I’ll send the Ninjas, too.” 

Sheridan meant the elite assault team.  Marino thought of requesting a hostage negotiator, 
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but decided not to.  Khobari hadn’t grabbed anyone yet.  Besides, Marino wanted to prove that 

he was capable of arresting this guy, himself.   

He reached the 17th floor, saw no one around, peeked into an unattended suite of offices.  

The plate on the door read Programs in Atmosphere, Ocean, and Climate.  He wondered why 

Khobari would come all the way up here.  He circled the hallway, peering into labs.  He didn’t 

have time to make an exhaustive search.  This guy wasn’t here to hide, he’d come to inflict 

maximum damage.  Back to the elevators now, Marino saw that one was on the 19th Floor.  He 

remembered about the roof.  It still seemed a good place to launch a terrorist attack.   

He raced to the stairway, hurtled to the top landing.  The door was locked, in fact, but he 

had a strong feeling that Khobari was up there.  Marino believed in following his hunches.  

Khobari must have his own key.  Gravity had something to do with the atmosphere, didn’t it?  

Khobari would have done experiments up here.  He’d know just what to blow up, gas lines 

running through the building maybe.  Marino could just see tanks of flaming oxygen, hydrogen 

and whatnot hurtling everywhere across the campus. 

He pressed his gun barrel against the locking cylinder, fired twice, then kicked the door 

open.  On the roof, a stiff gust greeted him.  It felt much colder up here than it had on the ground.  

It felt good, in fact, drying Marino’s sweaty forehead.  The view was beautiful, too.  He could 

see little whitecaps kick up as the wind swept across the Charles.  There were no crew shells on 

the river since it still was winter, but the ice had broken up two weeks ago.  Over in Boston, tiny 

people strolled along the Esplanade, miniature bicyclists and joggers did the path alongside 

Storrow Drive.  Down by Longfellow Bridge, two sailboats that looked the size of bathtub toys 

leaned into a stiff breeze as they skimmed over the cold water. 

Suddenly, Khobari stepped around the weather dome.  A metallic glint came from his 

hand. 

“Drop it!” Marino shouted as he crouched into firing position.   

Khobari raised his arm instead. 

“I don’t know why!” he yelled.   

His accent was very British.  It surprised Marino, but then again, those London bombers 

came from middle class English families, too.  Marino fired, a chest shot. 

 Khobari staggered.  “I love you, Tessa,” he murmured, his gun hand still raised. 

Marino fired again.  The force of the 9mm round spun Khobari around.  He tripped into 

the barrier that ringed the Green Building’s roof.  Just before he toppled over and plummeted to 

McDermott Court below, a cell phone dropped out of his hand. 
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~ 

 

Brandt wrapped up another late night working on the Metroliner bombing, filed it ten 

minutes before deadline, then went to his father’s house.  Rosie and Connor would be home 

tomorrow, then they’d all take Pop out somewhere.  The week had seemed endless without them.  

He didn’t bother knocking on Pop’s front door.  The old man was hard of hearing.  Anyway, 

Brandt could hear the whuppa-whuppa of Pop’s speed bag coming from the basement window.  

He went inside, detoured through the kitchen.  The pills were all spilled out of their MediMinder 

tray’s compartments.  Brandt set it up again, just like he did every day.  He knew Pop’s morning, 

afternoon, and evening doses by heart.   

Finished, Brandt went down the basement stairs, got Pop to come up to the kitchen.  They 

had an orange juice together.  He watched while Pop took all his medicine.  Brandt finished his 

glass of juice, while Pop started on his favorite subject. 

“You ask that girl out yet?”   

Pop was in the habit of stopping by the Post one morning a month.  Not that any of his 

old pals were still around.  The paper wasn’t even printed in D.C. anymore.  The Mitsubishi 

offset presses at College Park would boggle an oldtimer like Pop.  Instead, he liked to hang 

around the news room.  When Shannon came strolling over last time with one of her million watt 

smiles, there’d been little else to do but introduce her.  Ever with a bright eye for the ladies, Pop 

immediately picked up on Shannon’s seductive charm.  Brandt wondered if Pop had ever strayed 

while Mom was still alive. 

“No,” said Brandt just loud enough that Pop wouldn’t accuse him of shouting.  “I told 

you, Shannon’s beautiful and all, I’m pretty sure she’d go out with me, but I just don’t want to 

yet.” 

“Marlene’s not coming back, you know.   She’s been gone, what, two years now?” 

“Barely one.” 

“It’s time.  Rosie and Connor need a mother.” 

“They have one.  Marlene may have cheated, but no one can say she isn’t a great mom.” 

“Great means keeping the family together…    What about you?  How long’s it been 

since you got-” 

“Since I spent the night with a woman?” Brandt cut him off before Pop could put it in 

much cruder terms. 

“That ain’t what we called it in my day.  I’m telling you, that girl in your office, the one 

with the long black hair, I’ll bet she’d knock the dust off you.  Talk about a body.  She’s built 
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like a-” 

“Shannon’s beautiful.  You’re right about that, Pop.  It’s just, I’m not nearly in the right 

place yet.  When I’m ready, you’ll be the first to know.  All right, maybe the second.” 

“I’ll say your head’s in the wrong place.  Like usual, it’s up your-”   

“Hey, did you hear about the Metroliner bombing?” 

“Of course.  It’s been on T.V. all night.” 

“What about the shooting at MIT?”   

If there was anything Dad liked better than advising Brandt about his sex life, it was 

following the news.  He told Pop what he’d learned since yesterday. 

The FBI was close-mouthed once again, stating only that the Khobari case was under 

investigation.  Even Donna Taliaferro had told him little.  President Lewis’s press secretary was 

calling this an important lead in the hunt for the tunnel bombers, but Brandt suspected major 

facts had been withheld.  There was a rumor that the NSA had intercepted Abbas Khobari’s last 

telephone conversation.  If it was to Benouri, Salimmeh, or Kemal, he’d seen no evidence of law 

enforcement zeroing in on a location yet.  

“Sounds like another cover-up to me,” Pop said.  “You keep on those bastards, Davy.” 

Brandt smiled fondly at the old man’s anything but sentimental face.  Most people called 

him Brandt, not Dave, and certainly not Davy.   In fact, his given name was Davis.  But even 

Mom, whose maiden name was Davis, whose family had run to girls so long, there were no more 

Davises left, even Mom had never called him Davis.  It sounded much too stiff, she told him 

once.  The only one who ever used that name was Marlene.  He’d liked it very much, especially 

in her breathless sigh when they made love.   

“Hey, maybe you can help me here,” he said to Pop.  Anything, to chase Marlene from 

his thoughts.   

Brandt felt stymied on his Khalif story.  He couldn’t repeat the things he’d learned  from 

S.T., but Pop had spent forty years at the Post.  Though he’d done it as a pressman, the old man’s 

nose for news was strong as any journalist’s. 

“Sure,” Pop said.  “What is it?  They’re burying the real story again, aren’t they?  

Inventing more enemies with WMDs, scare the country into re-electing them?  Leaking spies’ 

identities?  Ask me, they don’t give a damn about committing treason.  That asshole didn’t even 

have the guts to complete his military service, but his people twisted things until Dan Rather 

became the only story anybody cared about.” 

“That was two administrations back.  We have different problems now.” 

The old man wasn’t senile, but his grasp of time was slipping. 
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“Damn it, I know who’s in the White House.  What I’m saying is this one’s even worse.  

He’d like to turn the terrorism scare into an excuse to stay in power.” 

“These terrorists are real.  You should’ve seen the wreckage out at Seagull Island.  And 

that was only the part above the water. The woods outside Havre de Grace were an absolute 

nightmare.” 

“Of course the terrorists are real. I’m not trying to make them out hobgoblins or turn 

them into good guys.  They’re not.  They’re bitter men without a shred of conscience…   But in 

my day, we knew what to do when faced with evil.” 

“You talking about the terrorists or the President?” 

“Both.  You mark my word, these two things are connected.” 

  

~ 

 

Jim Bonner’s next Secret Shopper assignment took him to Tampa.  As Carl Stenowski, he 

chose and scheduled his own destinations.  The chain of department stores was privately held, its 

owner a reliable supporter.  They’d had the same deal before “Carl” retired as a buyer. 

Jim liked Tampa.  He’d worked here twice before.  Getting in and out of the airport was 

quick, compared to other places.  Plus almost anywhere in Tampa, you could find a good steak 

dinner.  People were friendly, the weather warm.  Maybe he’d retire here for real some day.  No, 

it would be safer to choose a state he’d never worked.  There were still a couple of them left… 

He drove up Florida Avenue, then right on Hillsborough.  It was late and he made all the 

lights, but one.  The house was in a quiet neighborhood.  Jim parked half a block away, then 

watched.  The moon was almost full.  It looked like jade green daylight through his night vision 

scope.  He continued the surveillance from 11:10 p.m. to midnight.  No cops or ambulances 

came. 

The hit had taken place already.  That is, if it went down smoothly.  Jim should get a text 

message soon.  He’d text back the code phrase meaning it looked safe to enter.  Jim was here as 

clean-up crew.  These days, he refused to be the first man in.  A long time back, he’d stopped 

believing he was playing for the good guys.  And ever since that reporter Heisel in Shreveport, 

hits made it hard to sleep.   

The message came.  He wrote back TACO BELL AT 1.  In other words, all quiet.  No 

one had called this in.  So the target had died quietly, probably a quick knife across the throat.  

Jim hoped it didn’t look too professional.  Then he’d have to remove the body, sanitize the place. 

Jim stepped from his rental car, jogged slowly up the block, detected no counter-
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surveillance.  No neighbors were in sight, so he slipped across the guy’s front yard.  It was 

beautifully landscaped beneath the moonlight, lush with bougainvillea and bird-of-paradise and 

hibiscus.  He wondered if the guy’s hobby had been gardening.  More likely, he’d paid some 

yard service to do it.  It wouldn’t be a green-thumbed wife.  Jim’s information said the target was 

divorced and lived alone.   

He didn’t know much more about the guy.  He’d learned long ago you were better off 

knowing only what was necessary.  But Jim could guess some details.  Like his last job, this had 

to do with the campaign.  This guy wasn’t a politician, though.  The house was nice, but nothing 

special.  So he wasn’t a contributor, either.  Could be that he worked for one.  This guy must 

have stumbled onto something that extended far beyond Tampa.   

Jim crept around to the back yard.  The kitchen door was left ajar.  There were motion 

sensors, but the first man had already disabled the security system.  While he was putting on his 

gloves, Jim heard a noise.  He froze, laying flat beneath a bush.  The noise repeated, this time 

louder.  Just someone yelling for his dog.  Jim started to rise, but a large shape came bounding 

around the side of the house.  Jim drew his knife, a K-Bar he’d owned since Laos.   

The beast was huge.  A Bernese Mountain Dog, he thought.  A former girlfriend used to 

have one.  The breed was very protective, with extraordinary strength.  This dog ran straight at 

him.   

Jim stood to meet its lunge.  He felt like shit.  Damn it, he liked dogs.  The last time he’d 

been forced to kill one, he hadn’t kept food down for days.  The job was totally fucked now.  

He’d have to leave.  The owner would come looking for his dead dog soon. 

Except, the dog didn’t leap to maul Jim’s throat.  It slowed and trotted up, its huge tongue 

lolling in a friendly fashion.  It stuck its nose into Jim’s crotch.  He backed away, the bush 

prickling his arms.  The Bernese tried to lick his face.  It was so powerful, Jim could barely push 

away its massive head. 

Its owner shouted again, his voice closer now.  If the guy came back here, Jim would 

have no explanation for his presence.  He was dressed in jogging clothes.  The guy would notice 

that his neighbor’s back door was open.  Jim would get blamed for the murder.  Or else he’d 

have to kill this guy, too.  He didn’t want to do that.  Why did he always take the hard part of a 

job?  The technician could be in and out within a minute.  He had little risk.  But Jim’s work 

could take an hour, even if things went without a hitch.  Which this one hadn’t. 

The owner called a fourth time for his dog.  Now Jim heard him distinctly.  The 

Bernese’s name was Bernie.  Real original.  The owner called even louder.  He must be in the 

target’s front yard now.  With the next shout, the dog gave a deep woof.  He pranced around 
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Jim’s feet.  Clearly, he found the prospect of a romp with Jim more enticing than a boring night 

curled up in his doggy bed.  Jim was forced to raise his knife… 

Before the owner could come into the back yard, Jim bashed the knife’s hilt hard into the 

dog’s nose.  It yelped and took off like an avalanche around the corner. 

“What’s the matter, Bernie?” said the owner with a laugh.  “Those durned raccoons get 

the best of you again?”   

Jim waited until he heard them tramping off.  Peering past a fan palm in the target’s front 

yard, he saw Bernie and his owner go into a house across the street. 

Jim entered the victim’s house, shut its back door quietly behind him.  Though it was 

February, the air was very warm inside.  Technician should’ve switched on the air conditioning 

when he left.  The smell was iron-rich already.  Soon, there’d be the reek of death. 

By the moonlight coming through sheer curtains, Jim found the body in the largest 

bedroom.  He didn’t switch on lamps, but inspected the scene with his MagLite.  He saw a 

jagged rip across the target’s throat, several punctures to the chest, defensive wounds on both 

hands.  Excellent technique.  It looked like the work of a panicked burglar.  Blood had soaked 

the victim’s shirt, both sheets, a blanket, and the mattress.  Dark red spots were splattered on the 

walls. 

Jim rifled the guy’s dresser, in case the technician had left in too much of a hurry to 

attend to this detail.  Probably he had, since the guy’s billfold contained no cash.  But to be on 

the safe side, Jim dumped drawers, ransacked the medicine cabinet, and stole a silver tie clip.  It 

looked like an heirloom, with a family crest.  Whoever the cops asked to go through his stuff, 

maybe an ex-wife or girlfriend, she’d notice it was missing.  In the living room, Jim dropped a 

flat screen television, as if the burglar had thought better of taking it before he fled.   

Jim proceeded to the guy’s den.  It was set up as a home office.  Jim wasn’t here for the 

usual clean-up duty.  He didn’t need to remove all evidence of murder.  In fact, it was much 

better to leave the corpse and bloody crime scene.  This guy wasn’t someone who could simply 

disappear.  He had to make it look like a panicked killing during a burglary.  It did already, but 

there couldn’t be evidence that might be a connection.  In particular, they’d said there must not 

be a cassette tape.  If Jim found any of these, even ones that looked like vintage music, he was to 

bring them in. 

As he searched the desk, Jim could tell this guy was some sort of corporate manager.  Jim 

didn’t stop to read the papers and other business materials he found.  Again, he was much better 

off not knowing.  He left the desk intentionally messy, as if the burglar had combed it for 

valuables.  He moved on to the guy’s computer.   



Enemy of Freedom Paul Coulter 81 
 

  

He didn’t switch it on.  Not something a burglar would do.  He checked the computer 

table’s drawers, saw only CDs, zip disks, manuals, printer paper, a spare cartridge for the ink jet.  

No cassettes.  He returned to the home entertainment system in the living room.  There was a 

rack of DVDs by the plasma television.  Plenty of CDs were stored in a carrel by the stereo, but 

no cassettes or even a tape player.  He hadn’t seen a cassette recorder anywhere in the house.  

Maybe it had been removed already.  But the technician was supposed to work as fast as 

possible.  In and out, no time wasted on a search.  And the tape wouldn’t have been in plain sight 

if it was something worth the target’s life.  If it was in the house at all. 

But they must have reason to think so, or they wouldn’t have killed him now.  The target 

could have kept it in a safe deposit box, left his lawyer instructions to make it public in case he 

disappeared or was found murdered. 

The phone rang in the kitchen.  Jim killed his flashlight.  While it rang six more times, he 

peered through a crack in the living room drapes.  Maybe the dog owner had seen something that 

made him suspicious.  Maybe he was calling to check if the target was okay.  Or maybe he’d 

called the cops.  Sometimes they rang the phone before they entered.  Jim scanned the block.  No 

sirens, no traffic.  No cars in driveways or along the curb that hadn’t been there when Jim 

arrived.  The phone continued ringing.  Seven, eight, nine, ten…  Christ, didn’t this guy believe 

in answering machines…?        Finally, the phone stopped.   

Ten seconds later, an annoying song sounded from the bedroom.  Must be the guy’s 

mother or his girlfriend checking on him.  They’d be worried why he wasn’t home at this hour.  

And now he wasn’t answering his cell phone, either.  Jim returned to the bedroom, found the 

phone in one of the guy’s suit jackets.  He looked at the screen.  It said Tommy.  Maybe that was 

one of his kids.  Or possibly a boyfriend?  Either way, Tommy would be worried.  Jim had to get 

out of here before someone came over.    

 Noticing the time on the phone’s screen, Jim realized he’d been inside for twenty minutes 

already.  Time to get going, even if no one called the cops.  He could smell the guy beginning to 

deteriorate.  Within the hour, the stench would seep outside…   But his whole job seemed to be 

to get the tape.  Jim decided to give it five more minutes. 

 In the freezer, he found a microcassette at the bottom of a full bin of ice cubes.  It was the 

second place he looked.  This guy was no professional.  Jim made sure the freezer looked 

untouched.  He left by the back door, returned to his rental car, spent the night driving to Miami, 

where he turned in the car.  It wasn’t rented in his name, of course.  On his flight back, Jim wrote 

up his Secret Shopper report.  It didn’t matter that he’d never visited the store. 

 Once he got home, Jim decided that he’d better play the tape.  This was a case of 
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necessary information.  If they could kill the target, they could kill the technician and him, too.  

To protect himself, he needed to know what was on the tape.  Jim got out an old mini-recorder 

he’d once used when he’d been a “buyer.”  He put in the microcassette, pressed play. 

 After a long gap, two voices suddenly spoke.  Rapid, almost cutting off each other.  The 

tone was very clear.  

 “We’re talking about a lot of money.  What makes you so sure he’ll listen?” 

 “He’ll do what I tell him.  Dumbshit can’t think for himself.” 

 “And if he does?” 

 “Remember our little problem in Shreveport?  There’s no shortage of ways to create 

accidents.  My specialists are real creative.” 

 “I need a guarantee.  It’s my neck if we back the wrong horse.  I’ve got to assure my 

people the next president will see things our way.” 

 “He will.  That’s a rock solid promise.” 

 Jim listened to the end.  Three times, he rewound the tape and listened to the 

conversation.  Jim understood why this was so important.  The great majority of Americans 

would join him in recognizing the second voice.    

 

~ 

 

 DCIA George Heralis caught up to Stafford Wren outside the dome-shaped auditorium.  

Wren was a longtime agent inside Special Operations.  A remarkably intelligent and resourceful 

man, Wren looked about as harmless as his surname suggested.  Slender, below average in 

height, short gray hair, watery brown eyes, a doughy complexion, features so nondescript they 

seemed to blur together.  You could pass him on the street each day for years, and still not notice 

him.  But he’d notice everything about you.  The perfect spy, in other words.   

 The meeting wasn’t accidental.  Heralis had waited for a routine benefits presentation 

held inside the Bubble.  He needed Wren’s help, but couldn’t have him come through the 

DCIA’s office.  Since he was circumventing Deputy Director Inman, he must avoid all forms of 

paper, telephone, or electronic contact.  Heralis needed to prod the balance between himself and 

Lewis out of stalemate.  His dossier on Shreveport ensured that Lewis didn’t dare replace him.  

Still, Lewis had managed to marginalize Heralis by barring access to every important meeting.  

He’d even discontinued the daily briefings that every previous CIA director held with his 

president.  Meanwhile, Fiske had seen that HID steadily acquired most of the CIA’s domestic 

operations.  Hell, they’d had DNI Lyle expressly order him to keep the CIA’s anti-terrorism role 
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strictly overseas.  Which Heralis could live with, except they’d removed his ability to fund 

paramilitary units.   

 “Haven’t seen you in a while, Birdy,” he said to Wren once they’d walked into the tunnel 

beneath the Memorial Garden.  “How’s Inman treating you?  You’re still running Basil for us, 

right?”  

 “That’s right.  Can’t complain.  It isn’t field work, but I’m getting a bit long in the beak.” 

 “Ha!  Very good.  You always were quicker with the bird jokes than anybody else.” 

 “Something I can do for you?”   

 Wren had understood immediately that this wasn’t a casual chat.  George Heralis was one 

of the most cunning men he’d ever met.  Everything he did was for a reason.  No son of 

privilege, Heralis had maneuvered his way to the top through craft and brains alone. They said 

that even as a kid working after school in a Chicago restaurant, Heralis had organized the other 

busboys to eavesdrop on customers.  He’d tripled his earnings by selling secrets to the local mob 

capo, enough to help his widowed mother move out of a tough neighborhood.  Maybe the story 

was a myth, but it was absolutely true that Heralis had gotten a dean fired for embezzlement 

while an undergraduate at Northwestern.  He’d not only uncovered the evidence, but after his 

appointment as the Search Committee’s student representative, he personally recruited the new 

dean.  After graduating with a perfect academic record, Heralis had been at CIA for thirty years, 

a survivor through six administrations.   

 “Do you remember the agent we called Vlad?” asked Heralis. 

 “Of course.  I was his controller from Bucharest through the Warsaw op.” 

 “When’s the last time you saw him?” 

 “St. Petersburg.  Inman brought me back for the extraction.” 

 “What happened to him after that?  We have nothing in his file.” 

 “He took an early pension.  He was badly wounded in St. Petersburg, you know.  I got 

him to a hospital in Finland.  They had to remove half his liver and a stretch of his intestine.” 

 “An FSS team almost caught him, right?  Vlad killed three, took a bullet in the gut.” 

 “He wasn’t called Vlad then.  Sasha was his name in Russia.” 

 “Of course.  But you introduced him to me once.  He told me he likes Vlad, remember…?   

The point is, what’s become of him?” 

 “He kept his cover.”  They now were in the corridor leading to the New Headquarters 

Building.  It was lined with portraits of former DCIs.  Birdy wondered if they’d allow a painting 

of Heralis to hang here, once they slipped the knife in.  “The last I heard, he takes contract work.  

Inman uses him sometimes.” 
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 “Inman mentioned that.  But my understanding is we have no means of direct contact.” 

 “Standard practice.  If I ever leave, I’ll want the same arrangement.” 

 “Can you find him for me?” 

 “You mean find him without Mr. Inside knowing?” 

 “Inman’s the least of my problems.  But I want this kept extremely quiet.  Can you do 

that?” 

 “Sure, birds of a feather, that’s you and me.  Company’s got damned few of us left.” 

 “Good.  When you’re done, I’ll see you get back in the field.  If that’s what you want.” 

 “Now you’re talking…   Where do I bring Vlad once I find him?” 

 “Nowhere.  Just keep him in sight.  Alert me over Intelink immediately.” 

 “Okay.” 

 “I guess you know surveillance has to be remote.  Vlad’s one of the best there’s ever 

been.” 

 “You don’t have to tell me.  One of his first missions, he got in and out of a Russian 

prison, while being shadowed by the KGB.  To negotiate our deal with Raul Castro, he posed as 

the Bulgarian military attaché in Cuba.  The craziest thing about it is he speaks no Bulgarian.  

Spanish, either.” 

 “He never worked the Middle East, did he?  At least, there’s nothing in his file.” 

 “Not that I know of.  Why?  What’s this about?” 

 “Believe me, you’re better off not knowing.  Just message me the second that you find 

him.” 
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  EIGHT 

 

 

Kyrie was almost glad when her phone rang at 1:30 a.m.  It gave her an excuse to slide 

out from under Boyd.   

“For God sake, let voice mail get it,” he complained. 

“This late?  It must be important.  What if someone’s sick?  What if your dad’s had 

another heart attack?”  His mother would call Kyrie’s phone, since she knew Boyd switched his 

off at night. 

“As if the old prick would have that much consideration.  Whoever it is, get rid of them.  

You know I want you back in bed with me.”   

Boyd sat up with that look, half pout, half grin, that usually came off as irresistible.  Not 

now.  They’d been at it for an hour.  Boyd was proud of his endurance, but she wasn’t even 

close.  She simply couldn’t conjure up the fantasy that he loved her.  These days, he never 

looked into her eyes.  Not even at their most intimate moments.  He didn’t kiss her, either.  Why 

he even bothered probably had more to do with the calendar than actual feelings.  Like those 

reminder lists he always scribbled for himself.  Boyd once told her that he was successful 

because he made himself cross off at least ten things a day.  It was two weeks since they’d had 

sex -- anything more made Boyd feel he was neglecting a manliness requirement.  

For half an hour, Kyrie stayed talking in the kitchen.   The phone call was no emergency.  

It was Daphne, crowing about getting picked to host a fund-raiser for Warren Howe.  Out in 

California, Daphne usually forgot how late it was on the East Coast.  Or couldn’t imagine that 

anyone would consider her phone calls inconvenient.   

After she hung up, Kyrie walked slowly back to bed.  Good – she saw that Boyd had 

fallen asleep.  As she had many times before, Kyrie wondered how his hair stayed perfect during 

sex.  Through sleep, through anything.  Before, it was endearing.  Now it only irritated her.  

Despite seemingly endless stamina, Boyd couldn’t even be bothered to work his boyish curls into 

a sweat.   

Kyrie took a shower, then got back in bed, careful not to wake him.  She couldn’t sleep, 

herself.  She got up, killed several hours reading legal briefs, then decided to unpack Boyd’s 
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overnight bag.  He never thought of it, himself.  Like one of his family’s maids would come to 

do it.  Like his suits magically went to the dry cleaners and back all by themselves.  Funny, she 

used to like doing this for him.  Boyd wouldn’t notice, or thank her for it, but one time he’d 

complimented her on the crisp pleats she’d folded in his underwear.  He also liked the military 

corners she made on their bed’s sheets. 

She finished unpacking, felt no satisfaction.  Kyrie knew why she’d really done it.  But as 

usual, there was no evidence, no condom packets, no slips of paper written in a feminine hand, 

no scent of another woman’s perfume on his shirts.  She kicked the overnight bag into the 

furthest corner of Boyd’s closet.  She didn’t like this suspicion, this discontent and jealousy.  

They weren’t things that she could stand much longer in herself.  She tried to go back to sleep, 

but lay awake until daylight began to seep through the bedroom window.  

The really stupid part about this was that everybody thought she had a perfect life.  

Wonderful family background, elite education, great job, fantastic boyfriend, good looks, rosy 

future.  Oh yeah, she had a perfect life, all right, except these days, she felt bare of happiness…   

The rest of the day was even worse.  Kyrie got nowhere trying to identify the men who’d 

tortured Mahdi el-Maghib.  The CIA, Homeland Security, FBI, DIA, NCTC, all of her agency 

liaisons turned into mutes.  When she finally got hold of Superintendent Murtaugh, he denied the 

incident had happened.  She asked to speak to John Buchanan, the guard who’d let her in, but 

Murtaugh claimed that he was out on sick leave.  Kyrie obtained contact information from the 

Bureau of Prisons, but it turned out to be an address and phone number from eighteen years ago, 

when Buchanan started.   

The phone number was no good, Buchanan wasn’t listed in any of the region’s telephone 

directories, and no one at the address of record knew who he was.  Kyrie tried to Google him, but 

there were thousands of Buchanans with the same first name.  She called the BoP again, asked 

for Buchanan’s social security number.  She was shunted around until she reached the Personnel 

Director, who said she’d have to put a request in writing.  Kyrie wrote it out and faxed it over.  

After a series of phone calls to the French Ministry of Justice, Kyrie was able to verify  

that Imad Khalif’s claims about a lack of warrant and extradition were correct.  Interpol 

confirmed the details of Khalif’s delivery to Zurich.  When Kyrie brought the situation to the 

attention of her boss, he told her to back off.   

“In the first place, that’s out of our jurisdiction,” said Kirk Beardsley, U.S. Attorney for 

the District of Columbia.   

“But we’re prosecuting Imad Khalif.  He’s being held in the same prison as el-Maghib.  

He’s sworn that he’s been tortured there.  I’ve seen physical evidence.  I have another witness, 
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too, one of the guards.” 

“I’ll pass along your allegations to my counterpart in the Northern Virginia district.” 

“My allegations?  I’m telling you, I saw el-Maghib attacked by a fierce dog and then 

severely beaten.” 

“Mr. el-Maghib isn’t our case.  I expect you to know there are larger issues here.  

President Lewis and Attorney General Szymko couldn’t have been clearer in what they expect 

from us.  We can’t let anything derail a successful prosecution.  These are evil men determined 

to harm America.  They killed hundreds blowing up the tunnel and the train, would have killed 

thousands if they’d succeeded with their refinery plan.  Compared to the devastation they aim to 

cause, what’s a little roughing up?  The Victory Act gives us wide latitude in how these men are 

handled.” 

“I know precisely what latitude we’re allowed.  What we’re doing to these prisoners goes 

far beyond it.  I can’t simply turn a blind eye to gross illegality.” 

“Your job is to convict Khalif!  That’s your only job until it’s done.  Are we on the same 

page here?”  Beardsley narrowed his steel gray eyes.  As he glared, a wisp of lank, straw colored 

hair fell across his forehead.  “Don’t make me regret giving you this prosecution.  If you don’t 

feel up to it, there isn’t one lawyer on my staff who wouldn’t jump at the opportunity.”   

Kyrie assured him that she was thoroughly prepared to win the Khalif case.  She didn’t 

argue that the defense might win if they could prove Justice Department illegality.  But as she 

left Beardsley’s office, Kyrie felt determined to learn what really happened.  If it affected what 

Khalif might say in the courtroom, it was her responsibility to know.   

By the book, she should ask the Office of Professional Responsibility to look into this.  

But OPR investigations took forever.  Even then, she wouldn’t have exhausted all official 

avenues.  If warranted, the Attorney General would settle the issue.  Or even the next president, 

since this could take two or three years.  The country couldn’t afford this kind of delay.  The war 

on terrorism might be won by ignoring legality, but that wasn’t winning.  It was letting the 

terrorists force the U.S. into fascism. 

If she was fired over this, Kyrie knew it wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world.  Even if 

they engineered her disbarment, she could open up the aikido dojo she’d thought about so many 

times.  She’d saved a little money.  But what if they accused her of revealing classified material?  

She’d be careful to do no such thing.  Still, Kyrie wasn’t naïve, despite Imad Khalif’s taunts.  

They could easily rig files to make her appear guilty. 

It didn’t change her mind.  She had to stand up for America’s most cherished principles.  

Like Dad always said, you can’t just call yourself a patriot.  You have to walk the walk.   If those 
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above her were unresponsive to a gross abuse of power, going public was the only proper 

recourse.  Kyrie took three deep breaths, then lifted her telephone’s receiver. 

 

~ 

 

John Talbott flew on a corporate jet to Davenport, Iowa.  He was chauffeured to the 

estate where Vice President Howe was staying.  Howe would be back in Washington tomorrow, 

but Talbott’s clients felt this couldn’t wait.  Talbott enjoyed a top reputation as a campaign 

consultant.  He’d proved his mettle with President Lewis’s first election, then repeated his 

success four years later.  He knew Howe very well from both campaigns. 

“This bombing’s practically handed you the presidency,” Talbott told Howe once they 

were alone.  “All you have to do is pound the drums.” 

“That’s what I’m doing.  My speech made all the news shows.” 

“My speech, you mean.” 

“Yeah, Brad said you e-mailed it to him.  You did a terrific job.”  Howe’s fleshy lips held 

a smile for several seconds.  His posture stiffened with resentment.  “But I’m the one who had to 

sell it.  Everyone says it went over great.  None of the others got half the coverage I did.” 

“None of your primary opponents.  They’re not the ones we have to beat.” 

“What about Harrison?  The old ladies out here, they just eat him up.  And Mohler’s 

smooth.  He can really whip up the God and family crowd.”  

Warren Howe was one of the least self-confident men Talbott had ever met.  Like he 

realized that he was about as smart as your average ditch digger.  He’d managed so far on his 

looks and good ole boy personality.  But the charm he’d radiate in public merely covered deep 

and well-earned feelings of inferiority.  If it hadn’t meant alienating Texas in the last campaign, 

President Lewis never would have kept him on the ticket. 

“You’ve got the nomination,” Talbott said.  “You did before we started.  Now you have 

to grab the initiative for the Fall.  We need you to really work the terrorism angle.  These 

assholes have handed us the election.” 

Howe gave him an odd expression.  His lips parted, as if he’d like to ask if the tunnel 

bombing wasn’t a bit convenient.     

Talbott saw the question in Howe’s pale blue eyes.  His answer would have been that the 

terrorists received no help…   but it wasn’t a bad idea.  The real answer, not the one he would 

have given Howe.  No matter, since Howe didn’t have the balls to raise the subject.   

“One speech isn’t good enough, okay?” continued Talbott.  “You did nothing today but 
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talk about abortion.  Every chance you get, you have to drive home that it’s us or them.  Hammer 

Mitchell and the others about standing in the way of law enforcement.” 

“But they’re just as much against terrorists as us.  Did you hear what Metzfeld 

proposed?” 

“Doesn’t matter.  People don’t pay close attention.  Long as you keep saying it was 

liberal weakness that got us in this mess.  .Just stick to the script, would you?” 

 “Hey, I respect your opinion, I really do, but this is my campaign.  I’m not Slick Lewis’s 

sidekick anymore.” 

“I sure as hell hope you never say that in public.” 

 “You know every word I say.  You get a daily transcript.” 

“Damned right I do.  Good thing…        Speaking of which, we’re sending you a better 

speechwriter.  You need someone with more experience.  I can’t sanitize your mess every time 

your guy screws up.” 

“Brad hired the kid.  I trust his judgment.” 

“Yeah, that’s another speaking-of-which.  You need a different campaign manager.  Brad 

Criswell’s got to go.” 

“Now see here!  You’ve got no right to give me orders.  I’m the Vice President of the 

United States.” 

“And I’m the guy who got you there both times.”  Talbott stopped beside the pool.  He 

waited for Howe to look him in the eye.  “It took us long enough to get back in the White House.  

We’ve got Washington just the way we want it.  The country’s in our firm control.  Things are 

going very well.  I’ll be damned if we’ll let the other side have it back.” 

“They won’t get it, will they?  I’m way up in the polls.” 

“You were dropping like a stone until the tunnel bombing.” 

“Yeah, but now I’m up twelve points over Metzfeld.  More over the others.” 

“You’ve been in politics all your life.  Haven’t you learned anything?  It always tightens 

up after the conventions.  So be a good boy and listen to advice.  I don’t come cheap.  The men 

who pay my retainer like to know their money’s going to good use.” 

“Sure, I know.  You can tell them I value their support.  But this is my campaign and 

there are other issues.  They’re important to me, John. They’ve given me a long career.” 

“Damn it, are you listening?  There’s one issue.  Only one.  You’ve got that?  It’s called 

winning.  Just hammer on the terrorism.  Do that, and even a droning clown like you can’t lose 

this race.  Don’t fuck this up, I’m warning you.” 

“Is that some kind of threat?” 
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Howe tried to look like a man of great authority, but his eyes kept darting to his secret 

service escort waiting on the terrace. 

“Damned right it’s a threat.  You fuck this up…    do you remember that thunderstorm in 

Shreveport during the first race?” 

“You mean when Hei-” 

“Don’t say his name!  For Christ sake, how did an idiot like you ever get to be governor 

of Texas, let alone Vice President?  That was a car crash.  Case closed.  I never want to hear 

another word about it.” 

“I only meant-”  A vicious sigh from Talbott stopped him.   “Geez, if we can’t speak 

freely here, is there anyplace that’s safe from microphones?” 

“Always assume there isn’t.   And don’t fuck up again.  We’re not giving this goddamned 

country back.”        
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NINE 
 

 

Davis Brandt wasn’t what Kyrie expected.  Which was basically an obnoxious egotist, 

someone who sniped at authority to gain attention.  The tone of his articles was always anti-

administration, while she was a firm supporter.  Even during an airtight case like the Potomac 

Jihad, he’d slammed the government’s approach.  His phone messages during the Oueddine trial 

had been increasingly combative.  She’d imagined a bulldog type, a short, paunchy man with a 

Napoleonic complex.   

This guy was about 6’4” and very fit.  He had a deep and reassuring voice, a confident 

way of speaking.  He would have made a popular news anchor.  Brandt wasn’t exactly 

handsome, more like rugged, with probing, dark-hued eyes.  Something like a young Abe 

Lincoln.  Appropriate, since they were meeting in front of the Lincoln Memorial.  They moved 

off to the side, much closer to the water than the Memorial’s broad steps.  Among these crowds 

of people, they must be careful not to wind up in someone’s vacation photos. 

They came to a stop, but neither one said anything.  Brandt studied Kyrie for several 

seconds, thinking how to describe her self-assured expression.  He noticed that Kyrie’s plum 

colored blouse was the exact shade of her eyes.  Or would you call them amethyst?  He 

wondered if she often wore this color.  The sunlight sweeping off the water made her irises 

sparkle with a brightness equal to the fabric.  The other thing about her eyes was that he’d rarely 

seen such conviction.  There was also just a touch of innocence.  Brandt resisted bringing out his 

notepad, but the article was already forming in his mind. 

“Okay, here’s what I’d really like to know,” he said.  “Why me?  If the press had a 

betting pool on this, I’d be the last one picked to get an exclusive.  You never returned my calls 

during the Oueddine trial.  Your politics are the opposite of mine.  Now you’re suddenly giving 

interviews, when it isn’t even public that you’ve got the Khalif case.” 

“This isn’t an interview.  And you can’t report I’m prosecuting Imad Khalif.  I haven’t 

filed charges yet.” 

“But you’re about to.” 

“That isn’t certain.” 
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“Why?  Is there some doubt about his guilt?” 

“No doubt at all.  Khalif’s a major threat, determined to attack us.  The Chesapeake 

Tunnel and Metroliner attacks show all the earmarks of his careful planning.  I’m afraid that 

there’ll be more.  He’d like to kill as many Americans as possible.” 

“No argument.  But why have you come to me?” 

“This is off the record.  Agreed?” 

“What’s off the record?  You’ll have to give me more than that.” 

“I can’t.  Not until I have your promise that you’ll do this my way.  You’ll get your story, 

but we have to make sure every word is true.” 

“You do realize that’s an insult?  Basically you’re saying I’d write anything to stir up 

trouble.” 

Brandt’s expression stayed completely calm.  He’d heard much worse before.  But he felt 

increasing agitation.  What was it about this woman that disturbed him? 

“I meant it as just the opposite of an insult,” Kyrie said.  “I’m talking to you because you 

have a strong reputation as an investigative journalist.  Your angle’s usually anti-government, 

and I can’t agree with that, but you almost always get your facts right.  I’m about to knock heads 

with the most powerful men in the world.  I need a journalist with unimpeachable integrity.  I 

think that might be you.” 

“You do?”  To cover his surprise, Brandt turned to watch a seagull swoop low over the 

water.  He rearranged his face and then turned back.  “Wow, us hacks usually go through whole 

careers without hearing anything so nice.  I guess I’m honored.” 

Kyrie’s mouth flinched into a grimace.  Brandt really was a self-righteous prick.  Her 

compliment had been sincere.  Why did  he have to be a sarcastic asshole? It didn’t go well with 

his face.  She wondered if other people noticed Brandt’s resemblance to the young, wood-

chopping Abe.  Mentally, she sketched a Lincoln beard onto Brandt’s lean face.  She made it 

chestnut brown to match his hair.  There, give him a stovepipe hat and he looked ready to deliver 

the Gettysburg Address.  She erased these props, then pictured Brandt in a gladiator’s helmet.  

There was something very familiar about him. 

Now she had it.  She’d once seen him in the ACC championship. 

“You played lacrosse, didn’t you?” Kyrie asked.   

“Yeah, ten years ago.  You rooted for Maryland?” 

“No, my boyfriend’s cousin went to Princeton.” 

“We had them in the semi-finals my junior year.” 

“You mean you crushed them.  My boyfriend still plays the tape, every time his cousin 
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Todd visits. That was him you wiped out in the first quarter.”  

“Todd Jenks, their star attackman?” 

“Right.  Todd’s a great guy.  I mean, he laughs about that hit, but I swear, my boyfriend 

still gets furious about it.” 

“I guess you know Jenks was All-American three years.    He went pro the next year.  

Still plays in the league for Buffalo.” 

“My boyfriend says Todd’s retiring next year.” 

“Is he really?  Looks at the top of his game to me.”   

Brandt watched Kyrie with appreciation.  He noticed that she’d used the words “my 

boyfriend” four times in the last half minute.  Her way of deflecting unwanted attention.  Well, 

sure.  A woman this pretty, guys must swarm around her constantly.  Brandt also noticed that she 

made his chest feel tight.   

Well, I’ll be damned.  First woman in a long time who’s done that...     But she’s made a 

point of telling me she isn’t interested.  No sweat.  We’ll keep this strictly  professional.   

“Todd’s got three young children,” said Kyrie.  “He has to think about their future.  My 

boyfriend’s going to get him something at Treasury, where he has connections.” 

“That’s nice of him…”  Brandt didn’t want to say what he really thought about the old 

boy network.  “How did you recognize me, anyway?  I always thought our lacrosse helmets 

made us look like a drone army.” 

“You gave an interview after Maryland beat Virginia in the finals.” 

“You have a tape of that game, too?” 

“I saw it on T.V.” 

“You must really be a fan.  Did you play lacrosse, yourself?” 

“No, except a few times in gym class.” 

“You look like a lacrosse player.  I bet you would’ve been good.  You’ve got those 

runner’s legs, strong arms, probably a lot of agility judging from your lines.” 

“Those are from martial arts.”  Or maybe I’m supposed to say thanks.  Was that supposed 

to be a compliment?  “I’ve trained in aikido most of my life.”  

“Oh.  I’ll bet that comes in handy in the court room.  I thought you had unusual grace and 

power, the way you stalked between the jury box and witness stand.  Like a cheetah about to 

pounce.” 

“You wrote that cheetah line about me when you covered the Oueddine trial.” 

“I meant it in the nicest way.”  Brandt’s mouth spread into an easy grin.  “I’ve got to tell 

you, I didn’t agree with the government’s case, but that’s the most I’ve ever enjoyed watching a 
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prosecutor go about her business.” 

“Thank you…   I guess.”   

That definitely was a compliment.  But to look at his face and body language, Brandt 

seemed unaware that he was coming on to her.  Kyrie frowned.  First sarcasm, now flattery.  

Neither one went with his face.  Maybe she was misreading Brandt.   

But this didn’t seem right, either.  Kyrie knew she shouldn’t be studying his features.  It 

felt like disloyalty to Boyd.  She stared at the Reflecting Pool.  She decided to finish what she’d 

come to do.  It was her job.  And no – Kirk Beardsley was wrong – it wasn’t just to prosecute.  

Kyrie was an officer of the Justice Department.  Her prime responsibility was to see that truth 

was served.   

“You’re welcome, Miss Langford,” said Brandt after a long pause.   

“Kyrie.” 

“Kyrie, sure.” 

“And what should I call you?  Didn’t they use to call you Bruiser on the Terrapins?” 

“That’s about the nicest it ever got.  Every time we played, Jenks drew penalties by 

goading me with ‘Muffin.’” 

“Oh, I get it, as in Brandt Muffin…  Well, I won’t do that.  You first name’s Davis, isn’t 

it?” 

“Most people call me Brandt.” 

“Is that what you like?” 

“Not really…    If we’re going to work together, you should call me, uh, Dave.” 

“Okay, Dave it is.  So you think this is a good idea, us working together?  You won’t 

print anything before I tell you?” 

“I’ve never made that kind of deal before…    What the hell -- all right, you have my 

word.  I think you have a lot of integrity, too.”  He watched Kyrie smile cautiously as she nodded 

thanks.   Brandt liked the touch of pink that crept into her cheeks.  “So what is it you’ve come to 

tell me?” 

Kyrie laid out the whole Khalif mess.  The kidnapping, the torture she’d witnessed, the 

torture he’d described, her superiors’ determination that Khalif must be found guilty and 

executed.  No matter which sections of the Constitution got trampled.  Brandt, in turn, told Kyrie 

about his last conversation with S.T.  They agreed that Kyrie should try to find out what 

document was in Kirk Beardsley’s possession that could blow apart the Khalif case. 

 

~ 
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Donna Taliaferro felt like a thin dress dragged through an old-time mangle.  Her head 

was pounding and she hadn’t slept more than ragged snatches all night long.  Erica had 

threatened to kill herself if they wouldn’t let her see Jason.  They’d taken her to the county Crisis 

Center, sat for hours with her until Erica’s name was called.  The whole time, she’d refused to 

say a word to them.  But when she was finally examined by the psychiatrist on call, she had no 

trouble cursing him out.   

The nice, white-bearded doctor agreed that Erica probably wasn’t suicidal.  They told 

him that she’d made the same threats when they pressed statutory rape charges against Blaine.  

In fact, she’d sworn to kill herself three times before.  Each incident came right after they chased 

off another loser boyfriend much too old for Erica.   

Still, they had to take these threats seriously.  Last night, they’d scrambled to find a 

counseling program willing to take her.  But there were no residential facilities with openings.  

Multiple failed drug tests didn’t get teens admitted.  A minimum of two court convictions 

seemed to be a prerequisite.  Erica wasn’t nearly screwed up enough to qualify.        

Though Donna knew she really should be home with Erica, she joined Reggie Dixon and 

Al Straub at Fort A. P. Hill.  The hunt had caught a break that morning.  MPs patrolled the 

woods outside the base’s perimeter every day.  The murdered couple was found at 7:12 a.m. and 

state police called to the scene.  While Salimmeh had emptied the victims’ pockets and large 

caliber bullets had made gaping exit wounds through their faces, the husband had an embedded 

medical alert chip in his forearm.  Apparently, the terrorists were unfamiliar with these. 

The man and woman were quickly identified.  A sister-in-law knew they’d been at a 

crafts fair in the Williamsburg area the day before.  An APB was put out for their vehicle, a light 

blue 2007 AeroStar.  Donna got the sister-in-law’s number, spoke to her again.  She learned that 

the couple liked to stop for dinner at a plaza on Route 17.  A search of the parking lot turned up a 

green Infiniti with plastic flowers dumped in its back seat.   

The Infiniti was registered to a Ronald Kerr from Vienna, Virginia.  Kerr’s wife said he 

was on a week-long business trip to Houston.  Reggie Dixon called Kerr’s company, while 

Donna called his cell.  Both checked out fine.  Donna got Kerr’s permission to search his vehicle 

without waiting for a warrant.   

Besides the plastic flowers, there was no other evidence.  The terrorists must have been 

careful to wear gloves – other than Kerr’s, there were no prints in the car.  Al Straub carefully 

brushed its floor and came up with a few black hairs.  They learned from Kerr that he was blond, 

while his wife and children all had light brown hair.  Kerr said he was on the obsessive side 
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about keeping his Infiniti clean – he washed and vacuumed it twice a week, even in the winter. 

Meanwhile, the hundreds of agents assigned to this case were making progress.  They’d 

interviewed dozens of people who’d had contact with the bombers in their guises as Adam 

Karamanlian and Vijay Gupta.  Most were eager to tell everything they knew, no matter how 

fleeting their association with the terrorists had been.  Even those who didn’t relish attention 

from the FBI had good incentive to cooperate.  The Victory Act made it a felony to withhold 

information in an investigation relating to national security. 

Donna had assigned Walt Traynor’s team to assist in the Metroliner investigation.  At the 

blast site on the tracks, Ken Bridger found fragments from a TMA-3 fuse.  A Yugoslav anti-tank 

mine.  Large stocks had gone missing soon after the nation fell apart.  Traynor contacted SIOC’s 

ordnance expert, who said it was a favorite of al-Qaeda and other terrorist groups.  Traynor had 

his team carefully screen the surrounding woods, but they found no other clues to who had laid 

the mine.  

The timing pointed to the tunnel bombers.  Finding the murdered couple proved they’d 

fled in this direction.  They’d also demonstrated an ability to handle high explosives.  A desire to 

cause mass casualties.  And their deadline for Khalif’s release had passed shortly before they’d 

attacked the train.   

Donna also had a team tracking down users of fraudulent identities.  She assumed that 

Salimmeh and Kemal were smart enough to change identities again.  Fraudulent identities were 

different from stolen ones – Khalif’s operation was far too slick to use i.d. that could quickly be 

invalidated.  But the FBI had instituted a database of U.S. children who’d died before the age of 

two, a favorite target of criminals who sought new identities.   

 Donna particularly despised felons who used this scam.  Nineteen years ago, she and 

Phil had buried their infant son Andrew.  She still visited his grave every Sunday.  The least little 

thing could remind her of Andrew’s sweet and curiously wise face. 

Just last weekend, Erica had asked again about this firstborn brother.  When she was 

little, Erica often asked about the photo of him in the den.  Donna had always felt too sad to 

explain much more than he was Erica’s brother up in heaven.  He’d only lived a month.   But 

Erica was very tender with his memory.  The damnedest thing about Erica’s current crisis was 

that she really was a generous and loving kid. 

 Now that Erica was old enough, Donna finally felt ready to talk about Andrew.  After 

church last Sunday, she’d answered all of Erica’s questions patiently as they sat tidying the 

grave. 

“He was my first.  I wasn’t that much older than you are now.  Just twenty-two, fresh out 
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of school.  It’s an amazing thing to bring life out of your own body.  You fall in love so instantly.  

That’s how I felt with you.” 

“Did he look like me?  Or was he, you know-” 

“No, Andrew’s illness didn’t show up on the outside.  He was perfect.  So were you.  

Two of the most beautiful babies I’ve ever seen.” 

“He didn’t suffer?” 

“I don’t think so, honey.  He didn’t cry much at all.  Just when he was hungry.  So at least 

he had a healthy appetite.  I think that he enjoyed his life, the short time that it lasted.” 

“That’s good…      Dad says I cried all the time.” 

“You sure did.  At first, you hardly ever slept.” 

“But Andrew did?” 

“Like a lamb.  The funny thing is, I missed about as much sleep with him as I did with 

you.  That’s because I’d stand by his crib for hours, just gazing at your brother.” 

Donna felt a jolt of anger picturing some creep standing in front of the tiny stone, 

copying down the information.   But she also felt so heartened to remind herself about the core of 

goodness in her daughter’s soul. 

This investigation was the first major use of the previously unreported database of 

duplicate birth certificate requests.  Donna’s team found hundreds of instances that might be 

individuals establishing fraudulent identities.  Some turned out to be legitimate; most did not.  

FBI agents arrested scores of people who’d obtained driver’s licenses, social security cards, and 

other i.d. through this ruse.  They’d stuck to records from the last two years, since the names 

“Adam Karamanlian” and “Vijay Gupta” first appeared in the U.S. during this time frame.  So 

far, none of those arrested could be tied to Khalif’s cell.  

 The AeroStar turned up that evening in Nashville.  Odd, thought Donna.  They headed 

north to bomb the Metroliner, then reversed direction.  But it was clear that Salimmeh and 

Kemal had been inside the AeroStar.  They hadn’t been careful about gloves this time – a thumb 

print and a complete set turned up on the boxes left in back.  Also bits of dried blood and brain 

material.  Judging from past experience, they’d flaked off from the terrorists’ skin and clothing.  

Samples sent back to the lab matched the murdered couple. 

“Our perps stood right behind, got some back splatter on their faces,” Donna said to 

Reggie Dixon.  They watched the map board assigned to this operation on the SIOC watch floor.  

“These guys are vicious.  It’s one thing to blow up trains and tunnels.  But you have to be totally 

heartless to shoot innocent people from so close.” 

“They used thirty-eights,” said Dixon.  “Ballistics has no matches in the database, so we 
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can’t trace the murder weapons yet.” 

“No, but now we’ve got prints,” said Donna.  “And the hairs check out as Middle Eastern 

in origin.  Two different men, the specialist confirms.” 

“Any match to known terrorists?  What does NJTTF say?”  Dixon was referring to the 

National Joint Terrorism Task Force, SIOC’s operational nerve center. 

“They don’t have anything.  But there’s no reason they would.  Until now, all of the 

Islamic Force’s attacks have been suicide operations.” 

“How about we make a request to the Tunisian government?” said Dixon.   

“Good idea.  See if they have prints of Salimmeh.  And Kemal is a Syrian, so ask 

Damascus, too.”   

“What about Benouri?  He’s from Algeria.” 

“That might be a lot harder.  They don’t usually cooperate.” 

“Can’t hurt to take a shot,” said Dixon.   

“Okay.” 

“What about Nashville.  Anything else I should be doing?” 

“No, I think you’ve got it covered.”  Donna scribbled on a pad as she thought about it.  

“Let’s see – we have every available agent combing eastern Tennessee and the surrounding 

states.  Every motel, hotel, boarding house, and shelter’s being checked.  Every restaurant and 

gas station.  Airports, bus and train stations, car rental agencies.  Every mosque.” 

“Yeah, and there turn out to be quite a few.” 

“Check the ones around D.C., too.  They may have spent some time here casing targets.” 

“Right.  Like Congressman Green.  Should I check with his office, too?  Maybe one of 

his staff noticed Salimmeh or Kemal.” 

“It’s possible.  But you do the mosques.  I’ll take care of Green’s office, myself.” 

“Okay…    We’ve also checked every new or used car dealer in Nashville.  Trouble is, 

there’ve been at least fourteen vehicles stolen during the day, according to Nashville police.  One 

was a carjack, but the perp was black.” 

“At least we’ve got them localized.” 

“We’ll nail them soon.” 

“We’d better,” said Donna.  “I have a bad feeling they’ll do something even larger if we 

don’t get them first.”  

 

~ 
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The girl was perfect.  Eyes the smoky color of an August sky.  Long, soft hair like a field 

of summer flax, reddish blonde as if reflecting the sunrise.  Shapely, just short of voluptuous, but 

with the distinct aura of innocence.  A sweet and happy face, a heartland kind of wholesomeness.  

They’d chosen her with Iowa in mind, of course.  But that was weeks ago.  They couldn’t know 

the schedule would shift to New Hampshire today.   

It mattered little.  Jim Bonner was available and they wanted it done without delay.  This 

girl Erin had worked hard since volunteering.  Everyone in Governor Metzfeld’s campaign liked 

her.  She’d come to the candidate’s attention for her enthusiasm and vivacious personality.  She 

was great at rallies, staying exactly on message, winning people over with her smile.  Jim could 

see she’d do well as an actress, exactly what Erin aimed to be.  When they’d auditioned her, 

she’d been open about her goals.  She’d radiated honesty, in fact – just the quality they wanted.  

Erin hoped the publicity from this would launch her film career. 

When Erin texted that she’d been asked to join the campaign swing to Manchester, Jim 

followed her to New Hampshire.  Once he knew Erin’s room number, it was easy to equip it with 

A/V capabilities.  There was no Secret Service detail in the candidate’s entourage.  That only 

happened after one of them became the nominee.  So when they all went out to dinner, Jim 

installed a tiny camera and microphone into the room’s ceiling.  The rest was up to Erin. 

She didn’t disappoint.  Metzfeld made it easy, as they thought he might.  There’d been 

rumors that he gave a wide interpretation to monogamy, but never anything proven.  Those 

reporters who’d dug into Metzfeld’s background reported him an attentive husband, a doting 

father and grandfather.  Which was quite true.  But it was also true he’d had two long-term 

relationships when he’d been a Senator.  Both women remained loyal after the affairs had run 

their course.  Why wouldn’t they?  Metzfeld was a great guy, generous, able to do more for them 

as a friend than as an enemy.  Metzfeld was so discreet about keeping secrets, his own as well as 

others, he’d been among the most respected men in Congress.   

As for the reporters, they considered him the best interview in the whole campaign.  He’d 

earned a reputation as candid, intelligent, hard-working, and rarest of all for a politician, 

sincerely interested in bettering the lives of his constituents.  Unusual for the press, they hadn’t 

probed relentlessly into his personal life.  Most considered the infidelity excusable, because he’d 

long endured a loveless marriage to a cold bitch for the sake of his three children.  Even those 

who didn’t share Metzfeld’s populist philosophy wouldn’t mind seeing him promoted from 

Governor to President. 

Erin stayed with Metzfeld in the hotel lounge until the others all turned in.  She was a 

good listener, but knew when to add small stories of her own.  Metzfeld finished describing his 



Enemy of Freedom Paul Coulter 100 
 

  

youngest grandson’s misadventure with a snapping turtle, drawing a peal of laughter.  When Erin 

finished her drink, Metzfeld suggested a nightcap in his suite. 

“Is that wise, Governor?” she asked.  “You have Chaz and Dorrie in rooms on either side.  

Someone might hear us.” 

“Why, do you slurp loudly when you drink?”  Metzfeld grinned to match the devilish 

twinkle in his eyes.  “So far you’ve been a perfectly demure young lady.” 

“You know very well what kind of noise I might be making.  I have a feeling that a man 

like you will bring it out, no matter how quiet I try to be…   But my room’s down the hall, away 

from everyone.  And I have a bottle of Jack Daniels, which I happen to know is your favorite.” 

In Erin’s room, the bottle was cracked open.  They had two shots apiece, then Jim 

watched on his monitor as other things were opened.  First, the six buttons of Erin’s blouse.  

Then Metzfeld’s belt and zipper.  Then Erin’s lacy, cream-colored bra.  Her breasts were creamy, 

too.  Large and firm, with delicate, pink nipples. Though Erin was from Florida, there was no 

trace of a bikini line.   

The Senator kissed the hollow of her throat, while he caressed her breasts.   Erin pushed 

them up to envelop his face.  While Metzfeld gave each nipple slow attention, Erin pulled down 

his pants, then teased her fingers beneath his shorts.  Metzfeld kissed his way down her pale 

abdomen, removed her skirt and thong.  Reaching behind, he grasped two handfuls of her nicely 

rounded ass, then licked his way along her thighs.   

The audio quality was excellent, and Erin’s soft moans sounded very real.  She really 

might have a future as an actress.  Something legitimate, not just porn.  Because she looked like 

she was a young woman consumed with passion for a man she’d long desired.  Metzfeld was 

pleasant in appearance, but no young stud.  Yet as she knotted her fingers through his hair, as her 

angelic face tilted back with bliss, Erin appeared to be in love.  Jim wished he had close-up 

ability on this camera.  He’d bet anything that she was dripping wet.   

When he’d first recruited Erin, she’d offered Jim a try-out.  He’d declined, of course.  

Not that he didn’t find Erin powerfully seductive, but Jim preferred to find lovers on his own.  

Unlike Metzfeld, he was very fit.  Despite his weathered face, women found him handsome.  He 

still caught glances from young charmers half his age.  But not a third his age, like Erin.  

Whatever she’d thought to accomplish with her offer, it wasn’t real.   

Her moans increased in volume as Metzfeld kissed and lapped away.  At one point, she 

stared wide eyed at the ceiling, mouth agape, breaths rapid, but never directly at the spot.  Jim 

nodded with approval.  He’d chosen well.  This girl was sensible enough not to spoil the shot by 

revealing that she knew about the camera.   
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Metzfeld was a generous lover, twice bringing Erin to a shuddering orgasm before he 

raised her hips and entered her.  Jim wasn’t a bit surprised that Metzfeld saw to Erin’s needs 

first.  It was clear he regarded her sounds of delight as the height of pleasure.  The man’s 

reputation as an altruist had always seemed genuine.  That this tape would destroy any chance 

for Metzfeld to win the presidency didn’t bother Jim, either.   

He didn’t particularly like the sleaze of this assignment, but in his long career, Jim had 

done much worse.  He’d once blackmailed an East German diplomat, made the man appear to be 

a pederast.  The man’s family had disowned him – he’d blown his brains out in the end.  Jim had 

killed men without question, he’d kidnapped children and firebombed places of worship.  All in 

the service of his country.   

Maybe it wasn’t the way he’d been raised, maybe it would shame his parents if they’d 

lived to see this, but damn it, he’d taken a god-given skill and made the most of it.  This was 

precisely what he was good at, his purpose in the world.  Isn’t that what Dad had told him he 

should find?  It was a cold Spring day out in the barn, sometime around Easter if he remembered, 

when they’d had a serious talk about his future.   

“You’re a smart boy, Jim, not afraid of work.  I’m proud about the way you finish 

everything you start.  But I see you’re restless, too.  You have a hard time finding happiness.  My 

advice is figure out where your real talent lies, something you enjoy doing, something you’d 

even do for free, if you didn’t have to pay the bills and put food on the table…”    

 Dad probably meant something like engineering.  He knew I’d never be satisfied 

growing corn.  But I did find something I enjoy, something that I’m very good at.  For the most 

part, I’ve served the greater good. 

All right, to be honest, Jim felt torn about it.   There was strong satisfaction that he’d lost 

none of his skill.  But he also was disgusted that it came in the service of such a dishonorable 

employer.  Still, he’d contracted to do this job.  He took pride in never quitting what he’d started.  

More importantly, no one had yet linked the names Jim Bonner and Carl Stenowski.  If he 

walked out on this assignment, someone would wonder why. 

No, he could live with taking shitty jobs like this.  He never slept much anyway.  His 

parents were dead, he hadn’t kept in contact with his sisters, he had two children that he knew of, 

but hadn’t been in any position to be part of their lives.  So there was no one whose good opinion 

mattered.  No pets, either, though when he gave up all this travel, it would be nice to get a dog.  

Something quiet, an older mutt he’d rescue from the pound. 

Metzfeld soon became as loud as Erin.  She’d been right about avoiding the other end of 

the hall.  Even down here, they really should tone it down or the whole entourage would know.  
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They were thumping the wall and harmonizing like an opera in some guttural language.   

I should’ve warned Erin the idea isn’t to expose Metzfeld immediately, thought Jim.  

Much better to show him the tape in private.   

Metzfeld would understand that he must withdraw from the race, or his wife would get a 

copy.  Kept quiet, it wouldn’t be a public scandal.  Since there were more scandals ahead, it was 

best for Jim’s employers to avoid them where possible.  Too many, and people would start to see 

a pattern.   
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     Brandt strapped his daughter Rosie into her car seat.  Connor was too big for that, so 

he did his own seat belt.  Every week, Connor asked when he’d be big enough to ride in front.  

Not long, the way he was springing up.  Only eight years old, but almost as tall as Pop already.  

Like Brandt, he’d gotten the Davis height from Mom’s side, plus Pop’s grit and muscle.   

Also like his dad, Connor was a die-hard fan of Terps lacrosse.  Before the divorce, he’d 

played two years in a youth league.  Connor loved the game with an all-consuming loyalty.  

Every night, he fell asleep holding his lacrosse stick.  But now, Marlene’s work schedule 

prevented her from taking Connor to practices.  She wouldn’t hear of Brandt doing it during her 

weeks.  She claimed that extra contact disrupted the kids’ lives.  She even refused to let Brandt 

pick them up until precisely 5:00 on Fridays.  Marlene insisted that it couldn’t be at her house, or 

they’d get confused about crossed lines.  It had to be at the after-school program run by her 

husband Tony’s church.  Brandt suspected the real reason was so she’d never have to see him.   

Marlene acts like she can’t stand the sight of me.  Like splitting up was all my fault.  Like 

I’m the one who’s put my happiness ahead of the kids.    

Still, they were happy today.  Rosie bouncing all the way down the sidewalk to the car, 

now humming brightly in her car seat.  Connor laughing as he told a riddle about elephants and 

boogers.  Brandt was happy, too, the best he’d felt all week by far.  He always buzzed with a 

feeling of exhilaration when he got his children back. 

The minister’s wife had given him an odd look as Brandt whirled Rosie around.  Maybe 

because one of the Metroliner victims came from this congregation.  The funeral had been that 

morning.  Maybe she thought no one should be happy at a time like this.   

Both yesterday and today, the news was filled with many funerals.  President Lewis had 

declared a state of mourning for the train and tunnel victims.  During the day, Brandt wrote a 

piece about another funeral, but this one was in London.  Turned out the MIT student Abbas 

Khobari ran because he’d feared that Agent Marino was from Immigration.  Interviews with his 

girlfriend and former neighbors established that Khobari’s family fled to England originally 

because Abbas’s father was under death threat from the Iranian secret police.  Though Khobari 
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held a valid student visa, his girlfriend said he feared that in the current anti-Islamic climate, he’d 

be deported to Iran.  Khobari appeared to be an innocent victim, but the FBI refused to release a 

statement clearing his name.  A spokesman said that Khobari’s background was still under 

investigation, including possible links to terrorism. 

Brandt had also done a piece about Salimmeh’s odyssey.  The terrorist had gone from a 

fishing family in Sfax, Tunisia to his alias as Iannos Papandreou, a merchant seaman from Kos, 

to his new identity as Adam Karamanlian, an Armenian immigrant working in Philadelphia as a 

cook.  In his MasterCard application, “Karamanlian” had given Dave & Buster’s as his place of 

employment.   

Brandt spoke to the kitchen manager.  Dave & Buster’s turned out to be a popular sports 

bar/restaurant on the Delaware waterfront.  “Adam Karamanlian” was a grill chef there until a 

week ago.  Brandt learned that he was friendly, capable, and always punctual.  He’d been there 

half a year and was well liked.  His English was pretty good and he liked flirting with the 

waitresses.  He talked sports with the other cooks – his favorite seemed to be basketball.  The 

kitchen manager said he’d told the same things to the FBI.  Brandt checked with the Public 

Affairs office, but none of this had been released to the press. 

The other news was Governor Metzfeld’s sudden withdrawal from the presidential 

primaries.  His speech that morning cited, “…the pressures of running this great country 

wouldn’t be the best thing for my family.  I assure you it was a very difficult decision for Lena, 

the children, and me, but I feel honored to continue leading the great state of Indiana.” 

Brandt wondered what it really was about.  S.T. had said to watch developments in Iowa, 

Nevada, and New Hampshire.  He’d implied that semi-official operatives had gone much further 

than bugging the candidates’ offices.  In addition to influencing the election’s outcome, he’d 

suggested that this had some connection to anti-terrorism measures.  What Brandt couldn’t figure 

out was how these two things were related.  Or why Governor Metzfeld would withdraw. 

Metzfeld was leading in the polls.  He was a very healthy man.  There’d been no 

indication that any member of his family had a problem. Everyone who covered politics knew 

that Metzfeld was clean as far as graft, or other legal problems.  His only vice seemed to be the 

occasional girlfriend. 

Could that be it?  Had Lena Metzfeld discovered a new romance?  But why would that 

disqualify him?  It wouldn’t be the first time, and she’d kept quiet before…       Now with the 

strongest potential opponent gone, it looked even more likely that Vice President Howe would 

win in November.  An inept and frankly not-too-bright man, he’d be an even worse president 

than Lewis.  All around, a very bad development, on a day of disheartening news.  
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Brandt felt strange to be in such a good mood when so many others all looked gloomy.  

Maybe it was lack of sleep, maybe he just loved his children so much, but he felt positively 

giddy.  He wanted to dance atop the Camry’s roof with Connor and Rosie, burst into the silly 

song that popped into his head last year after that first interminable week. 

It went, “Yay, my kids are home where they belong.  Yay, we’ll dance around and sing 

our song.  Yay, we’ll always beeee a happy famileee…” 

That would have to wait for later on the lawn.  Brandt wondered when Connor would 

start thinking it was impossibly lame.  When he’d be embarrassed to allow hugs any more. 

Maybe I should’ve never let that song come bursting out.  Just treat this broken family as 

normal.  What’s the big deal anyway?  The kids  handle it just fine.  Half their friends have 

divorced parents.     

“Did you like my pitcher, Daddy?” asked Rosie from the back. 

“Which one?  Coke or Sprite?” 

“Not soda, silly.  You know, the one Miss Carrie put on the wall.” 

“I sure did.  She showed it to me.  It was the best one up there.” 

“It’s a man writing a newspaper.  I made it for you.” 

“I loved it, sweetie.”  So that’s what it was.  “When can you bring it home?  We’ll put it 

on the fridge.” 

“I’ll ask Miss Carrie tomorrow.” 

“Great.  I’ll save a spot.” 

“We had a test in math today,” said Connor. 

“Yeah?  How did you do?” 

“I don’t know yet.  We’ll find out tomorrow.  But it was hard.  I like spelling better.” 

“You’re great at spelling, but math’s important, too.  How else are you gonna count up all 

your goals when you play for the Terps?” 

“Dad…?”   

“What, Connor?” 

“Billy says his mom could drive me.” 

“You mean to practices?” 

“Yeah.  And games, if it’s not your week.” 

“That’s fine with me.  But I’ll have to ask your mother.” 

“Aw, Dad.  You know what she’ll say.” 

“She loves you, Connor.  This is just her way of trying to protect you.” 

“But, Dad-” 
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“I’ll talk to her.  I’m not saying I can get Mommy to change her mind, but I’ll do my 

best.  You have my word.” 

“Okay…     Hey, do you think Pop remembered to make the subs?” 

“If he didn’t, we’ll pick some up at Seven Eleven before we go to the game.” 

They were on their way to Landover, where they’d collect Pop and whatever he’d put 

into the cooler – you never knew.  Then they all were going to the Wizards game.  Traffic was 

heavy, but they’d have plenty of time, because they didn’t have to pick up Connor’s friend Billy.   

Brandt had bought an extra ticket for him, but now Billy couldn’t go.  It crossed Brandt’s 

mind that he should call Shannon Devenney, offer her the ticket.  He knew that Shannon was a 

sports fan.  Several times, she’d mentioned that someone had given her two tickets for a ‘Skins 

or Nationals or Wizards game.  He’d always found a reason not to go.  Brandt felt so good 

tonight, maybe he’d just ask her.  She’d still be at the Post… 

Nah, Brandt decided.  It should be dinner, if I’m gonna ask her out.  A real date, not some 

family thing.  Tonight’s just for Connor, Rosie, me, and Pop.   

Brandt’s thoughts were jolted by a huge black SUV looming in his rear view mirror.  It 

looked so close, it must be inches from his bumper.  It’s glass was tinted so he couldn’t see the 

idiot behind its wheel.  But now a blue light flashed at him.  Oh shit, he wants me to pull over.  

But Brandt knew he hadn’t done a thing.  He never drove fast when the kids were in the 

car.  Signaled all his turns, stopped for yellow lights.  They all had on their seat belts.  And 

Brandt was pretty sure that no external lights were broken, because he’d just had the car 

inspected. 

The black SUV came very close again and flashed its light.  Not a bar of lights, like cops 

would use. And no siren noises either, so this wasn’t an unmarked police car.   The SUV’s driver 

was flashing the kind of blue spinning dome that volunteer firemen slap on their roofs.  Brandt 

started to brake, looking for a gap in the traffic that would let him pull over.  As he slowed, the 

SUV zipped around him very close.  Only inches between their side view mirrors.  The SUV’s 

right front window came down.  A burly guy with a crew cut and sunglasses held up his badge. 

Brandt glanced over, but the badge was gone already.  He hadn’t caught whose badge it 

was.  He remembered S.T. mentioning a dark blue SUV.  Cobalt blue, he’d said.  S.T. had 

seemed sure about its color, even in the dark.  Though this one was definitely black, Brandt 

started thinking it came from the same place.  He rolled his window down.   

“Let me see the badge again,” he shouted.  “Who are you guys?” 

The crew-cut agent only grinned. 

“I’m not pulling over until I see i.d.  I have my kids with me.” 
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The SUV veered sharply at Brandt.  There was a loud screech of crunching metal.  Rosie 

screamed.   

“Whoa, this is cool!” said Connor.  “What did you do, Dad?” 

“Nothing.  Hold on tight!  These guys are nuts.” 

The SUV rammed Brandt’s car again.  If his window had been up, it would have 

shattered from the SUV’s side view mirror coming through.  As it was, Brandt ducked just in 

time, or he would have been badly injured.  The mirror only nicked him, though, its corner 

tracing a red streak across his jaw.    

Brandt gunned away, dodging through the traffic, fumbling for his cell phone.  The SUV 

overtook him easily.  It rammed the Camry before Brandt finished pressing 911.  Brandt’s phone 

popped out of his hand, bounced on the wheel, fell to the floor, then skittered under the seat.  As 

Brandt fought to regain control of his fishtailing car, the SUV darted to his left, then angled hard 

into him.  It forced him onto a maintenance drive that led to a storage dome for road salt.  Brandt 

groped for his phone, but couldn’t find it.  The SUV rode him hard, their side panels grinding 

together.  It herded him straight at the concrete dome. 

Rosie screamed again.  Connor’s mouth dropped open.  Brandt stood on his brakes as he 

tried to steer away from impact.  Yards from the salt dome, he separated from the SUV and 

turned hard right.  Just short of an oak tree’s massive trunk, Brandt’s car came to a stop.  

Fortunately, the air bags didn’t engage.   

Brandt jumped out immediately.  The SUV was stopped twenty yards ahead.  He noted 

that it was a late model Durango.  There was no one else in sight.  The only other vehicles were 

Highway Department trucks parked in front of a shed.  The Durango’s driver had chosen his spot 

well.   

He must’ve watched for me at the church.  Followed once I picked up the kids.  It’s gotta 

be more than just my series.  They must know I’ve talked to S.T.  They don’t care if they hurt 

Rosie and Connor, long as they get me.    

Now they’d made this personal.  Brandt had taken many risks during his career as an 

investigative reporter, but he wasn’t going to let anyone endanger his kids.  His arms pulsed with 

fury as he bent to pick up a piece of dead branch from the oak.  Solid wood, about four feet long.  

It felt like a good weapon as he wrapped both hands around it.  A little thicker than what he’d 

used as a long-stick for the Terps, but it would work just fine at bashing heads. 

As the crew-cut guy stepped from his SUV, Brandt swung and nailed him on the temple.  

The burly agent went down in a heap, his sunglasses flying off.  Brandt shot a quick look at the 

face, so he’d remember it later.  He had the presence of mind to reach inside his jacket, turn on 



Enemy of Freedom Paul Coulter 108 
 

  

his tape recorder as the square-faced driver emerged. 

The man reached inside his own jacket.  Brandt didn’t take the chance that it was just i.d. 

Using the stick’s blunt end, he speared the agent in his stomach.  The guy looked very muscular, 

so Brandt used all his power.  He followed hard with an elbow to the chest.   

The agent crumpled and Brandt leaped on top.  Aiming at a prominent dimple centered 

on his chin, Brandt added a right-handed shot.  With blood dripping from his lacerated jaw, 

Brandt patted down the guy, found his gun, flung it in the woods.  He got a little chuckle as he 

mentally tallied all the penalty minutes this would have earned him on the lacrosse field.  Like 

he’d told Connor fifteen minutes ago, math might be boring, but grown-ups still need to know it. 

“Who are you?” Brandt asked the agent as he held him tightly by the collar.  He knew 

these people were trained killers.  If this one so much as flinched, he’d leave the guy a pulpy 

mess. “Why did you attack us?” 

“Be smart,” the agent said through choppy breaths.  His face was screwed with pain.  

“This is just a warning.  If we wanted to kill you, you’d be dead.” 

“You almost did kill us.  My kids were in the car, you shit!  You knew it, too.  It didn’t 

matter to you.  So I’ll ask you just once more before I get a little pissed.  Who are you guys?  

Who ordered you to warn me off?” 

“We ask the questions, Brandt.  But you’re right.  We’re authorized to hurt your kids if 

you don’t back off.  Just remember, we know everything about where to find them – their school, 

their mother’s house, their stepfather’s church, your house, your father’s place.  We know you’re 

going there now.  So go and have a good time at the Wizards game.  But stop fucking around.  

Plenty of stories out there.  Forget about Imad Khalif.  And we’ll forget about your happeeee 

little famileee.” 

Brandt smashed him with full force.  Again and again, he pounded the agent’s face…   It 

was only Connor tugging on his elbow that stopped Brandt from killing the man. 

He rose, hugged Connor hard.  Then Brandt found the Durango’s keys and both the 

agents’ cell phones.  Also, three more weapons between both men.  He flung them in the woods 

to join the first gun.  He checked both agent’s i.d. badges, discovered they worked for something 

called the Applicant Certification Service.  Never heard of it, but he memorized the name, so he 

could make inquiries as soon as possible.   He noted the Durango’s plate, too.  Brandt  opened 

the Camry’s back door and kissed Rosie on the forehead.  He didn’t notice that he got blood on 

her jumper.  Connor noticed, but he said nothing.  As they got back in the car, Brandt made no 

comment about Connor buckling into the front seat.  
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~ 

 

Stafford Wren hadn’t worked with Stenowski in nine years, but he knew a lot about the 

man.  His family background, education, special abilities, languages, even that his real name was 

Jim Bonner.  Jim had his favorite methods, places he stashed money, covers he could use like 

second skins.  And if the DCIA wanted him watched, Jim must be operational.  Wren could 

guess what it involved.  Heralis’s reference to the Middle East had the feel of misdirection, so it 

probably didn’t involve terrorism.   

Heralis had given him the job without consulting Inman.  Since the Deputy Director of 

Operations was a Lewis supporter, this must involve material sensitive to the Oval Office.  

Everyone knew that the President wanted to replace Heralis with Inman.  To prevent his ouster, 

the DCIA must be sitting on some major scandal.  But now Lewis had frozen him out of all 

decision making.  Heralis needed something more and thought Jim could provide it.    

Wren called the Merchant’s Credit Bank in Antigua.  That’s where Jim stashed a good 

chunk of his emergency fund.  Wren knew because back in the eighties, he’d introduced Jim to 

the private accounts manager.  But he learned that Jim had closed his account twelve years ago.  

He’d withdrawn everything in cash.  There was no way to trace where the money went.  The 

manager owed Wren many favors, so he made Jim’s records available.  All the transactions were 

in cash, not one single check or wire transfer.  Wren smiled, pleased to see how well Jim had 

learned.   

He tried Jim’s relatives, using a variety of poses.  All said they’d dropped out of touch 

long ago.  When told that it involved a sizeable settlement for his injury, Jim’s son and daughter 

both were openly hostile to the man.  Wren tried former colleagues in the CIA, excluding those 

who still worked for Inman.  None had seen any version of Jim Bonner in many years.  Same for 

external contacts.  Wren checked the addresses where Jim had lived while based domestically.  

None of the present occupants had heard of Carl Stenowski; his former neighbors barely 

remembered the divorced businessman. 

Wren watched the hotels that Jim liked, the bars where they’d met, the pharmacy where 

he had his standing prescription for pain medicine, a Russian market where he used to shop for 

Slavic foods, an electronics store that had made special items for him when Jim couldn’t use the 

in-house shop.  Not a sign.  Of course, he might be anywhere, even overseas, but Wren sensed 

Jim’s work would be near Washington if it involved the President.  He planted motion-activated 

cameras near drop sites that Jim once kept around D.C.  He collected them each evening, without 

success. 
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One of the cover employers called him back that evening.  Wren had left a message 

claiming to be a handbag designer from Lille.  The call routed through a number that he kept 

there.  Near the end of his career, Jim had gone to Lille for a low level job.  He’d used his 

everyday guise of department store buyer. 

“Bon soir,” Wren answered after five rings.   

“Maurice Bergeron?” 

“Oui.” 

“This is Jeremy Wood.  You left a message asking about Carl Stenowski.” 

“Ah, bien sur…    It’s very late here.  I assume you know this.  You must have heard 

from Monsieur Stenowski, or you wouldn’t wake me.” 

“I’m sorry.  It’s only five-thirty here.  So that’s what, eleven-thirty…?” 

“I’m never up past ten.” 

“I apologize.  Anyway, Carl’s retired as a buyer, but he still does Secret Shopper work 

for me.  You know, to rate the service in our stores.  Is this about your handbags?  Got to tell 

you, they sold like hotcakes when we had them.  Love to get my hands on more.” 

“Peut-etre.  The price is higher now, of course…    I’ll need Monsieur Stenowski to come 

personally.  I don’t want you sending over some new ignoramus.” 

“Yes, of course.  I’m sure he’d love to make the trip.” 

“Give me his address.  I’ll send directions.  I’m in a new location now.” 

“I’m afraid I don’t have it.  Not even an e-mail.  Carl says he hates this modern crap.   He 

always comes to my office to turn in reports, pick up new assignments, get his checks.  But I do 

have a phone number.  Will that do?” 

“Mais certainement,”  Wren answered in a more pleasant tone.  He wrote down the 

number, not that he’d be calling Jim.  “How long before he is available?” 

“Next week, I’d say.  He’s due in here tomorrow.” 

 

~ 

 

Wren was positioned to watch the department store’s headquarters first thing Friday 

morning.   It was a shiny office building in Manhattan.  Wren sat inside a hot dog stand located 

down the sidewalk from the entrance.  He’d paid the owner five grand to lend it to him for the 

day.  He made the dogs, slapped on the kraut and mustard, sold the sodas, watched the building.  

A few customers asked where their usual guy was, but no one paid much notice when Wren said 

he was filling in because his cousin had the flu.  The guy was Lebanese, so Wren had made up 
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his face to look the part.  His regular face might be utterly forgettable, but Jim knew it well. 

Jim would be Carl Stenowski today.  Wren pictured him dressed in a gray suit, black 

oxford shoes, white shirt, red tie.  Maybe he’d carry an old-fashioned accordion brief case.  Wren 

had never seen how Jim transformed for this one, but his height would give him away.  Odd that 

he’d use a CIA cover for a non-CIA job, Wren thought.  That wasn’t like Jim to let the lines 

cross – it seemed uncharacteristically sloppy.  Or maybe this job came from Inman.  Maybe 

George Heralis simply hadn’t known about it.   

Around three in the afternoon, Wren spotted him.  Coming out of the building, as it 

happened.  Jim must have gone in through a back entrance earlier.  No brief case, but he carried a 

thick binder.  Didn’t glance left and right, as all but the best agents tended to do.  Walked straight 

out, turned right, a pleased expression on his craggy face. 

Wren let him get almost a block ahead before he closed up and followed.  He wore a 

leather jacket, now that he’d left the steam inside his hotdog stand.  You could smell the kraut 

and mustard on him, though.  But he didn’t plan on getting close enough that Jim would notice. 

Jim went down the subway entrance at the corner.  By the time Wren caught up, Jim was 

boarding a train.  Wren hopped on the next car, kept an eye outside his window every time it 

stopped.  When Jim got out five minutes later, Wren followed.  Jim waved down a cab, took it to 

Kennedy.  Wren reacquired him at a United gate that read Washington, D.C.  Anticipating this, 

Wren had earlier booked first class tickets for every afternoon and evening flight to Washington, 

Baltimore, and Richmond.  He knew Jim always flew in coach.  Pretending to be reading 

something on his phone at the next gate, Wren took a photo that caught Jim in the background.  

His appearance was just as Wren had pictured, except his tie was blue.  Then Wren waited at the 

neighboring gate until it was time for their flight to board.  He got on late, so Jim wouldn’t pass 

him coming down the aisle. 

From Ronald Reagan, he used his own car to follow Jim’s taxi to an apartment complex 

in Alexandria.  He parked on the street half a block before its entrance.  He got out his encrypted 

phone, deciding to contact George Heralis immediately and let him know.  Heralis could easily 

learn which apartment Jim was in.  But as he entered the DCIA’s private number, a man yanked 

open his passenger door. 

“Who are you?” the man demanded.  

Wren dropped the phone, instinctively reaching for his Makarov. 

Just as the man fired, Wren saw that it was Jim. 

“Why, Jim?” he asked in a fading voice.  He sunk back against his door.  “We’re 

friends.” 
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“Birdy?  Oh, shit.”  Jim recognized the voice.  He got in, reached across, pulled away the 

latex mask.  No one should have to die made up to look like someone else.  “I didn’t know it was 

you.  I never thought the CIA would target me.” 

“Wasn’t…” Wren got out before he died. 

Jim walked around, opened the driver’s door, gently slid his old controller over.  He 

knew he couldn’t return to the apartment complex.  He couldn’t stay long in this car, either.  He 

felt the strain of rare self-loathing as he drove away.   

It wasn’t that he minded playing hard ball.  The many people he’d hurt during his career 

mostly deserved to get hurt.  Birdy was one of the few exceptions.   

This meant that they’d connected him to the Tampa job.  Jim thought through everything 

he’d done since acquiring the tape.  Birdy had been the only one who knew his real name.  Even 

George Heralis didn’t know all the covers that he’d used.  So his latest employers shouldn’t link 

Jim Bonner with Carl Stenowski, either.  He hadn’t given the slightest indication.  He’d accepted 

all of their assignments with his usual relish.  They’d praised him about the Tampa clean-up, 

though he’d produced no cassette.  They’d even seemed relieved when he assured them it was 

nowhere in the victim’s house.  Of course, these men were also good at what they did.  They 

could just as easily feign relief as satisfaction at his work.   

Naturally, he’d stashed the tape someplace safe.  Not even Birdy could have found it.  If 

they killed him before he managed to initiate countermeasures, he’d prepared his revenge for 

that, as well.  After three consecutive days without a signal, his evidence would automatically 

transmit to every major news outlet in the country.  

So no, whatever they did to him, that wasn’t the problem.  If Jim Bonner was forced to 

play the villain, it would only be one failure.  Stacking up his wins and losses, he’d still be way 

ahead.  When they came to take him out, he’d stay alive just long enough to make them regret 

their decision.  Jim had plenty of material stashed.  The cassette from Tampa was only a small 

part of it.  He knew enough to bring down dozens of top men.   It all was documented, 

indisputable.   

So why did this bother him so much?  It wasn’t how he’d be portrayed.  He’d be dead, so 

Jim didn’t care.  There was no one who’d suffer over his memory. 

Guess twenty years in the Company never managed to turn me into a total shit.  Damn it 

all, I still care what I think about myself.  I always assumed I served the country’s interests.  I 

always thought that made me good.  But all I did was further the careers of power hungry men.  I 

must be just as evil as them.  Birdy was the closest thing to a friend I’ve had since leaving home.  

Why the hell didn’t I get out of this damned business long ago?  It sure wasn’t the  money.  
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Wasn’t fame or power, either.  Guess it was only ego.  Because I’m good at this, because I can 

do it…    But I know what Dad would have told me.  If a person can’t feel good about what he’s 

doing, then he goddamned should do something else. 

 

~ 

 

Salimmeh didn’t head to Mexico.  Monitoring his scanner, he’d learned that Nashville 

police had already found the AeroStar.  Now the hunt would concentrate heavily along routes 

leading west or southwest.  He doubled back toward Virginia, driving with Kemal in a dark gray 

Chrysler.  He owned it in the name of Gino DeFrancesco.  He’d parked it at a Nashville hotel 

three weeks before the bombing.  He’d stashed another car in Baltimore, in case the escape route 

took them north.  Owned that one too.  Praise Allah, thought Salimmeh.  You’ve made me a rich 

man.  The two vehicles were each worth more than his family’s boat, their house, and all their 

possessions put together.  

He hummed a traditional Tunisian song as the Chrysler rolled along.  Kemal’s expression 

turned belligerent, but Salimmeh felt happy in his role as Gino DeFrancesco.  This identity came 

from the same dead forger who’d made his first two sets.  Salimmeh hoped the name would hold, 

because it was his last.   

He’d shaved his head to match the picture on his license.  He also wore blue contacts and 

expensive clothes.  Kemal, who’d become Nico Valpone, had changed appearance, too.  The 

girth was gone, since it had only been foam rubber wrapped around his hips and stomach.  

Additionally, he’d trimmed his hair, dyed it a dirty blonde, upgraded his clothing, and added 

green contacts.  

They didn’t make the mistake of using credit cards, though Kemal had one in the 

Valpone name.  They paid cash for gas and food, drove all night, and didn’t use their cell phones.  

Contact with Benouri would be difficult.  Fortunately, they didn’t need to meet him now.   

They’d decided that following either escape route would be a mistake.  Khalif had stressed the 

benefits of independent planning.  They’d proceed with the second operation immediately.  For 

this, they didn’t need Benouri.  They knew exactly where the package was stashed.   

“You should have collected it before the tunnel, stored it in this car,” said Kemal.  It 

broke the prayerful murmur he’d kept up for the last two hours.  “Then we wouldn’t need to risk 

a long drive there and back.” 

“It’s delicate.  Benouri told us it can’t be exposed to extremes of cold or heat.” 

“You could have rented a storage room somewhere near the hotel where you parked.  
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Some of them must come with climate control.” 

“It’s better this way.  The FBI’s swarming around Nashville.  They’ll think to check 

storage facilities.” 

“I don’t like all this extra driving.” 

“I don’t like extra risk, either…   but isn’t this a great car?” 

Kemal gave him another scowl.  Darkening his own expression, Salimmeh met his 

partner’s glare.  He must not appear so happy.  Kemal was always serious, a true believer.  The 

only time he’d ever looked joyful was when Khalif assigned them the oil refinery mission.  

Kemal wanted nothing more than to become a martyr.  He’d been so disappointed when the 

Americans seized The Princess Anna. 

To avoid Kemal’s glowering displeasure, Salimmeh switched his scanner on again.  He 

listened carefully to the police traffic.  It puzzled him why they’d been blamed for the train 

bombing as well as the tunnel…     But wasn’t it sheer joy to drive this sleek, powerful vehicle?  

If his boyhood friends could see him now.  And his big brother Tewfiq, who’d always loved 

machinery.  This thing’s engine was bigger than the one that powered their family’s fishing boat.  

The sound coming from its stereo was the best he’d ever heard.  America was such a fortunate 

country.  Did its people have any idea how blessed they were?  Salimmeh started to think he 

wouldn’t mind staying here afterward.   

It isn’t really necessary to die, is it?  As long as the damage we inflict is great enough, 

then I’ve fulfilled my duty to the Force and Tewfiq…   But I can’t let Kemal know I’m planning to 

survive.  He’d gladly shoot me, convinced he’s saved my soul. 
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ELEVEN 
 

 

Kyrie worked very late on Thursday.  Not unusual.  More often than not, she was the last 

to leave the office.  With Boyd on a campaign trip again, the apartment felt lonelier than ever.  

Last night, she’d finally found proof of other women.  While he slept, she’d scrolled through 

Boyd’s cell phone directory.  There were 37 female names.  But come to think of it, there were 

even more guys stored on her own cell phone.  Between work associates, relatives, friends, and 

neighbors, most people probably had dozens of individuals listed who happened to be the 

opposite sex.  But Kyrie certainly didn’t have erotic text messages on her cell phone.   

Boyd’s latest batch was from a woman named Giselle.  Kyrie didn’t want to know what 

kind of ballet they were doing.  She felt disgusted that this sinkhole of a relationship had turned 

her into a snoop.  Still, Kyrie felt better --  it was a relief simply knowing she’d been right.  She 

hoped it helped her stop this stupid, draining, useless love.  Boyd was a cheat; he’d always been 

a cheat.   

Kyrie had gone out to the couch and laid awake the rest of the night.  She’d tried 

Daphne’s latest kick, affirming to herself repeatedly that she was strong.  In time, she would get 

over Boyd.  But it wouldn’t be easy.  Damn it, why was she attracted to the mask that hid his 

devious mind? Why did the power of those silvery gray eyes get to her every time?  This place 

they’d lived together, where she’d invested another three years of her life with Boyd, where God 

help her, she still wanted him to come home one day and ask to be forgiven…   it was a very 

hard place to be.  

But that wasn’t why Kyrie stayed working long past midnight.  She was determined to 

have a look at Kirk Beardsley’s files.  Her boss was a meticulous man, a stickler about keeping 

hard copies.  Many times, he’d told the staff that e-mails weren’t good enough.  He wanted it on 

paper, signed in ink. 

Having worked so many late nights here, Kyrie was familiar with the building’s schedule.  

Its cleaning staff came at eight, and they were done by ten.  Security patrols passed down the 

hallway on the hour.  Twice a night, they came inside this suite, rattled doorknobs, sometimes 

helped themselves to yesterday’s stale coffee.  The guard named Bob had poked his head in 
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Kyrie’s doorway a little past eleven.  He wouldn’t be back until two, at least. 

   Everyone else was gone.  Sometimes there were all-night strategy sessions, but no major 

trials were in progress.  The only case about to break was hers.  The other Assistant U.S. 

Attorneys had no reason to return. 

Beardsley’s office was the big one at the end of the corridor.  How he loved to gaze out 

those corner windows while you sat there waiting for him to collect his weighty thoughts.  His 

secretary was important enough to rate an office, herself.  So were Beardsley’s two permanently 

assigned paralegals.  Outside his door were desks for a receptionist and file clerk.  There were 

security cameras, but they were in the public areas, not back here in Beardsley’s private suite. 

It was easy getting in.  Kyrie had learned many things on Marine Corps bases in her 

youth, including how to pick a lock.  These interior doors weren’t equipped with anything 

serious, no deadbolts, keypads, or thumbprint scanners.  But since the outer doors had the first 

two, she’d hear if someone entered.  Her own office was only three doors down the corridor.  If 

the main door opened, she’d be back at her desk before anybody came.   

Once inside Beardsley’s office, Kyrie moved quickly to his credenza.  She hadn’t 

bothered with the file room.  Beardsley wouldn’t keep highly sensitive documents in it.  His 

credenza was locked, but Kyrie had it open in less than a minute.  As she’d done with the door, 

she was careful not to scratch its face plate.  When this leak broke, they’d scour for its 

origination point.  Sure, an expert might learn that Beardsley’s locks were picked, but that 

wouldn’t prove who’d done it.  They wouldn’t have a time frame or reasonable cause.  Kyrie 

wore gloves; she carefully replaced everything.  The risk was high, and people had received 

lengthy prison terms for less.  But if the situation proved as intolerable as Kyrie suspected, it was 

an acceptable risk.       

Inside Beardsley’s credenza, Kyrie found his active files.  Currently, he was developing a 

major case involving political corruption.  He also had sections dedicated to Transnational and 

Financial cases.  Kyrie flipped through these, but found nothing unusual.  There were also files 

labeled with the names of each Assistant U.S. Attorney.   

Kyrie went through the one marked Langford, finding a complete set of her memos to 

Beardsley over the past year.  Then she flipped through copies of important documents from the 

Oueddine trial.  Transcripts from interviews with Imad Khalif, both those she’d conducted 

personally and those from military interrogators.  There were also some interviews conducted by 

unnamed intelligence personnel.  Unlike the military interviews, she hadn’t seen these 

previously.  She read them carefully, but nothing indicated torture.   She moved on to Justice 

Department reports concerning the Islamic Force’s structure, capabilities, operations, and 
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intentions.  All very appropriate – nothing she didn’t have in her own files.   

Toward the back, there was also a copy of her latest performance review.  Clipped to it 

were Beardsley’s handwritten notes.  She wasted a minute reading these.  Not exactly what he’d 

written for the record, and not very complimentary.  Kyrie pressed her teeth together as she read,  

“…lack of political awareness in pursuing cases, basically an ‘I’ve got bigger balls than you’ 

aggressiveness.”   Still, it wasn’t relevant.  Kyrie certainly didn’t make a copy. 

She next read Beardsley’s file on the Anti-terrorism Advisory Committee for D.C.  After 

each meeting, Beardsley regularly distributed the official minutes among senior staff.  However, 

this file was much thicker.  Kyrie took her time here, but after five minutes, she’d discovered 

nothing alarming.  Sensitive information, yes, but not the skullduggery that Brandt’s source had 

indicated. 

Loud music suddenly erupted.  So loud, it made Kyrie spring up, ready for attack.  Arms 

crossed in the mountain mist position, she saw a shadow moving rapidly at her.  She shifted, 

ready to perform Irimi nage, the entering throw known as the twenty year technique. 

But the music repeated and Kyrie realized it was only her cell phone.  The moving 

shadow was only from the flashlight she’d dropped.  God, it wasn’t like her to panic.  How could 

she be dumb enough to leave the cell phone on?  She dug it from her pocket and saw the call was 

from her sister.  Oh right, she’d forgotten that she’d given Daphne a personal ring tone, the better 

to avoid her calls.  And right on schedule, ten o’clock in California, just now Daphne was getting 

bored.  Kyrie switched the phone to vibrate mode, returned it to her pocket, then went back to the 

files. 

She spent another twenty minutes, but still found nothing.  Whatever evidence the 

mysterious “S.T.” was suggesting, it wasn’t down on paper.  Maybe Beardsley felt this was too 

sensitive.  Maybe he’d ignored his own rule, and only kept it in electronic form.  Kyrie certainly 

wasn’t going to have a look in his computer.  Even if she had the technical ability to hack past 

his security, it would leave a trail. 

So she straightened Beardsley’s files, locked the credenza, double checked that she’d left 

nothing out of place, then shut the office door behind her. 

She almost screamed, because there coming up the corridor was Kirk Beardsley.  God, 

had she really been so engrossed with the files, she hadn’t heard him unlock the outer door?  His 

face was half obscured by an open folder.  She had just enough time to bend over the 

receptionist’s computer before Beardsley saw her. 

“Whoa, hi, Kyrie,” he said.  “You gave me a shock.  What are you doing at Denise’s 

desk?” 
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“I was headed to the coffee room.”  Kyrie thought of the lie quickly.  Another valuable 

skill picked up among the jarheads.  “Thought I’d make a fresh pot, when I noticed the fish 

swimming in Denise’s sleep pattern.  I guess she forgot to shut down her computer before she 

left.” 

 “She did?” 

“Right, so I turned it off for her.” 

“That’s funny.  I left here long after Denise, and I didn’t notice.” 

“You were probably reading something while you walked, like usual.”   

Kyrie smiled a bit.  It was okay to gently poke fun with this boss.  He seemed to like it.  

Beardsley took pride in his reputation as an inveterate workaholic. 

“Yeah, probably…   Another late night, Kyrie?” 

“Well, you know, this Khalif thing is coming to a head.  Like we discussed, I’m going to 

file charges tomorrow.” 

“Right, you do that.  Nail his ass.  No more of this torture business, hmm?” 

“No, you were right.  We have to stay on track.” 

“Exactly.  In fact, I’ve scheduled a press conference for tomorrow afternoon announcing 

our case against Khalif.” 

“You did?  Do you want me to be there?” 

“Um, sure.  That’s a good idea.  Never hurts to add more presence to the stage…      I was 

going to tell you about it in the morning.  That’s why I’m here, in fact.  Couldn’t sleep, so I 

thought I’d work on my opening remarks.” 

Beardsley was about 60, twice divorced.  He lived nearby, in a townhouse off Mount 

Vernon Square.  He worked nearly as many hours as Kyrie.  Though he didn’t seem to like 

women, she’d always felt he valued her because of her hard work. 

“I’ll just leave you to it then,” she said. 

As she walked back to her own office, Kyrie felt Beardsley staring at her.  She didn’t turn 

back to see if she was right.  She wondered if he’d really bought her explanation about Denise’s 

computer. 

Something else bothered her about Beardsley.  What was this about a press conference?  

Hadn’t he drilled it into the staff that they weren’t to speak to reporters?  Not until a case was 

won.  He hated journalists almost as much as murderers.   

“You don’t give them anything,” he always said.  “No quotes, no interviews, nothing they 

can bend.” 

Working the press might be an effective tool elsewhere, but on Beardsley turf, you never 
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try your case in the newspapers.  So it was very out of character for him to schedule a press 

conference about Khalif.  Besides, if his explanation was true, why hadn’t he given her a head’s-

up earlier?  It was her case, after all.  And why had Beardsley even felt the need to explain 

himself?  Why had he decided against prosecuting such an important case himself?  Something 

seemed very off here.  It made Kyrie even more determined to learn the real story. 

 

~ 

 

 Since the Camry still drove okay, Brandt went straight to his father’s house.  On the way, 

he’d called to give Pop a quick recap, so he’d be ready to leave at once.  Brandt knew he’d have 

to warn Marlene that her life was in danger, too.   

“I’ve got a plan,” Pop said when Brandt arrived.  “I’ll take the kids while you go fight 

these bastards from the Post.  We’ll go to the cabin.  No reason the government should know 

about it.  When Uncle Floyd left me the place, I never bothered filling out the tax forms.  It 

passed down from our great-grandfather, who built it himself.  Doubt it’s ever been on the books.  

Leastways, I haven’t heard a thing about it in twenty years.” 

“Pop, I thought I’d take them somewhere.”  How could he explain this without an 

argument?  He needed to move quickly.  But any way he put it, Pop would be insulted.  “I 

thought you’d come with us.  We have to leave right now.” 

“You need to go print what they’re doing…       Look, I know I’m not young any more.  I 

know you’re worried I’ll forget stuff on my own.” 

“It isn’t that.  I have to stay with them.  I won’t be any good in this fight if all I can think 

about is Rosie and Connor.” 

“No, it’s you these pricks are after.  You’ll do more for the kids by staying away.  Go get 

the truth out, Davy.  That’s the only way to end this right.  The kids will be fine, you’ll see.  You 

don’t have to worry – I’m not doing this alone.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“I have a lady friend, a widow.” 

“Sure, but-” 

“I know what you’re thinking, but Priscilla isn’t near as old as me.  She’s great with kids.  

She used to be a third grade teacher.” 

“You don’t mean Mrs. Ross, who I had in third grade?” 

“Right.  Your brother Jerry had her, too.” 

“But she was a young woman then.  She’d be what, early fifties now?  You don’t mean 
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you two are-” 

“Not bad for an old coot, huh?”  Pop beamed.  He nudged Brandt in the ribs.  If the 

danger to his son and grandchildren scared him, Pop didn’t show it.  “Priscilla’s sharp as a tack, 

she’ll be great with the kids.  So you just leave them to us.  It’ll be real quiet at the cabin.  But if 

it’s not, I’ll give unwanted visitors a real unpleasant greeting.” 

“Okay,” Brandt relented.  “You be careful.  Take your pills, all right?” 

Brandt knew this was his only choice.  He didn’t have a better plan than Pop’s.  He’d 

only been able to think of S.T., who might have the resources to get them into hiding, but it was 

impossible to initiate contact with him.  So he had nothing better than Pop’s cabin. Whoever sent 

the agents would have ample resources to track anybody anywhere, but the cabin should be safe 

for a week or two.  It had to be, until Brandt could do something about this. 

He hated being separated from Rosie and Connor with their lives in danger, but being 

near him was the most dangerous place right now.  Brandt felt sick, knowing his determination to 

get this story was responsible.  He couldn’t imagine how he was going to tell Marlene.  She’d be 

right to rake him for endangering Rosie and Connor.  They might well have died today because 

of him.  They might still be kidnapped; they’d probably never get back to normal childhoods.  

Even if Brandt somehow exposed his enemies, Marlene could sue for full custody.  She’d get 

him barred as a danger to the kids. 

Brandt hugged and kissed them goodbye, got back in the Camry, then called to warn 

Marlene.  She was furious, quite rightfully.  Especially when Brandt refused to say where he’d 

sent Rosie and Connor.  She wouldn’t believe that the government was listening.  She swore 

she’d have Brandt arrested for kidnap.   

Brandt called his brother Jerry next, who agreed to make the calls to all their siblings. 

“Yeah, but what are you going to tell them?  It just sounds paranoid if you say I think 

some secret government agency is after me.” 

“Don’t worry.  I’ll say there’s a guy stalking you, one of the militia creeps who did jail 

time because of that series you wrote.  He’s threatened to hurt your relatives.  I’ll say we’ve all 

gotta be extra careful, keep our families close by, stay close-mouthed if anyone asks questions.  

No telling who these assholes might try to snatch to get at you.” 

Brandt thanked Jerry and drove in to the Post.  He’d have to live inside the building until 

this thing was settled.  He doubted they’d attack him where he’d always be surrounded by 

reporters.  He had no intention of going into hiding.   

Mike Radovic agreed to let Brandt use one of the old morgue rooms.  Some had been 

redesigned, now that everything was computerized, but the one where the pipes dripped hadn’t 
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been converted yet.  Radovic helped Brandt carry an old sofa from storage into the room’s dry 

corner.   

“Do you want to write this up yourself?” asked Radovic.  “Make a damned good story for 

tomorrow’s city page.  Reporter Attacked by Unidentified Federal Agents.” 

“The truth is I did most of the attacking.” 

“But you said they rammed you.  That doesn’t sound like they were trying to make a 

legitimate arrest.” 

“Of course it wasn’t legitimate.  They never even identified themselves.  Plus, what 

charges would they arrest me for?  Before the fight, I mean.” 

“It’s worse than that.  If these guys were law enforcement, they’d charge you with 

assault.  It’s been two hours, and no one’s tried to contact you, have they?” 

“No.  You’re right.  You’d think I’d hear about it if  I pummeled two legitimate officers.  

Whatever agency they came from.” 

 “You must have a guess who’s after you.  What do you think?  FBI?” 

“No, I’m in good with them.  Hell, I’ve done favors for several of their senior people.  

Besides, those guys play it pretty straight.” 

“Who then?  CIA?” 

“All I can think is someone must’ve seen me talking to my source on the Khalif story.  

He’s sure he’s being followed.  So I’m guessing it’s his ex-employers who want to warn me off.” 

 “I’m not convinced it was only a warning,” said Radovic.  “I think they want you dead.” 

“Dead?  You’re serious?  I’m no friend of this administration, but even I don’t think it’s 

evil.” 

“Sure they are.  I’ve said it before – Lewis is desperate to regain an iron grip on power.  

Before Congress changed hands, he was only a few steps away from reigning like a dictator.” 

“Yeah, and he thinks you’re the last of the pinko commies.” 

“Why do you think they call me Red Radovic?  It isn’t for my hair.”  Radovic paced 

before his window, twirling the red pencil he still used.  “I’ll bet you’re getting close to 

something they’re determined to keep quiet.  The best way to stop them killing you is to 

publicize the first attack.”    

“Hold off for now, okay?  Let them think I’ve taken their warning.  If we go to press 

about this, I want to hit them with the full story.  There can’t be any half truths or guess work.” 

“Agreed.  It has to be an open and shut case.  Or else they’ll simply shine along the 

country.  Even now, with Lewis greatly weakened, it’s staggering how much these guys can get 

away with.”    
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“The worst thing is, Lewis was allowed to pack the courts, and that will last for decades.  

Even when he’s gone, people like him can do almost anything they want.”   

“Get used to it.  Fight back.” 

“I’m going to.  I have no choice.  They’ve practically declared independent journalism a 

capital offense.” 

“That’s the problem with this bunch.  They’re so sure they’re right, they don’t care what 

laws they have to break to stay in power.  A free press is the only institution left that has a 

chance to stop them.” 

“Just let me dig a few more days, and I’ll have something they can’t bury.” 

“Okay.  Looks like we’ve switched roles from two days ago.  You were all hot to go with 

what you had about Khalif.” 

“And now you want to print this immediately.  How come?” 

“I don’t think you have two days.  Some very strange things are happening.  I’ve seen a 

lot of craziness before, but my gut tells me this time they mean business.” 

 

~ 

 

Jim Bonner was once posted undercover to Bucharest.  He’d worked for three years on a 

public park’s sanitation crew.  His diligence at collecting litter with a pike had earned the 

nickname Vlad.  That and the ferocity of his half-mad scowl.  He’d been pulled out when locals 

started saying litter wasn’t his pike’s only target.  But Romania was Jim’s best memory among 

all of his field assignments.  He’d never been required to kill on that one.   

Jim didn’t have a drop of Eastern European blood among his ancestors, yet he spoke 

Russian, Polish, and Romanian.  The Romanians thought that he was Russian.  In Russia, he’d 

been accepted as a Pole.  In Poland, he’d lived on the street, speaking only to himself.  During 

that first year at Langley, the art he’d mastered with legendary skill was how to change 

appearance.  Even the poorly fitting dentures he’d chosen for tonight’s masquerade suggested 

foreign origins.   

Though a large man, Jim knew how to move through crowds without attracting notice.  

He’d come to the Kennedy Center because John Talbott said he was attending this evening’s 

concert.  They’d agreed over the phone that somewhere public was much better than at his home 

or office.  Jim carried a folder containing evidence about Jake Heisel’s death in Shreveport.  

Talbott’s acknowledgment on tape that it had been a murder would almost seal the coffin. 

Jim approached Talbott’s limousine as it came to a stop.  There was a crowd and the 
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usual assortment of photographers, but Talbott was no celebrity.  He kept such a low profile, his 

face was unknown to the public.   Jim had a quiet word with Talbott, suggested a spin around 

Rock Creek Parkway.  There was still half an hour before the concert.  As Talbott stepped back 

in the Town Car, Jim noticed that the driver was carrying.  Reflected in the tinted glass, he also 

noticed three large men approaching through the crowd. 

“Change of planning,” he said to Talbott.  “Am phoning tomorrow same number.” 

As he turned, Jim shoved the driver, making him sprawl onto the pavement.  The nearest 

of the three large men tripped over him.  The other two reached inside their jackets.   

“Not here!” Jim heard Talbott shout. 

Jim ran straight for the gap between them.  They closed to catch his arms, but Jim 

smashed an elbow at the blond one’s solar plexus.  As the man hunched in pain, Jim wheeled and 

cracked the Hispanic one with his right fist.  He wore a knife-edge wedding band on his right 

hand’s ring finger.  He’d developed the habit in Russia, while posing with a female agent as a 

married couple.  The ring cut a furrow in the Hispanic agent’s temple.  Jim could have killed him 

with a strike to the larynx, but he’d held back.  They wouldn’t shoot unless he forced them.  Not 

with so many VIPs around. 

Jim hustled through the crowd, shouldering aside the well dressed people.  A silver haired 

gentleman was knocked into his buxom girlfriend, who fell down with a shriek of protest.  Jim 

called back an apology, then hurried on.  Coming around the side of the building, he recognized 

DNI Lyle and his wife.  Lyle gaped at him, trying to remember where they’d met before.   

Jim realized this had been a set-up.  Not unexpected -- he’d planned an escape route in 

case Talbott called in help.  The question was, who did they work for?  Not CIA, unless the three 

agents all were new recruits.  He hadn’t recognized them or the driver.   

Then why did George Heralis send Birdy after me? Maybe it wasn’t a hit.  Birdy knew I 

trusted him.  He would’ve walked right up if he was there to shoot me.  Heralis must’ve sent him 

for something else.  I’m such a shit.  I killed the only decent guy in Ops.  Good thing I stopped 

believing in church bullcrap.   

But putting all that stuff aside, here was the real question:  If it wasn’t a Company job, 

who’d drawn the assignment to terminate his threat?  Not HID, either.  Talbott pulled the strings 

on Howe’s campaign, which meant he worked for Lewis. 

Lewis could tell his buddy Stuart Fiske to punch my ticket, but Homeland Security never 

does anything this fast.  I only made the call to Talbott two hours ago…   Maybe they’re military.  

Talbott has a West Point education.  He was an intelligence officer before he left the Army. 

At a quick walk now, Jim emerged from the crowd on the other side of the Kennedy 
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Center.  He’d left a motorcycle parked in the employee’s lot, the new Kawasaki Ninja.  Four 

uniformed men ran to cut off his escape down the service drive.   These were D.C. cops, not 

security guards, part of a large contingent assigned to the concert because of the security alert.  

They drew their weapons as Jim roared straight at them. 

Jim veered away at a sharp angle, his left hand touching pavement as he banked behind a 

group of concert patrons.  The four cops held their fire as he accelerated across the wet lawn.  

Jim smiled with relief, pleased he’d made the right choice of a motocross model.  He left a swath 

of muddy track, got onto Rock Creek Parkway.    

When he came to Constitution Avenue, Jim knew he could easily escape by crossing the 

Roosevelt Bridge, heading west through Arlington.  Instead, he turned east on Constitution.  This 

was a good opportunity to learn who was after him. . 

He shot by the Federal Reserve, then the Ellipse.  He wove through heavier traffic past 

Commerce, then the Justice complex.  He saw the SUV a block back in the Kawasaki’s mirror.  

He turned south on 9th when he saw an identical SUV coming at him.  The agents must have 

radioed for backup.  He turned east on Madison, approached the National Gallery of Art, then up 

the sidewalk and a path, until he reached a back entrance.  The museum was closed, but Jim 

wasn’t here to look at paintings.  He reached the loading dock, jumped off the Kawasaki without 

coming to a stop, left it sprawled on the concrete.  He wasted little time finding the right key as 

the two SUVs careened up a pedestrian walkway. 

Years ago at Langley, one of Jim’s trainers had made his class carry out a search and 

destroy exercise through the tunnel system that snaked under Capitol Hill.  Most of these people 

were long dead.  Jim might be the only man who still recalled that chase.  Ever since, he’d 

revisited these tunnels every time he was in Washington.  Long ago, he’d acquired keys to many 

entrance points.  He now unlocked a door beside the loading dock. 

Shots tracked up the pavement as Jim stepped through the door.  Though the pursuit was 

so close he could hear their voices, he took the time to lock the door behind himself.   As he ran 

up the dim passage, a shotgun’s blast reverberated so loudly, it hurt his ears.  This was followed 

five seconds later by the noise of the metal door crashing open.  He turned and fired, probably hit 

nothing.  He saw muzzle flashes coming from six different spots.   

He fired again, heard a body smack the floor.  Shit – now they’ve  made me break my rule 

again.  After Russia, I really thought I could avoid more killing.  Without waiting to count how 

many agents returned fire, Jim emptied his clip.  He felt so wretched over Birdy, Jim didn’t 

particularly care if he lived or died tonight.  But he did care about revenge.  Before he went, he’d 

sure like to take down the bastards who’d betrayed America. 



Enemy of Freedom Paul Coulter 125 
 

  

Jim stepped into a side passage.  It was so low and tight, he had to hunch along the wall 

to avoid a hot pipe running down its middle.  The air was stifling, almost tropical, but he’d 

dressed lightly.  His shoes had rubber soles for moving fast and silently. 

Coming to another door, Jim had to undo a padlocked chain before he could turn its latch.  

He kept the chain, so they wouldn’t see it hanging loose.  He stepped into a tunnel built before 

the Civil War.  It had a vaulted ceiling made of stone.  The downward slope was wet, its surface 

so slimy he could only move safely with a skating motion.  It smelled like dead things in a bog.  

Washington had been built on marshland, after all.  He didn’t want to think what kind of 

creatures lived down here.  There was no lighting in this part.  He carried a flashlight, but didn’t 

turn it on in case they checked inside this tunnel. 

He turned again, a side passage that you had to crawl through.  On one reconnaissance, 

he’d found human bones in it.  Very old bones, crumbling at the joints.  In utter blackness, he 

belly slid through two inches of ooze.  Even if they found the Civil War passage, Jim didn’t think 

they’d follow here. 

Finally he reached a dead end.  He risked his light.  A burst of black shapes came at him.  

He didn’t have time to raise his gun and fire…    Good thing.  The pursuit team would have 

heard it.  Feeling sheepish as he brought his face out of the ooze, Jim realized the black flurry 

that went by him had only been a colony of bats.  He’d seen them roost in other side passages 

where there was no steam. He smiled at the irony as he wiped his sleeve across his face.  In 

Romania, he’d never seen a single bat. 

Risking his light again, Jim saw a metal plate was welded here to block access.  All 

through Washington’s tunnel system, doorways had been sealed like this to prevent terrorist 

attack.   

Though he was trapped, Jim didn’t panic.  Using the pry bar he’d left here, he broke 

through.  During last night’s visit, he’d used a laser saw to cut each weld up to the last 

millimeter.  He kept the pry bar, because he’d need it later to lift a hatchway.     

He came out well ahead of the pursuit.  They’d follow the Civil War passage until it 

emerged in a larger tunnel beneath the Capitol Reflecting Pool.  That door was locked, too, but 

they’d either have a key or use a shotgun like before.  He was leading them to the escape subway 

built during the Cold War.  They’d love to learn who he was and what he knew.  He’d also like 

to know who they were, but wasn’t particularly interested in their deaths.  He had charges rigged 

at four points they’d passed already, but hadn’t detonated them.  Whatever service they worked 

for, six or seven men would easily be replaced. 

He came into the broad chamber beneath the Capitol where the escape subway had a 
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terminal.  He heard the echo of another door come crashing open.  Mercury lamps gave the room 

an eerie yellow glow.  It wasn’t nearly as hot in here.  Sweat turned rapidly into cold drops 

across Jim’s skin.  But he knew that often happened down here, so he kept a parka with his other 

supplies stashed in an alcove.  If he reached the street, the parka would change his appearance, in 

addition to its warmth. 

Jim loaded the rocket launcher.  He heard their voices well before they came into the 

chamber.  Trained men, they were whispering, but didn’t realize how far sound could carry in 

these tunnels.  He held his finger on the rocket launcher’s trigger, knowing he must shoot at 

motion, not at sound. 

When the first one came through the archway, Jim fired.  The rocket whooshed toward 

them, trailing a thin line of smoke.  It exploded by the lead agent’s feet, nearly vaporizing his 

legs.  Gore from his torso splattered back into the others.  Jim thought he saw the man’s head 

carom off the second man’s chest.  It struck so hard, that man went down, too.  Two others 

dragged him back into the tunnel.  Two more provided covering fire. 

Jim ducked behind the blind he’d built.  He reloaded, then stood up.  His second rocket 

went straight into the tunnel.  A thunderous explosion was followed by their screams, then more 

gunfire came back at him.  They were brave – he’d give them that.  He didn’t want to kill them 

all.  He didn’t load the third rocket, one he’d specially prepared.  He’d equipped it with a timer, 

which he now set to thirty seconds.  He heard more gunfire, then the rocket’s deafening noise.  

Body pieces were sprayed throughout the chamber. 

The three surviving agents emerged a minute later.  They bagged the larger chunks of 

flesh.  They had their orders.  This guy probably wasn’t working alone.  If they could identify 

him, they might learn where the threat originated.  They stayed until they found the top joint of a 

thumb and a complete finger bearing a thick wedding band.  Between the fingerprints, the DNA, 

and the distinctive ring, they should be able to come up with a name. 

Jim wasn’t concerned as he emerged behind the Dirksen Office Building.  He’d never 

been fingerprinted.  The ring was not inscribed.  He’d been wounded many times, so it was 

possible that someone had saved a blood sample, but the fingers and blood they’d collected 

weren’t his. 
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TWELVE 
 

 

Donna Taliaferro returned from Craig Green’s office.  She’d showed photos to the late 

Congressman’s staff, but they didn’t recognize Salimmeh or Kemal.  Green’s secretary let Donna 

see his calendar and phone log.  She learned that his last official act had been to attend a closed 

meeting of the Intelligence Committee.   

She called as many of its members as she could reach.  None had noticed anything 

unusual, nothing like suspicious characters following Green.  The ranking minority member’s 

chief aide said he’d left the meeting walking behind Green.  The congressman had been in a 

hurry, presumably to catch his train.  The aide said it was widely known that Green commuted 

on the Metroliner.   

Donna saw nothing significant in the phone log, either. She’d flipped back several pages, 

covering the period since Khalif was first brought into the U.S.  The only notable entry was a 

five minute phone call the day before the tunnel and train bombings.  The number was the White 

House switchboard; the subject heading read Confidential.   

“Do you know who he spoke to?” Donna asked Green’s secretary.   

“No, that’s his writing, not mine.  He must have placed the call, himself.” 

“Did he often call the White House?” 

“Used to.  But not much in the last seven years.” 

“He wasn’t a welcome presence any more, you mean.” 

“Exactly.  They hated him, you know.  Craig used to be a respected voice on Foreign 

Policy, but they’ve shunned him ever since they’ve been in power.” 

“I see…    So you have no idea what the phone call was about?” 

“I didn’t know about it.  Frankly, I’m surprised they’d talk to him at all.  You check back 

through the log, I bet you won’t find any other phone calls with those b-   I mean, with the 

current administration.” 

Donna did.  The secretary was correct.  She’d love to know what the phone call 

concerned, but there was no way to learn who Green had talked to, let alone the subject.    

She turned to the latest batch of 302s.  These were witness reports, leads culled from the 
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tip lines.  Though the Terrorism Screening Center had rated these the most plausible, none of the 

purported sightings matched what Donna knew of Salimmeh and Kemal.  All operatives 

recruited by Khalif had three things in common.  High intelligence, dedication to the cause, and 

previously unblemished records. 

You couldn’t hunt them like ordinary criminals.  Most perps were none too bright.  Under 

pressure, they made mistake after mistake.  Those who were intelligent tended to have twisted 

psyches.  They were harder to catch, but their compulsions led them into patterns.   

Terrorists were different, particularly those from the Islamic Force.  They knew how to 

craft careful plans, how to stay under the radar.  They’d learned how to avoid manhunts by 

watching what had happened after other operations. 

Donna knew they wouldn’t use anything from past aliases.  They wouldn’t contact 

anyone who’d known them by those names.  Worse, they wouldn’t look like the witness 

descriptions from Seagull Island.  She’d had the unit’s graphics specialist prepare sheets with ten 

alternate guises for each man.  These were added to the terrorists’ CODIS files.  All field agents 

received copies, as well as police departments and passport control officers.  They were warned 

that the terrorists would carry impeccably forged i.d. in different names. 

Yet there were some things that the terrorists couldn’t change.  Yesterday, Reggie Dixon 

matched Salimmeh’s thumb print to one that Tunisian authorities had provided from his military 

service record.  It joined the roughly 200 million prints stored with the Fingerprint Identification 

Division.  Any law enforcement agency running an NCIC check could match it to newly arrested 

prisoners or crime scene evidence.  The other advantage over these guys was that they’d deviated 

from the Islamic Force’s suicide M.O.   

Donna felt sure this meant they planned another strike.  If she were them, she’d do it 

soon, before the chase caught up.  The terrorists would likely go wherever they’d cached 

explosives.  Which they must have done during their previous identities.  Maybe someone who’d 

known them as Karamanlian and Gupta had seen them at the drop site.  Or maybe they planned a 

rendezvous with the third terrorist Benouri.  Despite the fiasco with Abbas Khobari at MIT, 

there’d been clear signs that Benouri was operating out of Cambridge, Massachusetts.  “Manny 

Singh” may have disappeared, but he’d been sent to Cambridge for a reason.  Whoever his 

contact was at MIT, Benouri would need to stay nearby. 

Donna detailed her reasoning in a memo to Frank Hutchinson.  She considered copying 

Assistant Director Barlow, who ran the Anti-Terrorism Division.  Maybe Director McClendon, 

too.  Hutchinson had a habit of burying reports, until he could take credit.  Chances were he’d do 

it again, but Donna resisted pulling an end-run.  One of the worst “crimes” within the FBI culture 
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was to be viewed as someone who didn’t respect the chain of command.  And lately, Hutchinson 

had been particularly ticked off at her.  With Erica’s turmoil, Donna had been forced to use up all 

of her personal days.  Hutchinson was a bachelor who bragged about never taking a day off in 

twenty years.  He had no tolerance for subordinates allowing family problems to interfere with 

work.   

Donna got his approval to cover the MIT contingency with a top-notch agent.  After 

leaving Hutchinson, she posted Al Straub to the Boston Field Office.  Al knew it well, since he’d 

served his first rotation there.  He wasn’t from the area, but he’d attended BC on a football 

scholarship.  Said he’d gone out with a girl from Harvard before meeting his wife Stephanie, so 

he knew Cambridge, too.  

As a bonus, Al still looked young enough to be a grad student.  In Boston, he was given a 

squad of youthful agents, to blend in around campus.  The official story on the Khobari shooting 

had nothing to do with terrorism.  Director McClendon insisted it concerned an investigation of 

Iranian spies. Donna hoped Benouri believed this cover story and would still turn up at MIT. 

Her cell phone rang just then.  She saw it was Al Straub.   

“Donna,” said Al.  “We’ve spotted him.” 

“Benouri?” 

“Yeah.  Looks just like the Paris photo, except he has no beard.  But that’s what we’re 

looking for – the cab driver and the gas station owner both said he was clean-shaven.” 

“Where is he now?  At MIT?” 

“No, a food truck on Oxford Street. That’s on the Harvard campus, next to their Science 

Center.  It’s Moroccan food – Benouri’s an Algerian and the food’s pretty similar.  That’s why 

I’ve watched the truck every day at lunch time.” 

“Good thinking.  You have backup?”   

“Marino’s with me.  They’ve released him from desk duty, since you asked for every 

available agent.  I know – they shouldn’t have, until the Khobari investigation’s done --  but he’s 

been helpful.  Marino’s pretty current on the college scene up here.” 

“Okay.  Make sure you take Benouri quietly.  We don’t want this on the news.” 

“Got you.  We can’t let Salimmeh and Kemal know their friend’s been caught.” 

“Right.  Be careful.  Call as soon as you arrest him.” 

 

~ 

 

Al Straub and Joe Marino moved in on Benouri, but he must have made one of them.  
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Dropping his tabouli salad, Benouri bolted up the steps of a handsome building across from the 

Science Center.  It looked like an old mansion, but a sign said it was the Harvard Museum of 

Natural History.  While Marino went to cover the back exit, Al followed Benouri inside, saw him 

at the top of a stone staircase.  His shape was squat, his hair black and curly, just like in the Paris 

photo. Benouri bolted past an old lady serving as a docent, turned right into one of the display 

halls. 

Dedicated to mineral and zoological specimens, the HMNH wasn’t a heavily visited 

museum.  Al chased into the right hand hall, saw Benouri fleeing up an aisle lined with glass 

cases.  There were dozens of other cases arranged in rows, all filled with brightly colored 

crystals.  In larger cases along the walls, silvery or coal-black meteorites were on display. There 

were no patrons between Al and the suspect. 

“Halt, FBI!” he shouted. 

Benouri turned and fired.  The shot shattered a display case to Al’s left.  Shards stuck into 

his Kevlar vest.   Al returned fire, hitting nothing but more glass.  He got off six shots, which 

meant he had eighteen left inside his clip.  He lost count of how many came at him.  None struck 

their intended target.  Then Benouri’s last shot shattered the case Al crouched behind.  Al got his 

arm up just in time to protect his eyes, but one sliver stabbed into his forehead.  By the time he’d 

plucked it out, Benouri had already fled into the next room.   

Shit – with the damage and the gunshots, now it would be tough to keep this quiet.  

Around Al’s feet, what looked like a fortune in red gems had tumbled from the case.  They 

joined half a dozen 9mm casings. The place the glass shard struck hurt like he’d been stabbed 

with a tiny dagger.  His forehead bled profusely.   Al had to hold a finger to the spot, or the blood 

would have run into his eyes.  Marino caught up, panting hard, his semi-automatic drawn.   

“You’re hit,” Marino said.  “Shit, Al, it looks bad.” 

“The blood’s just from a scratch.  He’s gone into that room ahead.” 

They kicked aside the glass and took up positions on both sides of the doorway.  Al 

nodded at Marino.  Weapons in the ready position, they burst high and low into the room.  

Nothing was in there except a massive amethyst geode on display.  A sign said it came from 

Brazil and weighed 1,600 pounds. 

They looped around a string of rooms without finding Benouri or anything knocked over.  

The HMNH was connected to the Peabody Museum, a sprawling complex of halls dedicated to 

archaeology and anthropology.   

“If he’s crossed into the Peabody,” said Marino, “he can get out its front entrance onto 

Divinity Street. Then he’s got his choice of side streets.  This area’s like a warren.”   
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“Let’s hope he stayed in this building,” said Al.  “We’ll check the rest of it first.”   

They came back to the entrance hall at the top of the stairway.  The old lady still was 

seated at her desk, though she looked very pale.  As Al held up his FBI badge, she silently 

pointed to her right.  Benouri had gone into the hall on the stairway’s other side.  They entered 

cautiously.  There was no sign of him.  The room contained hundreds of glass flowers and plants, 

on display here since the 1800s.   

They passed into the next exhibit.  Here, there were a few people, a dad with children, a 

college-aged couple, a pair of elderly women, all drawn by dioramas of stuffed beasts.  None of 

the patrons looked panicked.  Apparently, the building’s stone walls were so thick, the gunshots 

hadn’t been audible over here.    Marino identified himself, said an armed robber was in the 

museum.  He asked them to leave quickly.   

Al and Marino passed a display representing the African plains, then one of tundra 

wildlife, then a woodland exhibit.  Included was a pair of pheasants once owned by George 

Washington, according to the sign.  The other animals looked very real, though dead, some of 

them enormous.  Al wondered if a mastodon in the prehistoric section had been found frozen in 

the tundra, or if it was just a model.  Certainly, the triceratops and other dinosaurs couldn’t be the 

work of taxidermists, but they looked astonishingly real.  It made these halls feel even more 

dangerous.  There were so many angles, Benouri had his choice of sniping stations. 

They carefully wound through more exhibits, weapons drawn.  They came to a very large 

hall, three stories high.  Suspended from the ceiling was the skeleton of a Kronosaurus, a 42 foot 

marine dinosaur.  There was a stairway leading up to an observation gallery on the highest level.  

At floor level, more rows of display cases were dedicated to aquatic life.  Al started to search 

among them, while Marino climbed the stairs.  He hoped they didn’t lead to a repeat of what had 

happened at the top of the Green building.  Or a reverse, for that matter.  It was a long drop 

down. 

Halfway through the exhibits, Al remembered to call Pete Sheridan at the Boston Field 

Office.  Told him they had Benouri cornered in the HMNH’s marine animals room, asked for 

backup to seal off the building. 

Just as he hung up, two shots exploded rapidly.  The Kronosaurus skeleton was swinging 

down at him!  Benouri must have shot through one of its supporting cables. 

Al dove at a display of seals.  The terrorist used the opportunity to rush past him.  Marino 

fired from the observation deck.  His shots only slammed into a coelacanth, a dinosaur-era fish 

that fishermen had hauled up from the Indian Ocean a few decades ago.  Christ – it was probably 

so rare, he’d get in trouble for this, too.  Benouri raced through the zoological wing and down the 
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stairs. 

He fled across Oxford Street, through the Science Building, over Cambridge Street, then 

into Harvard Yard.  Running hard, they saw glimpses of Benouri among knots of students.  Past 

Memorial Church, then the wide marble steps of Widener Library, around an ivy-covered quad, 

past Boylston and Wadsworth, then out an archway into Harvard Square.  They were perhaps 

200 yards behind him. 

“He’s heading for the subway station!” Al shouted to Marino.  They cut into the Old 

Yard, past Thayer Hall, past the statue of Reverend John Harvard.  “He’ll take the Red Line into 

Boston, then he has his choice of four different lines.” 

“I’m calling headquarters,” said Marino.  “I’ll tell them to cover all the stations.”   

They veered in the direction of the T entrance. But Benouri didn’t go down to the trains.  

Al was ahead and saw him turn toward the news kiosk in Harvard Square.  Where the traffic was 

pulled up at a light, Benouri forced a guy out of his Lexus at gunpoint.  He peeled through the 

red light, headed the wrong way down J.F.K.   

Al ran to his car where it was parked across from the COOP.  He didn’t have a siren, so 

he honked repeatedly as he wove through thick, oncoming traffic.  Ahead, he saw the Lexus 

dodging onto the sidewalk, scattering pedestrians in front of shops.  Al was a block behind when 

Benouri came to the end of J.F.K., then screeched through traffic on Memorial Drive. Al got a 

clear sight of the Lexus on the arching bridge leading to Harvard Stadium on the Boston side of 

the Charles River.   

The light had just turned red when Al reached Memorial Drive, but he honked his way 

across.  He gunned over the bridge, saw the Lexus just turning onto the ramp for Storrow Drive.  

This highway led to downtown Boston and was fast this time of day.  In the powerful Lexus, 

Benouri could easily lose him. 

Al leaned out of his window and took careful aim.  Just as Benouri accelerated, Al fired. 

It worked this time.  The Lexus’s left rear tire exploded and the car fishtailed into the 

bridge abutment.  Benouri scraped along it, regained control, but couldn’t get up to speed with 

his rear tire in shreds.  Al fired again, this time taking out the right rear tire.  Benouri slammed 

into the guard rail.  

As Al caught up, Benouri left the Lexus, leaped the barrier, and ran onto a lawn between 

dormitories at the Harvard Business School.  Al knew there was a complex of tunnels between 

the buildings.  The girl he’d dated before Stephanie had given him a romantic tour when they 

both were sloshed after the Harvard-Yale game. 

Al had a clear shot now, but it was important to take Benouri alive.  He aimed low at the 
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terrorist’s ankles, fired. 

He was accurate again.  Benouri fell with a scream.  As he rolled into a bank of gritty 

snow, Benouri got off a shot of his own.  A very unlucky shot for Al, because it hit him half an 

inch below his Kevlar vest. 

Oh shit, Al thought, as the cold and pain struck him.  Just when Stephanie and I were 

about to start a family.  
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THIRTEEN 

 

 

Brandt assumed his calls would all be monitored, whether he used a cell, satellite, or land 

line.   He’d exchanged carefully worded e-mails with Kyrie Langford that morning, so he knew 

she’d come up empty in Beardsley’s office.  He also knew that Kyrie had filed charges against 

Imad Khalif, but it wouldn’t have been a good idea for him to attend the press conference.  

Assuming his e-mails would be intercepted, too, Brandt arranged a meeting cryptically. 

“That game we talked about – add the score and meet me at that time,” he wrote.  “I’ll 

find you in front of the place where TJ’s going to work.  Be careful that you aren’t followed.  

These guys are playing hard ball now.” 

He hoped that Kyrie wasn’t being watched already.  He’d had long experience at slipping 

into places unobserved.  But Kyrie wouldn’t recognize a tail from trained professionals. 

At midnight, Brandt drove up in a borrowed car just as Kyrie turned from New York 

Avenue onto 15th.  She was on foot a block from the Treasury Building.  Other than the clicking 

of her heels, the street was quiet.  It looked deserted; not even a pigeon moved.   The trees were 

bare this time of year.  There was no place to hide.  If anyone was watching, it must be from a 

parked vehicle.  Which would mean they’d known the meeting place ahead of time. 

Brandt pulled up to Kyrie, called to her through his rolled down window.  She opened the 

door, got in quickly.  Brandt drove off toward the Ellipse.   

“You all right?” he asked.  “See anything suspicious on your way?” 

“Nothing unusual.  A few pedestrians, some light traffic.  I just worked very late, like I 

always do when my boyfriend’s on a trip.  Unless they remove me from the Khalif trial, that’s 

going to be my normal schedule for months to come.”   

“So you really think he deserves execution?” 

“You bet I do.  Whatever rules were broken, Khalif’s the most dangerous man I’ve ever 

met.  He has to be convicted.” 

“You’ll still be the prosecutor?” 

 “I’m the one who’s best prepared to win this case.  But after that, I don’t expect a long 

future at Justice.” 
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“You mean because of helping me.” 

“It started with a lot of things…   but sure, one way or the other, our partnership will put 

an end to my career.” 

“You think I’ll be forced to give up your name.  I promise that won’t happen.  I’ve never 

leaked a source.  I’d rot in jail before I’d cooperate with them.  They have no right – they want to 

make sure no one else comes forward, and I won’t let them do that.” 

“No, I never thought you’d reveal me as a source.  That isn’t what I meant.  I’ll either get 

fired or arrested.  But maybe we can beat them.” 

“The odds are all against us.  I hope you understand that.  These guys think nothing of 

making people disappear.  They’re very good at what they do.”  Brandt glanced at Kyrie.  Once 

again, he wished she didn’t have a boyfriend.  “You didn’t walk all the way, did you?  It’s better 

to drive wherever possible.  They have an easier time tailing you on foot.” 

“No, I drove from Fourth  Street.  I waited until everyone except the guards left our 

building.   I wanted to make sure no cars followed, like you said.  And I checked my car for a 

transmitter.” 

“They’re so tiny now, you wouldn’t see it.” 

“Yeah, but we have a secure garage.” 

“I don’t think that would stop them very long.  We’ll just have to hope they still don’t 

know we’re working together…   So where’s your car?” 

I’m parked at the Court of Claims, where I won’t get towed because of my Justice decal.” 

“Okay, that was smart…    Listen, this is getting really dangerous.  I don’t want to sound 

like a conspiracy nut, but I’m almost sure the administration’s hiding something huge.  The kind 

of thing they’d kill to keep from getting out.  I’ll understand if you want to walk away.” 

“I’ve already done my walking for the night.”  Kyrie pivoted to face Brandt.  He looked 

so resolute, so indestructible.  Kyrie wanted him to understand that she was equally determined.  

“If you knew me better, you’d understand I don’t back off from doing the right thing.” 

“Good.  I had a feeling that’s how you’d see it.”   

“But what are we talking about?  I didn’t find anything suspicious in Kirk Beardsley’s 

files.  What did your source expect to be there?  

“He wouldn’t say.  But I think there must be something to it.  I pushed too hard for a 

story, and they tried to kill me.”  Brandt told her what had happened earlier.  “They wouldn’t do 

that just because I’m writing about their anti-terrorism methods.  It’s no revelation that they cross 

the line.  People expect rough treatment with terrorists.  And if they’ve broken into defense 

lawyers’ offices, spied on civil liberties groups, suppressed evidence, held suspects 
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incommunicado, so what?  Everyone already knows they do that.  I’m sure most Americans 

approve.  For them to want to kill me, we must have stumbled onto something much, much 

bigger.” 

“Like what?” asked Kyrie.  “I’ll admit, I’m getting the same feeling.”  

“I think we might be looking at something this country never expected to see.  Some kind 

of power grab, I think.” 

“Hey, just hold up a minute.   You don’t mean a coup?” 

“I know it sounds crazy.  But someone’s pulling strings.  After the tunnel and the 

Metroliner bombings, they want to take advantage of the terrorism backlash.  If the country was 

ever in the mood for an iron hand, it’s now.” 

“You’re talking about the military?  That’s an institution I know pretty well.  It’s hard to 

buy.” 

“I’m not a crackpot, Kyrie.  There’s something going on, and we both know it.  For a plot 

to work, you’d need the military on your side.  Just because America isn’t some banana republic, 

that doesn’t mean it couldn’t happen here.” 

“Bullshit.  You haven’t thought this through.  Our country isn’t monolithic.  There are 

hundreds of groups working hard to protect democracy.    Not to mention constant scrutiny from 

the news media.  There are thousands of you journalists – how could some junta work up a coup 

without you guys sniffing it out?”    

“You’re right about that part.  They’d have to keep it to key people until just before the 

launch.  It would be impossible to line up the majority of military units beforehand.  But hear me 

out – what if someone highly placed has decided that the time is ripe?  He’d gather support from 

the Joint Chiefs, then announce the country’s under siege from terrorists.  He’d claim we’re 

forced into a state of ‘temporary’ martial law.  What happens next?  I’d guess the armed services 

all fall in line.  Some people would resist, but they’d be killed or rounded up and charged with 

treason.  Would the opposition have enough strength and courage to mount a civil war?  I 

wouldn’t bet on it.” 

“Jesus, that’s really frightening,” said Kyrie.  “I still say your scenario’s farfetched, but 

just supposing there’s something to this, what do you suggest we do about it?” 

“Learn the truth, publish it before anything can happen.   Look, I’m only guessing about a 

coup.  It’s just this feeling I’ve been getting.  But something very wrong is going on.  We have to 

find out what.” 

 “I could have another crack at Beardsley’s office.  The problem is, I’d need to get into 

his computer.” 
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 “Are you any good at that?” 

“Not really.  We all have passwords to our files.  I wouldn’t have a clue what Beardsley 

uses.” 

“I might know how to get around that.  I once did a story on hackers breaching electronic 

files at the Pentagon.  Learned a trick or two that should work, unless you’ve instituted ultra-tight 

security procedures at Justice.” 

“No.  Just the usual.” 

“But can you get me in late tomorrow night?  I have to pick up some equipment first.” 

“Sure, no problem.  Long as you can slip whoever’s watching you again.” 

“Should be all right.  I’m pretty good at that.”  Brandt pulled up at a light.  He let go of 

the steering wheel and faced Kyrie.  “But once you get me in, you can’t be there.  If I’m caught, 

that’s a serious crime.  They might not call it a national security breach, or it would raise a stir, 

but it’s still burglary.” 

“I told you, Dave.  I don’t back off because of trouble.  What’s right is right.  That’s how 

I was raised, and what I still believe.  I’m in this to the end, so you can just forget about playing 

the gentleman.” 

“No, I only meant-” 

“My God!  What’s that gash on your jaw?”  Now that he faced her, it looked cut to the 

bone.  In the red glare from the traffic light, it resembled something from a ghoulish Halloween 

mask.  “Is that what they did to you?  It looks really bad.  You need to get that stitched.” 

“I can’t go to a hospital.  My boss says a doctor friend of his will come first thing in the 

morning to patch me up.” 

“But it must hurt like hell.  Drive to Georgetown.  We’ll go to my apartment.  My 

boyfriend’s got some pain pills the dentist prescribed for him last week.  Let me give you some, 

at least.”   

Kyrie reached out to touch him gently on the cheek.  She realized that she’d only just 

begun to know him, but she felt a tender surge for Brandt. 

The bare brush of Kyrie’s fingers jolted Brandt.  Though he still felt sick about having to 

send the kids away, a pall had suddenly torn loose from his heart.  He hadn’t felt truly happy 

since the day Marlene told him about Tony.  But now, despite the threat against his life, the 

danger to his family, the terrorists, the sinister maze of S.T. and his former friends, the chance 

this country might slide into dictatorship, Kyrie’s fingers felt like something miraculous, 

something he’d never hoped to find again. 

 What didn’t have a chance of ever starting with Shannon…  suddenly felt right with 
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Kyrie.  It couldn’t be more natural.  This felt like the simplest thing in the whole world. 

Except.  Oh, yeah.  Kyrie had a boyfriend.  She liked to mention him every chance she 

got. 

“That’s okay.  I’m fine.”  Brandt turned away from Kyrie as the light changed to green.  

“It’s better if I don’t go to your place.  No one can know you’re helping me.  You can’t be seen 

in my company.” 

“I don’t care.  We have to stay in this together.” 

We.  Brandt liked the sound of that.  Though of course there was no we.  There was Kyrie 

and her boyfriend.  There was Davis Brandt and his damned obsession with the truth.  There was 

a career that took away everyone he loved.   

Sweet Jesus, though.  He could feel the warm trace of Kyrie’s fingers where she’d 

touched his cheek.  If this was the closest they ever got, it still made this whole damned mess 

worth it. 

   

~ 

 

There was only one man who enjoyed President Lewis’s complete trust.  That’s why he’d 

brought Stuart Fiske to Camp David for a strategy session.  Now serving as Secretary of 

Homeland Security, Fiske had been Chief of Staff in the first term, Campaign Chairman before 

that.  They’d known each other since Michigan State, where they’d both pledged Kappa Sig.  

Fiske was the hardest working, most resourceful man Lewis had ever known.  One of the 

brightest, too.  But the quality that far exceeded these fine attributes was his loyalty.  The only 

word for it was uncompromising.  Lewis relied on Fiske, because he did whatever was required 

to preserve the administration’s great achievements.  Lewis had no doubt that Fiske would kill to 

protect him.  Personally, if necessary.  By proxy, certainly, as he suspected had occurred several 

times during their long political association. 

“Stu,” said Lewis once they were well out of earshot from the Presidential Detail.  “I’m 

worried about Howe.  His campaign isn’t going well.” 

“To put it mildly.  He’s down another three points in the Harris poll.  Trouble is, he’s too 

damned dumb.  Public used to like his handsome face and friendly manner, but now that he has 

to open his mouth every day, the good-ole-boy stuff just won’t cut it.  But it’s much too late to 

back another horse.” 

“Okay, I’m tired of admitting it, but you were right…   again.  Howe’s become an 

albatross around my neck.  It couldn’t be more important to keep our policies going.  I backed 
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Howe because the one good thing about that dumbass is that I can control him.  We’d still run 

the show if I can just get him through November.” 

“The news isn’t all bad.  Metzfeld’s withdrawal was timed just right.  Got less than a 

minute on the network news.  Terrorist hunt, tunnel and train aftermaths, then the funerals booted 

him right off.  Sure, they’ll yap too much about it on cable and the blogs, but no one’s suggested 

we had anything to do with it.” 

“Good.  Let’s keep it that way.  What about Lane?” 

“The Senator’s about to face criminal charges.” 

“Perfect.  That’ll move Len Mitchell to the front…     You’re sure that’s who we want?” 

“He’s the only major candidate who gets outpolled by Howe.  Assuming the country 

doesn’t go completely to the left, Mitchell has little chance of moving beyond his base.  If we 

want Howe to win, it’s got to be against Mitchell.” 

“All right.  Go ahead with whatever you’ve got planned for Lane.” 

“The team’s moving into-”     

“Skip the details.  I can’t know anything.  That’s even more important now.” 

“Okay, but there’s another big if, Slick.”  Fiske was the only man who still had the 

privilege of calling Lewis by his frat house nickname.  “Howe wins only if he sticks to script.  

He’ll get creamed in the debates.  Mitchell’s very sharp.  He has an incredible memory for facts 

and quotes.  He’ll pull out every one of Howe’s misstatements and boneheaded ideas.  Unless we 

limit the damage, even people who think liberals should be put against the wall and shot won’t 

vote for Howe over Mitchell.  They’ll write in their favorite uncle before they’ll put a proven 

moron in the White House.” 

“Yeah, so what do we do, goddammit?  I can’t hold his hand every step of the way…   

Maybe it’s time to launch a contingency plan.” 

“Like what we talked about before?  It’s too late to get someone else on the ballots.  And 

there’s no one who could win it as a write-in.” 

“How about Meredith LeCroix Lewis heading a National Salvation ticket?” 

“No disrespect, but your wife just doesn’t go over big with the electorate.  Unfortunately, 

they haven’t warmed to her.  They think she’ll be another Hillary.  You know, power hungry.” 

“I know what you mean.  Merry can’t help it that she’s got this driven way about her.” 

“Yeah, you and me, we know what a classy lady she is, but the sad fact is, she could 

never win the White House.  Even is she had half the popularity you once enjoyed, I don’t think 

it would fly.  I mean, it’s one thing for a widow to step in for a beloved governor or senator cut 

down in his prime.  It’s a different thing entirely at this level.  We’ve had First Ladies more or 
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less running the country before, but to get elected without holding high office first, that’s never 

been done.” 

“I guess you’re right.  If Merry enters now, it would be too obvious she’s only standing in 

for me…     Okay, let’s see.  Who else.  There’s got to be someone…     I know – goddammit, 

why didn’t I think of this before?  You could do it, Stu.”   

“Me?  It wouldn’t work.  I’m flattered, but you know I’m best behind the scenes.” 

“You’ve been with me a long time.  By now, you must have reasonably good name 

recognition.” 

“Sorry, it just won’t work.  I’m truly honored that you think so highly of me, and I’d love 

to carry on your mission, but the fact is, I would lose.” 

“Lose?  Why?” 

“Do you know how many write-in candidates have ever won election to high office?” 

“Can’t say I do.” 

“The answer is one.  Strom Thurmond, in his first election for Representative, and that 

was under extraordinary circumstances.” 

“What about Henry Cabot Lodge?  I seem to remember him winning a Senate race that 

way.” 

“No, it was the New Hampshire primary against Goldwater and Rockefeller in 1964.  But 

Lodge didn’t come close to winning the nomination, and certainly not the presidency.  I 

wouldn’t, either.  We’re forced to stick with Howe.” 

“That’s what I’m doing.  But I still want an emergency plan.  For Christ’s sake, this is 

wartime.  We can’t let this country be weakened any more.”  On the path that looped around 

Camp David, President Lewis slapped a pine bough out of his way.  He kicked a large rock that 

went skittering down the Catoctin Mountain slope.    “Hey, I know.  Listen to this -- it’s brilliant.     

Wartime emergencies call for wartime measures.  What was good enough for America in the 

Depression and World War Two is good enough for us now.  If FDR could have four terms, why 

shouldn’t I?” 

“Uh, there’s a little amendment called the Twenty-second.” 

“Well, of course I know that.  Or I’d be running now.  But what if we repealed it?” 

“You might force Congress to fast-track that, play up the terrorism angle and all, not to 

mention our boys at risk overseas, but it still wouldn’t work.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because you’d never get enough state legislatures to ratify in time.”  Not to mention, 

Lewis would get creamed, the way Americans had grown to detest him.  But Fiske couldn’t tell 
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him this.  “There are still too many blue states.” 

“But we must be close.  If it takes a few more, we’ll find leverage somewhere.” 

“Too risky.  Even in the red states, these things move very slowly.” 

“Shit!  There’s got to be a way.  I just have this gut feeling Howe will blow it.” 

“That would be very bad.  Your enemies would control the government.” 

“Exactly.  They’d reverse all of my accomplishments.  They’d slant history, so all the 

good things I achieved look like negatives.” 

“Not just negatives.  They won’t rest until they turn your accomplishments into criminal 

behavior.  And since they’d be running Justice, at least one of their charges is bound to stick.” 

“Damn it, there’s got to be something we can do to prevent that kind of outrage, even if 

Howe loses.” 

“Not if he loses,” said Fiske.  “By then, it would be too late.  But it might be doable 

before.” 

“What are you suggesting?  Some kind of intervention?  The country would never sit still 

if I cancelled the election, declared a state of emergency.” 

“I agree.  You’d need the Pentagon to back you up.  I can’t see them doing that.” 

“Now slow down, Stu.  Why not? 

“Because it’s impossible to raise the subject.  Take Torriano.  He’s as loyal as they come.  

But if I were to have a private word with him, no matter how subtly I phrase the question, he’d 

be afraid to answer yes.  He’ll think that it’s some kind of test.  Even if we got him and the others 

to agree, how do you stop leaks?” 

“What do you mean?  I’ll just order them to keep it quiet until we make a Go decision.” 

“Military men aren’t like us, Slick.  You might think generals and admirals are used to 

keeping secrets, but they talk among themselves constantly.  Before they launch something 

major, they always seek consensus.” 

“So you’re saying even if we get the necessary backing, it wouldn’t stay a secret.” 

“Right.” 

“But you could at least draw up some kind of plan, in case a real state of emergency 

exists.”    

“I’ll do my best,” said Fiske. 
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FOURTEEN 
 

 

After his arrest, Benouri al-Qadir spent less than one hour in Boston.  Marino put the 

terrorist in his car before the ambulance arrived for Al Straub.  Benouri’s fractured ankle wasn’t 

set in plaster until he reached Virginia.  Pete Sheridan conferred with Donna Taliaferro, who 

agreed that the most important thing was to interrogate Benouri under secure conditions.  Given 

the awful news about Al, she was in no mood to grant terrorists recuperation time. 

Local television and print media reported a shooting incident at the Harvard Museum of 

Natural History that culminated with the suspect’s arrest.  They announced that an FBI agent had 

been seriously wounded, was now on life support at Mass General.  They never learned that the 

man who’d shot him was an Algerian terrorist, a member of Imad Khalif’s cell.  A few national 

outlets picked up the story, but when they made inquiries, FBI sources let it slip that the case 

involved narcotics.  Since Al was working out of the Boston Field Office, which had recently 

broken up a heroin smuggling operation, this explanation wasn’t challenged.  No journalist ever 

got wind that Benouri al-Qadir was the gunman apprehended on Harvard Business School’s 

campus. 

Donna was satisfied that Kemal and Salimmeh couldn’t know of Benouri’s arrest.  He 

now was in the underground prison near Tyson’s Corner.  Donna sent Ken Bridger to represent 

the Bureau at his interrogation.  She wanted to be there, herself, but knew she wouldn’t be an 

asset.  The way Donna felt, she might strangle the bastard before he could reveal useful 

information.   

She’d had to break the news to Stephanie Straub that Al was hovering near death in 

Boston.  She’d felt wretched that she couldn’t accompany Stephanie on the flight to Logan.   

Donna couldn’t justify taking the time away from the continuing manhunt.   

To cap Donna’s awful day, there’d been a vicious turf battle following Benouri’s arrest.  

As usual in this administration, the FBI hadn’t won.  Hutchinson had refused to back her up.  He 

was furious that the matter even came to Director McClendon’s attention.  Benouri’s 

interrogation would be conducted by agents from Homeland Security.  It’s top man Stuart Fiske 

was the President’s confidante, so Homeland Security always got the final say.  The secret prison 
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was a joint operation they ran with the Department of Defense.  At least they’d agreed to let an 

agent from SIOC attend.  Donna told Ken Bridger to call as soon as Benouri revealed anything. 

When she was done with Ken, Donna returned Phil’s call that had come in on her cell. 

“It’s no good,” said Phil.  “I’ve checked all of Erica’s usual places, called all her friends.  

No one’s seen her.  No one knows a thing.  It’s been twenty-four hours.  We’ll have to report her 

missing.” 

“Yeah, call the cops.  Ask for Lieutenant Zowicki.  He knows me and he’s good.  But 

don’t expect a whole lot.  Teenagers run off all the time.  Police departments can’t drop 

everything when thoughtless girls stay out all night with their boyfriends.” 

“You’re sure that’s what happened?  You think Erica will turn up soon?” 

“Sure, she’ll drag in later today or tonight.  She’s done it enough times before.  She’s 

figured out we’ll feel so relieved she’s home, the most we’ll do is ground her.” 

“I don’t know.  This doesn’t feel like the other times.”   

“Hang in there, hon.  I know it’s hard, but she’ll be home soon, you’ll see…    I feel 

terrible that I can’t be there to help.” 

“You could call-” 

“You know I can’t.  If I report that Jason’s kidnapped her, transported Erica across state 

lines, I’d need some proof.  I can’t just make it up.  If I’m wrong, they could fire me.  Even 

charge me with a felony.” 

“But I know she’s with him.  She’s only fifteen.  For God’s sake, I found out he’s twenty-

three.  You’ve got to get somebody after him.  Maybe not kidnapping, but something!  I can’t 

think what else to do.” 

“Phil…” 

Donna knew that Phil was near his breaking point.  A strong man in most ways, Phil’s 

weakness was that he loved Erica unconditionally.  Not that Donna didn’t love her just as much.  

But she’d always had to be the firm one with her.  Sometimes she wished Phil had a bit of tough 

love in him, so she could be the kind of mom her own had been.  Like she imagined most women 

would be if they got to choose.  Close and loving with their daughters, wise sometimes, silly 

when the mood was right, best of friends throughout.  She’d like to wrap her arms around Erica, 

totally accepting, tell her she was wonderful, tell her everything was just the way it should be, all 

part of growing up.  

“Phil,” she said again.  “I’ll be home as early as I can tonight.  I know it’s a lot to ask of 

you.  I love you so much for understanding about this damned job I have to do.” 

“I do understand.  I’m just so frustrated that I can’t find Erica.” 
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“Tell you what.  I’ll run a check on Jason unofficially.  His last name’s Krickler, right?” 

“Yeah, that’s it.” 

“Okay.  I’ll do it soon as possible.  Maybe they’re at one of his relatives.  Or if he has 

priors, usually there’s some information about who his friends are.” 

“Good.  I’d be surprised if he doesn’t have a record.  He seemed like a real punk.” 

“Maybe we’ll get lucky and he’ll have outstanding warrants.  Then I can get him picked 

up.” 

“God, I hope so.  If he gets a jail term, he’ll be out of Erica’s life.” 

Donna said goodbye, then pressed her fingertips against her temples.  Despite the great 

importance of this case, she knew she should be out there searching for her daughter.  Phil 

couldn’t take much more of this.  Soon as the terrorists were caught, she was putting in for early 

retirement.  It would mean a large cut in her pension, but they’d manage somehow.   

 

      ~ 

 

The interrogation took place in the same room where Kyrie Langford had witnessed 

Mahdi el-Maghib’s torture.  The same two specialists were there, the gray-haired, avuncular 

agent Tom Springdale and the dog-handler Vince Coakley.  No Rottweiler this time.  They could 

always bring Rex in later.   

They started slowly with Benouri.  Past experience had taught Springdale that virtually 

all prisoners feel compelled to hold out as long as possible.  Especially those who considered 

themselves combatants fighting for a noble cause.  No sense using the best methods too early, 

when the prisoner would make his strongest effort to resist. 

They progressed through soft questioning, repeating what they knew of Benouri’s 

childhood, his schooling, his military service, his work history as a mechanic, his last address of 

record in the Algerian city of Oran.  They asked him only to correct them if they made factual 

mistakes.  Springdale continued with a discussion of Benouri’s religious beliefs, then asked 

about a mosque he’d frequented as a young man in Algiers.  Benouri confirmed that he knew of 

this mosque, but would not comment on its fiery imam.  He grew silent as they traced his 

recruitment into the Islamic Force and subsequent move to Paris.  They showed him the 

surveillance pictures of himself, Salimmeh, Kemal, and Khalif, but Benouri claimed he’d never 

lived in France. 

From that point on, he denied knowledge of everything they asked about – planning for 

the Valero operation, leasing of the Princess Anna, bribery to obtain seaman’s papers, purchase 
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of the Semtex from Czech gangsters, forged i.d. documents of extraordinary quality, entering the 

U.S. illegally, the routes taken by Salimmeh and Kemal, methods of communication with Khalif, 

his contact in Cambridge, Massachusetts, and who else was involved.  Though Coakley and 

Springdale steadily ratcheted up the pressure, Benouri insisted he knew nothing of the Islamic 

Force, the Valero plan, the Chesapeake Tunnel bombing.   

“Why did you target Craig Green?” Springdale continued.  “Is it because he made a 

speech opposing Palestinian statehood?” 

He’d added these questions about the train wreck for the benefit of Bridger and the 

rolling tape.  It was widely known that Congressman Green had been among the Metroliner 

victims. 

“Who is this Green?” Benouri asked.   

“Your parents have been picked up in Oran,” Springdale shifted gears.  “Your 

government hates terrorists.  They aren’t nearly as gentle as us.  But they’ve promised to release 

your mother if we tell them you’re cooperating…     Now, what do you know about a follow-up 

mission to the tunnel and train bombings?” 

“Nothing.  I keep telling you, I’m just a car mechanic.  Why won’t you believe me?  I 

came to America because I can save enough money in only five years work to open up my own 

garage back home.” 

“Talk now, or it will go hard on your parents.  Your father’s already admitted you’re a 

member of the Islamic Force.  He tried to resist, but as you know, they have very brutal methods 

in Algeria.  Start being honest, or we’ll be forced to recommend they interrogate your mother.” 

“You bastards!  I don’t know anything.” 

“Why did you run?   

“Any Arab would run from you these days.” 

“Why did you fire at an FBI agent?” 

“He fired at me first.” 

“Why were you carrying a gun?” 

“I have a permit.  The gas station was robbed twice while I worked the night shift.” 

“You stopped working there, but you kept the gun.  Fortunately for you, the agent you 

shot will recover.”  This probably wasn’t true, but they needed Benouri to think he had a chance 

to avoid execution.  “Now tell us why you shot him.”   

“I shot him to protect myself.  He was trying to kill me.  Your government hates Arabs.” 

“What are you trying to protect?” put in Ken Bridger.  “We know it’s something around 

the colleges.  You were seen at both Harvard and MIT.” 
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“They have lots of jobs.  I thought maybe I could get one.  I’m good at fixing all sorts of 

machines, not just cars.” 

The interrogation continued like this for hours, but Benouri steadfastly denied any 

connection to terrorism.  Springdale threatened to have the Algerians pick up Benouri’s younger 

sister.  After a long history of government repression and massacres at the hands of radical 

insurgents, anything was possible in an Algerian prison.  A woman detained by the authorities 

expected to be raped.  She could count herself lucky if they didn’t hack off her breasts.  Benouri 

refused to admit that he knew Salimmeh, Kemal, and Khalif.     

Springdale nodded at his partner. Coakley picked up a folding chair, collapsed it, and 

smashed its edge into Benouri’s shin.  It landed just above the rim of his new cast, knocking his 

already splintered bone out of alignment.  Benouri screamed, his face twisting with agony.   Ken 

Bridger glared at Springdale and Coakley, but said nothing.  He knew that protesting would only 

get him barred. 

“Start talking, shithead!” Coakley said to Benouri.  “You’ve got five seconds or I’ll 

smash your cast to bits.” 

“Where are your friends Salimmeh and Kemal hiding?” Springdale asked in a much 

calmer voice.  “Where does your cell keep safe houses in the U.S.?” 

“I don’t know these men,” said Benouri, his voice breaking with pain and fear. 

Coakley cracked the chair into Benouri’s leg again.  He raised the chair a third time as 

Benouri writhed on the floor.  Ken left the room, used his cell phone to inform Donna what was 

happening.  The Homeland Security agents didn’t try to stop him.   

Much as these tactics disturbed her, Donna knew that it would save lives if they could 

break Benouri quickly.  The man was a terrorist, committed to slaughtering as many innocent 

Americans as possible.  She knew there was a fine line between necessity and abuse of power…    

but if any situation ever warranted torture, this was one.   

“Continue monitoring the interrogation,” she told Ken.  “Document everything that 

happens.” 

“Shouldn’t I stop them?”  Ken felt outraged by the torture.  What would Hayley think if 

she knew that he’d just stood there watching?  “I mean, it isn’t right.  I’ve witnessed serious 

crimes here, Donna.  I should arrest them now, before they go even further.”   

“No, just monitor and document.  You’re badly outnumbered at the prison.” 

“But-” 

“You heard me, Ken.  If they try to take away your notebook, don’t resist.  You can 

recreate your notes as soon as you return to SIOC.” 
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“Understood.” 

He hated following this order, but he trusted Donna’s judgment.  Ken reentered the room 

as the interrogators hauled Benouri up into the chair.  Coakley threatened to bring his Rottweiler, 

then had to explain this meant a very large dog that loved to bite.   

“He’s trained to go for either your groin or throat or arm,” said Coakley.  “Depends on 

my command.  But it’s a long walk for me to go and get him.  If you force me do it, I’ll forget 

the word that makes him stop.” 

“Just tell us one little thing,” urged Springdale.  “We admire your bravery.  You’ve held 

out much longer than anyone we’ve ever questioned.  Tell us how you contact Salimmeh or 

Kemal, and we won’t use the dog.” 

“By all that’s holy, I swear that I don’t know these men.”  Benouri’s voice was raw with 

pain.  “I knew someone named Kamali in Oran, but he was a cripple.” 

Coakley left to get the dog.  Meanwhile, Springdale unlocked a cabinet.  He removed an 

electroshock apparatus and began setting up its cables.  When he noticed Ken scribbling in his 

notebook again, Springdale winked at him.  He’d used these methods many times.  This wouldn’t 

be the first official complaint.  Nothing ever came of them, because Secretary Fiske had such 

strong pull.  Benouri would be executed anyway.  Who cared if he suffered a little first?  If it was 

effective, as it usually was, if it saved lives, no one could say that this was wrong.  Even if by 

some tiny chance the man was innocent, what were they supposed to do?  Let a hundred 

terrorists get away with atrocities for the sake of one unlucky bastard? 

Springdale started with a medium level of current.  The electrodes were clipped to 

Benouri’s index fingers.  Springdale went through all the questions again.  Benouri’s level of 

cooperation didn’t improve.  Springdale steadily raised the current, with no effect.  He moved the 

clips to Benouri’s nipples, then once more asked his questions.  Springdale’s voice remained 

amazingly patient.  His crow’s feet deepened with concern for Benouri’s pain.  He looked away 

with regret as he yanked down Benouri’s pants and underwear, then clipped the electrodes to his 

testicles.   

Feeling like a prime scumbag, Ken Bridger wrote down everything in his notebook.  It 

was the worst thing he’d ever been asked to do, but still Ken understood why Donna wouldn’t let 

him stop this.  They’d turn the charges back on him, then just continue with the torture, anyway.  

And maybe it was necessary to save thousands of innocent civilians.  But he dreaded this 

evening, when he’d have to tell Hayley about it.  They told each other everything. 

Meanwhile, the interrogation produced no information, only sharper and sharper screams.  

Coakley returned with the dog.  They went through everything again.  Coakley released the 
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Rottweiler’s chain a little more each time Benouri refused to answer, so it could snap closer and 

closer to the prisoner’s throat.   

“Don’t let Rex go all the way,” Springdale whispered to Coakley.  “Benouri’s pretty 

weak by now.  We don’t want to lose him.”   

“Let’s use the drugs,” said Coakley.  “Inject him with the stimulant.  Bring him back 

around.  Then we’ll try that new stuff.  Doc says it’s much better than pentothol.  We’ll convince 

this prick he’s dead, a Moslem hero up in Paradise.  We’ll put on robes, speak in Arabic.  Get 

him to tell the story of everything he and his companions did to punish the accursed infidels.  

Doc says his brain will be so fried, he’ll believe anything we tell him, but his memory will stay 

real sharp.” 

“Yeah, but it turns them into drooling morons in a few hours.  He’ll be useless after that.  

We couldn’t even hold a trial.” 

“Doesn’t matter.  Long as we get what we need.  He’ll just die ‘trying to escape’ 

tomorrow.” 

“Okay.  Get the stuff.  I have the costumes in the cabinet.” 

“What were you two whispering about?” Ken asked Springdale after Coakley left with 

his dog.  “I need to write a full report.” 

“We’ve decided to use sodium pentothol.  Policy allows it, in cases of terrorism.” 

“Yes, as long as there’s judicial approval and the drug’s administered under qualified 

medical supervision.” 

“Don’t worry.  We have a doctor on staff here.  We’ve done this before.  Judge Hartwig 

and Secretary Fiske know all about it.” 

“Fine.  You won’t mind if I check in with the Bureau again.”   

Ken left the room to call Donna.  He hoped she’d let him stop them now. 

“Pen,” wheezed Benouri, barely able to speak. 

“What?” asked Springdale.  “Sorry, I didn’t understand.” 

“Pen…   paper…     I write.” 

“Oh, I see.  You want to make a confession.”   

It occurred to Springdale that Benouri might want an excuse to get his hands released.  

Besides, since there was no video in here, Benouri could later claim he’d been forced to write the 

confession.  It would be better to wait until Ken Bridger returned.  Then the FBI agent would be 

a corroborating witness. 

“I’ll call my partner to bring a pen and paper.  You get your thoughts together.  When he 

comes back, we’ll give you all the time you need to write down the whole story.”  
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Springdale did call Coakley, though of course he already had writing materials available 

in the cabinet.  He returned to it, getting out the kit he’d need for the chemical phase of the 

investigation.  Benouri would have his chance to write, but it would have to be under conditions 

where he’d be incapable of lying.   

While Springdale’s back was turned, Benouri hopped to the control box.  He bent and got 

his mouth around the electrodes still clipped to his testicles.  Though his hands were manacled 

behind his back, he was able to activate full power by pushing the control lever with his nose.  

He flopped around until Springdale heard his head strike the floor.  By the time Springdale 

pulled the plug, Benouri’s heart had stopped.  Springdale applied CPR, but wasn’t able to revive 

him.  He called Coakley again, told him to bring a defibrillator with the doctor.  They reached 

the interrogation room in less than a minute, but it was too late.  

 

~ 

 

 George Heralis was worried.  On a hillside overlooking the Original Headquarters 

Building, he paced alone in the Memorial Garden.  He listened to the water cascading over stone 

outcrops.  He watched the black and golden koi in the fishpond.  He gazed at the brass plaque 

that read, “In remembrance of those whose unheralded efforts served a grateful nation.” 

 It was a very tense time at the CIA.  Field agents watched numerous Islamic Force assets 

in Europe, Asia, Africa, and the Middle East, trying to detect some contact with Khalif’s cell.  

Analysts pored over each report as soon as it came in.  Many of the intercepted communications 

needed decoding and translation.  Heralis had exerted maximum pressure to get results.  If the 

CIA broke this case, it would shift the power balance in his favor.  But this looming 

confrontation wasn’t what worried him.  Birdy hadn’t been seen in Operations for two days.   

 He didn’t answer any of his numbers or e-mail addresses.  He didn’t respond to signals 

left at emergency locations.  Meanwhile, the Kennedy Center incident sounded a lot like Vlad’s 

work.  The battle in the tunnels had been kept out of the news, but Heralis knew that HID had 

lost four men.  For now, they thought Vlad was dead.  Their report said he’d been shredded by 

one of his own rockets, probably when it failed to separate from its launcher.  Heralis had 

acknowledged the remains were Vlad’s when Fiske sent over a copy of two prints and DNA 

analysis.  How Fiske learned about Vlad in the first place, that was a good question. 

 In truth, the finger, thumb, and blood turned out to be Stafford Wren’s.  No funeral was 

scheduled.  Sure, the collected bits of flesh would be deposited somewhere, but there’d be no 

mourners.  Wren had never married.  He’d once described his only surviving brother as 
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belonging to the aviary’s vulture wing.  Wren had many friends within the Company, but he’d 

always worked sub rosa.  He’d left instructions that there should be no public funeral, and 

certainly no gravestone. 

 Vlad must have killed his former controller, used Wren’s body to feign his own death.  

Understandable. Considering Wren’s wishes to go out as he’d lived, Vlad’s resourcefulness 

might even be considered admirable.  But Heralis didn’t understand why Vlad had killed Wren.  

By all accounts, they’d shared a close relationship.  Not that he believed it for a second, but 

Heralis told Fiske that Vlad’s mental state was shaky when he’d left the CIA.   

 “In the nine ensuing years, he must have deteriorated sharply.” 

 “He also worked as Carl Stenowski, correct?” asked Fiske. 

 “That’s right.”  So he knows this, too.  “It was his long term cover.  He filed tax returns as 

a department store buyer.” 

 “You realize that he threatened a prominent political consultant at the Kennedy Center?” 

 “I’ve seen the report.  That would be John Talbott, the Vice President’s advisor.” 

 “Correct.” 

 “Have you learned the nature of this threat?” 

 “No.  I spoke to Talbott.  All he knows is that the man came up to him waving a dossier, 

ordering him to get back in his limo.  Talbott thought it was a kidnapping attempt.” 

 “Did he recognize the man?” 

 “No, but Conrad Lyle did.  He happened to be there for the concert.  Your man nearly 

knocked him over.  Afterward, it came to Lyle where he’d seen this man before.  You held a 

medal ceremony for him, invited past recipients.” 

 “Of course.  Conrad ran Science and Technology before becoming DNI.”  At least that 

answers how Vlad was  identified.  “But I’m puzzled about something.  How does a kidnapping 

attempt relate to Homeland Security?  I’d think that would be for the FBI.  Talbott isn’t a 

government official.” 

 “We don’t think it was a kidnapping attempt.  We’re leaning strongly towards blackmail.  

Something in that dossier he meant to show Talbott.” 

 “Still, how does that concern Homeland Security?” 

 “Your man occasionally freelanced for us after his retirement.” 

 “You’re shitting me.”   

 Of course, Heralis knew this already.  That’s why he’d wanted Wren to bring Vlad in.  

He’d learned that Vlad had used a HID job to acquire an extraordinarily useful bargaining chip. 

 “Best man for the job.  I don’t mind admitting that.  We may have our differences with 
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your shop, but your older agents are exceptionally skilled.” 

 “I can’t believe this!  You’d use one of my own men to do your dirty work?” 

 “Who says it was dirty?” asked Fiske.     

  In truth, Lewis was livid when he’d heard about it.  Fiske’s ears still were boiling with 

the vitriol Lewis had poured into them.  He’d never seen the President so furious.   

 What kind of shit-for-brains cunt uses CIA for this? Lewis had demanded.  Don’t you 

goddamn realize Heralis wants to burn me?  Then I have to be the last to hear you failed to 

retrieve the tape.  Not only that, but you’re telling me this fucking contractor kept it?  And now 

he’s threatening to use it against me?  Goddamn it, Stu, you fucking fix this, or I’ll bring down 

such a ton of shit on you, you’ll think you live beneath the crapper. 

“It was simply something sensitive.” On the line with George Heralis, Fiske continued 

with barely a pause.  “We needed deniability if he was caught.  I know damned well you do the 

same thing.”     

 

~ 

 

Brandt called a trusted source at the Virginia DMV.  That’s where the black Durango’s 

plate came from.  An ordinary Virginia plate, not government.  No record of it showed up.  

According to the source, Virginia hadn’t reached this combination yet.  No doubt the plate, along 

with the SUV, had been collected and destroyed by now.  Next, Brandt ran a search for the 

“Applicant Certification Service.”  Naturally, he found no reference to this agency.  If it existed, 

it was deeply buried.   

He tried the names he’d seen on the two agents’ badges.  One was common, John H. 

Porter.  It came up many times.  In the Washington area, the two men with that name were 73 

and 18.  Both were African American.  The other agent’s name was unusual, Skip Kolmeyer.  

Brandt thought he might have more luck with it, but came up with no hits.  He had few doubts 

that both names were aliases.  He knew what the men looked like, but even if he tracked down 

their headquarters, they wouldn’t be there.  He’d bet anything they’d already been transferred 

overseas. 

Brandt asked a dozen people, all extremely familiar with the alphabet soup of agencies 

around Washington.  No one had heard of the Applicant Certification Service.  Mike Radovic 

thought it might be a CIA department for vetting spies.  Possibly.  But the agents weren’t 

investigating his background.  They’d acted like assassins.  Whether they came from an 

espionage, military, or law enforcement organization, the ACS was almost certainly a front.   
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Still, the attack provided an important clue.  Whoever wanted to silence him had sent 

these agents.  They must be the same people who were nervous about his Khalif story.  If he 

could identify who they were, Brandt could begin to unravel what was going on.  

He had two pieces of evidence that they couldn’t dodge.  They didn’t know he had either 

one.  He’d taped Kolmeyer threatening the children.  He also knew that Kolmeyer once served 

on the USS Eisenhower.  The key ring that he’d flung into the woods had a commemorative 

medallion from the aircraft carrier.  He’d recognized it, because Pop had a similar one from the 

Battleship New Jersey, on which he’d served during the Korean War.  But checking Navy 

records, no one named Kolmeyer had ever served on the Eisenhower.  Not surprising.  The name 

had to be an alias. 

Brandt wished he’d thought to inspect the keys – maybe the guy’s personal car was 

something distinctive, or maybe there was a key to a bank deposit box.  He considered returning 

to the salt storage dome, but rejected the idea.  They would have located the key ring already.  

They also might ambush him there. 

Searching Kirk Beardsley’s computer remained the best plan.  He’d arranged to meet 

Kyrie late tonight.  His friend Rick Schwartz had helped Brandt get the keystroke recorder that 

she’d need.  Rick hadn’t questioned what it would be used for.  Brandt had done him many 

favors.  They both understood that good reporters need to skirt legal technicalities from time to 

time.   Often, there’s no other way to break an important story. 

At 2:15 a.m., Brandt caught a ride in a Post truck heading from 15th Street to the printing 

plant at Springfield.  The driver was Bill Petrenko, whose late father Jack had been Pop’s best 

friend for forty years.  Petrenko dropped Brandt at an all-night restaurant called Sam’s near 

Dupont Circle.  The truck barely stopped before Petrenko drove away.  Brandt scanned the street.  

It was an ordinary weekday night, no traffic on the block.  He stayed in a doorway for several 

minutes, making sure he wasn’t followed, then went inside the restaurant.  Kyrie was already 

sitting in a booth. 

“Kiss me hello,” she said quietly.  “Act like we’re lovers.” 

Brandt’s eyebrows rose with surprise.  His jaw almost dropped open, but he did as he was 

told.  More than the peck of friends, more than a tentative first date goodnight, a very nice kiss as 

if they were extremely comfortable together.  It lasted for perhaps three seconds, a prelude to the 

deep passion that would come later…      If only that were true.  God, her lips felt so good.  

Meltingly soft, warm and full and very sweet. 

“Is someone watching us?” Brandt asked when it was over. 

There were only three possibilities, and one of them was a waitress.   
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“I just thought it might be nice,” Kyrie teased, then broke into a grin.  “I’m kidding.  Not 

that it wasn’t nice.  But see that guy drinking coffee?” 

“The silver haired one, four booths down?” 

“Right.  He came in a few minutes after me.  And that was an hour ago.  He’s had three 

cups of coffee, nothing else.” 

“Have you seen him before?  I mean, like in a crowd?  Does his face ring any bells?” 

“No.  And I’m pretty sure I wasn’t followed.  I don’t think anyone knows I’m in this with 

you.  But I thought we’d better pretend I’m cheating on Boyd, in case someone sees me with 

you.” 

“Uh, fine with me…   But that wouldn’t really be in character, would it?”  He grinned to 

show Kyrie he was teasing, also.  “I get the feeling you really love your boyfriend.” 

“Why do you say that?” 

“You mention him a lot.  I mean, I know how it feels.  When I was married, I used to 

love to say Marlene’s name to other people.  It used to feel great to talk about my wife.”  

 “As a matter of fact, I feel sad every time the subject of Boyd comes up.”  Kyrie stared 

into her cup of lukewarm coffee.  There was almost a yin and yang sign in the swirl of cream that 

had risen to the surface. “We’ve been having problems for a while now.  I didn’t realize that I 

talk about him so much.  I guess it’s just old habit.” 

 “What sort of problems, Kyrie?” 

 “Other women, mostly.”  She regarded Brandt with an intensity that revealed little…    

then decided to continue.  “But that’s not the worst thing, any more.  It’s that we’ve been 

together seven years, and I don’t even get the feeling I’m a big part of his life.  It’s like, well, 

Boyd drafted the whole family values platform for the Howe campaign, but in his own life, he 

doesn’t act like marriage is important.  Or maybe he can’t imagine being content to settle for one 

woman.” 

“I’m sorry to hear that.”  In truth, Brandt felt a flush of hope.  “Boyd must be a total jerk.  

There’s no way any guy with an ounce of heart would ever think he’s ‘settling’ for you.” 

“Wow – thank you, Dave.”   

Kyrie wasn’t one to blush, but she felt color rising to her cheeks.  This guy wasn’t only 

smart and brave and ruggedly attractive, he was also quite the charmer.  Unlike most men, he 

was open with his feelings, too.  She sensed that his values, the ones that really mattered, were 

every bit as solid as her own.  She felt more than a little interested in him personally.  But it also 

felt very awkward.  She still was tied to Boyd.  After seven years, the emotional cost of breaking 

things off would be very steep.   
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“If Boyd ever does propose, I have the feeling it would only be for image.  To get 

appointed to a high profile position in the Howe administration, that sort of thing.” 

 “Your boyfriend works for Vice President Howe?” 

 “No, one of the big law firms.  He’s a  public relations specialist, but right now Boyd’s 

on loan to the Howe campaign.  You didn’t know that?  I thought a top notch journalist would 

know everything about me.  When I did the Oueddine case, I’ll bet the Post researched my life 

story down to the brand of diapers my mother used.” 

 “Pampers, right…?   But seriously, I didn’t know Boyd worked for the Howe campaign.  

In that case, I’d be careful what you say around him.  My source claims funny things are 

happening in Iowa, New Hampshire, and Nevada.  And now we have Governor Metzfeld’s 

withdrawal from the race.  Plus, I’m hearing rumors about Senator Lane’s drinking.  Which is 

odd, because I’ve met him, and he’s not much of a drinker.” 

 “What – you think that Boyd’s involved?” 

 “No, they’d use ex-spies.  My source says he was approached, himself.  Boyd doesn’t 

have an intelligence background, does he?” 

 “He went straight into private practice from law school.  His father Roger Wheaton’s one 

of the founding partners of his firm.” 

 “That doesn’t rule him out, but he’s probably all right.  I just meant if your relationship’s 

shaky, and if he works with Howe’s people, I wouldn’t tell him secrets.” 

 “Don’t worry.  We barely talk these days.”  Kyrie looked across the table, straight into 

Brandt’s eyes for several seconds.  “The truth is, I’m about to leave him.  I’ve known for months 

I should.  I just have to convince myself it’s over…    that I don’t love him any more.” 

 “Do you?” 

 “No.   Not when I’m thinking straight, at least.” 

 “But you have a long history.  This was someone you cared about with all your heart.  

Someone you would have done anything for, given your life if his life was in danger.” 

“Yes.”  She wanted to reach across and touch Brandt’s hand.  “How did you know?” 

“I’ve been divorced a year, but I’m not much further removed from the relationship than 

you are from yours.  For me, it still feels very raw.  I keep asking myself how can something so 

real be gone.  What we had was wonderful, but if it was love, how can that disappear?  And if it 

was a lie, how can losing it hurt so much?” 

“You do know what I’m feeling…      I know this is going to sound impossibly romantic, 

but I sensed that in your kiss.” 

Brandt’s heart leapt.  He smiled full at Kyrie now.  Suddenly, he didn’t miss Marlene a 
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bit. 

“Then you weren’t just putting on an act in case we’re being watched?” 

“I wanted to kiss you.  I think you know that.  For the first time in years, I couldn’t care 

less who Boyd’s with or when he’s coming back.” 

“My God, this is fantastic!  I haven’t been able to get you out of my mind since that night 

by the Lincoln Memorial.  I didn’t think there was a chance.” 

“Do you want to get out of here?  The waitress will come over any minute, then we’d 

have to order something.  I don’t want to get stuck here.  I want to bring you back to my 

apartment.” 

“We can’t.  It isn’t safe for you.  We can’t go anywhere together.  It feels like heaven to 

imagine being with you, but we can’t take chances now.  They’re not going to give up on killing 

me.  They’ll have a dozen agents trying to pick up my trail.  Before long, they’d know about you, 

too.  I refuse to get you killed.” 

“I told you, Dave, I don’t like macho bullshit.  Any risk you take, there’s no reason I 

shouldn’t take it, too.  In fact, I have more reason.  I’m an officer of the court.  I’ve sworn to 

uphold the law.  It’s my duty to go after crime, whatever form it takes.” 

“I’m not arguing.  I agree you have every right to take whatever chances you see fit. We 

both have a duty here.  They’re trying to destroy the most basic principles of freedom.  They’ve 

come after me and my children.  Rosie and Connor may have to hide for a long time.  I might 

never get to be with them again unless I can expose these bastards.” 

“Let’s just do whatever it takes.  When it’s over, when you have your children back, and 

when I’m free of Boyd, then we’ll…   well, you know.” 

“I know.”   

Brandt reached across and took her hands.  They weren’t soft – he remembered Kyrie 

mentioning aikido training – but they felt exactly right.  Very warm and firm, gently squeezing 

back to show him how she felt.   

They remained in the diner, had a large meal, in fact.  Brandt was surprised to see how 

hungry he’d been.  They lingered over the meal, saying little, often gazing into each other’s eyes.  

After Brandt paid the check, he slipped the keystroke recorder into Kyrie’s coat pocket as they 

went out the door.  Wrapped around it was a paper, on which he’d typed instructions.  Kyrie 

planned to return tonight to install it.  By tomorrow night, they should have Beardsley’s 

password. 

 

~ 
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Mark Cuthbert was assigned to coordinate the Senator Lane op.  Lane, fresh off his 

victory in New Hampshire, was home for a quick appearance in Charlotte.  It was easy watching 

him because the Senator lived in an ordinary neighborhood.  Graft obviously wasn’t his thing.  If 

it had been, the plan would have been less risky.  There were many ways to make off-shore bank 

accounts come to light.  Or illegal contributions deposited into his campaign fund, then proof 

leaked to the press.  Or financial records, either real or forged, these could be disclosed to the 

IRS. 

But the Senator seemed to have no vices.  No women, no drugs, no fondness for luxuries 

at the taxpayer’s expense.  He was a Medal of Honor winner, for Christ sake.  The press dug into 

this extensively during his first campaign.  After scores of veterans substantiated what had 

happened at the Iraqi border, even Lane’s opponent acknowledged that he was a legitimate war 

hero.   

He clearly loved his family – Cuthbert had watched Lane playing with his grandchildren 

most of yesterday.  Lane kissed his wife with great affection when he’d first come home.  When 

she brought him lemonade while he’d clipped their hedges, Lane kissed her again.  And it was 

readily apparent that he was well liked by his constituents.  Dozens stopped by to wish Lane well 

in his campaign.  He always took the time to chat. 

A plan came together Saturday night.  Lane had gone out for a beer at the VFW.  No 

speeches, just old friends.  Lane didn’t have a drinking problem, but he’d been known to hoist a 

few.  That’s why they’d planted stories.   

He’d stayed long enough for Team B to get in place.  Downtown, they located a lone 

wino sleeping in an alley off North Brevard.  The guy was pretty gone already, so they didn’t 

need to give him anything.  They got him in the car with little trouble.  It took less than a minute 

– no one saw.  They wrapped a blanket around him head to foot, so he wouldn’t pick up hairs or 

fibers from their car.  They drove to Charlotte’s outskirts, then parked a block away from the 

VFW.  There were five other bars within a four block radius, so the wino’s presence made sense.  

Cuthbert signaled them to proceed when Senator Lane left the VFW.  He came outside 

alone, no army buddies, no aides, no reporters.  It was well before closing.  He’d had three beers, 

but seemed sober.  He walked with his normal rapid pace.  He whistled brightly and quite well.  

He looked happy, glad to be home in Charlotte, glad he’d had the chance to visit with old 

friends. 

Lane started up his car, backed out carefully, checked for oncoming traffic, even signaled 

before he made his turn.  He was well over six feet, his muscular frame still as solid as a 
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panther’s.  He felt the three beers – it had been a long time since he’d allowed himself this much 

alcohol – but he’d just take the drive home nice and slow. 

They shoved the wino from between parked cars.  Lane stamped on his brakes, but it was 

too late.  He saw more than heard the impact, though he did hear a sickening crunch as his left 

rear wheel rolled over the wino’s head.  Team B’s pair of ex-CIA men had already walked 

around the corner.  Dressed entirely in black, their faces corked, they were almost invisible on 

this cloudy, moonless night.  Their car was parked on the side street.  They’d reached the 

highway by the time the first police cruiser responded to Lane’s call.  Unfortunately for the 

Senator, his blood alcohol stood at .08, just at North Carolina’s legal limit for intoxication.  

Which made the accident a felony.  
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FIFTEEN 
 

 

Salimmeh was at the wheel as they crested the Delaware Memorial Bridge into New 

Jersey.  Kemal had done little of the driving, but Salimmeh didn’t mind.  Kemal was a poor 

driver – nervous, slow, irritable.  Much better he should sit there brooding than to get us pulled 

over, thought Salimmeh  As they headed north on Route 295, Kemal stared out his window, 

fondling his gun.  Repeatedly, he switched the safety on then off.  He’d done this more or less 

nonstop since Maryland.  If he took a break, it was only to unload then reload the bullets while 

muttering his prayers. 

After half an hour, Salimmeh turned east on Route 42, which soon became the Atlantic 

City Expressway.  This road was very fast, with many drivers going at least 80.  Salimmeh had 

been on the A.C. once before and found it a very enjoyable drive.  Heavily forested on both 

sides, mostly pines, then blueberry farms around Hammonton.  He hadn’t seen a single cop.  

When he’d been a cook in Philadelphia, one of his coworkers drove to Atlantic City every time 

he had a day off.  He said you were allowed to drive as fast as you liked on the A.C. because 

New Jersey wanted gamblers to visit.  No sense discouraging them with speeding tickets, when 

the state made so much more from the casinos.   

Salimmeh continued east for another half an hour, then turned south on the Garden State 

Parkway.  He could have taken a shorter route from the bridge, but Salimmeh wanted to stay on 

highways.  Their disguises were good, but it was best to avoid stopping.   No traffic lights here – 

he felt perfectly anonymous as they zipped along. 

He let his mind drift back to Tunisia.  The salt air coming through his window reminded 

him of home.  He remembered the long summer days when he’d join his father and his uncles 

hauling in loads of writhing fish.  Feast days when his mother made Tewfiq’s favorite dish 

mesfouf.  The neighbor’s daughter who used to play with him when they were both so little, no 

one bothered to separate boys from girls.  Her name was Dhara – she had the most delightful 

laugh.  Huge dark eyes, and a brimming smile.  She was promised to Tewfiq, but he was always 

inside studying.  Much too serious to come outside and play.  Salimmeh had never admitted this 

to a living soul, but in his youth, he’d felt jealous that Tewfiq would get to marry Dhara. 
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When Tewfiq died, Salimmeh wished he hadn’t been the second oldest.  Tradition should 

have led him to take Tewfiq’s place with Dhara.  But since his brother had been murdered, honor 

demanded a different role.  Their father had approved when Salimmeh joined the Islamic Force.  

His younger brother Abdallah had married Dhara instead.  Abdallah now smoked his pipe while 

sailing to the fishing grounds.  Abdallah drank iban every evening in the coffee house with 

Father and the other men.  So instead of envying Tewfiq, Salimmeh now must envy his little 

brother, the same boy who’d once amused them by tripping over the cuffs of his hand-me-down 

pants. 

After another half an hour, they reached the exit for Wildwood.  Salimmeh forced himself 

to abandon thoughts of home.  If he wanted to survive this, he must be very careful from now on.  

Many people would see them here.  He must look and sound and even think like an American.  

He wouldn’t half mind staying in this country.  He liked its limitless possibilities and its people.  

A shame he had to kill so many of them.  But when all that was over, Salimmeh could easily see 

settling down here.  Work hard, save some money, buy a house.  Find a nice, pretty girl to marry.  

Raise a family.  Someday, maybe they could even meet his family back home. 

After a few miles east on Route 47, they reached the causeway into Wildwood.  The bay 

on one side, the wetlands on the other – again it reminded Salimmeh of Kerkennah.  He quickly 

put his mother’s native island from his mind.  Within minutes, they came into the town and 

reached the parking area.  The same sprawling lot he’d used the last time.  Except it was largely 

empty now, since this was February.  They were able to park very near the stairs that led up to 

the boardwalk.   

“Come on,” he said to Kemal.  “The amusement park’s this way.  It isn’t far.  Put your 

hat on.” 

“I don’t like these hats you bought.  What are they – for skiing?  I’ve never even been on 

skis.” 

“Everybody wears them in America.  No one walks bareheaded here in winter.  

Especially on the boardwalk.  Coming off the water, the wind cuts through you like you’re being 

stabbed with icicles.”   

“Why did you choose here anyway?  Won’t the rides be closed?” 

“Yes, but the shops and restaurants are open.  I asked about that when I was here in 

summer.  There are always people, so we won’t attract attention.  My first visit, I could have 

carried two shopping bags filled with bombs and no one would’ve noticed.” 

He’d driven here from Philadelphia that other time.  It was back in June, so the crowds 

were thick.  No one had paid Salimmeh the least attention as he’d made a brief stop to store his 
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package.  His first thought had been the water slides, where everyone used lockers.  But 

Salimmeh knew the place only stayed open in warm weather.  The amusement park had a longer 

season, but it wasn’t open year round.  So he’d chosen a row of lockers that he’d noticed in an 

arcade.  He’d learned from the youth who changed paper money into coins that this arcade only 

closed for New Year’s Day, Christmas, and Easter.  He’d left the package in a small locker, 

deposited two quarters, and pocketed the key. 

“I still say you should have put it somewhere closer,” groused Kemal.  “The bus station 

in Washington has a whole wall of lockers.  I saw them when I came through it.  Lots of people 

use them.  I’d feel safer there.  Or Dulles, or Ronald Reagan.  Someplace big that always has a 

crowd.” 

“That’s exactly where they’ll look for us.  Why do you think I picked such an out of the 

way spot?” 

“I don’t know.  I thought maybe Benouri picked it.  He likes this sort of place.  I 

remember that time in Marseilles, he boasted about taking a French girl on the roller coaster.” 

“Benouri wasn’t here.  I haven’t seen him since Paris.  Remember what Khalif taught us 

about limiting contact?” 

“Then how did you get the package?” 

“He sent it FedEx.” 

“Are you crazy?  It could have been lost.  Or discovered!” 

“No, they’re very good.  Overnight delivery.  It came first thing in the morning at my 

apartment in Philadelphia.” 

“Then it’s on record.” 

“As what?  Benouri used an alias.  So did I.  And they do millions of packages every 

week.” 

“Yes, but the Americans will know your Philadelphia address by now.” 

“You’re right – I didn’t think of that.  We’ll have to hope they haven’t thought of 

searching FedEx records.  They’d probably be suspicious of a package mailed to me from 

Boston…    But it still won’t matter.  Unless they’ve staked out the arcade.  Which they won’t - 

there’s no reason they should look in this direction.  Even if they’re incredibly smart and guess 

our plan, I could have used any locker within a day’s drive of Philadelphia.” 

“I don’t like it, but this will have to do.  Let’s collect the package and get out of here.  

The sooner we return to Washington, the sooner we can go to our reward.” 

But Salimmeh had a different reward in mind than Kemal.  Life offered so many joyful 

things.  He remembered the thrill of coursing down the water slides during his other visit.  The 
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beautiful American girls in their bikinis.  The whale watch cruise he’d taken from Cape May.  It 

had made him feel so happy when two of the magnificent creatures swam close to the ship.  He’d 

seen a juvenile roll playfully.  He could swear it blinked its massive eye in his direction. 

Today, the air was very cold.  A stiff wind picked up sand, then whipped it violently 

against their faces.  The few people on the boardwalk walked bent over, their heads shielded by 

parka hoods.  Maybe the ski hats weren’t the right choice.  The sun hid behind thick banks of ash 

gray clouds.  From here, the water looked like the greenish gray skin of a corpse.   

They entered the arcade and went straight to the lockers.  The idea was to complete the 

errand quickly.  There were about a dozen teenagers in here.  A scraggly haired guy in his 

thirties, looked like he ran the place.  No one lurking on the benches outside.  Maybe someone 

would notice them, but probably not.  Certainly not well enough to describe them later.   

By its elastic band, Salimmeh fished the round-knobbed key out of his pocket.  He went 

immediately to the corner locker that he’d chosen.  He was glad to note it wasn’t the only locker 

with an absent key.  He opened his on the first try, pulled back the door, reached inside and 

removed the package.  It was small, about the size of a toaster.  It didn’t need much volume, only 

enough room to pad the canister.  Salimmeh could have hidden it anywhere.  He tucked the 

package under his arm, then closed the locker, careful so its springs wouldn’t slam the metal 

door shut.  The arcade had constant noise coming from the games, plus blaring rock music, but 

there was no sense letting the door make a clang. 

As they left, a man came walking fast toward the arcade’s entrance.  At once, Kemal 

stuck his gun into the stranger’s ribs.  The man yelped with fear; his face blanched white.  Before 

Salimmeh could react, Kemal fired.   

Kemal’s gun was equipped with a silencer.  The shot hardly made a noise above the 

lashing wind.  The nearest people were a family about fifty yards away.  They didn’t turn around.  

If they heard the stranger’s cry at all, it was no louder than a seagull’s squawk.  The stranger 

slumped, but Kemal caught him.  He jerked his head at Salimmeh, who had no choice but to grab 

the dying man’s other arm.  They hustled him off the boardwalk, using stairs that led down to the 

beach.   

The water was almost half a mile away.  It was an unusually broad beach.  The other time 

he’d been here, Salimmeh remembered a very long walk over a wooden path laid on the 

scorching sand.  There were bleachers halfway to the water where you could rest.  Some people 

took a jitney from the boardwalk.  You could even pay to ride in a monster truck, the kind that 

Americans loved to watch smash over rows of cars.   

So there was no question of dragging the stranger all the way.  Besides, someone would 
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spot them with the body.  Why would two men drag a sick friend half a mile to the water’s edge?  

They took him under the boardwalk instead.  They scooped out a shallow pit as quickly as they 

could.  The guy wasn’t quite dead yet, but Kemal tossed him in the grave, and covered him with 

sand. 

“Why did you shoot him?” Salimmeh demanded once they were back on the highway. 

“He was FBI.  Couldn’t you tell?” 

“No, of course not.  What made you think that?” 

“He was middle aged, a suit beneath his parka.  You saw he had short hair when I pulled 

the hood away.  Men like that, they don’t go in arcades.” 

“Maybe he was the owner…    We better hope he wasn’t.  They’ll miss him right away.” 

“We’ve got worse troubles than that.  The FBI was watching for us.” 

“If you’re so sure that man was FBI, why didn’t you make him talk before you shot him?  

Then we’d at least know what they’ve learned about us.  You didn’t even search his pockets.” 

“I didn’t have to.  They know exactly what we plan.  They must have caught Benouri.  Or 

broken Imad Khalif.  We’ll have to change course.  Strike somewhere else.  We’re closer to New 

York now than Washington.” 

“Are you out of your mind?  There’s little chance that man was a government agent.  

Even if he was, they can’t know where we’ll strike.  Khalif insisted we choose our targets 

independently, remember?  And I never told Benouri.  All he knows is what was in the canister.” 

 

      ~ 

 

Jim Bonner changed from Vlad into a persona known as Barrett Sloan at Langley.  Sloan 

wore his long hair tied back in a pony tail.  His skin was deeply bronzed, like he’d flown in from 

a posting in the Middle East.  His clothes were casual, but of the highest quality.  His shirt was 

short-sleeved, showing off brightly colored tattoos of dragons on both forearms.  Sloan still 

existed on the CIA’s payroll.  The finance department still deposited an active duty check in 

Fiske’s offshore account.  Sloan still sent monthly signals confirming that his cover wasn’t 

blown. 

Birdy had helped Jim invent Sloan at the start of their association.  With Birdy’s death, 

no one at Langley knew that Barrett Sloan was a fabrication.  Older employees would even 

recognize his face.  Until he’d retired, Jim had made a point of marching Sloan through the 

corridors at least once during every trip to Washington.  On the CIA computers, Sloan was a 

sleeper established in Belgrade as a native Serb, but few had access to this information.  Jim’s 
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purpose for walking Sloan through Langley in the past had been to establish a comfort level with 

the tattooed agent’s presence.  The CIA is like a large corporation.  Outside their own 

departments, people often recognize others in the halls and elevator, but don’t know most of 

them. 

The tattoo and ponytail weren’t all that unusual at Langley.  Sloan had no piercings, but 

in his Sasha guise, Jim had sported a barbell through his tongue.  Far from disqualifiers to 

Company employment, such decorations provided an advantage.  These agents often were 

selected for undercover work.  Targets and the opposition always assumed that free spirits like 

“Barrett Sloan” couldn’t possibly work for the CIA.  True, Langley was a straight-laced 

environment, but nobody had ever bridled at Sloan’s appearance.  They simply assumed that 

he’d taken the initiative to blend into whatever group he’d penetrated.   

After parking on the Route 123 side, Jim presented Sloan’s badge at the main entrance.  

He’d aged Sloan’s appearance slightly since his last i.d. photo.  More gray streaks in the pony 

tail, the beginnings of a paunch.  Jim smiled pleasantly as the guard swiped his badge, not 

showing any of the tension that he felt.  If someone other than Birdy had learned about his 

emergency identity, either George Heralis or Aaron Inman would know about it now.  They’d 

flag Sloan on the CIA’s personnel records.   

The guards can either grab me now, or let me walk into a trap. 

Jim carried no weapons.  Nothing that would show up on the Security team’s screens, 

anyway.  The agent glanced at his monitor, nodded quickly, handed back the Sloan i.d.  The 

other Security agent gave no sign of suspicion as Jim walked through the metal and explosives 

scanners.  It proved nothing.  The alert could have been routed straight to Inman or Heralis. 

Jim needed to learn who’d sent Birdy.  If it was Inman, this meant the White House knew 

about him, since Aaron Inman was the President’s man.  If it was Heralis, this could mean 

several things.  He needed to talk to one or both, without the conversations taken down on tape.  

Difficult, because both Heralis and Inman were known to activate video recording systems every 

time they held a meeting.  Arrest, interrogation, and death were also distinct possibilities, but 

their guard would be at its lowest inside Langley.  He’d timed his visit for 12:30.  Inman usually 

worked out in the CIA gym at lunchtime.  Heralis often walked the Memorial Garden footpaths. 

Jim passed through the entrance hall.  He glanced at the Book of Honor sitting on its 

marble shelf beneath the Memorial Wall.  He’d known three men and two women whose names 

were included.  He wound through corridors, then descended the stairway leading to the gym.  

But Inman wasn’t down there.  Jim didn’t stop to ask if anyone had seen the Deputy Director.  

He went back to the stairs, proceeded to the food court.  Sometimes, Inman grabbed a quick bite 
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after his workout.  Jim didn’t see him in here, either. 

Jim knew his chances were better if he avoided the Directorate of Operations floor.  He’d 

have to pass a separate entrance point.  This one required a scan of his index finger’s print.  

Which should go smoothly, since like his ponytail and tattoos, his fingerprint wasn’t real.  It was 

laser etched onto a fine latex film.  He’d used the technique before.  No one but an expert would 

detect the film on close inspection.  So far, it had always worked, but the pattern had to match 

Sloan’s stored print exactly.  Since mistakes were possible, he’d rather avoid any unnecessary 

risk.   

Once inside, there was another checkpoint to enter Inman’s suite, and he didn’t know the 

keypad’s current combination.  Even if he managed to watch the sequence punched by someone 

else, maybe things had changed and he’d need to pass a retinal scan, too.  It was possible to etch 

a contact lens that could beat this system, but “Barrett Sloan” had no such scan stored in 

Langley’s computers.  What was he supposed to do – take a hostage and force him to press his 

eyeball to the scanner?  Inside the heart of Operations, he’d be surrounded by dozens of 

experienced killers.   

Coming past the elevator, a trim, balding man gave Sloan a curious smile.  Jim knew who 

it was, a counter-intelligence agent named Everett Hooke.  He gave the Special Ops people their 

annual polygraphs.  Hooke seemed to search his memory for the name of this tattooed agent, 

certain that  they’d met years before.  Before they got close enough for Hooke to say something, 

Jim stepped into the nearest office.  Fortunately, its door was open.  An attractive, middle aged 

woman looked up from her work.  Rapidly, Jim took note of his surroundings.  This was 

Support’s floor and there were spreadsheets full of numbers on the woman’s desk. 

“Uh, I’ve been a few years in the field,” he said.  “I think your boss changed forms on 

me.” 

“Which form is that?  The 2082 expense report?” 

“Yeah, that’s the one.  It used to be a whole lot simpler.” 

“It’s not so bad.  You just have to get a sign-off on receipts from your team leader now.  

And the reimbursement for mileage has changed.  But that’s the good news, what with gas 

prices.” 

“I thought Serbia was bad.  But the cars are tiny there.  I used half the gas I’m using 

now.” 

“Serbia, huh?  Is that where you got the dragons?” 

“That’s right.  This old guy in Belgrade’s one of the best tattoo men in Europe.” 

“They’re really beautiful.  Do you have any others?” 
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“No, just on my arms.”  Ordinarily, Jim would have enjoyed flirting with the woman, but 

he’d been out of the corridor long enough.  “So where do I get the new forms?” 

“Over in that tray on the wall.  The 2082s are the yellow ones.” 

“Great.  Thanks a lot.” 

He left with a brief smile, continued down the corridor, then walked into the Memorial 

Garden.  But he didn’t find Heralis, either. 

Entering the most restricted areas would push his luck, but now there was no choice.  Jim 

approached the New Headquarters Building at its fourth floor entrance.  The flower beds 

surrounding the doors already had tulip leaves poking through the soil.  The rest of the six story 

tower sprawled down a hillside.  He went inside, then walked through the lobby as sunshine 

poured through its arching skylight.  The trellis pattern overhead sent stripes of shadow on the 

floor.  

On his way to the Directorate of Operations, Jim glanced inside the CIA Library.  He 

knew it well, since he’d often consulted its foreign newspapers, trade directories, diplomatic 

lists, and phone books.  This was in the days before the Internet made research so much easier.  

Catching a bit of luck, he spotted Inman returning a magazine to the circulation desk.  Inman 

looked as trim as ever.  He’d given up on his vanishing hairline, though, and shaved his crown.  

Jim went through the library’s glass doors.  Approaching the desk, he noticed that Inman’s 

magazine was printed in Arabic. 

As Inman turned, his face didn’t show the slightest twitch of recognition.  Jim walked 

past, not breaking stride.  He’d known Inman during their days in Special Ops.  Not as Barrett 

Sloan or Vlad or Sasha, but in his standard role as Carl Stenowski.  Inman was a polished actor, 

but not as good as Jim.  If Sloan meant nothing to the Deputy Director, he wouldn’t have had 

such a blank expression as he walked by.  People glance at strangers for split seconds.  Their lips 

edge up in pseudo-greeting if they pass close enough to touch each other.   

It didn’t necessarily mean that Inman had people stalking Jim, but he’d definitely noticed 

Sloan.  He was extremely smart; he could readily draw the connection between Jim and Sloan.  

After all, they shared a height, age, facial shape, and general build, despite the artificial paunch. 

Jim walked to the shelf of Middle Eastern phone books.  He picked up one for Damascus, 

thumbed to a page at random, jotted down a number.  He’d chosen a rack next to the window, 

where he could keep Inman’s reflection in view.  Inman had stepped into an alcove.  He had his 

cell phone out.  Probably alerting Security.  Jim wound rapidly through taller stacks, doubled 

back. 

No chance to question Inman.  He had to stop the phone call without attracting notice.  
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He clapped his left hand over Inman’s mouth, applied just enough pressure around Inman’s 

throat with his right arm.  Inman passed out within ten seconds.  Jim gently cradled him into a 

carrel’s seat.  Turned his head away from the aisle.  Set a book upside down on his chest, so it 

looked like he’d dozed off.  He should stay out six or seven minutes.   

Jim quickly checked Inman’s cell.  Shit – he hadn’t been quick enough.  There was an 

outgoing call one minute ago.  A Langley number, but not Security.  Jim didn’t recognize it.  The 

listing just said Greg.  The call had lasted 18 seconds.  Jim left the library.    He kept Inman’s 

cell.  He had to assume that Greg was a Special Ops squad leader working a domestic tour.  Odds 

were he’d been assigned to arrest a pony-tailed, tattooed intruder.   

He’ll follow until his men can surround me without causing a disturbance.  Inman must 

want to grill me privately.  Make me give up the tape, then dispose of me without Heralis 

knowing.   

Jim headed for the stairway, not too fast.  As he walked, he scrolled through Inman’s cell 

directory.  He found listings for Stuart Fiske and Clay Hunston, numerous calls with each.  It 

confirmed Inman’s stature as the President’s man at CIA, though he didn’t have Lewis’s private 

number stored.  But it made sense that Inman was helping to retrieve the Tampa tape.  If he 

could do this for Fiske and Lewis, it would cement his appointment as DCIA once they got rid of 

Heralis. 

 Jim had found out what he’d come for, but he couldn’t leave yet.  He’d never get through 

the doors.  Besides, he wanted to find written documentation of what he’d learned in Tampa.  

The tape was good, but they’d come up with ways to discredit it.  He had maybe five minutes 

before Greg and his squad closed in. 

Too late.  A pair of large and very muscular agents came around the next landing.  Seeing 

Jim, they raced down the stairs.  Greg must have sent teams to cover every stairway and elevator.  

The lead one drew his weapon.  The younger one was getting out his phone.  Jim had no firearm, 

only a Lucite knife.  He threw it at the first agent.  Not to kill – he’d thrown it so it would miss a 

lethal strike by inches, just to give the guy something to think about besides keeping steady aim.  

The agent used his pistol to deflect Jim’s knife.   

Jim was on him before he could bring the weapon into firing position again.  He clothes-

lined the agent with a forearm to his throat.  Then he dove at the second agent’s knees.  The kid 

dropped his phone, tried to wrap his thick arms around Jim’s chest, but Jim saw where his knife 

had landed.  He grabbed it from the landing, held it to the kid’s throat.  All resistance collapsed 

immediately.  He pulled the knife away, and cracked his fist into the kid’s jaw.   

Using their belts and ties, he tied up both collapsed agents.  He took their phones, then 
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stuffed their socks into their mouths.        

He left the stairway on the Science & Technology floor.  The lay-out hadn’t changed 

much. He found the electrical closet behind a potted ficus, just like nine years before.  He wasted 

ten seconds getting the lock open, but no one noticed since the plant screened him from view.  

Inside, he removed a panel.  The screws were Phillip’s head, but that was all right, since his 

Lucite knife could turn them.  He stepped into the wall space, squeezed past an air conditioning 

duct, followed a bundle of cables down one floor.  He knew his way around these walls so well, 

he didn’t need a flashlight.  He made his way to a spot above Inman’s office.  Using Inman’s 

phone, he called Greg’s number.  Greg answered immediately. 

“Where are you?” Jim barked in Inman’s low-pitched voice. 

“Heading for the library like you said.”   

“He left.” 

“I also sent teams to the stairs and elevators.” 

“Good.  Go check Archives now.  He’s after records.” 

 Jim disabled the security camera, carefully removed a ceiling panel.  Peeking out, he saw 

that Inman’s door was closed.  If Jim was quiet, Inman’s staff wouldn’t suspect his presence.  He 

dropped down onto Inman’s desk, making very little noise.  The desk was perfectly neat, the 

computer screen showing a rapidly shifting mélange of colored numbers.  Not a program, just a 

sleep pattern.  Inman had a background in cryptography.  Even if Jim had Inman’s passwords, all 

the work was certainly encoded.   

He moved to Inman’s credenza.  The lock was serious, and Jim had little time to waste.  

Inman had crossed sabers mounted on his wall.  Trophies sitting on his book case.  That’s right – 

Jim remembered now.  Inman used to brag he’d been a fencing champion at Stanford.  Jim took 

one of the sabers and used it as a pry bar.  He got the credenza open with one hard tug, though it 

made a sharp sound when the lock broke.  He froze and stood beside the door.   

No one entered.  Inman’s secretary must be off to lunch.  Jim searched through folders 

rapidly.  He didn’t find one for Bonner, Vlad, Tamirov, or Sloan.  There was one for Warren 

Howe, but nothing related to what he’d learned in Tampa.  Just as he heard noise coming through 

the door, Jim found one marked Sorkin.  He grabbed it, stuck it underneath his belt, climbed onto 

the desk, jumped up, caught the pipe in the ceiling where he’d left the panel open, pulled himself 

above. 

They’d know he’d been here, but at least his face hadn’t been caught on tape.  He’d like 

to keep it that way.  He descended quickly through the walls, but didn’t return to the electrical 

closet in Science & Technology.  They might have found it already.  He made his way to a 
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supply room in one of the Data Analysis sections.  He removed his wig, changed into a suit and 

tie stashed long ago, put on glasses, and emerged. 

He continued to the Memorial Garden.  Heralis rarely ate lunch, but often took a midday 

break whenever his schedule allowed.   

He saw Heralis gazing at the fish pond.  Good – Inman’s team leader Greg hadn’t issued 

an alert.  Everything appeared to be routine.  Two other CIA employees were on a bench by the 

remembrance plaque, a man and a woman.  The woman’s full cheeks got even fuller with a smile 

as the man said something.  They looked genuine, not a pair of Security agents made to look like 

a romantic couple.  There was nobody else.  Within the Langley complex, it wasn’t necessary for 

bodyguards to shadow Heralis.  Moreover, it was well established Company protocol not to 

bother him at lunch time.  Everyone knew the DCIA used this time to come up with his most 

complex solutions. 

“Sorry to disturb you,” Jim said as he approached from the side.  “I need to speak with 

you about an urgent matter.  Do you know who I am?” 

Heralis looked up at the tall agent.  This man had a good half-foot and maybe fifty 

pounds on him.  Behind glasses, the agent’s pale blue eyes looked watery, diffuse.  Heralis knew 

that it was Vlad.  He wished he knew the man’s real name.  He’d searched the records, but it 

didn’t turn up anywhere.  Which was crazy.  They had to have something real about the man’s 

background.  He’d never seen an agent’s identity so well expunged. 

If he can silence his only friend so easily, it won’t faze him a bit to kill me, too.  He thinks 

I sent Birdy to remove him. 

 “You’re Vlad,” Heralis said.  “At least, that’s one of your code names.  I don’t know 

who you are today, but you once told me you like the sound of Vlad.  Remember, Birdy brought 

you to my office the day you left for Bucharest.” 

“I remember.   Today, I came as Barrett Sloan.  I’m supposed to be asleep in Belgrade.  

But I won’t use Sloan again.  You can remove it from your records.” 

“You burned the name to see me?  What do you want?” 

“To ask you the same question.” 

“Birdy didn’t tell you before he died?” 

“I didn’t ask.  It was an accident.  He was wearing a latex mask.” 

“You thought he was someone who’d been told to kill you.” 

“He reached for his weapon.  I must’ve startled him.  But when I saw who it was beneath 

the mask, I knew Birdy hadn’t drawn the termination job.  He would’ve walked right up to me 

without wearing a disguise.  So I need to know who sent him.  Which I think you’ve answered 
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for me.  Now my other question is what do you want?” 

Heralis decided to be honest.  They shared the same enemy, after all.   

“I learned that HID is after you.  I’ve been trying to find out why.” 

“How do you know it’s HID?” 

“They’re not exactly subtle.  It took less than an hour to crack their encryption.” 

“What kind of message did you monitor?” 

“You’re not the only ex-CIA man they use.  But you’re the only one they’re trying to 

retire.  I think it has to do with a job you did for them in Tampa.  We intercepted messages, but 

we’re not sure what they mean.” 

“You’re right.  That was my work in Tampa.”   

The DCIA’s talent for deception was well known, but what he said made sense.  Tampa 

was a HID job, straight from Clay Hunston, which meant it came from Stuart Fiske.  Now that 

they knew he had the tape, they were making an all-out effort to remove him.  It was HID agents 

who’d chased him through the steam tunnels.   Inman must be helping them.  Heralis was no 

friend of Lewis.   

“Sir, I need to leave the complex now.  You’ll walk with me to my car.” 

Jim made no threats.  Though George Heralis had a large and loving family, one rule Jim 

had never broken was that wives and kids were permanently off-limits. 

“All right,” said Heralis.   

Vlad hasn’t come to kill me, but that can change.  Heralis was no Special Operations 

type.  He’d come up through the Directorate of Intelligence.  If Vlad wants me dead, he’ll simply 

bring out the silk garrote he’s said to favor.  He’ll do it so quietly, he could probably roll my 

body in the pond before those agents on the bench notice.  He’d be out of Langley before 

anybody finds me.  It’s best to make him want to be an ally. 

They left the Memorial Garden together. 

“You learned something in Tampa, didn’t you?” Heralis asked as they passed the 

Company store.  “Something that would get the President impeached.  That’s why HID’s been 

turned loose against you…    I’m sure you’ve heard the talk that Lewis and I detest each other.  

We should work together on this.  Tell me what you learned.”   

“What do I get in return?” 

“I’ll tell you why Lewis can’t fire me.  Together, we can chase the bastard out of office.” 

“All right.”  There wasn’t time for careful negotiation.  Not with Greg’s team after him.  

He thought he knew Inman’s game, but he could be wrong.  “I was sent to find a tape.  On it, the 

President promises that Howe will do what he’s told once he wins the White House.  He 
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mentions Shreveport, says if Howe doesn’t cooperate, he’ll have the same kind of accident.  I did 

some research, and I think he means a reporter named Jake Heisel who died in a car wreck while 

covering Lewis’s first campaign.” 

“That’s exactly who he means.  I have a complete dossier.  Heisel had uncovered 

evidence about a group of very wealthy gentlemen funneling contributions to Lewis.  This same 

group now bankrolls Howe.” 

“Is one of them Milt Sorkin?” 

“That’s right.” 

“The man who died in Tampa was Sorkin’s assistant until two months before his death.” 

“Is Sorkin’s voice on the tape?” 

“The second speaker is a man who’s used to power.  He shows no deference to Lewis.  

It’s an older voice, sounds like he grew up on Long Island.  I can’t be sure it’s Sorkin since they 

don’t use names.” 

“It would be easy to confirm.  Sorkin’s not exactly a public figure, but as a corporate 

executive, he makes speeches.   I’m sure we could dig up something from a shareholder’s 

meeting.” 

“You assume I still have the tape.” 

“Why else would HID want you dead?  I hear you’ve done great work for them.” 

“All right, yes, I have the tape.  But I won’t bring it here.  It’s safe right where it is.”  

“Fine, I’ll provide you with a voice recording of Milt Sorkin.  You make the comparison.  

Meanwhile, we’ll put Sorkin under watch.  They’ll try to kill him too, if that’s who it is.  Soon as 

you confirm the voice print, we’ll need to bring him in.  We’ll offer our protection, in exchange 

for his testimony.” 

“Good...     I’m sure you know that Inman’s working against you.  He talks to Hunston 

and Fiske regularly.  He’s put together a thick dossier on Sorkin.  His men are combing Langley 

for me now.   Even if we walk together, I may have some difficulty leaving.” 

“We’ll leave in my car from the garage.  I’ll call ahead, let my driver know.” 

“That sounds okay.  Make sure no one follows.” 

“Fine.  But what’s your profit?  I know it isn’t money, and I doubt it’s safety.  A man like 

you could vanish easily.” 

“To be honest, I had no motive starting out.  I took these jobs from habit.  Maybe 

boredom, too.  It was a way to keep my hand in.  But once I heard that tape, it only confirmed a 

creeping sense I’ve had for a long time.   I couldn’t duck it any more.  My career has only served 

to make the world an uglier place.  I’d like the chance to set things straight.” 
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“You chose one hell of an ambitious target.” 

“Not really.  I know that this alone won’t do it.  There’s no end of slimy politicians 

who’d gladly take their place.  For now, let’s just say that I owe Birdy one.  If they hadn’t started 

this, he’d still be alive.  This is the worst sin ever put on me.  I’d like to make them pay.”           
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SIXTEEN 
 

 

     Ken Bridger emerged from the hearing with a drawn and shaken look. No agent 

enjoyed attention from OPR, but it was Ken himself who’d reported the exact nature of Benouri 

al-Qadir’s death.  Tom Springdale from Homeland Security had cited heart attack following the 

stress of intensive questioning.  Vince Coakley and the prison doctor supported Springdale’s 

testimony.  The body was shipped at once to Benouri’s family in Oran.  Owing to religious 

beliefs, no autopsy was performed. 

As a branch of the Justice Department, OPR didn’t have jurisdiction over Homeland 

Security.  Thus, the only people whose careers were on the line were Ken Bridger and Donna 

Taliaferro.  She’d already testified regarding Ken’s two phone calls during Benouri’s 

interrogation.  The second one came while she’d been en route to the prison.  By the time Donna 

arrived, Benouri was already dead.  But even if she’d attended personally, she would have been 

powerless to stop the interrogation.  Like Ken, she would have had to leave her weapon outside.  

She told the investigating panel what she’d told Ken.  Because Benouri had been transferred to 

the custody of Homeland Security, the FBI could only observe and report the facts. 

“How did it go?” Donna asked Ken now. 

“They came down hard on me.  Just like I thought they would.  I’m sure to get a four-

bagger.  I’ll lose my grade for certain.  I’ll be lucky if I don’t wind up tracking kited checks in 

Butte, Montana.  I wonder if they’ll let Hayley transfer, too.” 

“It won’t be as bad as that.  Maybe Hutchinson won’t support us, but I’m owed a lot of 

favors.  I’ll do whatever I can for you.” 

“Thanks, but I have a bad feeling I’ll be the designated scapegoat.” 

“You’re a good agent, Ken.  I asked for you specifically when I formed our squad.  

You’re honest and you’re thorough.  No matter what happens with OPR, you did the right thing 

by going on the record.” 

“Yeah, I guess…    Thing is, I keep worrying what will happen with the terrorists now.  

We could’ve cracked Benouri if he was handled right.” 

“I think we did learn something.  I’ve been going through Homeland Security’s 
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transcripts and your notes, too.” 

“So have I.  But all they tell me is we were right about Benouri’s early background.  He 

denied everything else, from the point where we think he joined the Islamic Force.  And, okay, 

we can conclude he was an exceptionally brave man.  He withstood methods that must’ve caused 

excruciating pain.” 

“Yeah, but you noted that he blinked rapidly at one point in the interview, as if with fear.  

It was when Springdale asked him what he was doing at the colleges.” 

“Right.  He did look worried.  But he answered quick enough – said he was looking for a 

job.  I knew it was a lie, but I can’t figure his real angle.  Unless Khobari really was the cell’s 

fourth man.  Except, that theory didn’t work out so well for Joe Marino.” 

“We’ll run another check.  If it wasn’t Khobari, maybe it’s a different grad student.  Or a 

professor.  And I know where to start, because of something Al Straub told me.” 

“Al – Jesus, I forgot to ask.  What’s the latest?” 

“Stephanie called this morning.  They just did a fifth surgery.  Al’s still unconscious, but 

he’s hanging on.” 

“Thank God…    But what was it he told you?” 

“When Al called to say he’d spotted Benouri, he mentioned it was near Harvard’s 

Science Center.  And Benouri was seen near MIT’s labs, too.  I think he made one or more 

contacts that supplied him with some lethal substance. Either biological or chemical.” 

“Good Christ!  You think they’re planning an NBC attack?” 

“Probably not nuclear.  Those labs are on another part of campus from where Benouri 

was seen, both at MIT and Harvard.  But if they have a scientist helping them, it wouldn’t be 

hard to get enough biological or chemical material to inflict a major death toll.  A whole lot 

worse than what happened at the tunnel and the train.” 

“Jesus!  We’d better get right on it.” 

“Already started.  I’ve asked Pete Sheridan in Boston to coordinate the search.” 

Donna’s cell phone broke into its three-tone ring.  She learned that the investigation had 

caught a major break.  The owner of an arcade was discovered an hour ago in a shallow grave 

beneath the boardwalk at Wildwood, New Jersey.  He’d been missing since yesterday, then a fine 

mist of blood was discovered on a stairway across the boardwalk from the arcade.  Police had 

quickly found the body buried beneath a foot of sand.  The coroner estimated the time of death as 

sixteen to twenty hours earlier. 

The arcade’s manager reported two heavily bundled men coming in the day before.  

They’d removed a package from a locker, then hurried out.  He’d noticed because that corner 
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locker’s key had been absent for nearly six months.  He’d jotted on his calendar to open it with 

the master key in three more days.  The owner had a policy that items left unclaimed for half a 

year should be turned over to the city. 

When police dusted the locker, they’d come up with a complete set of prints.  The 

manager said he gave the row of lockers a wipe down every morning, just like he did with the 

games.  So the prints must be fresh, made at the approximate time of the owner’s murder.  A 

check with the NCIC came up with a positive i.d.   Salimmeh’s thumb print lifted from the box 

of plastic flowers matched a thumb print taken from the locker.   

The arcade had a security camera inside, but the views of the two men in ski hats couldn’t 

confirm that they were Salimmeh and Kemal.  There was no camera shot that showed the owner 

that day, either with his murderers or alone.  Another camera down the boardwalk did show the 

two terrorists both coming and going, eighteen minutes apart.  The parking lot didn’t have a 

security camera, so it was unknown what vehicle they were using.  The Garden State Parkway’s 

Wildwood entrance had a camera, but no one looking like the terrorists was recorded during the 

time frame in question.  Agents checked the Wildwood bus station and Cape May ferry, then the 

Atlantic City and Philadelphia airports, all without result. 

What Donna knew for certain was that Salimmeh and presumably Kemal were in 

southern New Jersey as of yesterday morning.  They’d traveled all the way from Nashville to 

collect a package left in a locker nearly six months earlier.  Which meant it was of prime 

importance to them. 

“I’ll bet it’s something lethal Benouri got in Cambridge,” she told Ken. 

“Yeah, but if Benouri sent it half a year ago, why haven’t they used it yet?”  

“Good question.  And what was he still doing around Harvard?” 

“I don’t know.  But I’m going to find out.”   

  

~ 

 

At 12:40 a.m., Kyrie left her office for a cigarette.  She went out through the fire door and 

wasted no time lighting up.  She didn’t leave the door propped open, or it would register on the 

control panel in the security office.  Instead, she’d swipe her i.d. card to return inside after five 

minutes or so.  That was the right amount of time for a quick ciggy break.   

Kyrie hadn’t smoked since a brief rebellious phase at 15, when she used to cadge butts 

off the jarheads.  Now she coughed with every puff.  The buzz was every bit as good as she 

remembered – she’d have to eat the butt or something to create aversion.  If Bob the security 
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guard happened to come back here, she’d beef about the pressure of this case.  But it should be 

all right.  She’d only stand out here until Brandt saw the signal.  He should be in the alley, 

watching for the glowing ember of her cigarette. 

“Hey,” Brandt said quietly, after he’d slipped close. 

It startled Kyrie, though she’d expected him.   He’d come from the opposite side than the 

way she’d faced.  How could a man Brandt’s size make so little noise?  She hadn’t heard even 

his nearest footstep.  Kyrie turned and found that he was inches from her.  But it didn’t feel 

uncomfortable.  In fact, it was downright reassuring.  Thank God she hadn’t spun into something 

like Kokyu nage.  It would be so embarrassing if she’d flattened this strong, athletic guy with a 

Breath Throw. 

“Hi,” said Kyrie, looking up at Brandt.  She wanted to kiss him, but he seemed all 

business tonight.  “How’s everything?” 

“My father’s girlfriend texted, said the kids are fine.  We worked out codes – her message 

meant that no one’s come near the cabin yet.” 

“That’s good news.  What about you -- are they still watching?” 

“Yes, but I expected that.  You haven’t noticed any followers, have you?” 

“No, everything’s been normal.  As normal as it ever gets around here, especially with 

these terrorists still loose…    We’d better go in.  I’ve been out five minutes already.  The system 

registers every time I exit or enter.” 

“What about me?” 

“You’re all right.  There’s no camera on this door or in the hallway.  That’s why I chose 

it.” 

“And the guard?” 

“He made his round forty minutes ago.  He won’t be in this wing for another three or four 

hours.” 

“Good,” Brandt said as they went inside.  “Shouldn’t take nearly that long.  I got the main 

password off the keystroke recorder.  Three internal passwords, too.” 

“So it went okay picking it up last night?” 

“Perfect.  No one saw me.  That was a good spot you chose.  I liked your e-mail’s hint 

about the box of Pampers.” 

“I figured no one but you would know what it meant.” 

They went up the back stair case, then turned left into a corridor.  They came to another 

turn, but Kyrie grabbed Brandt’s hand and pulled him back. 

“What?” he whispered. 
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“I saw a guard.  Not our regular guy on graveyard shift.  A new one.  Must be doing extra 

rounds, trying to impress.” 

“He didn’t see us, did he?” 

“I don’t think so.  Hear him whistling?  It’s faded now.  He must have gone around the 

corner.” 

“Better stay here another minute to be safe…    Besides, I like holding your hand.”   

Brandt still had it tightly gripped.  In truth, the contact felt electric.  He wanted to pull 

Kyrie close, wrap his arms around her, kiss her in a way that left no doubt how much he liked 

her.  Their sham kiss at the restaurant had felt so good, he ached to know what it would be like 

when neither of them held back. 

Kyrie gave Brandt’s hand a squeeze.  His palm was warm and firm and it felt very safe.  

Her heart was beating rapidly, only partly from the surprise of seeing the new guard.  She longed 

to step into this wonderful guy’s embrace, to let herself just melt with happiness.  Everything 

about Dave Brandt felt right – his confidence, his courage, his sense of justice.  Even his face 

seemed like someone she’d glimpsed for years in a recurring dream. 

At last, Kyrie pulled him back into the wider corridor.  The sooner they got this done, the 

sooner they could leave.  She’d ask him to meet her later.  She’d heard the Adam’s Mark was 

especially romantic.  If he said it was too dangerous to be seen together, she’d convince him 

somehow.  Maybe she’d show him the Cleopatra wig from the costume she’d used last 

Halloween.  In the black wig and kohl-accented eyes, no one had recognized her at the 

Wheatons’ party.  She wondered if Dave liked dark-haired women.  She wondered what Marlene 

looked like. 

After they were sure the guard had left this wing, Kyrie used her homemade pick to enter 

Beardsley’s private office.  Brandt switched on the computer, then quickly got into the U.S. 

Attorney’s most confidential files.  They learned that Beardsley knew much more about 

conditions at the Tyson’s Corner prison than he’d indicated.   

There was a transcript of Mahdi el-Maghib’s interrogation.  Apparently, Beardsley was 

prosecuting the Sudanese terrorist personally.  Then why had he claimed the case belonged to his 

counterpart in the Northern Virginia district?  But this couldn’t be the document referred to by 

S.T.  The incident had occurred after Brandt’s last meeting with his source.  Besides, it wasn’t 

bad enough.  It was just a transcript of the questioning, not proof of torture.  The Post would only 

look bad if it published this. 

Kyrie scrolled through many more documents in Beardsley’s el-Maghib file.  Most were 

what she’d expect – everything according to Justice Department protocol.  There was an 
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authorization for a wiretap on el-Maghib’s attorney.  But it was aboveboard, approved by the 

FISA court that oversaw classified surveillance.  There was a proper extradition order.  Proper 

transport procedures, proper chain of custody.  There was too much evidence to read it all, but el-

Maghib’s guilt was readily apparent. 

She turned to the Khalif file.  The most recent document was an order issued yesterday 

for surveillance on Khalif’s attorney.  She’d requested it herself, after Beardsley gave her direct 

instructions to do so.  Since Khalif had only been charged two days before, the attorney had only 

just received permission to consult with his client.  These meetings would occur within the 

prison.  They wouldn’t be monitored, at least not officially.  Maybe not at all – Beardsley’s el-

Maghib file didn’t include a recommendation to wiretap attorney-client conferences.   Kyrie 

explained the significance to Brandt.  So far, it seemed that Homeland Security had stuck to the 

legally permitted taps of phone, fax, and e-mail communications. 

She next found documents confirming what Khalif claimed about his capture, transport, 

and imprisonment.  Still, this wasn’t what Kyrie and Brandt needed.  Not nearly bad enough.  

Not something worth killing to keep from leaking out.  In fact, tough measures against terrorists 

were something this administration regularly allowed to be disclosed.  Citizens wanted to know 

that the U.S. was winning the war against these bastards. 

Kyrie moved on to Beardsley’s file on the Anti-Terrorism Advisory Committee.  Most of 

their meetings were routine.  She’d already seen a hard copy file of their full minutes in 

Beardsley’s credenza.  The material wasn’t much different than the summaries received by all 

the Assistant U.S. Attorneys.  But in this secure computer file, there were memos that she’d 

never seen.  Apparently, Secretary Fiske of Homeland Security closely followed the meetings.  

Many times, he’d fired off a confidential memo with suggestions for follow-up action.  At the 

next meeting, his representative invariably proposed new agenda items.  Fiske’s memo dated on 

the morning after Brandt’s meeting with S.T. read: 

“… Davis Brandt joins Red Radovic on DO sheet.  Continue leaning on Post --  play up 

danger of compromising intelligence methods/assets.  Increase pressure for termination.  Move 

electronic and physical surveillance to Level 4.  Report all contacts with government officials.  

Standard Lewis Doctrine, until further notice.  If threat increases, await my approval for L.D. II.” 

“What’s L.D. Two?” asked Kyrie. 

“Probably assassination.  It’s been apparent for years that the President has an unwritten 

policy known as the Lewis Doctrine Two.  It permits his intelligence agencies to use all 

necessary means against those suspected of aiding terrorism.  Not only the famed NSA phone 

mining, renditions, and torture.   It’s rumored this second part of the Lewis Doctrine goes much 
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farther.  From this memo, I’m guessing it allows them to go after press, advocacy groups, you 

name it – whoever they think opposes policies they consider crucial.  The way I read this, they 

can execute me at the order of Secretary Fiske.” 

“Who takes his orders from President Lewis.  Everyone knows he’d kill his own mother 

if the President asked.  We need to make a copy of this memo.  You’ve got to run it in the Post.” 

“I’ll print it out.  It’ll leave an electronic trail if Beardsley checks, but we’ve already done 

that.  By tomorrow, the trail won’t matter, assuming Radovic backs me up.  But if I can’t get it in 

the Post, we’ll find somebody else.  Now let’s see, why can’t I send this to his printer?”   

“Here, you need to clear his print queue first.  Beardsley had a job waiting when he shut 

down.” 

“Right.  Forgot to check…    Hey, I know.  I’ll take a picture with my cell phone, too.  I’ll 

put Beardsley’s family photo in the shot – that’ll prove where I found this memo.  And I’ll move 

his U.S. and Justice Department flags, so they’ll show in the background.” 

 “Nice touch.  I’ll just delete this other memo, then-” 

They heard a noise from the corridor.  Must be the guard again.  Either that, or Beardsley 

was back for another late night session.  But why hadn’t they heard sounds of him entering the 

reception area?  

Before they could shut down everything and slip away, Beardsley’s door flew open.  

They saw an ordinary looking man, thin, athletic in the way he moved.  But the gray hair and 

dark bags under his eyes said he was about the age of Kyrie’s father.  Not a guard – the guy was 

dressed in casual slacks and a gray, cable-knit sweater.  The most noticeable thing about him was 

his .44 caliber gun. 

Brandt had the U.S. flag’s pole in his hands.  He drew it back to swing.  The gunman 

raised his arm immediately, aiming at the center of Brandt’s forehead. 

“None of that,” he said congenially.  He smiled like a well-loved schoolteacher, patient 

with the shenanigans of boys.  “We know all about your skills with a stick, young Davy.  But it 

isn’t recess yet.” 

Kyrie wheeled into a spinning side kick.  Her patent navy pump connected with the .44, 

sent it tumbling across Beardsley’s desk, then clattering into the wall.  It wasn’t an aikido move, 

but the drill sergeant at Camp Pendleton had also taught her karate the year she’d been 14.  She 

stepped quickly into Tenchi nage, the heaven and earth throw.   There.  Her aikido sensei would 

be much happier with this. 

From the carpet, the gunman looked up at Kyrie with a curious expression – almost like 

approval.  He hadn’t expected such skill from a lawyer.  Brandt bent to retrieve the gun. 
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What am I going to do with him? he wondered.  Better take the guy’s picture.  Now 

maybe I can find out who attacked me and the kids. Or maybe this guy’s carrying legitimate i.d.   

“Get his wallet while I cover him,” Brandt said to Kyrie.  “See who he’s with.” 

“I can tell you who I’m with,” said the gray-haired man.  “Homeland Intelligence 

Division.  That’s a branch of-” 

“Homeland Security.  You guys are known as HID.  I’m surprised that you admit it.  The 

other two had i.d. from some cock-and-bull operation called the Applicant Certification Service.” 

“I don’t know which two you mean, but there’s no secret about my work.  My name’s 

Clay Hunston.  I’m authorized to investigate those who would aid terrorists.  We’ve been 

watching you, Brandt.  It’s been approved at the highest levels.  We know you’ve met with a 

man who’s conducting a blackmail campaign against high government officials.  He’s wanted 

now for murdering four of my agents.  We believe you may have been involved helping him 

fabricate his own death.” 

“He what?” 

“You’re a lousy actor.  Don’t try to feign innocence.  Your illegal presence in this office 

confirms your criminal intentions.” 

“My illegal presence?  We’re the ones looking into a gross breach of the law.  I’m here 

with the express permission of an Assistant U.S. Attorney.”  Brandt knew he’d have to maintain 

this interpretation.  Kyrie had no choice, either.  They’d have to go public now.  “But you – you 

have no warrant to enter these offices.  How did you get in?” 

“He’s got an access card,” said Kyrie.  She removed it from Hunston’s wallet.  “Must’ve 

come in through the back like we did.  That’s why we didn’t hear noise from the reception area.” 

 “How did you get this?” demanded Brandt.  “Was it from Beardsley?” 

A shot slammed into the wall by Kyrie’s head.  It came so close, she’d registered its 

vibration, like the hum of an angry wasp.  Brandt fired blindly into the hall.  The recoil jerked the 

.44 out of his grip. It was the first time he’d ever discharged a firearm.  This one felt like a 

lacrosse stick slashed across his wrist.  He remembered a vicious middie from Cornell who liked 

to do that, always targeting just above the glove. 

Brandt saw Hunston sliding across the floor to get the fallen gun.  He was much closer 

than Brandt to it.  Brandt grabbed Kyrie’s hand and pulled her out the door.  He still had the 

flagpole in his other hand.  Another shot rang out, but the flapping flag made them a hard target.  

As the bullet shattered Denise’s computer screen, Brandt flung the flagpole at the spit of flame. 

“Ow!” he heard, as they hurtled down the corridor.  “What the fuck!” 

There were no more shots before they reached the stairs.  He must have struck the second 
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agent hard enough to make him drop his weapon.  Too bad the flagpole was capped by an eagle 

instead of a point. 

They raced down the stairs, went through the front door past two gaping security guards.  

These guys were armed, but they didn’t challenge Brandt and Kyrie.  They hadn’t heard the shots 

down here. 

“Call the cops!” Kyrie shouted to Bob Tucker, who knew her well.  “We have two 

intruders in the building.  They fired at us in my suite.” 

“They were breaking into Mr. Beardsley’s office!” added Brandt. 

They went outside, sprinted up 4th Street toward the Pension Building. 

“I have a car,” Brandt shouted.  “It’s just around the corner.” 

As they turned, Kyrie spotted two large shadows emerging from her building.  She hoped 

Bob hadn’t tried to stop them. 

They reached Brandt’s vehicle, an Escalante belonging to Mike Radovic’s wife.  He 

realized that the HID agents knew what he was driving, since they must have followed him to the 

Justice Building.   But the Metro and buses didn’t run this late, so Brandt had no choice.  He’d 

simply have to race back to the Post with Kyrie in the Escalante.  He could no longer assume 

they wouldn’t kill in front of witnesses.  They would, since they seemed desperate to stop this 

story.  Still, his best defense was to go on the offensive. 

“Shit – we didn’t get a copy of that memo or the picture!” Brandt remembered now. 

“And it’ll be gone as soon as they alert Beardsley,” said Kyrie.  “He’ll see what we were 

after, and sanitize his files.” 

“I’ll go to press, anyway.  I know enough to lay out everything they’re doing.  Other 

people will come forward.  They can’t bury everything, or kill us all.” 

“You can name me as your source.  The last thing I’m worried about is getting fired.  I’m 

finished at Justice already.  They’ll try to label me a traitor, they’ll charge me with Class A 

felonies, but I still have credibility.  I’ve prosecuted cases before every federal judge in this 

circuit.  Most of them have told me they respect the way I work.” 

“You’ll have to spend the night at the Post.  Your apartment won’t be safe.  Neither will 

hotels.” 

“Okay.  I always wanted to see a news room in action.” 

Actually, thoughts of the Adam’s Mark still flickered through Kyrie’s mind.  She had to 

believe that there were enough good people in America to make this jam survivable.  But if it 

was going to be their last night, she wanted to spend the time alone with Brandt.   

No, it didn’t look like that was going to happen.  Somehow she’d always known that love 
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could not work out for her…     Kyrie swallowed hard and forced those enticing thoughts of the 

hotel room away.  

They tore west on F Street, hitting all green lights except at 12th.  They shot through that 

one, reached 13th in seconds.  Kyrie watched behind and saw a set of bright headlights drawing 

closer steadily.  She knew it must be the HID agents, since there were few other cars out this late.  

Brandt turned south on 14th instead of heading straight for the Post.  If he could lose them, there 

was a chance of getting the story out tonight. 

He turned west on Constitution, raced past the Ellipse.  The Washington Monument 

loomed to his left, brightly lit, soaring into a dark night.  Good thing this was 1:30 a.m. or he’d 

be in a traffic jam.  With the agents only blocks behind, he turned south on 17th.  It got much 

darker around the Tidal Basin, until you reached the Jefferson Memorial.  He switched off the 

Escalante’s lights when he passed the statue of John Paul Jones.  The Escalante was black and 

there were four choices of road.  He hoped this would confuse the HID agents.   

Brandt headed east, planning to loop around the Bureau of Engraving.  They could ditch 

the car and steal something else – there was a choice of underground parking lots in the maze of 

government buildings south of the Mall.   

He turned onto East Basin Drive, but now the bright headlights came from 15th at them.  

It bore in close to cut off the Escalante.   

Shit! Brandt thought.  I wonder if Mrs. Radovic’s insurance will cover damage while 

fleeing arrest.  Not likely.  I’ll need to get my pay docked for about two years to reimburse her.  

No problem – it’s a bad bet that I’ll live that long. 

Glancing in his mirror, Brandt saw that the agents drove a dark blue SUV.  Like the one 

his source S.T. had described.  An arm came out from the passenger side.  Gunshots shattered 

their rear window. 

Brandt stamped on the brake pedal and jerked his wheel to the left.  He had the size 

advantage now.  This time, he wasn’t going to let them herd him into a tree.  Or get off another 

shot.   

He crunched into their right side panel, steered away, then slowed again.  There was 

another shot, but it was wild.  He rammed them twice more, sent them spinning across a stretch 

of grass.   

They rolled, flipping over several times, came to rest across the jogging path that circled 

the Tidal Basin.  Brandt stopped 100 yards away.  He shined his headlights at the SUV.  It lay on 

its roof, all four wheels still spinning.  One guy was hanging half out of the windshield.  He 

didn’t move, except where the breeze ruffled his brown hair.  Blood dripped steadily from his 
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neck onto the ground. 

Brandt drove closer.  He saw the guy was dead.  Christ, now they’d charge him with 

premeditated murder!  He needed to get Kyrie out of here, hide her involvement somehow, or 

she’d face capital charges, too. 

Then he saw the second agent lying half submerged.  It was the one called Hunston, 

whose pleasant manner reminded Brandt of a favorite teacher.  The gray-haired one, except you 

couldn’t see his hair because his head was under water.  It was nearly the same spot where 

decades ago some senator had caused a flap by driving drunk into the Basin with a hooker. 

 Brandt ran down to the edge, dragged Hunston out.  He was unconscious, so Brandt 

pumped his arms, cleared his airway, performed CPR.  Kyrie came up and helped, pressing on 

Hunston’s sternum with a double fist, while Brandt breathed air into his lungs on every third 

beat. 

Neither of them spoke what they assumed the other one was thinking.  If this guy lives, he 

knows exactly who we are.  He knows what we were doing in Beardsley’s office.  He’ll testify we 

were responsible for his  partner’s death…    But neither of them was the kind of person who 

could simply let an injured man die.  He probably had a wife and kids and grandchildren. 

At last, Hunston sputtered out about a quart of water.  Weakly, he began breathing on his 

own.  Kyrie used Hunston’s cell to call the EMTs.  She gave his name, real or otherwise, though 

it did say Clay T. Hunston on his HID i.d.  She didn’t worry about leaving prints.  There was 

already a great deal of evidence identifying her and Brandt.  They simply returned to the 

Escalante and drove away.        
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SEVENTEEN 
 

 

 

 Milt Sorkin wasn’t ordinarily a private man.  At his corporate headquarters, Milt liked to 

stroll among the cubicles, stopping to chat with his employees.  He knew hundreds of them by 

name.  He liked parties, he liked the rough and tumble of business negotiations.  When he stayed 

at his place on Lake Seboeis, Milt usually invited a loud escort of friends. 

 But not during the winter.  If he came up when the lake was frozen, it was almost always 

alone.  He’d had guests a few times after he’d first bought the place, but no one ever got the idea 

of ice fishing.  They never understood that it’s supposed to be a bore.  You sit there with your 

thoughts for hours.  You make your favorite antifreeze last all day.  Milt found the solitude 

invigorating.  Quiet sometimes was life at its most magnificent. 

 Lake Seboeis was so isolated, the realtor said these cabins were originally built by 

portage.  In other words, someone trucked the lumber to Knight’s Landing on Lake Schoodic, 

rowed each load ten miles to the north, carried it two miles through the woods, then used a 

second boat left at Lake Seboeis to bring it to this cove.  Nowadays, there was a dirt and gravel 

road that reached the lake.  From Milo, pretty much dead center in Maine, you took the state’s 

last east-west route of any size until you came to a logging road, then bumped over it for twelve 

miles to Seboeis.   

Every evening during summer visits, Milt jogged a ten mile circuit of the road.  In winter, 

it was even better on cross-country skis.  Unless the loggers happened to be working within 

earshot of his property, it was the most serenity he’d ever known.  From a rise that marked his 

half-way point, you could see Mt. Katahdin on clear days.  Milt told everyone he planned to hike 

the Appalachian Trail from Georgia all the way to Mt. Katahdin after he retired. 

 Today, Milt took half a bottle of brandy to the ice house.  Everything else he needed was 

out there already.  He’d towed the shack about a half a mile out when he’d arrived three days 

ago.  It wasn’t that the lake was crowded with ice houses.  Not a big thing here.  There were 

other vacation homes and cabins on Seboeis, but his was the only ice house on the lake.  The 

reason Milt towed his out so far was that he liked it to be well away from shore.  This lake was 
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shallow near its edges, frozen solid.  The big bass that worked the shadows in summer moved to 

deeper water in the winter.  Which suited Milt just fine.  He always felt a greater sense of 

solitude away from his sheltered cove.  He could watch the pine trees sway on hilltops all 

around.  He could see the cold wind whipping down the ice.   

 Milt lit the heater once he was inside his ice house.  He removed the wooden cover from 

his hole, used his augur to open the refrozen ice, set his line, poured his brandy, and settled back 

to wait.  He didn’t bring a radio or iPhone or anything to read.  His own thoughts were enough.  

Once a year, he liked to turn into a different person.  A contemplative man, a philosopher of 

stillness.  Besides, it helped a great deal in the Christmas season when his wife, ex-wife, and 

girlfriend all were in Florida at once.  Though this wasn’t the holidays, of course.  He’d already 

made that trip.  But this year, Milt had rewarded himself with a second winter visit.  Sometimes 

in business, it was a great advantage to be unavailable. 

 After two hours and a nice buzz, Milt began to sense another buzz outside.  He stepped 

out of the ice house.  Sure enough, a small airplane was descending from the direction of Lake 

Schoodic.  Its drone grew louder and Milt could see it came equipped with skis.  Pontoon planes 

landed here each summer.  Usually vacationers, or sometimes Fish and Game wardens.  They 

really did that in Maine, swooping in to check on fishing permits.  He’d also watched planes use 

regular landing gear on plowed ice when he’d been a business partner’s guest at Lake 

Winnipesaukee.  But in the thirty winters he’d come here, he’d never seen a ski plane landing on 

the snowy Lake Seboeis. 

Sure enough, it did touch down, then glided to within twenty yards of his ice house.  Milt 

stood watching with amusement.  He figured that the pilot must be lost.   

He must’ve spotted the smoke plume from my heater, then had the bright idea to drop in 

for directions.  Imagine that.  He’s come to the right person.   

 A Fish and Game guy stepped down on one of the struts. Oh well, then.  Not lost.  Milt 

felt a little disappointed.  He knew every town and lake and air strip around Piscataquis County. 

He would have liked showing off his knowledge.  And him an outsider, not born here. 

 “Howdy,” said the warden.  “Doing some ice fishing?” 

 “Uh, yes, I am,” said Milt, knowing what was coming. 

 “May I see your permit, please.” 

 “Thing is, I got in late last night and nothing was open.  I always buy a permit -- you can 

check with Bert at Millinocket Bait & Tackle.  But I was just so eager to get going this morning.  

I’m really sorry, officer.  I’ll drive in to town right now.” 

 “Okay, sir, I believe you.  I’ll just write a warning this time.”  His Maine accent was 
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thick, but understandable.  He took a pad out of his uniform’s breast pocket.  “Course, you’ll 

have to surrender any fish you caught today without a permit.” 

 “Sure, it’s just three crappie so far.  I really appreciate how reasonable you’re being.” 

 “No problem, sir.  Let’s just have a look inside the ice house.  I need to see your bucket.” 

 They stepped inside.  When Milt turned to get the bucket, the warden wrapped both arms 

around him.  Milt was a heavy man, but the guy lifted him easily.  Milt tried to struggle free, but 

he was in a vice. 

  Wonder who gave me away, he thought.  Wonder how they found me.   Had to be 

Stevens.  Damn, I thought he made it up about the tape.  Probably shouldn’ta fired him, shoulda 

given him time to get his act together.  I know how messy divorces are.   Shoulda just given him 

the money.  Ten million’s reasonable next to this.   

In two strides, the killer in the warden’s uniform carried Milt to his ice hole. 

“Wait,” Milt yelled.  “I’ll give you twenty million.” 

No answer, as he was lifted above the hole.  Milt braced his feet against the ice, so the 

killer couldn’t shove him down. 

“Fifty, then!” he screamed.  “No one has to know.  I’ll disappear.  You can tell them that 

you did it.” 

“Don’t make me do this harder,” said the killer, his Maine accent gone. 

“This is about the tape, right?” said Milt in a much calmer voice.  He knew he wasn’t 

leaving the ice house for any amount of money.  “I thought it was blackmail.  When Stevens got 

killed in the burglary, I thought that ended it.  But that was you guys, huh?  At least tell me this 

much.” 

“Yup.”  The killer felt a twinge of conscience.  “Guess if my time was up, I’d like to 

know why.  Your big mistake was coming here.  If we can find you, so can the opposition.  We 

can’t have you corroborating who else is on that tape.”  

He kicked Milt’s right foot loose, then pushed down on his shoulders.  The killer was so 

strong, the water so cold, Milt didn’t have a chance.  Within seconds, his limbs turned numb.  

The killer soon had Milt’s wooden cover on top of the hole.  He stood on it for several minutes.  

He heard faint thumping coming through the ice and boards. 

 Milt lasted another thirty seconds.  He didn’t try to head for shore.  It was much too far 

away.  He thought of his grown children in Tampa.  Neither one was worth a damn.  He’d made 

a quarter billion, which they’d share with his wife.  She wasn’t the nicest person, either.  He 

should’ve changed his will so his new girlfriend would get it all.  Marcie was a sweet thing and a 

smart girl, too.  
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 She warned me not to mess with politics…     Already have a fortune.  Bad idea to play 

for more with cut throats…   Fucking Talbott…   They didn’t cut my throat, at least…   This 

cold’s not bad…   There’s much… worse… ways to- 

The killer waited another five minutes, then removed the board.  He drained all but an 

inch of Sorkin’s brandy into the water, then tipped the bottle on the floor.  He’d never removed 

his gloves, so he didn’t have to wipe for prints.  He left no suicide note.  The Maine police could 

draw whatever conclusions they liked.  Chances were, they’d call it accidental death.  A heavy 

snowfall was predicted for tonight.  By morning, his plane’s ski tracks would be gone. 

 

~ 

 

 Donna walked in near silence up New York Avenue.  Her black rubber soles made less 

sound than the wind.  Within her jacket, she kept the shoulder holster unsnapped.  There were 

worse blocks in D.C., but this was hardly her first choice for a late night stroll.  The sidewalk 

here was strewn with glass and rubbish.  Shining her MagLite on the pavement, she doubted it 

would take long to find bullet casings and crack vials.  Maybe a dark, round stain or the remnants 

of a chalk outline. 

There was only one street light working on the last three blocks.  Donna couldn’t see a 

building number.  It was almost impossible to find the address where she suspected Erica was 

staying.  No one to ask, either.  If you didn’t count the three youths in Redskins jackets clustered 

on the front steps of a decrepit building.  Despite a cold mist and a bitter wind, she saw two cars 

approach them, first a rusted Chevy, then a new Denali.  One youth took their orders, while the 

second covered with a pistol in plain sight.  The third drug dealer served as lookout.   

God, she hoped that wasn’t the address.  Donna had no backup.  She was out here after 

midnight with just her SIG Sauer, and a badge she couldn’t use.  This couldn’t be official.  She 

was on her own time now.   

She’d worked all day on the manhunt, but despite the incident in Wildwood, they were no 

closer to locating the terrorists.  It was hard to understand how these two could disappear so 

effectively.  Usually, the opposite was true.  When she’d investigated other terrorism cases, 

suspects had surfaced rapidly.   

Terrorists were smart, but they usually were traceable.  They had broad networks, they 

posted messages, they made mistakes due to unfamiliarity with target countries.  Those that 

intended suicide missions usually created video testaments.  Their organizations clamored to 

claim responsibility.  But this time, nothing was heard from the Islamic Force.  And none of 
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SIOC’s many informants had seen these guys.  Not in mosques or cultural centers or Islamic 

neighborhoods.  She’d checked out every lead her squad had screened as possibles.  A few more 

witnesses turned up, but no new information.   

Fifteen minutes before midnight, she’d finally left the Hoover Building.  For now, there 

was nothing more she could do about the terrorists.  She was out here on the cold, dark streets of 

Washington NE, working her own case.  Phil was in their Tahoe, but she’d made him promise 

not to leave it.  He wasn’t armed.  Phil hated guns.  He never backed away from doing what was 

necessary, but he’d only get himself hurt if this resulted in gunfire.   

She’d argued with him earlier, their first fight in years.  She hadn’t wanted Phil to join 

her midnight prowl.  She worried about him on this street of drug gangs and broken street lights.  

But Phil had clamped that determined lock onto his jaw that pushed through all objections.  At 

least he could follow in their Tahoe, call for help if she got jumped.  It was good to know she 

wasn’t alone.   

After they’d exhausted everywhere they knew to search for Erica -- every friend, 

everywhere she’d run before -- Donna had tracked down Jason’s friends and family.  He had a 

juvenile record, but only one probation on drug charges as an adult.  His stepfather swore Jason 

hadn’t shown up at his mother’s house in months.  He’d quit his last job half a year ago.  He’d 

stopped making his car payments, the little shit, which meant his mom was on the hook, because 

she’d cosigned the loan.  Jason’s stepfather had never heard of Erica, but that was no surprise.  

Jason always had a string of girlfriends. 

 I’ll nail the scumbag  for statutory rape, Donna swore to herself.  I don’t care how much 

Erica insists she loves him.  So help me, if he’s got her turning tricks for drugs, I’ll see he winds 

up as some huge con’s cell mate.  When he gets done five to ten of boyfriend duty, I’ll make sure 

he spends the rest of his life on the sex crimes list.  

Donna was on New York Avenue because a phone number turned up numerous times on 

Erica’s latest cell phone bill.  Donna hadn’t needed to use FBI authority to get the records, since 

Erica’s phone was on the family plan.  And the number was a land line, so it was easy using a 

reverse directory to identify an address.  Donna had called the number repeatedly, but there’d 

been no answer. Her messages weren’t returned.  Erica hadn’t answered her own phone any time 

they’d tried, of course.  Donna chose to come here late at night because she thought it would be 

the best chance to find Erica inside. 

She took out her cell and called again.  She didn’t expect an answer, but seeing her 

mom’s name on the screen might prompt Erica to leave the building.  Donna knew the make of 

Jason’s car.  She hadn’t seen it on these blocks, but if she saw it tearing out of some back alley, 



Enemy of Freedom Paul Coulter 188 
 

  

she’d run to the Tahoe and follow.  If Jason wouldn’t stop and give back Erica, she’d shoot out 

the creep’s tires. 

On the seventh ring, someone picked up the phone.  The voice was slow and slurred.  A 

male, not Jason, unless he could impersonate a black man high on something powerful.  There 

were other voices in the background.  These were young and female.  Donna couldn’t pick out 

Erica’s above the music.  A party must be going on.   

She looked up at the nearest buildings.  In one apartment house, two adjacent windows 

were brightly lit on the fifth floor.  The neighboring buildings were mostly dark.  She studied the 

windows, looking for silhouettes.  Taking the phone away from her ear, Donna heard no music.  

She saw no signs of activity in the windows, either.  Speaking clearly into her cell, Donna 

identified herself as Erica’s mother, asked if she was there.  The guy hung up immediately.  

Didn’t ask, “Who?”  Didn’t say, “Wrong number.” 

Donna felt sure that Erica was there.  She watched the lit windows.  No change in the 

lights, no shadows passing rapidly.  She went up to the building.  But the front door wouldn’t 

open.  She couldn’t enter the lobby without a key.  Shining her MagLite on the door frame, she 

saw that two of its three numbers were fallen off.  But from the outline they’d left on the paint 

beneath, she saw it wasn’t the address she’d written down.  Close, though.  She was on the right 

block, on the right side of the street.  It had to be nearby.  She approached the next building, to 

see if she was going in the right direction.  A large man came out of its door. 

He walked straight at her, his stride long and purposeful.  Donna put her hand on her SIG 

Sauer’s butt.  Phil angled the Tahoe so its headlights illuminated Donna and the man.  She saw a 

scowl on the stranger’s face.  He stopped about two feet away.  Donna watched his face.  His 

expression didn’t change.  It wasn’t Jason.  It was a black man with wavy hair.  Probably another 

dealer, waiting for her to say what she was after. 

“Excuse me,” Donna said.  She waved at Phil to lower his high beams.  The stranger 

hadn’t objected, but no one liked a bright light shining in their face.  “Can you tell me this 

building’s address?  I think my daughter’s staying here.  She’s fifteen and she’s run away.” 

“White girl?” he asked.  “Kind of a perky voice?” 

“That’s Erica.  You’ve seen her?  She has dark brown hair, shoulder length, wears it 

parted down the middle.  She has pretty green eyes, light freckles on her nose.” 

“Don’t know about that.  Just the voice.  White, like yours.  About five feet six, or so.” 

“Five seven.”  But if he hadn’t seen Erica, how did he know how tall she was?  “So you 

just heard her voice?  Where, somewhere on your floor?” 

“No, with me on the elevator.”  He motioned to his dark glasses.  “I’m a student up at 
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Gallaudet.  They let us seniors live independent.” 

“You’re blind, you mean?  Geez, I’m sorry, I didn’t notice about your glasses.  You must 

think I’m an idiot.” 

“No, I didn’t think anything about it.  We get that all the time when we don’t use a cane.  

I was only stepping outside for a cigarette.  Bothers my dog Sarge when I smoke in my 

apartment.  Can’t smoke in the hallway, neither, cause it smells bad.” 

“Oh…   But you definitely think Erica’s somewhere in this building?” 

“Sure.  We don’t get a lot of white girls here.  She’s staying with a guy called Trey.  He’s 

okay.  My dog likes him.  Deals a little weed, but he’s respectful.  Knows enough not to treat 

Sarge like just any pooch.  Your daughter, too.  I can tell she’s a real dog lover, but she always 

asks permission before she pets him.  Sarge loves it when she scratches behind his ears.  Nice 

girl.  I know how teens her age can be a bother, but you can be real proud of her.” 

“Thanks.  She’s a good kid when she tries to be…   You wouldn’t know which is Trey’s 

apartment?”  Trey wasn’t the name she’d gotten from Erica’s cell phone records.  “Or who else 

lives with him?” 

“Trey’s girlfriend is Tracy.  Yeah, I know, dumb pair of names for a couple, huh?  

They’re in five-oh-seven.” 

“Right, that’s the apartment number I got…   You wouldn’t know if they’re having a 

party?  I heard a lot of voices when I tried to call just now.” 

“They’re always having a party.  Nice enough people, but I’ve got a little sister fifteen 

myself.  I sure wouldn’t want her hanging out with Trey and Tracy.” 

“Erica won’t be any more…   Thanks.  You’ve been very nice.  Could you do me one 

more favor and open the building’s door?” 

“Uh, sure.  But if anybody asks, it wasn’t me.” 

The student used his key to let Donna in. 

“If you ever need some help, my name is Donna Taliaferro,” she told him. “I’m with the 

FBI.  Call anytime, ask for the SIOC center.” 

She went inside, crossed the lobby to the elevator, pressed its button.  From what the 

student said, she knew that they were working.  But the elevator took forever coming down from 

8, so Donna considered the stairs.  But they looked very uninviting.  Smelled even worse.  The 

elevator’s indicator light finally moved to 7.  Donna wondered what she’d do when she got up to 

Trey and Tracy’s apartment.  Likely, they wouldn’t answer if she knocked.  They’d see her 

through the peep hole, refuse to let her in.  There’d be drugs inside and they’d know from Erica 

that she was a supervisor with the FBI.   
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Maybe she should just kick the door in without knocking.  Worry about the consequences 

later.  She doubted that a drug dealer would complain to the police.  They’d be relieved she 

wasn’t pressing charges.  But what if Jason was in there, too?  How would she get him to leave 

quietly?  She didn’t have a warrant.  She’d have to arrest everyone for possession, Erica 

included.  What if anyone was armed?  She should really call for backup.  But how would she 

explain the situation?  She had no official right to be inside this building, no probable cause to 

come breaking down a door.  Anyway, if Trey was a drug dealer, the door would be reinforced. 

Now the elevator started descending steadily. Floor 6 then 5 then 4.  Donna still didn’t 

have a plan.  She’d just have to wing this. 

The elevator’s doors opened as it reached the lobby.  An old woman got out.  She gave 

Donna a strange expression.  Not exactly hostile, more like disgusted.  Probably thought the only 

reason a white woman would come here was for a drug connection. 

Donna nodded at the woman, received a hard glare in return.  She stepped into the 

elevator, pressed button 5.  It didn’t light up, but the elevator started moving.  It smelled 

disgusting, but she wasn’t in it long.  She reached the fifth floor without any stops.  Went down 

the hall.  The student was right – it stunk just like an outhouse.  Found 507, raised her hand to 

knock, but decided to call one more time.  The phone just rang without an answer.  She rapped 

firmly on the door.  She heard the voices quiet, but the loud music continued.  An eye came to 

the peep hole. 

“What you want?” came a black woman’s voice.   

Had to be Tracy.  She sounded clear headed and pissed off. 

“I’m Erica’s mother,” answered Donna, calling loudly through the door.  “If she’s in 

there, you need to let her go home now.” 

“Who you, telling me what to do?  We having a nice party, which you spoiling with your 

bullshit.  My guests, they can stay or leave, suit themselves.” 

“So she’s in there?  I don’t know what Erica’s told you, but she’s only fifteen.  If you 

don’t open up this door, I’ll charge you with Interference with Custody of a Minor.” 

“Oh, so it’s like that.  Well, Miss Police Bullshit, I ain’t stopping no one from coming or 

going.” 

“I’m not police.  I’m a supervisor with the FBI.  But I’m not here to make trouble for 

you.  I just want my daughter.” 

“She ain’t here.  She was, but now she gone.  Her and that goddamn Jason.  Don’t know 

why Trey ever took up with such a nasty white boy.” 

“When did Erica go?  Do you know where she went?” 
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“No I don’t, and it was hours back, when you kept calling.” 

“Okay, I believe you, but I need to see for myself.” 

“You crazy, lady.  I ain’t letting no FBI in here.” 

“It isn’t about the drugs, I promise.  I just need to make sure I’ve done everything I can to 

find Erica.  At least let me talk to Trey, find out what he knows about Jason’s other friends.” 

“Can’t right now.  He totally fucked up.” 

“Now you get this straight.  I’ll come back with a warrant, and it will not be pleasant for 

you.  No matter how well you and Trey hide your stash, we’ll find traces.  But all I want right 

now is information.  Just let me have a look around, and I swear I won’t be back.” 

“Fine.  But don’t you fuck with me.  I got a real short fuse.” 

Tracy rattled the locks, opened the door a crack.  Peering over her shoulder, Donna saw 

Trey sprawled on the couch, drug paraphernalia scattered on a battered coffee table.  Four 

teenaged girls stared at her.  All of them were black.  Also in sight, there was a hallway and two 

closed doors. 

“Open it all the way,” Donna said to Tracy.  “You need to let me come inside.” 

Lips pressed tight together, Tracy stared at Donna with a face so hard it looked like stone.  

Finally, she yanked the door open, so violently it slammed into the wall.  She didn’t step away. 

“Lemme see i.d.  You fuck with me, I need to know who Ima complain against.” 

Donna reached in her jacket’s inside pocket to get out her badge.  But as she did, Tracy’s 

face showed panic.  Not waiting to see the i.d., Tracy pulled a small handgun from the pocket of 

her jeans.  Donna quickly drew her own SIG Sauer.  The teenaged black girls screamed, diving 

behind chairs.  Trey remained oblivious.  Donna and Tracy aimed at each other’s chests, standing 

so close they could have spit into each other’s eyes. 

“Drop the weapon now!” ordered Donna.  “What are you hiding in here?” 

“Nothing.  I thought you drawing on me.  I gotta right to protect my house against 

intruders.” 

“I’m not an intruder.  You let me in voluntarily.” 

“Some ‘voluntarily.’  You threatened me.” 

“I said I’d bring a warrant.  Now drop that weapon.  You’re not in trouble yet.  I’ll give 

you the benefit of the doubt that you felt endangered.  Long as you have a permit for that 

weapon.” 

“Course I have a permit.  Round here, a woman need a gun.  You know what kind of 

neighborhood you in?” 

“I have a good idea.  That’s why I’ve come to bring my daughter home.” 
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“Hell, lady, I don’t want her coming back.  Trey dogging her something bad.” 

“He didn’t-?” 

“No, but I see the sheep eyes she give him.  Pretty soon, she be rubbing up against him 

like them other bitches.  Someone gonna get his damn fool head blown off.” 

“You don’t want to make threats like that.  Especially not in front of an FBI agent.  Put 

the weapon down.  I’ll take your word about the permit.  I just need to have a look around, then 

I’ll go.” 

“I don’t trust you, lady.  Like you said, if Trey ever wind up dead, you be pinning it on 

me.” 

Sweat broke out on Tracy’s face.  Her hand trembled visibly as she continued pointing 

the gun at Donna’s chest.  Donna’s hand held steady, but she felt tremendous tension, too.  Tracy 

sounded straight, but you could never tell about addicts and paranoia.  She might do anything, 

turn this place into a charnel house.    

Donna’s cell phone went off just then.  Tracy’s hand flinched at the noise.  The gun came 

up at Donna’s face.  Donna almost fired, seeing Tracy’s finger tight against the trigger. 

“No, don’t!” she yelled instead.  “It’s just my cell.  I’m reaching in my pocket for it now.  

It might be Erica.” 

Tracy shivered, but didn’t fire.  Sweat ran down her face onto her neck.  Donna slowly 

raised the cell phone to her face, so she could see its screen, and still keep her eye on Tracy.  

God, she hoped the call was Erica.  That would be wonderful.  Maybe Erica was calling to say 

she’d changed her mind about coming home. 

Nope.  It was Frank Hutchinson.  Damn – didn’t the prick ever go to sleep?   Probably 

wasn’t even important.  All day, she’d given him hourly progress reports on the manhunt, and 

there was nothing new to say.  Still, he was her boss.  She’d have to take his call. 

“Okay, I believe you that Erica’s not here,” she said to Tracy as the phone rang a second 

time.  “Just give me a clue where she and Jason might have gone.  How does Trey know Jason, 

anyway?” 

“They were in juvie together.  Don’t know why they still friends.  The drugs, I guess.  

Trey’s all right, but that Jason is an asshole.” 

“Listen to me, Tracy.  I’m lowering my weapon now and leaving.  We’ll do it at the same 

time, okay?”   

Donna got a shaky nod, so she inched down her SIG Sauer.  Her phone’s insistent ring 

sounded a third time.  Slowly, they both lowered their arms until the guns were pointed at the 

floor. 
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“Now, I’m going to put mine back in its holster.  You put yours away, too.” 

Donna did as she said.  Tracy hesitated, but finally set her pistol on the telephone table. 

“I’m going now.  I have to take this call.  Isn’t there anything you can tell me about Jason 

and Erica?” 

“Try a dude named Maliq, has a corner up on Rhode Island.  He Jason’s other asshole 

friend.” 

“Thanks.  I will.  And listen, Tracy.  If you’re in trouble here, if you need to get away, 

just give me a call any time.  My name’s Donna Taliaferro.” 

“Yeah, lady.  Like that ever gonna happen.  I don’t never want to see your face no more.” 

 Donna nodded her understanding.  She returned into the hall and the door slammed after 

her.  She heard three bolts slide shut.  

“Hi, Frank,” she said into the phone.   

 

~ 

 

Brandt and Kyrie couldn’t risk going to the Post.  Brandt knew they’d never make it into 

the building.  By now, there’d be agents posted at each entrance.  All vehicles would be searched 

before they’d be allowed inside the garage.  He’d have to write his story elsewhere, e-mail it in.  

Trouble was, Brandt didn’t have his laptop with him, which held all the notes.  He could recreate 

details from memory and send it from his Blackberry, but he might get something wrong.  This 

was too important to risk making a mistake.   

He tried to think where could they go.  They couldn’t use their credit cards or an ATM 

machine.  Between them, they had $87 in cash.  Which ruled out most options. 

What’s more, they needed to stay safely hidden for a few days while the story brewed.  

Congressional committees would jump all over it.  So would all the candidates.  But nothing 

would happen immediately.  It took time to write speeches, to organize House and Senate 

inquiries.  Brandt knew that Homeland Security could kill this threat by arresting him and Kyrie.  

They’d be charged with murder, probably espionage, too.  It would be impossible to prove that 

the HID agent’s death was self defense.  Brandt’s exposé of administration abuses would lose all 

credibility. 

“There’s only one place I can think of,” Kyrie said. “The Marine Corps Logistics base at 

Albany, Georgia.  That’s my father’s new command.  He could protect us while your story runs.” 

“Wouldn’t he be much more likely to hold me for arrest?  Even if I’m with you?”      

“Nobody’s more by-the-book than Dad, but I’m sure he’ll hide us.  He knows I’d never 



Enemy of Freedom Paul Coulter 194 
 

  

invent a thing like this.  He’s always saying that the proudest thing in his life is that he raised his 

children right.”   

“Yeah, but what if-   I don’t know how to put this, Kyrie, but remember what we were 

saying about a coup?” 

“You mean, what if my father knows about it?  What if he’s one of the generals they’ve 

lined up to support them?” 

“Well, yeah, I have to admit that’s exactly what crossed my mind…      Look, the way 

you turned out, I’m sure your father’s a good man.  Still, generals don’t have to be autocratic to 

support this.  They might think they have no choice.  With the terrorist attacks, they might see 

this as a wartime emergency.” 

“You don’t know much about the military, do you?” 

“As a matter of fact, I do.  I was one of the journalists embedded with a combat unit 

during the Iraq war.” 

  “All right, but growing up surrounded by it, I can tell you no American officer would 

ever support a coup.  It simply goes against everything they believe.  They’d rather go down in 

flames than be remembered as a traitor.” 

“They wouldn’t be considered traitors if they won.  I forget who said it, but history is 

written by the victors.  They’d be honored as patriots, men who’d saved their country in dark 

times.  Whoever’s behind this, that’s what he’s telling them.” 

“If there’s really a group plotting to take power.  But listen to me, Dave.  The only way to 

gain military support is to convince them we’re under attack, about to lose our freedom.  They’d 

have to believe our leadership has failed to defend the country.” 

“Which isn’t the case now,” said Brandt.  “Okay, I get it.  We’ll be safe under your 

father’s protection, so long as he buys our story.” 

“Right.  And he will.  He thinks I’ve never told a lie in my entire life.” 

“You mean you have?”  Brandt grinned at Kyrie. 

“Sure.”  Kyrie returned the grin, glad to break the tension.  “But that was back in high 

school.  And the boy was awfully cute…    Okay, bad joke.  In all seriousness, we have a 

different problem about going to my father.   I don’t think we’ll make it alive to Georgia.” 

“I agree.  They’ll be all over the roads looking for us.  And there’s no one we can trust to 

get us safely there.  The cops, the FBI, the intelligence community.  There’s no telling how far 

this thing goes.” 

In the end, they drove until they found a pay phone.  Which was pretty hard, in fact, since 

the only places that seemed to have these any more were airports, bus depots, and train stations, 
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places they couldn’t go because the search would send men there.  When they finally found one 

at a gas station, Kyrie called her father’s private number.  He only gave it out to family members.  

There was a good chance that HID agents weren’t listening to it yet.   

General Langford made arrangements for Kyrie and Brandt to catch a cargo plane from 

the Marine Corps Air Station at Quantico.  Its commander General Sherman Frommer was a 

trusted friend, his old room mate from Annapolis.  The presence of two civilians on this flight 

would be unofficial.  No one except Frommer would learn their names. 

Using an envelope he found in Mrs. Radovic’s glove compartment, Brandt wrote his 

story long-hand while Kyrie drove.  They stopped at L’Enfant Square to change the Escalante’s 

plates with another Escalante they found parked nearby.  It was a dark night, so Brandt felt 

reasonably sure that no one saw him do this.  At top speed, they reached Quantico in half an 

hour.   

They made it to the Air Station’s entrance without getting spotted.  A sentry at the main 

gate waved them away from the barrier, however.  Along with a second guard, he approached 

them with his rifle held at the alert.  Brandt almost panicked.  He had the Escalante shifted into 

reverse when Kyrie put a hand over his. 

“Down,” Brandt warned her.  “They’re going to shoot.” 

“No.  I’ve known Frommer all my life.  He’s like an uncle to me.  He’d never give that 

kind of order.” 

The first guard signaled at Brandt to roll down his window. 

“Please step out of the vehicle, sir,” he said.  “Leave the keys in the ignition.” 

Brandt took a deep breath, squeezed Kyrie’s hand, and opened his door.  He thought of 

Rosie and Connor.  He wanted them to be the last image in his mind, because he felt sure the 

guards would open fire. 

The first guard stepped into the Escalante and drove off.  The second one showed them to 

a white Mountaineer displaying Marine Corps insignia.   

“You’ll come with me,” he said.  “General Frommer’s orders.” 

Brandt hardly relaxed at this explanation.  After all, those orders could include arrest, or 

even an unfortunate accident.  But he got in the Mountaineer’s back seat with Kyrie.  They were 

waved through a series of barriers like VIPs.  Brandt never learned what happened to the 

Escalante.  The marine escorted them inside the headquarters building, then into Frommer’s 

private office.  He didn’t remain on guard outside the door.  They waited out of sight until it was 

time to hustle aboard the cargo plane. 

“They still could push us from it,” Brandt whispered to Kyrie.  “That’s what happened to 
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many of Argentina’s ‘disappeared.’” 

“Would you relax?  I’m sure you’ve written articles about a lot of nasty situations, but 

they wouldn’t go to so much trouble.  If they wanted to get rid of us, they would’ve just called 

Homeland Security.  Not everything’s a conspiracy.” 

There was a pair of jump seats behind the airplane’s cabin.  It was cold, so they threw a 

tarp over themselves.  Kyrie nestled against Brandt’s muscular thighs.  Despite what she’d said 

to Brandt, Kyrie felt overly alert, like she’d had ten cups of coffee.  Alert and buzzed, like every 

nerve was firing at once.  Maybe scared, for the first time in her life.  But also excited, to be with 

Brandt.  They were in this thing together.  Already, there was more of a partnership between 

them than she’d ever felt with Boyd.  Just maybe, she was falling in love. 

“Would you like to get some rest?” Brandt asked.  “I’ve been told my lap makes a pretty 

good pillow.” 

“Thanks.  But tempting as that sounds, I’m feeling really wired.” 

“I know what you mean.  The more tired you get, the less you can sleep.” 

“I’m not a bit tired.  If you want to know the truth, I’ve never felt more alive.”    

“Me, too.”  Brandt smiled at her.  “My story’s done.  I typed it on my Blackberry while 

you were in the General’s rest room.  I used a remailer, so they’ll have a hard time pinpointing 

where I was geographically when I sent it.  There’s nothing to do now but wait…      So what do 

you feel like talking about?” 

“You.” 

“That’s funny.  I’d rather hear all about you, Kyrie Langford.”   

“The really funny thing is, we hardly know each other.” 

“You’re right.  But now’s a good time to get started.” 

 

~ 

 

As Shannon Devenney refilled her coffee mug in the break room, a large man passed the 

doorway.  His face in profile was noticeably flat.  Shannon didn’t recognize him.  Not unusual in 

a place as big as the Post, but it was three in the morning and there were only a few reporters on 

the floor.  The guy was in a suit, which already meant he was no journalist.  None of the business 

staff ever worked this late.  He wasn’t one of the top executives, either. 

Shannon stepped out from the break room, watched him walking up the aisle.  His back 

was like a wall.  The guy was easily twice her size.  He swung his arms like he was doing curls 

with hundred pound weights.  She really should ask who he was looking for.  A few desks still 
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were occupied on the other side of the news room, and lights were on in Mike Radovic’s office.   

Shannon didn’t challenge the unknown man, despite her distrust of his presence.  Okay, 

she admitted to herself, more like because of it.  This guy radiated aggressiveness.  She’d been 

feeling jumpy ever since Brandt got into trouble.  Then with the terrorist threat and all, a trip 

home to South Carolina sounded pretty good. 

Shannon decided to call down to security, ask if they’d let some huge guy in the building.  

She noticed that he’d chosen to walk up an empty aisle. 

As she reached her desk, Shannon saw the guy push open Mike Radovic’s door.  Since 

the office was glass walled, she could see Radovic talking to him.  There – much better.  The 

stranger must be all right.  Just someone Radovic had told to come here when the news room 

would be quiet.  He might look creepy, but you dealt with all sorts of unsavory types in 

journalism.  She didn’t want to get the reputation of someone who jumped at shadows.  Shannon 

went back to her desk, began a rewrite of her manhunt story. 

The flat-faced man closed the office door behind him.  He displayed a badge, let Radovic 

have a good look at it.  

“We need to know you aren’t obstructing our investigation,” he said.  “If you’ve had any 

form of communication with Davis Brandt, the law requires you to tell me.” 

“What law is that?” asked Radovic.  “The one that protects privacy?  Or the one ensuring 

freedom of the press?” 

“Brandt’s wanted for murder, espionage, conspiracy to abet terrorism.  Don’t give me 

Bill of Rights bullcrap.  We can charge you with aiding terrorism, too.  I’m sure your lawyers 

have given you a very good explanation of the Liberty Acts’ provisions.  Disloyalty is a very 

serious crime.  You need to tell me now if you’ve heard anything from Brandt.” 

“Is that all you wanted?  I thought it would be something hard.  The answer’s no.”   

In fact, Radovic had been working on Brandt’s article.  From Quantico, Brandt had e-

mailed it to a Yahoo address that Radovic only used among old friends.  When Radovic saw the 

agent at his door, he’d clicked out of Yahoo immediately, then scrubbed his history bar.  The 

edited report was on his hard disk now, of course, but Radovic wasn’t about to show it.  As soon 

as he got rid of the agent, he’d send it down for a special edition. 

“I’ve had no contact with Brandt since he left the press room two days ago,” Radovic told 

the agent. 

The man continued staring at him with those glassy eyes.  In his days as a reporter, 

Radovic had seen many corpses, and this guy’s stare was just as lifeless.  He didn’t feel 

intimidated, though.  In fact, this was a positive development.  The agent’s presence corroborated 
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the story.  It meant they were terrified of letting out what Brandt had learned. 

“You’re certain?”  Another motionless, ten second stare.  “I can get a warrant any time I 

want.”  The agent stretched his jaw back and forth, as if it ached.  The lateral action made the 

dimple in his chin look huge.  “Some people’s definition of contact is limited to physical 

presence.  Just to be clear, I mean phone calls, letters, faxes, e-mails, posts, tweets, messages 

relayed by someone else?” 

“You know I’ve had no contact.  Your people keep the Post under a constant watch.  

You’ve tapped our phones, bugged my office, home, and car.  I don’t know the technicalities, but 

I’m pretty sure you’re reading my e-mail, too.  So it wouldn’t do me any good to lie, would it?  

The answer still is no.  I’ve had no contact with Brandt.” 

“Sorry, but I can’t take your word.  You don’t exactly have a reputation as a patriot.” 

“Fuck you!  I’m a hell of a better patriot than any of you people.  You’ve all but ruined 

this good country.  I’ll take my values any day over whatever you goose-stepping thugs hold 

dear.  Now get out of my office.” 

“Can’t do it, Radovic.  The page you clicked out of when I stepped in, that’s what I need 

to see.” 

With two big strides, he stepped around the desk.  Radovic rose to grapple with him.  A 

veteran of civil rights reporting, Radovic was no stranger to a brawl.  He feinted left and swung a 

right into the agent’s jaw.  It connected, but the huge guy barely flinched.  He caught Radovic’s 

next punch and spun him around.  From behind, he wrapped his left arm around Radovic’s chest, 

then clapped his right hand over Radovic’s mouth and nose. 

He held on like a vice against Radovic’s struggles.  There were much quicker ways to kill 

a man, but he’d been told to leave no marks.  Even a forearm pressed lightly over the windpipe 

would leave bruising, both on the surface and internally. 

After half a minute, the agent released his grip.  As Radovic sucked in a welcome lungful 

of air, the agent sprayed something into his open mouth.  The same substance Mark Hunston had 

used to inject Congressman Craig Green.  Radovic died quickly, without a scream.  The agent 

heard a slight gurgle, but certainly nothing that would be audible in the news room.  He cradled 

Radovic’s body to the floor so it fell without a sound. 

He quickly checked Radovic’s shirt.  No blood, or other signs of struggle.  This must 

look natural.  The chemical he’d used had long been known to trigger heart attack, then break 

down quickly in the body.  A useful tool, but still detectable if administered with a syringe.  Not 

that the Metroliner investigators had thought to look for a needle mark on Green, but this aerosol 

version was a great improvement. 
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He’d kept on leather gloves, of course.  Before coming up, he’d run a car-vac over his 

scalp.  His suit was made of a special fabric designed to leave no fibers.  He removed the jacket, 

sat down in Radovic’s chair and turned to the computer.  His white shirt also was designed to 

leave no fibers.  Anyone looking through the editor’s glass wall would assume that he was 

Radovic.  The body wasn’t visible where it lay behind the desk.   

Within a minute, he found Brandt’s report.  He couldn’t take the time to read it fully, but 

scanned to see just what Brandt knew.  He then deleted it from the hard drive.  He checked that 

Radovic hadn’t sent it to a printer, or relayed it to the press room.  No, it didn’t show up in either 

history.  He’d been told to make sure no copies survived. 

He put his jacket back on, double checked that he’d left no evidence, then walked silently 

out of Radovic’s office.  Coming down the same aisle he’d used before, he saw there was a 

woman in one of the desks.  Young, dark-haired, very pretty.  She looked away immediately, 

afraid to make eye contact.  Concentrated hard on her keyboard, pretending that she hadn’t seen 

him.  He considered killing her.  No, there were security cameras out here.  He memorized her 

face as he walked quickly past. 
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EIGHTEEN 
 

 

The plaza around Philadelphia’s City Hall was a festival of red, white, and blue bunting.  

For a late February morning in the North, the weather was surprisingly tolerable.  Mid-40s, mild 

breezes from the west.  Large reviewing stands on each side were full of Vice President Howe’s 

supporters.  They’d all been cleared for places in the audience.  Most wore red campaign buttons, 

as well as red and white clothing.  Streamers drifted everywhere.  Huge mesh bags of helium 

balloons were stockpiled within City Hall’s courtyard, ready to be released.    It was a wonder 

that the pigeons roosting among the façade’s many statues weren’t similarly decorated.   

Vice President Howe stood talking with his advisor John Talbott inside the courtyard.  

Looking down, Howe noticed that his left shoe was on the map of colonial Philadelphia in the 

middle of a giant mosaic compass.  One factoid Howe remembered from his briefing was that 

this spot marked the exact geographic center of William Penn’s original city plan.  

“What about that statue up on top?” asked Howe.  “I thought you were going to get it in 

my colors.  You said they did that for the hockey team one time.” 

“I asked,” said Talbott.  “They wouldn’t do it.  Politics, you know.” 

“They could at least replace his tri-corner with a giant red, white, and blue straw hat.  

That would look real nice.” 

 “Maybe if you win.  That was the deal with the Flyers.  Billy Penn wore orange for a 

week after they won the Stanley Cup.” 

“Yeah, I could come back on New Year’s Day.  That’s when they do the, what do you 

call it, Mumm’s Parade?  Must be a hell of a party.  I can just taste the champagne flowing.” 

“Mummer’s, Warren.  It’s not champagne.  They march all the way up Broad Street to 

this plaza.  When they’re done, that’s when the drinking starts.” 

“So I’ve heard.  I always wanted to see them in blackface, dancing around, all dressed in 

peacock feathers.   What’s that song they play, “Oh dem Golden Swingers?” 

“Slippers.  And the blackface paint’s been banned for forty years.”  Talbott caught a 

blank look from Howe.  “Civil rights, you know.” 

“Oh.  Shame about that…     Anyway, it sure is a fine morning for this time of year.  I 
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don’t usually like coming to the northeast states in winter.  And what a great crowd.  That speech 

you wrote me ought to go down fine.  I’ve been practicing a lot.” 

“Good.  Terrorism’s become this election’s defining issue.  We need to reassure the 

American people we’ll take down our enemies.  Not just these guys who bombed the tunnel and 

the train.  You need to convince the voters you’ll root out every single terrorist around the globe.  

Those who dare set foot in America, and those who provide cowardly support from far away.” 

“Right.  I’ve got it memorized.  Don’t even need the teleprompter.” 

“Watch it, anyway.  The network cameras are set up at the same angle.  You don’t want it 

to look like you’re staring off in space again.  That really hurt you in New Jersey.” 

“I was looking for you, John.  You said to watch you for the punch words.” 

“I meant when we were practicing.  Not live.  I’m off to the right.  You can’t let your 

eyes drift away from camera.” 

“Okay, I’ve got it now.” 

“I’m sure you do.  Now it’s time to go up on the stage.” 

Howe marched through the courtyard’s eastern archway, then mounted the steps at the 

back of the platform.  Talbott went off to his favorite spot.  It was important that he seldom show 

up in photographs with Howe.  The Vice President must appear to be firmly in charge of his own 

campaign. 

In a row of padded chairs set on the stage, Howe sat down in the middle.  A dozen local 

dignitaries found their places.  The festivities opened with a stirring chorus of God Bless 

America.  A song much loved in Philadelphia, associated with Flyers hockey championships.  

More rousing songs were played between each speech.  Howe sat there looking like a grown-up 

version of the most popular kid in high school, a friendly expression on his face.  He was good at 

this, good at telling jokes, good at golf and hosting barbecues and not much else.  But he had one 

hell of a speech to give today, and the opening speakers were keeping it mercifully brief. 

As he faced the podium, Howe saw a small flare rise into the sky.  Howe heard its whistle 

as it arced toward the stage.  Now wasn’t this nice?  Someone had set off fireworks for him.  

They’d probably burst into his colors.  Not on the schedule he’d seen.  Must be some good ole 

boy’s idea.  Except this wasn’t Texas.  Far as he knew, they didn’t have good ole boys up here.  

All right, some local rowdy wanting to give him a good Philly welcome.  But not very well 

timed.  Should’ve waited for an evening appearance.  Not very well aimed, either.  Howe rose to 

scramble out of the way.  He could see the firework plummet toward the stage.  Must be a dud. 

It went off as it struck the apron in front of the stands.  A television light pole was 

knocked over. 
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“Down!  Rocket attack!” yelled the section chief of Howe’s Secret Service detail. 

But no one had time to throw themselves off the stage.  Even so, they weren’t killed.  The 

rocket only had a very small charge, no high explosives, no shrapnel.  Those who’d been 

standing still stood.  Those who’d sat still sat, looking surprised and scared, but very much alive. 

For a second. 

In the next second, they began to drop.  Some with their hands raised to their faces.  

Oddly, there were no looks of anguish. 

“CS!” the section chief tried to shout, but he couldn’t make his larynx move. 

He was dead within another second.  So was everybody on the stage and the central 

reviewing stand.  When the people further back saw this, they tried to run away.  The lucky ones 

were those who’d been upwind.  They were able to get clear of the area before a single molecule 

of gas reached them.  Because it was a vast plaza, and the rally hadn’t drawn large crowds 

beyond the party faithful, those standing to the west side of the stage survived.  A few suffered 

injuries from trampling.  There was no stampede on the other three sides because everyone was 

dead. 

 

~ 

 

It took a major argument with Hutchinson, but Donna Taliaferro gained permission to use 

the FBI’s Fly Team.  Designed to operate overseas, it was the unit’s first deployment within U.S. 

borders.   

“You’re not taking the Fly Team anywhere without approval from NCTC.”  Donna had a 

good mind to use this excerpt from Hutchinson’s tirade in her official report.  Coordinating 

through the National Counterterrorism Center would have delayed the investigation by days, if 

not weeks.  “Damn it, this shows a lack of leadership.  If you weren’t so distracted with your 

personal problems, you’d understand the DNI frowns heavily on subverting interagency 

procedures.” 

Hutchinson’s harangue continued for another twenty minutes, but he’d finally relented.  

Once Donna got his signature, the Fly Team reached Philadelphia within two hours.   

The Agent-in-Charge of the Philadelphia Field Station produced several  witnesses.  The 

best was a tourist from Michigan named Ed Prudeau, who described two young men of 

Mediterranean complexion.  One short and wiry, the other well above average in height, with a  

fleshy face.  Both wore jeans and dark colored parkas.  The first one who’d dashed out of the 

building wore a ski hat, so it was hard to tell much about his hair.  The tall one had emerged onto 
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Locust Street a second later.  As he ran, his hood came down and a skull cap started to fall off.  

Before the fleeing man snatched it back onto his head, Prudeau saw his hair was cropped to a 

fine stubble.   They both were clean-shaven and both wore glasses.   

Prudeau hadn’t noticed either man’s type of footwear, but he assumed it was sneakers, 

since both of the terrorists had sprinted rapidly past him.  The tall one held a weapon as he ran, 

looked like a .38.  Certainly not a rocket launcher.  Prudeau had served in Iraq and knew the size 

and shape of such a weapon.  He hadn’t heard its Ka-Phoom, either, but then again, the building 

where they’d launched their ambush was twelve stories high.  Besides, there was a lot of street 

noise in Center City, Philadelphia.   

Prudeau hadn’t realized they had anything to do with the Vice President’s visit.  He’d 

believed they must be fleeing from a robbery -- that’s why he’d called 911.  This corner of Broad 

Street was several blocks south of the plaza around City Hall, where Howe’s rally had taken 

place.  Prudeau stated that he was a registered Independent, always voted in November, but 

wasn’t interested in the primaries.  That morning, he’d been returning to his hotel from the 

Academy of Music.  He’d gone to see if there were tickets for the matinee, because his wife 

wanted to take the kids to Annie.   

By late afternoon, many more witnesses had been identified and interviewed.  A 

composite drawing emerged that looked a great deal like the two terrorists Salimmeh and Kemal.  

No one saw their vehicle, however.  Subway lines were stopped and searched soon after the 

attack.  It seemed unlikely they’d used this means to escape.  Bridges, highways, commuter rail, 

the train station, and the airport all were closed, but the terrorists weren’t caught.  Center City 

was already a traffic nightmare because of Vice President Howe’s visit.   

Donna guessed that the terrorists had fled on foot until they’d reached a car left outside 

the cordoned area.  From there, she believed they’d made their way on surface roads out of 

Philadelphia.  Every available policeman in the tri-state area was put into the search, but once 

more, roadblocks failed to find Salimmeh and Kemal. 

Later, Donna interviewed a survivor named John Talbott at Hahnemann Hospital.  

Talbott described what happened on the stage at City Hall.  He wasn’t seriously injured – a 

broken arm suffered in the ensuing scramble. 

“My name is John Talbott.  I’m an election strategy consultant.  I’ve been working with 

the Vice President’s campaign on policy formulation.  Just this morning, I said to the Vice 

President, ‘These terrorists have become by far the biggest issue.’  I can’t believe they got him 

first.” 

“You saw him die?” 
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“He hadn’t started speaking yet.  He was waiting to be introduced.” 

“And where were you?  As far as we can tell, every person who was on that stage or in 

the stands is dead.” 

“I wasn’t one of the scheduled speakers.  I never am, though sometimes I do it in dress 

rehearsals.  Prepping for debates, that kind of thing.  I was off to the right of the central 

grandstand.  That’s where we usually set up to tape Howe’s performances.  That way, we get his 

good side.” 

“So you have it on videotape?” 

“I wasn’t the one filming, and I have no idea what happened to the camera in all that 

panic, but it’s probably recoverable.  Unless the thing got trampled…    Doesn’t matter, since 

local and national t.v. crews were there, too.  Not live – we tried to get it, but that almost never 

happens.  This wasn’t considered an appearance of unusual importance, so they were taping for 

the evening broadcasts.” 

“I know.  We have copies from the news trucks.  But your tape would be useful, too, 

since the networks were filming from the central platform, not the side.” 

“Well sure, if it turns up, you have my permission to use the tape.  I’ll clear it with 

Howe’s campaign manager.  He was doing advance work in Pittsburgh.  The rest of Howe’s 

traveling staff, they usually sat in the front few rows.  He liked to see familiar faces...      I’m told 

none of them survived?” 

“We haven’t finished identifying everyone.  But as far as we can tell, you’re our best 

witness.  Exactly what did you see?” 

“Don’t think I’ll ever forget.  It was like something out of hell.”  Talbott’s neck swiveled 

slowly toward the private room’s window.  He gazed ashen-faced at the buildings across Vine 

Street.  He turned back to Donna, a blank look in his eyes.  “Thing is, I’d glanced up at the sky 

because there was some glare.  I was going to tell our cameraman to use a filter, but I wanted to 

check if clouds were coming.  I saw this streak of smoke, and thought, ‘What the hell is that?  

It’s much too low to be a contrail.’” 

“You were looking in which direction?” 

“Southeast.  The sun’s low in the sky this time of year.  But the airport’s down that way, 

so I just assumed maybe it’s from something military, too fast to be seen.” 

“There’s no military airfield in Philadelphia.” 

“Right.  I realize that, but I’m just telling you the thoughts that all played through my 

mind within a second…   When I heard the explosion, I thought I must be right.  Some kind of 

sonic boom.” 
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“You didn’t realize it was a shell striking the plaza?” 

“Well, no.  There was no flash of light, no bodies hurled in all directions.  They started to 

drop a second or two later.  I’m thinking, ‘What the fuck?’” 

“Did you actually see Vice President Howe fall, or was he part of a general chaos up on 

stage?” 

“No, I saw him, all right.  I’ll have nightmares about it for the rest of my life.  He’d just 

stood up.  He wanted to shake hands with the last speaker, I think.  Howe was a sports fan and 

this guy was a Hall of Famer who used to be the Eagles’ quarterback.  Then the shell struck and 

the Vice President’s mouth was stuck open in a big round O.  His hands jerked up to his throat, 

but they never reached it.  He looked paralyzed while on his feet.  The quarterback managed to 

stagger a few steps, but he fell over, too.  The strange part is I never saw a cloud of gas.” 

“They used an organophosphate.  They’re colorless and odorless.” 

“Sure – I’ve read about those.  That’s what we use for nerve gas, Sarin, Cyclosarin, VX, 

right?” 

“We haven’t finished the analysis, but yes, it was likely one of those, or a closely related 

compound.  Something extremely effective in minute quantities.” 

“If I remember from a briefing I once read, they cause immediate paralysis.  Destroy the 

enzymes in muscle-nerve junctions, the same way insecticides kill bugs.  They kill almost at 

once, because they enter the bloodstream through the skin as well as through the lungs.  It does 

no good to hold your breath.” 

“That’s right.  The only protection is a full chemical warfare suit and respirator.” 

“But how did the terrorists get nerve gas?  Is there someone in the military helping 

them?” 

“I have no information yet.  And I couldn’t really share it with you if I did.  You have no 

official capacity on the late Vice President’s staff, if I understand correctly?” 

“No, I’m a paid consultant.  But I would appreciate if you could keep me up to date.  I 

was a personal friend of Warren Howe’s.  I knew a dozen of the people who died today.  And I 

expect to have a continuing presence in this election, whoever becomes our party’s candidate.” 

By which Talbott meant he expected to have a strong voice in the next administration.  

Any government employee who wanted their career to go smoothly shouldn’t fuck with him. 

“I’ll share what I can, Mr. Talbott.  But I certainly won’t compromise this investigation 

by revealing confidential information to unauthorized civilians.”  

 “I’d never ask you to.  I only wondered about the military connection.  I’m sure that 

question will occur to many people.  It’s a particularly troublesome concern when a high 
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official’s been assassinated.  You have to understand, the country’s been traumatized by the 

repeated depravity of these murderers.  It’s even more frightening to imagine a conspiracy 

between terrorists and our own military.  But in today’s world, anything is possible.” 

 “I agree.  We mean to investigate every angle.  If a member of the U.S. armed forces 

helped these bastards, believe me, the FBI will hunt him down.” 

 What Donna didn’t tell Talbott was that an agent from the Fly Team had recovered the 

rocket launcher.  It was a Long Tom 155mm gun.  Which was a U.S. Army model made in 1944! 

Ballistics said it had a range of approximately 25,000 yards.  Long Toms could fire either 

fixed ammunition, armor-piercing shells, or chemical shells, with point-detonating projectile 

charges.  They’d been retired from the Army’s arsenal for decades, but experts still considered 

them the most reliable rocket launchers ever made.   

It was illegal to own a Long Tom, except decommissioned units kept by collectors.  

According to Donna’s ATF liaison, they rarely turned up on the black market.  The one that the 

terrorists had left in a 12th floor room on Broad Street had its serial number filed off.  It was 

negative for prints.  

 

~ 

 

Washington went into panic mode.  At noon, President Lewis delivered a ringing promise 

of no quarter to the terrorists and all those who support them.  After his national broadcast, 

Lewis was promptly spirited to the new command bunker secretly dug out of an Appalachian 

mountainside.  All military units were placed at red alert.  Secret Service agents guarded Cabinet 

members and key Congressional leaders.  Homeland Security Secretary Fiske chaired the 

administration’s crisis management team.  He essentially directed all federal business taking 

place in Washington. 

The networks, cable, and print media focused almost exclusively on Warren Howe’s 

assassination.  The Washington Post was typical of major newspapers, its entire front section 

devoted to the rocket attack in Philadelphia, the manhunt for Salimmeh and Kemal, and the 

nation’s shift into a war footing.  Additional analysis centered on where the Islamic Force might 

strike next.  On an unattributed basis, high level sources discussed which enemies may have 

secretly provided operational support.   

Around the country, people armed themselves.  Those who formerly were anti-gun now 

saw the need for self-defense.  Those who already had arsenals bought more guns.  Many started 

building bomb shelters.  Most citizens believed there’d be a rapid escalation of terrorist 
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incidents.  Truck bombings would become common.  Civil order would break down.  This 

wasn’t just some isolated nut taking a pot shot at Howe.  It was a well planned operation from a 

group with many hidden resources.   

What’s more, the enemy hadn’t died in suicide attacks like Al Qaeda’s agents on 9/11.  

They’d remained inside America to strike repeatedly.  If the terrorists could kill a man as closely 

guarded as Warren Howe, they could take out anyone.  They could destroy any building, bridge, 

port, landmark, military base, or industrial complex.  Their own base couldn’t be attacked, 

because they had no base.  National polls confirmed a major shift in attitude.  The overwhelming 

sentiment was that we must kill these bastards before they murdered more Americans.  It was 

necessary to arrest everyone who could give them aid and comfort.  We had to close our borders 

before more of them got in. 

Donna Taliaferro spearheaded the FBI’s investigation in Philadelphia.  Other than the 

Long Tom rocket launcher found in the Locust Street building, police and FBI teams had 

discovered little physical evidence.  In the 12th floor room where the weapon lay beneath a raised 

window, the terrorists left nothing else.  No finger prints on the window frame or elsewhere in 

the room, no identifiable hairs.  Just old ones in the storage room’s dust.  Plenty of fibers, but 

nothing that seemed to correspond to witness descriptions of the terrorists’ clothing.  No 

cigarette butts from which saliva could be lifted, nothing else for the serology lab to analyze. 

The building manager reported that this store room had been locked.  He’d seen no-one 

come or go up here.  He was the only one who had a key.  The janitorial service wasn’t asked to 

clean up here.  He’d showed these premises to no one in the past two years.  The store room 

hadn’t been used since the last tenant occupied the 12th floor three years earlier.  The building 

manager passed a polygraph exam on all these points.   

The storeroom’s door was left open.  The cop who’d been the first to arrive assured 

Donna that’s how he found it.  The FBI’s lock expert found no signs of tampering.  The former 

tenant was out of business, but when Donna tracked down its retired owner, he stated that he’d 

turned in all copies of the key.  He knew nothing about these terrorists, except what he’d heard 

on the news.  He also passed a polygraph. 

There were no sightings of the assassins after Locust Street.  Roadblocks detained many 

Islamic men, and while a few were held on prior warrants, no links to Salimmeh, Kemal, 

Benouri, or Khalif were found. 

The nerve gas that killed Warren Howe and 508 additional victims was identified as 

cyclosarin.  Bits of the shell casing were found on the Market Street side of City Hall Plaza, 

enough to establish that the alloy’s composition was too modern to be from original M104 
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chemical shells.  So the terrorists hadn’t retrofitted one of these with CS gas.  But Donna never 

thought they had.  It would be far too dangerous to handle.  They must have used an expert in 

chemical warfare for such a job.  Which meant someone from the Army.  Or maybe ex-military.  

She remembered the information she’d received from Davis Brandt five years ago.  Right wing 

militias had no trouble stockpiling major ordnance.  They seemed to have an inside man at every 

arsenal.   

“They must’ve had help,” Donna said to Ken Bridger.  “That locker in Wildwood, New 

Jersey was too small to hold the Long Tom.  But I’m thinking the package would’ve held the 

shell, prepared by Benouri’s unsub in Cambridge.” 

Ken rubbed his chin thoughtfully.  Donna was his boss, but she was wrong.  Not about 

the unidentified subject, but about Salimmeh and Kemal.  He wanted to be delicate about this.  

She’d stuck her neck out for him when OPR demanded a suspension.  She’d insisted he was 

needed on this investigation.   

Ken knew he’d be lucky to keep his job when this crisis was over.  In the matter of 

Benouri’s death, Donna couldn’t even get Frank Hutchinson to refer Ken’s suspension to the 

Attorney General.  Now, his appeal would be delayed for weeks while the FBI threw all of its 

resources into apprehending the assassins.   

 “When and where did they get the Long Tom?” Ken said.  “That’s what I’m wondering.  

Those things are collectors’ items.  Our military arsenals haven’t stocked them for decades.  And 

they rarely turn up on E-bay.  I checked it out.  They cost a fortune, not that money seems to be 

an issue with these guys.  But you’d have to win an on-line auction, then get it shipped.  What 

would they use for a mailing address?  Or if they got lucky and found one at a gun show, they’d 

need a collector’s license, since rocket launchers aren’t allowed for any other use.  Suppose they 

had a license forged and were able to buy a Long Tom in good shape.  They could probably 

replace the firing pin and such, but at a gun show, they’d have to show their faces.” 

“Which everybody’s seen on our flyers and the news and America’s Most Wanted.  

Yeah, I get it, Ken.  But it only backs my theory of a military specialist helping them.  He would 

have helped them with the Yugoslav anti-tank mine, too.” 

“So you think they met him somewhere between the tunnel and train bombings?  Because 

they definitely didn’t have a rocket launcher when I caught up to them at Seaford.  If they had, 

they would’ve taken down our helicopter.” 

“Maybe they didn’t have point-detonating shells.  And they didn’t have the chemical 

shell until New Jersey.  Even if they did, they were saving it for the Howe attack.” 

“No, I’m pretty sure they didn’t have the Long Tom, either.  That ProCraft was an open 
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boat, no cabin.  Maybe one of them had the anti-tank mine inside his jacket, but I would’ve seen 

a rocket launcher.  All I saw was the name plate that Kemal had an Uzi hidden under.” 

“So they kept the Long Tom and anti-tank mine in their vehicle.” 

“Which they switched soon after.  Then switched again in Nashville.  Do you really think 

they’d want to carry a rocket launcher with them everywhere they drove?  It’s too big to hide.  

They’d never escape even a routine traffic stop.  These guys are too smart to risk it.” 

“I agree.  Your arguments still support my theory.  They met later with someone from the 

military.  Possibly ex-military.  That’s who we need to find.  It would be somewhere between 

Wildwood and Philadelphia.  They didn’t have time to go anywhere else.” 

“That brings up another question…      It doesn’t make sense for these guys to plan an 

operation in Philadelphia.  Salimmeh lived here for a year.  These guys aren’t amateurs.  They’d 

know we’ve traced their local connections.” 

“Yes, but Salimmeh’s also smart enough to stay clear of anyone who’d recognize him.” 

“Sure.  But it just doesn’t make sense to choose Philadelphia.  This wasn’t spur of the 

moment.  It took careful planning.  And they could have chosen anywhere.  Howe campaigned 

all through the south last week.” 

“They’d want a large city, Ken.  Easier for them to melt away after the attack.  Or maybe 

they were going for the psychological damage of a blow to our birthplace of liberty.” 

“Then why no announcement?  Why not another boot left in Independence Square?  

There was no message left nearby the Metroliner wreckage, either.” 

“There’ll be a communication later.  Remember, they’re on the run.  These guys might be 

pros, but they’re not supermen.” 

“What I’m saying is maybe it’s not them.  Maybe whoever did this wants it to look like 

Salimmeh and Kemal.  But they wouldn’t know about the boot, because we never released that 

information.” 
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NINETEEN 
 

 

About the same time as Howe’s assassins crept into the warehouse, dawn light coming 

through the plane’s rear windows woke up Brandt.  They’d be landing soon.  He saw that Kyrie 

had decided to use his lap for a pillow, after all.  It filled his heart to watch her tousled hair, the 

motion of her closed eyelids, her slightly upturned smile.  Brandt wondered if he was in Kyrie’s 

dream.   

What a night it had been.  They’d talked about everything – their childhoods, the routes 

that led them into their careers, their past romances, Rosie and Connor, Kyrie’s parents and her 

sister Daphne, their favorite spots in Washington, the most fun they’d ever had, three wishes on a 

genie’s lamp.  Three subjects they shunned were terrorists, government cabals, and the bear trap 

they’d stepped into. 

But he had to think about it now.  The memo from Beardsley’s locked computer file 

made it clear that President Lewis would do anything to neutralize opponents.   

Exposing the memo was the only chance to stop him.  But they’d had to flee from 

Beardsley’s office before they’d copied it.  By now, it would be expunged from Beardsley’s 

files.  Nothing else that Brandt had learned about the administration’s anti-terrorism methods had 

the power to derail Lewis.  In this climate, such news would simply lend weight to Lewis’s tough 

guy reputation.  And despite S.T.’s claims, there was no proof of massive efforts to rig the fall 

election.   

Brandt’s instincts as a journalist told him to do exactly what he’d done already.  Report 

the facts, let people decide for themselves.  The problem was, Brandt doubted he’d ever get the 

full story out.   For all he knew, Homeland Security had named him as an accomplice to the 

terrorists…    Maybe Kyrie could think of a way to turn this thing around.  She had an amazingly 

sharp mind, plus an insider’s knowledge of the Washington bureaucracy. 

Brandt looked at her soft features as a beam of light fell on her cheek.   

Wait a minute!  The sunlight was coming from the airplane’s rear.  Which meant they 

were headed west, not south!  And they weren’t banking, either.  It had been like this for several 

minutes.  He shook Kyrie with increasing urgency, until her eyes opened. 
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“We’re in trouble,” Brandt said.  “They aren’t taking us to Georgia.  We’re headed west.” 

“You’re sure?”  Kyrie’s eyes came wide with focus.  “But General Frommer promised-” 

“He lied.  He must have orders from above.  I bet we’re being sent to the deep freeze.” 

“My father wouldn’t let them do that.  When we don’t arrive, he’ll raise a stink.” 

“They’ll deny all knowledge.  They can keep us for years in Alaska without anybody 

knowing.  When they think the time is right, they’ll bring us into court, charged with treason.  Or 

if that doesn’t serve their purpose, they’ll simply kill us.  No one will ever know.  They’ll run our 

bodies through a grinder, then dump the pulp on a chunk of ice somewhere, let polar bears and 

ravens have it.” 

“We can’t let them, Dave.” 

“I wasn’t planning on it.” 

“Maybe you’re wrong.  They would’ve put us under guard.” 

“Maybe, but I’m guessing they have to wait for orders until someone decides what to do 

with us.  We can’t take that chance.” 

“You’re right.  We caught them by surprise.  Chain of command always takes a while, 

especially in the middle of the night.” 

“You stay ready by the cabin door.  I’m going to force the pilot to set us down.” 

“Then what?” 

“I don’t know exactly…    I was hoping you’d have an idea.” 

“I’ll think about it.” Kyrie rose and flexed her hands.  “No way we can go to Dad’s base 

now.  They’re sure to watch him.” 

“Right.  I don’t think we have any friends at all.” 

Brandt scanned the empty fuselage for a weapon, but all he saw were cargo straps.  Not 

even a piece of broken pallet.  Nothing like a metal rod he could pry loose from the floor or 

walls.  No problem – he didn’t need a stick.  He’d been in his share of fistfights, too.  They took 

up positions at both sides of the cabin door.  Brandt carefully tested its knob.  Unlike commercial 

flights, it wasn’t locked. 

He barged through in a rush.  Besides the pilot and copilot he’d expected to find, there 

were two armed colonels.  One was already standing, his pistol trained at Brandt’s forehead. 

“Have a nice, warm sleep?” the colonel asked with a smirk.  He had a curiously lopsided 

smile, as if one side of his upper lip had lost the ability to rise. “Hope you enjoyed it – it’ll be 

your last.” 

The other colonel rose.  He was very tall, and had to hunch to keep from banging his 

head.  He had a sheaf of papers that he began to read aloud. 
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“Davis Warren Brandt and Kyrie Anne Langford, you’ve been taken into custody.  

You’re charged with murder, espionage against the government of the United States, and 

criminal conspiracy to abet terrorism.  You have the right to-” 

Brandt didn’t wait to hear his rights.  He doubted any of them would be observed.  He 

brought his hands up suddenly, caught the colonel’s wrist, jerked it toward the ceiling.  At the 

same time, he shouldered the first colonel into the tall one.  The sheaf of papers scattered through 

the cockpit.   

Brandt wrestled for the pistol.  The no longer smirking colonel kneed him in the groin, 

but Brandt was skilled at dirty fighting, too.  He twisted to avoid the knee, then stamped down 

hard on his opponent’s foot.  The colonel grabbed Brandt’s testicles.  Before he could tighten his 

grip, Brandt backed him off by cracking his forehead into the bridge of the colonel’s nose.  They 

spun around in a small circle, each man trying to throw off the other’s balance. 

The tall colonel reached for his own pistol.  Kyrie leapt at him and knocked it on the 

floor.  He swung at her, but it was awkward due to his hunched stance.  Kyrie caught his arm – 

she would have thrown him, but there was little room.  She couldn’t set her feet correctly.  

Instead, she punched his throat.  The man crumpled between the pilot and copilot, his face 

mashed against the windscreen.   

The pilot grabbed a small fire axe from beneath his control panel.  He spun at Kyrie.  She 

braced herself against Brandt’s back and kicked into the pilot’s elbow.  He cried sharply as his 

ulna snapped.  He sank down moaning, cradling his arm.   

The axe fell against the first colonel’s leg, but only nicked him slightly.  He didn’t lose 

his grip on the pistol, as he and Brandt continued fighting for it. 

“He won’t fire!” Kyrie yelled to Brandt.  “The cabin’s pressurized.  Knock him out.” 

Brandt let go with one hand, launched a crushing right to the colonel’s jaw. The gun went 

off.  So much for Kyrie’s advice.  It tore a large hole in the bulkhead.  The fight stopped for a 

second, as they listened in shock to the whoosh of escaping air.  Then Brandt smashed the 

colonel again.  He held onto the pistol as the colonel slumped to the floor.  Kyrie knelt and 

retrieved the other pistol.  She tossed the fire axe into the fuselage. 

“Mayday!” yelled the copilot into his headset.  “This is-” 

“Can it,” ordered Brandt as he stuck the pistol’s muzzle into the copilot’s temple.  “Just 

set us down the first place you can.” 

“Won’t do you any good.  We’re on radar.  And I already activated the emergency 

beacon.” 

“You ever jump?” Kyrie asked Brandt quickly. 
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“You mean parachute?” 

“Right.  It’s our only chance.” 

“No, I’ve never jumped.  To tell the truth, I’m terrified of heights.” 

“Gee, imagine that.  Guess we didn’t get around to our biggest fears last night.”  She put 

a hand on Brandt’s shoulder, squeezed it in encouragement.  “Just watch everything I do.  You’ll 

be fine.  We really have no choice.  They’ll be waiting for us if we land at some air strip.” 

“Okay.  But shout real loud when it’s time to pull the cord.  I’m pretty sure I’ll have my 

eyes shut.” 

 

~ 

 

    Jim Bonner spotted the two agents dressed in paint-stained overalls.  They were 

lettering something on a store window across the street.  Their names were Elliot Peck and Justin 

Scholl, both CIA old-timers.  Jim knew that Heralis had chosen them because they’d have a 

chance of recognizing him.  Birdy must have told Heralis about the tobacconist.  No one else 

would know his fondness for a blend of burley available few places outside Turkey.  

He shuffled past, unrecognized.  His face was deeply wrinkled, his hair snowy white.  He 

was bundled up, though the weather had turned mild.  Nothing he could do to reduce his height, 

so he walked bent over, leaning on a cane. 

Heralis wasn’t supposed to watch him.  That wasn’t part of their deal.  But he’d tried to 

establish a tail ever since he’d dropped Jim from the limo.  The DCIA’s sole interest was to 

secure the tape for his own purposes.  He’d send an execution squad, if that was the only way to 

get the tape.  

Though he still felt dejected over Birdy, Jim didn’t want to wind up dead like Milt 

Sorkin.  Who was supposed to be protected, not murdered.  Though Jim suspected this was 

Inman’s work.  His men were searching for Jim, too.  Jim had watched them scour Washington.  

HID agents were also on the hunt, but they had little chance of finding him.  They seemed to 

think that staking out all pharmacies was their best bet.  As it happened, he needed a refill of his 

pain pills, but he’d have them sent from Canada.  Even if someone stumbled on him, none of the 

search teams would find his tape.   

Carrying his paper sack of tobacco, Jim returned to the small hotel.  He’d registered with 

a clean credit card.  It was a nice place, a quiet building in Adams Morgan.  His window looked 

out on a leafy street.  He could get Ethiopian food sent over from the restaurant around the block.  

No association there – he’d never worked East Africa, was thought to favor Russian food.  He 
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went up to his room, lit his pipe, got onto his laptop.  He’d made sure to choose a hotel with a 

wireless connection. 

He would have preferred to team with Heralis.  Without the DCIA’s duplicity, this would 

have stood a better chance.  But all Heralis wanted was to protect his fiefdom.  He’d gladly 

continue working with this administration, when he could have exposed it long ago.   

Heralis was right about one thing, though.  Jim could slip out of the country easily.  But 

that wouldn’t feel like winning, so he wasn’t leaving yet.  Despite three separate squads of killers 

hunting for him, he wouldn’t let them hurry his agenda.  He typed in an address.   
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TWENTY 
 

 

 Donna assigned Ken Bridger to trace the rocket launcher.  Though its serial number had 

been scratched off, the lab recovered it from stresses on the underlying metal.  The Long Tom’s 

last recorded location had been at a U.S. Army base at Frankfurt, Germany in 1968.  There was 

no record of disposal, sale for surplus, or theft.  Ken had no means to determine the rocket 

launcher’s travels over the past forty years. 

  The FBI’s chief analytic chemist confirmed that residue from the shell fragments was 

cyclosarin, but said it was impossible to establish a source.  There was no chemical difference 

between cyclosarin made in a terrorist’s lab and that produced for military arsenals of the U.S., 

Russia, China, or any number of countries.   

 Though Donna hadn’t told him to, Ken also looked into black market sales of anti-tank 

mines.  He learned this was a thriving business, with many suppliers and an alarmingly high 

level of sales.  Unfortunately, they hadn’t recovered enough pieces of the TMA-3 to produce a 

serial number. 

But Ken felt convinced there was some military connection.  He turned to the 302 reports 

produced by the tip lines, looking to see if anything came from the armed forces.  Many 

purported sightings of Kemal and Salimmeh had continued to come in, but frankly, they were 

less and less believable.  A theory had begun to circulate around the Hoover Building that Kemal 

and Salimmeh were dead.  Exposed to their own nerve gas while preparing another attack, lying 

where they’d fallen in some safe house. 

Ken remembered that one of yesterday’s tips had included a pair of dead assassins.  An 

oyster dredge from Dennisville, New Jersey had found two floaters.  Not suicides or accident 

victims.  Both were shot twice behind the ear.  Physically, their descriptions were a rough match 

to Kemal and Salimmeh.  Though the lead would likely prove as insubstantial as all the others, 

Ken got Donna’s okay to look into it. 

 Ken called the number that the trawler’s captain had provided TSC.   

“I found a cap tucked in the larger man’s pocket,” the captain explained when he returned 

Ken’s call an hour later.  “That’s why I phoned the tip line.  I assumed it was a mob hit until I 
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found the cap.” 

“Why’s that?” 

“It was embroidered with Arab words.  I knew that’s what they were because I served 

during the first Gulf War.” 

“What about their faces?  Did they look Middle Eastern?” 

“They looked dead.  That’s the thing about the water.  All corpses look the same.  Once 

you go down in it, you aren’t white or black or brown any more, just gray.” 

“But you called the tip line even before you got back to shore.  You must’ve felt pretty 

certain.” 

“My father once brought up an eel-chewed torso.  Turned out to be a Gambino capo.  I’ve 

heard stories from other old-timers who brought up Bruno corpses.  That’s the family that used 

to run Philly.  The waters around here are kind of a traditional dumping ground.  But these two 

yesterday, they weren’t wrapped with chains, like usual.   Besides, between the skull cap, and 

neither one wearing  a cross, hey, what kind of mobster isn’t a good Catholic?” 

Ken thanked the oysterman, then called the coroner of Cape May County.  The man 

agreed to transmit his report, including photos.   

“There wasn’t much decomposition,” he told Ken.  “The water’s freezing this time of 

year.  Their faces are fine for i.d. purposes.  Not much damage from sea life, either.  Which 

means they were dumped yesterday morning, not long before the oyster boat found them.” 

When Ken got the photos, the physical similarity to Salimmeh and Kemal was readily 

apparent.  Not only their clothing and dimensions, but their facial characteristics, too.  Maybe not 

close enough to be mistaken for twins, but certainly for brothers.  It didn’t prove to be so easy, 

though.  Their fingerprints quickly established that these two men weren’t the terrorists.  And the 

coroner had established that both men were Caucasian. 

Ken decided to run the prints, anyway.  He found no criminal record on NCIC.  Then, 

since they might not be Americans, he asked Interpol to check its own database of fingerprints.  

No luck, so he asked SIOC’s Pentagon liaison to search military records.  One of the dead men 

turned out to be a former Army Ranger, one a former Navy Seal.  Which meant they both were 

expert with munitions. 

The Ranger’s name was Kyle Petrosian, the Seal was Gerry D’Onofrio.  Petrosian was 

single, a month short of his 24th birthday when he died.  He was the one who looked a lot like 

Salimmeh.  D’Onofrio was older, taller, bulkier. Kemal’s near double, as Ken held up their 

pictures side by side.  It was easy to learn about Petrosian, since he’d only left the Army a year 

ago.  Many of his friends still served in his former unit.  One said that he’d seen Petrosian at 
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Christmas, since they both came from Detroit.  Petrosian’s parents said he’d stayed a week with 

them.  He’d been in great spirits, excited about a new job.  He said he’d joined a security 

consulting firm in Maryland.  Its name was four initials, but they didn’t remember the exact 

acronym.  He had no local address yet.  They believed he’d been staying with a buddy.  They 

provided their son’s cell number.  Ken made a note to get Kyle Petrosian’s phone records 

released.  Maybe he’d learn something from the list of contacts. 

Gerry D’Onofrio was much harder.  He was 42, divorced.  It had been fifteen years since 

he’d served with the Seals.  Some people remembered hearing the name, but no one was still 

around who’d served with him in San Diego.  His ex-wife said she hadn’t heard from D’Onofrio 

in fourteen and a half years.  He’d stopped paying alimony almost at once.  He’d had no contact 

with his daughters since.  Googling his name didn’t turn up anything.  The IRS had no tax 

records for D’Onofrio since he’d left the Navy.  His pension checks came back unopened.  It was 

like he’d stayed submerged all the way from San Diego fifteen years ago, never surfacing until 

the oyster boat hauled him from New Jersey waters.  All of which gave Ken the strong sense that 

D’Onofrio had been well paid to stay hidden.  Until somebody decided he was of more value 

dead.      

 

~ 

   

Salimmeh sighed as he took a last look at the rented house.  Built as a vacation home 

outside Front Royal, it was quiet, beautiful, and very private.  Ideal for their purposes.  Situated 

at the head of Virginia’s Shenandoah Valley, it was far enough from Washington to be safe, but 

close enough for an hour’s drive to the Manassas Airport.   

This would be an ideal place to bring a young bride, too.  A great shame that the idea 

must remain a fantasy.  With Kemal such a fanatic, it would be impossible to survive today.  

Salimmeh would never meet the girl, let alone bring her to this idyllic spot.  Instead he’d passed 

a seeming eternity holed up inside, watching Kemal playing with his gun.  They’d talked through 

the plan repeatedly. They’d prayed on schedule five times a day, though of course there was no 

muezzin’s call. 

Endless hours of crackling tension inside this prince’s lodge.  It should have been months 

of pleasure with some delightful woman.  Using the Gino DeFrancesco name, Salimmeh had 

taken a year’s lease on the place.  He’d paid in full during the same trip when he’d stashed the 

Chrysler in Nashville.  Now, all that came from it was two sleepless nights, while Kemal 

harangued him about piety and duty.  Ah, at least he still could drive this magnificent vehicle one 
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last time. 

They headed east on Route 64.  Now, instead of the gun, Kemal stroked the canister 

they’d collected from Wildwood.  Merciful Allah!  The lunatic would probably set off its aerosol 

mechanism the next time they hit a bump.  But Salimmeh didn’t ask Kemal to put it down.  The 

Syrian had become so edgy in the last few days, anything would set him off.   

He thinks that I’m not pure in my devotion to the cause.  He needs little excuse to turn his 

gun against me.  Kemal mumbled prayers incessantly, ready to be launched to Paradise today.  

He expects me to do the same, but there’ll be time enough for prayer during the helicopter ride.  

“Who do you think did the operation in Philadelphia?” Salimmeh asked.  Not that it 

mattered, but if he could draw Kemal into conversation, at least the prayers would stop.  “It 

puzzles me.  First the train’s blown up right after we do the tunnel.  And now, the news reports 

say they used cyclosarin – the same gas we have.” 

“Who knows?” Kemal’s voice was an irritated growl.  “Someone trying to imitate us.  

Steal some of our glory.” 

“Yes, but how would they know we have cyclosarin?  And why choose Philadelphia?  

It’s almost as if they knew I lived there when I was Adam Karamanlian.” 

“Just be glad they didn’t choose Washington, praise Allah.  If they had, it would be 

impossible to carry out our plan today.” 

“Even so, I still think it’s too soon.  They’ll watch for just this sort of thing.” 

“No, they think we used our gas in Philadelphia.  As if we’d be content with killing a few 

hundred.” 

“Whoever did this, they assassinated the American Vice President.  It must have been a 

well-planned operation.  I wonder who had the skill.  You don’t think Khalif has another cell 

operating here, do you?” 

“Maybe.  Or some other pious army sent them.  We’re all comrades in this fight.  It will 

work to our advantage, inshallah.  While our enemies are scurrying around Philadelphia, they 

have no idea that thousands more will die from our next strike.  They’ve even sent hundreds of 

agents for a manhunt in Kansas.  That’s what the news report was going on about, wasn’t it?” 

“Yes, and that’s another thing.  Why would they accuse Americans of helping us?  The 

news reader said the woman they’re hunting is an Assistant U.S. Attorney.  She’s the one who 

was supposed to prosecute Khalif.  The same woman who convicted Moussa Oueddine’s 

brigade.  Now how does that make sense?” 

“Khalif must have turned her.  You know that Allah’s given him the strength to put great 

power in his arguments.  These Americans are weak.  And she was female.  I’m not a bit 
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surprised.” 

“I am.  I think it was a trick.” 

“We’ll see who winds up the most surprised, inshallah.” 

“You’re not listening, Kemal.  The more I think about this, the more it feels just like a 

trick.  I think we’d better wait and watch.  That’s what Khalif always taught.  There’s a right 

time to die for the cause, but there also is a wrong one.  We must be very sure.” 

“Fucking Tunisian coward!  I’ve never known one of you people who has any balls.” 

“Fucking Syrian.  I’ve never met one of you who wasn’t crazy.” 

“What did you say?”  Kemal teeth were clenched, while his face had turned bright red. 

“Nothing.  Never mind.  We’re almost there.  Just think through each step of the plan.  

We must picture it in our minds, like Khalif said.”   Instead, he pictured strangling this bastard.  

“But I want you to know that I’m no coward.  I came here to meet my responsibilities, and that’s 

just what I’ll do.” 

They took the Gainesville exit, drove another fifteen minutes to the Manassas Municipal 

Airport.  Its black polyhedral control room atop a white tower reminded Salimmeh of a minaret.  

He took this as a favorable omen.  The location did seem very lucky.  They’d located a helicopter 

service only a short distance from the Dulles corridor.  While a no-flight zone was strictly 

enforced within sixteen miles of the White House, it only applied to fixed-wing aircraft.   

It wasn’t unusual to see helicopters over downtown Washington.  Medi-vac flights to and 

from hospitals, corporate charters, sightseeing, construction, cargo transport, utility line checks, 

and many other uses were allowed.  The chief concern was an aircraft crashing into the White 

House or other government buildings.  Commercial helicopters weren’t large enough to do much 

damage.  It would be too disruptive to ban all helicopters, the same reason Reagan National 

Airport, itself within the no-fly zone, was allowed to operate.  The only restriction imposed since 

pre-9/11 days was that helicopters were now required to fly well below their ordinary cruising 

altitudes.   

But the restriction didn’t matter.  They’d force the pilot up to a normal altitude of 1500 

feet.  By the time air controllers noticed, it would be much too late.  No one would shoot them 

down.  There weren’t even continuous air patrols.  The authorities would just do what they’d 

done during a hundred other incidents.  Establish radio contact.  Inform the pilot that he was in 

violation.  Send a written notice of the fine.  It would be less than motorists paid for double 

parking.   

Because Washington was at a high state of security, jets would scramble if the helicopter 

continued in the direction of Capitol Hill.  Which it wouldn’t.  They’d simply activate the 



Enemy of Freedom Paul Coulter 220 
 

  

canister’s time-delay switch, then drop it over whatever part of Washington they happened to be 

passing.  Capital Hill would be ideal, but anywhere would do.  The important thing was body 

count.  Look at the World Trade Center.  No one particularly notable had been inside the towers, 

and the attack had caused endless consternation.  The aerosol that misted down on Washington 

would kill tenfold more.  If atmospheric conditions were just right, maybe even a hundredfold. 

They parked outside the helicopter service.  “Gino DeFrancesco” already had an 

appointment.  He’d reserved 10:00 a.m. to noon at $700 per hour.  He’d said that he and his 

partner Nico Valpone were businessmen from Rome.  They’d come to scout possible sites for 

their American headquarters.   

Both he and Kemal were dressed in expensive suits today.  The clothes came from Milan, 

hand-tailored, never worn until this morning.  The wool blend felt fantastic as Salimmeh rubbed 

it between his fingers.  His calfskin shoes fit like they were his own skin. 

The manager George Taylor met them in his office.  He walked them to the hangar. 

“Sky looks nice and clear,” Taylor commented.  “No snow or sleet.  Can’t fly in those, 

you know.  Rain, we don’t like to, either.  Or low ceilings.  But you gentlemen are lucky.  Had to 

cancel a photography crew yesterday, because visibility got under three miles.” 

“What about wind?” asked Salimmeh.  “It’s pretty stiff today.” 

“Nope, you’re fine.  Takes thirty-five knots surface wind before we scrub.” 

“But won’t it be rough?”  Salimmeh caught a scowl from Kemal, but he continued.  “We 

want to take pictures of the best locations.”  

“Don’t worry, Mr. DeFrancesco.  We pride ourselves on providing a vibration-free 

platform for photography.  With our MD500s, there’s actually far less turbulence than in an 

airplane.” 

“For what we paid, it better be,” said Kemal. 

Taylor blinked, a little taken aback by the Italian fellow’s rudeness.  He’d dealt with 

Italians before -- they were usually extremely cordial.  Polite and very polished, they never 

haggled about money, either.  Not like this was some flea market.  But maybe Mr. Valpone was 

feeling ill.  His face looked flushed, at that.  His forehead had broken out into a sweat. 

“It’s a top of the line helicopter,” Taylor assured them.  “GPS navigation, executive 

appointments, top speed of one hundred fifty, cruising range of two hundred fifty miles.  Our 

pilots are well trained in terrain recognition and all services.  Including flight instruction, if 

you’re ever interested.  They’re multi-lingual, too, though not in Italian, I’m afraid.” 

“Quite all right,” said Salimmeh.  “Signore Valpone and I both are fluent in English.” 

“Since you mentioned you intend to do photography, I’ll tell the pilot to take out the 
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windows for unobstructed shots.  They’re easily removable.  Don’t worry, gentlemen.  Even on a 

day like this, the cockpit’s powerful heater will keep you warm.” 

“Most obliged,” said Salimmeh.  “I’m afraid we were misinformed about your climate 

here in Washington.  We expected mild winter weather, so we didn’t bring our overcoats.” 

“It’ll warm up in a few weeks…     Now if you’d like, we can also provide a WESCAM 

system.  The fee’s additional, but our gyro-stabilized camera mounts are standard.” 

“No,” Kemal said brusquely.  “We’ve brought our own equipment.” 

He indicated the canvas bag in which he carried the canister of nerve gas.  His pistol was 

also in the bag, since its outline would have showed against the sleek cut of his suit. 

They saw another helicopter landing.  Two men and a woman waited on the ground. 

“Before you approach a helicopter,” Taylor pointed out, “always remember to wait until 

it’s stationary and the pilot’s switched the rotor into ground mode.” 

“Why do people duck?” asked Salimmeh.  “I’ve always wondered.  The blades must be 

ten feet high.” 

“Varies by the model.  With the MD500s we use, the rotor clearance is seven feet.  But 

everyone has to duck, not just NBA centers.  That’s because a gust of wind can tilt the tips of the 

rotors down beneath six feet.” 

“Oh.  He means you, Nico.  I’m short, but you’d better duck.” 

Salimmeh laughed.  Kemal glared, not seeing any humor in the remark. 

“Everyone must duck,” insisted Taylor.  “And always approach from a helicopter’s front, 

so the pilot can see you coming.” 

They were introduced to the pilot Freddy, a young man with sunglasses.  He looked large 

and very fit.  Probably ex-military.  But the two of them should be able to handle him.  

Especially with Kemal’s pistol stuck in his ear.  That’s why they’d scouted for a helicopter 

service flying four-seaters.  In a two-seater, only one of them would have been able to go.  

There’d be too much risk keeping the pilot under control and deploying the nerve gas at the same 

time.  Much as he’d like to be shed of Kemal, Salimmeh knew this had to be a two-man job. 

“You can warm up the helicopter now,” Taylor told Freddy.  “Make sure you give these 

gentlemen our VIP service.” 

“Have you checked the latest weather?” Freddy asked.  “I had some gusts my last flight.  

Shot the wind speed up a good thirty knots.  It’s coming from the north.  You better have a word 

with Dulles.” 

“All right.  Gentlemen, you’ll need to hold on while I check.  We can’t go up if there’s a 

wind gust spread more than twenty-five knots.” 
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Taylor started toward the office.  Just then, a strong wind blew his cap off.  The pilot of 

the other helicopter shut down his rotors.  He came trotting over, telling Taylor that the weather 

service had just reported strong wind shear at Dulles.  Flights were postponed until further 

notice. 

“But they can’t stop us from flying, can they?” demanded Kemal.  “We need to do this 

job today.” 

“Sorry, Mr. Valpone,” said Taylor.  “There’s nothing I can do.  Except to promise you 

the first time slot tomorrow.” 

“We’re only in America until tonight.  I insist you honor our contract.” 

“I’ll return your money.  Or you could wait an hour.  The wind might die down.  It often 

does.  You have the helicopter booked until noon.  I have another group then, but your job 

should be doable in one hour.” 

“No, we don’t agree to wait.  We can bring much business your way.  But not if you’re 

such a coward, you’re frightened of a little wind.” 

“Now see here, Mr. Valpone.  I don’t know how folks do business in Italy, but around 

here-” 

“Come on, we’ll go somewhere else,” Salimmeh said to Kemal. 

He grabbed his partner’s arm, tugging him away.  He’d seen that Kemal was just about to 

reach into the canvas bag.  Probably for the gun, but maybe for the canister.  Either would have 

been disastrous.   

He tugged Kemal toward their car.  Any second now, the Syrian would erupt into harsh 

Arabic cursing.  It took all of Salimmeh’s strength to keep him from tearing away.  But he got 

Kemal into the Chrysler.  There was no reason this must be done today.  Tomorrow would be 

just as good.  He’d call Mr. Taylor and agree to the time slot tomorrow.  The government still 

had no idea where they were.  They had no way of knowing about the safe house or this vehicle.  

They didn’t know the plan.  He’d stopped Kemal from compromising it.  The helicopter service 

wouldn’t report a pair of rude Italians.  Hell, rudeness was completely normal in America. 

I really should just shoot him while he sleeps tonight.  Take my chances on carrying off 

Khalif’s plan alone.  I’ll do it too, no matter what Allah might think of me, if that son of a rabid 

jackal annoys me one more time. 

As they drove away, these thoughts were in both men’s minds at once. 

 

~ 
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This was one job Skip Kolmeyer would thoroughly enjoy.  A little payback for Brandt 

smashing his nose.  Mr. Hunston’s orders were simple.  Grab Brandt’s kids, make sure it was 

publicized, kill Brandt when he looked for them.  Langford, too, if she was with him. 

Together with his partner Lee Torres, Kolmeyer watched Marlene’s house, the Brandt 

kids’ school, their relatives, their church.  Didn’t find them.  But he discovered that the kids’ 

grandfather Roy was missing, too.  Torres pretended to be a deliveryman with a perishable 

package for Roy Brandt.  Despite a black scab running from his eye to ear, the mark left by 

Vlad’s ring, he looked a lot less scary than Kolmeyer.  The old man’s neighbors talked to him.  

One said Roy Brandt left suddenly on the night his son showed up in a badly dented Camry.  

HID ran his credit cards, but couldn’t find Roy Brandt.  They monitored his cell phone; 

he’d stopped using it, too.  Tailing Marlene did the trick.  Like the HID agents, she’d called 

Brandt’s relatives, looking for Rosie and Connor.  All of them said they hadn’t heard from Davis 

Brandt, didn’t know where he’d sent the kids.  Roy Brandt was the only one who didn’t return 

Marlene’s calls.  She’d gone to his house, found it empty.  Without waiting for her husband 

Tony, she’d driven out to Frederick County, Virginia.  Kolmeyer and Torres followed, guessing 

that Marlene knew where the old man had a place. 

She led them to a rugged piece of land seven miles northeast of Cross Junction.  She 

turned off from a gravel road, then climbed a steep dirt drive.  Her mini-van couldn’t handle the 

mud and snow, so Marlene got out and walked.   

“Why don’t we just grab her?” Kolmeyer said when they pulled up behind Marlene’s van 

a minute later. 

“Always with the pussy,” Torres said.  “I’ll admit she has a great ass and nice tits.  But 

that isn’t what we came for.” 

“I meant it would be easier this way.” 

“Yeah, but if she’s anything like my ex, I’ll bet Brandt hates her.  Hunston said to use the 

kids as bait, not the mother.  Unless you’re thinking Brandt comes in to shake our hands.” 

“No, dipwad, I mean we drive her to the cabin, make her call through the door.  If the 

kids come out when she tells them, we eliminate our risk.” 

“What if we can’t grab her quietly?” 

“Geez, you’re right…   Guess some of your brains didn’t leak out through that vent 

Stenowski gave you, after all.  It can’t be more than half a mile up this drive, or she’d never try it 

in those shoes.  If we grab her now, they might hear something at the cabin.” 

They left the HID Durango, then began to circle in. 

Kolmeyer and Torres arrived well before Marlene.  The kids were outside anyway, 
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throwing snowballs at squirrels.  Their grandfather wasn’t in sight, but wood smoke drifted from 

the cabin’s chimney.  Fresh tire tracks led around the cabin to a car port.   

The children’s laughter filled the small clearing in front.  The boy had a good arm, 

pegging half the squirrels he targeted.  Very tall and sturdy for his age.  Hard to believe he was 

only eight.  The little girl ran in his wake, jumping from footstep to footstep.  Her snowballs 

barely cleared over her brother’s head. 

Kolmeyer ran up silently, snaked his right arm around Rosie’s stomach, his left hand  

clapped over her mouth.  Though his hands were gloved, Rosie’s sharp teeth bit into his finger.  

He made no noise, but his hand jerked to the side and Rosie let out a piercing squeal.  Her 

brother turned while Torres was still five yards behind him.  Connor threw his snowball at 

Torres’s face, smack in the eyes, then dodged around him.  He ran straight at Kolmeyer. 

 Kolmeyer reached for his Glock with the bitten hand.   Not to shoot Connor, but if he put 

it to Rosie’s head, the boy would stop.  But Connor was very fast.  Before Kolmeyer could get 

out the gun, Connor crashed into his legs.  They sprawled into a stack of firewood.  Connor 

snatched one of the smaller wedges and flung it at Kolmeyer’s head.  Still encumbered with 

Rosie, Kolmeyer couldn’t duck in time.  The chunk of wood smacked into his temple.  He lost 

his grip on the little girl.  She squirmed out of his arms and wriggled off his lap. 

 “Come on, Rosie!” yelled Connor as he grabbed her hand.  “Run to base!” 

 They didn’t head for the cabin, but toward a narrow path where footsteps had already 

flattened the snow.  Torres ran behind them.  A burly man, he was slower than Connor, but the 

boy was slowed down by his little sister.  Torres reached to grab her trailing scarf. 

 “Snow Angels!” Connor yelled to her.  He wasn’t sure if Rosie would understand if he 

shouted to get down. 

 Rosie knew this wasn’t a game.  She knew the bad men wanted to hurt them.  But she 

trusted Connor utterly.  She flung herself down on the snow. 

 Connor pulled a rope looped around a low tree branch.  He’d helped Grampa set it up that 

morning.  A log came swinging from above.  Connor flattened himself just as the log zipped 

down the path.  It struck Torres in the chest with a loud thump.  

 Connor pulled Rosie up, then continued running.  A rifle was cached up in the deer stand.  

Grampa had taught him how to shoot it as soon as they got here.  All they had to do was climb 

up rungs nailed into the tree.  Grampa had added extra ones so they wouldn’t be too far apart for 

Rosie.  She’d practiced yesterday.  She could scramble up almost as fast as Connor. 

 But her small legs still couldn’t manage much speed on the ground.  The crew cut guy 

was catching up again.  Connor didn’t have another trap on this path, and the deer stand was still 
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the distance of a lacrosse field away.   

 Maybe if he turned and rammed the guy, Rosie could make it to the tree.  No, Connor 

decided.  She doesn’t know how to shoot the rifle.  She’ll  have a hard time even bringing it back 

to me.  But if I can get his gun from him…         

 Connor grabbed a stick that had fallen propped against a rotting log.  It looked like solid 

wood.  He’d seen what his dad had done to these bad guys at the salt dome. 

 He turned, raced past Rosie, swung his club.  It caught the surprised agent in the throat. 

   Torres staggered to one knee, but he didn’t drop his weapon.  He fired at Connor.  Rosie 

screamed, then ran to her brother. 

 Connor wasn’t hit, but the shock had made his chest seize up.  He sputtered for air, 

finding it difficult to breathe.  He’d felt the bullet’s flight as it zipped by his ear. 

 Torres fired again.  His face was red with rage.  This time, his bullet thunked into the 

rotten stump.  He couldn’t see clearly.  His eyes had teared over from the pain.  He felt dizzy.  

He wanted to retch. 

 Connor grabbed Rosie’s hand again.  He forced himself to gulp a deep breath.  He didn’t 

think they’d reach the deer stand.  This path was too straight.  The crew cut guy would just keep 

shooting down it.  But Connor had another plan.  They’d dodge through the woods, come out on 

a twisty path.  He and Grampa had built a man pit on it.  He knew where to jump the snow 

covered blanket on the way back to the cabin.  It was marked by a forked birch tree.  He’d scoop 

up Rosie when he jumped.  She was pretty light. 

 They wound through pine trees, more gunshots following.  The snow wasn’t very deep 

here, because the pine boughs were thick above.  Now they were able to run much faster.  They 

came to the winding path, raced down it to the birch, jumped the man pit.  They heard Torres 

lumbering behind them, cursing loudly.  They didn’t hear a crash.  He must’ve seen them 

jumping.  He must’ve jumped it, too.  

 There was one more trap, a snare tied to a small willow that Connor had helped Grampa 

bend down to the ground.  But it was on a path that led from the back side of the cabin.  Connor 

ran as fast as he could, pulling Rosie behind.  Sometimes her legs left the ground and she flew 

like a kite’s tail behind him.  She was doing her best; she never complained.  They came to the 

clearing, where the flat-faced agent sat holding something against his ear.  Connor saw it was a 

snow-packed glove over a deep gash, but blood still poured from it.  The bad guy’s gun was in 

his lap. 

 Connor and Rosie ran wide of him.  The squirrels looked on from their branches.  

Kolmeyer raised his Glock. 
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 “Stop or I’ll shoot!” Kolmeyer ordered Connor.  “You’re a brave young man, but it 

would be bad to get your sister killed.  Believe me, I’ll put a bullet through her pretty little face.”  

Connor stopped.  He stood holding Rosie’s hand.  Torres caught up, looking very angry.  

He stood between the woodpile and the cabin.  Connor stepped in front, shielding his little sister. 

 “Grampa!” he shouted very loud.  Sometimes his grandfather heard things fine if he was 

facing the right way. 

 Roy Brandt had already crept around to the corner of the cabin.  Great-grandfather Brandt 

had the good sense to build a back door, too.  Roy had heard the gunshots distinctly, looked out 

the window, saw the flat-faced agent sitting on his wood pile. 

 “Down!” he yelled to the kids.   

 The old man’s shotgun blast took Torres in the abdomen.  The spray of blood traced a big 

tulip on the snow.  Some of it had splattered across Connor’s back.   

 Kolmeyer dropped his Glock onto the woodpile.  He put his hands up in the air, figuring 

the old man’s second barrel would be just as accurate. 

 Marlene reached the top of the steep driveway, nearly hysterical.  But Connor and Rosie 

got up from the snow as Roy Brandt covered Kolmeyer.  The kids raced to their mother, Rosie 

again following in Connor’s footsteps.  After Marlene calmed down, she helped Connor tie up 

Kolmeyer.  They gagged and blindfolded him, then dragged him into the outhouse. 

Marlene talked it over with Roy.  They’d always liked each other.  Now she could see 

that her ex wasn’t making any of this up.  She agreed that they needed to disappear again.  But 

this time, she’d go with Roy and the children.  When Roy’s girlfriend Priscilla returned from 

town, where she’d gone to buy supplies, they decided that nowhere in the U.S. would be safe.  

Priscilla volunteered to use her credit cards to get them into Canada.  They could cross the border 

without leaving a record of their passage.  The HID agents hadn’t seen her; there was no reason 

they should know of her existence.  So far, Ray and her had kept their relationship a secret.  By 

the time the flat-faced agent freed himself, they’d be somewhere far away.   
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TWENTY-ONE 
 

 

They fell like sacks of concrete in the black, wet night.  Brandt tumbled chaotically, 

unable to orient himself.  Spread out like a tiger’s pounce, he remembered Kyrie’s instructions.  

Don’t worry about spinning sideways, just keep your nose pointed down.  But it was so dark, he 

only knew which way was down because of gravity’s ferocious pull.  It rarely was the way his 

nose was pointing. 

Sleet lashed horizontally against him, driven by a bitter wind out of the north.  It felt like 

a barrage of darts against Brandt’s face.  He fought against the rising panic.  But even if he could 

get the freefall under control, it was so dark, he’d never spot Kyrie.  If she was shouting, he 

couldn’t hear her, either.  If she’d yelled, “Pull!” already, it was swallowed by the howling wind. 

Were they too high for parachutes to open properly?  Would the jet stream rip away the 

silk?  Should he wait until they’d fallen closer to the ground?  Brandt didn’t know.  Kyrie must 

have mentioned it in all the rush of getting on their chutes, but he couldn’t remember.   

Their airplane had been pretty high, above the clouds.  When he’d trained to be 

embedded in Iraq, he’d watched paratroopers jumping – he remembered that the planes were 

pretty low.  But simply allowing himself to plummet to the Earth felt suicidal.  Brandt groped for 

the cord’s handle. 

He panicked when he couldn’t find it.  His gloveless hands were nearly frozen, bent into 

claws.  His fingers had turned numb.  He began screaming for Kyrie.  He didn’t want to die like 

this.  He couldn’t bear the thought of failing Rosie and Connor.  They’d grow up fatherless, 

always forced to wonder if he’d chosen to abandon them.  The worst part was that they’d be 

taught he was a traitor.  The moment that he splattered on the frozen ground below, any chance 

to clear his name would disappear.  The country would slide into dictatorship, while Rosie and 

Connor would never know he’d tried to stop the plot. 

Brandt’s flailing left hand suddenly smacked the handle.  He got it pinned between both 

palms, where he still had some feeling.  He squeezed and yanked. 

There was a tremendous tug at his armpits and his crotch.  A muscle in his ribcage tore.  

Brandt felt himself shoot up in the air, snatched to heaven in an angel’s unseen grasp.  He 
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sputtered for air, the oxygen all knocked out of his lungs.  He hadn’t known to hold a breath 

before he pulled the ripcord. 

Then it felt like he was going down again, much slower than before.  Brandt realized that 

he hadn’t really ascended.  It was just the sudden deceleration.  He relaxed, because it felt so 

good to be alive and vertical, even if he still was blind.  He managed to breathe in.  He reached 

and touched the cords above his shoulders.  Still couldn’t see them or the parachute, but he 

spotted a few faint lights below. 

They were in little groups, with much space between the clusters.  Which made sense.  

Three hours west from Quantico, this would be farm country.  The lights came closer steadily, 

not only as he drifted down, but the wind must be blowing him south, too.  The sleet still stung, 

not nearly as painful as before, more like needles now. 

He worried that Kyrie would land far from him.  How would they meet up?  Assuming 

that reunion with the good earth didn’t break his neck.  They both had cell phones in their 

pockets, but Brand knew they couldn’t use them.  Homeland Security would monitor their 

numbers. 

The lights on the ground got close enough to see dim shapes around them.  Farm houses 

and outbuildings, Brandt assumed.  If he knew how to steer this damned thing, he’d aim for the 

largest dark area between them.  Should be plowed land, bare of crops.  Probably not orchards.  

This was the Midwest.  Unless it was forest or a lake.  But not likely in Nebraska or wherever.  

His small supply of luck should stretch this far.     

Brandt knew he’d have to take his chances.  That’s where he was headed anyway, a large 

dark area that looked a mile from the nearest light.  He sure hoped Kyrie was headed for it, too. 

The ground came at him much faster than expected.  Brandt only saw it seconds before 

impact.  It was a lighter shade than the horizon.  Please God, he prayed, don’t make it be tree 

tops. 

His soles collided with a yielding surface, his legs slid out immediately.  Fortunately, 

Brandt had remembered the one thing he knew about parachuting.  At the last instant, he’d flexed 

his knees.  He rolled like a good paratrooper.  He actually laughed in the middle of the roll, 

elated to find that he was in a foot of snow.  It washed the stinging from his face.  It felt so nice 

and smooth and soft. 

Brandt stood, only a little bruised.  He’d jolted his right ankle, but it was good enough to 

walk without a limp.  He’d played through much worse on the lacrosse field.  Now, a little light 

reflected off the snow.  He could see well enough to release the parachute’s straps.  He shrugged 

off the harness.  He listened for the airplane’s noise. 
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Brandt didn’t hear it.  With that hole in the cockpit, the copilot would have headed for the 

nearest airport.  But when the storm ended, they’d send out search planes to look for the chutes.  

Which they wouldn’t find.  Brandt gathered up his chute and buried it in the snow.  With her 

military background, Kyrie would know to do the same.  He hoped the sleet continued all 

morning.  It would cover up their tracks. 

“Kyrie!” he shouted, then three more times in all directions.   

In this storm, Brandt didn’t have to worry about strangers overhearing.  But if they made 

it to a town, they’d have to use aliases.  Have to change appearance, too.  By now, they’d be 

front page news around the country. 

He stilled, listening intently for Kyrie’s voice.  Down here on the ground, the wind 

wasn’t as fierce.  More like a dull moan than a howl.  The accumulated snow blotted other 

noises.  All he heard besides the wind was sleet striking the drifts and a rustle from some unseen 

hedgerow.  He shouted Kyrie’s name repeatedly, making a megaphone out of his frozen hands, 

turning in a circle. 

Finally, Brandt thought he heard the tiniest “…’ve” sound from the same direction as the 

hedgerow.  He trudged through deep snow toward the rustle, tripping a few times on the hidden 

furrows.  He was thoroughly wet by the time he reached a narrow strip of cottonwoods.  He felt 

his way through them, came out in the next field, began shouting again.  Concentrated toward the 

north, the icy wind numbing the right side of his face.  He shouted again, then turned and used 

his other ear. 

This time he heard “…’ave… kee’” a little louder.  He plodded north against the wind, 

shouted, listened, shouted, listened.  After ten minutes, Kyrie’s shouts turned into full replies of 

“Dave, I hear you, keep coming.” 

Another five minutes, and they stumbled into each other, both soaked to the skin.  Neither 

was dressed for a Midwestern winter.  In Washington, the weather had been clear, about fifty 

degrees the night they’d fled.  Believing they were headed to Georgia, they hadn’t asked to 

borrow gloves or boots or parkas for the flight. 

Brandt and Kyrie leaned into each other, both of them exhausted.  But it felt so good to 

be reunited, they couldn’t stop grinning.  They lost their balance and pitched into the snow.  It 

didn’t matter.  They already were as wet as they could get.  They started laughing as Brandt 

pulled Kyrie up.  Then they wrapped their arms around each other, this time in a lovers’ clinch.  

Their kiss was deep and sensual.  Their mouths opened hungrily. Though they’d soon be in 

danger of hypothermia, their warmth built rapidly inside.  If they’d been in other circumstances, 

they would have flung away their clothes and delighted in each other’s touch. 
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As it was, they’d need to get these clothes off very soon. 

      

       ~ 

 

After half an hour, Brandt and Kyrie reached a silent farmyard.  There was a house with 

an attached carport, three sheds, and a barn.  A snowy lane led to a white road.  It must have 

been plowed the night before.  No asphalt showed, but there was a set of tire tracks a few inches 

deep.  At least one neighbor had driven by already this morning, so Brandt knew the road was 

passable.  Good; he didn’t intend to stay long. 

  Not even a dog’s bark greeted them as they trudged across the yard.  The sleet had 

changed to snow, and the morning still was very gray.  There was a single light on in the house, 

but no foot prints out here.  Brandt’s watch said 7:10.  That made it 6:10 here, whatever part of 

the Midwest they’d fallen into.  Probably no children in this family, or he’d see more activity.  

Or maybe there was no livestock to feed before the school bus came, no chores to do this time of 

year.   

Doubtful.  Brandt’s grandparents used to have a dairy farm in Maryland.  He remembered 

there were always cows to milk, and many other chores.  Their days would start at 4:00 a.m.  But 

maybe this place belonged to an elderly couple, who’d never know that visitors had come here in 

the storm. 

There was no choice.  He and Kyrie had to find some shelter.  He took her hand as they 

hurried across ground blown mostly clear, until they reached the barn.  He pushed open its side 

door and they both staggered in.  Inside, it was very dim, because no lights were on.  There was 

no light switch by the door, but that was just as well – they wouldn’t have dared to turn it on. 

They sank down by the wall, huddling for warmth.  They shivered so hard, it made them 

rock.  This wouldn’t do.  Even though the barn wasn’t nearly as cold as outdoors, they still were 

soaked.  They needed to dry off and change their clothes. 

Just as they stood to search around, they heard a sharp rustle and a high pitched noise of 

agony.  Kyrie tensed, her arms drawing tight around Brandt’s middle. 

“It’s okay,” said Brandt.  “That was just a rat or mouse killed by a barn cat.” 

“Oh.  I thought it was someone coming.” 

“They will any moment.  It must be time to feed the horses soon.  We’ve got to hurry.” 

“How do you know this farm has horses?” 

“Can’t you smell them?  One of my aunts still lives in my grandparents’ old farmhouse.  

The land’s mostly gone for a development,  but she kept a few acres and some Arabians.  I used 
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to spend summers with my cousins, so I’m used to horses.  Besides, this is a stack of hay bales 

we’re leaning on.” 

Brandt gave Kyrie a reassuring hug, then gently extricated himself from her arms.  He 

was glad the darkness prevented Kyrie from seeing his grin, but it seemed funny how this brave, 

resourceful woman was frightened of barn noises.  They heard one horse shifting in its stall, 

another softly nickering.  Must be hungry for its morning feed, but nervous about the smell of 

strangers. 

“What’ll we do?” asked Kyrie.  “We have to find dry clothes.  We’d better take a chance 

on going to the house.” 

“We can’t.  You heard the tall colonel.  He said we’re charged with murder, treason, and 

terrorism.  That kind of story would be national.  We’ll be all over the television news.  Anyone 

would call the cops if they saw us.  Unless you’re prepared to tie these people up.” 

“No, of course not.  We’re not criminals.  We’re trying to stop treason and murder.” 

“Right, but they’re the ones who get to make the definitions.” 

“So do you have a plan?  Some way to shift things in our favor?” 

“For now, let’s get horse blankets.  Ought to be some out here.  Wish I had a flashlight…   

Look, I know we need some better plan, but it’s hard to think with frostbite settling in my brain.” 

Brandt started to grope along the wall, listening for the horses’ sounds.  He came to the 

rails of the first stall, saw just enough to make out a very large shadow within.  It snuffled loudly, 

liked the scent it found, approached him slowly.  Brandt stayed there for a minute, luxuriating in 

the waves of heat rolling from the mare.  

“Are you going to take the blankets off the horses’ backs?” asked Kyrie. 

“No,” Brandt called from down the aisle.   “I’ve found where they hang the tack.  There’s 

a bunch of extra blankets here.” 

He brought two back to the stack of hay bales.  They quickly peeled their soggy clothes, 

too cold and tired to feel awkward about being naked in front of each other for the first time.  

Besides, it was so dark, they were only silhouettes.   

Still, Kyrie liked the shape of Brandt’s angular body.  Glancing at the outline of Kyrie’s 

slender form, he felt the stirring of desire, too.  Within seconds, though, they’d wrapped the 

blankets around themselves.  The wool had a horsy smell – but it was warm and dry.  Brandt 

emptied the pockets of their cold, wet clothes, then balled them up.  He threw them in an empty 

feed sack that Kyrie found by the grain bin.  It occurred to him that he hadn’t found the gun he’d 

stuck in his jacket after taking it from the tall colonel.  It must have come out during his freefall.  

There’d been no weapon in Kyrie’s pockets, either.  He couldn’t remember if she’d taken the 
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other colonel’s gun.  He decided not to say anything. 

“I’ve got about fifty dollars on me,” said Kyrie.  “We’ll have to leave a twenty for the 

blankets.  We won’t have much left to buy other clothes.”   

“We’ll need your fifty, plus whatever I’ve got in my wallet.  We can’t use credit cards.  

Anyway, no sense worrying about paying, since we’ll have to take their truck.  I noticed there’s 

one with a snowplow in the carport by the house.  I don’t quite think our cash will cover it.” 

“Steal it?  We aren’t thieves.” 

“More like borrow.  They’ll get it back in a day or so.  We can’t drive very far before an 

APB goes out on the plates.  I was figuring we’d be in something else by then.” 

“It’s still grand larceny and you know it.” 

“We don’t have any choice.  We can’t hide around here – I’m sure that copilot took 

coordinates when we jumped.” 

“You buried your chute, right?” 

“Yeah, first thing I thought of.  Fresh snow will cover over where I dug.  This storm 

works in our favor.   We need to leave before it stops.  Then no one can follow our truck’s 

tracks.” 

“I hate this.  We’re turning into felons.  I’ve prosecuted enough to know they always 

have some justification for criminal behavior.” 

“Fine, I’m happy to admit you’re a lot closer to sainthood than me.  But it’s not like 

either of us has led a perfect life.” 

“Sure, but I’ve never intentionally hurt anyone.” 

“Neither have I.  When this is over, we’ll send these nice folks a generous check to cover 

the inconvenience.”     

“When this is over where?” 

“Washington.  That’s the only place we can create enough noise to fight the 

administration’s lies.  I’ll be damned if I’ll let them make me disappear.  I’ve got to get back 

with my kids.” 

“Okay,” Kyrie answered quickly.   “I know I come off like a pain sometimes.  For a 

person like me, it’s a hard thing to stop playing by the rules.  But I’m with you, Dave.  You 

know that.” 

“Good.  I’m with you, too.” 

“It’s just, I’ve seen up close the way things work.  At this moment, there are thousands of 

agents hunting for us.  Not just Homeland Security.  The FBI, CIA, and now we’ve pissed off the 

Pentagon, too.  We’ll be lucky if they let us live.” 
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“All the more reason to fight back.” 

“Yes, but the moment we’re spotted anywhere that could be a target, they’ll shoot to kill.  

In other words, all of Washington.  They won’t wait to make a proper arrest.  No sense risking 

what we might say at a trial -- they’ll simply take us out.  They can always make it look like we 

had a bomb concealed.  Or simply that one of us was carrying something bulky.” 

“Then what do you suggest?” 

“We need to surrender, but to the right person.  Someone who’ll make sure our evidence 

gets heard.” 

“Anyone who has that kind of power, they’re on the other side,” said Brandt.  “They 

control everything.  I know that sounds like something a paranoid nutcase would say, but it’s 

true.  Doesn’t have to be some grand conspiracy.  Lewis’s supporters  run the Justice 

Department, Homeland Security, the intelligence agencies, the Pentagon, even the Supreme 

Court.  They can stash us for years without a trial.  If there ever is one, it’ll be much too late.” 

“We could go to Donna Taliaferro.  I worked with her on the Potomac Jihad and 

Oueddine cases.  We respect each other.  She’s high enough to make sure we’re not buried.” 

“I know her, too,” said Brandt.  “I agree she’s as straight as they come.  That’s why she’ll 

have to turn us over to Homeland Security.  Lewis and Fiske will insist on it.  The only way 

Donna wouldn’t is if we had strong evidence that the administration framed us. Which we 

don’t.” 

“You mean because we couldn’t get a copy of that memo from Beardsley’s computer.” 

“Right.  By now, they’ve destroyed all such files.  But I know who might have hard 

evidence of a plot.” 

“Who?” 

“My source, the one I call S.T.  He’s done their dirty work for years.  If he doesn’t have 

evidence, he’ll know who does.  But I can only talk to him in person – that’s how we set it up.” 

“So that’s the main reason we’re going back to Washington?” 

“It’s our best chance.   If he’ll meet me.  And I still don’t know his real name or how to 

contact him.  But even if we manage that, there’s an equal chance he’ll turn us in, himself.  I 

always got the feeling this guy’s motives were strictly in self-interest.” 

“So you’re saying he’s the last one we should trust.” 

“Yeah, but it’s the only thing that might work.  Besides, if he gives us up, at least we’ll 

be in Washington.  Which is like a sieve, when it comes to secrets.  They won’t be able to hustle 

us away fast enough.  My friends at the Post will hear about it.  They’ll dig into this, and thank 

God, Lewis and his gang still can’t censor what they write.”  
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TWENTY-TWO 
 

 

The truck’s engine was loud, but it didn’t matter, since the storm was even louder.  Once 

Brandt lowered it, the plow cut through drifts of snow with ease.   Brandt kept the headlights off 

until they reached the paved road.  Here, he raised the plow, because they could go faster with it 

up.  Fortunately, the truck, an older F-150, came with a powerful heater and a full tank of gas.  

There was a John Deere cap sitting on the dashboard.  Brandt put it on, tipping the brim low over 

his forehead. 

 “How did you know the keys would be in the ignition?” Kyrie asked. 

 “That’s what my grandfather always did.  My aunt still does.  No one’s dumb enough to 

steal a truck out here…    except for us.” 

 “Speak for yourself.”  But Kyrie smiled just enough to show Brandt that she didn’t blame 

him for this mess.  “So what were you going to do if the owners weren’t quite so trusting?” 

 “Would’ve had to hot wire it, I guess.” 

 “Don’t tell me your hobby’s stealing cars?” 

 “Only until I turned eighteen.  Nowadays,  I have a stamp collection…     Actually, my 

first investigative series was on chop shops.  This ex-con took me around, told me how they 

operate.  I got him to demonstrate all sorts of useful car thief tricks.  Hot wiring takes about five 

seconds, if you know what you’re doing.” 

 They passed a sign identifying this route as State Road 16 East.  They were twelve miles 

from the town of Holton.  The countryside was beautiful, serene, deserted except for blackbirds 

perched on wires.  Plump flakes fell slowly now onto rolling fields of white.  Except for the 

truck’s loud thrum, everything was quiet.   

Brandt tried the radio, hoping for a report of national news, but all he got was static.  He 

searched the dial.  The radio didn’t seem to work.  Kyrie dug a road map from the glove 

compartment.  She learned that they were in eastern Kansas, not far from the Potawatomi Indian 

Reservation.  At Holton, they’d pick up 75 South, then they could take it to Topeka. 

 When they came to the town, there were a few cars moving on Main Street.  Businesses 

looked open, rough winter weather nothing new to rural Kansas.  There was a traffic light ahead, 



Enemy of Freedom Paul Coulter 235 
 

  

just turning yellow.  Brandt stopped, though he could have made it easily.  But people in small 

towns don’t gun through lights, he knew.  As they started up again, a driver coming from the 

other direction waved at him.  Brandt held up his hand and smiled.  Though it was unlikely his 

neighborly grin could be seen through the screen of fat snow flakes.   

 “That’s what I like about the Midwest,” he said to Kyrie.  “People sure are friendly.  

Place like this, even strangers nod to each other.” 

 “Maybe he didn’t think you’re a stranger.  I’ll bet it’s because of the truck and he knows 

its owners.” 

 “Yeah, but even so, he’d never tell the difference in this snow.  We just look like any 

couple.” 

 “I guess.  We’d better hope so.” 

“But you’re right, we can’t take chances.  We’d better go as far as Kansas City before we 

find some other transportation.  It’s only another hour past Topeka.  That way, we’ll be in a 

different state.” 

“If you’re thinking jurisdiction, it doesn’t matter.  We’re charged with federal crimes.” 

“I’m thinking of this truck.  When they learn it’s missing, they’ll call the local cops.  

Who’ll notify the Kansas state police to put it on their list.  But if we leave it in Missouri, it 

won’t get noticed for a while.  Plus, we’re almost invisible until this storm is past.” 

 “What do we do if we get as far as Kansas City?” 

“Leave the truck in some big parking lot, then figure out the best way to head east.” 

“Not the bus or train station.  They check i.d., just like airports.  And I’m sure our 

pictures have been circulated.  Washington probably knew within minutes that we escaped.  I’ll 

bet there’s an army of agents already searching eastern Kansas.  Public transport facilities will be 

the first places they check.  They’ll post men at every terminal in the whole region.  Car rental 

places, too.” 

“I’ll call a friend.  A few years back, I had an intern at the Post named Ted Mauer.  He 

got a job at the Kansas City Star on my recommendation.  I’m sure Ted will rent a car for us.” 

“They’ll find out how we got the car.  You’ll get your friend charged with abetting 

terrorism, too.” 

“Then I’ll just ask Ted to lend me cash.  We’ll get to Washington, somehow.” 

“We still can’t use our cells, you know.  Whoever’s behind this would find out.”   

“I know.  We need to find a public phone.” 

“And what do we use for clothes until ours dry?   We sure can’t go into a store wrapped 

up in blankets.” 
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 “Why not?”  Brandt grinned.  “You look damned cute.” 

“Thanks, but you’re not helping…    All right, this ought to work.  I’ll spread them out in 

front of the vents.  Turn the heater up to blast.  By the time we reach Topeka, they should be 

mostly dry.” 

“Okay...    I sure hope that guy in Holton didn’t recognize this truck.” 

“Yeah.   I’ll bet people around here don’t take too kindly to car thieves.” 

“Kyrie, I want to say something…     I’m really sorry I got you into this.” 

“I’m not.  I think we make one hell of a team.” 

The situation couldn’t be worse, Brandt knew.  The entire government was arrayed 

against them.  If they were caught before they’d cleared their names, the best they could hope for 

would be life sentences.  More likely, the charges would be capital.  Even more likely, they’d be 

killed before it ever got to trial.  Planted evidence would make them look like terrorists.  Lewis 

and his gang would pull off whatever they were doing.  He’d never see his children.  Never get 

to reassure them that they were the most important people in the world to him.  Never get to say 

how much he loved them.  They’d never know the only reason that he’d stayed away was to 

protect them. 

And yet, it was so strange. Brandt didn’t feel the least bit gloomy.  He felt happy, 

optimistic.  He reached across the seat and brushed Kyrie’s wrist.  He’d finally regained full 

sensation in his fingertips.  Neither of them had gloves, but fortunately they hadn’t suffered 

frostbite.   

“You’re right,” he answered Kyrie.  “We make a fantastic team.  So here’s a question.  

Do you like holding hands?” 

“It’s practically my favorite thing to do with a boyfriend.” 

“Now you’re teasing.  You think I’m just a big romantic…”  Then it struck Brandt what 

she’d called him.  “Is that what I am?  But you already have a boyfriend.” 

“Yes, I do.  It’s you, Dave Brandt.  Didn’t you know that?  And no, I didn’t used to.  

What I had was a rusty chain around my heart.”  She laced her fingers between Brandt’s.  His 

hand felt strong and warm.  Tender in its touch, though heavily calloused.  Absolutely right.  “I 

wasn’t kidding.  There’s nothing I like better than holding hands with someone I want to be 

with.” 

 

      ~ 

 

On the outskirts of Topeka, Brandt pulled into a shopping center.  The wind had died and 
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the snow was showing signs of ending.  The sky looked lighter to the north.  There were a few 

cars in front of a discount store called Valurama.  They parked away from the others, then 

quickly started dressing in their half-dry clothes.   

Now they both felt strange dropping the blankets, because this wasn’t a dark barn.  But 

they didn’t turn away to face the windows.  It was hard enough pulling on their damp jeans in the 

tight confines of the F-150.  Brandt saw that Kyrie had a healthy blush across her petite breasts.  

Kyrie noticed there were still beads of water trapped in his curly chest hair.  Light brown, not too 

thick, but very noticeable in the deep cleft between his pecs.  Another thing she found very 

attractive.   

Kyrie couldn’t help glancing down to see what he looked like below.  Hmm, Brandt was 

having trouble pulling his jeans over it.  This made her feel all warm to know she was 

responsible.  She noticed there were also beads of moisture in his pubes.  Her own were wet, as 

well.  Inside, there was no question she was becoming aroused.  Damn, first the chase through 

Washington, then the airplane and the field and barn, now this truck.  She’d like to get him 

somewhere they could do something about it. 

They finished dressing, pulled on soggy jackets, walked across the parking lot.  They’d 

left their underwear balled up in the feed sack.  Inside Valurama, they looked normal enough, 

and didn’t attract attention.  It was very wet out, after all.  Anyway, the place was deserted 

except for the cashier and one other customer.  

They selected cheap pants and sweaters to wear beneath their jackets, plus a change of 

underwear and socks.  Kyrie also put hair dye on the counter, a reddish brown for her, black for 

Brandt.  A pair of sharp scissors, so she could redo both their hair styles.  She was good at it.  

She’d always done Daphne’s when they were growing up.  In college, to save money, she’d 

trimmed her own hair many times.  Not too difficult, once you get used to the backwards image 

in a mirror.  They also bought a loaf of bread, a jar of peanut butter, and a bottle of apple juice.  

That way, they wouldn’t have to stop for food.  It used up most of Kyrie’s $50.  But Brandt had 

$37 more, and they still had half a tank of gas. 

Back in the truck, they changed again, this time a little slower, able to grin with 

appreciation at each other.  Kyrie felt so pleased at Brandt’s open admiration of her body.  She 

wondered if he’d always liked slender women.  He looked so powerful, himself.  She could just 

imagine all those big-boobed girls flocking around Brandt at college parties.  She wondered how 

he’d met his ex.  He hadn’t mentioned much about her so far.  Marlene was probably beautiful 

and very sexy. 

Didn’t matter.  Brandt was with her now.  He looked like he could hardly resist reaching 
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out to help as she buttoned up her shirt.  Or help unbutton it again.  Kyrie realized they had little 

chance to survive this, but she wasn’t scared.  In fact, the only thing filling her mind right now 

was how it would be when they found a room somewhere.   

Kyrie couldn’t stop thinking about it as they drove.  She’d ask Brandt to undress her.  

He’d take his time, each step of the way…   She’d be ready to explode by the time he took off 

her panties.  But he’d take his time from that point on, too.  

 

      ~ 

 

When they got to Kansas City, Brandt’s first stop was a public library.  He needed to use 

the Internet, and still couldn’t chance connecting from his Blackberry.  As far as he knew, 

libraries didn’t make you prove residency, just put your name down on a sheet to use one of their 

computers.  As it happened, he didn’t even need to sign anything, just sat down at an open carrel.  

Within seconds, he was reading today’s Washington Post. 

He gaped for seconds at the headlines about Warren Howe’s assassination.  It had 

happened about the same time they’d dropped into the corn field, but they’d been cut off from all 

sources of news until now.   

When Brandt recovered from his shock, he looked for the article he’d e-mailed to Mike 

Radovic.  But there was no mention of the Lewis Doctrine and his other discoveries.  The Post’s 

afternoon edition was dominated by stories concerning the assassination and the terrorist 

manhunt.  Still, his article should have appeared that morning and again that afternoon.  Yeah, 

he’d e-mailed it long after deadline, but Radovic always worked a vampire’s hours.  Brandt had 

expected that they’d run a special edition of the Post. 

Instead, Radovic had done nothing.  But why?  Brandt couldn’t understand it.  This was a 

very important piece of news.  Even considering that the assassination story must dominate all 

other headlines, the morning edition was already out by the time Howe died in Philadelphia. 

Has Mike bought the government’s line about Kyrie and me?  Or did they force the Post 

to kill my  story?     

It wasn’t unusual for publishers to omit details if the administration was adamant that 

national security would be harmed.  But the Post had a firm tradition of resisting self-serving 

administration pressure.    

Brandt wished that he could see a print copy of the Post.  Only a small portion of its 

content made the web site.  But if Radovic had run his story at all, Brandt knew that the reaction 

would be major.   
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He found nothing on the New York Times site or any of the web services.  He ran 

searches looking for his name.  There were many, but all of today’s concerned the Justice 

Department charges against him and Kyrie. 

The assassination had completely pushed his story from the news.  It meant that Lewis 

and Fiske could implement the harshest measures.  They’d ram them through with little 

resistance.  Lewis wouldn’t need a coup.  His approval ratings had skyrocketed.  Maybe he’d 

borrow an idea from Russia’s Putin, announce that the U.S. was forming a federation with Puerto 

Rico, Guam, and the Virgin islands.  That way, he could make himself the new Premier, with 

presidents for each reporting to him.  Whatever his plan, a shaken, angry populace would go 

along.  Already, most viewed Lewis as the only leader strong enough to beat the terrorists.  

Those who considered him a far worse threat could be arrested or made to vanish. 

Then Brandt remembered to check S.T.’s web site.  He was so astonished to see that the 

indicator word had changed, Brandt had to muffle a YES he’d started to do aloud.  Since the 

page had today’s date, Brandt knew that he was expected to show up outside the Smithsonian’s 

Air-Space Museum.  According to their schedule, they’d meet at 2:00 a.m. this time.  Since S.T. 

must know that they were on the run, he wouldn’t have set the meeting unless he had crucial 

information.  Either that, or it was a trap.  But there was nothing else that Brandt could do.  He 

imagined himself bursting in on the President’s next news conference, shouting to the nation that 

Lewis’s real goal was to be a dictator.  It was absurd – he’d never get within a mile of the White 

House.    

While Brandt was on the Internet, Kyrie went into the lady’s room with her scissors and 

hair dye.  When she emerged twenty minutes later, she had a reddish bob.  She handed Brandt 

the other package of dye and whispered what to do.  She was as shocked as he’d been when 

Brandt showed her the stories of Howe’s assassination.  

Kyrie read them carefully after Brandt went to the men’s room.  She searched for any 

mention of Boyd Wheaton.  As far as she knew, he’d still been traveling with the campaign.  But 

other than Howe and several VIPS,  there was no list of casualties.  Though she didn’t love Boyd 

any more, she prayed he hadn’t been there when the nerve gas struck. 

Turning from this awful news, Kyrie tried to learn details of the case against her and 

Brandt.  She had little luck, because the Justice Department was typically close-mouthed about 

evidence.  She did learn that Kirk Beardsley intended to prosecute them personally.      

After Brandt finished drying his hair with paper towels, Kyrie slipped into the men’s 

room and gave him a short hair cut.  They cleaned up carefully, then left the library without 

trouble. They cruised the downtown streets, looking for some place where Brandt could call his 
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friend Ted Mauer.  He’d also like to check on the kids and Pop again, but HID might know 

Priscilla’s cell number by now.  And every relative Brandt had.  Every friend in D.C., too.  Add 

Kyrie’s friends and relatives.  Brandt knew the NSA was monitoring them all. 

Once more, it was anything but easy to find a public phone.  Come to think of it, they 

couldn’t waste time looking.  The agents assigned to this search would also monitor reports of 

stolen vehicles.  He and Kyrie needed to get out of this truck, then find a way to leave Kansas 

City immediately. 

 

      ~ 

 

Kyrie found a Missouri map in the truck’s glove compartment.  It had a large inset of 

Kansas City, with major buildings identified.  Brandt headed on Baltimore Avenue toward 17th 

and Grand, where the newspaper had its headquarters.  It had occurred to Brandt that they could 

pretend their truck had broken down, then ask to use some friendly stranger’s phone, but he 

hadn’t risked calling or e-mailing Ted Mauer.  HID might be monitoring every friend Brandt 

had, especially those who lived in the Midwest.  And there was little time to spare.  To reach 

Washington by 2:00 a.m., he’d need to get underway within the hour, then drive like a demon.  

The only good news was that no one knew their location yet.  Or which direction they were 

heading. 

Traffic was light, the streets already plowed.  The snow had stopped, the sun was out.  

This was Brandt’s first time in Kansas City – he liked the way it looked.  They’d passed several 

parks and plazas already.  The streets were wide and clean.  Despite the cold weather, most 

pedestrians looked happy with their lives.  This was probably a very good place to live and work 

and raise a family.  He’d bet anything that people were much more honest here than in D.C.  

Then again, what would reporters write about if wrong things rarely happened?  He’d have to ask 

Ted about this… 

A siren blared from down the block.  Glancing in his rear view mirror, Brandt saw a 

quickly closing police car.  The light bar on its roof was flashing red.  With no vehicles between 

them, Brandt felt sure its quarry was this F-150. 

“Get down,” he said to Kyrie.   

Brandt’s voice was low, but very firm.  Kyrie scrunched down at once. 

“You don’t think they’ll shoot, do you?” 

“They might, but that’s not it,” Brandt said as he floored the gas.  “I’m hoping they didn’t 

get a good look yet.  If we lose them, and they never saw you, maybe they’ll report that we’ve 
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split up.” 

“Why would they know it’s us?” 

“Come on, Kyrie.  Of course they know.  How many stolen trucks with Kansas plates and 

a snow plow do you think there are?” 

“Maybe it isn’t reported stolen yet.  Maybe we should just pull over, tell them we had the 

music blasting, didn’t hear them right away.” 

“They know it’s stolen.  Why else would they come after us?  I wasn’t speeding or 

anything.  Either the owners have reported it, or that guy who waved to us in Holton.  Maybe the 

farmer never wears his John Deere cap, just leaves it on the dashboard.  Who know?  Anyway, 

these cops will run the plates.  We don’t have the registration.  Plus, I’ll have to show my 

license.  I’m sure we’re listed on every cop’s stop list by now.” 

“Okay, you’re right,” said Kyrie from the floor.  “Do what you have to -- I’ll hold on 

tight.  I just hope your car thief tricks include some fancy driving.” 

Brandt shot through a light that wasn’t even close to yellow.  More like bright red for at 

least three seconds.  Traffic from the intersecting street was streaming through already.  He 

dodged an SUV, its horn blaring.  On the wet street, the F-150’s wheels slid toward a van.  

Brandt turned the wheel into the skid, gaining control just before they would have slammed 

together.  He straightened out, the truck’s plow blade passing within inches of a red sedan.  He 

heard the squeal of brakes, then more angry honking. 

Behind, the siren’s noise came very close.  He heard it switch into whooping mode, 

followed almost immediately by a loud crunch of metal.  Looking into his mirror, Brandt saw the 

cruiser was sideways in the intersection.  Its grille was smashed, its fender crumpled, its hood 

bent up in an inverted vee.  It still was drivable, however.  The cop straightened out, then 

accelerated rapidly.   

Brandt had gained two blocks, but the police cruiser was faster than this truck.  Brandt 

turned at the corner, then turned again.  He saw the sign of a parking garage ahead.  He wheeled 

into it, wasted a few seconds at the ticket machine.  Not that he’d need one to leave, but he’d 

rather not smash through the barrier arm, leaving such a clear sign of their presence.  He shot up 

the ramp, found a space in a dark spot.  He took the time to wipe down the steering wheel, 

gauges, door handles, glove compartment, and the seat.  He doubted it would do much good, but 

this way, the police couldn’t be sure who’d stolen the F-150.  Kyrie grabbed their bag of damp 

clothes, while Brandt took their remaining food and the Missouri map. 

They raced down the stairs, then peered out in the street.  There was no sign of the police 

car.  They stepped outside, walking at a moderate pace until they reached a copy store.  Standing 
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by the self service machine, Brandt unfolded the map.  He checked the inset of Kansas City, saw 

that they were within two blocks of the Star’s offices. 

They walked along the sidewalk, careful not to hurry.  With the bag they’d gotten at the 

Topeka Valurama, they just looked like shoppers.  Their clothes were different from their latest 

description, and their hair was different, too.  Brandt forced a relaxed expression on his face, 

chatting with Kyrie as he walked. 

They reached the Star’s building within minutes.  Brandt walked through its parking lot, 

looking for a green Jaguar XJS.  Now, he couldn’t take the chance of going inside to find Ted 

Mauer.  He’d have to hope Ted understood.  Probably – since Ted often said he’d love the 

chance to pay Brandt back for all his help. 

“What if he has a different car?” asked Kyrie. 

“You kidding?  Ted’s had the Jag since college.  He’s always bragging how he spent a 

whole year fixing it up.  He’d rather give up his own mother than this car.” 

“Then why would he lend it to us?” 

“He wouldn’t.  And I wouldn’t ask him.  Like you said, he can’t know about this, or he’s 

in for serious charges, too.  That’s why we’re stealing it…    And look, there it is, over in that 

corner.” 

When they got to the car, Brandt reached under the side panel. 

“What are you going to do, break in?  Won’t he have an alarm?” 

“I know where Ted has the disable switch.  After work, we used to ride together to my 

gym.” 

“And I suppose you keep tools in your back pocket for breaking in?” 

“You mean a Slim Jim?  Don’t need it.  Ted claims its better not to lock your car.  That 

way, thieves who want your stereo won’t smash the glass.  But I did take a screw driver from the 

truck.” 

“What for?” 

“For popping the ignition,” Brandt said as he slid into the front seat. 

Soon, he had the Jag’s engine purring.  Not quite a pro’s five seconds, but it took well 

under a minute.  He leaned down, set something on the ground as Kyrie hopped into the 

passenger seat.  He took Kyrie’s hand as they drove out of the lot. 

“But won’t your friend report his car’s been stolen when he comes out this evening?  Or 

worse, the next time he leaves to cover a story?” 

“Nope.  I’m betting Ted gives us a day.” 

“How would he know who took his car?” 
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“They’re assigned spaces.  Didn’t you notice the painted numbers?  No one else will park 

there.  I left a piece of map, held down by a chunk of asphalt.  I wrote Hi from Muffy on it.  

That’s what he used to call me.  See, Ted’s a lacrosse player, too. So he knows about that Muffin 

shit I used to get.” 
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TWENTY-THREE 
 

 

They got onto Route 70 without a hitch.  No sign of police cars.  In fact, Brandt hadn’t 

seen a cop since the one they’d ditched.  Ted’s car had a radar detector.  Brandt had never used 

one, but Kyrie had.  Since Brandt was driving the first shift, she explained what to listen for – the 

strong signal of a cruiser either ahead or behind them on the road, the presence of a speed trap 

around a bend. 

“The thing you really have to watch out for is cops using an intermittent radar gun,” she 

said.  “They point it at a target car and only leave it on a second.  That masks the signal from 

drivers who haven’t reached them yet.   But this radar detector is top-of-the-line with all the 

bands.  I’ve heard it’s really sensitive, so it catches leakage from a gun.  What you’ll hear is a 

different tone, a series of quick chirps.” 

“I’ve always just watched ahead for people braking suddenly,” said Brandt.  “I’m a pretty 

fast driver, but I always like it if someone’s going faster.  Then I know the cop will ticket him, 

not me.  Especially today.  We’re sunk if we get pulled over.”  

“Sure, but it’s about a thousand miles to D.C.  We need to average seventy to make it 

there by two a.m.  And that’s counting what we lose in pit stops, heavy traffic, and getting 

through D.C.” 

“Uh, math was never my best subject, but that means we have to do like eighty when we 

can.” 

“At least.” 

“Okay, it’s doable.  Traffic’s light for now, and I guess it didn’t snow much east of 

Kansas City.  Thank God the road is dry.  Plus we have Ted’s police scanner, too.  We can listen 

out for trouble.  I know how to use it since Ted always had it on when we drove to the gym.  His 

big thing is crime reporting.” 

“Great.  I imagine we’ll give him plenty of material.” 

“Yeah, how ‘bout that?  I can just see the headlines.  BRUISER BRANDT, KYRIE 

‘LAW & ORDER’ LANGFORD RUN RIOT.” 

They lapsed into silence, listening to the bursts of talk on the police scanner.  None of it 
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was about them yet.  From the KCPD frequency, they heard no mention of the stolen F-150.  So 

the search for them must still be concentrated to the west.  Unless S.T.’s summons was a trap, 

there was no reason for the FBI and other feds to know that they were headed back to 

Washington.  And no one would be looking for this Jag.  Not unless they’d already been given 

away by Ted Mauer.  Wasn’t likely, since Ted had little love for the administration and a great 

deal of gratitude toward Brandt. 

They drove like this for hours, very fast, both rigidly alert.  Brandt took care to signal all 

his lane changes, kept his distance, avoided darting into tiny gaps.  Last thing he needed was 

someone getting annoyed and calling in his excessive rate of speed.  Occasionally, the radar 

detector erupted, then they’d slow.  Brandt would relax a bit, reach over to squeeze Kyrie’s hand, 

close his eyes for half a second.  Or she’d lean against him and massage the tension from his 

neck. 

They did hear their names one time on the scanner.  But it was only two cops in St. Louis 

jawing about a campaign appearance by Senator Mitchell.  They’d been assigned to the security 

detail -- the rumor was that Davis Brandt and Kyrie Langford were supporters of the Senator.  

They’d supposedly plotted Vice President Howe’s death to make sure that Mitchell won.  Now 

that Howe was out of the way, they were after Lewis.  Who wasn’t anywhere close to St. Louis.  

But another version of the rumor said the fugitives were planning to surrender to Mitchell today 

to boost his popularity. 

Brandt wondered aloud about Mitchell’s chances if they couldn’t expose Lewis.  They 

agreed that Mitchell would almost certainly lose. Lewis would do anything to keep a grip on 

power.  Through whatever proxy he picked, he’d ram through changes until presidential 

authority was virtually absolute.  

They didn’t talk about this long.  The subject was too grim.  Instead, Brandt asked Kyrie 

what she’d like to do if they were ever able to reclaim their lives. 

“I can’t stay at Justice.  I’m burned for sure.  I was already coming to the conclusion 

they’d never appoint me U.S. Attorney.  It might not be the worst glass ceiling in the country, but 

it’s close.  Damned thing is, prosecution’s what I’m really good at.  I always felt like I was doing 

something that made a difference.  I hoped I’d earn my own district.  I thought I could do some 

good.  Now, no matter what happens, they’ll never let me join their little fraternity.” 

“So you’ll leave the government?” 

“I was going to anyway, probably join a practice.” 

“Criminal law, you mean?  Defending clients?” 

“Don’t know if I could do that.  Most of them really are guilty, you know.  I realize a 
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skilled lawyer can earn a fortune, but I’d hate to make money kicking people loose who need to 

be in jail.” 

“Yeah, but what about the innocent ones who get convicted?  Seems like an awful lot of 

people on death row have gotten cleared lately.  Stands to reason plenty of people got executed 

before DNA evidence came along.” 

“Yes, and a similar percentage did time for lesser crimes they never committed.  That’s 

no secret in my profession.  Eye witnesses are notoriously inaccurate.  Confessions too often 

coerced or even fabricated.  Crime scenes tampered with or exculpatory evidence conveniently 

misplaced.  Juries swayed by ‘expert’ testimony’ and a strong prosecutor…   But it evens out.  

Most of these defendants got away with numerous crimes before they ever were arrested.  Far 

more murderers go free on technicalities than wind up with death sentences.” 

“You might be surprised, but I have nothing against the death penalty.” Brandt took a 

long sip from their bottle of apple juice, while these words settled in.  “If we’re absolutely sure 

the guy deserves it.  With all these wrongful conviction cases cropping up, how can we ever be 

certain?  Seems to me there couldn’t be anything worse than facing execution when you’re really 

innocent.” 

“Sure there’s worse things.  Like getting raped, tortured, and killed in front of your 

children.  That’s what happened to a lady at Camp Pendleton when I was a kid.  She used to 

baby-sit for Daphne and me sometimes. That poor woman’s murder is what started me thinking I 

wanted to be a lawyer.” 

They agreed not to argue about capital punishment any more.  There was no easy answer.  

Besides, they both knew the question could well reach into their own lives very soon.  If caught, 

the administration certainly would try to fry them.   

They lapsed back into silence.  After a few minutes of listening to the scanner, Brandt 

realized Kyrie hadn’t answered his original question.  The odds were very long on surviving this 

and staying out of prison, but just suppose they did – then what?   If Kyrie stopped being a 

prosecutor, would she move away from Washington?  All he’d ever wanted was to work at the 

Post, but would he have the guts to follow her and start over?  Did she even picture them 

together?  He wanted to ask, but now was definitely not the time.   

Supposing Kyrie did want to begin a new life with him, and supposing it took them far 

away from Washington, he’d need to convince Marlene about a different custody arrangement.  

But when had he ever convinced her of anything?  Especially about Rosie and Connor.  Oh, God, 

he missed them so much.  More than anything, Brandt wanted to drive straight to the hunting 

cabin where they were hiding.  But that was the worse thing he could do for the kids.  He had to 



Enemy of Freedom Paul Coulter 247 
 

  

fight away the urge to call Priscilla’s cell.   

Near Terre Haute, they needed to refuel.  Just as well, because Brandt’s concentration 

had lost its edge.  If he kept driving over 80, he’d slip up and they’d crash.  They’d agreed to 

alternate in four hour shifts.  They had enough cash for this fill-up, then maybe half a tank 

somewhere in Pennsylvania.  That should get them to D.C.  For food, they’d have to stick to 

peanut butter sandwiches.  Ted’s EZPass tag would cover tolls most of the way.   

If they stayed free long enough to need shelter tonight, they could manage by tipping 

back the Jag’s seats and bundling beneath their coats.  It would be cold in Washington, but 

bearable.  Of course, it was pretty optimistic to think they’d get that far.  And come to think of it, 

they couldn’t chance sleeping in the Jag, because no later than tonight, Ted would have to report 

it missing. 

They left the highway so they could find an uncrowded service station.  The big plazas 

would have too many people.  Even with their new hairstyles, someone would recognize Kyrie’s 

face or his.  Their pictures would have been broadcast all day.   

Less than a mile from the ramp, Brandt saw a station with no cars.  He pulled in, told the 

attendant to fill it up.  The guy wore a turban and had a thick gray beard.  He barely spoke 

English, probably never read a newspaper that wasn’t printed in Sanskrit.  Over loud sitar music 

blaring from a radio, Brandt managed to communicate that he and Kyrie would like to use the 

rest rooms.  The attendant gave each of them a key attached to a large paddle.  He crossed his 

arms to point both ways.  After a little confusion, they went to the men’s and ladies’ rooms on 

opposite sides of the station. 

Not long after Brandt settled on the can, the room echoed with sharp banging.  Very loud 

and urgent.  Christ, he’d barely been inside a minute. 

“Hold on, Kyrie.  I’ll be out in a second.  We’ll still make D.C. before two a.m.  We’re 

doing great on time.” 

Banging erupted from the door again.  Even louder now.  Man, he’d always thought that 

women were the slow ones in the bathroom.  But Kyrie was unusual in a lot of ways.  He’d bet 

anything she was a demon when it came to driving.  She must be eager to get this road race back 

in gear. 

“Be right with you.  I’m just washing my hands.” 

“I don’t give a fuck where you stick your hands,” came a booming, low-pitched voice.  

“Just wipe them across your ass, and get the fuck out here.  I’ve got a massive load to dump.” 

Okay, it wasn’t Kyrie.  Not unless she’d turned into a loudmouthed moron in the last two 

minutes.  It made Brandt want to take his time.  Wash his face, let the cool water sluice over his 
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eyes.  Maybe, sit back down and browse through all of the graffiti…    But today he had no time 

for playing bait-the-testosterone-soaked-jerk.  He and Kyrie really did need to hurry. 

Brandt dried his hands, opened the door, and faced a bulky guy in his twenties with a 

buzz cut and belligerent expression.  A Gold’s Gym tee shirt stretched with muscles was visible 

beneath his open leather jacket.  He shouldered past, then turned around, and put a hand onto 

Brandt’s shoulder. 

“Hey, aren’t you that guy, uh-?” 

“I’ve never seen you in my life,” said Brandt, just managing to avoid adding, “asshole.”  

He couldn’t afford to fight now with some gym rat.  “The john’s all yours.  Excuse the stink.  

I’ve got to get going.  Me and the wife are late for her folks’ anniversary.” 

“No, you ain’t.  I know who you are.  I heard you say Kyrie when you thought it was 

your woman banging on the door.  Sure, Kyrie Langford, we got a circular about you two.  Can’t 

recall your name, but you ran into the wrong guy, bud.  You’re under arrest.  Get down on the 

ground, shitwipe!” 

“The hell I will.”  Brandt shrugged the guy’s hand off his shoulder.  “I don’t have a clue 

what you’re talking about.” 

“Get down now!  I’m a police officer.  Off-duty, but they’ll sure the fuck be glad I keep a 

piece on me.” 

The cop reached quickly inside his leather jacket.  Brandt smashed the key’s paddle 

against his wrist.  As the cop recoiled with a grimace, Brandt shouldered him into the john.  

Brandt drove him into the urinal, producing a loud grunt.  The cop’s arms went flailing back into 

the wall.  The toilet’s handle must have connected with his lower back, because water flushed 

and ran, splattering them both.   

Before the cop could regain his balance, Brandt smashed a fist into his jaw.  The cop 

swung back, but he was pinned against the urinal, so his fist passed ineffectively over Brandt’s 

shoulder.  As the cop groped for his gun, Brandt punched him repeatedly until the weapon 

dropped to the floor.   

The cop went limp, but he wasn’t unconscious yet.  As he slid down the wall, Brandt 

thumped a boot into his temple.  The breath went out of him, his eyes rolled back, and he 

sprawled across the concrete floor.  Brandt quickly pulled the door closed, checked that the cop 

was breathing okay, then tugged off his leather jacket.   

As fast as possible, Brandt used the cop’s belt to bind his hands, then stuffed his mouth 

with paper towels.  He checked again to make sure the cop could breathe through his battered 

nose.   Brandt rolled the leather jacket, looped it around the cop’s stomach, then used its arms to 
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tie a double knot through the sink’s drain pipe. 

Brandt left, locking the men’s room door behind him.  He exchanged its key with one 

from his chain that he hadn’t used for years.  Couldn’t even remember what it went to anymore.  

Kyrie was already behind the Jag’s wheel when he came around the corner.  There was no other 

car at the pumps.  He’d guess the cop had walked over from a convenience store next door.  

Brandt returned the key on its paddle to the attendant.  As the man trudged over to the station’s 

little office to hang up both key paddles, they were already halfway to the highway ramp.   

With any luck, they’d be into Ohio by the time the cop revived and freed himself.  Brandt 

had been right – Kyrie was a born race driver.  Another advantage was that the search wouldn’t 

know which direction they’d headed when they left the gas station.  Also, the cop wouldn’t have 

noticed what they were driving, since he’d approached the rest room from the side.  By the time 

they found a translator to get that information out of the attendant, if he even remembered the 

make of their vehicle from hours earlier, if he even knew what a Jaguar was…     Brandt and 

Kyrie would be several states away.   

 

~ 

 

President Lewis shooed away the airwoman assigned to do his make-up.  The nation 

would expect him to look haggard.  He took a deep breath before entering the studio at his 

command bunker.  It would be his third national broadcast in the twelve hours since Howe’s 

assassination.  Lewis felt more than ready.  He’d just gotten off a secure phone with Stuart Fiske. 

The escape of Brandt and Langford dampened Lewis’s good mood, but Fiske promised 

they’d be quickly isolated, charged with espionage and murder.  They could be linked to the 

assassination, too.   

Fiske’s had known better than to mention his HID squad hadn’t eliminated Stenowski’s 

threat.  Lewis wouldn’t take the bad news well, and he must focus on his speech.  Instead, Fiske 

had assured Lewis that they could hustle the bill through.  It certainly wasn’t Fiske’s job to lobby 

Congress, but everyone understood he spoke directly for the President.  The count of rock-solid 

states was up to 35.  In several more, the governors had promised to lend full support.  It helped 

that Lewis got to pick the new Vice President.  He’d already dangled the nomination to several 

power brokers whose support would be key. 

Traditionally, a new man needn’t be announced immediately.  It would be unseemly for 

someone to take Howe’s place while his body still was warm.  Proper respect dictated a month’s 

mourning period, then consultations with Senate and House leaders could stretch it out another 
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month.  By then, he’d have this thing sewn up. 

“My fellow Americans,” began President Lewis, then stared into the camera for two full 

seconds.  “I share your shock and outrage over the heinous crime committed against our country.  

Be assured we will identify and punish the cowardly assassins who murdered Vice President 

Warren Howe.  As the toll stands today, these criminals are responsible for the deaths of 512 

Americans in Philadelphia, 340 on the AmTrak Metroliner, and 644 at the Chesapeake Bay 

Tunnel.  All federal law enforcement agencies, along with state and local police, are making 

maximum effort to apprehend the suspects.  Our military is prepared to deliver a devastating 

retaliation to any government or hostile group providing support to these evil men.  Without 

breaching security, I can promise you we’re primed to respond with overwhelming force. 

“Now I must speak with you about another necessary step.  Warren Howe’s 

assassination, in addition to causing the loss of a superb public servant, bereaving his family and 

friends, and throwing our great country into mourning, has also caused severe disruption to our 

political process.  As the leading candidate in our primary season, Warren Howe was a strong 

favorite to prevail in the Fall.  Having known the Vice President for twenty years as a colleague 

and close friend, I can tell you he would have made an outstanding president.  It was precisely to 

deprive us of such exemplary leadership during a time of great challenge that the terrorists 

committed their foul deed. 

“Increasingly, experienced advisors have urged me to call for martial law.”  In fact, Fiske 

did have such a contingency drawn up, but he was hardly pushing for it now.  They’d agreed that 

the mere mention of martial law tonight would make Lewis’s real strategy look mild.  “I must 

tell you that I will not authorize this drastic step.  Once we veer away from freedom, it means the 

terrorists have won.  I love our country too much to open such a door.    

“But there is something we can do to protect our continuity of leadership.   I’ve listened 

to the calls of many Americans from all walks of life, and agreed to run for a third term as 

President of the United States.”  Howe stared into the camera again, a stark expression on his 

face.  “Yes, certainly I understand that the Twenty-second Amendment to our revered 

Constitution forbids any individual from holding the Presidency for more than two terms.  There 

are excellent reasons why this amendment was adopted.  It’s essential that no single person 

accumulate undue power.  This is a key element of our system of checks and balances, one that 

many countries around the world regard with great envy.  In ordinary times, this provision has 

my full support. 

“Sadly, these are anything but ordinary times.  Our nation is under attack.  These 

terrorists have become incredibly ruthless.  They’d do anything to destroy our country, to 
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obliterate the values we hold dear.  And in a time of such danger, we must hold firm, until the 

forces of intolerance and barbarism around the globe are crushed.  We must carry the fight to 

them with full resolve, until our nation may once more enjoy the full rewards of peace. 

“At another time of great peril to our nation, one leader almost single-handedly pulled the 

country out of the Great Depression.  It was only by his efforts that we revived our economy in 

time to overcome the peril of the next decade.  It was only by his leadership that we vanquished 

the totalitarian forces that threatened to engulf the world.  Yes, I’m speaking of Franklin Delano 

Roosevelt.  Though he wasn’t of my party, and though his politics might be considered opposite 

from mine, I’ve always considered Roosevelt to be one of America’s immortal greats.  Those 

who might find this opinion surprising from a loyal conservative like me are welcome to read the 

thesis I wrote concerning Franklin Roosevelt for my Master’s Degree at Yale.  Without 

Roosevelt’s four terms in the White House, America may well have failed to save the world from 

Hitler, Tojo, and Mussolini. 

“Now we face an equally grave crisis.  Consequently, leaders in both the House and 

Senate will present bills tomorrow for a repeal of the Twenty-second Amendment.  I can report 

to you that there is overwhelming support among your representatives and senators.”  Not strictly 

true, but Fiske assured him it would be by tomorrow.    “The bills are expected to be passed 

without delay.  At that point, I will sign the consolidated bill, then ratification becomes the duty 

of your state legislatures.  This is because repeal of an amendment constitutes an amendment, 

itself. 

“Here’s where the country needs your help.  In most state legislatures, the amendment 

will likely meet with swift approval.  But since our Constitution, quite rightly, calls for 

ratification by three quarters of the states, a few slow-moving legislatures can hold up the entire 

process.  For instance, the right of all women to vote was delayed for years in the United States 

by a few recalcitrant state legislatures.  Because time is short before the election in November, I 

ask for ratification as soon as possible.  If you want to see our country at its strongest during this 

emergency, please help me convince your legislatures to do their duty.   

“I’m not naïve.  I understand there might be many who doubt the wisdom of returning to 

unlimited presidential terms.  I happen to be one of them.  I had to pray long and hard before I 

agreed to run.  My decision was favorable, only because America faces an unprecedented threat.  

This said, it should be noted that it’s only an Amendment.  It can be repealed, itself, when the 

danger’s past. 

“Finally, I must tell you that the timing of this cowardly attack forces me to run as an 

Independent.  Unfortunately, because several primaries have already been held, and many more 
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will be concluded before this bill is ratified, it won’t be possible for me to secure the nomination 

of my own party.  I therefore intend to run on the Unity ticket.  May I assure my supporters that I 

continue to uphold the same ideals that have defined my entire political career.  To those who’ve 

favored my opponents in the past, let me humbly ask for your support and confidence while we 

face our enemies with fortitude, faith, and determination. 

“God bless this great nation.”      
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TWENTY-FOUR 
 

 

   While he waited in the Lancaster cafe, Mark Cuthbert read the Inquirer.  It was going 

about like he’d expected in Philadelphia.  The FBI Fly Team had stormed in, set up a command 

post and assumed control.  While it wasn’t reported, Cuthbert knew that their initial task was 

establishing a secure computer network.  By now, they were in contact with intelligence offices 

throughout the world, poring through all available information, trying to prevent further terrorist 

attacks.  

These agents were among the best, having survived intensive winnowing, then five 

months of exhaustive training.  They were skilled in everything from forensic investigation to 

assault weapons to handling WMDs to combat triage to hostage rescue.  Though this was their 

first deployment in the U.S., Cuthbert knew their language skills might also prove essential.  

After all, half the team members were fluent in Arabic.  

Reading between the lines, Cuthbert saw that they’d learned little so far.  Munitions 

experts had sifted through the carnage, but the FBI wasn’t saying what weapon the terrorists had 

used.  There was speculation that it was some sort of antique, since numerous collectors had been 

questioned.  An authority on chemical warfare said that the nerve gas cyclosarin was very likely 

responsible for the fatalities, but predicted it would be nearly impossible to identify its source.  

Donna Taliaferro, leader of the investigation, indicated that the local phase would be turned over 

to members of the Philadelphia Joint Terrorism Task Force.   

“The FBI has strong reason to believe the perpetrators have left the area,” was the most 

revealing quote attributed to her.  If they’d found the bodies, reporters hadn’t learned about it 

yet. 

Now Cuthbert turned to the other top story.  Repeal of the 22nd Amendment was going as 

expected, too.  Along bipartisan lines, the bills had been passed out of committee already.  Floor 

debate was underway in both the House and Senate.  Final votes were scheduled for tomorrow.  

The opposition didn’t have the numbers to sustain a filibuster.  Meanwhile, Vice President Howe 

lay in a closed casket beneath the Capitol’s rotunda.  Every hour, thousands of somber citizens 

filed past.  Some would wonder why they hadn’t been allowed to see his face.  Was the damage 
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so great, it couldn’t be put right?  With this reminder of the urgency, Congress couldn’t help but 

swiftly pass the repeal measure. 

Meanwhile, the count of cooperative state legislatures was up to 36.  The work Cuthbert 

had finished this afternoon was responsible for the 36th.  All it took was the right combination of 

carrot and stick.  Contributions funneled to campaigns, leaks sealed on past indiscretions, 

promised appointments, help offered with tax problems, mostly problems that had suddenly 

arisen.  Where none of these were suitable, it was surprising how often good, old fashioned 

bribery did the trick. 

Cuthbert sipped his second cup of coffee, glanced at his wrist watch.  The state senator 

was late.  A top ranking minority member, he was the key to number 37.  Cuthbert regarded 

Pennsylvania as an unusual state politically. He’d grown up on a farm near Lock Haven.  Rural 

Pennsylvania was as conservative as any place in the entire country.  Yet Pennsylvania remained 

a blue state, because of  large urban populations at each end.  There were so many blue votes in 

the cities, they swamped the rest.  Pennsylvania’s legislature was conservative, yet the statewide 

vote usually produced a moderate for governor.   

The present governor was a national figure, one of President Lewis’s most outspoken 

critics.  Many said he’d be a future candidate for president, himself.  He was well respected in 

Harrisburg and throughout the state.  With his leadership, the opposition had enough votes to 

stall ratification in the legislature.  There was no way to turn the governor, a notoriously clean 

man.  It would have to be the minority chairman.  He’d know the players here, which ones could 

be bent.   

The state senator came in just then.  At the counter, he sat down next to Cuthbert.  They 

didn’t shake hands, or show any sign they knew each other.  Probably didn’t matter, since the 

guy’s district was 200 miles away.  No one would recognize him in Lancaster.  But it was a good 

rule never to take chances.  So Cuthbert finished the conversation in two minutes.  Fortunately, 

the state senator had strong incentive to listen.   

“Your son’s beginning his own political career,” said Cuthbert. 

“Yeah, I’m damned proud of Dean.”  The waitress set a cup of coffee in front of him.  

“But that’s not why you asked me here.” 

“Matter of fact, it is.  We know about Dean’s drug bust during college.  You thought all 

the paperwork was lost, but I have a copy of the arrest report.  I can force an affidavit from the 

sergeant you pressured to kick Dean loose.  I can prove you buried Dean’s arrest.” 

“Unless I what?” 

“It’s no secret you’re a party rival of the governor’s.  How would you like to cause him 
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major embarrassment?” 

“How?” 

“You’re going to spearhead the effort to lend minority support to the ratification vote in 

Pennsylvania.” 

“But I’m already on record opposing it.” 

“You’ve prayed on it and had a change of heart.  You realize now our country needs to be 

unified during a time of great challenge.  It’s time to put aside partisan squabbling.  Unlike the 

governor, that’s how dedicated civil servants show true leadership.” 

“Okay,” he caved quickly.  “I was starting to rethink this, anyway.  But I can’t promise 

anything.  Don’t know how many votes I can sway.” 

“For this to pass, we only need ten from your side of the aisle.” 

“I’ll do my best.  But don’t keep coming back at me with Dean’s little problem.  I want 

your word.” 

“Sure, you’ve got it.  Pull this off, and we’ll even help you become the next governor.” 

“You’ve got a deal,” said the state senator.  He stirred sugar into his cup of coffee.  

“Geez, it’ll sure be nice to kick that smiling bastard’s ass around the state house.”  

 

~ 

 

From his armchair aboard Air Force One, Stephen Lewis watched the drab winter fields 

below.  He preferred the work room to his office in the Presidential Suite up front.  He’d always 

heard survival rates in crashes were much better for passengers located in a plane’s rear section.  

Nearing the planned stop in Dayton, Lewis considered telling the pilot to continue west.  He 

wanted to see the terrain where Brandt and Langford  jumped.  He ran his fingers through his 

hair, wondering if it would sound strange to demand a new itinerary. 

 He decided that it would.  What could he see in eastern Kansas that he couldn’t see here 

in Ohio?  Below were white fields interrupted by brown windbreaks and occasional clusters of 

farm buildings.  He realized something -- Brandt and Langford had survived the jump.  

Otherwise, the air search would have seen their flattened chutes pointing like arrows to their 

bodies. 

 Lewis stopped looking down.  Instead, he glanced at his faint reflection in the glass.  

Recently, he’d let his hair grow a little, as his image consultant had recommended.  Swept back, 

he had to agree it gave him just that right note of omnipotence.  Nothing obviously Godlike, but 

reassuring to the electorate, especially the women.  He knew they found his wavy, silver mane 
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seductive.  Odd, because it was black only eight years ago, the first time he’d run.   

When the white hairs started to spring up, he used to pluck them one by one.  When this 

grew too irritating, he’d resorted to the bottle.  Which was remarkably difficult to keep secret.  

He told no one, and made his Secret Service bodyguard wait outside a drugstore while he went in 

by himself.  He wore dark glasses and only went up to a clerk if the kid looked particularly dim.  

He’d tuck the box inside his jacket, and come out carrying a pack of chewing gum.  He’d pop a 

stick into his mouth, then offer the pack around.  Even getting half an hour alone in the bathroom 

for the dye job took careful planning.   

Thank God he’d finally decided it wasn’t worth the elaborate excuses.  Halfway through 

his first term, he’d let his hair go natural.  He’d chosen a critical time, during the launch of 

Mountain Fire in Pakistan’s tribal territories.  Within five weeks, his hair went from black to 

mottled gray to silver.  People could see how much he’d given of himself.  Women found him 

sexier than ever.  He won the re-election in a landslide. 

An irrefutable demonstration that perception is everything in politics.  So far, he’d 

handled this terrorism thing perfectly.  Not that his vast law enforcement and intelligence 

networks had managed to catch the fuckers.  But it didn’t matter if they stayed on the loose 

indefinitely.  To the public, this threat would only reinforce the reasons why he must stay 

President.   

I’ll tell them we can expect many more attempts at carnage.  The only thing that matters 

is the nation knows I’ll fight these goddamned terrorists with everything I have.  I’m not hiding 

out at Cheyenne Mountain.  This works out pretty damned  effective.  Americans need reminding 

that our enemies would like to make me the next assassination.  But now they’ll see I’m out in 

public, unafraid. 

Lewis would deliver a campaign speech in Dayton this evening, in support of Mayhew 

Gowan, Ohio’s senior senator.  Old friends, they’d been in the same incoming class during the 

Reagan Revolution.  The country would eat up this proof that he never forgot old debts.  He went 

into the adjoining conference room, where Stu Fiske agreed it was a good idea.   

They’d publicly announce his visit only an hour in advance.  But they’d already given the 

networks a head’s-up, so camera crews would record it for the evening news.  Naturally, they’d 

alerted local law enforcement, too.  Mayhew assured them that his crowds were always large, 

though he was unopposed in the primary.  There was no chance of an embarrassingly small turn-

out.  From Ohio, Lewis would continue on to Tennessee, which was taking part in the super-

primary.  This stop also was unscheduled, but Lewis’s press secretary was making the 

arrangements to ensure that it received thorough coverage. 
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Lewis wasn’t a candidate in any primary, himself.  This would have to wait for final 

adoption of his new amendment.  But the drive was going well.  Back in Washington tomorrow, 

he’d sign the bill, approved yesterday evening by the House-Senate conference.  The count of 

states likely to ratify it quickly was up to 37.  Fiske assured him that there were 14 ready to act 

on it within the week.  

Even if the last few hold-outs pushed this through June, he’d have time for a mid-summer 

convention of his recently organized Unity Party.  Nominating petitions were already being 

circulated in all 50 states.  Nothing in the law to stop this.  His supporters had every right to do 

so.  The law only said that Lewis couldn’t serve a third term presently.  Free speech and freedom 

of assembly guaranteed that his grass roots organization could circulate whatever petitions they 

desired.   

The worst case scenario was that he’d make the ballot in all but Oklahoma, which had a 

deadline in May.  Even there, it was such a firm red state, he’d probably take a plurality as a 

write-in candidate.   He wouldn’t qualify nationally for matching campaign funds, because 

there’d been no Unity Party in the last election, but he had a huge war chest left over.  It would 

get him started and he could put the squeeze on rich contributors when he needed more. He 

wouldn’t even need the group once led by the late Milt Sorkin.  Yes, everything was looking 

good.  The only danger was this pair of assholes who’d stumbled on a memo suggesting the full 

range of the Lewis Doctrine. 

“Get me Don McClendon,” he said to Fiske.  “I need to ride his ass.” 

“Yeah, we have to make sure the FBI puts maximum resources into catching Brandt and 

Langford.” 

Fiske hated to be treated like some kind of personal assistant, but the President’s 

secretary and his office manager weren’t on this flight.  Chief of Staff Kerrigan was aboard, but 

he was in the can.  And Press Secretary Litowski was working her own phone lines, up in the 

communications room on Level 1.  Fiske just happened to be closest.  Lewis treated everyone 

this way.  Fiske waved over the airman on steward duty, told him to call FBI Director 

McClendon, patch it to the secure phone next to President Lewis’s armchair.  

 “Stu, you listen in, but keep quiet unless I bring you into it,” said Lewis. 

“Okay.” 

The phone rang on Lewis’s work table.  Pressing the lighted button, Fiske picked up at 

the same time. 

“Sir, this is Don McClendon,” came the FBI Director’s voice.  “I understand you wanted 

to speak with me.” 



Enemy of Freedom Paul Coulter 258 
 

  

“That’s right,” said Lewis.   “I need an update on your hunt for the assassins.” 

“Uh, not much new since we spoke this afternoon.  Ballistics has confirmed the shell 

casing wasn’t from an M104.  That’s the ordnance you’d expect from a Long Tom.  This one 

was probably Czech made.” 

“That’s all you have?” 

“No, sir.  We’ve finished the witness interviews in Philadelphia.  Several people sighted 

two men running up Locust Street seconds after the attack.  All descriptions are consistent with 

our primary suspects Salimmeh Hassan and Kemal Saad.” 

“But you have no idea where they’ve gone?” 

“I have hundreds of agents hunting for them.” 

“That doesn’t sound like much for a whole country.  They could be anywhere by now.” 

“I had more on the task force until yesterday.  Did I misunderstand your orders?  You 

directed me to put every available man into the hunt for Davis Brandt and Kyrie Langford.” 

“Goddamn it!  I didn’t mean pull them off the trail of the assassins.” 

“Isn’t it the same trail, sir?  We’re charging them with giving aid to terrorists.  Or did you 

mean some other terrorists?” 

“Cut the bullcrap, Don.  Your idea of sarcasm isn’t helping one goddamn bit.” 

“Sorry, sir.  If necessary, I have thousands of other agents we can use.  We’ll just stop 

investigating murders and abductions.” 

“Fuck your sobbing!  Don’t I give you all the budget you ask for every year?  I happen to 

know half your agents sit on their asses tracing insider deals or money laundering or other white 

collar shit that doesn’t really hurt anyone.  You’ve got plenty of people you can spare.  I want 

them out scouring every goddamned road and field until these two are caught.” 

“Yes, sir.  We’ll get them.  There’s nowhere they can go.  Neither one’s a pro.  They 

won’t have assets hidden.” 

“They’d better not.  I want them out of the picture before I return to Washington tonight.” 

“You’re coming back so soon?  Is that wise, with these assassins at large?  They didn’t 

only take out Howe, you know.  We’re working on the assumption that the Metroliner bombing 

was targeted at Congressman Green.” 

“Really?  You have evidence? 

“Nothing specific, but after all, he was one of the leading pro-Israel voices in Congress.” 

Both Lewis and Fiske grinned.  McClendon didn’t have a clue. 

“You just make sure they’re taken care of.  Do you understand me?” 

“Yes, sir.” 
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Lewis hung up without another word.  He turned to Fiske and frowned. 

“I don’t think he got my meaning, do you?” 

“No.  When they’re caught, I’ll make sure they’re turned over to my people.  We know 

how to put dangerous folks out of the picture.” 

“I thought you might.  What about your DO list?  How’s the situation?” 

“As we speak, every Distinguished Opponent is under watch.  Except for the one Don 

mentioned, of course.  He won’t require further attention.” 

“He had some nerve demanding a list of when we’ve used LD Two.  Only trusted friends 

in Congress were even supposed to know about it.  We can’t have someone going public.  Next 

thing you know, there’d be pressure for an investigation…   There aren’t any more like him who 

know, are there?” 

“Not on either Intelligence Committee. 

“What about Red Radovic?” 

“No longer a problem.  I have a feeling the Washington Post’s editorial tone is about to 

change.” 
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TWENTY-FIVE 
 

 

Ken Bridger was one of the agents pulled into the hunt for Brandt and Langford.  He was 

put on a squad combing police incident reports from Kansas and the surrounding states.  It was 

tough going, because half his squad were fresh out of the Academy, assigned to the Fraud 

Division and such, unused to this type of investigation.  It didn’t help that Assistant Director 

Barlow had agreed to a joint operation with Homeland Security.  A senior HID agent named 

Mark Cuthbert was in charge of Ken’s squad.   

At 2:45 that afternoon, one of the rookies came across a stolen vehicle report from 

Kansas City.  She thought it sounded strange and went immediately to Ken. 

“1992 Ford F-150 runs a light, cruiser pursues, gets in a smash-up, truck speeds away, 

disappears, officer calls it in.  Driver appeared to be a tall, black-haired Caucasian male.  Truck’s 

later found in a parking garage.  Traces to Jackson County, Kansas, but the owner hasn’t 

reported it stolen.  No answer on his telephone.  Sheriff from Jackson County says they’ve had a 

report the truck was seen driving through Holton,  the nearest town to the owner’s farm.  Tall 

man wearing a John Deere cap.  Which would describe the owner, too, except there was a young 

woman with this guy.  Owner is a widower, lives alone on his farm, doesn’t have a daughter.  

What’s more, he’s known to be away, visiting his son in Arizona.  The man who saw the F-150 

said he knows because he’s the one who drives out to feed the horses.  So they impound the truck 

in Kansas City, dust it for prints.” 

“Let me guess,” said Ken.  “None showed up.” 

“Right.  So I was thinking, what kind of car thief steals an old farm truck, then wipes off 

all his prints?  He did it so carefully, KCPD said there wasn’t even a partial.” 

“I agree.  It doesn’t sound like a joy rider.  And Horton’s in the general area where the 

suspects jumped.” 

“I thought the search was concentrated further to the west.” 

“Here’s the map we’re using.  Everything inside the red circle.  Jackson County’s just a 

bit northeast of the hundred mile diameter.  The copilot only had an estimate of where they 

jumped.  And the winds were very strong.  Said he had all he could handle controlling the plane 
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with the cabin quickly losing pressure.” 

“Should I call the sheriff back?  Ask him to search the owner’s farm for evidence?” 

“Good thinking, Nancy…    Wait, you said the Kansas City officer only reported a male 

driver?  No passenger?” 

“Nothing about it on the report.  I’ll call him, too, and check.” 

“Right.  Get on it.” 

Brandt didn’t have black hair, more like medium brown, but Ken felt pretty sure.  It 

looked like Brandt was headed east after splitting up from Langford.  Orders were to work on the 

assumption that they’d head for the nearest border.  Which would take them through Nebraska, 

the Dakotas, then Canada.  The border was so open, you could easily drive across at hundreds of 

dirt roads.  Or walk right through the woods.   

In the three hours since the search team formed, nothing had turned up in this direction.  

But what if Brandt was coming back to Washington?  Ken considered pitching the idea to 

Cuthbert.  Or maybe he should take it straight to Frank Hutchinson, who headed this 

investigation.  That wouldn’t be breaking chain of command, would it?  Cuthbert wasn’t even in 

the Bureau. 

The theory made sense if Brandt was returning as an integral member of the terrorists’ 

attack team.  Or maybe to help in their escape.  But there wasn’t a shred of evidence to support 

either theory.   

Ken thought it far more likely that Brandt’s goal was the same reason he and Langford 

broke into Kirk Beardsley’s office.  They’d been looking for a document, but were forced to flee 

before they’d found it.  There was little doubt their motive was connected to terrorism, because 

that’s what Langford prosecuted, and what Brandt wrote about repeatedly in the last year.  But it 

seemed implausible that the pair had suddenly decided to provide classified documents to 

members of Khalif’s cell.   

There was no indication that either had a previous connection with fundamentalism.  Just 

the opposite – Brandt had volunteered to be embedded with the lead assault troops in Iraq, while 

Langford had a strong record of prosecuting terrorists.  Ken suspected that they’d uncovered 

serious wrongdoing.  But he’d need a lot more than suspicions.  Hutchinson would be very 

hostile to such a suggestion from an agent with only four years experience.  And Ken was 

already on probation for the Benouri al-Qadir incident. 

Ken figured his best choice was to say nothing for now, either to Cuthbert or to 

Hutchinson.  He’d work this angle on his own.   Whether Brandt was headed north or east, he’d 

still need transportation.  He’d know better than to go into a train or bus station.  He certainly 
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wouldn’t try the airport.  He couldn’t rent a car because he’d have to use a credit card and show 

i.d.  He might hitchhike, but that was taking a large risk, with his face all over the news.  

Besides, he’d have to fear a search team combing the highways for him.  Ken decided to call 

Donna Taliaferro for advice.  

  

       ~ 

 

 Donna was just finishing with Maliq Anderson.  The drug dealer had been easy to locate.  

Rush hour, and he was at his usual corner, accompanied by three large thugs.  Donna was alone.  

She’d intentionally forgotten to tell Phil.  Something could go very wrong here if she played this 

wrong. 

Donna quickly identified herself, then assured Maliq that she wasn’t interested in 

narcotics violations.  Instead, she offered a cash reward for information about Jason Krickler.  

Maliq admitted he knew Jason, but swore he hadn’t seen his ex-cellie in a month.  He’d never 

heard Jason mention any girl named Erica.  But he accepted Donna’s card and promised to call if 

he heard from Jason. 

She thanked Maliq, returned to her car, and was heading back to the Hoover Building 

when Ken called.  She’d assigned him to investigate the Dennisville murders before Hutchinson 

put him on the Brandt/Langford case.  She assumed that’s why Ken was calling now. 

 “Hi, Ken,” she said.  “So you checked out those two vics in New Jersey?” 

“Uh, yeah.  Started to, anyway, before Mr. Hutchinson pulled me off.” 

Ken explained about the two corpses’ physical similarity to Salimmeh and Kemal, the 

execution style wounds, and the skull cap with Arabic lettering.  

“You’re right, this sounds significant,” Donna said. “I assume you had a look at the 

bodies.” 

“Of course.  Photos, anyway.  The coroner sent them to me.  They weren’t the terrorists.  

Wrong prints…    I know I should’ve called you, anyway.” 

“I’m sure they’ve swamped you on the Brandt/Langford deal.” 

“Kind of…    But you know something --  that oysterman was right.  Those two corpses 

did look a whole lot like Salimmeh and Kemal.”   

“But you say the fingerprints rule out our terrorists?” 

“Right.  Unless they got hand transplants overnight, it can’t be them...” 

“Sounds like you’ve got some kind of hunch?”   

“Now that you mention it, it’s bothered me all day.  I mean, these guys really looked like 
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Salimmeh and Kemal.  Not only their faces, but their body types.  Then there’s the skull cap.  

Dark blue with red embroidery.  Just like most of our witnesses described Kemal wearing as he 

ran up Locust Street.” 

“You’re saying these guys were in on the assassination, then our terrorists killed them to 

cover their escape?” 

“Someone ordered them shot so they’d never testify, that’s for sure.  But maybe it wasn’t 

the Islamic Force.  Khalif and his superiors send out teams on suicide missions, sure, but we’ve 

never seen them kill their own.  Maybe they were killed to keep us from learning they’d 

impersonated Salimmeh and Kemal.” 

“Your theory is that someone picked them to assassinate Howe because they looked like 

our terrorists?” 

 “That’s right.  I don’t think Salimmeh and Kemal were even in Philadelphia when Howe 

was killed.”   

“Based on what?” 

“Don’t know if I needed an approval or something, but I ran prints on the two vics.  

We’re lucky that whoever shot them didn’t cut off their hands and dump them separately.” 

 “What did you find out?” 

“They’re both ex-military.  One was a Ranger, one a Navy Seal.  So they both had 

extensive munitions training.  One man’s been off the grid for fifteen years.  The other’s parents 

saw him at Christmas, but it sounds like he was planning to drop out of sight, too.  They didn’t 

have an address for him, or an exact name of where he worked.  Some kind of security 

consulting firm, he told them.  I checked out his phone records, and learned nothing.  The cell 

number they had for him, he only used it for family.  Whatever he was doing, I’m sure he used 

secure communications for it.  It’s like you said before.  There’s some kind of funny business 

about the Howe assassination.” 

“Ken, don’t go tossing around that theory to anybody else.  You’re already in enough 

trouble.  And Hutchinson never needs an excuse to make my unit look bad.  But I think you’re 

right.  This has to be connected to the assassination.  I’ll dig more into this pair, from the time 

they left the military.  I wouldn’t be surprised if they pulled off the Metroliner bombing, too.” 

“Why’s that?” 

“Because Congressman Green was one of the victims.” 

“I thought that pointed to the Islamic Front.  Wasn’t our theory that they targeted Green’s 

train because he was such a big pro-Israel voice?” 

“Yes, but it doesn’t make sense that Salimmeh and Kemal did this.  They barely had time 
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to get there after the tunnel and murdering that couple.  They couldn’t have watched Green, too.  

It was widely known around the Hill that he commuted on the Metroliner, but they couldn’t 

know that he’d be on that particular train.  But I think Green really was the target.  Except, 

whoever bombed the Metroliner had a different motivation.” 

“What?” 

“I checked with Green’s office.  He’d attended a closed session of the Intelligence 

Committee the afternoon before he died.  His office log shows he had a five minute phone call 

with the White House earlier that day.  Whatever the subject was, I think that’s why he died.  But 

don’t tell anyone else about this until you hear from me.” 

“All right…     Actually, that isn’t why I called.” 

“Oh?  What is it?” 

Ken described the problems he was having tracing Brandt’s route. 

 “Find out who his friends are.  See if he has any Kansas City connections.  Or Kyrie 

Langford.  See if anyone she’s worked with has transferred to Missouri.” 

“Langford wasn’t with Brandt when he was spotted in the stolen truck.” 

“You can’t assume that’s true.  They’re both extremely smart.  She might have ducked 

down when they heard the siren.” 

“You’re right.  I’ll check it out.  Thanks, Donna.” 

 

       ~ 

 

Ken called his wife Hayley.  Though she wasn’t on the search team, her work was tracing 

parents who’d run off with their children during custody disputes.  Hayley was a computer whiz, 

besides.  She could track a person through cyberspace with amazing speed. 

“Hi, sweetie,” Hayley answered.  “How’s your search going?” 

“I think I know where Brandt’s headed, but I’ve got to dig for proof before I can say 

something to the brass.” 

“That would be fantastic if you found him!  They’d have to let you off probation.” 

“No, they’d never admit they used me as a scapegoat.  One way or another, they’ll make 

me pay a heavy price for what happened at the prison.” 

“Come on, Ken.  You’re the one who usually cheers me up with your silver linings.  

Look at the way they put you on this search team.  They wouldn’t have done that if they’d lost 

confidence in you.” 

“Sorry, that isn’t how it works.  This isn’t a reward – it’s the first of many punishments.  
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They’re sending me a message I don’t have much of a future with SIOC.  I’m the only one they 

pulled off Donna’s unit.” 

“Donna thinks you’re pretty darned important.  When we had Stephanie’s baby shower, 

Donna told me she thinks you’ll make a great operations leader some day.” 

“She said that?  Geez, that’s really nice of her.  But Donna doesn’t have much pull lately.  

They know she wants to leave.  With her daughter’s problems and all.” 

“Yeah, they still haven’t found Erica.” 

“I’ll bet Donna’s at her wit’s end.  She must be having a hard time focusing on Salimmeh 

and Kemal.  I’d be worried sick if it was my daughter.” 

“God, bad things just keep happening to everyone we know…    Any word from Boston 

about Al?” 

“He was back in surgery again yesterday.   A lot of internal bleeding.  I don’t know what 

they’re telling Stephanie, but when I talked to Al’s lead surgeon, he sounded pretty pessimistic.” 

“Oh crap, that’s awful…    I feel so bad for Stephanie.  I just wish there was something I 

could do.  Her baby’s coming any day now.” 

“There is something you can do.  Not for Al.  We can only pray.  But in this Brandt and 

Langford case.  That’s really why I called.”  Ken explained the circumstances.  “So I need a list 

of all their friends as fast as possible.” 

“Sure, that’s easy.  For each of them, write down every organization they belong to.  

Work, education, social, athletic, political, charity, religious, neighborhood.  E-mail it to me, and 

I’ll cross-match the memberships.” 

Hayley’s list came back to Ken in less than an hour.  She’d arranged it in terms of 

probability.  He worked through the ranking of Kyrie Langford’s likely friends, but none of them 

had a connection to Kansas City.  Then near the top of Brandt’s friends, he found Frank Mauer,  

who’d belonged to the same gym as Brandt, had graduated from the University of Maryland, 

played lacrosse, and once worked at the Post.  Ken googled “Kansas City” and “Ted Mauer,” but 

there were thousands of hits involving hundreds of individuals.  In the Midwest, it must be a very 

common name.   

Ken called the Post to get more information.  He tracked down the Assistant Personnel 

Director’s home phone number.  Playing it straight, he identified himself as an FBI agent, gave 

her the number to call back.   

 “I need to locate Ted Mauer who used to work for you,” he told her. “Don’t worry, he’s 

not in trouble, just a material witness.  We think he’s working now in Kansas City.” 

“At the Star?” 



Enemy of Freedom Paul Coulter 266 
 

  

“Uh, I’m not certain.” 

“We did have a young man named Ted Mauer interning as a reporter.  He worked for the 

Post until two years ago, then got hired for the Star’s city room.   I remember, because it was 

Brandt who lined up the job for Ted.  Wrote him a recommendation so good, I would’ve hired 

him myself if we had any room.  Davis Brandt -- you know the one who’s gotten into so much 

trouble?  Pity, because he’s really a nice boy…     Oh, my Lord, you’re on the team trying to 

capture him, aren’t you?  That’s why you wanted to know about Ted?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“You should have said so.”  Her voice was filled with reproach.  “Personally, I don’t 

believe a word of it.” 

“It’s possible he’s innocent.  We’ve been wrong before.  But that’s what courts are for.”  

Ken reddened with shame.  “You’re right, ma’am, I should have said I’ve been assigned to find 

Mr. Brandt.  I’m sorry and you have my apology.” 

“Doesn’t help.  You people only want to kill him.  He didn’t do a thing except try to tell 

the truth.” 

“Ma’am, I promise he’ll be treated fairly.  I’ve never known an agent who’d shoot a man 

unless there was no choice.” 

Ken hung up the phone, still feeling guilty.  He hadn’t lied, but he’d deceived the woman.  

Nothing to do but press on.  He’d been around long enough to know this job left no room for 

idealism.  He called the Kansas City Star, got connected to Ted Mauer.  Fortunately, the reporter 

hadn’t left for the evening.   

Ken quickly established that Mauer was a friend of Brandt’s.  However, Mauer swore 

that the last time they’d talked was days before charges were announced against Brandt.   

“Saw him last Friday at the Post.  My girlfriend still works there, so I drive back every 

three or four weeks.  But I didn’t have a clue that Brandt was anywhere near K.C. this morning.” 

  Ken believed Mauer, but he had to agree with Donna’s hunch.  Stranded in an 

unfamiliar city, desperate to leave, Brandt would turn to an old friend for help.  And the parking 

garage where the F-150 was found happened to be only a few blocks from the Star. 

“I want you to do something for me, Mr. Mauer.  Can you check your car and call me 

back?  Maybe he’s left you a note under the wiper.” 

“I don’t have to call you back – the parking lot’s right under our window and it’s lit up 

bright.  Hold on a second.” 

“Okay, I’ll wait.” 

“Uh, I don’t know what’s going on,” Mauer said after half a minute.  “You guys might be 
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setting me up.  I swear I don’t know anything about this.” 

“You saw a note?” 

“No, I saw an empty space!  Looks like my car’s been stolen.” 

“You two were pretty close in Washington, I hear.  Did Brandt have a spare key?” 

“No, of course not…   Okay, I’m not saying it was him, but I should tell you, Brandt’s an 

old pro at car theft.  Have a look at the series Brandt did when he first started at the Post.  They 

ought to teach it to all new reporters.  Pure genius.” 

“I’ll do that, Mr. Mauer.” 

“Look, I want to say something about Brandt.  This man’s no more a criminal than you 

are.  I understand you have to do what you have to do, but make sure he’s not hurt.  Brandt has a 

world of friends in journalism.  We all respect the hell out of the guy.  If something happens to 

him before Brandt gets a chance to prove his innocence in court, there’s hundreds of us who 

won’t rest until we get to the bottom of the story.” 

Ken wrote down the make and tag number of Mauer’s car, gave it to Mark Cuthbert.  

Cuthbert said to call in the Jaguar’s description to the KCPD, then search for police reports.  Ken 

started to the east, still assuming this was Brandt’s direction.  No reports surfaced, so Ken did 

some calculations.   

Give Brandt fifteen minutes from the time of the red light incident to steal the Jaguar.  He 

double checked with Mauer, found out the Jaguar had a nearly full tank of gas.  Call it fifteen 

gallons, twenty to the mile highway if he was making speed.  Say about 75, not so fast that he’d 

get pulled over.  Mauer said the Jaguar had a radar detector and a police scanner.   

Brandt should be around Terre Haute when he’d need to fill up.  Ken called the 

Indianapolis Field Office.  The Agent-in-Charge agreed to have a team in western Indiana canvas 

service stations along Route 70.   

A call came back less than an hour later.  They’d discovered a local policeman bound and 

gagged inside a men’s room.  The station was near a place called Toad Hop.  The agent-in-

charge swore he wasn’t making this up.   

The cop had been off-duty, and when he’d stopped to use the can, that’s where he’d run 

into Brandt.  Who he’d definitely recognized.  He’d been about to arrest Brandt when the bastard 

sucker-punched him.  Fortunately, Brandt hadn’t thought to take his gun.  The cop hadn’t seen 

what he was driving, or if there was anybody with him.  The station owner said he hadn’t been 

there at the time.  It was an attendant named Patel who worked that shift, but he was now off 

duty.  The owner had a number and address, but they couldn’t locate Patel. 

It didn’t matter much.  The FBI had confirmation that Brandt was driving east on 70.  
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They had a time, and very likely a vehicle.  Now they could concentrate the search.  Ken still 

held off on voicing his opinion, but he felt more convinced than ever that Brandt’s destination 

was Washington, D.C.  

The off-duty cop knew exactly what time he’d been attacked.  Given that highway 

conditions for Indiana, Ohio, and Pennsylvania were dry and lightly traveled, Ken estimated that 

Brandt should be east of Pittsburgh by now.  He relayed the information to Cuthbert, who 

coordinated with the Pennsylvania State Police to organize a road block on the turnpike.  When 

nothing turned up for the next hour, cruisers were dispatched to cover alternate routes. 

Actually, they’d guessed correctly on the route, but hadn’t accounted for Kyrie’s driving 

habits.  She’d done her shift at an average speed of 85.  After the first fifteen minutes, Brandt 

leaned back to catch a nap.  He wasn’t exactly relaxed, but he felt confident in Kyrie’s skill.  At 

this speed, they’d easily make the meeting. 

They’d stopped for gas again near Johnstown, Pennsylvania.  Brandt took his second turn 

behind the wheel.  By the time the roadblock was set up, they were already near Hagerstown, 

Maryland on Route 270. 

Ken had another good idea.  Since Ted Mauer said he often drove to Washington, 

himself, it would make sense for him to have an E-Z Pass transponder in his car.  Throughout the 

northeastern states, this system made going through toll plazas a breeze.  Maybe that’s why none 

of the toll collectors interviewed on the Ohio and Pennsylvania turnpikes had noticed a green 

Jaguar XJS with Missouri plates. 

Ken started to call Ted Mauer again to ask about the E-Z Pass, but changed his mind.  If 

Mauer refused permission to release his records, Ken would be stuck.  Instead, Ken called 

Hayley.  She’d know a back door into the system.  Ten minutes later, Hayley not only had 

Mauer’s E-Z Pass account number, but the last usage of his transponder.  Ninety-two minutes 

ago, the Jaguar had left the Pennsylvania Turnpike, heading south on 70 toward Hagerstown. 

This would put them somewhere between Frederick and Rockville now.  Soon, Brandt 

would be on 495, the beltway around Washington.  At this late hour, traffic usually ran smoothly.  

At most, they were 45 minutes from Capitol Hill.  Ken relayed the information.  More 

roadblocks were initiated. 

Ken had been on the job since 8:00 a.m.  It was long past midnight now.  He felt 

exhausted  -- there was nothing more that he could do here.  All the rookies had gone home.  

Except for one HID agent, he was the last squad member left.  No amount of hard work would 

change the black mark in his folder.   

Hayley was home waiting for him, but Ken wasn’t the type to quit before a job was done.  
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He headed down to the garage, playing one last hunch. 

Brandt was smart, and Kyrie Langford even smarter.  Donna said that they were probably 

still together.  The Jaguar had a police scanner.  So Brandt and Langford would have heard about 

the roadblocks.  One of them would guess it was the E-Z Pass that gave away their route.  So 

they’d switch to a highway that had no toll plazas.  Quickest thing would be shooting over to the 

Rockville Pike.  It paralleled the interstate down to Bethesda, then became Wisconsin Avenue in 

a straight shot downtown.  It was almost on his way home, anyway. 

As Ken approached his car, a husky figure hustled toward him.  Ken glanced up, 

surprised but not alarmed.  Not too many muggers down here in the Hoover Building’s garage. 

It was one of the HID agents who’d come over with Mark Cuthbert.  Didn’t know his 

name, but it was the one with a flat, square face who looked like a bodybuilder. 

 “Mind if I tag along?” asked the HID agent.  The garage’s halogen lights glinted off a 

large dimple in his chin. 

 “Sorry, I forget your name,” said Ken.  “If you mean tag along to grab a bite, it’s kind of 

late.” 

 “Name’s Skip Kolmeyer.  But I wasn’t thinking dinner.  I thought you might have a lead 

on Brandt.” 

 “Nope.  I’ll pick it up in the morning.  I’m beat and now I’m going home.” 

 Ken wasn’t one to lie, but he was getting a bad buzz from this guy.  I’ll bet he saw me 

leave the suite and followed me to the garage…    Or maybe there’s some non-paranoid 

explanation.   

Ken decided that he had a right to change his mind about working through the night.  

Hayley would appreciate if he picked her company over yet more thankless duty. 

 “You live up in Bethesda, don’t you?” asked Kolmeyer. 

“Woodmont.”  The bad buzz intensified.  Kolmeyer wouldn’t know that unless he’d 

checked.  “Near the Naval Hospital.” 

“Hate to be a bother, but my battery’s dead…   Anyway, I’ll be an extra pair of eyes.” 

 They stared at each other.  Each man knew the other wasn’t saying something.  

What the hell.  This guy Kolmeyer’s on the same team.  Nothing sinister about him, just 

because he works for HID and happened to stay late, too.  I’m only feeling punchy from the 

hours.  Kolmeyer’s right -- he can watch for the green Jaguar while I drive up Wisconsin 

Avenue. 

“Okay,” Ken said.  “This is my car.  Hop in.” 

 They headed up Massachusetts Avenue toward the Naval Observatory.  Downtown 
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Washington never shuts completely.  It wasn’t unusual for many staffers to work long past 

midnight.  The streets weren’t empty, but they moved.  Within ten minutes, Ken passed the 

gothic spires of the Washington Cathedral, then sped north on Wisconsin.     

 The sky was dark, but the road well lit.  There was no conversation, no music either.  

Kolmeyer had made a few comments about the search as they left the Hoover Building, but Ken 

stuck to one word answers.  Kolmeyer hadn’t pressed it, willing to lapse into silence.  

 Ahead, Ken saw the glow of lights coming from the intersection at Military Road.  This 

marked the city limits.  Just north of here was Chevy Chase, Maryland.  Supposedly, that’s 

where Kolmeyer lived.   

Ken wondered what Kolmeyer really wanted.  Maybe Cuthbert had assigned him as a 

shadow.  This must mean they viewed him as untrustworthy.  Following Benouri’s death, Ken 

had sensed a tail repeatedly.  They were good, because he never saw them when he turned.  But 

why was Kolmeyer probing for a lead on Brandt’s location?  All the agencies were supposed to 

be working together on this.  Why should HID be nervous if the FBI caught Brandt first?   

I’ll go straight to Chevy Chase,  drop off Kolmeyer.  It’s stupid to think I’ll find Brandt by 

cruising this road.  I’ll just go home.  I can really use the sleep.  Or maybe Hayley’s waiting up 

for me.  Her touch could always give him renewed energy. 

 “There it is!” shouted Kolmeyer. 

 “Where?” asked Ken. 

 “It just passed us heading into town.  Turn around!  I saw it clear as day when it went 

under that streetlight.  A lime green Jag with a man and woman in it.” 

 “Missouri plates?” 

 “Can’t say.  Mighta been.  They’re brown, aren’t they?” 

 “Nope.  Green and blue.” 

 “Close enough.  Just swing around.” 

 “Hold on.  Traffic’s coming.” 

 “Dammit, we’re gonna lose them!  I’ll drive, if you can’t do it.” 

 “No, I’ve got it.  Don’t worry, I had top marks on the Academy’s road course.” 

 Ken reached to switch on the blue flash bar sitting atop his dashboard. 

 “Don’t do that.  If they see us coming, they’ll easily outrun us.” 

 “I don’t think so.  These Crown Vics really move.” 

 “Just leave the light off, Bridger.  Take it from an old hand at these things.” 

 “Fine.  But you call in for back up…   Not just Homeland Security.  You call Metro 

police and the FBI dispatcher, too.” 
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 “Already on it, sport.”   

Kolmeyer held up his cell phone. 

Ken zipped through lights, gaining on Brandt.  There was a group of vehicles ahead, then 

nothing for blocks.  One set of tail lights was lower than the others.  Ken guessed they belonged 

to the Jaguar. 

He accelerated more, barely made another red light before cross traffic poured through, 

gained another half block.  He saw two more green lights, then the knot of cars.  One turned left, 

but its tail lights were high.  As he passed, Ken saw it was a van. 

He got close enough to distinguish the Jaguar’s shape, floored the pedal, pulled in back of 

it.  Now he turned on the flash bar.  There was no chance of the Jaguar pulling away, since it was 

blocked in both lanes by SUVs.  Ken pulled alongside, held up his badge, waved for Brandt to 

pull over.   

Their eyes made contact.  The man looked different than his pictures, but his expression 

was just what Ken expected.  Tired, intelligent, determined, apprehensive…   honest.   

Brandt might be honest, but Ken had a job he’d sworn to do.  He waved Brandt over 

again.  The man just looked away.  Ken hadn’t thought through what to do.  He saw that Kyrie 

Langford was also in the car.  He couldn’t simply force them off the road.  That’s what he’d been 

taught at the Academy, but at this speed, a low-slung vehicle like the XJS would roll.  If he’d 

been chasing a murderer or rapist, Ken had no problem doing that.  But this was different.  

Despite the charges, he knew these people posed no threat. 

Brandt dodged around a truck in front of him.  Ken had to fall back, then gun the Crown 

Vic as hard as he could push it.  He passed the truck, then caught up, this time on the Jaguar’s 

right.          

Kolmeyer raised his Hechler and Koch semi-automatic, aimed it out the window. 

“Stay real straight,” he said to Ken.  There was a smirk on his thin lips.  “Not a real good 

time for leaning forward.” 

“What the hell are you doing?” Ken shouted.   

He spun the wheel to the right, away from the Jaguar.  He caught Kolmeyer’s wrist just 

as the HID agent fired.  The Crown Vic’s windshield exploded in a hail of round-edged pellets.  

Though he couldn’t see the road, Ken tried to steer left-handed while he slammed Kolmeyer’s 

arm against the Crown Vic’s roof.  The semi-automatic dropped onto Ken’s lap.  He quickly 

picked it up before Kolmeyer could.  Now Ken could see the road again.  They were headed for a 

woman tottering a drunken course along the sidewalk.  Ken swerved back into the road before he 

hit her. 
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“Give me back my fucking gun!” said Kolmeyer.  “They’re armed and dangerous.  I’ve 

tangled with Brandt before.  Believe me, we’ve got to take him out before it’s too late.” 

“Too late for what?” Ken straightened back into his lane.  He didn’t return the gun. 

“Don’t make me say it again.  I’ll have your ass in a fucking sling if you let them get 

away.  Now give me the gun.  I can still get a good shot.” 

The Jaguar was weaving thirty yards in front of them, trying to find a gap between the 

two SUVs. 

“I’m not letting them get away.  But I’m not letting you shoot them, either.  Not unless 

they fire at us.” 

“Are you insane?  We have to stop them now.  How would you like to be responsible if 

they get to the President?  He’s back in Washington, you know.” 

“What makes you think they’re here to assassinate President Lewis?”  

“They got Howe, didn’t they?” 

“No one ever said they were in Philadelphia.” 

“Yeah, but they helped the terrorists.  They killed one of our agents, too.” 

“From what I hear, your agents tried to kill them in Beardsley’s office.  Then at the Tidal 

Basin, Brandt pulled one of your men out of the water, gave him CPR.” 

“Not true.  He killed one, tried to drown the other.  Who happens to be my boss, so I have 

it straight from the source.” 

“Bullshit.  If Brandt and Langford wanted to kill a comatose man, I doubt your boss 

would’ve made it.  I don’t know what your story is, but I get the feeling there’s something 

personal between you and Brandt.  I’m not going to allow your vendetta to get people killed.  

Now back off while I catch up again.”     

“Fuck this!”   

Kolmeyer lunged for the gun.  Ken stopped him with an elbow to his chest.  Kolmeyer 

punched him in the jaw, then lunged again.  Ken held onto the wheel, but lost sight of the road.  

He tried to fight off Kolmeyer, who was a match for strength and size.   When Kolmeyer began 

to press a forearm over Ken’s windpipe, he had to let go of the wheel.  He tried to keep it straight 

with his knees while stamping on the brake, but they clipped a parked car.   

They went up on two wheels, came down in a screeching spin.  Ken fought to regain 

control, but Kolmeyer smashed him in the face.  They hit another vehicle, then flipped and 

glanced against a panel truck coming the other way.  They came to rest against a light stanchion, 

the Crown Vic’s air bags deployed. 

Blood pouring down his face, Kolmeyer turned his head as much as the air bag allowed 
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and glared at Ken.  

“Wouldn’t like to be you in an hour, boy.  Between my boss and yours, I have a good 

guess whose neck is for the chop.  FBI brass won’t like it one damned bit when they hear about 

your cowardice.” 

“Fuck you,” said Ken.  “Just call in the accident and Brandt’s location.  I’d do it myself, 

but I can’t reach my phone.”   
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TWENTY-SIX 
 
 

“You won’t believe this – they just crashed!” said Kyrie.  She turned back around.  

“We’re safe for now.  They’re totaled.” 

“Thank God,” said Brandt.  “Looks like our luck is holding.” 

“Luck?  That man tried to shoot us.  I never thought they’d have orders to kill us on sight.  

What kind of luck is that?” 

“He didn’t hit us, did he?” 

“You realize who that was, don’t you?  That’s the kind of car assigned to FBI agents.  So 

now they’re in on this as well.” 

“We knew that they were hunting for us.  Your boss Kirk Beardsley took care of that.” 

“My former boss.  I can’t believe he filed murder charges against us.” 

“Not to mention terrorism.  I’m sure he had his orders.” 

“Of course he did.  But Kirk’s always had a reputation for being his own man.  This just 

proves the Justice Department is under Homeland Security’s thumb, like everybody else.  Which 

means the FBI is out.  So much for taking evidence to Donna Taliaferro.” 

“We still need that evidence.  And I’m still going to my meeting with S.T.  But I’ll 

understand if you want to disappear.” 

“Hell, no!  After what they’ve done?  After everything we’ve been through?  Don’t you 

know we’ll lose if we don’t stick together?” 

“I was hoping you’d say that.”  Brandt exhaled with relief.  He flashed a grateful look at 

Kyrie.  “We might not have a chance to win this thing, but I never want to lose you.” 

“Of course you won’t, you dope.  As long as we’re alive…    But I realize most men have 

a hard time saying it.   So I’ll say it first.  I love you, Dave.  I’ve loved you ever since that night 

you ‘pretended’ to kiss me at Sam’s Restaurant.  That was an amazing kiss for someone only 

acting.” 

“I wasn’t acting.  I love you, too.” 

“God, I wish we weren’t in such a mess.  I’d like to find a nice hotel, then do a whole lot 

more than kiss.” 

“Wow, that would be the best thing in the world.”  He reached across and squeezed 
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Kyrie’s hand.  Now that they weren’t being chased, Brandt drove easily with the traffic.  “When 

this is over, we’ll find a perfect place and take our time…    But right now, we need to get 

another car.  Assuming they weren’t badly hurt, those FBI agents will call in our description.  

Wait, I know just the place to ditch Ted’s Jag.   

“Where?  Long term parking at Reagan?  There’s a good chance any car you take won’t 

be missed tonight.” 

“No.  We don’t have time.   Besides, they’ll still be covering the airports.  Either for us or 

for Khalif’s men.” 

“Oh, Christ.  I forgot about Khalif.  He must be having a good laugh…    Shit, I just 

remembered.  He’ll have a lawyer now.  I never made arrangements to keep tabs on the guy.” 

“You mean because he could carry information between Khalif and his cell.” 

“Right.  I hope Kirk knows enough to put him under surveillance.” 

“Uh, Kyrie, that’s just the kind of thing we’re fighting, isn’t it?” 

“No, of course not.  Khalif’s an enormous danger.  We’d be crazy not to monitor 

someone with direct access, someone chosen by Khalif, himself.  It’s one of the Liberty Law’s 

provisions.” 

“Yes, and it’s creeping toward what we saw in Beardsley’s memo.” 

“It’s all perfectly legal.  Long as a judge okays the wiretap and physical surveillance.  

Good people in our government know where to draw the line.” 

“You still think the phrase ‘good people’ belongs in the same sentence with ‘our 

government?’ 

“Damned right.  The great majority are honest…”  She let out a long sigh, half relief at 

their escape, half exasperation.    “But the last thing I want to do is argue about it now.  Let’s just 

find another goddamned car to steal.” 

“I’m sorry, hon.  My nerves are shot.  The only sleep I’ve had in three days is a couple 

hours on that plane.  They’re trying to kill us, just when we’ve found each other.  They’ve 

hijacked our country, stamped on everything that I believe in.” 

“It’s okay.  I’m sorry, too.” 

“Hey, I just thought of one good thing about those agents jumping us.” 

“What?” 

“Now that they know we’re in Washington, it doesn’t matter if I use my phone.  Long as 

I keep it short, and we keep moving.” 

“Who are you calling?” 

“My boss, Mike Radovic.  Maybe I can still convince him to run my story.” 
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Brandt tried, but didn’t get an answer either at Mike’s office or on his cell.  He was about 

to try Mike’s house, but decided that might get Mrs. Radovic in trouble.  After all, he’d been 

driving her car when the HID agent was killed at the Tidal Basin.  Brandt called his friend Rick 

Schwartz instead.  Rick would know what was going on with Radovic.  A bachelor and notorious 

night owl,  Rick answered on the first ring. 

“Hey, Rick,” said Brandt.  “If you’re around people, don’t say my name.” 

“I’m at the Post.  And I already said ‘Holy Shit!’ when I saw your name on my screen.” 

“Anyone hear you?” 

“Half the floor.  But that’s all right.  We’re all a little spooked.” 

“Yeah, I understand.  Thanks for taking my call.  I’d understand if you wanted to stay 

clear of this mess.” 

“It isn’t so much about you.  Everyone’s in a funk over Mike’s heart attack.” 

“What do you mean?  Is he going to be all right?” 

“Mike died sometime early this morning.  There was an autopsy today.  He had a massive 

coronary.” 

“That’s crazy.  Mike was a vegetarian.  Didn’t smoke, and I never saw him touch alcohol.  

Hell, he didn’t even drink coffee.  The guy was in better shape at sixty-five than most men half 

his age.  For Christ sake, he ran five miles a day.” 

“I know.  He told me once that all his grandparents lived into their eighties.  His parents 

are in their nineties now…     It must’ve been all the stress the last few days.  Just goes to show, 

you never know when you’ll drop dead.” 

“No, I think it goes to show that he was going to run a special with the copy I e-mailed.” 

“What copy?  I didn’t hear anything about a special.” 

“That’s because they killed it along with Mike.  It’s just too coincidental that he’d die the 

same night HID agents attacked Kyrie and me.” 

“They attacked you?  Justice says it was the other way around.  I knew they must be 

lying.” 

“They are.  But I don’t have time to give you the whole story.  For now, just tell me one 

thing -- was anyone with Mike when he died? 

“No.  Maria Villareal found his body.  You know, that nice cleaning lady.  She usually 

empties waste baskets around six a.m.  Says she tried to revive him, but Mike’s body already was 

cold.” 

“So who’s the last one who saw Mike alive?” 

“Shannon, I think.  Says a really big guy was talking to Mike inside his office sometime 
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in the early hours.  Said he had an unusually flat face.” 

“Is Shannon around now?” 

“Nope.  Said she has some kind of family emergency in Greenville.  Shannon gave me 

the key to her place, asked me to take care of her plants and fish since my building’s pretty 

close.” 

“Good.  If you talk to her, tell her to stay the hell away until this is over…   You didn’t 

tell anyone about Shannon seeing the guy, did you?” 

“No.  Should I?” 

“Forget she ever said it.  Her life’s in danger if they learn she saw this guy.” 

“What, you think Mike was murdered in his office?  But how would anyone get past 

security?  It’s been really tight for days.  Not just our guys.  There’s all kinds of feds around.” 

“Who do you think did this?” 

Brandt ended the call.  He realized too late that he’d put Shannon into even more danger 

if they were monitoring Rick’s line.  Probably Rick, too.  At least he hadn’t mentioned that he’d 

e-mailed his story to Radovic’s Yahoo address.  

“You know,” he said to Kyrie, “I always thought I was doing something useful as a 

reporter.  A free press as the last bulwark of liberty, champion of the little guy, all that.  Now I 

find out how easy it is for Lewis and his gang to turn us into criminals.  And when that doesn’t 

work, they silence us.  I’ll never see my kids again…   God, I miss them so much.” 

“I know you do.  But we’re going to win this.”   

Kyrie leaned close and kissed Brandt’s cheek. 

At the Washington Cathedral, Brandt turned left onto Massachusetts Avenue.  Then right 

on Connecticut, past Farragut Square, left on I Street, until he reached the Veterans 

Administration Building.  He happened to know that there was an unguarded lot here full of 

government cars.   

It still was very cold outside, but at least the wind had died.  He quickly hot-wired a Ford 

that looked just like hundreds of others, then had Kyrie follow him for a few blocks.  They left 

the Jaguar across from the John Barry statue at Franklin Park, didn’t bother wiping it, because 

the FBI already knew they’d used it.  But they wouldn’t know about the olive green Ford, 

indistinguishable from thousand of others used by bureaucrats. 

It was 1:55 a.m. and now Brandt really had to hustle to make his meeting.  Under the best 

of conditions, the Smithsonian Complex was ten minutes away.  S. T. insisted on punctuality.  

Said anything more than five minutes late and they had to scrub.  Brandt couldn’t afford to wait 

for another meeting.   
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He tore east on K Street, turned south at Mt. Vernon Square, shot through lights for eight 

blocks until they reached the Hoover Building.  Brandt went slower for a block, gritting his teeth 

as he noticed the many lights burning through windows on the higher floors.  They came past the 

Justice Building, then the main complex of Smithsonian buildings, turned east on Independence 

Avenue, raced for two more blocks.  They reached the Air-Space Museum at exactly 2:00 a.m. 

Brandt left the car in front of NASA headquarters, leapt out on the pavement, ran at full 

speed across Independence.  He saw the outlines of three large statues lit up by flood lights.  

When they’d worked out the list originally, S.T. had specified that he’d look like a street person 

loitering around the sculpture called Delta Solar.  Brandt wasn’t sure which it was, but the 

sculpture on the west lawn was shaped like a pyramid, so he ran toward it. 

The walls of the museum gleamed a metallic white in the floodlights.  Patches of dense 

mist drifting past the huge rectangular sections made them seem foreboding.  Brandt didn’t see 

any bums.  No one prowling the curb, no one leaning on one of the tall, old-fashioned light poles, 

no one stretched out on the ground.  But in this cold, dense fog, it would be easy to lurk out of 

sight. 

Brandt stood on the sidewalk breathing hard.  He checked his watch.  He was only one 

minute late.  He peered in both directions.  There was no one.  He listened for the sound of a 

shopping cart squeaking his way.  The street was silent, except for a truck starting up from the 

light at 7th.   

Kyrie caught up to Brandt.  In the rush, he’d forgotten to tell her S.T. insisted he bring no 

one to their meetings.  Brandt didn’t ask her to go back.  S.T. would be watching them already.  

If Kyrie returned to the car, S.T. would suspect an ambush.  He’d disappear, along with any 

information he might share. 

Taking Kyrie’s hand, Brandt led her to the triangular outline of the sculpture on the left.  

Close up, it looked like a pyramid of solar panels made from stainless steel.  A plaque said that 

Delta Solar was a bicentennial gift from Venezuela to the United States.  It loomed three times 

their height, deflecting cold wind down onto their necks.  Brandt drew Kyrie in his arms, held 

her close because she’d begun to shiver.  When her teeth stopped rattling, Brandt pulled her close 

for a long and very sensual kiss.   

Though the night was bleak and the sense of danger extremely strong, kissing Kyrie was 

the most blissful feeling Brandt had ever known.  He had a hard time stopping, but there was 

another reason for the kiss.  Though they stood in shadow, S.T. would guess who’d come with 

Brandt.  He’d know about Kyrie.  He’d know they were together now.  He seemed to know 

things before anybody else. 
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Kyrie didn’t want to end the kiss, either…    At last, she needed to step back for air.  She 

looked into Brandt’s eyes, then told him what she felt. 

“Maybe it’s from finally being with a man I love, but I really think everything will be all 

right.  We’ll win, and then you’ll get back with your children.” 

“God, I hope so.  Surviving this won’t mean anything if I lose Rosie and Connor.” 

“You won’t.   I’m looking forward to meeting them very much.”   

“I know they’re going to love you.  They’re great kids, Kyrie.  They’ll be thrilled to see 

me happy.” 

At that moment,  S.T. stepped out from behind the Ad Astra sculpture.  Just as Brandt 

predicted, the kiss had drawn him in.  He walked across the shadows toward them.  Brandt 

flinched, because S.T. wasn’t dressed in filthy clothes.  In fact, he wore a cop’s uniform. 

“You said you’d be a bum.  Remember?  At our last meeting, you changed it from a 

tourist.” 

“No time.” 

“How much time does it take to throw on rags?” 

“I had to be presentable earlier today.  So I was freshly shaved.  Now some bums are, 

I’ve noticed, but the thing is, it takes at least three days to work up a good stink…    Why did you 

bring Miss Langford?  You know our agreement.” 

“I’m here because Brandt doesn’t trust you,” Kyrie answered, stepping forward.  “I don’t 

trust you, either.” 

“That’s far enough,” said S.T.  “Considering your martial arts proficiency, I’d have to 

draw my weapon.” 

“I might have to, too,” said Kyrie. 

“You aren’t armed.” 

“How do you know?” 

“You’d hold your hands closer to your body…   But that’s not the question.  It’s whether 

I should leave right now.” 

“Don’t,” said Brant.  “I apologize about breaking the agreement, but you can understand 

why we wouldn’t trust you.  You told me to watch the candidates in the early primaries, you 

hinted it’s connected to Khalif, but you said nothing about an assassination in Philadelphia.  You 

sent me to the Justice Building, where we were ambushed by HID agents.  Then we turn into 

prime suspects.  What would you think if you were in my place?  That you were the one who set 

us up, of course.” 

“You’re right.  That’s exactly what I’d think.  I’d bring a trusted backup, too.” 
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There was sudden motion at their backs.  Kyrie spun, ready to attack. 

“It’s all right,” said S.T.  “That’s just the statue.  Otero designed it to spin in gusts of 

wind.” 

“I thought your backup was sneaking up behind us,” said Kyrie.  She listened to the 

creaking of the sculpture, then turned cautiously to face S.T.  “You just said-” 

“I said I’d bring one if I got caught in your position.  As for me, I work alone…    All 

right, you can stay.” 

“So why did you call us here?” asked Brandt.  “You must know that they’re closing in.  

Did they really need you to trap us?” 

“This isn’t a trap.  Do you see other ‘cops?’” 

“No, I guess I don’t.  What is it, then?  Don’t tell me you have a copy of that memo we 

found on Beardsley’s computer.” 

“Forget the memo.  It won’t save you now.  It might establish what this administration 

will do to protect itself, but they’ll spin it as necessary policy in this age of terrorism.” 

“Then what do you suggest?” asked Brandt.     

“I don’t suggest anything.  That’s up to you.” 

“Damn it, S.T.  You must know something more, or you wouldn’t have brought me 

here.” 

“What did you call me?” 

“Um, S.T.  It stands for-    Never mind what it stands for.  I had to call you something.  

You never told me your name.” 

“I never tell anyone.  That’s why I’ve stayed alive so long.  The truth is that I have a lot 

of names.”  He smiled at Brandt, turned slowly toward Kyrie, smiled at her, too.  “Carl 

Stenowski, Sasha Tamirov, Barrett Sloan, Vlad the Litter Spiker…    My real one is Jim 

Bonner.” 

  The man’s expression had just turned from the stone face of a sphinx to jovial warmth.  

He chuckled happily. 

“Gosh, it feels good to say that.  You have no idea how long it’s been.  But you can’t 

repeat it, ever.  I need both of you to promise.” 

“I promised at the start I wouldn’t reveal anything about you,” said Brandt.  “Journalists 

take that kind of promise seriously.” 

“I promise, too,” said Kyrie.  “But you never answered Brandt’s question.  Don’t you 

have anything for us?” 

“I do.  It’s a micro-cassette tape.” 
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“Why didn’t you just give it to Brandt in the first place?” demanded Kyrie. 

“I didn’t have it when we started.  After it came into my hands, I meant to give it to a 

highly placed ally, but he proved unreliable…    I’ve decided that you need it more than he 

does.” 

“What’s on the tape?”  

“A conversation between two men, one of them extremely famous.  It will answer a lot 

about the assassination.” 

“What do you mean?” asked Brandt. 

“Just give it to the right people and they’ll know.” 

“What right people?  And who’s this person you thought was an ally?  Who should we 

avoid?” 

“Sorry.  You’re asking the wrong guy.” 

“Come on,” said Kyrie.  “We’re out of choices.  We can’t go to Justice, because they’re 

the ones who’ve charged us with capital offenses.  We were going to try Donna Taliaferro at the 

FBI.  We both thought she was honest.  But fifteen minutes ago, her assistant Bridger tried to kill 

us.” 

“An FBI agent?” said Bonner.  “That surprises me.  Far as I know, they’re clean on this.  

I would have guessed CIA or Homeland Security.” 

“Actually, Bridger was only driving the car,” said Kyrie.   

“I recognized the guy who fired at us,” said Brandt.  “He works for HID.  Don’t know if 

it’s his real name, but he goes by Skip Kolmeyer.” 

“The one who tried to kill you and your kids?” 

“That’s right.  This only makes it worse.  Normally, the FBI and HID hate each other.  If 

they’re cooperating, it proves how badly this is stacked against us. There isn’t a court in this 

country where our testimony would be given equal weight to the administration’s claims.  The 

only thing left is take it straight to the public through the press.  But we just learned Mike 

Radovic at the Post was murdered when he tried to run my story.” 

“Yeah, I heard,” said Bonner.  “The only thing I can tell you is what I’d do, myself.” 

“Okay, what’s that?” 

“Tonight’s the last time I’ll be in the United States.  I’ll collect what I’ve managed to salt 

away offshore, then it’s welcome to retirement.” 

“That’s your advice?” said Kyrie.  “Run away?” 

“No, it isn’t my advice, it’s what I plan to do.  But you’re not me.  You two still believe 

there’s hope for this fucked-up country.  That’s why I’m giving my tape to you.  I’d planned it 
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for insurance, but I have dozens of impeachable crimes documented.  Besides, my conscience 

got the better of me.  I’m afraid the beers won’t taste so good knowing I got you two young 

people killed.  I had a son and daughter once.  They’d be about your age.  Used to take them 

here, they loved the airplanes and space capsules.” 

“My Pop used to take us kids, too,” said Brandt.  “I really liked that fighter jet that you 

could climb into.  My own kids --  I bet they’d love it.” 

“Sure, Rosie and Connor are at a terrific age.” 

“You know their names?” 

“Of course.” 

“Do you know how they are?” 

“Still safe…     Here’s one piece of advice I can give you.  Even if you win this, be very 

careful.  HID doesn’t leave loose ends.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“The pair who looked like Salimmeh and Kemal – if you’ve been monitoring your police 

scanner, you’ve heard they were hauled in by an oyster boat?” 

“Yeah, we heard something about that, but what’s it mean?” asked Kyrie.  

“They were a loose end HID needed to tie off,” said Bonner.  “Two agents chosen to pull 

off the assassination because they’d be mistaken for the terrorists.  You don’t think the 

administration would take any chance they’d live to testify, do you?” 

“What, you mean Lewis had Howe killed?”   

Brandt gaped, as Bonner nodded.   

“Damn!  I always knew Lewis was ruthless, but I never guessed he’d resort to murder.” 

“Hold on a minute,” said Kyrie.  “That’s awful hard to swallow.”   

“It’s on the tape,” said Bonner. 

“You have a recording where Lewis gives the orders?” 

“Not in so many words, but the drift’s extremely clear.” 

“No one’s going to believe the President of the United States is an assassin.  You’d better 

have overwhelming proof.” 

“I’m the one who dumped the bodies.  I stole the job from someone else, but just the 

same as other jobs I’ve done, the orders came from Stuart Fiske.  I’m sure you realize Homeland 

Security doesn’t do anything without an order from President Lewis.” 

“Fiske ordered these assassins killed?” 

“Killed and made to disappear.” 

“So you’ve killed for them before?” 
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“Yes.  Too many…     Hell, my life’s been anything but good.  I’m the one who knocked 

the opposition’s best candidate out of the race.  And bugged the new frontrunner’s offices.” 

“Wait,” said Brandt.  “You told me you refused that kind of job.” 

“I lied…   Sorry, lifelong habit.  You don’t make it in this business without doing nasty 

things and covering your tracks.  But I’m trying to make up for the life I’ve led.  That’s why I 

followed the man who shot the two assassins.  I convinced him that Fiske sent me to dump the 

bodies.   I picked shallow water where I knew the oyster boats were working.  I did a lousy job 

weighting them down.  I was hoping they’d float up.” 

“Why not go to Congress with everything you know?” asked Brandt.  “Lewis might like 

to be a dictator, but even at the height of his power, he never managed to take away their 

subpoena power.  They’ll gladly investigate, if you show them some proof” 

“That’s your job to get them interested.  I just want to fade away.” 

“But if we try anything like that, we’ll be arrested on the spot,” said Kyrie.  “We 

wouldn’t even get inside before they’d shoot us down.  But you’re not charged with anything.  

I’ll bet no one even knows your face.” 

“It’s too late for this country,” said Bonner.  “I don’t want to stick around and see what 

happens next.  I know you kids think there’s hope, so I’m giving you a fighting chance.  That’s 

the best I can do.”  

He turned and walked into the mist.   
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TWENTY-SEVEN 
 

 

“My God!” said Kyrie.  “Do you believe him?” 

“Absolutely.  Lewis would do anything to hold onto power.  You saw the memo.  And 

now we learn Metzfeld and Lane were both manipulated out of the election.  Plus, I’ll bet 

anything it was Lewis who ordered Mike Radovic’s murder.  Probably more before him.  Hell, 

when HID tried to run me off the road, they didn’t care if my kids got killed.  So it makes sense 

Lewis would take advantage of the terrorist situation by getting rid of Howe.” 

“This is really warped, but I agree.  It’s the only way Lewis could still control the 

government.” 

“Exactly what I’m thinking.  Lewis thought Howe would be easy to manipulate, but it 

became obvious that even Mitchell would beat him in the fall.” 

“Jesus!  Khalif and his friends handed Lewis the perfect opportunity.  Once Fiske made it 

a terrorist assassination, they not only got Howe out of the way, but now the country rallies 

behind Lewis.” 

“He’s smarter than I thought.  If you ignore the fact only a psychopath would try such a 

thing, it was a brilliant move.” 

“So what do we do now?” 

“We get back in the car.  You drive around, while I make calls.”  Brandt took Kyrie’s 

hand and hustled across the street.  “Go anywhere.  They’ll be monitoring my cell, but they can’t 

get our exact location if you change directions often.” 

“Who are you calling?” 

“Friends in the media.  The people hunting us will think I want an exclusive for the Post.   

I’ll bet that’s where they’re watching.  But what do I care about a byline now?  This is our only 

chance.  I need to get this into all the majors.  New York Times, Wall Street Journal, the 

networks, CNN.  They all have bureaus here with night staffs.  This is huge, so they’ll all jump.  

Lewis can’t shut down every one of them.” 

“But we don’t even know what’s on that tape.  Unless you still have your pocket 
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recorder.” 

“I don’t.  It must’ve fallen out when I parachuted.  But the first reporter who agrees to 

meet us, I’ll ask him to bring one.” 

“What if Bonner’s recording is nothing that would stand up in court?”  Kyrie’s face was 

taut with strain.  For the first time through the whole ordeal, she looked scared.  “We won’t stay 

free after we start meeting with the press.  The tape has to be conclusive evidence.  It better sink 

Lewis or we’re dead.  We need to hear what’s on it.” 

“Fine, I’ll break into some electronics store, if they still carry recorders that’ll play a 

microcassette.  Any more genius plans while you’re at it?”   

Brandt was as wired as if he’d swallowed a gallon of espresso.  He doubted anyone had 

ever been in such an impossible situation and survived.  Still, he immediately regretted snapping 

at Kyrie.  She was the only one on his side.  What’s more, she was right about the tape.  For 

God’s sake, it had only been ten minutes since they’d revealed how they felt about each other.  

Despite the tension of a no-win situation, only a real prick would belittle someone he loved.  He 

could see that Kyrie felt stung, but she had the grace to resist a withering retort. 

“God, I’m sorry,” Brandt apologized.  “I love you and you’re right about the tape.  We 

have to know what’s on it…    I guess it’s just I’m feeling totally boxed in.  I didn’t mean to 

show you so soon what an asshole I can be.” 

“You’re not an asshole, Dave.  I love you, too.  Now make your calls.  We have no other 

choice.” 

Kyrie eased out onto Independence Avenue.  As Brandt scrolled down his cell’s 

directory, they heard a burst of gunfire.  Single shots came in answer from the direction of the 

Air-Space Museum.  A motor gunned, then there was another burst from a semi-automatic.  

Brandt and Kyrie both swiveled to look across Independence at the museum.  They couldn’t see 

much through the fog. 

Kyrie stepped on the accelerator.  Not hard enough to make the Ford’s turning tires 

screech, but they needed to be elsewhere rapidly before the bullets found them.  Brandt delayed 

connecting his first call.  He knew it was irrational, they couldn’t possibly triangulate so fast, but 

he didn’t want to give them help. 

A large SUV rolled out of the fog, coming in their direction.  As it passed beneath a street 

lamp, Brand saw that it was cobalt blue.  So S.T. had been right.  Or Bonner, but it was hard to 

think of him by an ordinary name.  They must have tailed him to the meeting.  Brandt pulled 

Kyrie down as they passed the SUV. 

There was no gunfire, just the sound of the chase vehicle accelerating.  Maybe they didn’t 
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know about this Ford yet.  Brandt looked back at the cobalt SUV.  There were four agents in it.  

He made the first phone call.  He’d chosen his good friend Mark Fishbein, who wrote for the 

New York Times.  Relentless when he got after a hot story, Fishbein was another inveterate night 

owl.   

But not tonight, apparently.  Four rings, then Brandt got voice mail.  He scrolled down to 

the next number. 

“They’re turning!” yelled Kyrie.  “Oh my God!  They’re coming quick.” 

“We can’t outrun them in this car.  There’s no traffic and they’ve got twice the power.  

Pull over before they ram us.  We’ll have to ditch them on foot.” 

They jumped out a hundred yards short of the HEW building.  Too well lit here, so they 

crossed Independence.  At the corner of Fourth, there was a body with a large black stain 

drinking light beneath a mercury vapor lamp.  As they raced past, Brandt could see the bullet 

riddled clothing was a policeman’s uniform.  It wouldn’t have done any good to stop.  Jim 

Bonner was very dead. 

Their only chance was to reach the Capitol.  Get at least one camera crew to meet them 

there.  Fiske wouldn’t want his execution team to try anything in front of press.  But Brandt 

couldn’t find the numbers while running.  They needed to get into a dark spot where they’d be 

safe for a few minutes.   

They turned east on Jefferson.  Dashed full speed up the Mall.  It was all but deserted.  

This time of year, only the heartiest street people slept on benches.  There were no protesters 

holding an all-night vigil.  No one to blend among.   

Brandt sensed headlights focused on his back.  Still at full speed, he risked a glance 

behind, almost tripped.  Kyrie steadied him with a hand on his left shoulder.  The headlights 

came closer.  Thank God – they were from a silver car, not an SUV.  Brandt and Kyrie continued 

running.  Both in excellent shape, they neared the corner of 3rd Street like two Olympic sprinters 

neck and neck.  No traffic here either, so they shot across. 

Across from the Botanic Gardens, Brandt pulled Kyrie into a doorway.  He had to make 

more phone calls.  Backs turned to Maryland Avenue, he embraced Kyrie like they were a dating 

couple who’d stopped to snuggle.  Behind her shoulder, he scrolled to the next number.   

His cell phone suddenly chirped its three tone ring. 

“Don’t answer!” whispered Kyrie.  “They’re trying to locate us.” 

“It isn’t them,” said Brandt.  “Screen says it’s Donna Taliaferro.  I have her number 

stored.” 

“Then she’s the one who shot Bonner.  That must’ve been her squad in the dark blue 
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SUV.” 

“I don’t think so.  Bonner said the FBI is clean in this, and I believe it.  This stinks of 

HID.  They’ve already tried to kill us twice.  I’d better take Donna’s call.  We don’t have 

anything to lose.” 

“Okay.  Do it.” 

He connected, then spoke rapidly to Donna.  She explained about the incident on 

Wisconsin Avenue involving Ken Bridger.  Swore he’d crashed while wrestling the gun away 

from a HID agent.   

“You need to surrender, along with Kyrie Langford,” she said.  “I can guarantee your 

safety if you come in immediately.” 

Brandt told her about the HID team murdering his source.   

“They’re after us right now, a minute behind at most.  But we’ll meet you on the Capitol 

steps if you can promise a fair examination of Bonner’s evidence.” 

“Of course.  You have my word.” 

“Good.  We’ll see you soon.  And thanks.” 

Brandt terminated the call.  His usage readout said 0:54.  Not enough time for HID to 

pinpoint their location. 

They left the doorway, sprinted once more toward the U.S. Capitol.  The Reflecting Pool 

was on their left.  Even at this hour, some people strolled beside it.   

They slowed for traffic as they reached the circle at 1st Street.   When they crossed, a 

silver car swung around.  It was the same one that had passed on Jefferson.  Now it squealed to a 

halt just in front of them.  Brandt sprawled over its hood.  Kyrie dodged, but fell.  She tried to get 

up, collapsed immediately.  She’d suffered a severely twisted ankle.   

Agents jumped out of both front doors and stunned Brandt with a pair of Tasers.  A third 

one stuck his pistol into Kyrie’s temple.  The cobalt SUV caught up and stopped beside a light 

pole with twin white globes.  A gray haired man stepped from the van.  Kyrie recognized him as 

the agent from Beardsley’s office who had the kindly voice. 

“Get in,” said Clay Hunston softly.  “No trouble, or I’ll take you to the pool and drown 

you.” 

“I saved your life,” mumbled Brandt, just recovering from the Tasers’ double jolt.  “I 

gave you CPR.” 

“Thanks,” said the agent.  “Now get in.” 

He held open the SUV’s rear door.  With a gun to Kyrie’s head, Brandt had little choice.  

He wondered why the HID team hadn’t shot them both already.   
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“Give me the tape,” said Hunston when Kyrie and Brandt were both inside the SUV.   

When Brandt didn’t comply immediately, the agent on his left punched him in the face, 

patted him down, then grabbed the cassette from his jacket’s inner pocket.   

“The memo, too,” said Hunston as the SUV rolled off. 

The agents surrounding Brandt searched all his pockets, but came up empty. 

“Search the girl,” said Hunston.  “Don’t forget inside her bra and panties.” 

“I had it,” Brandt said at once.   They seemed to think that Bonner had given them a copy 

of the incriminating memo.  It would only delay their search to tell this lie, but he had to try. 

“Must’ve fallen out back there when I pitched over the silver car’s hood.” 

“Go back,” Hunston told the driver.  “Search the street.  Find that goddamned paper.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

  Who have you told about this?”  Hunston asked Brandt. 

“No one yet. There wasn’t time.” 

“Don’t lie to me.  I want all the names right now.  Your pretty girlfriend won’t look so 

nice with a chunk blown out of her head.” 

“You fucking bastard!” Brandt shouted as they pulled up by the Reflecting Pool once 

more. 

Brandt said nothing else, even after they sent another excruciating burst of current 

through his body.  He  understood that the only thing keeping Kyrie and him alive was Hunston’s 

need to find out who they’d told.  The minute he got his answer, they’d be dead. 

“Give me your cell phone.  I’ll just see who you called.” 

“Found it, sir,” said the driver as he returned to the SUV.  “It was right there by the 

curb.” 

“Let me see…   You moron!  This is a fucking flyer for a deli.” 

“Sorry, sir.  It’s too dark to read out there.” 

“This flyer’s soaked and torn.  And printed on yellow paper, too!” 

“Sorry, sir.  I’ll go back out and look.” 

“Hold on.  The memo’s on white paper, Brandt?” 

“Yeah, but it’s not a single sheet.  There’s three pages.”  Actually, there’d only been half 

a page of text, but Hunston didn’t seem to know this.  “Three pages, held together by a paper 

clip.  But it might’ve come loose.  They probably blew around.” 

“You lying fuck.  How many, really?  Give him a little memory aid, boys.” 

Brandt writhed in agony as they once more fired their Tasers.  

“OUT OF THE SUV!  HANDS WHERE WE CAN SEE THEM!” 
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Brandt recognized Donna Taliaferro’s voice.  FBI agents yanked open the SUV’s doors.  

Bright lights flooded in. 

Hunston slowly lowered his pistol from Kyrie’s head.  He held up empty hands.  He 

wanted no part of a shootout or a standoff where someone might get itchy.  There were far easier 

ways to win this. 

“Put down the Tasers,” Hunston said to the pair of agents in the back seat.  “We’re all on 

the same side here.  Miz Taliaferro doesn’t realize who we are…   If you’ll let me reach into my 

jacket, I’ll be glad to show i.d.” 

“I know who you are,” said Donna.  “And frankly, it looks doubtful we’re working the 

same side.  The FBI might have its problems, but we don’t go in for torture.  We’re here to take 

these two into custody.” 

“They’re my prisoners,” said Hunston.  “If you have any confusion about jurisdiction, call 

Director McClendon.  He’ll tell you that the President gave Homeland Security overall control of 

this investigation.” 

“Collect their weapons,” Donna said to Ken Bridger.  “Don’t bother reading their rights 

yet.  We’ll need warrants first.” 

“Did you hear me, lady?” insisted Hunston.  “You’re interfering in a National Security 

case of the highest magnitude.  Leave now, or you’ll be charged with-” 

“File your charges, Hunston.  Let’s see how they stack up against attempted murder.” 

“Throw in conspiracy to tamper with evidence,” said Kyrie.  “He took a microcassette 

tape from Brandt.  You’re going to want to hear it.” 

“Give the cassette to me,” Donna ordered Hunston. 

“The hell I will!  Director Fiske will have your head for this.”  

“I’ve changed my mind,” Donna said to Ken.  “Cuff the four HID agents.  Make it assault 

and battery for now.  Search Hunston for the tape.” 

“You can’t do this!”  Hunston’s voice wasn’t nearly so soft now.  “This is abetting 

terrorism.  That’s a capital offense.” 

“You come with me,” Donna said to Ken after he’d found the microcassette.  “We’ll take 

Langford and Brandt in.  Dixon and Traynor, you escort our friends from HID for questioning…    

No rush.  Processing center’s short staffed this time of night.” 

 

      ~ 

 

“So are we under arrest?” asked Kyrie once Donna got underway.  “You don’t believe 
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these bullshit charges, do you?” 

“No, I don’t, for what it’s worth.  That’s why I haven’t put you in restraints.   But I still 

have to bring you in.” 

“We understand,” said Brandt.  “But thanks for the vote of confidence and thanks for 

saving us…     Uh, maybe you should listen to the tape before you do anything.  You wouldn’t 

have a pocket recorder on you?” 

“No, but I can get one at headquarters.” 

“Is it safe for us to go there?” asked Kyrie.  “Do you realize just how deep this runs?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“How long can your men keep the HID guys from reporting in?” 

“You’re suggesting they’re part of a larger conspiracy?” 

“I mean we all could be dead by morning once this breaks.” 

“We’ve got a pocket recorder at home,” said Ken.  “Hayley used it for taking notes when 

she was at the Academy.” 

“Okay, we’ll go there first,” said Donna.  “Not procedure, but Hutchinson can add that to 

the report when he cans my ass.  What the hell – they’ll blame me that we’ve made no progress 

on the terrorists.  They’ll need a scapegoat, so my pension’s up in flames already.” 

“You were pulled off Khalif’s cell to catch us?” asked Brandt.  “Isn’t anybody hunting 

for them now?” 

“I’m still on it,” said Donna.  “But Ken called me after Kolmeyer shot at you and made 

them wreck.” 

“From the description I heard, he’s also the one who murdered Mike Radovic.” 

“You have evidence that Radovic was murdered?  Autopsy said it was a heart attack.” 

“They must’ve made it look like one.  Check the security films for the night Radovic 

died.  I’ll bet our friend Kolmeyer turns up.” 

“I’ll do that.  He’s one of Hunston’s team, you know.” 

“Where is he now?” 

“Could be anywhere.  After the crash, he refused to go into the hospital for treatment.   

When I heard he fired at the Jaguar you were driving, I knew I’d better catch you instead of HID.  

You’re a pain in the ass, which I guess good reporters have to be, but you’re no murderer or 

terrorist.” 

“You’ll be surprised to learn who is,” said Kyrie. 

“Why, did Khalif tell you something?” 

“He claims our agents kidnapped and tortured him, but that isn’t what I meant.  I was 



Enemy of Freedom Paul Coulter 291 
 

  

talking about the assassination.” 

“What about it?” 

“Khalif’s people had nothing to do with it,” said Brandt.  “The man who gave me this 

tape said it was a government operation.  Believe me, he has the background to know.  His 

name’s Jim Bonner, but his primary identity with the CIA was Carl Stenowski.  He bluffed his 

way into HID’s operation, dumped the assault team’s bodies after they were murdered.  Said he 

did it somewhere they’d be found.” 

“So that’s why they floated up in the oyster beds,” said Ken. 

“If it’s still there, you should have someone collect his body from the corner of Fourth 

and Independence.  Bonner’s in a cop’s uniform, but that was for disguise.  Hunston’s team 

killed him right after our meeting.” 

“Wait,” said Donna.  “You’re claiming that Vice President Howe’s assassination was a 

government approved operation?” 

 “Not just claiming.  Bonner says this originated at the highest level.” 

“What, you don’t mean the President?  Come on, Brandt.  That’s pretty hard to credit.” 

“Bonner said there’s proof on that cassette.” 

“It better be damned strong proof.  You’re also telling me your only witness to this 

purported plot is dead.” 

“That’s right, he’s dead,” said Kyrie.  “And I think your forensics team will find he was 

shot with the semi-automatic you confiscated from Agent Hunston…   But I don’t think he’ll be 

the only witness.  Think about it – someone provided the nerve gas, someone supplied the 

weapon capable of firing a chemical shell.  Someone dressed them to look like Salimmeh and 

Kemal, someone handled logistics necessary to get them into Philadelphia, someone coordinated 

their escape.  Someone planned the operation, someone murdered the assault team, someone 

delivered the two corpses that Bonner said he dumped.  I’ll bet a dozen people know about this, 

and others know a piece.” 

“I wouldn’t be surprised,” said Ken.  “Donna, you know we both came to the conclusion 

this wasn’t Khalif’s cell.” 

“Many other anti-U.S. groups are capable of doing this.”   

“Yeah, but those two floaters were ex-military.  If it was a government operation, that 

explains the Long Tom, too.” 

“Maybe,” said Donna.  “I tried to learn more about D’Onofrio and Petrosian this 

afternoon.  Maybe that’s why I came up empty from the time they left the military…   But 

there’s another problem.” 
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“What?” asked Brandt. 

“Just because I can’t find Salimmeh and Kemal, it doesn’t mean they’ve fled.  I’m 

convinced they’ll strike again.” 

“Donna’s right,” said Ken.  “We know Benouri was hanging around the chemistry labs at 

Harvard.  Salimmeh and Kemal removed a package from a locker in Wildwood, New Jersey.  It 

was the right size for a gas canister.  If it wasn’t them in Philadelphia, I’ll bet they’re still 

planning to use nerve gas.  And the message from Salimmeh swore the next one will be worse.  

We have to assume the Metroliner bombing wasn’t theirs.” 

“You never released their boot message after the tunnel bombing?” asked Brandt. 

“No.  Maybe we should have.  I think their next strike will be very soon.” 

“I got that same feeling from Khalif,” said Kyrie. 

“Why?  What did he say?” 

“Something about punishing the US government for abusing Muslims…      Did you ever 

read a transcript of the evidence found on his laptop in Paris?” 

“Yes.  After I was assigned to hunt for his cell.” 

“Remember the supposed novel he was writing?  He had elements about a nuclear attack, 

a biological strike with Ebola virus, and a raid using Blackhawk helicopters.” 

“I remember.  Did you get the sense he actually had those capabilities?” 

“No.  Everything I learned about the Islamic Force suggests they’re seeking nuclear and 

biological weapons, but they don’t have them yet.  And I’m sure they can’t steal Blackhawks.  

But Khalif may have told his people to use a helicopter for delivering the nerve gas.” 

“You’re right!  Anyone can charter a helicopter.  All you need’s a credit card.” 

“I think their next strike will be here,” said Brandt. 

“Why?” asked Donna. 

“Because D.C. is the center of our government.  That’s who Khalif said he’d punish.” 

“Shit!  We don’t restrict the airspace from helicopter use.” 

“We’d better get right on it,” said Ken.   

“We’re almost to your house,” said Donna.  “What’s a civilian helicopter’s range – three 

hundred miles?  You go on-line, make a list of every place they could get a flight.   To be on the 

safe side, use a radius of five hundred miles.” 

Donna knew that she was committing professional suicide.  Committing a serious crime, 

in fact, by not alerting the operations center immediately.  Her duty was to scramble every 

available agent to check airports.  But if she called in, she’d also be required to report the source 

of her information.  Hutchinson would order her to bring in Brandt and Langford.  He’d want the 
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tape.  If it was as incendiary as Brandt claimed, Director McClendon would take charge of it 

personally.  Which meant that Fiske would get it.  He seemed to have a powerful hold over 

McClendon.  And if Fiske took over the investigation, any damaging information against the 

administration would disappear. 

If she stayed outside official channels, she’d face a lengthy prison term, at best.  Even if 

she caught the terrorists before they struck, her FBI career was over.  She was crossing the 

Rubicon.  Or make that the Potomac…    But there was no way she’d stand by while HID killed 

Brandt and Langford.  She didn’t doubt that Fiske would order it to cover up high crimes.  She 

suspected Brandt was right about Vice President Howe’s assassination. 

“Don’t wake Hayley if you can help it,” Donna said to Ken as they pulled into his 

driveway. “We’ll want to be quick and quiet.  It’s better if she doesn’t know we were here.  You 

don’t want her pulled into this.  You work the Internet to get contact numbers for those 

helicopter services.  I’ll listen to the tape, then make some calls.” 
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TWENTY-EIGHT  
 

 

Salimmeh and Kemal spent the night in the safe house outside Front Royal.  The day 

before, Salimmeh had persuaded Kemal that trying other airports would be senseless.  The wind 

was the same everywhere.  Even if there were available helicopters, no pilot would agree to take 

them up.  It would be madness to show their faces all around. 

This morning, the weather was mild.  The fog last night had given way to thick clouds 

with little wind.  Yesterday afternoon, Salimmeh had called George Taylor at the Manassas 

Regional Airport, apologized for the misunderstanding.  Taylor confirmed that the eight to ten 

time slot was still available.  Though it was only an hour’s drive, they set out at six.  In America, 

it was always necessary to make allowances for traffic. 

But Route 64 ran fast and smooth.  They reached their exit at Gainesville with an hour 

and fifteen minutes to spare.   

“Stop here – I’m hungry,” Kemal said.   

His voice was flat, unfriendly.  At least he wasn’t fondling his gun. 

“Okay with me,” said Salimmeh. 

He pulled over at the restaurant.  There were numerous vehicles in its parking lot.  Must 

be a good place for breakfast.  The only food left at the lodge was half a loaf of stale bread and 

some Captain Crunch.  Salimmeh liked sweet cereal, but Kemal thought it vile.  There was no 

milk, anyway. 

They went inside, passed the counter full of locals.  Most of the booths were also full.  

Almost everyone was dressed in jeans and casual shirts and ball caps.  Salimmeh and Kemal had 

once more donned their fine Italian suits.  Salimmeh knew that George Taylor might wonder 

why rich Italians hadn’t packed more than one suit for their trip, but there was no choice.  Maybe 

he wouldn’t notice. 

No one in here seemed to think anything about their clothes.  Though it was a 

workingman’s kind of place, they were close to Washington.  Salimmeh assumed that many 

business travelers stopped in.  The chatter at the tables didn’t break as they walked by.  Only one 
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or two men even glanced their way.  Certainly, no one recognized them as the tunnel bombers.  

The pictures put out on the news were accurate, but now they were freshly shaved, with short 

hair cuts, tinted contact lenses, and these fine clothes. 

They sat down at an open booth.  Within seconds, a waitress brought them menus.  

Unlike the regulars, she had a nice smile for them. 

“Coffee, gentlemen?” she asked. 

“Please,” said Salimmeh.  “Cream and sugar.” 

Kemal grunted something which she took to mean, “Me, too.” 

Salimmeh admired her backside as she walked away.  Round and ample, with a seductive 

sway.  Her long, dark hair was gathered in a pony-tail trailing down her back.  He enjoyed the 

way its tip swung like a metronome above her hips.  Tantalizingly, it stayed just out of reach 

from tickling her ass. 

She came back promptly with the coffee.  Brought them a real pitcher of cream, not those 

plastic packets.  The coffee smelled delicious.  So did the aroma of country ham coming from the 

grill.  Here in America, Salimmeh had eaten pork many times.  At Dave & Buster’s in 

Philadelphia, he’d cooked pork, too.  It didn’t seem impure.  Just another meat, the same as beef 

and lamb and chicken.  But Salimmeh knew he couldn’t order country ham.  Kemal would erupt 

in anger.  He decided to have the hash browns and eggs, instead. 

He saw from the waitress’s name tag that she was called Tami.  What a pretty name.  He 

wondered if it was short for something.  And what a pretty resting place for the name tag.  Like 

her hips, Tami’s breasts were full and round.  Just the way Salimmeh liked them, straining at her 

crisp, white blouse.  Her eyes were dark, her lashes long.  Her nose was delicate and slightly 

hooked, her lips wide and sensual.  She wore very little makeup, maybe a touch of blush on her 

cheeks. 

Salimmeh glanced at her hand.  Tami wasn’t married.    She caught the glance and 

smiled.  Her teeth were very white.  She held the smile, while she waited with her pad.  A 

genuine smile, modest but inviting.  Salimmeh guessed she didn’t have a serious boyfriend, 

either. 

“Ready, gentlemen?” she asked. 

“Pancakes,” said Kemal.  “Don’t put anything on them.” 

“We usually just bring butter and syrup on the side,” said Tami. 

“Nothing else,” said Kemal.” 

“Okay.  And you, sir?” 

“I’ll have the hash browns and two eggs, over easy,” said Salimmeh.   “Could you also 
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bring some strawberry jam?” 

“Sure.  Would you like toast, too?” 

“No, just the jam, please.  I mix it with my eggs.  I know that must sound awful, but 

that’s the way I like it.” 

“Actually, that sounds pretty good.  I’ll have to try it…    You’re cute.  Do you mind if I 

ask where you’re from?” 

“Yes,” said Kemal, glaring at the girl. 

“Don’t mind him,” said Salimmeh.  “My friend has a tooth ache.  We’re businessmen 

from Rome.  My name’s Gino and this is Nico.  We’ve been sent here to open an American 

headquarters.” 

“Around Manassas?” 

“Maybe.  We have to find a site.” 

“Can’t do better than right here.  I’ve lived here all my life.  Most girls are in a hurry to 

get away, but I think it’s the best place in the world.” 

“It’s very pretty country,” said Salimmeh. 

“And real good folks.  You won’t have any trouble hiring.  What kind of company is it?” 

“Enough questions!” growled Kemal.  “We’re in a hurry.  Just bring us our food.” 

Tami’s face dropped, but Salimmeh hurried to smile in apology.  She looked one last 

time at him, then turned to place their order. 

They ate in silence after Tami brought the food.  But the relief of filling an empty 

stomach helped, and now Salimmeh felt ready to carry out the mission.  The coffee helped, too – 

three cups, so he felt extremely alert.  When Tami saw how much he liked the coffee, she 

brought him a Styrofoam cup for the road. They paid in cash, and after Kemal rose, Salimmeh 

slipped a very generous tip underneath his plate. 

Outside, they got back in the car.  As soon as he sat down, Kemal started stroking his gun 

again.  Clearly, he was very agitated. 

“Relax,” said Salimmeh.  “It will all go fine.  The weather’s perfect.” 

“Fine?  I ought to shoot you now!  Did you have to tell that woman our whole story?” 

“I told her nothing but what our appearance suggests.  We’re businessmen who speak 

English with an accent.  Unmistakably, we’re from another country.” 

“You’re a fool, Salimmeh.  A fool and an immoral goat.  How dare you flirt with that 

woman?  How do you know you weren’t talking to an American agent?” 

“The waitress?  That girl’s as innocent as they come.” 

“American spies are everywhere.  You’ll ruin our mission yet.” 
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“You’re the one who wanted to stop for breakfast.” 

“Yes, to eat.  Not to drool over some American slut.  I’ll bet she isn’t even a virgin.” 

“I’ll bet she isn’t, either.”  Salimmeh thought about it happily.  “But she had a nice smile, 

and she said I was cute.  What am I supposed to do, be rude to her like you.” 

“You put us at risk.  You kept me sitting there an hour, because you wanted to gawk.” 

“We were in there twenty minutes.  We still have plenty of time.  In fact, we should wait 

before we go to the airport.  They won’t be ready for us.” 

In truth, Salimmeh knew that if they got there early, Kemal would do something to raise 

George Taylor’s suspicions. 

“You need to calm down before we get there,” Salimmeh said.  “Have a cigarette.  Or are 

you out?  I’ll go back inside and buy a pack.” 

“You know I don’t like American tobacco.  Tastes like horse shit next to ours.  You just 

want to get that slut’s phone number.” 

“Why would I do that?  We’ll both die today.” 

In truth, Salimmeh was pleased.  He thought Tami might go out with him.  He felt pretty 

sure she liked him.  If Kemal had seen it, too, he must be right.  After the mission, assuming he 

found some way to survive, he’d like to come back here.  If no one learned about the lodge 

outside Front Royal, he could bring her there…    No, just a nice dinner and a movie.  That 

would be much better.  This girl seemed traditional.  He could tell that Tami had a good, pure 

heart.  He’d enjoy courting her slowly.  Why shouldn’t he settle down with a pretty girl in this 

fine country?  After he’d punished its government, of course. 

“I think you’ll die a little sooner,” said Kemal.  He jerked his gun up at Salimmeh’s head.  

“I think you are a traitor.  You’ve been trying to give away our mission ever since I collected you 

in the bay.” 

“You’re wrong, Kemal.  I’m an honest patriot, like you.  I swore to avenge my brother, 

and I will.  I promised Khalif I’d carry out his plan, no matter what.  Didn’t I blow up the tunnel?  

Didn’t I help you collect the canister, and make all the arrangements for our flight?” 

“Yes, but you’re dangerous.  You’re too much of a coward to be trusted.  I’ll have to 

make the flight over Washington on my own.” 

As Kemal’s finger closed over the trigger, Salimmeh flung his cup of coffee.  It scalded 

Kemal’s hand.  With a scream, he dropped the gun.  Before Kemal could retrieve it from the 

floor, Salimmeh lunged at him.  He dug his worry beads out of his pocket and wrapped them 

around Kemal’s throat.  Though Kemal outweighed him by forty pounds, though he flailed and 

clawed and threw his body violently against the door, Salimmeh held on tight.  His arms were 



Enemy of Freedom Paul Coulter 298 
 

  

very strong from a youth spent hauling nets of fish.   

“Merciful Allah,” he prayed as he squeezed even harder.   

He knew that it was wrong to use the bead chain in this way.  He said every prayer that 

he remembered.  When he’d finished, Salimmeh opened his eyes.  By now, Kemal gave him no 

resistance.  Cautiously, he peered at the side of Kemal’s face.  The Syrian’s left eye was open, 

but glazed.  Salimmeh relaxed his grip, then turned Kemal’s head.  Both eyes were lifeless.  

Vomit dribbled down from Kemal’s lips.  His neck dripped blood where the chain of worry 

beads had cut into it.  The man was dead, may Allah bless and keep him. 

Shit!  Salimmeh realized that he’d have to carry out the mission alone.  It would be 

difficult to keep the pilot under control, while deploying the nerve gas.  But there was no choice.  

Not unless he shot the pilot over Washington.  Which would make this turn into a suicide 

mission, after all. 

Though it was what he’d promised, Salimmeh wanted no part of dying.  He’d sworn to 

carry out this vengeance and he would.  But there was no reason he shouldn’t have a life.  He 

liked this country, its people, and its beautiful wide spaces.  He could easily see raising a family 

with Tami.  He’d work hard, give her and the children many things.  Maybe his parents and his 

little brother’s family would like to emigrate some day. 

A pair of customers left the restaurant.  Salimmeh recognized them as the ones from the 

adjoining booth.  They were headed for the pickup truck in the next space.  They’d see Kemal, 

his glassy eyes, the vomit on his face, the bloody cut girdling his neck.  Salimmeh didn’t have 

time to get the car started, back out, and drive off.  As the driver walked up to his door, 

Salimmeh did the only thing he could.  He embraced Kemal, covering his face in a deep kiss. 

It disgusted him, not just the vomit and the clammy lips.  Two men kissing – this went 

against everything he held sacred.   

Repulsive, but it worked.  He heard the driver snort with laughter, then say something to 

his friend.  All they saw was a pair of homosexuals.  Not unusual these days.  Nothing they’d 

report to the police. 

They started their pick-up and drove off.  Salimmeh waited another second, then 

separated from Kemal.  He spat six times, then wiped his face on Kemal’s sleeve.  More than 

anything, he wanted to go inside and wash with soap and water in the men’s room.  He had to 

stop himself, because he couldn’t take the chance of leaving Kemal’s corpse in view.  He shoved 

it toward the door, so Kemal slouched over like a sleeping man.  He’d have to drive to 

somewhere quiet, where he could dispose of Kemal’s corpse.  Then he’d go straight to the 

airport. 
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He picked up Kemal’s pistol from the floor, tucked it in his jacket.  As he drove away, 

Salimmeh thought of Tami once again.  By Mohammed’s beard!  He hoped she hadn’t been 

watching through the window when he’d embraced Kemal.   

            

~ 

 

First thing in the morning, President Lewis learned from Stuart Fiske about the debacle 

on 1st Street.  The FBI was holding a HID team within the Hoover Building.   At 6:00 a.m., a 

senior HID agent named Clay Hunston had finally been processed and allowed a call.  From FBI 

Director McClendon on down, no one knew where the fugitives Davis Brandt and Kyrie 

Langford had been taken.  Apparently, they’d been spirited into hiding by Donna Taliaferro, the 

same agent in charge of investigating the Howe assassination.  Another rogue agent named Ken 

Bridger seemed to be involved. 

Lewis ordered McClendon to release Hunston and his team immediately.  He met with 

Fiske in private, working out what must be done.  He assigned trusted staff members to get busy 

on generating evidence against Taliaferro and Bridger.  They’d already created plenty of 

paperwork to fry Brandt and Langford.  That is, if Fiske’s direct methods didn’t work and it 

came to a trial.  But that goddamned tape must never come to light!  Or if it did, it would have to 

appear a fabrication. 

Lewis got busy on the phones, setting into motion leaks that would tilt disclosure of the 

tape his way.  Then he added language to the eulogy he’d give at Howe’s funeral today.  He 

stressed the need to win this battle against terrorism, against all enemies, even those insidiously 

buried inside our own government.     

Fiske personally collected Hunston’s team from the Hoover building, then scrambled to 

assemble every available HID agent.  If they worked fast, this still could be contained.  The 

deaths of two Feebs in a shoot-out with Brandt and Langford would be an acceptable loss.  

Believable.  Heroic, even. 

But if that tape went further, if it circulated through the FBI and Justice, there weren’t 

enough resources to neutralize so many people.  The problem would spiral into a crisis far more 

likely to be lost than won.  The press would get all over it, Lewis’s amendment for unlimited 

presidential terms would tank, there’d be mounting pressure for an independent prosecutor, the 

administration would face impeachment, and Lewis’s legacy would become one of unparalleled 

disgrace. 

With his best shooter Skip Kolmeyer suffering a broken foot in that goddamned car 
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crash, Fiske told Hunston to take care of it personally.  HID agents raided Taliaferro’s home in 

Silver Springs, but found it empty.  They tried her cell phone, but only got voice mail.  They 

reached her husband Phil, who claimed he knew nothing of his wife’s activities last night.  The 

man, a pharmaceutical sales manager, said he was on the road, heading toward Richmond.  In 

fact, Phil’s trip to Richmond wasn’t until this afternoon, but he didn’t tell HID this.  He knew 

that Donna had a very low opinion of these people. 

Hunston placed surveillance on the Taliaferros’ cell numbers.  His team tracked down 

Donna’s Vermont relatives, put traces on their phones, too.    

They tried Ken Bridger next.  There was no answer either at his home or cell number.  

They went to the address in College Park.  Except for a basset hound, the HID team found it 

empty.  There was a green Altima in the driveway, registered to Hayley Bridger.  The neighbors 

said that Ken and his wife usually drove in to Washington together.  Most days, they were gone 

by the time the neighbors came out for their newspapers.  No one had noticed activity during the 

night.  

Hayley Bridger turned up at the Victims Assistance Office at her usual time.  She said 

that she’d driven in alone, using Ken’s SUV because it had better traction on wet roads.  The last 

he’d checked in with her, he was on special assignment with the Brandt/Langford task force.  

The HID agents asked her to accompany them for further questioning.  Hayley refused, but 

Hunston called Director McClendon’s private number and handed his cell phone to the VAO 

supervisor.  Ordered to cooperate, he told Hayley it would be much better for her if she went 

with the HID team voluntarily.   

Hayley repeated that she didn’t know where Ken was, but agreed to go with Hunston.  In 

the car, he phoned Tom Springdale, HID’s best interrogator.  Springdale said he’d meet Hunston 

at Homeland Security.  Vince Coakley and his dog Rex would come, too. 

They began with standard questioning techniques.  As expected, these produced no 

results.  Moving to Category Two, threats of harm against Hayley still did nothing.  When they 

threatened Ken, fear widened her eyes, but she knew they were only following the manual.  She 

didn’t doubt they meant to harm her husband, but cooperating with them would only increase 

that danger. 

“Fuck you!” she said to Hunston.   

The words sounded odd in Hayley’s soft voice.  

“No, fuck you…   and we’ll get to that,” Hunston answered with a spreading grin. 

 Hayley’s hand flinched toward the shoulder holster beneath her jacket.  If she hadn’t 

been required to surrender her weapon when she’d entered Homeland Security, she would have 



Enemy of Freedom Paul Coulter 301 
 

  

drawn it.   

“This is illegal.  For the record, I’m placing all three of you under arrest.  You’re charged 

with Terroristic Threat.  Unlock this door and stand out of my way, or I’ll add Kidnap and False 

Imprisonment.” 

Springdale turned to look at Hunston, who gave him a slight nod.  Springdale and 

Coakley immobilized Hayley, while Hunston put her feet and hands into restraints.  Though well 

trained in martial arts, Hayley was a slender woman.  The three HID agents easily overpowered 

her. 

Category Three treatment produced nothing useful.  They tried electroshock, then 

waterboarding. Not even Coakley’s dog could get Ken Bridger’s location out of Hayley.  Ken 

had intentionally let her sleep through the night.  He’d left with Donna, Brandt, and Langford 

before she’d risen in the morning.  The most they learned was that Ken Bridger believed the 

Howe assassination and Metroliner blast were committed by someone other than the tunnel 

bombers.  But they already assumed that Bridger and Taliaferro knew this.  That’s why it was 

vital to stop them.   

Hunston sent agents back to both the Taliaferro and Bridger residences.  Maybe there was 

something on their home computers.  It was a little trickier getting permission to dig through 

their office computers, but additional pressure on McClendon got it done.  They’d already 

searched Langford’s files at the U.S. Attorney’s Office without success.  They’d never managed 

to get into Brandt’s computer at the Post. 

When Hunston reported in, Fiske was reluctant to go public.  An APB on Taliaferro and 

Bridger would spur far too many questions.  Better to continue telling the police to search for 

Brandt and Langford.  Likely they were all together now.   

With Hutchinson’s cooperation, Hunston worked up a list of Donna Taliaferro’s friends 

and allies in the Bureau.  He asked each one if they’d heard from her since yesterday evening.  

No one said they had.  Hunston saw no sign that any of these Feebs were lying.  Short of taking 

in dozens of agents for intensive questioning, he tended to believe them.  So Taliaferro hadn’t 

shared her discovery of the tape yet.  Hunston wondered what she was waiting for.  Taliaferro 

must realize this made it safe to neutralize her. 

“Get out there and find her,” he told his team.  “Bring me all four of them.  If they’re not 

together, make the first ones talk until you’ve got them all.”  Meanwhile, he’d find someplace 

quiet to dispose of them.  “Cover the Post, the other media, Congress, the Supreme Court, 

anywhere they might go.  If this thing gets out, we all fall with Lewis.” 
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~ 

 

    South of Gainesville, Virginia, Salimmeh found a dirt lane heading into pine woods.  

He stopped after a quarter mile, pushed Kemal’s body out, dragged it to the trunk, hauled it in.  

He threw in Kemal’s gun.  He didn’t have time to bury the Syrian.  The ground was all but 

frozen.  He’d return here later with a shovel.  

Kemal would wait inside the trunk while Salimmeh carried out his mission.  The air was 

very cold, so Kemal wouldn’t start to stink.  No one would realize what was in the Chrysler’s 

trunk.  After Salimmeh returned from his mission, he’d have to shoot the helicopter pilot, then 

George Taylor.  No one else had seen him at the airport.  But his fingerprints were all over 

Kemal.  Probably a host of DNA samples from hair and skin flakes, too.  He’d wash and wrap 

Kemal’s body, before he buried it and said the necessary prayers.    

Salimmeh didn’t believe that Allah would let him get arrested for murder.  Not if he was 

successful in today’s assault.    He’d sink this beautiful vehicle deep in a lake somewhere.  

Damned shame.   He’d really loved its power. 

Salimmeh continued to the Manassas Municipal Airport.  He arrived at 8:05 a.m.  He 

found George Taylor doing paperwork in his office.  The man looked very pleased to see him. 

“Mr. DeFrancesco!  I thought you’d changed your mind about coming after all.  Usually 

our clients get here early.” 

“Sorry.  I, uh-”  Salimmeh was a little flustered.  In Tunisia, five minutes late was 

considered very prompt.  But he quickly covered his surprise.  He’d been here long enough to 

know Americans viewed time like something holy.   “I had a punctured tire.” 

“Oh.  What about Mr. Valpone?  He’s not coming?” 

“No, he had to return to Rome.  I stayed an extra day to do the site selection tour, myself.  

Nico left me his camera equipment.”  Salimmeh held up the canvas bag. 

“Good.  I’ll let our pilot know you’re here.  He’ll start warming up the engine.”   
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TWENTY-NINE 
 

 

Donna, Ken, Brandt, and Kyrie got on the road by 5:15 a.m.  When they reached the 

highway, traffic still ran free.  Ken had a lead from one of the helicopter services in suburban 

Virginia.  He’d gotten hold of its owner, who said two men were acting suspiciously yesterday 

morning.  The owner’s description sounded roughly like Salimmeh and Kemal.  Ken told him 

that their presence might well be connected to a terrorist operation.  He strongly advised the man 

to ground all flights today.  Ken promised that the government would reimburse lost revenue. 

Everything was quiet at the airport.  In the hangar he’d described, they found a man 

working on his helicopter’s engine.  He said he was the owner/operator.  He’d scrubbed his only 

scheduled flight that morning, a daily commuter service for executives.   

“None of them were pleased,” he groused.  “If I’m not in service by this evening, they’ll 

go to someone else.”   

When Ken showed him the pictures of Salimmeh and Kemal, the man said that he didn’t 

recognize them.  On further questioning, it turned out that his company had tax problems.  

Donna called an acquaintance at the IRS.  She learned that two of their investigators had indeed 

done surveillance on this site yesterday. 

They returned to Donna’s car and worked the list of helicopter services again.  Many of 

the contact names from Ken’s Internet search hadn’t answered their phones last night.  So far, 

only one call had been returned.  Donna, Ken, Brandt, and Kyrie all used their cell phones, going 

through the list as fast as possible.  They couldn’t worry about revealing their location now.  

With Vice President Howe’s funeral at Arlington this morning, Donna feared the terrorists would 

view it as a perfect time to strike.  

It was Kyrie who reached George Taylor at the Manassas Municipal Airport.  He hadn’t 

been the contact name.  It turned out that the number listed was for the owner’s residence, but 

he’d left on a business trip.  Asked about suspicious behavior, Taylor told Kyrie about Nico 

Valpone’s rudeness and tense appearance yesterday.  His description of Valpone and 

DeFrancesco sounded very much like they could be the tunnel bombers.   

“Matter of fact,” said Taylor, “Mr. DeFrancesco came back here alone this morning.  
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He’s going to do a site selection tour over the suburbs.  One of my pilot’s preparing to get 

underway.” 

Kyrie repeated Taylor’s information to Donna and handed her the phone. 

“This is Supervisory Special Agent Taliaferro,” Donna told Taylor.  “Is Mr. DeFrancesco 

in the helicopter yet?” 

“Hold on…”  Taylor walked to his window and looked out.  “Yep, he’s sitting in there, 

while my pilot Freddie does the pre-flight checks.” 

“Can you radio your pilot through his headset?” 

“Nope, he doesn’t have it on right now.  Should I run out there and-” 

“Stay where you are!  This man is very dangerous.  Your pilot will radio for clearance 

before taking off, correct?” 

“That’s right.” 

“Call the tower.  Tell them to delay him.  We aren’t far away.  We’ll be there in ten 

minutes.” 

“Roger that.” 

Donna turned on her siren, roaring down the shoulder past thick rush hour traffic.  She 

felt certain that DeFrancesco was Salimmeh Hassan.  She wondered what had happened to 

Kemal Saad.  Maybe the plan involved picking him up elsewhere.  If so, it could mean that the 

gas canister was too large to conceal.  It probably held enough nerve gas to kill everyone in 

Washington.  Including Erica, Donna realized with a shudder.   

But the good news was that they could arrest Salimmeh without danger to the public.  If 

they could locate Kemal, maybe they could grab him before he could activate the nerve gas.  

With luck, Salimmeh would have already told the pilot where to fly. 

They reached the airport, followed Taylor’s directions past the runways to a row of white 

hangars.  So Salimmeh wouldn’t hear it, Donna had switched off her siren.  She parked behind 

the helicopter service, so he wouldn’t see them.  Her bu-car was unmarked, but the sudden 

arrival of four people might spook Salimmeh.    

She saw the helicopter waiting on the tarmac with its rotors turning.  By now, both the 

pilot and his passenger were sitting inside.  Donna walked quickly into the office, identified 

herself, showed Taylor the terrorists’ pictures.  He said they looked very much like Valpone and 

DeFrancesco.  Just the hair was different.  Maybe the eye color.  And DeFrancesco had been 

thinner. 

“Tower’s got them holding,” Taylor said.  “What should I tell the controller?” 

“He needs to alert Andrews.  If Salimmeh forces the pilot up, we have to scramble 
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fighters.” 

“What – is he going to ram the White House…?     Don’t tell me it’s the funeral at 

Arlington?” 

“We aren’t sure.  It’s possible he has a canister of nerve gas.  Did he bring anything 

metallic on the helicopter?” 

“No, nothing like that.   Wait, he had a canvas bag.  Said it was camera equipment.” 

“Oh, shit!  I’ll have to stop him here.  If he gets airborne, shooting down the helicopter 

won’t do any good.  You radio the pilot, tell him you need him in the office for a minute.  Be 

very casual about it.” 

“Okay.”  Sweat had broken out on Taylor’s forehead.  “Cool and calm, that’s me.” 

Donna walked outside, forcing herself not to run because she was visible from the 

tarmac.  Ken was still in the car, watching the helicopter like she’d told him.   

“Nothing’s changed,” he said.  “The passenger seems to be relaxed.  He’s chatting with 

the pilot.” 

Donna explained the situation, then Ken circled the hangar with her so they could 

approach the helicopter from the rear. 

They got close, took up firing positions, waited for the pilot to head for the office.   

“Soon as the pilot’s clear, run up to the helicopter with me,” Donna called over the 

engine’s noise.   “You take the left side, I’ll take the right.  We’ll subdue Salimmeh, then get him 

into cuffs immediately.  Don’t wait for a positive i.d.  I’m almost certain it’s Salimmeh, but if 

this turns out to be some innocent customer, we’ll just have to apologize, then continue 

searching.” 

The pilot didn’t leave, however.  Salimmeh must have sensed a ruse.  He drew his 

handgun, put it to the pilot’s head.  There was some shouting, but the rotor’s noise was too loud 

to make out the words.   Within five seconds, the helicopter lifted off. 

Donna and Ken both fired at the rear rotor.  They didn’t hesitate.  Donna had briefed Ken 

that they mustn’t let the helicopter leave.  Even if jet fighters shot it down before Salimmeh 

could deploy his canister, even if the helicopter disintegrated in a fireball, there was a good 

chance that the nerve gas would kill people on the ground.  Donna knew from her Fly Team 

training that nerve agents like cyclosarin would only vaporize from prolonged exposure to 

extreme heat. 

As Ken and Donna fired, they saw the pilot struggle with Kemal.  Twenty feet off the 

ground, the helicopter pitched sharply to the right.  Donna and Ken continued firing.  The 

helicopter went into a spin.  Its rotors still turned rapidly.  They probably hadn’t struck a thing.  
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It ascended sharply as its nose tilted up.  Through a window facing the ground, Donna saw the 

pilot fighting with Salimmeh.   The helicopter reached a near vertical angle, then tumbled wildly. 

With the helicopter out of control, Donna yelled at Ken to stop shooting.  She couldn’t 

take the chance of a bullet striking the fuel tank.  She expected to die at any moment from 

Salimmeh setting off his canister.  But an explosion would almost certainly release the nerve gas. 

Just then, an oval object the size of a large thermos tumbled from the passenger side 

window.  It bounced on the tarmac, flipped three times in the air, sunlight glinting off its silvery 

exterior.  It bounced again, then skittered toward Donna. 

She threw herself flat and held her breath.  After a few seconds, she realized how 

ridiculous this was.  If the nerve gas had deployed, she’d be dead already.   

Then the helicopter slammed into the ground.  Donna mashed her face into the tarmac 

again, not really expecting to survive the tongues of flame and searing scraps of metal.   

Once more, her survey of the pavement’s grit had been unnecessary.    There was no 

explosion.  The helicopter had fallen on its skids.  In fact, its engine’s powerful noise was 

unchanged and its blades still turned rapidly. 

“They’ll have to write in fireballs and missiles when they do the movie version,” Donna 

thought aloud. 

She raced up for a clear shot at Salimmeh, remembered to crouch beneath the helicopter’s 

blades.  Ken did the same.  Gunshots burst wildly at them. Seeing Salimmeh through the 

passenger side window, they returned fire.  He had short, blond hair now, but they recognized his 

face. 

Salimmeh slumped out of sight.  Donna called to him, both in English and in Arabic, but 

she received no answer.  The pilot didn’t answer, either.  They approached cautiously.  Ken 

pulled the door open, while Donna covered.  Salimmeh was dead, the front part of his forehead 

blown away.  Unfortunately, the pilot was also dead.   

Donna felt sick about it as she secured the canister.  Whether the fatal bullet came from 

outside or inside the helicopter, it wouldn’t much matter to the pilot’s family.  She’d do her best 

to see they got the reward the FBI had offered on information leading to the terrorists.   

Though heavily dented, the canister’s exterior wasn’t breached.  It’s valve and nozzle 

looked intact.  Thank God its construction was so sturdy.  Meanwhile, Kemal was out there 

somewhere, maybe with more nerve gas.  Maybe the terrorists had split up, to ensure that one of 

them would get through.  She and Ken searched Salimmeh’s vehicle, found blood and vomit on 

the front passenger seat.  In Salimmeh’s pocket was a chain of worry beads, also with blood on 

it.  There were deep scratches on Salimmeh’s arms. 
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Looked like there’d been a vicious fight.  Ken pointed out fresh dirt on the Chrysler’s 

wheel wells.  Donna sensed there’d been another murder, with a body buried somewhere muddy.  

It had happened very recently.  Apart from the gore on the front passenger seat, the car was 

noticeably clean, like a proud owner had babied it.  The windows were spotless, the dashboard 

free of dust.  No papers on the floor, no badly folded maps or directions scribbled on the back of 

a brochure.  No fast food bags or beverage containers, no snack wrappers, no toll receipts, 

nothing to indicate where they’d been.  Except for a maintenance manual, there was nothing in 

the glove compartment. 

They found Kemal’s body in the trunk.  A wallet in the back left pocket of his trousers 

contained various i.d., including an international driver’s license in the name of Nico Valpone.  

There were no weapons on Kemal’s person, but there was a .44 magnum lying loose in the spare 

tire’s well.  The only other thing that Donna found was a well-used copy of the Koran. 

Salimmeh’s wallet held even more i.d. than Kemal’s.  No personal items in his pockets, 

but many receipts.  It looked like he’d meticulously kept everything from the entire route they’d 

followed.  The most recent was from a Gainesville restaurant at 7:12 a.m. today.  The amount 

was small.  Probably only Salimmeh and Kemal had been there for breakfast, but Donna made a 

note to check if anyone else had met them.  

If there was another terrorist, Donna knew she couldn’t track him alone.  Time was very 

short; she needed help.  But was it safe to alert the FBI leadership?  The tape she’d heard last 

night made it clear that the President of the United States was involved in Warren Howe’s 

assassination.  For any other suspect, she had enough evidence to get a search warrant approved.  

For this, she’d have to go around Director McClendon.  He was Lewis’s appointee.  Worse, 

she’d always sensed that he was under the thumb of Stuart Fiske.   

Still, she knew dozens of dedicated people in the FBI hierarchy.  If she could alert each 

of the Assistant Directors to the facts, their combined weight would override McClendon.  She’d 

tell them about Salimmeh and Kemal, ask them to assemble for an emergency meeting.  

Meanwhile, McClendon would be at Howe’s funeral.  So would Fiske.                 

She made a call to Reggie Dixon, her most experienced agent.  Told him to use the unit’s 

helicopter to get his squad out here at once.  Then she told Brandt and Kyrie what she planned to 

do.  Brandt agreed, so long as he could alert the media.  He didn’t know how much success 

Donna would have with the FBI, but he certainly didn’t trust the Attorney General or any 

member of Lewis’s administration.  The Supreme Court was a long shot.  Looking for help at the 

Pentagon was out of the question.  The only hope was Congress, but they were in recess. 

“If your plan doesn’t work,” Brandt said to Donna, “our only chance is to expose Lewis 
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in the national press.” 

“The media’s already coming,” said Donna.  “I told Dixon to have our press liaison make 

the calls.  We need them here as soon as possible.  Hunston and a large HID squad will arrive 

any minute.   I’m sure they’ve monitored our cell phones.  They’ll demand custody of you.  If I 

don’t hand you over, they’ll shoot Ken and me, maybe the manager Taylor, too.  Then they can 

claim credit for stopping the terrorists.  Make it look like you were with them.” 

“But with press here, they won’t try it, will they?” asked Kyrie. 

“I don’t think so,” said Donna.  “Not if more than a few reporters show up.  They can’t 

murder a whole crowd.” 

“The national press will get here fast,” said Brandt.  “Most of the bureaus have their own  

helicopters.  Plus they’ll be setting up for mobile transmission at Arlington already.” 

“Right.  And this news is even bigger than Howe’s funeral.  I just hope they get here 

before Hunston and his squad.” 

Donna’s cell phone rang.  It was Dixon, saying he was underway with six more agents.  

He added that they hadn’t been alone on the Hoover Building’s helipad.  Three assistant directors 

were preparing to fly out.   Director McClendon wasn’t with them, since he’d left by car to 

Arlington already.  Donna  hoped he still hadn’t heard that she was here with Brandt and 

Langford.   

Ken and Donna remained by the wrecked helicopter to guard the nerve gas canister until 

Dixon’s squad arrived.  Donna told Brandt and Kyrie to take her car and wait on the airport’s 

other side.  If Hunston got here first, she’d phone to give them warning.  Kyrie volunteered to 

stay.  There was an assault rifle locked in the trunk and she was a proficient shot.   

“Thanks for the offer,” said Donna, “but I can’t arm you.  Technically, you’re still 

charged with murder, espionage, and conspiracy to commit acts of terror.” 

“But-”     

“I know those charges are bullshit, but please, we have to do it this way.  Just wait for my 

call.  I’ll let you know the second that the press get here.” 

“Okay,” said Brandt.  “In the meantime, we’ll go make copies of the tape.  All the 

stations and newspapers will want to have one.” 

“Sorry, I can’t do that, either,” said Donna.  “That tape is evidence.  I can’t let it out of 

my possession.  But the first news truck that arrives, I promise I’ll have the technician make 

copies for everyone.”   

As Brandt and Kyrie drove away, Donna went back to the helicopter.  The dead pilot still 

sat upright in his safety harness.  She’d spoken to George Taylor, who said he’d make the call to 
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the poor guy’s wife.  She suggested that Taylor might want to do this from the airport’s main 

building, in case HID arrived here in a murderous mood.  Taylor didn’t understand, but he 

caught the look in Donna’s eye.  Taylor got into his truck and drove away. 

Donna waited on the tarmac, feeling worse than ever.  It wasn’t that she feared facing 

down Hunston.  Or even that President Lewis would try to destroy her.  It was from taking down 

this helicopter. 

She knew that they’d saved thousands of lives, but judging from the photos in his wallet, 

the pilot Fred Belarik had two small children.  The first time she’d ever fired at a live target in 

her whole career, an innocent man had died in the exchange.  He’d been somebody’s husband, 

somebody’s father.  The man had been a hero.  

 

~ 

 

 The funeral cortege reached Memorial Drive in Arlington.  Crowds had lined the route 

from Capitol Hill, all the way along Constitution Avenue to the Lincoln Memorial, across the 

Potomac on Arlington Memorial Bridge, over Columbia Island.  They’d kept a respectful silence 

as the black-plumed horses pulled the caisson bearing Warren Howe’s casket, but on this 

overcast day, their cameras flashed constantly.   

President Lewis waited with Cabinet members and Congressional leaders under a large 

canopy.  It faced toward a wooded hillside.  Beyond the tree line, Lewis could see the 

Washington Monument’s top half piercing low hanging clouds.  It wasn’t raining, though the 

forecast said it might.  Lewis had wanted to be in the procession, but for security reasons, Stuart 

Fiske insisted that an appearance at graveside was enough.   

In fact, Lewis had tried to persuade Howe’s widow Carla that a funeral in Texas would 

pay greater honor to the man.  That way, a slow train could have returned his body across half 

the nation.  There would be many stops, with photo opportunities in key states.  Isn’t that what 

they’d done with Lincoln?  But the Howes belonged to a Pentecostal sect that rejected 

embalming as a desecration of the body.  Like Orthodox Jews and devout Moslems, they 

believed that burial must occur within one day of death.  Which also ruled out a seemly protocol 

for Warren Howe to lie in state beneath the Capitol dome.  Even in death, the man had no talent 

for seizing political advantage. 

Carla Howe demanded a prominent spot near JFK’s tomb at Arlington.  She’d threatened 

that things would get very nasty if Lewis thwarted her.  So Lewis waited in this gloomy weather, 

a few warm comments memorized for later.  Though the press would be unusually respectful, it 
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was inevitable that microphones would sprout in his direction.  Thank goodness the White House 

press office had ensured that no hotheads were issued credentials.  Even if someone did shout 

questions about terrorists or the election, he’d stick to praising Howe. 

Lewis gazed at the ranks of broadcast vans along Sherman Drive.  There were so many, it 

looked like a parking lot.  Or some weird truck stop, where all the vehicles came equipped with 

satellite dishes.  The graveside was cordoned off, but many of the network crews had brought 

trucks with hoists, allowing for a better filming angle.  God, he hoped the Secret Service checks 

had been exhaustive.  From high up in a derrick, some technician would have a perfect shooting 

platform, and he didn’t mean shooting with film.   

After all, I don’t have a monopoly on determination, Lewis thought.   My enemies can see 

the benefits of preemptive action as well as I can. 

“Any word from your man Hunston?” he whispered to Fiske. 

“Just talked to him.  The targets have been phoning helicopter charter companies.  Looks 

like every place within an hour’s flight to Washington.” 

“Why?  You don’t think they’d come after me here?” 

“No, of course not.  They wouldn’t try to set it up at the last minute.  Besides, we have an 

air screen.  You know that.  Air space over Arlington is all closed down.  No exceptions.  We 

turned down requests from foreign delegations, domestic VIPS, and the network anchors to 

helicopter in.” 

“Then what do those bastards want with helicopters…?  Maybe they don’t know about 

the screen.  Maybe they’ll try something and get shot down.  That would solve a lot of 

problems.” 

“I don’t think so,” said Fiske.   

He kept a calm look on his face, but his stomach clenched with disdain.  It should be 

plain to everyone that he’d make a far more effective leader than this bozo.  Even back in their 

fraternity days, Slick Lewis had never been particularly sharp.  It was only his good looks, 

smooth voice, and air of confidence that made people listen to him.  

“Remember, they’re with a senior FBI agent.  She knows I’d never let you come out here 

without an air screen and heavy Secret Service presence.  Besides, they aren’t really trying to 

assassinate you.  Keep in mind that’s just our spin.” 

“Then what’s with the helicopters?” asked Lewis. 

“I don’t know yet.  But Hunston’s sent agents to all these places.” 

Fiske’s cell phone went off.  He spoke rapidly, pacing away from the knot of officials 

who milled beneath the canopy.  When he returned to Lewis in less than a minute, Fiske’s face 
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was very gray.  He pulled the President aside to relay the news. 

“They’re at Manassas Airport.  Taliaferro just killed the terrorists.  Hunston’s man thinks 

one was in a helicopter that Taliaferro shot down, the other on the ground.” 

“Taliaferro, that’s the anti-terrorism Feeb?” 

“Right.  She heads SIOC’s rapid response unit.  She’s the one who took Brandt and 

Langford from my men.  The tape, as well.” 

“Shit!  If she killed the terrorists while she was with Brandt and Langford, we can’t say 

they were part of the conspiracy.” 

“Not unless Hunston gets there in time to rearrange the scene.” 

“Oh, you mean-” 

“Right.”   

“You’d better get over there, too.” 

“He knows what to do.  I’ve already discussed it with him.” 

“You didn’t tell him on your phone?  Goddammit, you know how easy it is to monitor 

transmissions.  Even encrypted ones.” 

“I told Hunston exactly what to do before we left the office.”  

“Doesn’t matter.   I want you to take charge personally.  Make sure there are no 

mistakes.” 

“For Christ sake!  Neither of us can leave right now.  We’re on national t.v.  The cortege 

will be here any minute.” 

Fiske indicated the cameramen aiming in their direction.  But as they watched, there was 

a flurry among the media crews.  It couldn’t be about the funeral, because the procession still 

wasn’t in view.  They saw reporters and technicians running about, jumping into the smaller 

vans, pulling out of prized positions that they’d come a full day early to reserve, roaring off on 

Sherman Drive. 

“They’ve heard,” Fiske said to the President. 

“We have to get there first!” 

“I’ll just have a word with Fran, then we’ll go.  She has to tell the media it’s the Secret 

Service forcing me to leave.  She can say we have reliable information there’s a third terrorist.” 

“Good.  While you’re at it, order the cemetery gates closed and get the Arlington police 

to put up roadblocks.  Say I’ve declared a state of emergency.  Tell them to search every vehicle 

that tries to go.  I’ll alert Andrews to shoot down anyone except a white and olive green 

helicopter!” 

“Hunston says two FBI helicopters already left from Hoover.  He thinks one’s 
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Taliaferro’s people, the other is McClendon’s top men.” 

“Grab McClendon.  He’s fucking coming with us.   We’ll make him order them both 

back.” 

“And if he refuses?” 

“When has he fucking ever?” 

“What if his people won’t listen?  They’re all career FBI, not appointees.” 

“I’ll make it clear to Andrews my No Fly order applies to everyone.  I’ll say we’ve 

learned the terrorists have hijacked FBI helicopters.  They must be turned back or shot down!”  
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THIRTY 
 

 

 “What do you think -- Third Manassas?” Donna said to Ken, her expression ripe with 

gallows humor. 

 “Come again?” 

“You know.  Bull Run in the Civil War.  The first and second battles happened in this 

town.  But both were in hot weather.  If  I remember my Catton, many of the soldiers died with 

blackberry stains dribbling down their jaws.” 

“Oh, right,” said Ken.  “Your undergrad degree’s in history.  So that really happened 

here?” 

“Not far away.  Just think of it.  Lee’s troops were so close to Washington, its fashionable 

citizens came out in carriages to view First Manassas.” 

“I hope the visitors we get this time are on our side.” 

“I hope so, too. 

But Ken and Donna didn’t get their wish.  A dark blue SUV roared up the access drive.  

Donna guessed it was the same Expedition she’d intercepted beside the Capitol Reflecting Pool.  

Ken and Donna held their ground as the SUV came to a stop.  Through the windshield, she 

recognized Clay Hunston beside the driver.  Two more HID agents were in back.   

Donna held her SIG Sauer aimed at the tarmac.  Ken did the same.  She saw Hunston’s 

lips move.  Probably telling his men not to fire until they learned where Brandt and Langford 

were.  Which of course didn’t matter so much as the tape.  Their boss Stuart Fiske would have 

ordered them to secure it at all costs.  But Hunston didn’t seem to guess that Donna had kept it 

right inside her jacket. 

All four HID agents stepped out of the SUV.  They also had their weapons drawn, but 

pointed down. 

“You got both terrorists?” asked Hunston.  His voice was quiet and polite as ever. 

“We shot one after he forced the pilot to take off, the other was already dead,” said 

Donna.  “Unfortunately, the pilot also died.  Beside him in the helicopter is Salimmeh Hassan.  

Kemal Saad is over in the Chrysler’s trunk.  I’m guessing that Salimmeh had an argument with 
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him and shot him, then came here to launch his assault.” 

“Against what target.” 

“We don’t know, but I believe this canister contains nerve gas.  It fell out of the aircraft.  

It’s dented, but the seal seems to be undamaged.  Looks like Salimmeh intended to deploy it 

nearby, maybe over Washington, maybe at the funeral.” 

“Well done,” said Hunston.  “What about Brandt and Langford?  What’s become of 

them?” 

“They’re safe,” said Donna. 

“What do you mean safe?  Are they locked up somewhere?” 

“They’re safe,” repeated Donna. 

“Director Fiske has direct orders from the President to take custody of them.  I’m 

authorized to accept the transfer.” 

“I’ve received no such orders.” 

“These people are wanted for capital crimes.  They couldn’t be more dangerous.  They’re 

determined to attack the President.  He’s declared a state of emergency.  I know you wouldn’t 

intentionally help Brandt and Langford escape. That would make you traitors, too…” 

Donna held her ground.  She hoped to maintain a standoff long enough for help to come.  

Beside her, Ken was like a sentinel, motionless, his breath inaudible. 

“This can still be fixed,” said Hunston.  “Just tell me where they are.  Right now you and 

Bridger are heroes for stopping Salimmeh.  You have my oath I won’t reveal that you were 

duped by Brandt.  We’ve determined that the tape I confiscated from him is a forgery.” 

“Oh?  How would you know that?  You never got to play it.  But I’d say you’re already 

well acquainted with its contents.  That’s why your boss is so determined to destroy it.” 

“In fact, I did play it before you arrived on First Street.”  Hunston patted his jacket’s 

inner pocket.  “I’m in the habit of carrying a recorder for taping interrogations.  I confirmed it’s 

what we thought.  After we fired him, one of our contract employees made it for revenge.  This 

same man murdered four of our guys who were investigating the Howe assassination.  We think 

he also murdered a man in Charlotte, during an attempt to blackmail Senator Lane.” 

“He’s in your custody?  I’ll need to interview him.” 

“Uh, no.  He fired at us during the arrest.  One of my men was forced to kill him.” 

“Which one?” 

“With all due respect, I don’t see how that matters.” 

            “Which one?  I assume he’s been placed on administrative leave, pending a review 

board.” 
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 “Of course, but this is an internal matter.  Both men were ours.  I’m sure you can 

understand I’m not allowed to release their names before the hearing.” 

 “What statute would that be?  I’m not familiar with it.” 

 “It’s just our policy, okay?”  Hunston dropped his polite tone.  “Now are you going to tell 

me where my suspects are, or do I arrest you, too?” 

 Donna was outnumbered, she didn’t want to die, but there was no question what she had 

to do.  She thought of Erica.  She raised her SIG Sauer.  Ken quickly followed course.  

 Hunston and his three men quickly brought their guns up, too. 

 

       ~ 

 

 From where Brandt had parked beside a baffle, Kyrie spotted the cobalt blue Expedition.  

Carrying four men, it was coming around the shorter of the airport’s two parallel runways.  She 

told Brandt, who immediately swung around and floored the gas.  Ken and Donna would have 

little chance against four killers. 

 They raced back to the helicopter service.  Brandt parked behind the hanger, out of view 

from the confrontation on the tarmac.  Kyrie and Brandt didn’t need to discuss a thing.  They 

both knew they must help delay the HID agents until Donna’s reinforcements came.  The 

problem was, they were unarmed.   

Kyrie remembered the assault rifle locked in the trunk.  But when he popped it open, 

there was a padlock on the gun rack.  Brandt tried all the keys: it wasn’t on Donna’s chain.  He 

didn’t have the skill to pick this lock.  Kyrie didn’t either.  

 Brandt started running to the office.  Maybe Taylor kept a loaded gun inside his desk.  

But Kyrie called him back.  She held up an evidence bag.  Inside was Kemal’s .44 magnum. 

 “It was tucked behind the gun rack,” Kyrie said.  “Donna must’ve had no time to secure it 

properly.” 

 “But if you get your prints on it, they’ll say that proves you helped the terrorists.” 

 “I’ll wipe it afterwards.  I know – that’s tampering with evidence.  And me a prosecutor.” 

 “All right,” said Brandt.  “Let’s go.” 

 “You stay here.  You won’t do any good out there unarmed.” 

 “You don’t think I’m hiding while you risk your life?” 

 They heard the loud crack of a gunshot.  Brandt raced around the hangar; Kyrie hobbled 

after.  Brandt saw a large man crouching by the corner with a rifle.  He wore one shoe and one 

slipper.  The slippered foot was resting on a cushion. 
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Out on the tarmac, Ken had fallen.  Brandt saw that Donna stood against the four HID 

men alone.   

The sniper peered through his rifle’s sight to fire again.  Brandt threw his bunch of keys 

as hard as he could.  It struck the large man in the ear.  His weapon discharged, but wildly.  The 

sniper turned, raising his rifle to fire again.  Brandt saw that it was Kolmeyer.  He flushed with 

rage.  This was the same bastard who’d almost killed Rosie and Connor, who’d probably killed 

Mike Radovic.  Who’d ignored a broken foot to come kill all of them.  Brandt saw a piece of 

rusty pipe lying on the ground halfway between them.  He ran to grab it. 

 “Down, Dave!” yelled Kyrie. 

 Brandt dove, but he’d been about to anyway.  He stretched to reach the length of pipe. 

 Kyrie fired.  Kolmeyer’s forehead practically disintegrated.  A .44 was devastating at this 

range. 

 As he rose, Brandt took a quick look at the corpse, felt no pleasure.  He took Kolmeyer’s 

rifle. 

 “There.  Now I’m armed.  We’ll go out together.” 

 Kyrie didn’t argue.  She doubted Brandt could shoot a rifle, but with Ken down, Donna 

needed all the help available. 

 “Fine.  Just stand there aiming at them.  Look big and mean.  The safety’s off already.  

The rounds will chamber automatically.” 

 “I know.  It’s an Armalite.  When I was doing my series on militias, this one guy talked 

for hours about rifles.” 

 “Is there anything you’re not an expert on?”  Kyrie felt nauseated from having killed a 

man.  “Sorry.  Shouldn’t have said that.  Just remember, aim low if it comes to shooting.  Most 

people tend to fire high.  And don’t jerk the trigger, or you’ll throw off your line.  Just squeeze 

gently, it doesn’t take much pull.” 

 “Yes, Sarge.” 

 He smiled at Kyrie, put his arm around her, then helped her limp out on the tarmac as 

quickly as her sprained ankle would tolerate. 

 No one fired as they reached the knot of people by the helicopter.  Ken coughed weakly 

on the ground.  He was having difficulty breathing.  There was a large red stain on his coat.  He 

turned his head and blood poured from his mouth. 

 “You scum!” Brandt said to Hunston.  “You ordered Kolmeyer to lie in ambush.” 

 “He’s dead, so he can’t face charges,” added Kyrie, “but I’ll see that you’re prosecuted.  

If Agent Bridger dies, the U.S. Attorney for Northern Virginia will go for Murder One.  Since 
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the charges will be federal, that means a mandatory Death Penalty.” 

 “Hold up, Missy,” answered Hunston.  “You’re the one who’s facing execution.  But 

cooperate, and I’ll personally guarantee leniency.” 

 “Like you showed Ken?” said Donna.  Hatred added to the tension on her face.  “Don’t 

you people have any respect for the law?  Or is your plan to kill us all?” 

 “My orders are to arrest these suspects.  Since you refused to help us find them, I’m 

forced to arrest you, too.” 

 “Bullshit!  You four are the ones under arrest.  You have the right to remain silent.  If you 

decide to answer-”   

 “Screw this,” said Hunston.  “What do you think, boys?  Should I return the favor?  Or 

does that count if Miss Taliaferro reads herself her rights?” 

 “If you decide to answer questions, anything that you say may be used against you in a 

court of law,” continued Donna, pointedly speaking straight at Hunston.  “You have the right to 

talk to a lawyer and to have him present at any time.  If you ask for a lawyer to be present, all 

questioning must stop until your lawyer is present.   If you cannot afford to hire a lawyer, the 

government will appoint a lawyer to represent you, if you wish one.” 

 She had to speak loudly, since a helicopter’s noise was growing.  No one wanted to take 

their eyes off each other to see whose it was.  Donna hoped that it was Dixon’s squad.  But 

Hunston’s scattered people might have been picked up and flown out here.  HID used the new 

Sikorsky helicopters, faster than anything available. 

 “Last chance,” said Hunston.  “Or I’ll have to include your husband in the charges.  We 

picked him up in Richmond, but he refused to tell us where you were.” 

 Donna didn’t bite.  Hunston was only trying to break her concentration.  Her cell phone 

rang, but she ignored it, too. 

 “What about you, Bridger?” Hunston shouted down at Ken.  “Care to tell me where the 

tape is?  Heaven might look favorably on what a dying man does to save his wife…    That’s 

right, we have her, too.” 

 “Bastard!” Donna’s hand clenched on her pistol.  She stopped just short of firing.  

“Hayley has nothing to do with this.  If you’ve hurt either her or Phil, so help me-” 

 “I wouldn’t say hurt.  At least not in Miss Bridger’s case.  I’d say she enjoyed it.” 

 Ken’s first gunshot went into Hunston’s groin.  He’d meant to use lethal force, but 

couldn’t raise his arm higher.  But when Hunston slumped over, Ken fired again.  The bullet tore 

a large hole out of Hunston’s throat. 

 The other three HID agents returned fire.  One bullet struck Ken in the shoulder, one in 
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the abdomen, and one missed.  Donna fired at the tallest man and hit him in the heart.  Kyrie 

dove and rolled, came up to a knee, fired just as something in her injured ankle gave way.  The 

bullet struck the bald HID agent in his thigh.  Brandt also fired, aiming low as Kyrie had 

instructed.  His shot shattered the HID driver’s left femur. 

 No one fired again.  Hunston and the tall HID man were dead.  Brandt stood pointing his 

weapon at the fallen driver.  Perched on one leg, Kyrie covered the bald man.  Donna crouched 

over Ken, applying pressure to his chest wounds.  She glanced at the landing helicopter, not 

much caring whose it was. 

 Ken was dying.  Anything might have happened to Phil and Hayley.  And somewhere out 

there, a third terrorist might be unleashing death on thousands. 

 Six men got out of the helicopter, weapons drawn.  They raced toward the eight 

combatants.  Around a silver canister, they saw that two were standing, six were prone.  No one 

faced them, so their leader couldn’t tell who was who. 

 “Drop your weapons!” Reggie Dixon shouted to the two still standing.  “Drop ‘em and 

don’t move a goddamned muscle.” 

 He was ready to shoot if they turned.  Since he’d last spoken with Donna, there’d been 

gunfire here.   While in flight, he’d been alerted to the No Fly order.  The controller said that a 

terrorist had hijacked an FBI helicopter.  Dixon knew it wasn’t his, and when he’d called Donna, 

she hadn’t answered.  Since he’d been in sight of this airport when the order came, he’d given 

their pilot the go-ahead to land.  Dixon assumed that the helicopter carrying the three Assistant 

Directors had been the one hijacked. 

 In fact, they’d turned back to the Hoover helipad when the No Fly order came.  HID’s X2 

helicopter had continued picking up Hunston’s agents, but was forced to set down at Fort Myer 

when challenged by a pair of Air National Guard jet fighters.  The only other helicopters in the 

air within a fifty mile radius were Marine Corps One and its decoy twin. The one containing 

Lewis was presently over the Custis-Lee mansion in Arlington. 

 Brandt and Kyrie dropped their weapons.  Dixon’s men ran up, put them into handcuffs, 

secured several scattered weapons, frisked the injured men, put them into handcuffs, too.   

Still crouching over Ken, Donna told Dixon what had happened.  She told the pilot that 

the No Fly order was invalid.  She asked him to take Ken Bridger to Fairfax Hospital, knowing it 

was only a few minutes flight away.  There was little risk that a fighter would get close enough 

to shoot them down. 

The pilot agreed, then helped Donna apply a pressure dressing to Ken’s chest, using the 

helicopter’s emergency supplies.  While they did this, Donna’s other agents loaded in the 
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wounded HID men, too.   There was no oxygen tank and mask, but Donna gave Ken CPR.   

Before the helicopter left, Donna told Dixon to release Brandt and Kyrie.   

“Reporters will be here soon,” she said.  “Brandt and Langford have my permission to 

speak with them.”   

“What about the charges?” asked Dixon.  “Shouldn’t we take them in?” 

“HID rigged the charges,” Donna said.  “I have hard evidence.”   

 Dixon’s long face showed surprise, but he did as ordered.  If there was one person in the 

FBI whose honesty he trusted, it was Donna Taliaferro.     

 As the helicopter banked away, a caravan of press rolled into the airport.  The corpses of 

the three HID agents remained uncovered, since this was a crime scene.  Also, those of Kemal, 

Salimmeh, and the pilot Fred Belarik.  But the forensic team was nowhere near and the reporters 

were already in a scramble to get close.   

Dixon had his men spread out to form a barrier.  Then, as Donna had authorized, he 

discussed the FBI operation leading to the terrorists’ death.  He made no mention of the shootout 

with HID.  He let the reporters assume that the three dead agents had been killed by Salimmeh.  

Every national network carried the briefing live.  Meanwhile, Brandt spoke to an MSNBC sound 

man.  They knew each other slightly.   

As Dixon finished and Brandt approached the microphones, a green and white helicopter 

approached from the east.  It came closer rapidly, everybody ducking from the rotor wash.  

Brandt had to wait for the helicopter’s noise to abate.  Hell, the noise and rotor wash weren’t his 

only problems.  Though for once there was no Marine in full dress uniform to meet Lewis as he 

landed, the press could see that this UH60 Blackhawk was Marine Corps One.  The President’s 

statement took precedence over Brandt’s. 
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THIRTY-ONE 
 

 

 From inside Marine Corps One, President Lewis could see three bodies on the ground.  

One was by the corner of a hangar.  The other two were surrounded by a ring of dark-suited men.  

They were feds, presumably, though he couldn’t tell if they were FBI or HID.  There was also a 

civilian helicopter within the cordon.  A third corpse slumped half out of its passenger door.  

And in the open trunk of a sedan, Lewis thought he saw the torso of another corpse.   

From thirty feet up, he couldn’t be sure.  The rest of the scene was dominated by media 

vehicles and a knot of people surrounding two men and a woman.  Portable light towers stood 

behind them.  Microphones reflected the glare, so it was almost certainly a press conference. 

 “Goddammit!” Lewis swore.  “I ordered the media held back at Arlington.” 

 “Looks like they got out,” said Stuart Fiske. 

 “And beat us here?” 

 “It was a terrorist situation.  You told the Secret Service there was a third man.  The pilot 

had to follow evasive protocol.” 

 “Fine.  Just tell him to set me on the ground.  I need to be seen in charge.” 

 “Sir, one of those dead men in the middle of the FBI cordon is Clay Hunston.  The tall 

one’s Braddock.  I think the one over by the hangar is our shooter Skip Kolmeyer.” 

“Didn’t you say he crashed and broke his foot while chasing Brandt’s Jag up Wisconsin?  

That’s pretty damned brave if he took part in this operation.  I’m going to see he gets our highest 

medal.” 

“Sure.  You do that.  But the point is, I don’t see any of our men standing.  Looks like the 

Feebs have won this round.” 

 “We’ll fucking see about that!”   

 Lewis rose out of his seat, passed his Secret Service men, bent to shout at Don 

McClendon in the back. 

 “Order your people to clear out,” said Lewis. 

 “How?  Those are low level agents.  I don’t know any of their names, let alone their cell 

phone numbers.” 
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 “I meant after we land.” 

 “Sir, is that advisable?” asked Fiske, who’d come down the aisle behind Lewis. 

 “Why not?” 

 “We can’t order the FBI away, not in front of reporters.  It would be too obvious.  We 

have to let Taliaferro take credit for today.  We’ll find some other way to spin this.” 

“I thought you sent your people here to get the tape.  They were supposed to take out 

Langford, Brandt, Taliaferro, and…  that other Feeb. 

“Bridger,” said Fiske.  “I did, but we don’t know what happened here.  Could be 

Hunston, Sloan, and Kolmeyer died fighting the terrorists.  If not, we’ll make it so.” 

“That’s right.  Those men are heroes…    McClendon, you call Taliaferro.  Order her to 

turn over the tape.  Make her understand she needs to go along with our story.” 

“What tape?  Am I supposed to know about this?” 

“It’s national security.  Believe me, you’re better off I didn’t put you on the need to know 

list.” 

“I don’t have Taliaferro’s number, either.  I’ve only met her once or twice.” 

“Then fucking call whoever she reports to.  Taliaferro’s got to understand this is in her 

interest.” 

“But Fiske just said he sent out men to kill her.” 

“Get with the fucking program!  It was necessary then, but now the facts are different.” 

“What facts?  Fiske can’t just put hits on my people.” 

“What do you care?  You don’t even know their names.” 

“I know they’re dedicated, honest agents.”  McClendon’s thick lips pressed together.  

“No, by God, I won’t!  Whatever happened here, I won’t order a cover-up.” 

Lewis flushed with rage.  If his Secret Service detail hadn’t been aboard, he would have 

thrown McClendon from the helicopter. 

“You’ll do whatever we tell you,” said Fiske.   

“The hell I will!” McClendon answered. 

“You know what happened to that snoop in Shreveport.  You’ve known ever since he 

disappeared four years ago.  How would you like your role to come out?” 

“So what?  You knew about it, too.” 

“Yes, but I’m not the one who got rid of the body.”  

“Fine, goddammit.”  McClendon caved quickly.  “I’ll call Jim Barlow.  Taliaferro’s boss 

Frank Hutchinson reports to him.” 

“Meanwhile, I suggest you get back to the funeral,”  Fiske said to the President.  “If we 



Enemy of Freedom Paul Coulter 322 
 

  

land here, the press will be all over you.  You’ll want to make a statement later from the White 

House.  By then, we’ll have our ducks all in a row.” 

Lewis nodded, his face still red with anger.  Fiske went up front and told the pilot.  

Before Fiske and Lewis had returned to their seats,  Marine Corps One was banking east toward 

Arlington.  

 

      ~ 

 

Ken Bridger was taken into surgery immediately.  Donna felt terrible that she couldn’t 

wait there at the hospital.  Ken was a good friend, but every minute might count for Phil and 

Hayley.  If they were still alive, that is.  She felt even worse, because she’d received word from 

Boston that Al Straub had died. 

She tried Phil’s cell number.  Maybe Hunston had lied.  But the phone just rang and rang, 

then put her into voice mail.  She tried their home and Phil’s office.  No luck.  Donna called his 

sales department secretary.  She hadn’t heard from Phil all morning.   

It looked like Hunston had told the truth.  HID was holding Phil and Hayley.  Stuart Fiske 

would tell his people to deny they were in custody.  Donna knew she must get a court order 

requiring their release.  To do that, she’d need authorization from her boss. 

So help me, Donna swore beneath her breath, if Hutchinson’s an asshole about this, I’ll 

grab him where it hurts and twist until he signs. 

Donna got out her phone to make the call, but it rang as she began to dial.  She felt a jolt 

of hope.  Maybe it was Phil.  Maybe HID didn’t have him, after all. 

  Nope – it wasn’t Phil’s number on her screen.  It was Director McClendon’s.  She didn’t 

want to answer.  He’d order her to suspend her investigation.  In fact, he’d likely fire her.  She 

may have stopped the terrorist assault, but she’d flouted many rules.  If he felt particularly 

vindictive, he could charge her with serious crimes for shielding Brandt and Langford. 

What the hell, decided Donna.  I’m through at the Bureau, anyway.  It won’t do any good 

to duck him.  He’ll just make up his mind to screw me worse. 

“Hello,” she answered.  “Donna Taliaferro speaking.” 

“Agent Taliaferro, this is Don McClendon.  I’ve heard about your interception of the 

terrorists.  Outstanding work!” 

“Thank you, sir.  But Ken Bridger was critically wounded.  He’s one of my best agents.” 

“Will he make it?” 

“I wish I could tell you it looks good, but I don’t know.  Ken’s in surgery right now.” 
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“He’ll be in my prayers…    But listen, there’s something I want you to do for me.” 

“Yes, sir?” 

“Lewis ordered me to phone Assistant Director Barlow, make Hutchinson call you off.  

But I’m phoning you instead.” 

“Yes, sir…”  Here it comes.  Donna ground her teeth together, trying to formulate the 

right words of refusal. 

“Take a squad, not too many – we don’t want to get into a war – but return to SIOC, pick 

your most experienced people and bring them to the White House.” 

“The White House, sir?”  Donna recovered quickly from her shock.  “What do I do 

there?” 

“Arrest that son of a bitch Lewis.  Fiske, too.  The funeral will be over soon.  They’ll 

head to the White House in Marine Corps One.  They’ll need to work up a statement for the 

press.” 

“I plan to arrest them, sir.  But how am I going to get a warrant?” 

“Don’t need one.  This is hot pursuit.” 

“On what grounds?” 

“Lewis invented the precedent himself.  Law enforcement must move quickly.  We can’t 

be slowed down by going to a court when it’s a case of terrorism.” 

“Terrorism, sir?” 

“That’s right.  I’m authorizing charges of Homicide and Conspiracy to Commit Acts of 

Terror.  Where are you now?  You’ll want this in writing.”   

“I’m at Fairfax Hospital.  But I’m set up for wireless fax, if you’ll send it to my bu-car.”  

She gave McClendon the number.  “And while I have you, HID’s holding my husband Phil and 

Hayley Bridger.  She’s Ken’s wife, a rookie agent in the Victims’ Assistance Office.  They 

haven’t done a thing, no matter what trumped-up charges HID invents.  Fiske wants to make me 

shut down my investigation.” 

“I’ll get Judge Lavery to issue a writ of habeas corpus.  He owes us from the Oueddine 

trial.  I know he’s working from his home this morning, because I spoke to him before the 

funeral about golf this weekend.  He lives in Vienna, not far from Fairfax.  I’ll tell him that 

you’ll be there in ten minutes.” 

Donna raced to Lavery’s house in Vienna, Virginia.  They knew each other because she’d 

provided key testimony before him several times.  McClendon had given Lavery an overview of 

the situation, so Donna only needed to fill in the details.  Lavery was particularly interested in 

what Clay Hunston said before the shootout.  He agreed that Stuart Fiske appeared to have 
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violated multiple federal laws.  He issued the habeas corpus writ for Phil Taliaferro and Hayley 

Bridger.   

“Tell McClendon I’ll need more evidence before I can issue an arrest warrant for 

attempted murder,” said Lavery. 

“Funny you should say that, sir.  You might want to monitor CNN and such.  They 

should play the tape I mentioned shortly.” 

If they could resist extraordinary pressure to quash it from Fiske and Lewis, that is.  

Donna had few illusions which way it would go. 

“If there’s a substantiated voice print of President Lewis conspiring to commit 

assassination, I’ll issue an arrest warrant,” said Lavery.  “If the evidence doesn’t rise to that 

standard, I’ll have to consult with other senior members of the Court.  No sitting president has 

ever been the subject of arrest.” 

“What about a search warrant?” 

“I’m afraid not.  We’re entering unprecedented territory.  We’ll need to hear the 

President’s explanation of this material first.” 

Donna raced to Homeland Security with the writ.  She had Walt Traynor’s squad meet 

her at the entrance.  She’d be surprised if Fiske didn’t have another HID team hunting her, but 

this was no time for caution.  Besides, HID’s tactics relied more on ambush than direct 

confrontation.   

When she presented the writ, Fiske’s deputy claimed that Hayley Bridger had been sent 

to Tyson’s Corner.  He insisted that Phil wasn’t in their custody.   

Which might be their way of saying Phil was dead.  Donna felt a graveyard’s chill pass 

through her.  It struck her that the literal translation of habeas corpus was, “You must have the 

body.” 

Donna felt terribly dejected as she and Traynor’s team left for Tyson’s Corner.  She 

doubted that Phil and Hayley were alive.  Meanwhile, Ken Bridger was clinging to life.  And 

Erica still was missing, maybe in a shooting gallery somewhere, her veins swimming with 

poison.  As for Lewis, he’d stonewall his way out of this between National Security and 

Executive Privilege claims. 

As they passed American University, the FBI dispatcher sent out an urgent call.  There’d 

been a shooting at the White House.  Details were sketchy, but three Secret Service men were 

dead, another badly wounded.  There was a hostage situation in the residential quarters.   

Donna knew that most of the Secret Service agents on White House duty would be at 

Arlington.  The President, First Lady, their grown daughter Janelle, and son-in-law Pat Holmsted 
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still were at the funeral.  The agents assigned to Blair House would also be there with Warren 

Howe’s widow and family.  The entire cabinet was at Arlington, too.  With no VIPs present at 

the White House, the four Secret Service agents involved in this shooting likely constituted the 

entire skeleton crew. 

Donna stamped on her brakes and spun her wheel into a u-turn.  She heard tires screech 

as Traynor’s car quickly followed.  Between them, they had six people.  They were probably the 

nearest anti-terrorism squad to the White House.  Donna raced up Nebraska, then onto 

Massachusetts.  Siren blaring, she wove through traffic on Connecticut, four blocks down 17th, 

turned left, then up Executive Drive.   

 There was still one guard at the White House gate.  Donna flashed i.d., as did all her 

agents.  The guard waved her in, looking remarkably calm.  It occurred to Donna that this might 

be some kind of trap designed by Fiske. 

The White House grounds were all but deserted.  Its half mast flags drooped in a misty 

rain.  She didn’t drive down the ramp to basement level, since there was no one to open the 

barrier.  She pulled up in the above-ground parking area, where half the spaces were empty.  

With so many high level people at Arlington this morning, maybe their staffs had been given the 

day off.  As Donna ran up to the entrance, she saw no flurry of activity.  Those who’d heard the 

gunfire must be hiding or they’d run away.   

 She’d been to the White House only twice before.  Once with Erica, as one of the parents 

helping on a sixth grade trip.  That time, they’d entered through the East Wing Lobby.  She 

remembered many gilt-framed paintings of presidents and first ladies hanging on wood-paneled 

walls. They’d been guided through a series of  equally sumptuous rooms leading to a glassed-in 

colonnade, then the Jacqueline Kennedy Garden.  She remembered Erica’s enthusiasm about its 

brilliant display of flowering plants, saying that the garden looked like Eden.   

Donna had never seen the residential quarters.  They weren’t open to tourists.  Her other 

visit had been to an awards ceremony following Moussa Oueddine’s capture.  It was held in the 

East Room -- someone said this choice was quite an honor.  Usually, these things were done in 

the smaller Blue Room.  She remembered an aide showing them the Red and Green Rooms, too. 

 This time, they went through the staff entrance on the ground floor.  Again, Donna and 

her team had their badges out, but there were no Secret Service guards.   

They went around the metal detector, then raced up the corridor.  They stopped briefly at 

the Map, China, Vermeil, and Diplomatic Reception Rooms, but each was empty.  They saw no 

one anywhere.  The library was empty, too...    Though she hadn’t been in this part of the White 

House previously, Donna was familiar with the lay-out from a training exercise.  She turned right 
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into another ornate corridor, past offices on her left, then came to an elevator.   

Lying with his back against the wall was the wounded Secret Service man.  A woman 

crouched beside him, trying to help.  Her business suit had become a patchwork of red blotches 

on the ivory colored wool.  A pool of blood had collected beneath the wounded agent’s legs.  

There was a gory crater in his hip.  Through his shredded pants, his left kneecap appeared to be 

shattered, also. 

So this is real, thought Donna.  They wouldn’t sacrifice a man to get us, would they?    

“The perp’s upstairs,” the wounded agent said.  “Not sure which room.  He shot me by 

the kitchen.  Miss Sims here dragged me to the elevator and called in the emergency.” 

“An ambulance is coming?” 

“On its way.” 

“Is it just a single gunman?”  

“He’s all I saw.”   The agent took a raspy breath, filled with pain and grief and anger. 

“Three of my guys are dead.  He has the President’s grand-daughter Lacey.  Tiny little thing.  

She’s only four.  The President’s valet was babysitting.  I think he’s dead, too.  Didn’t see it 

happen, but we heard gunfire coming from the pantry first.” 

“How’s the gunman armed?” asked Donna.  

“Looked and sounded like a Skorpion.” 

“Any vest?  Rigged with explosives, I mean?” 

“No.  Slender profile.  Wasn’t carrying anything but the Skorpion.” 

“Description?” 

 “Tall and skinny, maybe six-four, one-eighty.  Middle-aged Caucasian, short brown hair, 

with a mole on his right cheek   You’ve got to nail this bastard.  Says he’ll kill Lacey unless 

Imad Khalif gets safe passage out of the country in the next hour.”   

“This guy works in the main kitchen,” said Miss Sims.  “I don’t know his name, but I’ve 

seen him lots of times the last few years.  A minute before I heard the shots, I passed him coming 

out of the elevator with a tray of food.” 

So Khalif had a sleeper.  Must have given him the go-ahead with a message through his 

lawyer.  But the attorneys for terrorists were legitimate surveillance targets under the new rules.  

Donna wondered how Khalif had gotten around this.  Or maybe the attack was coordinated long 

in advance.  She’d heard that Lewis’s only soft spot was his grand-daughter.  No, it couldn’t 

have been set up before Khalif’s arrest.  He couldn’t have known there’d be a state funeral today, 

or that Lacey would be here with only a few men to guard her. 

Donna left one of her squad to give first aid to the wounded agent.  She and the rest went 
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up the back staircase instead of the elevator.  If there was only one gunman, he couldn’t watch 

both places.  It wasn’t like Khalif to only use one man, but she had to depend that he’d faltered.  

Maybe Benouri’s arrest had marred his usually meticulous planning.   

They reached the third floor in half a minute, making their way as quietly as possible.  

Donna edged the door open, tossed out her key chain.  There was no gunfire, so she peered 

around the door frame.  No one was in sight.  She led her squad past an exercise room, listened 

carefully at the corner.  Back in the car, she’d thought to take a compact mirror from her purse 

and put it in her pocket.  Now she edged it around the corner, saw only chairs and hutches and 

paintings in the hallway.  She led her squad down it, stopped to peer into what seemed to be the 

living room.  There was no one in it, either. 

They turned the next corner in the same manner, came to the Lincoln Suite.  The 

bedroom door was closed, so Donna put her ear to it.  The only noise was the soft flow of air, 

probably from the heating system.  She edged it open, saw the Washington Monument through 

its window.  She stepped inside, checked out both the bedroom and the adjoining sitting room.  A 

hologram of the Gettysburg Address caught her eye.  It sat on an antique desk -- she guessed that 

Abe Lincoln must have done his writing here. 

They continued on, came to the elevators.  There was a dead man lying beside it, a dead 

woman in the next doorway.  Both wore dark suits, made darker by large blood stains.  

Handguns lay inches from both.  The terrorist hadn’t bothered to collect them. 

They followed a trail of blood drops up the hall, the thick carpet muffling their footsteps.  

It led to the Queen’s Bedroom.  Through its door, they heard a little girl’s voice singing Itsy 

Bitsy Spider.   

She sounded happy, a good sign.  With luck, Lacey wasn’t hurt.  The blood splatter 

meant that the terrorist was wounded. They crept up to the room.  Donna took one side of the 

doorway.  Walt Traynor took the other.  Using hand signals, Donna gave instructions.  The other 

agents watched the hall, in case there were more terrorists.   

On a nod from Donna, Traynor crashed through the door, then dove.  As he did, Donna 

stepped inside, her SIG Sauer held at chest level.  She saw a middle aged Caucasian with a mole 

on his right cheek.  He was seated in a chair, his head drooping, one hand covering a bloody 

wound in his abdomen.  The little girl was playing by his feet.  She looked perfectly content.  If 

she’d witnessed the shooting, he must have convinced her that it was all a game.    

“Freeze -- FBI!” yelled Donna.  If he worked in the kitchen, this guy had passed a 

background check.   He’d be a citizen or legal resident.  Which meant he probably spoke 

English.  “Drop your weapon!  Down on the floor!” 
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Both Donna and Traynor had him in their sights.  Donna noticed that the chair was 

ruined, blood all over its upholstery.  She recognized the style as American Federal.  Funny the 

things you think of during critical moments.   

In an instant, the gunman’s face went from sleepiness to rage.  He snatched Lacey against 

his chest, while raising the Skorpion.  But the child was so small, she didn’t make much of a 

shield.  Donna and Traynor fired at the same moment.  Twin holes appeared in the man’s 

forehead.  He fell back, dropping Lacey to the floor.  Two of Donna’s agents ran into the room, 

ready to fire.  Donna waved at them to lower their weapons.  This guy presented no risk now. 

Lacey was unhurt, but sprayed with blood, a look of terror on her face.  She could see it 

was no game.  She ran to Lucas Spurlock, one of the agents who’d come in behind Donna.  

Lucas scooped up Lacey and held her tight.  In appearance, Lucas looked like he would have 

made a perfect bad guy in pro wrestling.  His huge arms engulfed the little girl.  Donna thought it 

odd that the little girl had chosen him.  The other agent who’d come in was Molly Larch.  She 

had a motherly bust and round, good-natured face.  She had three young children of her own.  

But then again, Molly was about the same age and build as the President’s daughter.   Janelle 

Lewis-Holmsted was said to have a fiery temper.  Maybe Lacey felt much safer around men. 

Donna looked back at the dead terrorist.  Again, she felt the shock of extinguishing a 

person’s life.  No matter how dangerous he’d been.  But she forced herself to concentrate on the 

immediate problem.  This was no time to muse about the fragility of life or the President’s family 

dynamics.  She phoned McClendon to relay the news. 

She told Spurlock to take Lacey into the Lincoln Bedroom and guard her there.  She 

assigned Larch to guard the crime scene.  With her two remaining agents, Donna carefully 

searched the rest of the floor.  They found the valet dead inside a small pantry, another Secret 

Service agent dead in a bathroom.    

They went down the stairs and carefully searched the main floor again.  If there was 

another terrorist, they didn’t find him here.  They went down to the ground floor, where they met 

up with Chuck Bruner, the agent left to aid the wounded Secret Service man.   

“The ambulance got here five minutes ago,” said Bruner.  “EMTs took him to George 

Washington University Hospital.  Miss Sims went with him.” 

“How’s he doing?” asked Donna. 

“Okay.  They said he’ll make it.  How about upstairs?” 

“We killed the guy who was holding Lacey.  Spurlock’s watching her.  Larch has the 

crime scene.  Three dead Secret Service like we heard, and the President’s valet.  We’ve already 

searched the top two floors.  Now we’d better do this one again.” 
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“Okay,” said Bruner. 

“Listen, we’re not just looking for a terrorist,” Donna said to Bruner, Traynor, and the 

third agent Janet Willsey.  “Director McClendon has authorized the President’s arrest for Murder 

and Conspiracy to Commit Acts of Terror.  Stuart Fiske, too.  I know that must come as a 

shock.” 

“Not really,” said Traynor. 

Bruner and Willsey nodded in agreement. 

“Lewis and Fiske will have heard by now we’ve rescued Lacey.  I don’t know about 

Fiske, but Lewis will come back here immediately.  If we see him, we take him into custody.  

Yeah, I know we’ll launch some kind of major crisis.  So I’ll give all of you the option.  If you 

want no part of the shit storm we’ll kick up, leave now and the Bureau won’t hold it against 

you.” 

All three immediately said that they were with Donna.  She knew that Larch and 

Spurlock would have volunteered as well.  They all were exceptionally fine agents, of the highest 

personal integrity.  Donna felt very proud to lead them.       

 They went into the West Wing, checked each office that they passed.  It was thoroughly 

deserted.  She wondered where the staffers had fled.  Maybe they’d gone down to the Situation 

Room, sealed the doors.  They checked more offices, then the Roosevelt Room to the right.  

Nothing.  No staffers or gunmen.  They came to the Cabinet Room, found it empty.  Ahead, were 

two more offices.   

The President’s personal assistants normally worked inside them, but these rooms were 

empty, too.  From here, Donna and her team stepped into the Oval Office.  But she didn’t bother 

with the desk.  She had no search warrant, and besides, she knew that the Oval Office’s function 

was largely ceremonial.  Lewis conducted most of his business within the President’s Study.   

Donna went through the doorway.  Inside the study, she noticed that its desk was very 

neat.  Not that she’d expected there’d be incriminating evidence strewn across it.  There was a 

computer, also a credenza presumably filled with paper files, but these would have to wait.  The 

way things worked, there’d be a protracted legal battle over the FBI’s right to search them.  

Donna understood that there’d be nothing in them once she finally gained permission.  She’d bet 

her pension that she wouldn’t even be allowed to seal this room.  If there was evidence here, 

Lewis would have every opportunity to remove it.   

They passed through another door into a small kitchen.  Here, there was a staffer.   The 

woman didn’t show alarm, even before they presented FBI badges.  She introduced herself as 

Glynnis Cogswell, Deputy Assistant to the President.   
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“All of us ran outside to the Rose Garden when we heard about the gunfire.  But I just 

received a call from President Lewis.  He says he’s returning at once.”  In fact, he’d been furious 

that the FBI had gone into his private quarters, though their actions had saved Lacey’s life.  

Glynnis suspected he was rushing back mostly to safeguard the rumored notebook that he kept in 

his safe.  “Let me express President Lewis’s gratitude for what you’ve done.”  

“Glad to be of service.  We’ll finish securing the West Wing, then check the East Wing, 

too.  Oh, and then we’ll have to do downstairs.” 

“You can get into the offices, but the Situation Room is always sealed.  Only a few 

people have access.” 

“In that case, I doubt it’s been breached.  We’ll leave it until the President returns.  Please 

tell him we’ll complete our search, then rejoin the agents we left upstairs.  He’ll find Lacey in the 

Lincoln Bedroom, under the protection of my agent Lucas Spurlock.”   

Donna decided not to mention the paper in her pocket bearing Director McClendon’s 

arrest order. 

 More staffers came into the kitchen.  They’d heard that the FBI had killed the terrorist 

and rescued Lacey.  There was a flurry of excited voices. 

“People, I want all of you to return outside,” called Donna in a loud voice.  “We’re still 

searching to make sure there aren’t other gunmen.  In fact, I’m going to ask you each to show me 

i.d., then leave the White House.” 

Everyone started shouting questions.  Donna confirmed that Lacey was unhurt, but three 

Secret Service men and the President’s valet were dead.  When she got everyone calmed down, 

they began showing i.d.  As the first staffers left, a helicopter’s noise reverberated through the 

building.  Donna knew that it would land on the South Lawn.  

“Would you please tell the President that the FBI is still securing the White House,” she 

said to Glynnis Cogswell.  “It would be better if he waited in Marine Corps One until we verify 

that he can enter safely.” 

“All right, I’ll tell him.  But Stephen Lewis isn’t a man to sit by when something’s 

happening.” 

Donna and her team finished checking i.d.   

“If anybody wishes, you can go out to the South Lawn to greet the President,” she told 

the staffers.  “But I still prefer you leave the White House grounds.  I can’t guarantee your safety 

until we search the entire building.” 

The staffers quickly left, some showing expressions of relief, some visibly saddened that 

colleagues had been killed.  Donna told Traynor and Willsey to finish going through the West 
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Wing.  She went with Bruner to search the East Wing.  Then they’d meet up and go downstairs.   

Donna proceeded at a fast walk to the East Wing.  A few people had already come in 

from the South Lawn.  She identified herself and checked i.d.  But while she was speaking to a 

petite woman, ten Secret Service men swept into the East Wing Lobby, followed by the 

President and Fiske. 

Donna quickly showed her badge and spoke to the Secret Service section chief.  She 

remembered that his name was Graham Franklin.  He’d congratulated her at the awards 

ceremony in the East Room.  Franklin agreed to send half his men to finish searching the sub-

levels.  Then Donna took a deep breath, and read Director McLendon’s fax to Lewis.  She 

handed it to him. 

“Sir, your grand-daughter is safe, but I’m afraid I must inform you that you’re under 

arrest.  As you can see, the charges are Murder and Conspiracy to Commit Acts of Terror.”   

Lewis glared at Donna.  He didn’t say a word.  There were shouted protests from staffers 

who’d come in behind him.  

“This is an outrage!” Stuart Fiske’s icy voice cut through the noise.  “Your presence here 

is illegal.  In fact, I can prove that you and McClendon are responsible for this kidnapping 

attempt.” 

“You can fabricate whatever you like, but you’re still under arrest.” 

“Graham, I’m ordering you to arrest these two,” Fiske said to Franklin.  “In fact, arrest all 

FBI agents you find within the White House.” 

“Mr. President?”  Graham Franklin turned to face Lewis. 

“Do it, Graham.  Send a team to arrest McClendon, too.” 

“You may want to check the cable news shows,” Donna said to Franklin.  “CNN and the 

others are running press conferences right now.  You’ll hear a tape recording of the President 

saying Warren Howe could either see things his way or be killed.” 

“She’s lying!” screamed Fiske.  “Take her down!”  

“I can’t do that,”  Franklin said. 

“She just threatened the President.  Shoot her before she shoots him first!” 

“I’m sorry, sir.  I can’t do that.  She’s not an active threat.” 

“God damn it, if you don’t have the stomach, get out of my way!”   

Fiske ripped a small portrait from the wall and clubbed Franklin with the corner of its 

frame. As the Secret Service veteran reeled into him, Fiske reached for Franklin’s shoulder 

holster.  In an instant, he’d unsnapped its guard and pulled out Franklin’s .38 Beretta.   

Fiske’s shot smashed into Donna’s chest, spinning her around.  She staggered into the 
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wall.  She felt a searing pain in her thorax.  

Damn, I should’ve worn a vest, she thought.    

As she slumped to the carpet, Donna could hardly breathe.  She guessed it was a broken 

rib, the top one.  A shard would stab into her heart if she moved the wrong way.  She tried to 

draw her weapon.   Staffers screamed as Fiske fired again.   

It didn’t hurt so much this time.  With a thought of Phil and Erica that seemed to last an 

hour, Donna’s world went dark.  Agent Bruner fired past Graham Franklin, hitting Fiske in his 

right temple.  Fiske toppled over backwards, colliding into President Lewis.  Lewis stepped 

away, allowing Fiske to slide down to the floor.  He still was breathing, but his eyes were 

quickly dilating into a glassy stare. 

Lewis stepped back another pace.  He said nothing to the Secret Service men.  He knew 

they wouldn’t fire at the FBI.  One Feeb was down and the other had already reholstered his 

weapon.  Lewis still had many powerful friends in Congress and the Judiciary who could shift 

the balance until he won.  He didn’t say a word as Bruner made a field dressing out of his shirt 

for Donna.   

His temple cut, but otherwise all right, Graham Franklin crouched by Fiske.  He checked 

for a pulse, didn’t find one.   

Lewis stuck Donna’s paper in his pocket.  He turned and went upstairs to Lacey.  

Franklin sent four men with him.   

Arriving in the Lincoln Bedroom, Lewis lifted his grand-daughter into his arms.  He sent 

the FBI agent to rejoin his colleague guarding the crime scene in the Queen’s Bedroom.  

Followed by his Secret Service men, Lewis paced into the living room, then switched on the 

television.  Just as Taliaferro had predicted, a press conference from Manassas Airport 

dominated the airwaves. The tape of his conversation with Milt Sorkin was played repeatedly. 

Before she’d left, Donna had slipped the tape to Brandt.  After what had happened with 

Hunston, it was an easy change of mind.  While his acquaintance made copies in the MSNBC 

van, Brandt had gathered friends in both print and electronic media.  He’d played the tape for 

them, gave them each a copy.  Everyone recognized the deeper voice as Stephen Lewis discussed 

the contingency of killing his Vice President.   

  Still holding Lacey, Lewis went into his bedroom.  After the Secret Service men 

carefully checked the room, they left to wait outside.  In his safe, Lewis kept the notebook with 

his DO sheet, as well as one recording friendly outcomes.  It held references to virtually every 

VIP in Washington.  Detailed listings of their vulnerabilities, nature of the dirt he held against 

them, instances when they’d been squeezed.  Making a game of it with Lacey, Lewis burned the 
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pages and flushed them down the toilet.   

Downstairs in the East Wing Lobby, Graham Franklin called for an ambulance. As 

Donna regained consciousness, she found Chuck Bruner’s hands pressing on her chest.  For a 

few seconds as she came out of her dream, she thought that he was Phil.  

Walt Traynor and Janet Willsey arrived.  Their guns were drawn, but Bruner quickly 

signaled that there was no present danger.  

“Search everywhere,” Donna said in a faint voice to Traynor.  She’d quickly grown alert.  

She felt the pain and wetness of the blood again, remembering exactly what had happened.  With 

two holes in her thorax, one of them a lung shot, she suspected that she didn’t have much time.  

Her breaths were shallow and extremely painful, so she spoke with extreme precision.  “Not for a 

second terrorist…    Franklin’s men will see to that…     Stop Lewis from removing evidence.” 

 “That wasn’t a search warrant,” said Franklin, who’d leaned close to hear Donna.  “Hell, 

it wasn’t even a legally binding arrest warrant.” 

 “You saw what Fiske did…    He feared these charges sticking...    Lewis, too…  

Everyone knows Fiske doesn’t move…    unless it’s in Lewis’s interest.” 

“I still can’t let you search his private papers.  You aren’t authorized to see anything 

that’s National Security.” 

“Call McClendon…     if you have concerns.”  

 “I will.” 

 Franklin did so, looked perplexed. 

 “Says he just got off the phone with the Chief Justice.  Says you’re right about the press 

conference and the tape.  They’re going to fax over a search warrant.  But the Supreme Court’s 

full panel will have to consider whether a sitting president can be arrested.” 

 “What, you mean Congress might have to impeach Lewis first?” said Traynor.  “Even if 

he’s committed murder?” 

 “Looks that way,” said Franklin. “But once the search warrant arrives, you can have a 

look.” 
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 The warrant came five minutes after Donna’s ambulance.  As she was taken to the 

hospital, Traynor’s team began sifting through papers in the presidential study.  As might be 

expected, they found many files dealing with the Howe assassination – report after report 

concerning the investigation, Imad Khalif’s role as mastermind, the pursuit of Brandt and 

Langford, protocol for Howe’s memorial service and funeral, the planned succession of Speaker 

Dermott Hall to Vice President, preliminary lists to name buildings, schools, highways, and a 

new submarine for Howe, and many drafts of speeches – but nothing to suggest that Lewis or 

Fiske played any part in the nerve gas attack.  Maybe there was something on Lewis’s computer, 

but they’d need to get the passwords.   

“I doubt they’ll prove useful,” Donna told Traynor when he called her later at the 

hospital.  Her wounds were serious, but not life-threatening.  She’d refused pain-killers, wanting 

to stay lucid.  “If there’s evidence anywhere, it’s at Homeland Security.  Most likely, Lewis told 

Fiske what he wanted done, then left the details up to him.” 

 Donna called McClendon, discussed the situation. 

“Can we get a search warrant for Fiske’s office, too?” she asked. 

“Don’t see why not.  They’ll claim National Security, but that’s true of the President’s 

papers even more.  Chief Justice Carkner agrees with me.  Good thing Lewis appointed a strong 

law and order man.  Carkner says when Lewis and Fiske sent HID to murder FBI agents, when 

their actions almost allowed the terrorists to kill thousands, they became terrorists, themselves.” 

 

       ~ 

 

In fact, the investigation dragged on for nearly a year.  Lewis was never impeached, but 

his drive to repeal the 22nd Amendment quickly floundered.   After President Mitchell and the 

new Congress took office, Lewis was finally indicted.  Before the trial could take place, he was 

severely incapacitated by a stroke.  

President Mitchell abolished HID and restored Homeland Security to constructive 



Enemy of Freedom Paul Coulter 335 
 

  

purposes.  He accepted Don McClendon’s resignation as FBI Director.  In exchange for 

testimony against the prominent campaign consultant John Talbott and the HID agents Tom 

Springdale, Vince Coakley, and Mark Cuthbert, McClendon accepted a plea bargain of 3-5 

years.  Talbott, Springdale, Coakley, and Cuthbert were each convicted of murder in the case of a 

Times reporter named Jake Heisel who’d died eight years earlier in Shreveport.  McClendon, 

who headed security for the Lewis campaign at the time, admitted having made the reporter 

appear to have died in an auto accident.  He’d been the one to dump Heisel’s body into Lake 

Pontchartrain.  He was convicted of Tampering with a Corpse. 

Fresh from Anti-Terrorism’s success in stopping Imad Khalif’s cell, Jim Barlow was 

named the new FBI Director.  Donna Taliaferro had nothing against Barlow, but Frank 

Hutchinson’s subsequent promotion to Assistant Director sealed her decision to leave the FBI.  

As leader of  SIOC, Hutchinson’s only role in the case had been to interfere.  Even after HID’s 

program of assassination to support Lewis was revealed, Donna got little support from 

Hutchinson as she mopped up the murder cases in Washington, Shreveport, Tampa, Charlotte, 

Havre de Grace, Dennisville, and Lake Seboeis.   

Hutchinson reassigned half of Donna’s manpower, so she wasn’t able to continue the 

hunt for Benouri’s contact in Cambridge, Massachusetts.  Hutchinson insisted that it had been 

the grad student Abbas Khobari shot by Joe Marino.  Which made no sense, because Khobari’s 

field was physics, while the weapon procured by Benouri al-Qadir would take a chemist to 

produce.  It was an especially frightening development that Hutchinson would now direct all 

Anti-Terrorism activities.  Still, Donna told no tales out of school.  It wasn’t that she feared her 

disability status and her pension would be jeopardized.  But two decades of service in the FBI 

left her fiercely loyal to the institution.   

Her final actions as leader of the rapid response unit were to put in Traynor, Dixon, 

Larch, Bruner, Willsey, and Spurlock for commendations.  She convinced Frank Hutchinson to 

award Ken Bridger and Al Straub citations for valor.  Last, she established college funds for Al’s 

infant daughter Margaret and the pilot Fred Belarik’s two children.  Most of the veteran FBI 

agents contributed generously. 

Together with Phil and Erica, Donna left Washington for good.  On the night she’d been 

with Brandt and Langford, her teddy bear of a husband had gone into D.C.  Armed with a Smith 

& Wesson .38, Phil had forced the drug dealer Maliq to admit what he knew about Jason.  Phil 

had found Erica in a rat-infested tenement and beat her scumbag boyfriend to a pulp.   

Erica had gladly returned home.  She’d found the reality of living with the violent 

tempered Jason a terrifying experience.  They’d both slept through Donna’s calls the next 
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morning.  Now happy to be living in Vermont, Erica worked alongside Phil and Donna to restore 

the family orchard. 

After recovering from their wounds, Ken and Hayley Bridger remained FBI agents.  

Reggie Dixon was promoted to lead the rapid response unit.  Walt Traynor became his number 

two man.  They both agreed with Donna that Ken should fast track to the top. 

Davis Brandt was offered the late Mike Radovic’s position.  He declined, preferring to 

continue as an investigative reporter.  Instead, Shannon Devenney returned to the Post and 

became Brandt’s boss.  The coroner’s jury returned a verdict of Homicide in Mike Radovic’s 

murder, but with Kolmeyer, Hunston, and Fiske dead, Shannon didn’t have to testify in open 

court.  

Kyrie Langford returned to the U.S. Attorney’s office, where she successfully prosecuted 

Imad Khalif.  Caught up in the Lewis scandal along with many others, Kyrie’s former boss Kirk 

Beardsley lost his job.  President Mitchell honored a campaign promise by appointing many 

women to key positions.  Kyrie’s new boss wasn’t among these women, but was a well-respected 

man already in his sixties.  Kyrie hoped that a few more years of seasoning would allow her to 

become the first female U.S. Attorney for Washington, D.C. 

All in time.  Her job title was far from the first thing on Kyrie’s mind these days.  Brandt 

had proposed a month ago.  Their wedding would be in late May.  Their relationship remained 

every bit as passionate as that first time they’d finally shared a bed.  She felt so happy to have 

found love with this wonderful man.   

Her only sadness was learning that Boyd Wheaton had indeed been among those who’d 

died with Warren Howe in Philadelphia.  He was a man she’d loved for seven years.  Yes, it was 

a deeply flawed love, not really love at all from Boyd’s direction, but still a big part of her life.   

Overall, Kyrie felt glorious about life now.  She would share the rest of it with a man who 

loved her deeply, a good man with strong, abiding principles.  His children Connor and Rosie 

loved her, too.  Yes, her new family would always need to exercise great caution --  Lewis’s 

allies might have grown extremely quiet, but they’d always hate Brandt and her.  They’d look for 

revenge once folks forgot about the Lewis scandal.  Still, it felt so heartening to know that she 

and Brandt were in this fight together.         


