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PART ONE
Brewer, Baker, Candlestick M aker

They have moved me to jealousy with that which is not God; they have provoked me to anger
with their vanities; and | will move them to jealousy with those which are not a people; | will
provoke them to anger with a foolish nation.

KJV, Deuteronomy, 32:21, cf. Romans 10:19

...make the town see that he was an enemy of the people, and that the guerillas shot him because
the guerillas recognized as their first duty the protection of the citizens.

Central Intelligence Agency Instruction Manual , Psychologica Operationsin GuerillaWars



CHAPTER ONE
Guatemd a, near the Mexican Border
Y ear Minus Two

From the front seet of the Range Rover, the small fat man with the sawed-off shotgun reached back and
pulled the hood from his passenger's head. “Too hot, senor 7’ the fat man asked. His breath smelled of
TicTacs but that did not conceal the miasma of bad teeth.

The Nortamericano's short sandy blond hair bristled with sweat. He took a deep breath and looked out
at the red brick courtyard and the surrounding lush trees. His eyeswere wild before they settled. “A
litte"

"l am sorry, and also it is so humid today. It will be nice and cool inside. Senor Guerrero isaman of
much hospitdity, once he knows heis safe”

"l understand.”
"Without that assurance,” the fat man continued, “he can be moody."

Two Indiansran from the hacienda. They were young and hungry-looking and carried AK-47s across
their chests. One opened the Range Rover's door and invited the Nortamericano out with astrong tug.
He stepped down dowly to the bricks. He was lanky and taller than the fat man. The Indians spoke
Mam to each other and broken Spanish to the driver. The driver smiled, showing gapsin his
tobacco-stained teeth. He leaned againgt the hood and lit aMarlboro. Hisface gleamed in the match's
flare

The Indians patted down the tall man asif they did not trust the fat man, the driver, or the others who had
accompanied them from Pgjapita. They made asif to pat down the driver but he cursed and pushed them
away. Thiswas an awkward moment but the fat man barked some wordsin Mam and the Indians
backed off with sour looks. They swaggered and jerked the barrels of their guns. The driver turned away
with patient eyes and continued smoking.

The tall man wiped hisface with a handkerchief. Somewhere agenerator hummed. Theroads at the end
had been brutdl, rutted and covered with broken branches from the recent hurricane. Still the hacienda
seemed to have suffered no damage and glowed with lightsin the dusk. In the center of the courtyard a
gmall fountain cast asingle stream of greenish water two metersinto the air. The stream splashed through
acloud of midges. Small bats swooped back and forth across the blue dusk like swalows. A lonelittle
girl with long black hair, dressed in shorts, ahdter top, and pink sandals, played around the fountain. She
stopped for amoment to look at the tall man and the Range Rover, then siwung her hair and resumed

playing.
The fat man walked to the back of the truck and opened the gate. He pulled down aquintal bag of
coffee. It thudded and hissed on the bricks as the beans settled.

"Mr. Guerrero uses no drugs but for coffee, and that he drinksin quantity,” the fat man said. He squinted
oneeye. “Wewill wait for you here.” He tapped his platinum watch. “It is best to be brief."

A small old woman wearing along yellow and red cotton dress approached from the hacienda and took
the tall man by the hand. She smiled up a him and led him across the courtyard. The little girl watched
with a somber expression. Beneath afine dark fuzz, her upper lip had the faint pink mark of acleft palate



that had been expertly repaired. The bronze gates before the haciendas patio were decorated with
roughly cast figures of pultti, little angels doing chores such as carrying fruit. The angels' eyes, sad but
resigned, resembled the eyes of the old woman and their color was agood match for her skin. Beyond a
seriousiron door and then aglass door, the haciendas centrally cooled air stroked the tall man'sface.
Music played through the broad white rooms—Ilight jazz, Kenny G. The old woman showed himto a
white couch and pushed him back until he sat. She knelt and removed his shoes, replacing them with
sandals from a pouch concealed in the folds of her dress.

Mr. Guerrero appeared adone in the doorway to the dining room. He was small and well-formed and he
wore ayelow and black Hawaiian shirt tucked in and white linen pants and arope belt. His hair was
thick and dark. He looked like awell-to-do man pretending to be a beachcomber.

"Mr. Santerra, welcome,” Guerrero said. “1 trust your ride was sincerdly terrible.”

The tdl man, whose name was not Santerra, held up asmall cloth bag. Glassviasjingled softly inside.
“At least nothing broke."

Guerrero's cheek jerked. “It is done, then?”
"Proof of concept,” thetall man said. “Pure and lethd. Try it on someone you no longer need.”

Guerrero held up hishands. “I am not that kind of man,” he said. “Wewill test it inalab, with animals. If
it iswhat you say, you will be given your next money at aplace of our choosing. Money isnot safe here
or intheidands. Terrorism hasforced your nation to pay too much attention to world banking.”

A large balding black man in ablack suit entered from the kitchen and walked around Guerrero. He
stood in front of the tall man and held out his hand. He received the bag and opened it carefully. Three
vidsfilled with fine powder tinkled into hispink palm. “Y ou redlizethisis not thefina product,” the black
man said in areedy voice with an Austrian accent, to Guerrero. “It proves nothing.”

Geurrero waved his hand, dismissing that concern. “Y ou will tell meif they have proven good faith before
the next payment. Correct, Senor Santerra?’

Thetal man nodded.

"l may never see an end to thistrouble,” Guerrero said. He had not taken a step closer sincethetall man
held up the cloth bag. “But | hope my children will. Have you viewed the movie, M, Senor Santerra?"

Thetal man shook his head.

"The underworld of Germany seeks out achild molester and puts him on trid because heisbringing
down so much heat on their operations. It isso here. If you keep your promise, we will givethose
thoughtless mongters what they deserve.” He paused, alowing the black Austrian to leave the room with
the bag. Then he sat on aheavy wooden chair. His face waslined with years of worry. “You have a
dangerous quality. It makes me want to trust you."

Thetal man did not acknowledge this compliment, if it was one.
"| gppreciate that you have comein person. When can | expect news?”
"Within three months, a most Six.” Thetall man held out his hand to shake on their dedl.

Guerrero looked down at the hand. His cheek twitched once more. He looked decades older than his
forty years. “Now you will go,” hesaid.



The old bronze woman hustled into the room again and knelt to replace the tall man's shoes. He stood
and walked to the door.

In the courtyard, they had kept the engine running. Thelittle girl had goneinsde. The driver extinguished
his cigarette and deposited the butt in atin he drew from his pocket.

The fat man opened the door to the Range Rover and dangled the hood from one hand, smiling. “ There
aretoo many bats around here,” he said. “I supposeit is because there are so many insects.”



CHAPTER TWO

Iraq

Y ear Minus One
The red plastic beads on the curtain rattled like finger bonesin acup.

The man who stepped down into the coffee house had yellow hair. He wore sunglasses, as did most
every manin Baghdad, acity of thieves, killers, and merchants. Fine dust swirled from hisshoesas he
pushed them through a double brush set in the bricks. For amoment, he turned up his nose and frowned
asif possessed by some noble doubt, and his temple and cheek were lit by afase hope of rubies. A
hero, obvioudy—an Englishman perhaps—tall and dender and possibly strong, though that was difficult
to judge beneath the baggy cut of hislinen coat.

Ibrahim Al-Hitti watched from the small round table and pulled in his polished black shoes, not wishing
them to be trampled. There waslittle room in the basement, few tables and fewer customers. A one-eyed
cousin of acousin owned the establishment and had been persuaded it could be used on occasion asa
place of personal business, not to be asked after. He would literdly turn ablind eyeto any activities. That
plump and ill-dressed relative now stood behind the small black bar surrounded by arising cloud of
steam from an old espresso machine imported, so he boasted, from Itay. The steam frightened two
horseflies seeking refuge from the outer heat. They buzzed and batted until settling on the plaster wall
beside asmall fogged mirror. The air in the basement cafe was humid and hot like the rest of Iraq this
time of year, aclimatefit for sordid talk and deeds.

Al-Hitti had been born in'Y emen but had spent most of hisyouth in Egypt and England. He had no love
for Irag and he did not like Iragisin generd. This part of town, near Firdos Square—allegedly cooled by
breezes off the Tigris—was frequented by businessmen mostly and the secretaries and office workers of
Shiite clerics. Businessmen he despised. Of clerics he held no opinions.

Though aMudim and a Sunni, Al-Hitti was of that pragmatic sect that had proliferated in the Middle East
inthe last century—anonaligned brotherhood most interested in diverting therivers of power. Religious
passons had divided Mudimsfor too many centuries and only made them weak. What would bring them
together and restore lost glory were the coal efforts of the mind, working to enact difficult, some would
say sordid deeds.

The tall man removed his sunglasses, unafraid to reved hisface. Al-Hitti saw immediately that hewas
American, not English—they were as different in step and behavior to his discerning eye as Ethiopians
and Somalis. So thiswas the one whom he was scheduled to meet. It was an appointment he had not
looked forward to. A disappointment.

He enjoyed playing with English words.

And he was even less happy now that he saw that the man he would haveto kill wasinfact a
decent-looking fellow with strong features and even arespectable tan. That English word, tan, appeared
in his head, surrounded by half-naked women. Thisirritated him.

The American caught his eye and stepped forward, walking lightly around the tablesto the rear of the
shop. To Al-Hitti he offered hisright hand and in low, mellow tonesintroduced himsdlf. His name was
John Brown. He was from Massachusetts—a silly, sneezing sort of name for a place. His Arabic was of
the Cairo variety and surprisingly good.



"You arejust asl imagined you,” Al-Hitti told the American, alie. He had imagined instead asmall,
furtive man wearing loose clothing.

"Isit 07" the American said, and pulled back aflimsy wrought-iron chair to St. They both measured out
tiny amiles.

The cousin arrived to take their orders. He pointedly ignored the American, turning his good eye from
that part of the room. John Brown did not seem to mind.

AsAl-Hitti waited for aglass of thick sweet tea, he examined the American closdy. Ther silence drew
out. Hisfirst impression had been one of quiet strength, a man who would appedal to women. But
Al-Hitti's deeper ingtincts made him less certain. There weretelling linesin the American'sfaceand a
determined sadnessthat reminded Al-Hitti of an old fighter—not a soldier, who could be casualy crue
and blame others, but amountain guerilla, used to working and living aone for months and having no one
to blame but himsdf.

John Brown's gppearance was made more striking by the fact that he had one blue eye and one green
eye. Al-Hitti had never seen such athing.

The American put his hand to his chest. “Before you decide whether or not to kill me...” He reached
swiftly into his coat pocket and pulled out a heat-sedled plastic packet full of beige powder.

Al-Hitti reacted asif stung by one of the horseflies. He pushed back, eyeswide, and his chair banged
into another chair. “What isthis?’

"A sample,” the American answered.
"Complete?” Al-Hitti asked, hisvoicerisgngin pitch.
The American raised his chin. “Not yet. Soon.”

Al-Hitti refused to handle the package until he saw his courage was in question and that the American
was rapidly losing confidence. It was probably fake, anyway. Anything else would be too much to hope
for. Hetook it. The plastic was beaded with sweat from the American's hands, but inside, the powder
was miraculoudy fine and light, clinging and dry.

A handful of ahundred thousand miseries.

"Tdl your scientists, or your graduate students at university, to examineit with greet care,” the American
ingtructed. “It will behavelike agas, penetrating everywhere if not properly handled. They will tell you
that it is pure and that it has been geneticaly modified, but it is not complete. Not yet. Try it on someone
you wish dead. Let your subject bresthe afew grains, or swalow it, or touch it to hisskin. Intime,
examined in the dark, hislesionswill glow green and then red. These inserted genes are proof that we
can do what we say."

Al-Hitti could not help avoiding the tall American's gaze. There was something about the blue eye that
reminded him of the sky over a desert waste.

Al-Hitti leaned forward. “What sort of proof isthis, just a package of powder extracted from the soil of
Texas, where asteer has died, perhaps? How can we believe therest of your story?” Al-Hitti held the
package out between two fingers. “1 hear thisis easy to make. That iswhat | amtold.”

"Believewhat fools say,” the American said, “lessthefoolsthey.” He brought forth asmdl knife, pulled
open ablade, and laid it on the table between them. “Rub it on your skin like baby powder. Let's breathe



it together.”

Al-Hitti shrugged too quickly, hiding a shudder. “We are not here to pissup awall.”
"No,” the American said.

"When will thefind product be reedy?

"When money is made available. | will conduct my own tests and you will do yours. Then, next year ...
Jerusalem.”

"There are very few Jewsin Irag. Saddam no longer protects them, and the clerics...” He lowered his
eyelids. Hewas getting ahead of himself, like a cart before a horse.

"Until the gene sockets arefilled, as specified, Jews need fear thisno morethanyou or |,” the American
sad. “Andnoless”

"Who is paying for what you have done so far, aWahhabi?” Al-Hitti asked with quiet anger. “May hedie
in the bed of anincontinent pig.” Al-Hitti did not like Wahhabis. What they had done to maintain their
hold on power had killed many of his best men. Now, al Saudi Arabiawasin turmoil. Just retribution

hed findly arrived.

The American noisdlesdy pushed back his chair. He looked down on Al-Hitti.
"If | say yes, and arrange for people, and the money is given?”
"Then wewill meet next year,” the American said.

The cousin's cousin had had enough, and a crack like atiny shot sounded in the small coffee house.
Al-Hitti turned to look. The proprietor raised a swatter besmirched by horsefly.

When Al-Hitti turned back, the American was at the door, parting the beaded curtain. Another horsefly
entered with alooping buzz and the American was gone.

The proprietor returned to the table to remove the glass. He stared at Al-Hitti through his one good eye.
“Isit that you are taking teaaonetoday?’ he asked.

* k% k %

No one of any importancein Irag other than himsalf could remember seeing a pade blond American with
the face of awarrior and eyes of two different colors. But there was always the plastic bag. And what
wasin it wastrue. Indeed, very true.

Al-Hitti had the powder examined and then tested. It made five kidnapped Iragi businessmen and two
secretaries of the clericsill and pitiable. In the dark, their [esions glowed first green and then red, so the
doctors reported to people that Al-Hitti knew.

And then they died, al of them.

* k x %

Asthe months passed, Al-Hitti cameto believe that it would actually happen. His hope reflected how
bad things had become for his people. Three years ago, the Dome of the Rock had been blown to pieces
by a Jewish terrorist to make way for the rebuilding of their Temple. In response, afew weekslater, on
October the fourth—thereafter known as 10-4—another blow had been struck againgt the financier of all
things evil, the United States. Thousands had died. Though he had secretly approved and even gloated, it



had made Al-Hitti's job that much harder.

The Isradlis were now assassinating the immediate families of suicide bombers and |leaders of Hamas and
Hezbollah. Mudim youth rushed to destruction and did not seem to care that by so doing they were dso
condemning their brothers and ssters, their mothers and fathers—and then, their unclesand cousins.
Back and forth, the daughter turned dl into mongters.

In the late summer or early fall, he knew, Saudi Arabiawould be invaded by tens of thousands of
anti-Wahhabists working out of Sudan, Oman, and Irag. Irony of ironies, it was said Americans were
financing anumber of the insurgents, including Iragis, in hopes of replacing the House of Saud with a
more stable regime. The enemy of my enemy is my friend. For the time being.

Once again Mudimswere engaged in Takfir wa Hijra, condemnation and exile, killing nonbelieversand
traitors—Westerners and Mudims alike—to reclaim the holy lands.

The next hot wind would blow from the desert and cleanse the world like apillar of fire.



CHAPTER THREE
Year Zero
Arizona

Specid Agent Rebecca Rose stared through the window of the FBI Econoline van at the dark desert
aong the highway. Brian Botnik from the Phoenix Field Office looked sdeways a Rosein the front
passenger seat. She rubbed her hand nervoudly over her knee—gray pants, cuff of dark pink cotton
blouse protruding haf an inch from her coatd eeve, fingersthin and strong, red-enameled nails bitten short
and chipped. It was five am. and she could almost see the hest of the past day risng dowly into space.
That'swhat happened at night—the Earth shed its heat like a cooling corpse. The sun hid away, nowhere
to be seen; maybe it would never return.

"Gerber'sagood fellow,” Botnik said. “But he hates being kept in the dark. So tell me—why arewe
keeping him in the dark?’ Botnik was a big man with a deep voice, atight somach, farmer's hands, and
sandy hair—attractive, had she the energy to think about such things. Ten years younger than her, she
guessed, but neither inexperienced nor adummy.

Rose amiled. “Becauseif | tell him why we'reinterested, hell think we'reidiots.™
"I'm open to that possibility,” Botnik said, flashing agrin.
"Hush,” Rose said.

Two FBI andysts sat in the middle seat behind them. Both were young, white, clean-cut, and mae. Both
were respectful and earnest. Little pitchers have big ears. The younger, whiter, and more clean-cut the
male agent, the more likely he would talk behind her back.

After theflights and the drive from Tucson, she was bone-tired and on the edge of halucinations; her
science and most of her sense had fled. But she had to stay tactical. Thiswould not be easy. Every cop
seemed to regard FBI agents, especidly senior agents, as short-timers going down for thethirdtimeina
flood of palitics. Some fdlt sorry, others exhibited aparochial gloat. It was getting harder and harder to
focus on work even when she wasn't exhausted.

The headline of the newspaper folded acrossthe divider read:

FBI “PATRIOT” FILESKEPT ON
6 DEM SENATORS, VP
"Traitorsto the Nation", DossersClaim

Rose was acquainted with the agents who had prepared those dossiers. Two were clowns; she had
thought that the other six were good men. Now they were buried in the depths of Headquarters or
testifying before afedera grand jury. One and al, they had messed their britches.

Screw that. Just do your job.

* k k %

Thefirst Sgn of happy times dong the highway was asingle-vehicle set of ped-out marks. Sixty yards
further on, deep truck-tire gouges marred the right shoulder. In the blink of an eye, a second pair of
smudges like strokes of artist's charcoa extended for thirty feet. A half-mile beyond that, multiple curving
congalines of laid-down rubber—some pardle, some crossng—played with the divider for ahundred
yards. Those tracks ended a an overturned and battered big rig trailer.



Petrol officers were stationed to flag drivers through the single open lane. At this hour of the morning
there was amost no treffic.

Botnik steered the Econoline to the side of the road, parking behind agray Suburban marked with
Arizonasrisng sun. As Rose stepped out and stretched, the young agents pulled aluminum cases from
the rear of the van. Botnik introduced her to three Department of Public Safety officers. Lieutenant
Colone Jack Gerber, the Deputy Director of Crimind Investigations, had been dispatched from Phoenix
aong with two analysts. They had been waiting at the scene for three hours. Remarkably they were il
willing to pretend not to be teed off.

Gerber wasatdl lean man in hislate fortieswith straight black hair and abrown boyish face lacking any
trace of abeard. Multi-racid, Rose judged: American Indian, Anglo, and some black. Americasfuture.
His eyes were brown and hislarge fingernails curved around the upper haf of each fingertip, rounded and
neetly manicured.

Rose waked with Gerber and Botnik back along the highway and studied the scene from the beginning
of the skid marks. Gerber was explaining whet little they knew. “ The chase must have begun about ten
miles back. Patrolman Porter queried the truck's RFLM—Radio Frequency License and Manifest
transponder—and got a bogus authentication. When the truck's driver ignored hislightsand siren and the
truck failed to respond to Cop Block, the patrolman became aware he might have a Situation. We get a
lot of drug traffic. Patrolman Porter was an excellent officer, very keen on hisjob."

All carsand trucksin the U.S. were now required to have Cop Block. A patrol car could radio a coded
sgnal that dowed and then shut down the engine. Workarounds wereillegd and the fineswere
expensve, plusred jal time.

Therig had jackknifed and the trailer had flipped and twisted the truck aong with it, corkscrewing the
rear frame and tiresa quarter turn. The Internationa 9200 had then split off from the trailer and skidded
on itssdefor fifty-two yards, leaving a broad scrape of paint and sidewall rubber and lots of fresh gray
groovesin the asphalt. Thetrailer's rear doors had sprung open and about athird of the contents had
tumbled out, depositing atrail of white boxes dong the road, most of them intact.

They weredl inkjet printers.

Rose held back an urge to request that the trailer and the boxes be marked off and tested by a
HAZMAT team. Too early and too obvious, atipping of her hand. She had yet to bring out her

WA GD—ypronounced Wag-Dee, for Wright Assay Germ Detector—a biohazard anayzer the size and
shape of alarge Magic Marker. She carried two in her coat pocket. Somein thefield caled the WAGD
the Death Stick. Others had corrupted the acronym to “We're All GonnaDie."

One of the white boxes had ripped open. She pulled back aflap and bent to peer inside. The printer had
falen out of itsfoam packing. Itstop had broken off, exposing the meta tracking bars and ribbon cables
within. The cartridge wells were empty.

"We're dtill not surewhat happened after that,” Gerber said. “Porter must have been ahead of the truck
when it flipped—it's our procedure to park behind an accident and switch on dl lights, to warn traffic. At
around eight p.m., the officer was shot three times. He had not called in the wreck, and he did not cal in
his Situation. He must have been surprised. We think there was another man, perhaps hiding in thetrailer.
The officer did manageto get off two shots. Neither of them hit the truck.”

"Patrolman Porter's Infodeck—when did it last make its uplink?’

"Seven forty-one,” Gerber said. “Nothing unusud. He was at the Bluebird Tal Stack, atruck stop. You



passed it on theway here.”
"Wedid,” Rose said.

The reflecting tape between the lighted mobile cone barriers flapped in the early morning breeze. A
patrolman waved through asmal slver Toyota. It drove dowly around the scene, well clear of the
rippling tape, its middle-aged female driver goggling.

Colone Gerber was being straightforward and professiona, and for that Rose was grateful. She reached
into her coat pocket and pulled out aWAGD, hiding most of it in her pam and up her deeve, then swiftly
uncapped it, bent over the open printer box, and ran the moist gdl tip along the insde and acrossthe
printer carriage. She capped and pocketed the device, then moved on with Gerber.

Twenty yards further on, the patrol car was a blackened shell hunkered on the right shoulder and facing
the wrong direction—eadt. It had been set on fire with gas sphoned from its own tank. The patrol car's
tires had burned to the tedl belts. Melted aluminum traced shiny rivers down to the roadside gravel.
Whatever onboard data—Video, officer commentary, the contents of the patrol car's orange box—that
had not been transferred by satdllite link from the car's Infodeck had been destroyed.

A small grassfire had been extinguished by aquick light rain minutes after the wreck.

The officer's body had been found on the north shoulder of the road, ten yards from the burnt-out patrol
car. The body had been removed by the Pima County Medica Examiner but asiver marker line il
recorded its outline. A rain-diluted smear of blood pointed in the direction of the cruiser, abouit thirty feet

away.

In the center of the outline, asmall spherica projector sitting on ahammered peg threw out grainy
patterns of blue and red light.

"Glasses?’ Rose asked.

Gerber offered apair from his pocket. She unfolded the temple pieces and dipped them on. The officer's
body cameinto clear view, frozen in place and lit al around by multiple strobes. Legs straight, arms limp
and angled.

"The body was moved before we got here,” Gerber said.

She walked around the projector and stooped. Patrolman Porter's body |ooked perfectly solid against
the black pavement. Had he been closer to the cruiser, he would have burned. Someone dragged
him across the highway. A bystander? The killer?

Why have empathy for a dead or dying cop?

Projectors were good but the emotional assault of seeing an actual corpse always heightened her senses.
Death so closg, injustice everywhere. Still, the photographer had done agood job. The 3-D image was
clean and sharp. In afew hours, no doubt, the ME and the CID would merge their data.and she could
cal up the same projection and see areconstruction of the officer's ance, the lines along which the dugs
had traveled, his reaction to the force of tons of accelerated mass hitting his shoulder, his chest, his neck.

The FBI evidence techs had fanned out along the road and were busy taking pictures, checking the
interior of the truck’s cab, scraping paint and rubber off the road, setting up survey polesand lasers,
repeating much of what Gerber's people had dready done.

"You il haven't told me why the feds are interested in afew hundred gray-market computer printers,”



Gerber said. “ Obsolete moddls, too."
"We're curious where the truck was going. Whether it had any escorts.”

Gerber flipped hishand at the Internationd. “ Therés no driver log, no vaid license, no bills of lading or
any of the records required for interstate transport. The truck seemsto have been modified in Mexico
and driven across State lines about two months ago—we have avideo of arig with that federa 1D
number crossing the border at that time, with al its papersin order. But the last registered owner claims
he sold it in Mexico Sx years ago. Still, the truck had a Grit Mitt and seemed to be trying to meet current
highway standards—other than Cop Block, of course. Nor are there any signs of these printersbeing a
dummy cargo—our K-9sjust looked bored. We're still pursuing thetrail ... but backwards, not
forwards. | have no ideawherethisrig was going, and if we don't catch the second man, or woman, well
probably never know."

"Second man or woman?"

"Just apossibility. Someone gave our perp or perps aride. Between here and the next town it'sfifty miles
of nothing. Long walk. We'velooked. And no hospital here or across either border reports anyone with
gunshot injuries.” He rubbed alight stubble on his chin. “Were done. Let us know when can we clear

our highway."

"Thanksfor your patience. | need another hour."

"Porter was a smart patrolman. Nobody could have just got the drop on him,” Gerber said. “ Thiswhole
thingisan avful mess”

"Amen,” Rose said, getting back to her feet. She folded the glasses and returned them to Gerber. “Was
Porter married?'

"l don't think so,” Gerber said. He called to one of hisanaysts, a short, plump man with adapper
mustache. “ Earl, was Porter married?"

"No, sir,” Earl said, glad to get in on the conversation. He had been checking out Rose. “ Never married.
Petrol was hislife. Well, heliked to drive to Vegas once ayear."

"Eager?’ Rose asked.

"Thebest dwaysare,” Gerber said. He sniffed and peered around the highway and the distant hills. His
irritation was about to break through. “ Aslong as you're here, I'd be fascinated to hear your take. I'm
aureit'sfilled with exceptiond, FBI-leve insght.”

Sometimes, cops let other copsred out alittle rope. Whoever went first was eager to jump to
conclusions. Earl backed off and returned to his group.

Rose sad, “I'm curious as to how your cruiser ends up spun around in front of ajackknifed semi.”
"A curious Stuation,” Gerber agreed.

"Y ou've had problems with escort vehiclesthat can interrupt communications. Are you looking for a
jammer?’ Rose glanced up a Botnik, ten yards off. He could hear their conversation. He gave her a
quick nod, out of Gerber's sight.

"Should we be?” Gerber asked innocently.



"There could have been two vehicles” Rose continued, * one traveling afew minutes behind the other.
Thefirg, our Internationa and itstrailer, must have attracted Porter's attention. He decided to bird-dog
therig and look for an excuseto pull it over.”

"Okay,” Gerber said, and stuck his handsin his pockets. They were waking side by side now, the best
of chums.

The WAGD wasdill qui€t.

"The second vehicle could have followed at adiscreet distance,” Rebeccasaid. “ Porter lit up and pulled
therig over for ingpection. Maybe the driver couldn't produce the right papers. He called for backup but
didn't get aresponse.”

"We received no request for backup,” Gerber said, but he wasn't disagreeing.

"Porter's Infodeck told him he was off the grid and he couldn't make direct radio contact. His display told
him he was being jammed.”

“All right."

"With therig pulled over, the occupant or occupants of the second vehicle decided to make arun for it.
Porter suspected thiswas the jammer, got hiswind up, ordered hisfirst quarry to stay put, and took off
after the second truck."

Gerber looked thoughtful. “Evidence?” he asked pleasantly.

"Nothing, redly,” Rose said. “Unlesswe count tire marks afew miles back, two vehicles peding out, not
far from along set of truck tracksin the gravel."

"Mm,” Gerber said, and his smile broadened. She wasn't ahead of him yet. He knew about those marks.
“Jammerswork for hire and don't carry contraband. Porter knew the drill. Hewould have let the little
onego."

"But you said hewasagambler,” Rose said. “Right? Unmarried, eager, aVegaskind of guy. Patrol was
hislife. For just afew seconds, he couldn't think past the glory of making atwofer—aof pulling over arich
cargo, and grabbing ajammer besides.”

"Are we about to cast aspersions on an officer who can't defend himself?” Gerber asked. Hisface was
professonaly blank but his pupils had widened.

"Not at al,” Rose said. “Happensto the best of us.”

Gerber squinted. “ Tell me, why would any driver risk a chase and the hoosegow for aload of old
printers?’

Gerber had spent alifetime figuring out what people were redly interested in. Rose walked back toward
the burnt-out patrol car. “Porter reacquired his perspective after apeek in the rear view mirror. He saw
the rig get underway and quickly decided to give up on the jammer. He and the rig played allittle chicken.
Risky, but maybe not out of character. He got in front and tried to brake the rig to a stop—got tapped,
spun out ... and therig jackknifed and flipped. Porter ended up by the side of the road, reversed.”

She stood beside the distorted, blackened curve of the cruiser's driver's side door. “ Porter squatted
behind the door and drew down on the truck cab. Based on chase maneuvers and the spin-out, his
Infodeck would have automatically attempted to re-connect and call for urgent backup, and he probably



surmised the jammer would soon be out of range.”

"All right,” Gerber said. “Now explain to me, how did he end up getting shot? Did the jammer return?
Was he caught in a crossfire?'

Botnik and Earl approached. “No fingerprints or blood insde the truck cab,” Botnik told Rose. “No
food itemsor cups or urine jugs. Nothing much at dl. We're fuming and dusting the exterior, but I'll bet
the driver was wearing gloves."

Rose stood behind the burned-out cruiser door, looked back at therig, drew sight-lines. Then she and
Botnik crossed the highway and walked aong the south side. Gerber and Earl glanced both ways for
traffic—the road was dmost empty—and followed. “ Did you work the ditch here, off the shoulder?’ she
asked.

Gerber turned to Earl. The younger man shook his head, uncertain whether he was admitting to a
mistake.

Botnik caught on right away. “ Jesus. Sounds like some sort of combat vet."

Gerber was now the one short on rope. He looked aong the length of the ditch and saw how aman
could have exited the International and crawled aong the ditch without being seen. Hisface wrinkled.
“Shit."

"After thewreck,” Rose said, “ Porter may have called for the driver to get out or shout if he was unable
to comply.” Shetook two stepsinto the ditch, put her hand on her hips, raised her right arm, then lined
up her eye and her pointing finger with the position that Porter would have assumed beside his cruiser.
“From thisangle, the shooter could have watched and waited until Porter got impatient and stood up.
The first shot passed over the hood and between the door and the window frame and hit Porter in hisleft
shoulder. Porter may have been knocked haf about, then lurched forward and hung on to the door. The
second shot could have passed through his neck, spinning him around again, and the third impacted the
chest. The neck wound, wasit from the side or rear?"

Gerber pointed to the right rear of his own neck.

She stepped gingerly aong the rocks. *“ Rough crawl, but someone well-trained could have doneit in
thirty seconds or less. Y our shooter pushed up ... Here and here.” She pointed to the rain-softened
remains of two gouges, one shallow, one deep in the gravel and dirt. “ Knee mark. Toe of shoe or boot
digging in. No sole imprint. He shot your patrolman three times, then walked across the highway and
made sure he was dead or dying. The assailant then dragged Porter away from the car.”

She finished with, “Our shooter unplugged the Infodeck, removed the officer's data vest, tossed it in the
car, then set the car on fire and cooked the memory so there wouldn't be any record. But for some
reason, the assailant was squeamish about |etting an officer burn. Even adead one."

Gerber'sjaw musclesflexed. “ All that, for old printers?’ he asked.
Botnik gave Rose ahard stare.

"l can't seeit,” Gerber said. “Too many holes. | think we have drug runners getting creative. Maybe this
time, the escort vehicle carried both contraband and jamming equipment, with the Internationa truck, full
of adummy load, acting as decoy. Hell, you could pack ten million dollars worth of Tart in asuitcase.
Maybe Porter saw the printers, surmised the rig wasn't carrying, and went after the jammer. That
explainsthetire tracks."



"Then why would the driver of therig light out?’ Rose asked. “Why not just stay put, act innocent, plead
to amisdemeanor and get aticket?'

Because he did not want anyone to learn about his printers.
The bastard knows I'm looking for him.

"l believe in the competence of our patrol officers,” Gerber said, hisface flushed. “We're done here,
Agent Rose™"

"Mm hmm.” Rose kndlt in the gravel and rocks and looked hard at the ground around the knee imprint
and thetoe mark. Didn't feel right torching an officer. What sort of smuggler ... ?

A former cop?

Rose pictured the driver of the Internationd biting on his glove'sfingersto pull it off. It could have
dangled from histeeth as he fired at Porter. She got down on her hands and knees. Urban cops tended
to wear close-weave protected gloves, to reduce the chances of cuts or needle pricks during pat-downs.
Many wore Turtleskins. Rose preferred Friskmagters. “Did anybody find aglove?’ she asked.

"No, maam,” Gerber said.

Rebecca measured the distance between the toe marks. A smooth stonein just the right place had been
pressed down and twisted, the dirt scrunched up around its perimeter. She picked it up. A fleashit speck
of rain-washed blood had falen on the tumbled-smooth surface. She palmed the stone, and then saw
another drop of blood, unmistakable, on a pebble nested in a patch of sand. “ Something here,” she said.
The young analysts joined her in the ditch. Asthey worked over the area, she pocketed the larger rock,
unseen.

"Could be aground squirrdl or acoyote,” Gerber said with a sniff.
"I'd like to be copied on any human DNA results.”
"Of course.” Gerber knelt beside her. “It'sagolden age of cooperation.”

Botnik walked beside Rose back to the Suburban. “ Gerber's a good guy. He won't stand in our way if
we need something. And don't get me wrong. If Hiram Newsome shows an interest in inkjet printers, I'll
be there for you with bellson.”

"Thanks,” Rose said. “Has your Minitest been certified recently?*
"Not inthelast month,” Botnik said.
"Can | borrow aplastic bag?’

One of the young agents gave her abaggie. She pulled the rock from her pocket and dipped it into the
baggie, ingpecting it to make sure the blood speck was till there.

"Jesus,” Botnik said, and whapped the steering whed with hishand. “ Thisisjust the kind of federa
arrogancethat'skilling us"

"They have blood evidence, we have blood evidence,” Rose said, deadpan. “Pima County ME lost its
board certification again last year. Arizona CID isbacked up for days or even weeks. And you haven't
even primed your Minitest. What's a poor girl to do?"



Botnik turned afine ruddy shade. “All right,” he said. “Y ou've got it figured out. But you till havea
problem. Y ou il have to learn where the suspect was going. Maybe somebody around here can help.
Tothat end, I'm hoping you'll soread at least alittle enlightenment.”

"Thanks again,” Rose said. “But we have reasonsto keep it quiet.”

"Quiet?’ Botnik chuckled. “ Thisisthe worst-kept secret in the FBI. It's got something to do with
Amerithrax. Theonly question | haveis, what the hdll's the connection?”

Rose took a shalow bresath.

"I do crossword puzzles,” she said. “ Sometimes, when | can't solve oneright away, | put it aside. Some
of my puzzles have been waiting for years.”

"Secrecy ismogt of why were boots up in apile of shit,” Botnik said. “What if there's another anthrax
attack and you could have prevented it by sharing?"

Rose stared straight ahead.
"Is there going to be another attack?’ Botnik asked.

She climbed into the truck. The WAGD in her pocket buzzed. No squeeee of darm, just alittlewarning
buzz: al done. “Keep the rest of the boxes sealed and make sure nobody pokes around the open ones.
Takedong aHAZMAT team. I'd like athorough fingerprint check and PCR on al of them. If
HAZMAT clearsthem, I'd like them quietly removed from state jurisdiction and impounded asfedera
terrorist evidence. Send them on to Frank Chao at Quantico.”

Botnik shrugged. “You got it.” Thetwo field agents climbed into the seats behind.
"You'reinvestigating jammers, right?’ Rose asked.

"Weare,” Botnik said.

"What priority?'

"Moderate."

"Push it higher. Let's spread the theory that jammers might have killed Porter. And if you find our
particular jammer, let me know."

"Anything to help."

The sun was coming up. “ Could we drive west for afew miles?” Rose asked. “ Sowly. Before wereturn
to Tucson."

"I hear and obey,” Botnik said, and salaamed lightly over the steering whed!. “Looking for something in
particular?'

"Just being thorough.” Sheleaned her head back, mouth gaping, pulled down one eyelid with afinger,
and deposited adrop of Visine. She treated the other eye, returned the Visine to her coat, and removed
the marker-szed analyzer. Reading smdll print was becoming harder and harder. The narrow LCD pand
flashed happy zeroes. No WAGD biohazards were on the printer or inside the box. No anthrax. She
hadn't really expected any. They wouldn't use the printers and then pack them up and ship them. Nobody
wasthat stupid—nobody il aive.



Half amile down the road, she spotted something crumpled and black on the gravel shoulder. Botnik
stopped to et her retrieveit.

"Hatch Friskmaster, right hand,” she said as she climbed back into the Suburban. Botnik pulled out
another Baggie. Shedippeditinand he sedediit.

The earnest agent Sitting directly behind her looked impressed. He held up a Thermos. “ Coffee?"
"Chrigt, no thanks,” she said briskly, her cheeksflushed. “1'd jump out of my skin."

Her date buzzed in her pocket and she jerked. Botnik lifted the corners of hislips. “Just likethat,” she
said, then answered the date.

"Rebecca, it'sNews.” Hiram Newsome—News to friends and close associates—was Assistant Director
of Training Divison at Quantico. He had taught Rebecca most of what she knew and had long supported
her work on this unfinished puzzle. “Tdl Botnik to haul your ass back to Tucson. I've chartered you ajet
to Sesttle. Someone's been ordering medical equipment they have no honest usefor. I'vetold Griff you're
coming in. He'sirritated, of course.”

"BErwin Griffin?"

"The same. Play nice, Rebecca”

"Always” Rebeccasid.



CHAPTER FOUR
FBI Academy, Quantico, Virginia

Quantico is cop Valhalla. They say good cops go there when they die. Every day you solve crimes,
make arrests, study hard, work out, do target practice, and at the end of the day you get together
with your fellow agents in the boardroom, swig back some beers, and laugh. Hardly nobody gets
hurt, nobody locks their doors, everyone knows the rules, and the bad guys always lose.

—Note pasted on a bulletin board, Jefferson Dormitory, FBI Academy, Quantico, Virginia
I'm FBI. More besf!
—Apocrypha incident in New Y ork between an FBI agent and a deli sandwich maker.

Hogantown covered twelve acres on the sprawling Academy campus, nestled between copses of pine,
maple, and dogwood. The most crime-ridden town in America, possibly on Earth, Hogantown used to
look smdl and quaint, like a backlot movie sst—Hogan's Alley. Now it was an entire town with redl
gpartments—for role-players and directors—and red stakeouts and red-time, year-around crime taking
amonth or moreto solve and involving multiple classes of agent trainees. The town had afunctioning
drug store, AllMed, and agood-sized Giga-Mart that was afavorite hangout for Marines.

Hogantown employed fourteen crime scenarists who surveyed the goings-on—alongside teachers and
directors—from hidden walkways. It was the world's biggest training center for law enforcement—even
larger than the Gasforth complex a Bram's Hill in England.

Crime and terror had been good to Hogantown.

* * % %

Invisble flame shot dong hisarms and legs and up his neck to hisjaw. William Griffin gritted histeeth to
keep from screaming and clutched his pistol with two spasming hands. Ahead, angular and black against
the gray concrete walls, the dammer wobbled on its drop-down carriage like an old dentist's X-ray
machine. Thiswas Agent Instructor Pete Farrow's last word on screw-ups—a quick, sharp blast from
the shoot house's microwave pain projector.

Farrow had just blown the last of his meager reserve of patience.

William jerked off hishelmet and stepped away from the test track. Still trembling, he lowered his
wegpon and switched off hisLynx. Therewas blood in his mouth. He had bitten halfway through his

tongue.
Hogantown's Rough-and-Tough had just gotten him killed—for the third time.

"Mr. Griffin, you area pissant.” Farrow came around the corner of the observation deck and descended
the metd stairsinto the shoot house with quickstep precison. He stood six and ahdf feet tdl and
weighed in at two hundred and thirty pounds. With abristle-fuzz of blond hair, a dubious squint, onyx
eyes, and aface that seemed dways on the edge of acrud grin, Farrow looked more like aBond villain
than an FBI agent.

"Sorry, gr.” William had been second in ateam of four going into an apartment. All his partners had been
virtud. They had waltzed through the rooms with precision and then there had been gunshots and smoke
and confusion. Dripping red letters across his visud field announced that he had taken two in the chest



and onein the head. To emphasize the point, Farrow had unleashed the dammer.

Even before the pain, the smulation had been so real that William could till fed the acid in hisgut and the
sweset under hisbody armor.

Farrow took William's Glock and with the click of ahidden switch removed it from the grid of computer
tracking and control. “Y ou heard shots. Y ou saw Agent Smith go down. Then you saw Agent Wesson
go down. Then you saw amiscreant come from behind the fridge."”

"Therewasachild."
"The murdering SOB wasright in front of you. The child was not in your line of fire"
"I'm not making excuses, sir.” He could bardly talk.

Farrow hitched up his pants. He had the kind of build—barrel chest and dim hips—that precluded
getting agood fit anywhere outside of atailor's shop. “Y our squeeze and firing patterns are daggers,
same height, dl inarow, just fine—whenever you're shooting at atarget. Otherwise, you're acomplete,
bals-to-the-wall pissant. Have you ever gone hunting, Mr. Griffin?"

"Yes, dr,” William said, his shouldersfalling about as low asthey could go. “I mean, no, Sir."
"Y our daddy never took you hunting? That's adisgrace.”

"Sir, | do not understand what you mean by * pissant.

"Look it up. A usdless, indgnificant creature. It means you're not worth your native clay. It meansina
gtuation of salf-defense, with clearly defined antagonists whose missonin lifeisto put you down likea
mangy dog, you cringe. To me, specificaly, it meansyou have buck fever. Put anything living at the end
of your nine mil and you start to shake like acup of dice. Y our teeth click like castanets, mister.”

"Yes, gr. | would liketo try one moretime, Sir."

"Son,” Farrow said, hisface an ominous shade of pre-heart-attack red, “this shoot house consumes
twenty-five thousand watts of eectricity. | will not waste any more of our nation's vauable energy. |
brought you here this late to see whether you could acquire your live target skillsif we subjected youto a
little less peer review. Y ou have not done me proud. Nobody gets through the Academy without passing
Rough-and-Tough."

"] need one more chance, Sr."

Farrow stood with hands on hips, the perfect figure of fithess and power. “Buck fever, Griffin. Some
peoplejust cannot kill. Y our father wasaMarine, right?'

"Navy Sedl, ar.”

"Did he ever talk to you about killing people?"
"No, 5r."

"Did heever kill peoplein theline of duty?'
"Hedid not talk about it, Sr."

"I know for afact that as an FBI agent he haskilled three people. How does that make you fed 7'



William swallowed. At times, Griff had been hard on hisfamily—irrationd fits of anger, slent drinking,
and one awful night, wailing and shrieking long into the morning. His mother had grabbed William's
shoulders, pulling him back to keep him out of the den. He had so much wanted to comfort hisfather.

William had been nineyears old.

Griff had sung an awful song in the den, twenty years ago, the words durred by apint of Johnny Walker:
“Bullet to the thorax, cried the Lorax. Bullet to the brain, what a pain. Bullet to the gut, then you'll know
what'swhat, and mister, you'll never be the same, all the dead are in your head, not the same.”

Had Specid Agent Erwin Griffin killed aman that day?

William had spent five yearsin NY PD and not once had he drawn his weapon while on duty—and he
had been grateful for that. He closed his eyes and recalled Griff's face on the morning after that bot,
puffy yet fill hard, aface that had once again learned how to hide what wasinside, to tamp down the
hopefulnessthat it could not get any worse.

After William's mother and father had findized their divorce, Griff had moved to Washington state. He
currently worked out of the Sesttle Field Office.

William fdlt like he wanted to throw up. “For my father's sake, Sir."

Farrow did not look pleased. “Last chance, Griffin. One more bout of buck fever, and the blueis not for
you."



CHAPTER FIVE
Washington State

Specid Agent Erwin Griffin—known as Griff to practicaly everyone—removed apair of wire-rim
sunglasses from hisfaded blue eyes and dipped them into his pocket. The snow-dusted mountainsto the
east caught the last of the daylight like blunt rock fingerswith flaming tips. Theinterior of the fire tower
cabin was quiet, just asoft, stubborn whistle of wind through the boards and occasiona cresks and
groans, like aboat caught in adow wash. Rising forty feet above the ridge, supported by adender lattice
of iron beams and cedar planks, the cabin peered over the listless crowns of the second-growth
hemlocks and gave agood vantage on the valley to the east.

Griff had occupied the cabin for two days, tending atelescope, two pairs of high-powered binoculars,
digital cameras, and asmall computer. He wore jeans and a zipped-up Navy blue windbreaker with
“FBI” printed in yellow on the back.

The windbreaker had a pinky-szed hole to the right of the“1", just below his shoulder blade.

It had been a peaceful time, mostly aone, with a Port-a-Potty and an ice chest full of sandwichesand
canned icetea. Timeto think. Time enough to wonder why he hadn't worked for the Forest Service or
become a hermit. It ssemed dl hislife he had been chasing and catching. He had hundreds of felony
arrests and convictionsto his credit. He had helped lock up bad guys and sometimes judges and juries
threw away the keys but it never seemed to do adamned bit of good. There were aways more.

Tides of crime, sweeping in, sweeping out, aways leaving the bodies behind. So many bodies.

Griff wiped his eyes and prepared to move things around in preparation for the coming darkness. At night
al he had was asingle red lantern mounted under the lookout's north-facing window. It made him look
like asubmarine captain.

"Penny for your thoughts,” Cap Benson said, pushing up through the hatch with awhuff of seaming
breath. Benson was with the Washington State Patrol, thirty-seven years old and atwelve-year veteran
of their SWAT team. Griff had known Benson for ten years. Benson owned amobile homeon a
two-acre ot twenty miles down the road. He had a dender, pretty wife who liked to wear gpronsand
bake bread, and awhite scar crept down his neck—terminating, Griff knew, at an unnatural notchin his
clavicle. He wasin better shape than Griff, who was pretty fit for his age, and the whuff wasjust an
expression.

They had last seen each other at abig drug lab bust in Thurston County the month before.

"I'm going crazy up here,” Griff deadpanned. He twitched an eyebrow, held astick of Doublemint gum
between hisfront teeth, pulled back hislips, and waggled it. “Hey, look,” he said. “I'm FDR."

"Y ou need along black holder,” Benson said, unfazed.

"For gum?’ Griff fixed Benson with asquint. “ That would be silly.” He pulled the gum in and started
chewing.

"Any luck?" Benson asked, walking toward the window that faced the valey.

"Today, a couple of women. A few kids. No animals. It's quiet. They've been burning trash in barrels.”



"What about the Patriarch?’
"Notasgn.”

"Y our Jewish law center guy should be herein afew minutes. He's wearing snow pants. Lookslikea
cheechako."

"Maybe, but he knows everything there isto know about Chambers."
"Y ou sure you don't want to just hand this over to us?'

"Thanks, Cap, but | guarantee you don't want it."

"We're awvesome and eager, Griff."

"Right,” Griff said. He called up the stabilized image on the computer screen and showed Benson what he
had been looking at al day. Three and ahaf miles away, green spruces, loblolly pines and sapling cedars
spotted the seventy acres around a big gray weather-battered farmhouse. Sixty yardsto the east stood a

large barn. Right now, the farm looked deserted. No visible cows or other livestock. No dogs.

"Nice,” Benson said. “Kind of place | might liketo retire. I'd paint the house, though.”

It was apretty place, amile from the nearest road, serene and quiet on achilly but clear April evening.
Nothing like the Old Testament desert where sun-dazzled, long-bearded patriarchs stashed their wives
and ruled their tribes. Though there was afire on the mountain—the high snowslooked asif they were
burning.

Judgment light.
"You sureit'shim?’ Benson asked.
"WEIl have apositive ID soon enough,” Griff said. “ Pass me those binders, will you, Cap?

Benson reached across to the smdll table and handed Griff three thick white bindersfilled with
photographs. Griff laid them out under the binoculars and opened each one to agood photo or mug shot,
for hisnext visitor. They could hear hisfootsteps on the narrow airs.

A shaved tanned head crowned by a plain black yarmulke poked up through the hatch and swung a
green a'my duffd bag onto the floor with athump. “ Ahoy there. Anybody home?!

"Comeonin, Jacob,” Griff said. “Good to see you."

The small, skinny man stood up from the step below the hatch, climbed onto the cabin's rough board
floor and brushed hisbaggy black snow pants with one hand. He wore a deeveless purple down vest
over aspotless and pressed white business shirt. “ Always good to hear from you, Agent Griffin,” he said.
“Y ou have such interesting things to show me.” He grinned at Benson, who nodded back, polite but
noncommittal, a seasoned cop greeting an outsider who was not himself acop.

The hatch creaked again, making them al jerk. Griff was not disposed to like whoever climbed up
through that hatch, not now. Three was already a crowd. Worse ill, this one was female: thin strong
hands with chipped nails, hazdl eyes, mussed auburn hair, high cheekbones, and a goddamned gray

power suit.

"Pardon me, gentlemen.” The fema e stood up straight and wiry on the drafty wooden floor and pulled
down her jacket. She wore black running shoes and white socks, her only concessionsto the woods and



thedimb.
Griff scowled at Levine. Levinelifted hisbrows.

"Apologiesfor interrupting,” she said. Griff hadn't seen thiswoman in over ten yearsand it took him a
moment to go through his memory, age aface, and place her name.

Griff introduced them dl. “ Cap Benson, Washington State Patrol SWAT team, thisis Jacob Levine from
the Southern Poverty Law Center. And thisis Specia Agent Rebecca Rose. She investigates bioterror.
That waswhat you were working on the last time we met."

"Still do,” Rebeccasaid.

"Pleasure,” Benson said. They firmly shook hands, but &l three men looked like boys whaose tree-house
club had been violated.

"What brings you here, Rebecca?’ Griff asked.

"Someone down in that valey has taken ddlivery of contraband biotech equipment. Fermenters,
incubators, some driers.”

"No shit,” Griff said. “And...?"

"Don't mind me,” Rebeccasaid. “I'm just an observer.” Shewhistled at the array of binoculars and the
telescope. “ There must be two dozen guys loafing around at the trail head. What have you got down
there?'

"Ant farm,” Griff said.
"Sonofabitch,” shesaid. “Can | see?”
"Bemy gues.”

Rebecca gpplied her eyesto the biggest pair of binoculars. “Y our ant farm doesn't have any ants,” she
murmured.

"Just wait,” Griff said.

* * % %

The operation had begun aweek ago, following acomplaint about illega fireworks. Intense white flashes
like giant morning glories had bloomed in the middle of the night over the hills around the farm, letting
loose echoing booms, two anight for three nightsin arow, bright enough and loud enough to wake up
the nearest neighbor—a deepless old codger who lived with his Airedde four miles away.

Two days after the complaint had been filed, a Shohomish County sheriff's deputy had driven down the
long dirt road to the farm to investigate. He had found a hidden homestead with a concrete and
wood-frame barn, one large old house, and a newer, smaller house at the rear, dmost lost in the trees. A
polite knock at the door of the main house had roused a gray-bearded, broad-shouldered, proud old
man with brilliant green eyes. The old man had two middle-aged women, dender and worn-looking,
living with him in the big house. Six kids had come around from the back and stood in the yard, ranging in
age from three to seventeen, al well-fed, conservatively dressed, and well-behaved. Respectful. The
deputy had asked about fireworks and been met with puzzled denias and the offer of a hot cup of coffee
and fresh sourdough biscuits. He had been invited into the house. The deputy had removed his Smokey
hat and held it to one Sde, leaving hisgun hand free. Taking it dl in.



The bearded old man had asked one of the women to get coffee. They had waited in the living room, the
deputy's brown uniform wrinkle-free, his equipment and holster shiny black, shirt tucked tight over a
young patrol car paunch: agood and reasonable defender of the peace, standing straight and alittle
awkward on the throw rug in the living room; the old man tall and erect in aloose white shirt and denims,
dignified and relaxed. The house insde neat and spare, with handmade shelves and a big antique oak
table. Red curtains on the windows. Y elow daffodilsin abig vase on amantel over the sonefireplace.

The old man had seemed amused by the ideathat he might be setting off fireworks. People around here,
he had told the deputy, tended to be alittle dotty. “It'sthe air. Too pure for some, not pure enough for
others"

The deputy had drunk one cup of good strong coffee poured by one of the tired women from aniron
pot. Two kids, aboy and agirl, both about nine, had sat quietly side by sidein abig rocking chair near
thefireplace.

To be polite, the deputy had eaten a sourdough biscuit dathered with homemade jam and fresh sweet
butter. He had found it very tasty.

The woman and the kids had let the old man do dl the talking. The deputy was welcome to come back
any time. His presence made everyone fed protected, watched over. “The Lord God providesfor those
who heed the necessity of strong arms,” the old man had said.

The deputy had paid his respects and returned to his car. He could not begin to figure why astern but
hogpitable old man with aBiblicd grip on hislarge family would be lobbing starburst fireworksin the
early morning darkness,

But something had stuck up in the deputy's memory like alog rising in asmooth river. Back at the office,
he had looked up the NCIS and NCIC files on one Robert Cavitt Chambers, AKA Bob Cavitt, AKA
Charles Roberts. Chambers had last been seenin Texasin 1995. A computer artist at FBI headquarters
had updated an ATM security photo taken that year to show Chambersin his sprightly eighties.

The aging trick had worked.
The deputy had recognized the biblica old man at the farmhouse.

* * * %

"We logt track of Chambersyearsago,” Levine said. Therewas only one folding chair in the fire tower.
He did not want to occupy the one chair, not with Cap Benson watching him like ahawk. Levine smiled,
showing large, even teeth, lightly speckled. He had been raised in Texas on naturdly fluoridated water
and histeeth were colored like turkey eggs, but strong. “Y ou surethisishim?”

"Pogtive ID from the deputy,” Benson said.
"Too good to betrue,” Levinesaid. “But if it istrue, we could bein aworld of trouble.”
"Why isthat?’ Benson asked.

"Who do you think we have down there?’ Levine asked. Now it was Levinesturn to give Benson a
look, and dowly shift that ook to Griff, then to Rebecca. At that moment, Levine owned thefire tower.

"Bank robber. Abortion clinic bomber,” Benson said.

"Ah.” Levine pressed hislipstogether. “That'sdl?'



"That's enough for me,” Benson said. Griff let Levine have hisfun.

"Wel, | wouldn't want you to underestimate him. If it is him. Because the Patriarch haslived alife of
amost uninterrupted crimina activity snce 1962. Before that, he was an dtar boy for . Jude'sin
Philadel phia, a predominantly Irish parish. In the seventies, he committed at least five bank robberiesin
Oklahomaand Arizona. One arrest and trid led to a hung jury. The Oklahoma County prosecutor's
office refused to try Chambersagain. | quotethe DA, ‘We will dways have sometrailer-trash dattern
with damp panties sitting in the jury box. Just get him the hell out of my dtate.’”

They al looked to seeif Levine had offended Rebecca. He hadn't. Levine continued.

"Chambers moved to Irdland in 1979. He became an expert in IED—improvised explosive devices. His
speciaty was nasty booby traps. Don't hold meto it, but he may have been the guy who actudly set the
chargein Margaret Thatcher'stoilet in aBrighton hotdl in 1986. He returned to the United States later
that year, when things got too hot in the UK, but he couldn't stay out of trouble. In 1988, Nevada State
Police caught him at thetail end of abarroom brawl, drunk out of his mind, with abroken pool cuein
one hand and a perforated buddy bleeding out on the floor. Chambers was convicted of mandaughter
and sent to prison in 1989. Sometime the next year, he broke from his Irish roots, swore off drink, and
converted from Catholicism to the Aryan Church of Christ Militant. White supremacists.”

"] am aware of that,” Benson said.

"In 1992, his conviction got thrown out on gppedl. Turned out an FBI technician didn't conduct the tests
he said he did. Chambers was released in 1993. After that, from 1995 to 1999, he robbed banks from
Oklahomato Alabama. They caled him the Proud Poppa because he was assisted by two
pre-adolescent males whom he referred to as * my strong and righteous sons.” He then organized the
bombing of three Planned Parenthood Clinicsin Boston and Baltimore in 1999, resulting in two desths
and six injuries. He's been on the Post Office hit parade for the last twenty years.”

"All because of an FBI screw-up?’ Benson asked.
"Uh-huh,” Griff said.

"If that redly ishisfamily down there,” Levine said, “and he thinkswe're on to him, hes going to fight like
acornered bobcat. He will not go back to prison. How are you going to handle this?'

"Were diill working onthet,” Griff said.

Levinelooked doubtful and took histurn peeking through the big binoculars. “Well, looky here. Ants."

* k% k %

The day after the Snohomish County sheriff's department had passed the deputy'sinformation aong to
the FBI, Griff had driven from the Seettle Field Office and taken over a seldom-used Forest Servicefire
tower with apretty good view of the farm. Without asking permission, he had instructed two agentsto
chainsaw the single obstructing tree. He had then set up his survelllance. Sesttle Field Office Specid
Agent in Charge John Kéller had put Griff in command of the operation, but provisondly, in caseit
threatened to turn into another Waco.

FBI headquarters wanted to be very sure of their footing before they made amove.

Other agents had worked their way into Prince, the nearest town: a gas station, hardware/feed store,
three churches, and adiner. They had learned that three women and at least seven children picked up
groceries and sometimestheir mail in Prince. Less frequently, the citizens saw four men ranging in age



from seventeen to thirty-five. Thefamily or familiesaso droveinto Prince for church services. Chambers
himsdf never ventured into town. The best guess was that Chambers had about twenty men, women, and
children living on hisfarm.

Their church was athorny cane of the origina Seventh Day Adventist bush known as The Empty Tomb
of God Risen. Tombers, FBI files said, showed strong anti-Semitic tendencies, often associated with
Chrigtian Identity types, and were dlied in some northwestern states with Aryan Nations. Their ministers
were banned from vigiting federd prisons.

Upon learning this, Griff had contacted Jacob Levine.

* k k %

They took turns looking through the binoculars while the computer used a satdllite link to try to make
facial comparisonswith Nationa Security Servicerecordsin Virginia

"What are dl those posts and clotheslinesfor?” Rebecca asked.
Griff shrugged. “You tdl me."

"Lookslike an antenna. TV, maybe?'

"Even Jed Clampett has adish out here,” Benson said.

Two women stood on the porch. One was knitting and the other just stared out over the long span of
weedy lawn in front of the main house. They were talking but there was no way of knowing what they
were saying. At thisangle and that distance, the lip-reading software on the computer wasn't much good.

"They look nervous,” Benson observed.

"Chambers starts out charming but in the end he rulesby force,” Levine said. “He picks women who
want nothing but guidance and routine, but that doesn't mean he makes them happy. Though he does
provide, in hisway, and heloveshiskids. In hisway."

"They'redl his?” Rebecca asked.

"Chambers has never shared hisharem,” Levine said. “He teaches his sonsto be crack shots but forbids
hiswives or daughtersto use guns, ever. When are you planning to make araid?'

Griff winced at theword “raid” but he did not answer in the negative. Something would have to be done
and hewould likely be at the tip of the spear going in. “Not until we know al thereisto know,” he said.

"There could be an opportune moment,” Levinesaid. “That is, if what the guysin town havefound out is
true—about them being Tombers.”

"Dotdl,” Griff sad.

"Itislikely the women and children will al go to Easter services at the church, and that could be agood
time to find Chambers home done, or a most with his eldest son in attendance. Heinssts on piety but
I've never heard of his entering achurch, not since he was akid. He needsto be top dog wherever he
stands, and that includes before God."

"No way we'regoing in a Easter,” Griff said. “Besdes, peoplein town are derted. We can't afford to
wat."

Levinesmiled. “You'rein luck. Tombersare Julians. They believe Easter comes before the date



commonly observed by you goyim. They're eleven days off. The Gregorian calendar isthe work of the
devil, you know."

"Scout's honor?’ Griff asked. He was|ooking through the scope now. A Coleman lantern had been dung
on abeam ingde the porch overhang and the two women were setting up folding chairs.

"For them, Good Friday istomorrow.”

Then, down in the valley, the old man findly came out and stood watching the twilight. His face was clear
in the bright white glow of the lantern: an aquiline, craggy profile. The old man gppeared thoughtful. For a
moment, Griff thought he might be watching them.

Rebeccafolded her arms. “ Just the kind of fellow to need amicrobid incubator.”

Griff st thedigital cameras humming and backed away. “Isthat him?’” he asked Levine.
Levine peered. “I hope look that good when I'm hisage.”

"Whenever you're sure, Jacob."

L evine spent afew more seconds on the binoculars. “It'shim,” he said.



CHAPTER SIX
Quantico

William Griffin jogged across the lawn to join the group of nine students standing in front of the Biograph
theater, on the edge of Hogantown and just across Hoover Road from the towering dorms and
walkways and the squat tan bulk of the Academy.

"All right, listen up,” Pete Farrow called out. The recruits—two women and seven men: two blacks, one
Asan, one Middle-Eastern, five shades of white—stopped talking and assumed parade rest. Compared
to theingructor they were amotley bunch, spread over the range of physical specimens. plump and
skinny, tall and short, dark-haired and light.

Farrow waked dong the loose line. “All right, agents, thisisit. Today, you will be using equipment worth
about two hundred thousand dollars. Try not to bresk it. Only about twenty percent of our field offices
havedl thisstuff. Itisrare. It isvaduable. But it isthe future—and you will get used toit.

"If you are asadigt, you are shit out of luck. Some of this new stuff threatens to turn you bloody-minded
SOBsinto kinder, gentler peace officers.” Farrow winked in the genera direction of William Griffin. “ Out
on the gtreet, if you do thisright, nobody hasto die. Though | do expect afew sprained ankles and
wrenched necks, and we have been known to break arms and even legs. Understood?’

The class nodded in unison.

Three men in gray suits passed behind the students and entered the Bank of Hogantown. They were
carrying bagged sandwiches from the Pastime Deli. One turned and said, “ Farrow's litter. What do you
think? Blood in the gutters?” The othersflashed evil smiles and pushed through the swinging glass doors.

William watched Jane Rowland scratch her ribs under her suit coat and the white FBI Academy
golf-style shirt. His underwear itched, too. Something about the diagnostic sensors embedded in the
bulletproof weave or the fluid piping that smoothly wrapped around the torso.

Medium-sized piles of equipment lay at their feet. They would soon put on masks and specia network
jackets. More weight, more wires.

Intheir holstersthey carried blue-handled revolversfilled with paint ball rounds. The Academy carswere
equipped with pump-action shotguns with blue stocks that discharged a nasty, smelly pink spray, and
mock H&K MPS 9mm carbines that fired nothing but made a horrible racket—all networked training
weapons. Everything they did with these guns showed up on monitors somewhere in the recesses of
Hogantown.

"Y ou have made your case,” Farrow said. “Y ou are now about to arrest four suspectswho are
trangporting anillegd substancefor sde. Thisisno longer the good old days of cocaine or heroin.
Neuraminoline tartrate, known on the street as Tart, is colorless, odorless, and tastedless—but it isthe
most dangerous and destructive GM drug on the market today. Loser userstdll themsavesthat Tartisa
harmless organic performance enhancer. It produces long-lasting fedlings of angdic well-being. But infive
percent of its devotees, Tart leads to a degenerative neuromuscular disease called Kepler's Syndrome.

Y ou end up in awheelchair, drooling, unable to control your bowels and in constant pain. But that's not
the end of Tart's charms. In an estimated seven percent of users, Tart binds to chromosomesin sex
cells—eggs and sperm. It causes distortions that can be passed on to future offspring, who, if they
survive beyond the age of two, will suffer the agonies of the damned. Tart makes babiesinto monsters”



Farrow dipped on his grid-linked gogs—short for goggles, but actualy more like athick-framed pair of
glasses. “If that doesn't psych you for this bust nothing will. Remember—if you screw up, your
classmates could get hurt. | do not like to have my heart flutter. | do not want to grieve for lost ducklings.
Stay tactical. Usedl the skillsweve taught you. Ready?"

"Ready!” they shouted.

"Suit up and get your Lynxes on the grid. Today we're al top code, to keep the bad guys from knowing
who and where you are, so line up and get your numbers.” He began handing out strips of paper.

William Griffin put on hisgogs and field jacket, labeled with astrip of Slver tapewith hisnameonit. He
ran hisindex finger dong the bumps and ridges on the forearm Lynx keyboard, logging on to the team
server and inputting his number and five fake numbers and positions that his node would disperselike
chaff, should someone hack in. The others did the same. They dl stood clutching their paintball masks,
clear visors with plastic headbands. Cheeks, temples, and ears were no longer protected—hadn't been
for years. Pain was ateacher, atool.

They then clipped health stats boxes to their belts and arranged their shoulder-mounted holsters. Farrow
checked them over, as solicitous as amother hen.

"Keep boxy stuff away from your mid-back. Clip everything to the side. If you fdl backward on ahard
surface, you could injure your spine.”

They sheepishly readjusted. Thiswas basic stuff and aready they were screwing up.
Farrow checked hisdate. “Mr. Al-Husam, you're not on the grid. Get your numbers.”

Fouad Al-Husam, asmall man with beautiful black eyes and around, dmaost feminine face, touched his
keyboard, trying to find the bumps. Farrow approached him and patted hisjacket deeve. “Here,” he
sad, and lifted Al-Husam'sarm to the right place. “Follow the guideridges.” Al-Husam smiled but his
face darkened with embarrassment.

"Still not there,” Farrow said after afew seconds. “Reboot your pad. | have eight Lynxes on the grid, dl
healthy and happy. | see codein action. Good scatter. Ms. Lee, are you happy?'

Leewasthe shortest and lightest person in the group but that did not faze Farrow. He was running her
hard through her paces. “Yes, dr, | am happy,” she called out.

"Happy to be here at the Q7"

"Sir, | am very happy to be hereat the Q."

"We are not Gyrenes, Ms. Lee. Academy mandates snappy repartee. Show me your FBI beef."
"Happy as an aardvark under afull moon ... at the Q, ar.”

Farrow'sgrin wastepid. “Iswit truly dead?’ He glanced around the group, raising his shouldersin along,
sad shrug.

They dl laughed.

"Focus,” Farrow shouted. “Y ou've been working toward this moment for three weeks. Y ou have the
bastardsin your sights. Remember your training. Y ou ARE ready."

William quietly sucked in hisbreath. He was far from sure of that. Standing beside him, Jane Rowland



looked confident—hard as a piece of glass and about as brittle.
"Okay—Al-Husam, youre on the grid. Y ou can stop fiddling with the keys."
"Yes gar.”

"Y ou are knightsin high-tech armor,” Farrow said. “Make the flame-tormented shade of Mr. Hoover
proud. Let'sgo."

"Right, coach,” William Griffin said under his breath as they fanned out.

They dispersed asfour teamsin four vehicles. William and Jane Rowland had drawn chitsand were
partnered for the bust. They climbed into an unmarked tan Caprice from the last century. Rowland took
thewhed. “Ready?’ she asked William, face forward.

"l amicy.” Hegrinned.
Rowland rotated and poked her finger. “Don't messup,” sheinstructed. “We have our docs, right?

William held up his steno pad and a plagtic folder full of paper-copy warrants and mug shots. The actors
in the shots looked tough and bored.

"WEéll dofine” hesaid. “Youll do great."

Rowland gave William adon't patronize me scowl and cinched her seat belt. A helicopter blew
overhead. Rowland flinched. Hostage Rescue Team personnd dressed in black and armed to the teeth
hung out of the chopper doors like commandoes, waiting to absal down to aroof. Hogantown could get
crowded and noisy. Ten or twelve practicals could fill any given day.

"Yeah. Right,” Rowland said. She started the Caprice, pulled out onto Hogan Boulevard and drove
around the corner and down Ness Avenue to their stake-out, just across the two-way street from the
Giga-Mart parking lot. The suspects had been sighted shopping there this morning by an dert police
officer, who had traced one of the men back to the Dogwood Hotel and the other to the Tolson Arms
gpartments. The Dogwood was across the street from the Giga-Mart. The GigaMart was small but
functiond. Its shelves had been stocked with goods that agents and Marines could buy but its clerks
doubled as actors in Academy scenarios.

William put on his gogs and waited for the display to come up. The data and graphics looked greenish
bluein the daytime, red a night. A little bell dinged in hisearnode. He heard his own pulse magnified. He
sounded nervous. He checked the pong sensor that detected human stress chemistry. The watch
displayed three green lights, one yellow. Y eah, he was nervous. So was Rowland.

William glanced up at the Eyesin the Sky—camerasjutting out over the intersection from a power pole
on the corner. A red light was on—surveillance was underway. The Masters of the Universe, agent
ingtructorsin the second floor command center above the Bank of Hogan, were waiting to pass
judgment. MAVs—Micro Air Vehicles equipped with cameras—buzzed overhead.

William and Rowland were to take point once the suspects had been spotted. Team two and team three
would serve as reinforcements and backup as each arrest was made. Team four would stand ready to
intercept fleaing vehiclesif necessary.

"Teamoneto dl teams” William said. Therr grid lights blinked in hisgogs. “ Arewe s&t?"

"Team two in rear view of your position,” came the response through their earnodes. That was Matty's



soft drawl—George Matty and Al-Husam had been partnered, amost certainly to Matty's displeasure.
He was adeep Mississippi boy and generally kept quiet around Al-Husam, but so far had played things
professondly. And well he might. Al-Husam was specid, they dl knew that. Bigger judges than the
Magters of the Universe were looking down on Quantico this year.

"Team three here. We're at Tolson Arms.” Team three was Errol Henson, Nicky Di Martinez, and Carla
Lee. They werein the dark blue engineering van, equipped for survelllance and carrying the Lynx server.

"Team four setting up on State Street.” Team four was Finch and Greavy, heavy-set men with bulldog
expressions and quiet, efficient manners. “We'd like video hookups as soon as possible. Let us know
which way they're coming, gang.”

"Apartment twelve a Tolson hasmotion,” Leesad. “Lightsareon.”
"What's parked out front, team three?” William asked.

"Five carsand apickup,” Errol Henson responded. His voice trembled. They weredl high with
excitement, like abrace of puppies chasing ducksfor thefirst time.

William glanced at Rowland. She pressed her lipstogether.

"Our suspect, Geronimo del Torres, isdriving 21959 Chevy Impaa, primer gray with mottled paint,
tinted windows, awork in progress, according to our sheet,” Lee said.

"Wedon't seeit,” Henson said. “I like Impaas.”

Someone else sad, “I catch and eat Impalas.”

"ldentify, joker,” Farrow growled in dl their ears, hisvoice like an angry God.
"Team two, that's me, Matty, Sir."

"Tonguesin neutrd, team two."

"Yes gr. Wit, ar."

"Team three here. A man and awoman, both Hispanic, are leaving unit twelve. They're getting into alate
mode blue Camaro, license plate Wonka MF8905. Neither resembles dd Torres.”

Hogantown police activitiesinvolved residents of fivefictitious states: Gracedland, Oceania, Sylvania,
Wonka, and Numbutt. White-collar criminas usudly came from Sylvania, smart crooks and contraband
dedlers of any stripe from Graceland; violent crooks from Wonka; drug dealers and dumb-asses from
Numbutt. Profiling on that basis, however, was discouraged.

* * * %

Matty pushed his head back against the neck rest. “I watched you in Rough-and-Tough. Very
impressive.

"Thank you,” Fouad Al-Husam said.
"Naturd born killer ingtinct.”
"Not so killer,” Al-Husam said. “They areimages and cutouts, not people.”

"Felt red to me. | wanted to throw up.”



"Perhgpsso did I,” Al-Husam said.
"Arabsdont naturaly likekilling? That'skind of news, isn't it?"

"l am not Arab,” Al-Husam said, and helooked out of the car side window to avoid showing his
irritation.

Matty glanced at Al-Husam. “| alwaysfed like praying before going into practicas. How about you?'
Al-Husam nodded. “ A little prayer,” he said.

"You pray fivetimesaday, don't you?"

"Of course.”

"I hope you don't need to get down and pray right here,” Matty said. “ That would be inconvenient.”
Al-Husam took a shallow bresth.

"Fivetimesaday. That's more than my grandmaused to do. She and my mama put me off praying. They
were always asking for little things. * God, make my garden green. God, let me grow the prettiest roses,
the biggest tomatoes. God, | hope the pot roast doesn't burn.” See what | mean? But going through
Quantico, | totaly get it. * God, don't let me screw up.” Where do you pray when you have to?!

"Wherever thereisroom. Shall we concentrate?’ Al-Husam asked.
"l am concentrating. Got it. Hoo-ah!” Matty exclaimed, and touched his gogs.

Al-Husam jerked in surprise, that this man should proclaim Huwa, the name of the essence, Qul Huwa
Llahu Ahad—Say, Heis God, Heis One.

"That plate was on the board,” Matty said, triumphant. “Let's run acheck before the others catch it.”

"Of course” Al-Husam said.

* * * %

William twitched in hisworn bucket sest. “We had abulletin on that vehicle,” he said to Rowland. “1 saw
it inthe briefing room.” He pulled out his notebook and flipped through the pages, then resorted to the
button pad hidden in his deeve, to bring up the case on his gogs. Before he could find what he wanted, in
his ear he heard Matty saying, “We D that as belonging to a Constanza Vaenzuela, registered guest
worker from Honduras, no crimind record, nothing on VICAP."

William frowned intensaly at Rowland. “I'm sure therésmore,” he said. Both worked their keypads.
William's face brightened and he parted hislips.

Al-Husam broke in before he could speak. “We haveinfo that Ms. Vaenzudlahas gone missing in
Wonkaand that her car has not been located."

"What's astolen car from Wonkadoing herein Virginia?’ William asked, muting his headset. “Highly
uspicious.”

"Confirm with acase number, Al-Husam,” Farrow ingtructed. “ Give the other teams al you have so they
canlog in and exercise their own judgment.”

Now it was Al-Husam's turn to be dow.



Rowland butted in and read out an FBI Crime Index Case Number, issued to the Wonka Department of
Public Safety. “VICAP not yet filed,” she added.

"Why no VICAP, Ms. Rowland?’ Farrow asked.

"Recent missng person report,” Rowland answered crisply. “Wonka authorities do not yet know
whether aviolent crimeisinvolved, sr. That could be acar filled with buyers or partners. Or amul€'s
car. It could lead usto the Impaa.”

"Wereonit, teamthree” said Matty. “Will follow."
"Team three will backup,” Henson offered.

"Negative,” William said. “Team two is sufficient. Let's head toward the Dogwood and see if we can find
that Impala on our own."

"Roger that, team one,” Henson said.

Rowland nodded and turned the old Caprice around in the middle of the Street, heading toward the
Dogwood Motd.

Team four reported they had bubble gum at the ready.
"Judt rdax,” William said. “Weredoing fine."
Rowland narrowed her eyes.

If the Impala suspected it was being tracked, then e uded them and | eft Hogantown—uwhich, of necessity,
had few red escape routes—then Farrow would be very disappointed.

A map of the area around the motel popped up on William'sdisplay. His eyes were tearing up—the
imagein his gogs was too bright. The map began to wriggle. None of the students had been fitted—these
were generics and histended to dide down his nose. He blinked and looked far |€ft, then back. The view
cleared. He saw two red dots moving south on Rosa Parks street—team two and team three. A small
video square in the upper right corner showed what the van was seeing: team two's Ford Crown Victoria
and the suspect blue Camaro with Wonka plates. Traffic was light in Hogantown today. It would almost
certainly get worse once they made their stop. Farrow liked to keep up the pressure and the presence of
too many civiliansin theline of firewould certainly do that.

Griffith dimmed the display in his gogs and concentrated on the Street. “ There,” he said. The Impaawas
parked in front of the motel about ablock and a half away. Two men were loading boxesinto the open
trunk. Rowland dowed. William touched his hand to hisholstered pistal. It lightly buzzed
approva—ingtantly recognizing the keycodein hisLynx. Somefield agentsresorted to surgery to hide
their smdl cylindrica keycode units.

Rowland kept one hand on the whedl and reached down to connect with her own gun.

The men by the Impalaglanced over their shoulders and spotted the Caprice. They dammed the trunk
and rushed to the open car doors. William compared them to the mug shots. One matched the
description: Geronimo del Torres, bulky, dark, denim jacket with cholo markings and baggy pants. The
other was ayounger male, ID unknown.

"Team one here. We have Impadaand suspect dd Torresindght,” William said. “ Theréstwo in the front
Seet, one'sapossiblejuvenile. | see no onein the back seat.”



The doors of the Impalasammed and the car'stires squealed.
"They'refleaing the scene!™

The wide, heavy car pedled out from in front of the motel and took a sharp left down Ness Avenue, the
longest street in Hogantown.

"Gives him room to pick up speed,” Rowland said, spinning the whed and turning left as shelit up the
dash lights. “Heé's going for the Freedom.”

If the Impala made it to the Freedom Highway, they would have to change their plans, not agood thing.
Highway pursuit was not desirable since it was dways rush hour and the next off ramp—so they had
been told—Ied directly into Gangsta City. In fact the onramp led nowhere and the nonexistent Gangsta
City meant aforfeit.

Rowland gunned the Caprice. A few wary pedestrians jumped to the curb and flipped them off. Heads
leaned out of windows on second-floor buildings.

"Thisisfun,” shesad. “Like playing Vice City when | wasakid."
"My dad never let me play that,” William said.
"Makesyou smarter,” Rowland said.

Then, abruptly, team three's van roared into the intersection ahead. The Impaaskidded to ahdlt, tail
wagging, tires smoking. They were ablock from the onramp. Lee got out and drew down on the
fugitives.

The blue Camaro came to astop at the cross street ahead. Two people got out, one male, onefemale.
Both put up their hands. From William's perspective, both cars werein aline—and the engineering van
was moving dowly onto that line, abad Stuation for putting colleaguesin jeopardy.

Team two came out of Melvin Purvis Boulevard and pulled up behind them. Two unknown vehicles
joined thetail of the procession, honking. William and Rowland unstrapped their holsters. Rowland
pulled up to the curb twenty feet behind the Impaa, parking at an angle so that the engine block provided
maximum protection. Thevisor cam blinked red. “We're on therecord,” she said. “Let'sdoiit.”

William exited firgt and squatted behind the door with gun poised to gauge the Situation. The two
occupants of the Impaafaced forward, hands out of sight.

"Exit your car!” Rowland shouted.

"FBI,” William prompted. “Tdl ‘em.”

Fuck. “Thisisthe FBI!” Rowland caled out. “Get out of the car with your handsin plain sight.”
William repested the command in Spanish.

They did not respond.

"Get out of the car, handsin plain sght, now."

Smoke puffed from the tailpipe. The driver, presumably dd Torres, stuck out hisarm and waved asif
giving them permission to go around. “ Joker,” William said.



Team two angled their car and blocked the street behind them. Matty exited with apump shotgun and
positioned himsdlf behind the Caprices right rear bumper.

William tried to focus on the corner video image in his gogs but sweet was dripping in hiseye and he
could barely make out anything.

"Team threein place,” Henson announced in his ear. “We're at the corner of Hoover and Grand. Were
going to block their escape.”

William ingtructed, “ Pull around and hem them in, team two."
"Roger that,” Matty said. “Fred, stay with team one. I'll block."

Al-Husam exited the car, pistol drawn, finger resting on the trigger guard. The Glock had no safety,
merely alittle flippy switch on the trigger itself that went down way too smooth and fast. Matty drove the
Crown Victoriaaround the Impala and wedged the right front whed againgt the curb, dmost damming
their bumper into ablue mailbox.

"They'reeyebdling and grinning,” Maity said. Al-Husam walked up behind William.
"It'smy collar,” Rowland said.
"Quaint,” Al-Husam said.

"Just, you know, throw down on them, with your guns,” Rowland said. Her face was dick with swest.
Benesth the jacket, William's shirt clung damp as awashrag despite the coolnessin themorning air.

Rowland approached the left bumper of the Impala, parked a generous three feet from the curb. She
assumed a classic Weaver stance and trained her mock SIG on the headsin the rear window. William
stayed in acrouch behind his door, aso aming at the Impalas rear window. Al-Husam took a stance
behind the Caprices driver side door.

"Yo, lady,” said ayoungish voice from the Impaa. The window rolled downin jerks.

Rowland stopped. “Exit the car now,” she caled out. “ Show me your hands.” She would have them out
and flat on the street in seconds.

"Lady, wearejust hangin',” the young man said. “Just drivin’ and chillin'. No hasdes?” Arms covered
with crude gang tats, tiny goatee, hennaed lips smirking, helooked like the real thing, atrue murdering

scumbag.
In Hogantown, he isreal, William thought. He can kill your career.

William moved to the rear bumper. He took another step. The young man hung his head out the window,
and his hands, both empty. He was grinning like a happy whore, more than alittle obvious. The driver
sared straight ahead, hands till on the whed. William wondered if dl those hands were redl. Rubber
hands had been used in the past; you walk up to the window and blam.

"Exit the vehicle. Get out now and lie on the ground face down with arms and legs spread!” Rowland
ordered. “Both of you!"

"Tdl uswhat you want, bitch,” the young man said. “We doing nothin', we got nothin'.

They weren't complying. They were going to force theissue. William sidied around the bumper. The car
had been through nine different kinds of hell, amottled patchwork of paint and primer, but it was il



chugging aong, still being targeted by naive recruits. What would they really throw at you? Think icy.
Say tactical.

William glanced left to see where Rowland was. Suddenly, his shinsexploded in pain. Hislegsflew
backward and out from under him and he came down on the left rear pandl of the Impala, then toppled
into the street, bardly breaking hisfall with hisright hand. The pistol discharged a paintbdl and flew from
hisgrip. Rolling to one sde, he saw arubber bar waggling from a spring-loaded hinge below the Impaas
rear door.

Inthetextsthey caled it acop blade. A cholotrick. Inred lifeit would have been made of steel and
honed as sharp asasword. It would have diced off hisfest.

Rowland saw William go down. Inside the Impal a, both heads ducked. Her partner was writhing on the
asphalt, trying to roll up onto the curb. In red life they could—they would back over him.

Al-Husam and Rowland aimed and fired. Paintballs exploded red and purple across the Impaas rear
window.

The car's engine roared and the whedls spun, throwing rubber smoke al over William. The Impaabarely
grazed the bumper of team two's Crown Victoria, making it rock, and accelerated down the street.
Matty and L ee blazed away, scoring more paintbal hits on the side windows and door panels. Puffs of
purple and red trailed behind the Impala asit sprinted toward freedom, belching gray smoke. It had
reached thirty miles an hour when loud bangs and ear-piercing shrieks echoed between the brick
buildings. Long ropes of steaming pink shot from both sides of the street. Team four had efficiently and
quickly dropped flaresto halt traffic on the side streets and set up bubble-gum pylons at the end of the
block. The gum net wrapped around the Impala, sizzling and popping. Itstrailing edges grabbed at the
asphalt and stuck, spinning the car around, while the span of the net dapped across the windshield and
gelled to the consistency of tire rubber. The car jounced on its shocks and rolled on for fifty fedt,
dragging both pylons sparking and clanging down the street.

The Impaasenginedied.

Matty and Al-Husam gave chase on foot and took up positions on both sides of the gummed car. Pistols
poised, they ordered the occupants to stay where they were and keep their handsin view or they would
shoot. Finch and Greavy joined them, happy as larks at having expended precious FBI resources, and
with such aloud bang, too.

The actors, barely visible through the pink strands and paintbal splatters, raised their hands. They would
have to be cut out with box knives. Right now, they weren't going anywhere. Al-Husam kept hisgun
trained on them.

Rowland stood by William and watched as teams three and four joined Al-Husam and Matty, taking up
front and rear.

"Goddammit,” William said, over and over, rolling back and forth, clutching hisshins.
"Y ou okay?"

"I should have seeniit. | should have seen it coming. Fucking cholo car.”

"You need amedic?'

"Chrigt, no, it wasjust arubber hose. I'm fine.” He glared up at her. “Don't you goddamn laugh at me. It
hurts.” Tears streamed down his cheeks.



"Nobody'slaughing,” Rowland said solemnly. She sat on the curb beside him.
"I'mtoadt,” William said.

Farrow seemed to come out of nowhere. He was trying hard to hold agrim face. Clearly he was
enjoying this “Youdl right?'

"I'm fine,” William said, pushing up to hisfeet. The whites of hiseyes showed like a skittish horse.

"It ain't over until it'sover,” Farrow said in alow growl. He held up abox-cutter and thumbed out a
length of blade. “ Get those bastards out of that vehicle and make your arrest. Pick up your pieces and
finish your job. Tonight, meet me in the motor pool garage. Y ou're gonna buff and scrape my car until it
shines."



CHAPTER SEVEN
Washington State

Griff looked over the map he had drawn. It showed places on the property where they had seen children
playing or people walking. Little x's peppered the paper, safe places and paths to the houses, the barn,
just in case. He drew lines, boundaries.

The children tended to stay away from the barn.
Everybody stayed away from the barn.

Only acrazy man would mine or booby trap the yard where his own children and grandchildren were
playing, right?

After al the years Griff had been tracking the Patriarch, he till could not say, with certainty, that they
could rule out that possibility.

They had been ready to move out when edicts had come down smultaneoudy from FBI headquarters
and the Attorney Genera—no big raid, no massive force maneuver, on any date that anyone by any
stretch of the imagination could say was Good Friday. If something had gone wrong—or even if they had
done their jobs perfectly, and nobody had died—then the headlines could wreak havoc with federd law
enforcement in general. The whole country was on edge. It had been on edge for over thirty years,
worried and chalenged and bitten from without and within. Americawas haf-crazy with suppressed

rage.

They didn't have much time. The Patriarch would surely find out something in the next couple of days,
and there were any number of ways he could dip out of the farm and get clean away.

* k x %

A smadl white bus drove onto the farm during the mid-morning. While Griff notified the incurson team at
the trailhead, Rebecca counted the women and children boarding the vehicle, parked just yards from the
main house's front porch—two middle-aged women in long dresses and Six younger children dressed in
their best church clothes. The children boarded the bus with cheery energy.

Griff played back the digital video record and counted heads again, to be sure.

Cap Benson, Charles Sprockett of the ATFE, and SAC John Kdller, Griff's Seettle boss, climbed into
the tower at ten thirty and looked over the evidence. They conferred briefly.

"Are we sure that's al the dependents down there?” Sprockett asked.

"No,” Griff said. “Jacob thinks there might be two young adult males, and so do I, based on those bank
robberies. They're not on the bus. There might be two more kids, and we've been talking over the
possibility that the males have girlfriends or wives. We haven't seen the kids al together to count them,
M_II

"There's aredheaded girl, and maybe awhite-blond boy of five or sx. We did not see them get on the
bus,” Rebeccasaid. “Y ounger than the others. They may be the Patriarch's grandchildren. They may dl
beliving in the rear house."

"Why wouldn't they go to Easter services?” SAC Keller asked.



Levine shrugged. “ Some sort of sharing of familial power. Training his sonsto be heads of households.
Or, they'rejudt figments of the light and our imagination.”

"Wadll, histwo sons are certainly not on that bus,” Keller said.
"What if they start firing back? Thekids, | mean,” Levinesad.
"Y ou think they'd do that?" Sprockett asked. “Y ou think he'strained them dl to fight?"

Levine rubbed his forehead with two close-spaced fingers. “ Chambersis hard core. The Big Time's
coming, and aWhite Christ out of the north is going to scourge the ungodly and drive the Mud People
into their graves, from which they will be resurrected as the zombie daves of true Aryans everywhere.
Anybody who doesn't defend themselves will be raped and eaten dive by the Mud People.”

"No shit,” Cap Benson said.
"He's off the main sequence, philosophicaly spesking.”

Kdler said, “ Griff, you've tracked him for two decades. This may be the best opportunity weve got. We
can't afford to lose himto old age ... or let him bomb afew more clinics, if hessoinclined.”

"Or worse,” Rebeccasaid.

"Areyour serioudy thinking thereé's abioterror operation going on down there?’ Levine asked. 1 haveto
say, that just isn't the Patriarch's style. He's classic. He lovesto blow stuff up.”

Rebeccasmiled swestly. Kdler said, “Washington doesn't want araid. They're afraid well hurt some
kids down there."

Griff rubbed his cheek stubble. “ Obvioudy, I'm going to have to go in alone and reconnoaiter.”
"The hdl you say,” Keller commented dryly.

"It'sworth ashot. Weve never actualy met. He let the deputy go in and out—offered him coffee and
biscuits. | think | could go in and take a closer |ook, ask some questions, and come out dive."

"Onwhat pretext?’ Keller asked.

"I'd have a better chance,” Rebeccasaid. “ A socia worker. Census-taker. | ook lesslike FBI than any
of you."

"The Petriarch hates socid workers” Griff said.

"She might try for the harem,” Sprockett said. No one seemed to think that was agood idea.
"Can you make melook like an aging yardbird?’ Griff said. “| dready have afew tats"
Sprockett and Keller stared at him.

"Timesshort,” Griff sad.

"Shit,” Sprockett said.

Kéler got on his cell phone to issue instructions. Sprockett and Rebecca, working different phones, told
the agentsin town to let them know when the bus arrived.



Griff took a deep breath. He hated wearing body armor—especialy the new reactive Stuff. It wasthin
but it wriggled whenever you walked. Made him fed like hewasin aliving sraitjacket.

"Y ou are what you eat,” Rebeccatold him as shefollowed Griff down the stepsto thefirst landing.
“What'd you have for breskfast thismorning?'

"Hakes,” Griff said, grinning back at her. He then paused to look through the trees. His eyes were wide
and he had difficulty taking acleansing breath. What would it be like after they suited him up?

Over the next few hours, they procured a beat-up Ford pickup, apair of denim dungarees, aT-shirt, and
three quick forearm tattoos, on top of the two he aready had, courtesy of one of Cap Benson's backup
team who moonlighted as a makeup artist. Benson caled up Monroeto find out the latest trendsin
jalhouse art. Ten minutes | ater, they sent him some scans. Skulls, ripped hearts, Jesus on the cross,
scorpions, and chainswere still big. For some reason, fat seated Buddhas were having agood
run—wearing berets and cradling Tommy gunsin their ample laps.

Asalast touch, Rebecca shaved Griff's head down to astubble.

"Y ou look like someone I'd boot out of town,” Benson said.
Rebeccawas less sanguine. “ Twenty to one hell still peg you asFBI."
"All right,” Griff said. “Tell mewhat | should look for."

Rebecca pulled alab catalog from her travel bag.

* k% k %

The mile down the dirt road in the noonday sun was long and bumpy. The trip would have been pleasant,
but there was no way he could know what waited at the end.

Fresh to the FBI, he had carried afolded file card he would read whenever he ventured into a dangerous
Stuation. On that card he had printed his own little set of mantras:

You can relax and trust your training. You know you're good.
You can count on coming out of anything alive, you're so damned good.
Say it to yoursdlf: | will live and prosper, and the bad guyswill ruethe day.

He had lost that card on the day histeam had encountered the Isragli gunbot, but he knew the mantras by
heart. They sill had juju.

Griff steered adow curve around a big cedar sump, found the less bouncy part of the road, dowed,
then glanced down at ablack lapel button, asmal camera that would feed video to the team forming at
the main road and the smaler team working their way through the woods from the fire tower.

Hidden in the bagginess of the dungareeswas his SIG, strapped to hiswaist and available through alarge
Sde pocket. Someone hadn't positioned the Ve cro fasteners properly. One of them was chafing.

"SIG'snothing,” he reminded himsdlf. “S G's a peashooter."
The gunbot...

A team of fifty agentsfrom the FBI and the Secret Service had sormed the Muncrow Building in
downtown Portland two years before, preparing to arrest ten Serbian counterfeiters. They had been met



by saven guys and two women in body armor, expecting no mercy and wielding asavage array of
automatic weapons—but what lay hidden in the corrugated stedl shed that blocked their only exit
route—what had brought down nearly al of the team within twenty seconds, cutting them into bloody
gobbets—had been an Isragli Sholem-Schmidt D-7, a self-directed, insect-carriage automated cannon.
None of them had never seen one outside of Popular Science magazine.

Beforeit had run into abrick wall, jammed, and blown its super-heated barrelsinto shrapnd, the D-7
hed dl by itsef killed forty-three agents. Griff had come out of the Muncrow Building aive, not ascratch.
He had had nightmares for weeks.

Sill did.
And inthe mess, hehad logt hisfile card.

Thelast U.S. Presdent had privately threatened to bomb the Sholem-Schmidt factory outside Haifa
That had put astrain on relationsfor afew months, until Isradli intelligence had discovered D-7s being
exported to Iran. Mossad had finaly done the job themsalves, arresting the owners and workers and
dismantling thefactory.

Wicked old world.

The barn came into view and then the farmhouse. The farmhouse was unpainted. Griff guessed that both
had been assembled from the local trees. The exterior boards had warped dightly under the weather and
the cedar roof shingles were rough aong their windward edges like the scaleson an old lizard. Thetrees
that had once covered the farm had been probably been downed with cross-cut handsaws. Hetried to
picture the long old trailer-mounted sawmill hauled in by a stoop-shouldered truck and smell the fresh-cut
wood and hear the wik-wik-wik of the boards being planed by hand and fastened together with mortise
and tenon and square blacksmithed nails.

Rustic, independent, living off theland.

He drove by one end of the apple orchard, peering under the windshield visor at the thin forest of
two-by-four studs arranged through the dead-looking trees and around the barn and house. The studs
were newer than other wood around the property. Between the studs, someone—presumably the
Petriarch and his sons—had strung a high checkerboard of wires at a uniform height of about six fest,
sometimesin parallel, sometimes wrapped around each other, like someone's crazy idea of anetwork of
clotheslines.

Through his side window, he saw the spring leaves on afew of the apple trees. They were streaked with
pale dust. There hadn't been more than adrizzle of rain in acouple of weeks—perhaps the leaves had
been coated with fine dirt from the road. The pines around the barn and the trees all around the old
farmstead had dl been lightly and uniformly powdered.

Griffin pulled out his handkerchief and blew his nose. The dust might be tree pollen. He kept an eye out
for any sgn of surveillance within the house. The truck made afew last bumps, and then he pulled up in
themiddle of adirt parking areamarked by aline of four creosoted railroad ties. Griff glanced at his
watch. It was eleven. Thetruck's noise hadn't brought anyone to the front door or the porch but he saw a
shade flicker inawindow.

The old man had structured hislife to afare-thee-well, and no doubt he had prepared for amoment like
this. But for afew minutes, at least, Griff was pretty certain he could convince Chambers hewasjust a
wayward vistor.



It was amyth that crooks could alwaystell when somebody was a cop. Donnie Brasco—Joe
Piscone—had been an excdlent example and there were plenty of others. Criminaswere not the shiniest
applesin the barrd when it came to understanding human nature. If they were they'd be CEOs and they'd
be making alot more money, with fewer chancesof landing injail.

As hereached to pull on the emergency brake, he wondered how William was doing back in Quantico.
Third generation. He had never wanted that even before the divorce, even before they had been reduced
to seeing each other only once or twice ayear.

He straightened and opened the truck door, pushing everything out of hismind but his story, hisact. As
he stepped down from the truck, he consulted amap and then turned, squinting a the house and the trees
and hills.

Hisarm hair prickled when his back wasto the house.

When hefinished turning, he saw the old man on the front porch, standing with adight stoop, hands by
hissides. Up close he did not look so good. He had long thick white hair, leonine might be the
description, but his mustache was darker, dmost black. He might have been wearing awig but where he
would get that sort of wig, Griff did not know. A Halloween store, maybe. The old man's eyeswere
wide, bright and observant and hisface was neither friendly nor concerned. He did not ook like he
wanted company but he did not look terribly unhappy about it, either.

"Halo!” Griff called out. “Isthisthe Tyeefarm?| hope I've cometo theright place.”

Someone had parked ajug of sun tea on the edge of the porch, away from the steps. It was abig glass
jug with acap and yedlow flowers painted on one sde.

"This homestead used to be known by that name,” Chambers said. “What's your beef?’

"I've been looking for a place to stay, maybe get work, and some folksin town said you might be able to
help me. I'm atraveler in adry land, friend.”

Chambers remained on the top step of the porch but hislips twitched. “Y ou're probably in the wrong
place”

"Well, | seethetreesaredusty,” Griff said, trying for ajoke. “They look dry."

The old man'sface settled into concrete. “Haveto spray al thetime, kill the damned insects. Let me
know your intentions or move on."

Griff tried to look unnerved. “What I'm saying is, | hear there's achurch around here and some people |
could sympeathize with. It'skind of londly for that sort of company wherel live."

"Where do you live?'
"Multnomah County."
Chambers grimaced. “ Queer place. Liberals and queers. Just right for each other.”

"Exactly,” Griff said. “Don't know why | ever moved there. Niggers and Kikes. Crawl right up your
pants leg. Have to squash them or they'll nip you in thejewels.” He dapped his pants and shook one
foot. Levine had coached Griff on thisdidog.

"Y ou're somewhat of aclown, aren't you?’ Chambers asked. His eyes had wandered casudlly to the



truck, then to the barn, and findly to the northern hills, and hislids drooped for amoment along with his
shoulders. “ Show-offs and clowns dways bring trouble.”

"| gpologize. | sure could use some good ol d-fashioned preaching, whatever you can offer, gr,” Griff
said, hoping for the right amount of awkwardness, out-of-stepness. Chambers was the brightest and
most experienced of asorry lot. He had ingtincts born of fifty hard, ambitious years. Margaret Thatcher's
loo. Griff could hardly believeit. Right herein Snohomish County.

"Y ou been in prison until recently?” Chambers asked.

"Yes, sir, Monroe. | did not want to let on right away."

"Did they tdll you about Tyee at Monroe?"

"Yes, gr."

"Who told you?'

"Well need to get better acquainted, sir, before | reved that."

"Wadl, comecloser, let me get alook at you."

Griff took afew stepsforward.

"My God, boy, you have armslike pig thighs. Pumping iron?"

"Yes, gr. Weights kept me sane.”

"Some amighty tats. Come on up here. Where you from before Monroe?"
"Boise"

"Why don't you tell me some names.”

"Jeff Downey, he used to be afriend. Haven't seen himin ten years. Don't know if he's till dive.”
"Heign't,” Chamberssaid, and sniffed. “Which is convenient.”

"Mark Lindgren. Hiswife, Suzdle.” Again he wasworking from Jacob Levine's script.
"Y ou talk with Lindgren recently?'

"Nosir, but he knows me."

"Mind if | do some checking up onyou?'

"Nosr. But right now I'm very thirgty."

"For word or deed?’

"Beg pardon?"

"Will my words quench your thirst, or are you here for deeds? Because I'm not much in the way of deeds
these days. Kind of staying quiet out here, like those vol canoes you can see from theroad.”

Griff nodded. “I understand, sir. Just wanted to make your acquaintance and get some preaching. Find a



church where | can fed comfortable.”
"Well, that'sal right. What's your experience with wegpons?'

"Knives kept me adive once or twice. Know guns pretty well. Used to collect shotguns. The wife sold my
whole gun rack on e-Bay. Ex-wife.” Hejammed aload of masculine resentment into that. “ Nigh on fifty
thousand dollars worth, some my granddaddy had back in North Carolina. French-made, German,
beautiful things. Shejudt ... sold them.” He waved his hands helplesdy, and tightened his throat muscles
to make sure hisface was red.

Chambers said, “Wedl lose earthly things. Time comes when we make others lose earthly things, that's
the balance.” Chambersliked thisdisplay of anger, the red face. “1've got sun tea out there on the porch
and icein thekitchen. Want aglass?’

"Nothing harder?’ Griff asked, twitching hisright eyeinto awink.

"I do not dlow acohoal. | do excuse that request, coming asit does from aMonroe man. Still, you could
have been worse off. Y ou could have done your timein WdlaWalla."

Griff grinned and shook out hishands. “ Y essr.”

* * * %

They sat on the steps of the porch and drank tall glasses of sun tea sweetened with honey. Chambers
was surprisingly limber and got down on the front step with barely awince. Hislegs were long and skinny
within the faded dungarees. His bony ankles stuck up from oversize and well-worn brown lesther
Oxfords. The sun was high over the farm and the dusty trees cast real shadows. It wasthe sort of bright
day rarely seen up in thesefoothills at any time of the year and there had been many more of them
recently—along dry spell. They chatted for afew minutes about global warming and what it might mean.

"Fuck, well al get suntans,” Griff said. “Then well be closer to the Mud People. Might even marry one
of them.”

Chambers chortled degp in his beard. “1 do wish you would clean up that prison language. | have kids
here. They're off celebrating Easter. Good Friday.”

"That'snot till next week,” Griff said.

"Weworship to God's caendar,” Chambers said. “All theworld's calendar bringsis grief and worse
luck.” A little bit of old East Coast had crept into Chamber'stone. “It cannot keep going on the way it
is"

Griff peered at the Petriarch, respectful, even worshipful, nodding hishead. Tekingitdl in.

"Prophecy'sacrock,” Chambers said, hisvoice low and crackling. “Reveation is a Jewish fantasy. |srael
has nothing to do with prophecy. It isapoalitica entity. It brings disgrace down upon the white races.
Jesus was not an observant Jew. His people came from the north, Northern Italy, maybe even Germany.
None of the apostles were Jews except Judas. Defending the so-called homeland of the Jews has
brought usto this. Brother against brother. 9-11, call the cops, and now 10-4. Roger and out.”

Chambers stared out across the scrubby grass of the big front yard, then fixed on the barn.
Eyes betray. Where they ook is important.
"It's so bad, Jesus should have returned long ago,” Griff said. “ Don't you think?"



Chambers squinted to the north and stuck out hisarm, alean finger pointing. “Heisn't coming. He's
disgusted, dl these Mud People building placesthey cal churches ... HE'S hot going to help you until you
help Him. Y ou got to believe what isin your heart. What'sin your heart?"

"l don't know. Anger. I'm mad. | want things better. | want things to go down easy."

"Things are not in the habit of ever being easy, my man from Monroe. | know that in my heart, dways
have.” Chambers thumped his chest with aknuckly figt. “ Circumstance has away of sneaking up on you,
just when you're ready to sink into old age and enjoy the grandchildren. Y ou have to prepare.” He pulled
down an eyelid and cocked aclear gaze at Griff over aclever grin. “Every week or so | hunt deer and
take treks around the homestead. | can still get off astraight shot. My eyes are il sharp.” He leaned
forward and sivung hisright arm out in apoint. “Y ou see that low ridge? Just in front of the triangular
peak. Thereisafiretower up on that ridge. Seeit?'

Griff tracked dong the long arm. “Nogir."

"Used to be atree up on that ridge,” Chamberssaid. “A few days back, someone chopped it. Just took
it right down."

Griff put on adumb face. “Those towersare dl around up here.”

"I hiked by that one six months ago. It'sthe only one. Thistime of year, most often it's rented. Campers
useit. Campersdon't cut down trees. Someone'sin that tower."

"Maybe the rangers moved in early. Warming and dl."
Chambers shook his head. “They're up there, watching me. But that's all right. I'm prepared.”
"I could scout for you,” Griff said, giving the ridge afierce scowl.

"No need, Monroe man. It'sover. | took afew risks, even risked my family, but it's going to be worth it
inthelong scheme.” Hedid not look at Griff as he spoke. “I told my sonsto go out by the back trails,
follow the bus, get to ared church somewheres and pray for me."

Griff looked puzzled. Thiswas being transmitted back up the road. Another ambush wasthe last thing he
wanted. “Why leave?’ he asked. “It's beautiful here. | could live here and be happy.” He studied
Chamber's dingy white shirt, trying to contour the skinny ribs beneath, looking for padding—any sort of
hidden bomb. The shirt was too loose. Bombs could be hidden anywhere.

"The tree hath blossomed in the night, and thefruit it isset. | am an old man, and my family will prosper
and do great works after | am gone."

Griff shook hishead. “Y ou got along life ahead preaching and spreading the word."

Chambers took a deep bresth through his nose. “ Come into my house, Monroe man. I'll show you
something glorious and then well say goodbye.” Chambers pushed himsdf dowly to hisfeet; getting
down was easer than getting up again. Griff did not like this. Playing apart and being wary dl a once
had never been easy for him. Hefollowed the old man through the wood-framed screen door with the
squedling spring into the neat shade of the snow porch with bundled twigs pushed into a corner and two
rusted metal snow shovels, and then into the living room. The oak furniture was sturdy but worn. The big
stone fireplace was as described by the deputy, who had eaten his muffin where Griff was now standing.

"l do love my children,” Chambers said, “and they love me. | will missthem, but | have through deeds
builded my mansion in heaven. There will be asharp correction, Monroe man. The Jewswill weep and



Jesus will greet me as abrother. Mary will soothe me and stroke my hair and though | amrebornina
youthful body, | will mourn for thosethat still suffer on this Earth, forced to dwell among the ones bathed
in darkness. For surely the dark races are hiding from that cleansing ray. Surely the sun is out today,
searching, and they hidein their ghettos and in their holesin the cities, in their black and noisome hives of
squaor and brick. Comes soon atime when the pillar of fire shal yet again rise, and aman will carry with
him acrossthisworld avessd asvirulent asthe Ark of the Covenant, and all who come nesr, al the Mud
People and the lying and deceitful Jews, wearing their pubic hairs on their heads, their long curly black
hairs, shall reach out to touch the beauty of it, and they shall be smote by the tens of thousands, asit was
in olden times. God never did much like the Jaws. History provesit. Once more, apillar of fireshal rise
over theland by night, and apillar of cloud by day."

Chambers face turned peaceful. He favored Griff with afatherly smile.
"Hdldujah,” Griff said. “That's preaching, Reverend.”

"Y ou haven't told me your name, son.”

"Jmmy, Jmmy Roland.”

The Patriarch held out his hand. Griff shook it: adry firm grip, no Sweet, no worry.
"Itisno sn to sweep away the polluted.”

"Amentothat,” Griff said.

"Now you look a proper wise fellow, Jmmy Roland, no sense playing stupid, you've been around. Y ou
know your work, and you know mine.” Chambers sat gingerly in arocker-glider and dowly started
moving back, forward, back and forward, up alittle, down. “Nobody comes from Monroe without
passing me specid words. | am certain | smell aJew onyou.”

Without being obvious, Griff had taken inventory of the room. Behind and to the immediate right,
Chambers had within hisreach anarrow cabinet set back to one side of the fireplace, where pokers and
shovels might be stored, the door open. Griff could not seetheinside.

"Y ou should have been here last month. Nipped it in the bud. Y ou could have had usthen. Y ou saw the
burn barrels. We cleaned things out. We have cleared the path. Therest isin the hands of the true God.
Has been since before you arrived. Just know that the fruit has set, and soon the Jews and their children
will bring it to theworld'stable and eat of it.” Heleveled afinger a Griff's chest. “They areligtening, so
let them hear my epitaph.” He paused with awicked smile. “An end to al the evil they have done since
time began. Dezath to the Jews, my friend.”

Chambersleaned and thrust his gnarled fingers toward the cabinet.
Griff dipped his hand through the Velcroed seam in his shirt. “FBI!" he shouted.

Faster than he had any right to be, Chambers brought out a sawed-off double-barreled shotgun from the
cabinet. In aningtant he had it cocked. The blued-stedl barrel gleamed asit swung.

Griff's gun was out and he shot Chambers four times. The shotgun barrel swayed and dropped aninch,
the old man'sfinger till trying to pull thetrigger. Griff squeezed off two more rounds. Chamberslet go of
the stock and the shotgun fell. Its butt thumped heavily on the floor. The barrel sang against the stones of
the fireplace. The old man'slungs gurgled air through new holesin his chest and neck and his eyes
twitched back in their sockets. His voice was liquid and bubbled like afrog'sand he said, “Lord, Lord.”
Then, barely audible, eyes quivering but trained on Griff, “Fuck you."



After that hiseyeswent flat and he was dead but his movement continued, legs and one arm shivering as
he dumped in the chair and finaly hung hdf-in, haf-out. Histrigger finger jerked like a snake. Stopped.

Griff raised the SIG and with agrunt rolled the old man over, quickly and ruddy pa ped him, then turned
out his pockets looking for IED or remotes or timers. He pulled aplastic restraint cord from his pants
pocket and cinched the limp, bony wrists. Only then did he check the old man's pulse, mostly avoiding
the dick smear of blood around the floor and the last of the flow from the nicked carotid.

He swalowed hard, trying to focus on the remaining danger, trying to keep the nervous crime-comedy
voicesout of hisforebrain and back in the rear cages where they belonged. Papa has | eft the premises.

SQuicide by cop. At his age. Preaching and then trying me on. | don't believe it.

Griff quickly moved through the house, swinging along thewalls, down the hal, into the rooms. He
opened the closetsjust to make sure; very likely with kids so recently in the house they were not
booby-trapped but he was ill taking a chance. The house was clean and neat, beds made in each of the
four smal bedrooms, the single office with its roll-top desk prim in ordered augterity.

He passed the Patriarch on the way out. Erwin Griffin hated dead bodies. He had never admitted that to
anyone; agents were supposed to be hardcore. Bodies made him fedl sick.

Only then did he remember he was on the grid and that since the shooting, other than shouting out his
affiliation, he had said nothing—maybe grunted, maybe cursed. Back up by the main road, they should
have heard and seen everything that had happened inside the house and especidly the shotsand he did
not want hordes of people up here or near the barn, not yet.

As he stepped through the door and out on the porch, peering left and then right, he said, “ Chambersis
dead. I'm fine. Keep everyone back.”

He faced north and saw agents and police running toward the house. How long had it taken him to
search, two or three minutes? It had seemed like at least ten.

"Get the hell back!” he shouted from the porch, hisvoice cracking as he waved them off. They stopped.
“Get back, you idiots!” They turned and retreated with equal haste.

He had blood on his arm. The tattoos were smeared. He sat on the porch, |etting his heart dow from
Krupato oompah, wishing to hell he had a cigarette, before deciding he would have to take aturn about
the yard, around the house, just to make sure.

By that time, he saw vans and more people up by the edge of the clearing.

Thefarm wasno longer quiet.



CHAPTER EIGHT
El Centro, Cdifornia

"I've been thinking about what you were saying,” Charlenetold thetal blond man. It was past noon. Her
eyeswere puffy. They had made love and dept alittle and then talked into the morning. Now they were
having bregkfast in aCoco's restaurant. “1 just can't be that cynical. | need hope. Even when | know
what I'm doing and think about where my husband is, | ftill want to be a Chrigtian.”

The blond man glanced at his skinned knuckles. They had dready scabbed over. He had told Charlene
that he had barked them while changing atire. In fact, he had dipped in aditch after shooting an Arizona
patrol officer.

The waitress brought another glass of orange juice. Charlene drank the second glass with equal
speed—three quick gulps—sniffed, and looked around the Coco's: Scotchgarded print fabric on the
booth seats, scarred oak table top, one knife magnetically stuck to afork beside a plate smeared with
yolk and bacon grease. Outside, bleached by the sun, El Centro, Cdifornia: warehouses and auto repair
businesses and trucks roaring by. The blond man wasin hislate forties, thin, run-down. He had put on
sunglasses after leaving the Day's Inn to hide his eyes—one green, one blue.

"Youreso quiet,” Charlenetold him.
"Sorry. I've probably said too much aready."

Charlene had driven the green Ford van from Highway 10, where she had picked him up by the side of
theroad, to El Centro, stopping at aDay's Inn. They had both taken rooms. She had met him in the
lobby after midnight and asked what his name was and he had told her it was Jm Thorpe. Charlene had
been needy. Even after she had fallen adeep, Jim Thorpe had stayed awake. Helooked asif he had not
dept for weeks.

Charlene looked through the low window beside the booth, out to the dry lawn and the street beyond.
“I'm ready to believein Jesus, just give myself up to something that | know istotally good,” Charlene
said. “1 mean, | can see Jesus so clearly and heis beautiful and compassionate and he hasalovely
smile—just likeyours.” Shelooked at him with red longing. “1 do not know why men haveto act so
tough. Y ou certainly don't need to be bitter ... | mean, you're an attractive older guy. Y ou can travel the
wholeworld, no responsbilities...” She stopped, confused, and looked at the table.

Charlene's husband had gone to West Point. After 10-4, he had signed up for infantry, taking theidiot
gticks, the emblem of crossed rifles, over more plum army opportunities. Charlene had wanted him to
stay home and be a hushand and afather. He had enlisted for a second tour to kill ragheads and stay
with hisbuddies. His name was Jason. She had shown Jm Thorpe apicture. Her guy was upright, young,
strong, bullnecked, laser-eyed. He wondered what Jason was seeing right now.

"I think about him being God knows where because the damned army won't tell the families anything
and | wonder, what is Jesusredly up to? What isHe thinking, making al of us suffer? But | can't blame
Jesus. It'sus, in't it?” Charlene tapped the juice glass on the table. Made it do alittle dance. Made as if
to amile bravely, but too late. Women liked confessing to him. It was the one thing that they gave him that
he would have gladly dispensed with.

But hadn't he confessed to her—just alittle, and started her flow? Opened up about hisinnermost
opinions? If she only knew the half of it.



"I know you're agood man,” she said. “But being so hopeless.... | can't fed that way. It'sjust the way
the world treats us. We're being tested.”

His nerves were garting to jangle. He needed to move on or the grief would dam back and held find the
brick wall that he had built between him and hislost faces crumbling. “Then maybeit'sdl taken care of in
theend,” he offered.

Charlenes eyesfilled with tears.

"It is s0 wrong to have to wait for my husband, and fed ... so hungry to have aman. Just aman to hug
me, wrap hisarms around me. | have never been desperate, not like this. Never. And my boy needsa
father. | need his father.” Her face hardened. “1 have never done this before.”

Yes, you have, hethought.
"Whenisit dl going to comeright again?’ she asked.

"Soon,” Jm Thorpe said. He wrapped one hand around her fingers on the juice glassand gavethem a
gentle squeeze.

Charlenefrowned a him, don't tease. “I just want my husband home. | want to fed norma, be right with
my kidsand my family."

"Of course.” He stood beside the booth and opened hiswallet. “ Bregkfast ison me.”

"No,” Charlene said primly. “Were not poor.” Shelaid atwenty next to his. Then she put down another
ten and gave him back the twenty he had put down. Bravely, she said, *'Y our money's no good here.”

"You sure?"
"I'm sure, Mr. Jm Thorpe. Or isit James?"
Hesmiled.

"Such alovely smile” she said. Her eyesturned quick and efficient, darting around the tables, squinting
through the bright windows. “Y ou leavefirs.” Evenin El Centro she wasworried that people who knew
her might see her with another man.

"Thanksfor breekfast,” he said.
"Thanksfor having apatient ear,” she sad.

Ashewalked out into the glare she passed him in atidy hurry. No one could have guessed what they had
been doing on thin hotel sheetsjust afew hours before. He admired that sort of efficiency. Women were
good a such things.

Hewas not. The brickswere falling. There was no mental wall thick enough to block what he had lost.
He stood on the sidewalk, hands in his pockets, waiting, shivering despite the heat. He wasn't looking
forward to telling Tommy. Tommy did not need to know about the patrolman. His sdf-important partner
wastippy at the best of times. That was how Tommy described himsdlf: tippy, but enthusiastic—when he
wasn't Dipsy-Down, ashecadled it.

Unpredictable—but for the moment, il essentid.

Thetal man watched Charlene pull the green Ford van out of the Coco's parking lot. Sherolled down



the window and looked both ways but deliberately did not see him as she drove by.

Five minuteslater, Tommy roared up in his battered, cream-colored El Camino. He reached over and
pulled the door lock with fat dexterous fingers. He was smal and skinny but for hisface and hisfingers,
these belonged to alarger man. The effect was grotesque but Tommy no longer seemed to care how
people reacted.

"No luggage?’ he asked, his plump face showing an early flush of dismay. “No truck. No printers. God,
Sam, what happened?”’

Sam opened the door and climbed in, Sitting on the ripped seat. “Let'sdrive,” he said.
"What happened to the big truck?"
"There's been achangein our strategy,” Sam said.

"Sam, | don't like being disappointed,” Tommy fluted. “We need those printers. | can't do everything we
want without those printers. | don't like failure.”

Sam was dangeroudy closeto chucking it dl. “To thewinery, Jeeves,” he said with aflourish.

"Yourein fine spirits. You got laid last night, didn't you, Sam? That'swhy you'retrying to be funny.”
Sometimes, Tommy's burdts of intuition made him seem psychic—hard to get used toin such a
man-child.

"We're okay, really. Well befine. Well get more printers.”

"Before you got here and got laid, something went wrong. Don't tell me,” Tommy ingsted, hisface
clouded like a baby about to burst into tears. “I don't want to hear it. Redly, | don't. | couldn't takeiit.”

"Well befine” Sam sad.
"Did you leavefingerprints?” Tommy asked.
Sam raised hisright hand. Hisfingerswere shiny with clear sllicone caulk.

"Theréssomething ese” Tommy said, histiny eyes shifting and wild. “1 turned on theradio. | heard it on
the way to pick you up.” He pushed the radio knob. The big news was the death of the bank robber and
abortion clinic bomber caled the Patriarch and the ongoing search of hisfarm hideaway in Washington
date. “Isthat our guy?” Tommy asked. “ Sam, isthat our guy? Isthat our second factory?"

Sam did not have aquick story to soothe Tommy—or himself. He stared at the radio, then out the
window.

Tommy sad, “Oh my. Oh my. Sam, ohmy."
"All right, Tommy. Pull over and I'll drivefor awhile.

Tommy's nose was dripping and he was shaking badly. He had entered the land of Dipsy-Down and it
wasal he could do to stop the car without getting them both killed.



CHAPTER NINE
Washington State

Griff stripped off his shirt and body armor and handed it to the FBI evidence team. They whisked it to
their van to offload the data and video contained in the vest. All of the police vehicles, at Griff's reques,
stayed on the edge of the clearing, about a hundred yards from the house and the barn.

He walked back toward the house with Rebecca Rose a hisside. They stared at the barn. Griff's nostrils
flexed and his upper lip twitched asif he were about to sneeze. The breeze was cool againgt his naked
upper torso. He dipped an Underarmor T-shirt over hishead. Jacob Levine joined them and handed
Griff hisown purple vest. Griff declined. Even chilly, he refused to go that far.

"Becky,” he said, “Chambers kept looking at the barn.”

"Yeeh,” Rebeccasad.

"| think you might want to get back with the others."

"I will if youwill,” Rebeccasaid.

"Don't bean asshole,” Griff said. “I've donethiskind of stuff for decades.”

Rebecca shook her head. “I'll need to see what's in the house and the barn ASAP. Then well know what
to do next."

Levine held hisground, too. “Have you heard?’ he asked them.
"Heard about what?"

"The bus never made it to town. It stopped and the families |oaded into three cars. They diverted at a
side road and threw off the tracking vehicles. Some of them may be headed east to Idaho.”

Griff rubbed his upper lip, first checking to make sure there was no blood on hisfinger. “He knew about
usdl aong. He saw us cut down thetree."

"Makes you wonder where his righteous sons are,” Rebecca said.
They both stared into the far stands of cedars and larches.

Griff cringed as a hdlicopter passed dowly overhead. Even at three hundred feet, the steady beet of the
rotors thumped the barn and the ground under his boots. Three crime scene techs came around the main
house, stringing yellow tape. The tape flapped and curled in the downdraft. There was anews station
imprint on the chopper's sde—K OMO Sesttle. Someone must have radioed the pilot that the scene was
unsecured and dangerous, for the helicopter abruptly backed off and swung around, heading west over
the woods to the highway, probably to take more pictures of the base camp.

Cap Benson gpproached bearing in his arms a more suitable blue blazer he had pulled from the trunk of
hiscar. Griff dipped the blazer on over the T-shirt and decided he looked if anything even more
ridiculous than he would have wearing Levines ves.

They dl stood in the broad, scrubby front yard of the old farmhouse. Inside, the Patriach till lay
sprawled on his stomach in apooal of blood, cuffed, awkward and bedraggled and not giving adamn one



way or the other. Griff could see him like an after-image over the barn. He had killed three times—four,
now—in his FBI career. Six or seven times before that, in the Navy. Much more than the average. He
did not enjoy the digtinction.

From theroad, blowing in on awesterly breeze, they could hear the faint sounds of big trucks on the
move. Washington State Patrol, FBI, ATF, Homeland Security, whatever.

Dogs running to sniff at the old man's kingdom.
"That's one big barn,” Benson said. “Wonder what'sin it?"

"Why don't you go have alook?’ Griff said. He would have to re-eva uate the entire scene. If Chambers
had known he was being watched for severa days, who knew what he could have accomplished? What
chain of events he could have started by making afew night visitsto the barn, or the second house ... ?

Chances were, with dl the kids, there would not have been tripwires or other traps spread around the
yard, or inthe houses ... but Griff just could not be sure.

He turned to the north. Severd techsin white plastic suits and hoods were swabbing samples of powder
off the distant trees. “Y our people?’ he asked Rebecca. She nodded. “What do you think they'll find?
Chambers said they had sprayed for pests.”

"| doubt that,” Levine said. “He hated pesticides. Called them a conspiracy by the Jewsto help feed the
Mud People of theworld.”

Rebeccalooked amused. Griff did not know what to think about the world's evil. Another tech closer in
had climbed aladder braced against one of many wooden poles around the property and was attaching a
multimeter to the wires suspended overhead.

"How many long arms of the law do you have back there, Cappy?’ Griff asked.
"Therésme and my boys. ATF has pulled back, | don't know why."

"Bureau asked for primacy. We still have some chipsto play.”

"I don't see your boss, Keller,” Benson said.

"He was called back to Washington, DC,” Rebeccasaid. “He's going to testify before some senate
committee.”

Griff sucked that back in. Not even collaring the Patriarch stopped the whedls of partisan palitics, trying
to grind down the FBI. Trying to kill it and hand its responsibilities over to others. No matter. His
retirement was secure. One more year and he would cross the boundary of GS-1811—into mandatory
retirement.

Benson continued, “ There's Sergeant Andrews and four guys from the state inter-agency bomb squad.
We got Dan VVoge from the K9 explosives unit. | saw Child Protective Services hanging around with
nothing to do, and one black girl in aleather jacket, like a goddamned Black Panther, but | suppose she's
one of yours."

Griff nodded.
"And two other feds| don't recognize.”

"Homeland Security and Bureau of Domestic Intelligence,” Griff said. “ They'd loveto hornin. | want Dan



and his dog to sweep the main house, then the second house, in that order.” He waved his hands,
drawing aplanintheair.

"Not the barn?’ Benson asked.

"Griff thinksthe barn isrigged,” Levine said. He paced in asmadll circle, eyes on the ground, sweet on his
forehead despite the chill.

"Bots coming soon?’ Griff asked.
Benson nodded.

"Send a bot into the barn. And get some more troopers into those woods. His sons could be drawing a
bead on usright now.” He closed one eye and cocked hisfinger a Levine.

"Hell, they would have taken you out after you killed their pappy,” Levine said. “ The sons arelong gone.”
llem‘Il

Griff did not think the houses were rigged with explosives. Kids had been there too recently; tough to
control kids, keep them from setting something off. No one had seen anybody waking outside to the rear
house after the bus had departed. Still, it would be necessary to thoroughly check for both explosives
and kids in hiding—and the K9 could do that.

He now stood with hands on hips and faced his main nightmare directly. The big diding barn door had
been left open six or seven inches, not enough for aman to easily squeeze through. He did not want to
touch that door. It was too much like an invitation.

"The Patriarch would plan for bots, don't you think?’ Griff asked Rebecca
"Soundslike,” Rebeccasaid. “ X-ray triggers. Trip mikestuned to machine sounds.”

"All thesewires,” Griff said. “What the hell arethey for? What level of paranoia should we consider
unreasonable? He's been at thisfor fifty years, right?”

"We should wait,” Rebecca said. “Less chance of someone clumsy hitting atripwire.”

Griff turned on her but kept hisvoice low. “What if it'sal hooked up to a goddamned timer, Specid
Agent Becky Rose?’

"Your cal,” Rebeccasad, pursng her lips. Griff wasthe only agent who caled her Becky and she didn't
likeit much, but in the grand scheme...

"Isit? Or is News breathing down my back?"
"Asl sad..."
"Right. It'smy cdl. Well, fuck that, too."

The police waiting up at the start of the clearing were milling about, observing the four of them asthey
faced the barn.

"Held know,” Levinesaid. “Hed plan for dogs.”

"Our dogs are trained to avoid wires. They work through all sorts of masking scents,” Benson said. “I'd



rather trust them than the bots."

"No dog | ever met could spot atripwirein dim light or dip past amotion detector,” Griff said. “I think
the houses are safest. Dogs for the houses. Well send botsinto the barn.”

Hewas starting to shake. It had been hours since he had shot the old man. Shot him six timesin his
fucking living room. A man'shomeishis cagtle. Degp things were churning in him and making his hands
and shoulderstremble. “Well,” Griff said. “ Let'sbring them al forward. Get me Watson.”

Rebecca used her comm.

Specia Agent Alice Watson pushed through the crowd of police and agents and walked down the road
with quick, off-kilter steps. She was a plump woman of thirty-three with one leg shorter than the other,
acres of attitude, and the expertise to judtify it. Long scars pulled her face on one side. She wore athick
lens over one eye but with the other eye she could still see clearly.

Watson had nearly died two years ago, in Paris. She had made one small mistake dedling with an Al
Agsa handbag packed with a proximity fuse and two charges of T6 Anafex, set to rleaseavia of
osmium tetroxide through spray cansthat had once held Raid. The bag had been found in a public park.
There had been no timeto bring in robots. The main charge had dudded. The canister of tetrox hed
remained intact, sparing alarge crowd—and Watson. But there had been a third fuse buried under the
pack, and she had taken the backup charge—just a pinch—sguare in the face.

Later, inthe hospital, she had told Griff, “1 met the ghost of that bomb. | put both my fingers up its nose
and twisted. That'swhy it let me go. Next time, it'll share some secrets.”

Watson had spent time recuperating with her husband and kid. She had returned to the job after six
months but had spent the next four monthsin a powered walker. The bomb ghost might or might not be a
joke. Griff didn't care.

She was the best bomb expert he knew.

Watson shook hands with Rebecca, then stood beside Griff and said, “We're on bombnet at HDS and
Eglin. They'refeeding it to expertsin Los Angeles and Washington. We're going to have about fifteen
good eyes on thisone, including mine.” Her grin was acrud parody but it bucked up Griff's spirits.

A few steps behind Watson followed a short man with close-cut brown hair, wearing black jeansand a
black T-shirt and leading a golden retriever on aglittering chain. The dog whined and dodged, eager to
earn her play treat. Thiswould be Dan Vogd and Chippy, Griff thought. Beautiful dog, fluffy and
reddish-gold, recently shampooed and totally focused on the red ball that Vogel clutched in one hand. A
happy dog with way too much energy. Under onearm, Vogd carried athick folder filled with scent tabs:
alibrary of bomb ingredientsto help Chippy focus. In the last ten years there had been asubstantia
revolution in both the variety, the compactness, and the strength of explosives. Microreactors—chemica
factorieslittle bigger than a breadbox—had put the cregtion of letha amounts of dangerous substances
into the hands of small groups, and even individuas.

"Chippy's happy,” Watson said.
"All my bitches are happy. Wherefirgt, boss?'
"That isabig barn,” Watson said.

"What's your ghogt telling you?” Griff asked.



Watson glared a him with one good eye, the other goggling behind itslenslike ablank moonina
telescope. “ That was private, Griff."

"All right. What kind of bomb would fill abarn?’ he asked. “Fertilizer,” Watson said. “But this bastard
has used kitchen TAMP, C4, Semtex, Anafex, triminol, passage clay, Poly-S phosphate, and aerosol
kerosene—that's a baby daisy-cutter, to you guys—you nameit. | really don't know. Thiswould be his
piece deresistance?'

"Soundsright,” Griff said. “He died proud. He said it was al in God's hands."

"Shit,” Benson said, and his face went a shade more pae in the dusk. Levine stopped pacing and shoved
his handsin his pockets. Rebeccalooked down at her feet, then up again, eyes ditted.

Vogd kndt by the retriever and opened the book to the first page, a stimulating scent. The dog snuffled
happily, eyes bright and tail wagging. Then she sneezed.

Watson |ooked at the network of wires on poles surrounding the house and strung over the dirt road.
Shetook acleansing breath, let it out, pointed to the edge of the clearing, and said, “ Gentlemen, Agent
Rosg, if you're nonessential, you best move on out. Who knows what you might step in—or on?”

Rebeccasad, “I'll stay.”
"Y ou're not going in there, Rebecca,” Griff said.
"WEell see,” Rebeccasaid. “1've put in my request.”

"Shit. We need to reduce personnel and do our search, no crap. I've been involved in tracking this
bastard for twenty years."

"No crap,” Rebeccasaid steadily. “1've been working bioterror for longer than that. I'm here, I'm
interested. | won't get in your way."

llBa:ky_ll
"Can you identify aminilab, Griff? Sequencers? Fermenters? Do you know what to look for?"
Griff set hisjaw. “You could tell me. Y ou're a Janie-come-lately here. Y ou three, bug out.”

Benson shrugged. “Y ou've got enough grief, you don't need any morefrom me,” he said, and patted
Griff'sarm. He and Levine walked up theroad, leaving the field and the barn to the experts, and to
Rebecca Rose, who had set her jaw and was interested.

Levinelooked back over his shoulder. Griff did not like having people look back, onelast glance; that
sort of shit bothered him. He pointed hisfinger at Rebecca “Y ou're not even rated for abomb suit.”

Shefolded her arms.

Watson eyed them both with amusemen.

Chippy was whining and tugging toward the barn.
"Is Chippy good on her own?’ Griff asked Vogd.

"Got afour zero on the Fairview course last month,” Vogel said. “ Found ten out of ten devices, including
Angfex."



"Isshe okay with kids?’ Griff asked.
"Lovesthem. Kidsplay fetch."

Chippy strained at her leash. Sheredlly wanted into that barn. Griff did not want her or anyoneesein
there. That barn was cregping him out badly. He glared at Rebecca.

"Number one.” Griff pointed to the main house. “ Then the house behind.”

Vogd led the dog away to the first house. He opened the screen door then reached down and unclipped
her collar. The golden retriever trotted inside.

A snow-white and freshly waxed inter-agency bomb truck, sporting the odd symbol of aflaming wasp
nest, rumbled through the cordon and approached the house. Cap Benson rode the running board,
wearing aboyish grin. Insde was the bombot coordinator, asergeant whom Griff had hung out with in
Portland during atraining sesson for loca police departments. They had gone drinking together. His
name was George Carlin Andrews.

Benson jumped off asthetruck pulled up beside them. “No guts, no glory,” he said to Griff.

Griff brushed past him without aword. Watson opened the door for Andrews. “The machine gods have
arrived,” she announced.

"Why, thank you, pretty miss,” Andrews said, stepping down with hisauminum box of goodies. “ Griff, is
that you, dl dolled up?’ He pedled off aglove and held out his hand. He wastall and thick acrossthe
middle but he had ddlicate fingers, jeweer's hands.

Griff nodded and shook with him.
"What are we hoping not to find? Any clues?” Andrews asked.

"Not many,” Griff said. He told Andrews about the way Chambers had |ooked at the barn and alittle
more about hishigtory. “He said it was dl in God's hands."

Rebecca liked that even less the second time she heard it.

"Uh huh,” Andrews said. “ Jacob Levinefilled mein. We probably can't move back far enough to escape
that sort of wrath. We could take time to dig some foxholes. What do you think?"

"If something that big blows, we'd just get sucked out,” Watson said.

"Pink clouds,” Rebecca said.

Andrewsfaced her square. “We haven't met, have we?'

"Specid Agent RebeccaRose,” Griff said. “ She thinksthere might be biologicasin there.”

"l surely do lovethisjob,” Andrews said. “1'm told Homeland Security could have EEOs flown up from
Walnut Creek in afew hours.”

"It would be wise to—" Rebecca began.
"Wedon't havetime,” Griff sad.

"I thought you'd say that.” Andrews walked around to the back of the truck and opened the gate, then



pulled down arack stuffed with rounded foot-high cylinders, six of them, striped black and yelow like
the business end of ahornet. One by one, he plucked four from the rack and let them roll in the dust,
inert. “How many of my little beauties do you want?

"Two for now, oneat atime” Griff sad. “Begt if they can squeeze through that opening without jiggling
the barn door."

Andrews opened the aluminum case and pulled out earnodes and gogs. “We're on Lynx with bombnet
and HDS,;” he said. “ The botswill relay pretty good pictures. If they find anything, | suggest we just close
the roads and blow the whole damned thing. Y ou've got your man, right?"

"l want to seewhat he hasin there,” Griff said. “When hetried to blow my head off with his shotgun, he
was happy. Thelast words he said were, ‘ Degth to the Jews.” Well, not quite the last words. But it
makes my point.

"There aren't many Jews around here,” Andrews said.

Griff stuck hishandsin his pockets. Christ, he wastired. He just wanted thisto be over, to find out how
his son was doing at Quantico, to liein bed and pull the covers up to his shoulders and breathe deeply of
adark quiet bedroom's home-scented air.

"Exactly,” hesad. “In hissixty active years, Robert Chambers worked with mobsters, the IRA, Thai
smugglers, probably the Russians, and Aryan Nations. Isthere anyone herewho isn't curious about what
he redlly meant, and who e se he might be connected to?"

Watson raised her arm. “Me,” she said like astudent in class. She looked around the group. “Just
joking."
Griff ignored her. “Can one of thosefit through that opening?’

"I think s0,” Andrews said. “ Armatec 9 D-11sand aD-12. They're smaler and chegper than last year's
models, and so far they're pretty damned good. Each oneisalittle different, you know. Custom
programs, more and more independent. I've named them al.” He upended one of the cansand
unscrewed the container cover. Inside, folded and strapped into a compact unit, was a cross between a
go-kart and a cockroach, with three wheels mounted on springs and pistons and five triple-jointed legs,
two in the front and three in the rear. Andrews unlatched the bot and it stretched out with ahydraulic
sigh. A pole asthick asapencil rose from alozenge-shaped “head” above athree-wheeled base plate.
The head |ooked like the bridge on atoy ship. The pole thrust out two little black eyes on thin flexible
galks. A third eye was mounted on the poleitself, centered just below the stalks. Pressed into grooves
behind the head were two retracted arms with graspers and cutters extensible from their tips. Griff,
vagudly familiar with Armatec bots, looked for and saw the case that contained the scanner
kit—fluoroscope and stethoscope, dong with remote chemica analyzer. He aso spotted two disruptors,
dender barrels mounted behind the head designed to shoot dugs into bomb detonators. Unfolded, the
bot was about fifteen incheslong, with awhedbase of Sx inches.

"This one's Kaczynski. These guys here are McVeigh and Nichols. And this one, the temperamenta one,
isMarilyn Monroe.” Marilyn was bigger than the others.

Rebeccawalked up to the nearest wooden post and examined the wires strung overhead. “I'll bet it's
some sort of antenna. But it's new to me. No sign of it being wired to the barn, but the wires could be
buried.” Rebecca patted the post. Griff could not read her expression. “We're at solar max,” she said.
“Aurorasdl the way down to San Diego, prettiest I've ever seen—Ilike asign from God. Wasthe
Petriarch the kind of guy who liked to watch the skies?"



CHAPTERTEN
Quantico

William walked briskly to the library to drop off two texts. Along the way, two agentsin red shirtsran
past double-time, heading for the lounge, eager to see the bombnet telecast. He wasin no hurry. Bombs
held little interest for him. Having to wait up long nights as aboy for hisfather to come home had cured
him of any interest in blowing up mode airplaneswith firecrackers or concocting little pipe bombsto light
off in the woods. There had of course been those weeks when Griff had taught him about fireworks ...
Odd, exciting weeks. Hed amost forgotten about them.

He passed part of the Academy art galery—framed printslining the wdls, dl redistic and comforting,
landscapes and farms and domestic situations. These he liked well enough. They served as a perfect
counterbalance to gory crime scene photos and shoot-'em-upsin training. Why we fight. Hisfavorite
was of ayoung blond girl tending anewborn caf in agrassy field. He paused for amoment in front of the
framed print. He redlly wanted to be there with that girl and that calf.

William Griffin was avare he looked nothing like the typica FBI agent, if thereis such aperson. At six
feet four inchestdl, he certainly looked nothing like hisfather, abluff, stocky bull of aman. Even after
fiveyearsinthe NY PD, William had acquired none of the solid decorum and steady, critica gaze of the
good cop. Instead, his brown eyes tended to be sympathetic, humored, and friendly, and beneath along,
graight knife of anose, hislipswore aperpetud, half-hidden smile.

Hejogged up the stairs—PT had put him in great shape—dropped off the texts, and jogged down the
gtairs again, passing a glass case with some of the Academy's prizes on display. He had studied these
artifacts many timesin the past few months and knew them by heart: weapons manufactured from
household items—including an ice pick with an incised groove for poison—bomb-making materids,
dog-eared Arabic printouts of Al Qaeda manuals on killing and conducting terror operations confiscated
from safe housesin Irag, Germany, and England.

A meticulous modd of an insect-carriage gunbot like the one that had dmogt killed hisfather in Portland.

The cases weren't changed out often. Everyone was too busy to look back over their shoulders. And
here hewas, in the shadow of legends—including his own father—coming across as agangling, bright but
not too savvy agent trainee who had buck fever and awicked way with acholo stick.

Stll, hewas doing okay. In two days he would graduate—by the skin of histeeth.

He picked up his pace, turned the corner and jogged past the chapel. Then areturn loop back by the art
gdlery. Had these been Hoover's favorites? Not many students had much to say about Hoover. Most
didn't remember him.

In the sudy lounge, chairs and couches had been pulled up in front of an old mode plasma TV with lots
of missing pixels. Some students were still studying. Others had firmly fixed their gazes on the spotty

disolay.

William waked up behind Fouad, who was sitting straight up in one of the lounge's well-cushioned
chairs. “Wheresthis?” William asked him.

"Washington state,” Fouad said. “ A farmhouse has been raided. The Patriarch, Robert Chambers, was
killed in ashootout. Erwin Griffin, ishe your father?



William let out hisbreath. “Yeah,” he sad.

"Well, heisdueto gointo that barn and discover if there isabomb. Everyone with bomb expertiseis
ligening. Itisvery interesting, very frightening.”

William pressed his teeth together and sat on the arm of Fouad's chair. Saturday night at the Griffin
household. “ Griff'sat it again,” Mom would say, sitting at the dinner table with her son and an
empty chair, a plate set out, on more than one occasion with tears streaming down her cheeks. “ |
can fedl it. Can't you?"

Then he recognized hisfather, seen from behind—stocky and poised, of medium height, standing with
two othersin front of abig barn. A shiny bomb squad truck with Washington State Patrol painted on
itssides stood afew yards away. He could barely make out some robots arranged on the ground around
the truck.

William heard the subdued conversations from bombnet. All the heroes were chitchatting, trying to work
out the deadly puzzle, to figure out how hisfather might die and try to prevent it from happening.

William could not just turn away. Family honor.
"May | st here?’ he asked Fouad.

" am proud to have you,” Fouad said, and meant it. There was respect in his upturned eyes. “Y our
father shot the Patriarch. Heis very brave."



CHAPTER ELEVEN
Washington State

Chippy found nothing in the two houses. Vogel took her back to the edge of the clearing with her tail
between her legs, then tossed her arubber ball for afew minutes before loading her back into her travel

Cage.

Watson, Rebecca, and Griff hunkered down behind blast shields about fifty yards from the barn—a
trivid distance. At the edge of the clearing, more police and agents squatted behind their vehicles. They
could all see Kaczynski's—the bot's—progress toward the door.

Griff tapped hisgogs. Theimages from Kaczynski were sharp—better than bomb suit video. The bot
paused at the opening, then turned around on itswhed s, giving Griff aview of their own position—three
black rectangles with heads bobbing behind tiny plastic windows.

Even from outside the barn, the bot's minitrace was off the scale. There was no hint of plastique, Semtex,
or any more recent explosives, but the barn's air was redolent with a number of suspicious substances:
diesd fud, ureanitrate, particulate carbon that could have been from recent fires or explosons. There
could be dternate explanations for most of these traces, however—it was after al abarn and fuel and
fertilizer were to be expected. The particul ate carbon could have come from abarbecue.

"Areweready?’ Andrews asked from the back of the bomb squad truck.
"Doit,” Griff said, then took abreath and held it, hardly aware he was doing so.
Rebecca moved from a crouch to akned behind the blast shield and braced her hands on the ground.

Kaczynski walked through the nine-inch opening, quieter than any mouse. At firg, the bot's cameras
reved ed little more than bouncing splotches and bars of sunlight. Processors adjusted the picture. Details
emerged and contrast smoothed.

The barn was big, empty of animals, but most of the stalls and an overhead hayloft were stacked high
with containers—bottled water, sacks of sugar and what looked like barrels of whest, rice and other
grains. The Patriarch had been well-prepared for the Endtime.

The three behind the bomb shields listened to the conversation insde the truck. “Can you make abomb
out of wheat?’” asked ayounger tech, new to the division.

Andrews whuffed. “Y ou ever work agrain elevator?” As he guided the bot, Andrews reminisced about
his younger daysin Wyoming, when he had withessed amishandled load of whest puff out adusty fog. A
gpark from apump motor had ignited the flour/air mixture and blown the silo cap two hundred feet into
the air. Two loaders had been killed and the concrete building had split down its length. “Don't
underestimate the caloriesin acup of flour, my friend,” Andrews said.

Griff tapped hisgogs again. After awhile, he couldn't see the displays clearly—the problem with aging
eyes. With aglance at Rebecca, he whipped off the display glasses and stuck them in his pocket. “ The
hell with this” He rose from behind the shield—crouching was playing hell with his knees—and hustled
across the short distance to the bomb squad truck. Watson followed.

Rebecca removed her own gogs and joined them. The back of the truck was crowded. Watson
grudgingly moved aside for her. They stepped around bomb suits arranged in clear plastic packages on



thefloor.

"Welcometo bot central,” Andrews said. “Hope you're not claustrophobic.”
Griff wes, alittle.

The small space stank of adrendine-pumped fear.

"Don't you guys use deodorant?’ Watson asked. Griff knew well the sharp, stewy pong. He had become
familiar with the smell of frightened men first in combat overseas and later in many tight stateside
Stuations, and he hated it.

They had dl learned to work at peak efficiency despite the fear and the smdll.
"Pardon me,” Andrews said.
The young technician grinned and moved forward, sitting on asted box.

Inside the Patriarch's barn, the bot called Kaczynski had paused before what 1ooked like an abstract
sculpture—meta tubes welded in bristling clumps on acentral stedl ball. The bot's cameras angled down.
The whole arrangement was mounted on awhedled platform. A tow bar stuck out from one end.

"Whet in hdl isthat?’ Griff asked, his voice soft.
"A caliope?’ Andrews guessed.
Watson pressed her lipstogether.

Gray cylinders of pressurized gasthrust up behind the wheeled platform. The bot's camera played over
them in up-and-down sweeps. Rebeccawas |ooking for labels. “No color-codes,” she murmured.
“Could be anything. Were going to have to pull hiswelding license.”

The sensors were negative for acetylene aswell as propane and methane. The lack of methanein
itself—in abarn—showed that ruminants had not lived there for sometime. The bot pulled itsdf around
the abstract metal object and down an aide between empty stdls. Griff wasfocused on the display when
theimage took ajerk. Inthe corner of their gogs, ared dot blinked.

"What now?’ Griff asked.

Andrews said, “ The bot's located something moving.” He turned up the sound: harsh breathing,
frightened little gasps. Then the dot stopped blinking.

"Bot'sdecided it could be human,” Andrews said.

The cameraimage stabilized long enough on the interior of astall to show aflash of reddish blond hair,
then asmadl, blurred figure. The figure dashed out of view.

"Did you catch that?” Griff asked.
"Looked likealittlegirl,” Watson said.

They saw quick blue flashes and heard three distant popping soundsin rapid succession. Asthey dl
cringed and hunkered, Kaczynski's displays blanked.

It took afew seconds for them to relax. The barn had not taken flight.



Andrews fumbled at controls. “ Shit,” he said. “Bot'sdown.”
"What, did somebody shoot it?” Watson asked.
Andrews shook his head. “I think we tripped a fryer. I'm getting nothing."

Fryerswere clever little generators of eectromagnetic pulses, essentidly arrays of hundreds of
high-powered, needle-shaped e ectromagnets that would jam out through amolded lattice of nickel and
copper when asmal internd ball of explosveswent off. In the last few years fryers had been miniaturized
for use by terroristsin England, Spain, and Saudi Arabia. They shorted out all solid-state eectronics
within ten meters. It was difficult to shield bomb robots sufficiently to avoid damage.

Fryerswere used by terrorists who wanted to force humansto confront their bombsin person.

Andrews looked around thelittle trailer and raised his hands from the controls. “1 can send in another,”
he said, hiseyes sad.

"No need,” Griff said. “Weall saw her. Therésachild in there, probably alittlegirl."
Rebecca sghed. “Did they forget her?!

"Maybe she didn't want to go to church,” Griff said. “ It happens. Too many kids and you losetrack.” He
stood up, shoulders and neck bowed to fit under the roof. His booted toe nudged one of the suits. They
were Ang-Sorkin Systems EOD-23 models, made in New Zealand and now standard around the world.
EOD referred to Explosive Ordnance Disposd. “ Timeto fit me out with one of these.”

"Noway,” Andrews said. “Thisisn't your squad.” Hisexpression said it dl: the FBI agent was older and
abit on the heavy side. Nobody wanted to go in after aguy who'd had a stroke or a heart attack—and if
either of these things happened while he was handling a detonator, there would be no need.

"Il go,” Rebeccasaid.
"Well, hdl, if you'll pardon me—" Andrews began.

Griff put hisfingersto hislips, let out ashrill whistle that had them holding their ears. He raised a beefy
hand. “I'min charge. And if it means anything, | was once rated aMaster Blaster in Navy EOD."

"No kidding?" Andrews said. “Crab and laurels? And how old were you then?"

Griff'slip twitched. “I used to teach at Redstone. That's how | got assigned to the Patriarch. I'm the lead
going in, and because | am old and feeble, and may not be up on the hottest new techniques, one of you
can comewithme.” He eeny-meeny-miny-moed with athick finger around the back of the bomb van
between Rebecca, Andrews, and Watson.

Griff'sfinger stopped at Watson, as he had known it would. He pointed to the suits.
"Oh, goody,” Watson said.

Rebecca started to speak but Griff swiveled and cupped his hand over her mouth. She glared over his
thick fingers. “Y ou can tell mewhat to look for,” hesaid. “Tdl mewhat I'm seeing. Okay?"

Rebeccaremoved his hand with two delicate fingers.

"Sorry,” Griff said, brows furrowed.



"Sorry won't cut it if welose our evidence,” Rebeccasaid.
"Yes, maam,” hesad. “ Thanksfor caring.”

Griff radioed the agents up the road and told them to keep a close watch on the perimeter in case anyone
tried to enter or leave. If the girl fled the barn while they wereinsde they'd pull out and resume robot
operations.

Andrews and the tech helped them suit up, a process that took ten minutes. The last step—yputting on the
aerodynamically curved face-plate and locking it to the chest rig—aways made Griff fed like adegp-sea
diver. Rip-and-zip could ped them out of the suitsin less than twenty secondsif they needed to run
away—otherwise, they'd be clumping around like big clumsy bestles.

Griff looked through the thick plagtic plate at Rebecca Rose. Her quiet anger comforted him.
"Y ou're my good luck charm, Becky,” he said.
"Screw you,” Rebeccasaid, not unkindly.

In the twilight, the bombot approached the barn door, rammed a metal arm againgt the edge, dug in, and
pushed the door back so they could enter. Wheels on the rusty track squealed in protest and the door
shivered asit did open, but that was all.

Through hisface-plate, Griff could see nothing in the gap. Just adark and empty yawn.

"What if thereisnollittle girl?’" Alice Watson asked as they waddled toward the barn. Her voice came
through his earnode like a buzzing fly. “Wouldn't that be ahoot?"

The bomb truck kicked on afloodlight and trained the intense blue beam into the entrance. A row of
gdlsand the cart with its strange, bundled pipe sculpture stood reveded in the harsh light. Beyond, like
serried paper cutouts against velvety blackness, stood workbenches, cylinders, hanging ropes—ahoist
and pulley.

Griff turned and surveyed the farmhouse, the yard, the nearly black ridgelines hackled with trees, the
deep blue of the dusk sky with cottony rips of yellow and orange cloud. Hetried to find the gap where
thefire tower now stood revealed. He could not. It waslate, and his eyes were not sharp enough.

No doubt he was missing other things as well.
"Mefirg,” hetold Watson. “ Stay out of my spray line"

Below glossy nested plates and front pads, the Ang-Sorkin suits were jacketed with water-filled
micro-piping that networked around the exposed front surfaces and exited through sealed blow holes
along the back. The shock front of an explosion, as it met the smooth plastic curves of the front pads,
would find little purchase. Particles carried by the blast, including shrapnel, would dimple the plates and
possibly even pierce them—but al but the largest and sharpest pieces would be stopped by an
underlying layer of monocarbon fiber. What gaseous force—and force from shrapne—did not flow
around the suits and faceplate—still amgjor proportion of the blast pressure—would compress the
micro-piping beneath those layers and heat the water to steam, which would then jet from the rear of the
auit in hundreds of gaseous needles. Within six or eight inches, those water needleswould be sharp
enough to cut holesin human skin or pierce another suit. Y ou ways stayed out of someone's spray line.

Bomb suits had become very sophisticated. But entering the barn at a ddliberate plod, Griff did not fedl
much safer. He might aswell have wrapped himself in Kleenex like aHaloween mummy. Or faced a



howitzer in abrown paper bag.

Suit cameras—two mounted to face fore and aft, and athird focusing exclusvely on apoint lessthen a
meter in front of their breastplates—conveyed some of what they were seeing back to the bomb squad
truck and the bombnet viewers. Gimba ed lamps mounted above their face-plates slently played beams
of light wherever their eyeswere looking. A small heads-up display mounted below the chin projected
data abstracted from the video the bot had captured before being fried. The bomb squad computersin
the truck had aready used enhancement techniques to outline and identify the objects recorded during
the bot'sfew minutes inside the barn, and marked them on afloorplan.

Griff found the white and pink map distracting and switched it off using histongue mouse. Onceinsde, he
could see wdll enough. The barn had been converted into what |ooked like abasic engineering shop. A
metalworking lathe and drill press covered awooden workbench behind the pipe sculpture. Hewas
gtarting to think of the weird shape on its cart asthe Calliope, just for reference. “We're passing the
Cdliope now,” hesaid. “Lookslike it might have been made to disperse powder or water—sort of likea
big sprayer or fountain.” He was thinking of the powder on the trees. “Maybe they used it for peticide.”

"Fipesaretoo big,” Watson said. “ They're more like mortars. It could be some sort of hedgehog—a
launcher. Could take out acity block if it waslobbing shells.”

Griff made sure to pause before each area. “ Aliceisright. Not asprayer.” If he didn't make it, someone
could use the video to figure out what had killed him. They advanced to the workbench, then turned. The
bench was littered with tools—wooden and rubber malets, split tube-shaped moldslying open, tamping
implements, scraps of foil and paper, brushes.

"Not very tidy,” Watson said.

"They didn't get a chanceto clean up everything,” Griff observed. “Maybe we moved in faster than they
expected.”

But they had been burning trash in barrels all week...

The power outlets had been masked off with duct tape and gummy spark-stop plastic. They would
inspect al thisin detail later, after they had found the girl. Watson took the lead down the broad aide

between the rows of stals. She cdled out, “If there's anyone in here, you need to come out. We got to
evacuate thisbarn, honey. It could be dangerous, you hear me?"

The bot stood frozen in the middle of the aide. Mounted to posts on each side, at knee level, were two
fryers. Watson bent to ingpect the bot. Griff put his hands on his knees and stooped to look at the fryer
mechanisms. Hishemet light played over them. They resembled wind-up toys with burned heads. The
posts had been charred by the heat of their small charges. They were home-made, possibly with German
or Itdian parts. The whole world was mad against authority.

Heroseand said, “ Y ou got that?"

"Gotit,” said Andrews voicein hisear. “ Arethere any more?

"l don't seeany.” Griff nudged the bot with the toe of hisboot. It dumped like afreshly killed spider.
Watson stood gingerly, hands pushing on her thickly padded knees. “He'sdead, Jm,” she said.

Griff'shed scraped aside some straw. Beneath the straw, athin strip of metal tape had been stretched
between the posts. He pushed aside more straw. Not only did the tape connect the posts—and the
fryers—but alonger strip dmost certainly ran the length of the barn. He continued scraping for afew feet



to make sure. The tape took a zig-zag course between the stalls.

"Got this?” he asked Andrews.

"Simple enough,” Andrews said. “ Bot crossesthe tape, sets off the fryers.”
"And what else?" Rebecca asked.

The stalswere theright Sze for horses, with meta gatesthat provided good views of the interiors. One
contained large bales of straw wrapped in what looked like oil cloth or some sort of rubberized fabric.

Buffersfor observing explosives from a safe distance.,
"Y ou thinking what I'm thinking?” Watson asked.

Griff nodded. “ Tdl the boys back home."

Watson explained what she thought the bales might be.
"Right,” Andrews said.

Everything they did here was chancy. If the barn was“dive'—if any more devices carried sound or
motion sensors—then they were probably aready dead, though still walking around.

The possible presence of thelittle girl lent some small assurance. Unless, of course, she had entered the
barn against express orders. Children were capable of that. Griff wondered what sort of punishment the
families meted out to their kids. Perhaps they were caring and gentle. He hoped so. Even bigotsloved
their children.

He could fed histesticles drawing up, his scrotum shrinking as they approached the last of the sdls.
They had found little so far. Maybe the Patriarch and his sons had wired thingsin the hayloft or up inthe
rafters. High above, birds flew in and out through the beams and struts, their cheeping faint through his
helmet.

Maybethelittle girl had come to the barn to watch the birds, to spy out nests. Griff scraped asde more
straw to confirm that the tape ran the entire length of the building. It did, in dow, loping curves. Very
cever.

Griff pictured taking long lines of clever people with many different faces and expressions, and whacking
crowbars over ther pointy little heads. Oddly, he included Jacob Levinein that lineup, just because he
had 1D'd the Peatriarch, thereby confirming their suspicions and placing them right herein thisbarn.

Alice Watson once more caled out for thelittle girl. He could hear Watson's breath in one ear, dow and
steady. “I don't think theres any little girl,” she said. She had an odd, appealing accent caused by the
diffnessin one sde of her face. Funny he hadn't found it gppealing before now. “I think we're chasing

spooks.”

"Well see,” Griff said. He was looking ahead three or four metersto atrap door half-covered with old
dtraw, at the end of the aidein the back of the barn. To the left was a rustic wooden Dutch door leading
into what a one time might have been afeed or tack room. To theright, avestibule that ill held an old
tractor. Behind the tractor was another door, shut and padlocked from theinside.

"Want to start up that tractor, Alice?’ Griff asked.

"l @n't going near it,” shesaid.



"They could use the tractor to haul that Caliope outsde,” Griff said. “I'm wondering why, though.”
"Freworks,” Watson said. They dowly turned to face each other. “ Shit,” she added, grinning.

"I should have thought of that.” Griff held up athickly gloved thumb. “Hey, listen up, guys. Alicejust st
off alittlelight bulb."

"We heard,” Andrews said. “Watch for devicestriggered by bright ideas.”

"Well, why didn't we think of it earlier?” Watson asked. * Portable fireworks launcher. Attagirl,” she
added quietly. Then, “Why?"

"Any theories, Becky?’ Griff asked.
"Keep looking,” Rebeccasad.

Griff had reached the trap door. It was off its hinges, if it had ever had hinges, and was pushed to one
Sde, leaving open a knife-shaped triangle. He estimated that the door was light enough he could push it
aside with one boot if he had to.

At thisend of the barn, and probably the other end as well, the floor was made of wood. In the middle,
he had been pretty sure he was walking over concrete. At some point, no doubt many years ago, the
barn had been expanded on both sides.

Beneath the trap door Griff could make out awooden ramp leading down into the darkness under the
floor. The long strip of metal tape had been glued to another strip that ran down the middle of the ramp.

A smdll child could have crawled through the gap. But asmal child would not have needed a piece of
metd tapeto guide her.



CHAPTER TWELVE
Temecula, Cdifornia

Thetrip west into the hillslasted severa hours. Sam drove smoothly and steadily. Tommy dumped in the
passenger seat wearing afixed look of light concern. He chose his faces with care and often wore them
for sometime,

They approached the winery by agravel road as the sun dropped below the oak-crowned hills. The air
was hot and dusty and smelled of dry brush. The old vineyards stretched to their left, undulating rows of
stakes and dead gnarled vines almost covered with grass and weeds—well over eighty acres, left to rot.

Sam turned the EI Camino up the long, tree-shaded drive. Half-dead ivy covered the northeast side of
the single-story, Spanish-style stucco house. Recent rains had greened some of the overgrown front
lawn. Tommy's aunt had placed plaster gnomes out front and they grinned amid the grass and weedslike
happy dwarf guerillas. The house's big picture windows were marked by rivulets through athin layer of
dust.

Behind the house rose three winery warehouses and equipment sheds, their gray steel sdes catching the
last of the daylight.

Tommy turned to look at Sam. “I'm sorry. | overreacted, Sam. | didn't ‘ think."” Hefingered
quote-marksintheair. “I wastaught to be polite, realy, but I've been alone for so many years. You
know that."

"I know, Tommy."
"I'm supposed to ask, ‘ were you hurt?'"
"Not redly. | skinned my knuckles."

"That's good. If you're okay, then we don't have to go to ahospital. That will save ussometime. I'm
sorry.”

"Werefine, Tommy. Both of us."
"WEeéll figure out another timetable, won't we?"
"I doubt well even have to worry about that.”

"Good.” Tommy sighed dramatically. “Well then, that's over.” He opened the door and got out. Sam
pushed the button on the remote clipped to the visor. The garage door swung up with acreaking song of
coil springs, revealing abright red Dodge truck and a double-wide horsetrailer.

Sam remained in the El Camino with the engine running, considering how closeto failure they actualy
were. He watched Tommy walk around the side of the house and up the step to the front door. The
man-boy's shoulders were dumped but he was doing much better. He was lost in thought.

It was, after dl, anutty idea, from start to finish—the kind of idea a disgppointed man might dream
about, tossing and winding up sheetsin the dark of the night. The kind of plan agrieving man might
consder when hislife seemed pointless and the hours dragged on, and then got lost—time that Smply
vanished in large chunks, day after day, irretrievable.



Tommy was not the only one who could go Dipsy-Down.

Sam took hisfoot off the brake, dipped the El Camino in gear, and dowly pulled forward to the right of
the horsetrailer. The garage door closed and he sat in the dim orange light of the opener'ssingle
low-watt bulb.

He could not shake the memory of the cone-shaped explosion of blood and the officer spinning to the
side of theroad.

People had paid a severe price. The gears were turning. Thiswasn't just about Sam and Tommy.

"They haveto listen to God,” Sam murmured as he opened the door to the house. “They have to forget
ther hate and ligten.”

* k% k %

Near the end of hisother life, five years ago, Sam had first met Tommy. He had driven out to the house
and knocked on the front door and announced that he wanted Tommy's help.

Tommy had been desperate for company. Thetime for confession, it seemed, had arrived. Tommy had
wanted to explain himsdf and dl that he had done and why.

Sam had accepted Tommy's offer of atour of the winery. It could have been the biggest break of Sam's
career. Tommy had been pitifully vulnerable, teling his story with hyperactive enthusasm ... and then,
without warning, asthey drank orange juicein the big kitchen, Tommy had crashed and burned.

Utterly terrified by what he had reveded to a stranger, Tommy had fled and hidden under ablanket in his
smélly, crowded bedroom. Sam had followed the man-boy, had seen the walls covered with
bookshelves, posters, and magazine pictures of Jennifer Lopez—J-Lo, the queen of Tommy'sinner
sanctum.

Around histwin bed, Tommy had piled stacks of texts and magazines, their edges bursting with
color-coded Post-it notes.

Sam had watched the man-boy cower and a switch had turned on in his head. He had followed the path
between the bedroom stacks and put his hand on Tommy's shoulder. “What a brave, brave man,” he had
soothed. “Do | ever understand. A brilliant guy like you. They al want apiece of you, don't they? Let's
go back to theliving room. Let'stalk. | bet that together, you and | can work this out.”

Tommy had pulled back the covers and peered out at Sam like some pink, wet-faced gargoyle. “Not
redly,” hehad sad.

"Redly,” Sam had said.
Tommy had sat up. “Y ou believe me?’
"What's not to believe?'

"Y ou want to see more?’ Tommy had asked, wiping away the dicks of moisture below hiseyesand
nose.

Sam had redlized he had the power. Tommy was his. Thiswas the find of a career—something that could
change everything for him.

Or it wasthefind of alifetime. Something that could change everything, for everybody.



"Show measmuch asyou like” Sam had said. “I'd liketo seeit dl.”



CHAPTER THIRTEEN
Quantico
"They're going down."

William hunched and rubbed hisjaw to keep it from aching. There wasllittle enough to see on the
screen—blurry images from the two helmet cams, people sitting in the back of the bomb squad truck.
And little enough to heer—bombnet had falen mogtly silent back in Eglin and Redstone and Washington,
DC.

The students were transfixed. Thisiswhat some of them would end up doing unless they made some
serious decisonsright now. But William could tell. They wereinto it. They were asfocused and intent as
if they were on the actua scene, offering helpless murmurs of adviceto their onscreen counterparts. They
were dready thinking like agents. William was scared as hell. That was hisfather in there, once again
risking hislife, unconcerned about family or friends—duty wasdl.

Duty camefirg every single goddamned time, no matter how much it might cost.

That had made William angry when he was aboy. Now, he didn't know which side to come down on.
Because hewas surethat hisfather was having another big damned adventure. Another day in the life of
ahero. Jack Armstrong, all-seeing, dl-knowing G-Man, Immy Stewart with abiker's build.

"I will gtand,” Fouad said, getting up. “You will sit.”

"Thanks,” William said. Hislegs were shaky. He replaced Fouad in the chair. Fouad stood beside him,
arms crossed.

"| hate the suspense,” Fouad said. “1 am herefor it, but | hateit.”
"Thanks,” William said again, but he wasn't paying much attention.

The pictures from the helmet cams had brightened and the experts a Eglin were talking again, Speculating
on thewires and posts outsde the barn, the fryers, the long stretch of tape, and why Griff was till going
after alittlegirl.



CHAPTER FOURTEEN
Washington State

Griff took adeep breath. He was starting to fed the old claustrophobia—unable to catch a deep breath,
the sensation that first his nogtrils and then histhroat would close up and he would suffocate. Bomb suits
aways had that effect on him—the warmth, his stale breath bouncing back from the faceplate, the
squeezing closeness of dl the armor and the weight, more and more overbearing.

Andrews was suddenly in his ear. The volume seemed to have gone up. Griff was senditive to dl sounds.
“I'm patching through George Schell from Eglin.”

Schell had gone with Griff through EOD school at Redstone. He was a short whippet-wire guy with
thinning hair and sharp gray eyes and aquick temper that miraculoudy vanished when he worked around
ordnance.

"Griff, we've been discussing thisin theroom here,” Schell said, “and we've come up with acrazy idea.
Have you ever heard of Alfvan waves?'

"No,” Griff said, annoyed. “1 don't pay much attention to hairstyles."

"Thisisphysics” Schdl said. “Listen up. We're going through amaor solar ssorm. They can trigger
electrical currentsin power grids. Alfvan waves. | don't see how afew acres of strung wire can pull in
much of acurrent, but then, it might not take much, right? Do you see anything like a spark gap,
something that could be alow-amp, high-voltage fuse?'

"No,” Griff said. Then, to be polite—and because, frankly, the idea made his ssomach churn—he added,
“Not yet."

"I knew it,” Watson said, under her breath. “Like Rose said. He was watching the skies.”
"Hush,” Griff said. “ George, explain thisdumb ideato me.” Clever people. Just shoot them all.

"Let'ssay we get abig pulse from space,” Schell said. “The wires on the posts could pick up acurrent
and feed it into the barn. The current could be strong enough to set off afuse or trigger something ese.”

Andrews added, “1I'm standing outside the truck. It's completely dark and | can see the aurora, Griff. It's
spectacular. Thereésabig pink and orange coronaoverhead. It'slike staring up at God's eye. Maybeit's
just me, but He looks unhappy.”

"Fuck,” Alice Watson said.
"Isthisideacredible?’ Griff asked.

"Y ou told Andrews this was the Patriarch's piece de resistance,” Schell said, using English not French
pronunciation. “He's been making bombsfor sixty years. You tell mewhat's credible.”

"Amen,” Watson said.

Griff gave her acritical squint. “Bombersdon't play dice with timersor fuses” he said. “How would he
know it wouldn't go off while hisfamily was till here?"

"He might have flipped a switch as soon as you drove up,” Schell said. “Put hisfatein God's hands. And



yours, too. Isn't that his style?"
"Pull out, Griff,” Andrews said. His voice was steedy but Griff could tell. “Let ‘em drop a doodlebug.”

"Divinewhim,” Watson said, dead-pan. “God isthetimer. Very clever. Y ou boys are scaring me.” She
was facing him from the other side of the trap door.

"That'snuts,” Griff murmured. “God doesn't make lightsin the sky. Magnetic fidlds and particles do thét,
right?'

"If you say 0,” Schell said. “What would the Patriarch think?*

Death to the Jews. Griff walked around the trap door. He was beginning to have real doubts about
there being alittle girl anywherein the barn. But he had to make sure. She might have gone down into the
basement to hide. The Patriarch would have certainly taught his children to be afraid of police, of
government agents. There might not be enough time to get the big bot in here to move that
hatch—certainly not time enough for them to reach minimum safe distance if the hatch was hot.

He wanted us to go deeper, see a little more of what he was up to. The trap door is not rigged.

Twenty years he had worked on the Patriarch's case. Twenty years of hislife, off and on, hunting down
an dusve mystery—how and why—until he thought he knew the man without ever having met him. The
profiler'silluson, of course, isthat hiswork isascience. Illusonsarelikethick layers of fat. They dow
you down and eventudly they kill you.

"The wire runsthe length of the barn,” he told Andrews and the boys and girls across the country, on
bombnet. “It jumpsto aboard ramp and probably goes dl the way down to the floor of the cellar.”

"Could be double-stranded tape, live current and ground,” Schell said. Bombnet had appointed him
spokesperson. “ Do you think it's attached to acharge?”

"| think it'saguide tape for some sort of mechanism,” Watson said, and challenged Griff to contradict
her. He did not. Instead, he said,

"I'll go down there and find the girl. We won't need two. Back out of here, Alice.”” He meant thet literdly.
The bomb suits worked best facing ablast.

"Youfirg,” Alicesad. “I'll hold your mitt."

"You redly bdievethis stuff about ef-vane waves?’ Griff caled out, louder than necessary. “1'm looking
at atrgp door. | think the girl might be hiding down there.”

Andrews spoke up again. “Bombnet wants you out of there. They think Schell's boys have come up with
acredible theory. Some of the guys have pulled out their dectrical textbooks and calculators, but their
gut saysit could be done. Redstone, Eglin, Washington—one and dl, Griff. It's unanimous.”

"The Patriarch wantsto tell me something,” Griff said. “Hell try to make me pay, but | think it'sgoing to
beinteresting.”

"Wheat the fuck doesthat mean?’ Schell said, hisvoice skipping in and out. Satellite communications
were suffering—that's how big the solar storm was, way above them, up in God's crudl heaven. The
aurorawas just asideshow.

The video feed from their hdlmet cams was probably suffering, aswell.



"Law enforcement officers makeirrationd decisonsif they've been through about of depression,” Schell
added. “ Their priorities get al screwed up. They act out resentments ... taking risks. Cap Benson tellsme
... from depression.”

"Who the hell hasn't in thisbusiness?’ Griff asked. Wasit true? Was there a degth-wish here? | honestly
don't think so. I'd like to see William graduate from the Academy. I'd like to see him prove his
asshole father was wrong. “Cap, stop telling tales out of court.”

"Sorry, Griff. Just get out of there.”

"There was something big going on down here. Don't you fed it?1'd like to know what it is, wouldn't
you?'

"No,” Andrews said.

"Screw it, Griff,” Rebeccasaid. “I'm not seeing anything of interest. Get out. Well do everything we can
to grab evidence later.”

"Giriff, everyone here—" Schdll was saying.

"Well, I'd liketo find the girl and look around abit, and then I'll get out, pronto.” Silence on bombnet.
Griff could imagine Schell somping and cursing in that faraway room, or just sanding there—shaking his
head.

"Were onour own, Alice,” Griff said. *Y ou feding depressed?’

"No, sir,” Watson said. “| want to see what's down there.”

"A basement benesth an old barn. I'm sureit'sawonderland.”

Watson grinned. But then, she was dways grinning. Her mishap had |eft her looking like death's girlfriend.

He reached the toe of hisboot under the trap door and worked to push it aside. It scraped out a hollow
groan asit moved. Watson aimed her light. The ramp was along one. The basement was big.

Griff fought back againgt the sensation that the suit was clamping down on him. Fear isthe mind-killer,
he told himself, quoting from anovel he had read as ateenager. Fear isthe Little Death.

But another voice wastdling him, Fuck that. The Big Seep is a lot worse than the Little Death.
"Thebrain'sabitch,” Watson said, “you know that?

Griff chuckled. That'swhy he had chosen Watson. When they worked these situations together, she
always seemed to know just what he was thinking. The ramp board was wide and thick and felt sturdy.
Hefigured it could hold him and the bomb suit, but not the both of them. “I'll gofirst,” he said.

"By dl means,” Watson said, with astuffed-sausage kind of curtsey. She steadied hisarm ashe got up
on the board. From that point on it was an awkward little ballet, shuffling Sdeways, fedling the board
bend, wondering if carpenter ants or termites had been busy down there.

Watson watched as the darkness swallowed him. His helmet light plunged off into the gloom like a
smudge of white chak. After an impossibly long time, hoursit seemed, he reached asolid floor.

"All right, I'm down."



"Back off the board. I'm coming,” Watson said.

Heturned to hisright. The stalls above were echoed by stals below. He turned left. Just afew feet away,
something moved—something he could not make out, that he saw but that his brain could not andyze.
The plastic in the face-plate reduced and distorted visua cues. Helifted his head dightly to put the outer
glow of hemet light on the object.

Watson seemed to descend in record time. Her light flared across his own.
"Jesus H. Chrigt. Hold off,” he said, raising an arm.
"What isit?’ she asked.

He began to take a step forward, then stopped. Attractive objects lured you through tripwires. Y ou
never reach the object or solve the puzzle. “I found our little girl."

A cardboard cutout of a child with ared wig on top had been mounted on amotorized toy offroad
vehicle Thebig toy was dtill faintly whirring and butting against a concrete wal. The vehicle had followed
the taped path, carrying the bewigged shape out of an upper stal, through the barn, and down the ramp
like atarget in ashooting gallery. Simple enough and effective. A small music player had been duct-taped
to the back of the toy. It was still making wesk little sobbing sounds.

"What st it moving?’ Watson asked. “A timer?"
"Our bot crossed the tape,” Griff guessed. “ A few seconds delay—then, bang, the fryers.”

The stick supporting the cutout dipped to one side and the silhouette fell to the floor, setting loose the toy
to whir into acorner like afrustrated bug. It dragged the flat imagein ahdf-circle. Then its motor
stopped. The music player stopped aswell.

The cdlar was quiet—except for another, more distant whirring sound.
"Theresno little girl,” Watson told the people outside.
"Copy that,” Andrews said. He sounded exhausted.

Oddly, other than feding hemmed in, confined in his own protective coffin, Griff was not doing too badly.
Hewas no longer tired. This place wasinteresting. The trap door opened through the wood floor on the
north end. Where he stood now, the floor directly above was probably four or five inches of reinforced
concrete. North and south, the floor above was not concrete, but wood over frame—both ends of the
barn.

He swiveed hislight. In the beam the air looked foggy. He amed the light higher. Back in the truck they
would see the video. They would see dmost everything he was seeing. (But what about the interference?
He could not answer that, so heignored it.) Glittery dark powder fell from a series of long wire racks
suspended on ropes just below the concrete celling.

Somewhere, asmal dectric motor was humming with aratchety rhythm.
"Do you hear that?" he asked Watson.

"l do,” shesaid. Her light fell on gallon-sized sted cans and bulging sacks piled in one corner, not unlike
the sacks of flour and sugar upstairs, but wrapped in clear plagtic. A toppled can had spilled brownish
chunky powder across the otherwise bare dark gray floor. Griff lifted acan. He scanned thelabel. A



stylized swallow hovered over the brand name and description,

Crumbled Y east
Product of France
EU Export License 2676901

"Yeast,” Watson said. “Y ou ever bake bread, Griff?"

"I've made beer,” he murmured. “Was that what they were doing down here? Hey, Becky—should we
cdl in the revenooers?'

No answer. He chuckled just to give himsdf an audience.

Twelve workbenches had been arranged in rows aong the south side of the basement. They looked
worn and splintery and dark. Watson's feet raised puffs. The floor was coated with the glittering powder,
not yeast. Beyond the tables stood along trough or sink and suspended beside the sink, along wooden
box topped with a sheet of transparent plastic. Holes cut through the sheet till held inverted black rubber
gloves

"That'saglove box,” Rebeccasaid. “Look around that area.”
"l don't see any expensive equipment,” Griff said after amoment. “Maybe they took it with them.”

Watson pinched awrinkled blue and yellow piece of plastic off one of the benches. It unfolded into a
protective hood with atransparent face-sheet. A corrugated plastic tube—made to be attached to an air
supply—dangled from the back of the hood.

"Part of abiohazard suit,” Rebecca said.
"What the hell were they making down here?’ Watson asked.
"Not beer,” Griff sad. “Chambersdidn't drink."

In the gall across the aide, wooden boxes marked in Chinese had been stacked—suppliesfor fireworks,
possibly. An ax leaning againgt the wall had been used to break some of the boxesinto kindling. Molds
covered aplagtic shelving unit—bigger molds cut in half longitudinally from pieces of metd pipe, smaler
ones carved from pieces of wood—for packing charges.

A regular clandestine whizbang factory.
Brewer, baker, candlestick maker ...

Inagall to hisright, he saw apile of plastic parts, topped with what |ooked like the workings from a
computer printer—thin bars of sted forming atrack within acarriage, aplastic ribbon striped with
copper leads dangling to one side. Three ink capsule holders lay near the back of the bench, wrapped in

baggies.

"Closer in, please,” Rebeccasad.

"Some sort of computer printer,” Griff said, and turned.
"Go back, Griff. Let me seethe brand.”

Griff obliged. “Epson, | think,” he said. “ Older modd. What'siit to you?"
"How many?'



"Jugt thisone, sofar.”

In the next gall, two box kites leaned worn and ragged in a corner, frames snapped and tangled up with
gring.

For checking wind direction.

Griff shook hishead, ausdess gesture behind the helmet plate. A filthy gray place. Junk everywhere, but
with apattern, a sdectivity—not the norma accumulation of debrisfrom farm life. If only he could figure
out the pattern.

Hislight stabbed down at something broad and white on the gray dirt floor. Hetried to focus onit.

"Can you guys see this?’ he asked. There was no answer, only adigital speckle of notes. He bent over,
reached down as best he could—nbut his hand could not reach the ground. He would have to kned!.
Sowly, gingerly, he got down on one knee and lifted the edge of astrip of paper. It was part of acity
map. It had been torn in thirds, the rips following the folds, and leaving behind only part of the name of
thecity.

-esig, Ohio

"Can you seethis?’ he asked again, holding up the paper in hislamp.
"It'sfuzzy,” Schell said. “Not enough resolution, and besides, werelosng—"
Moredigital bird-notes.

Watson peered over his shoulder. Her gloved hand touched the partial name of the city, brushing away
gray dust and sparkles. “What are these?’ she asked, her thick mitt following red arrows and curved
lines advancing over the interrupted Streets.

"Wind direction,” Griff sad. “Drift."

Thewire grid. The powder on the leaves. They could have been measuring wind drift in the yard.
But what were they packing in the charges?

Yeadt?

He got to hisfeet, trying to fold the map and put it in his pouch. He smelled something like ethanol and
singed rubber.

Watson |leaned back and again aimed her light high. The air wasfogged by drifting curtains of sparkling
dust. Griff saw it then. He saw it dl. The frames hanging from the ceiling were being vibrated by an
electric motor. A few yardsin front of him, he saw and understood the device, the arrangement—ashort
rubber pulley, an off-center cam with ajiggling post, thin cords attached to all the frames. The dust was
fdling through fine holes punched in duminum fail laid in the frame troughs.

The entire apparatus was like agigantic flour gfter.

At thefar end of the room, behind the workbenches, something sizzled. In the corner of hiseye, Griff
saw atiny flash of light. In the suit, he had to move like the Sta-Puft marshmallow man. He faced the
south wall with three ponderous steps. Two wires had been strapped verticaly to the rough concrete
wall, inches gpart. They looked like copper centipedes.

"That issure ashell aspark gap,” Watson said. “Let's—" She was interrupted by another sizzle asaloop



of eectricity surged. It curled and snapped between the ends of the wires and then stopped.
Griff let out hisbresth.
The drip of map fell from hisgloved hands.

Fine dark gray powder lay an eighth of aninch thick al over the floor. The sifters had been vibrating for
at leadt thirty minutes—filling the air with afog of tiny particles.

He moved toward one of the sdls. “ Rip-and-zip,” hetold Watson. “Let's get out of here.”

"It's partly duminum powder,” Watson said. She held up her gloved hand and brushed it with athick
finger. Her voice was childlike, filled with discovery. “Mixed with shellac or rubber, maybe. Jesus,
Griff—ian't that what they use for solid rocket boosters?”

"Get behind awall,” he said, watching the spark gap.
"Screw this,” Watson said, her voice going up anotch.

He could no longer see the back of the cellar. The fog wastoo thick. He could see the sparks, however,
reaching out like greedy white fingersin the murk.

He began to pull at the releases. They might makeit if they ran asfast asthey could up the ramp and out
of the barn. Dropping and flattening afew yards from the barn, they might survive—if they weren' hit by
shrapnel or faling debris.

He could imagine the pathways of the force—echoing, compressing, like amonster pushing up with its
shoulders, doubling in size each thousandth of a second. The blast would shove againgt the reinforced
concrete, squeeze between the ceiling and the walls, escape through the wood floor at each end, then
blow out the concrete floor and lift the entire barn like a cracker box.

Alicetoreat her rdleasesin thegray billowing pall.

The glesful sparksleaped. He would not get out of the suit fast enough. 1t was so quiet in the
basement—just his breath and the jiggle of theracksand afaint szzle.

Andrewswhispered in hisear. “ The whole sky's on fire out here, Griff. Y ou should see this.”
Oh, hedid.

It came down for him as an ingtant wall of flame and grabbed him by the neck and the crotch and the
armpits, ahuge swirling brightness that seared his eyes. His ears went quickly, so he heard nothing ashe
was tossed to the back of the stall at the speed of an angry thought.

* * * %

Y ears later, when, miracle of miracles, he thought he might have gotten away, the pain struck.



CHAPTER FIFTEEN
Quantico

The study lounge was quiet for seconds after the screen went blank. No one could believe what they had
just seen.

William could not bresthe. His eyes had misted over and his hand had actually broken the chair arm.

The barn had blown apart at both ends. A split-second later, the middle had lifted and flown outward in
pieces chased by hungry, ugly curls of red and orange flame. Agents had dropped to the ground behind
black bomb shields lined up like tombstones. Rubble had rained. A large chunk of frame and siding hed
crushed the roof of the bomb truck, dropping the truck on its shocks like a stunned bullock.

William had seen one agent, unable to get behind ashield fast enough, fly backward with feet dangling
likeadoll's. Smoke and dust had immediately made viewing amost impossible. And then the entire
screen had blanked.

A chair creaked. Fouad put his hand on William's shoulder. Then, shouts and everyone standing, talking.
William jumped up from the soft cushions and dammed into the end of a couch. As someone reached out
to steady him, he threw up his hands, glared, then ran up the stepsfor the phone bank. He didn't have
change. Fouad was right behind him, and somehow, Fouad had his phone card out and quickly diaded in
his access code.

To William thiswas dl trangparent. He hardly saw any of it. He had bitten histongue again. He tasted the
blood in his mouth and knew it was going to hurt. But acertain bitter irony lapped up like asdty sea
around his broken thoughts and fear. Here he was, in one of the nerve centers of the law enforcement
world, and he was calling his mother to find out what had happened, to seeif she knew anything.

Fouad was not judging, he wasjust there, and then so was Jane Rowland. William, who towered over
them both, saw Pete Farrow striding down the short hall toward them.

"Who'reyou cdling, Griffin?’ Farrow asked.

He had not finished diding the number. He could not remember the last four digits. “My mother,” he said.
She had moved into an apartment recently, salling the big old house. The house where he had grown up.

"I think we should take care of that. We don't know what happened out there. Not yet."

William stared at the receiver in shock. “ Okay,” he said. Then, plaintively, “ Did anybody see? Did Griff
get out?'

"l don't know,” Farrow said. Hetook the receiver out of William's hand, gently prying loose hisfingers,
and hung it up. Then he gripped William's elbow. “Let'sgo.”

Fouad and Jane Rowland followed. Rowland's face was pa e as a sheet. Behind them, members of their
classstood in acluster, staring.

Then they were walking back down the halway past dl the pretty prints. Past the chapel. The chapel was
empty. For some reason that struck him. They climbed aflight of stairs. William wasn't sure where they
were going. He could hardly see. He ssumbled on the steps. He was crying. He felt ashamed for a
moment then looked to one side and saw that Farrow had tears on his cheeks.



They dl converged on Farrow's office. Rowland pulled up achair. William sat. Someone handed him a
cup of water. He sipped. Farrow gave him a handkerchief. William looked down and saw alittle blood
on hisshirt, from histongue. He wiped hislips and blood came away.

"Take adeep breath,” Farrow said. William took it as an order and sucked in ascant mouthful of air.
"l need to know,” he said and dabbed at hislips again.

"Well al know soon,” Farrow said.

"I want to fly out there. Can you get me on aplane?’

"Well see,” Farrow said.

"I'm sorry,” William sad. “I'mamess.”

Farrow bent over him. “Y ou have to maintain, Agent Griffin,” hewhispered in William'sear. “Thishdl is
just beginning.”

An agent whom William did not know stepped into the office doorway and spokein alow voiceto
Farrow. William caught part of the conversation. At least one dead, severd injured. That wasdl they
knew. The barn, what was | €eft of it, was burning. He tried to stand but Jane Rowland was behind him,
hands on his shoulders, and for some reason she was holding him down. He looked up at her, twisting his
neck painfully. She stared straight ahead and dug in her fingers.

Somehow that calmed him. He stopped struggling.

Farrow knelt in front of him. “They haven't found your father. We've lost people outside the barn. One at
least. A lot moreareinjured. It'san inferno. They're bringing in fire trucks. Y ou saw what happened,
William."

Graduation would have been the day after tomorrow. They would al drink beer in the boardroom. They
could hang out with the instructors and the Nationd Academy people, listen to their stories, smiling and
nodding and being humble like the rookies they were. Rowland, Fouad, nearly dl of the others, would
get their credentiads. They would be agents. Agents behaved in a certain way, the FBI way, different even
from cops. Learning the FBI way—by osmosis, observation, cruel comment, or just plain being
emotionaly pounded on—was part of what Quantico was al about.

William gtilled an urge to shiver. With Fouad in front of him and Jane Rowland holding onto his
shoulders, he kept himself iff asaham.

Farrow wasright.

Thishdl wasjust beginning.



CHAPTER SIXTEEN
Temecula, Cdifornia

Tommy's mother and father had been in their latefifties. Ten years before, usng money they had earned
in the stock market boom, they had paid a premium for the sprawling Temecula property. They had then
invested two thirds of their life savingsto turn the old hillside estate into a boutique winery.

Their plan had come a cropper in the wine glut of the last years of the twentieth century, and then had
ended with an insect invasion and Pierce's disease. Never very savvy about either business or the needs
of their srange child, they had fdlen to arguing, and then to planning for divorce.

Tommy was sendtiveto noise.
The world had become too noisy.

In 2000, his parents had died from food poisoning. Sixteen-year-old Tommy had been spared. Everyone
around Tommy in those awful days had considered him incapable of taking care of himsalf. Not quite an
imbecile, but strange and inegpt both socidly and financidly, so the will had described him: anaive
incompetent.

He had spent most of histime working in aconcrete room off the underground vaults where the etate's
wine was stored in rows of oak barrels. “All he ever doesis putter with chemistry sets and computers,”
the probate court had been told by one of his uncles, arich fellow who had no interest in the property,
the inheritance—or in Tommy.

Tommy had inherited everything, but the court had appointed a caretaker, hisfather's older sster, Aunt
Tricia, to watch over hisinterestsuntil hismgority. A cheerful, outdoorsy, garrulous woman in her
seventies, Aunt Tricia had refused to take no for an answer, much less sullen silence, and she had
promptly packed afew bagsinto her old Jaguar coupe and taken Tommy traveling.

They had spent three months on the road, between August and October of 2001. They had visited
Oklahomaand Illinais, then driven south to Florida and back up the coast to New Jersey and New

Y ork. Tommy had been miserable, terrified by so many strange places and strange people—and by what
he had heard on the news.

They had then returned to Temecula. Resol ute to the end, convinced that Tommy must finaly grow up,
the formidable Aunt Tricia had been planning a second trip when she died in November of that dreadful,
noisy year.

After her death, Tommy had mustered up enough courage to approach severa local attorneys before
finding one desperate to earn some fees. The attorney had brought Tommy out from under the shadow of
court protection. Tommy had then inherited the remainder of his parents money, enough to pay taxes
and keep him comfortable—if he could ever be comfortable.

Tommy had sought to hide away from aworld he knew was trying to find him, aworld going to war (he
believed he was partly to blamefor that), aworld that made unexpected and unwanted phone cals and
sent him suspicious junk email with impossible promises and lures, aworld he knew wanted dl of his
money and cared nothing for him—an inhospitable world he“ thought” was going completely mad.

He had stripped away the winery's signs and erected a barrier across the road to the vineyard.



Within afew years, the winery had been forgotten. Thefields, hidden in rolling hills, had dropped off the
tourist maps. Tommy had kept to himsdlf, staying well away from the watchful eye of Homeland Security,
even after federa edicts had required registry and yearly ingpection of wineries, breweries, and other
facilities capable of growing large quantities of microbes.

Aunt Tricids jaunt across America had taught Tommy that he had wellsprings of unknown strength. Still,
he preferred to leave the estate only at night, driving the EI Camino or the red Dodge pickup. Rather than
buy more equipment and attract unwanted attention, Tommy had burgled local high schoals, junior
colleges, even auniversty, to get what he needed, based on what he read in hislarge collection of
textbooks and stacks of science magazines.

Tommy had proven himself much more than an idiot savant—he had become awizard of improvisation
and stedlth. But for Tommy, stedth wasnot agod initself. Histrue delight lay, asadways, in reading
about nanotech and biotech, playing around in hislab, learning new techniques—and having people leave
him be.

Until he needed to reach out and touch them.

Asfar as Sam could judge, Tommy had only done that two or three times—thefirgt timewith his parents,
the second, in 2001, with the mailing of fifteen small envelopes.

The degth of Tommy's aunt was an unknown. Tommy did not discussit.

But Tommy had grown bored. He was discovering he could do many wonderful thingsin hissmall 1ab,
things the experts said were impossible, and he could do them cheaply and efficiently. He had agnawing
wish to be important, to be recognized.

And so once again he had reached out, thistime to offer his services to someone who might appreciate
them...

Some acquaintances that Sam had acquired in a professional capacity—people deeply interested in
ecologica issues, or in animd rights—had told him about a strange young man who was offering up his
odd skills; acreepy little runt with big hands and alarge head and pig-eyes. Tommy had cometo Sam's
attention at an important moment in hisown life, atime when he was being stalked by grief and finding his
cdling—al that hedid, al that he thought he believed— ess than convincing.

In aprofessional capacity, Sam had decided to check in on Tommy. In some respects, Sam and Tommy
were dike. Sam had been doing some burgling of his own. He had collected surprises about which he
had not informed his superiors. Sam and Tommy were both foraging through aworld changing far too
rapidly to even begin to redize where dangers might hide.

For Sam and Tommy, things had clicked into place like the tumblersin adoor lock, and that door had
opened onto anew life. Sam had applied dl of his charm—~bringing groceries, books, ingaling anew
generator. Tommy had stopped retreating under the coversin the middie of every visit. He had
blossomed under Sam's patient attention. The man-boy had even learned anumber of rudimentary socia
skills. He could go out in the daytime, if necessary, and run errands. He could meet people without
turning avay and mumbling.

And since Sam's gppearance, Tommy had not reached out to touch anybody. Sam had assured him they
now had a higher purpose. Of course, putting Tommy to use again put afina nall in the coffin of Sam's
former life, his career—everything he knew.

But those things had long ago stopped being important.



Meseting Tommy had stopped Sam from giving up and killing himsdif.



CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

At dtitude, the big gray and green C5A flew smooth as silk, even filled with two tanks, five armored
vehicles, tons of crated cargo and twenty passengers. Two military brats—a seven-year-old boy and his
ten-year-old s ster—were running up the aides between the seets, trying to play basketbd| with atied-up
roll of plagtic bags. The congtant throbbing low-level growl of the gigantic turbo-fan engines had lulled
most of the other passengersto deep.

Farrow had driven William Griffin to Andrewsto join the flight from Georgia on itsway to Washington
gate. The FBI had quickly wrangled an Air Mobility Command ticket.

William dumped in his seat. His eyes were heavy-lidded and he was fighting to stay awake, but he had
refused coffee as the cargo officer had worked her way aft with asted pot and a stack of foam cups. He
did not want to sharpen hisjagged emotions.

The basketball brats were now goggling at the tie-downs and chains that imprisoned two Stryker
armored vehicles. William had flown AMC twice as ayoung boy, on much smdler aircraft. They had
spent sometimein Thailand and then in the Philippines. Hisfather had been gone for much of thetime,
leaving them to fend for themsalves in spartan base housing at Subic that dated back at least to the
1950s. All he remembered now of those years was his mother hoisting him up into agarishly decorated
Jeepney and hisfather cleaning volcanic ash off their Subaru station wagon.

The cargo officer walked back down the aide again and asked William if hewas FBI. “We have a
satcom relay for William Griffin,” she explained, and handed him awirdess headset. “ SCA Kdler."

"SAC Kdler,” William corrected with athin smile. * Specid Agent in Charge.”
"Right,” the officer said, and stood back with her arms folded.

"William Griffin here.” Helistened. Griff had been pulled out of the wreckage. Life Flight had transported
him to Seattle. Hewasin critical condition, but hewas dive.

"Does my mother know?’ William asked. “ They were divorced. She doesn't livewith him ... shes moved
out of our old house, too."

"I've notified your mother,” Keller said. “ She says she's not well enough to travel. Y ou'll haveto
represent the family.”

"Thanks.” William stared straight ahead again. Then he frowned. “How could he have survived? How is
that even possible?

"They haven't found your father's partner, Alice Watson,” Keller said. “Two State Patrol bomb techs
were crushed in their truck. One's dead. Another FBI agent, Rebecca Rose, was pulled from the back of
the truck with minor injuries. She'sat Harborview with Griff. Luck of the blast. I'm stuck herein
Washington until tomorrow. Y ou will check up on your father, attend a courtesy briefing from the
investigation team, and then you will immediately report to your probationary assgnment, wherever that
may be. Y our creds are being shipped to my office in Sesttle. Watch over your dad for me until | get
there, will you?'

"Yes dr,” William sad.

He returned the headset to the officer.



Theflight droned on.

The C5A was banking. The cargo officer told the kids to stop playing bag-ball and take their seets.
“Strapin,” sheingructed as she waked dong the short aide. Behind and in front, the armored vehicles
and cargo containers groaned under new stresses. It was like flying ingde along church, William thought.
Strykers and boxes full of weaponsfilled dmost al the pews.

But there were till the children.
For some reason, thinking of them brought tearsto his eyes.

At the very end, William had aced Rough-and-Tough. In the smulated raid he had sent twelve bad guys
to “God's courtroom,” as Farrow had caled it—twelve swift and positive kills. Farrow had marked him
down for some doppy moves but had still checked his box.

William had behaved the way he thought hisfather would have, and that night, he hadn't joined the others
in the boardroom to drink abeer or two, and he hadn't dept awink.



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
Washington, DC

Fouad sat in the passenger seat of the hybrid Ford Preamble, watching the trees and fields and suburbs
go by on 95. The gray man driving was mostly slent, intent on traffic. He wore ablack suit and anarrow
tie and though his face was unlined his hair was gray and he had a grayish palor. But then to Fouad,
many European-Americans gppeared dightly gray. It was working indoors, perhaps.

Fouad had been instructed to ask no questions until he arrived. “Y our driver isn't part of BuDark. And if
you want to be, you'l play by the rules. Remember. We need folks like you. Folks with your expertise.”

And that was...? Fouad had not asked what expertise they were looking for. He presumed language.
There had been plenty of rumors during his twenty weeks at Quantico about “sudden career abductions.”

Now, the gray man turned the car onto an onramp and led them through an industria park. Y oung
mapleslined the wdl-trimmed lawns bordering the newly blacktopped roadway. They weredill in
Virginia, and if theinterview went badly, he might make it back to Quantico to join hisfellow agentsin
the cafeteriafor the Wednesday night dress-up dinner and next day's graduation.

Fouad wondered how William Griffin was doing. Such athing, to watch oné'sfather caught in such a
disagter. It should not have happened. Fouad could not imagine seeing hisfather diein such away.

The gray man parked the car in anearly empty strip before alarge, rectangular white building. “First glass
door on thelé&ft,” he told Fouad.

Fouad exited the car, said thank you, and stepped up to ablank gray door. A small black sphere
mounted over the door hummed as he approached. A bar of red light swept over hisface.

The door sighed, clicked, and popped open a crack.
"Comein,” said atinny voice through a plastic speaker grill.

A young trim blond man in blue jeans and awhite business shirt stood on the opposite Sde, wearing a
gmileand apistol in ashoulder holgter. “Mr. Al-Husam, welcometo Building 6. My nameis Swenson. I'll
be your escort during your visit. Please stay close to me until we reach your destination.”

"Thank you,” Fouad said. “I amtold | will be meeting withaMister—"

"All asham,” Swenson said, gesturing for Fouad to follow. A long hall stretched past nine unmarked
doorways. The lighting was bright and cold. There was no carpet on the floor. Fouad guessed, from the
way their voices echoed, that the walls were concrete. “1'm taking you to aroom where you'll fill out
someforms. After that, Agent Dillinger will interview you."

Fouad could not help but smile. “Dillinger?’ heinquired, over hisshoulder. “That isasham, aswell.”

Swenson'sface turned serious. “ That's hisred name. Quentin T. Dillinger. Fine Virginiafamily.” Then he
winked, and Fouad had no idea what was true and what was not. Swenson took out a key and unlocked
one of thedoors. “I'll leave this open and stand right outside,” he said.

There were many formswaiting on aheavy sted table in another featureless room. The forms repeated
what he had adready reveded about himsalf when applying to the FBI, and added some questions that



had not been asked that first time: whether he supported the House of Saud in the current crisis, his
opinions of American foreign policy in Iran and Iraq over the lagt fifty years, what he knew about
Mossadegh and Shah Reza Pahlavi and John Foster Dulles and Allen Dulles. He knew afair amount.
And findly, whether he would truthfully trandate the communi cations of any Mudims, without regard to
their shared faith or their well-being or whether or not the details they were providing werein hisopinion
relevant or Smply embarrassing.

That had been anagging problem with Mudim trandators—their loyaty to the umma, the community of
Mudims.

Fouad wrote steadily for an hour, filling five pages with close, neat prose, then considered perhaps he
was being too candid. The FBI did not appreciate show-offs, or shows-off. He still did not always know
the correct form for such pluras. Courtsmartia, for example.

The door to the small room opened.

"We'reready, Mr. Al-Husam,” Swenson said.

"I do not need to finish?" Fouad asked, lifting his pencil.

"No, gr."

"Thank you,” Fouad said.

Swenson stacked the papers and passed them through the door to an anonymous pair of female hands.

Twenty minutes later, Fouad was Sipping from a bottle of Pure American Springs water. He pondered
the ubiquity of flags on food packaging and drink containers, and the dmaost Semitic quest for purity
Americanslavished on their indulgences. Swenson returned, rapped lightly on the door, and asked him to
follow.

And now they came to the end of the hall and a double doorway, one side of which opened asthey
approached.

"Nothing of this meeting will be discussed with anyone outside, ever,” Swenson said.

"So | agreed,” Fouad said. The way Swenson eyed Fouad's features—with a critical, unabashed
perceptiveness—made him uneasy.

"Don't mind me,” Swenson sad. “New people give methewillies. Dillinger is expecting you."

* * * %

Specid Agent Dillinger—he did not say in which bureau of federa law enforcement he served—sat
behind a sted desk. He had thinning hair and a deepy look and histie was rumpled and loose. Hislips
were full and dightly dack. To Fouad, he resembled a used-car dedler at the end of aday without
customers. A dim telepad and asmall, disorganized stack of papers were the only things on his desk.
The room'slighting was cold and ancient—two ranks of naked fluorescent tubes. Two chairswaited in
front of the desk, turned toward each other at forty-five degrees. Fouad sat in the left-hand chair.
Swenson closed the door on them.

"Tdk tome” Dillinger ingructed, blinking asif something wasirritating hiseyes. “Persond higory firg."

"I am an American citizen soon to finish twenty weeks of training at the FBI Academy,” Fouad said.



"Tdl me about your grandfather.”
"Perhaps you know of him."
"Give meyour perspective.”

"Hel€eft Iran in 1949. He had been an operative in the American OSS during World War Two, but after
the deposing of Mossadegh, he quit and returned to Beirut. He was killed therein 1953. My father was
tenyearsold a thetime."

"Didthe CIA nate your grandfather?"

"I believe—I have been told they did."

"So herusticated. He deserted.”

Fouad shrugged. “I do not know details."

"But you are still willing to serve the United States.”
"Yes. Of course. | am an American citizen."
"Naturaized, shortly after your birth.”

"Yes. My father dso worked for the CIA, in the nineteen seventies. He retired in 2003 and he and my
stepmother now livein North Carolina, with asecond homein Colorado.”

"Tell me about your travels, asaboy."

"My father served in Lahore and in Riyadh. He wasin Kuwait during the invasion, and that was wherel
was born. My mother nearly died giving me birth, because Iragi troops had stripped the hospita of
necessary equipment. My father shot three Iragi soldiers who were looting and raping nurses. He hid us
in the basement of amansion belonging to aKuwaiti businessman. He came back for us after the
Americans pushed Saddam's forces out of Kuwait. My mother died when | wasten. My father remarried
in 1998, to aFilipino Mudim servant. Theregfter, until his retirement, he worked in Cairo, Jordan, and in
Gaza. | waswith himin Cairo until 1 was sent to my aunts and unclesin California. He returned there
after hisretirement, missing one arm and one eye.”

"That'squiteadory."
Fouad tipped his head to one side. “It ismostly my father's story.”
"I hear you have agift for languages.”

"l grew up spesking English and Cairo Arabic, and later | acquired Tagalog. | also picked up Pashtun,
Fars, and Aramaic from servants and teachers. Later, | studied international relations and languages at
Georgetown Univergty. | spesk five Modern Southern Arab didects.”

"Y ou don't happen to have a degree in accounting, do you?’ Dillinger was grinning. The expression did
not suit him.

"No. Military science. | had hoped for atimeto join the army, Specia Forces."

"Excdllent. Do you know who requested thisinterview?"



"No,” Fouad said.

"Y our father's former boss. He was an officer aswell, but he now worksfor us. He has immense respect
for your father."

"My father would be very glad to hear that,” Fouad said.
"Good. Do you know what BuDark hopes to accomplish?”’
Fouad leaned forward. “Am | alowed to guess?

"Bemy gues."

"Y ou wish to find common ground with the parties and groups now invading Saudi Arabia, out of Sudan,
Yemen and Irag. They arelikely to be victorious. It is possible, though | do not know this, that the
United Statesis supplying aid and armsto some of these factions, in order to maintain future supplies of
ail. Y ou wish to have those who spegk the language infiltrate and relay informetion.”

"Adute andyss,” Agent Dillinger said. “That's not what we're up to."
Fouad leaned back. “No?"’

Dillinger shook his head and drew hislips down at the corners. “We put out nasty little fires that show
sgnsof spreading. All sorts of fires. We need specid peoplein the Middle Eagt, flexible peopletrained in
law enforcement—military training is hel pful, too—and of course with exceptiond language skills. If
therésafire... you'll bein thethick of it. Have you ever been on Hgjj?'

"Y ou know | have not."

"Perhapsyoull get your chance,” Dillinger said. “Y ou will not graduate tomorrow. Y ou will vanish and
even your stepmother and brotherswill not know where you have gone.”

"l see” Fouad said. “And my father?'

Dillinger shook hishead.

"The Academy?'

Dillinger smiled. “Beready to pack your things and leave immediately. | have your creds.”
"l am accepted?”

Dillinger nodded. “ Thiswill be your probationary assgnment. Lucky boy.” He removed asmadl folding
vinyl case from the desk drawer and passed it to Fouad.

Fouad opened the case.
"Welcometo BuDark, Special Agent Al-Husam.”
Fouad weighed the casein hishands. He looked up at Dillinger. “Am | other than FBI?*

"Y ou're definitely Feeb-Eye. BuDark isinterdepartmenta. We dl play bal for thetime being.” He stood.
“Youll join asdect team with atight focus. Stay flexible. Y ou'll get jerked around &t first; prove your
value and go with theflow. Y oull likely travel to afew southwestern Asahellholesin the company of
some reasonably excdlent folks. Me, I'm stuck here. | envy you.” Dillinger waved his hand imperioudy



and the door opened. “Mr. Swenson will take you across the river. Good luck.”



CHAPTER NINETEEN
Temecula, Cdifornia

Sam stood in the large kitchen unwrapping atray of frozen lasagna. He turned on the light over the sink.
The rest of the kitchen was dark. Tommy's mood swings had been exaggerated by the extreme pace they
had set. Sam had been anticipating problems, especidly if something went wrong.

Lots of things had gone wrong. And Tommy had been taking them al with relative cdm. The episodein
the car had passed comparatively quickly.

Sam heard awhisper of sound behind him and froze for amoment, holding his bresth.
Thisisit.
Tommy cleared histhroat.

"| can recover athird more product now, maybe haf. | might be able to work double for the next few
weeks and get enough product made to do dmost everything we planned. That'swhat I'm ‘ thinking,’

"Tdl memore, Tommy,” Sam said.

The man-boy stepped to the center of the kitchen. Sam turned. Tommy's long fingers seemed to move on
their own. They made wild shadows on the kitchen walls as they bent and stretched, asif trying to
conduct part of the conversation in sgn language. “I think we can do without the extra printers, if the
oneswe have don't break down. | have plenty of cartridges, enough to last. That'swhat | * think.””

"Show me, Tommy."

"Not necessary,” Tommy said, rocking from one foot to another. “It's under control. I'm just saying, well
have enough product, but | don't know where welll get it packed for, you know, delivery.”

"Well think of something,” Sam said. “Want to grab abiteto eat?"

Tommy chuckled. He reached out and grabbed something from the air, then stuffed it into his mouth.
“There)” hesad.

"Red food,” Sam persisted.

"All right,” Tommy said. “If you ‘ think’ I'm hungry.”

" think we're both hungry,” Sam said. “Lasagnawould be good.”

"Lasagnaisgood,” Tommy said. “I'll do some work, then well eat. Y ou can wait here.”
"Let'sest firs,” Sam said. “Well think better.”

"You'reright. I've been following your diet plan. I've been pretty bright lately,” Tommy said. “ That'swhy
I'm not so upset about the printers. | *think’ | have away to double the output.” He marked more
quotationsin the air and grinned tocthily.

"Great. Thiswill take about twenty minutes. Why not set the table?!



"I will."
"Did you wash your hands?"

Tommy grinned and went to the sink. “Not a problem, Sam,” he said reassuringly. “I've been very
caeful.”

"Y eah, but you il pick your nose. I've seen you."

Tommy began laughing. Hislaughter turned into abray. “Yeah, right. At least | don't scratch my butt
when | get out of acar.”

"I never do that,” Sam said, indignant.

Tommy danced around the kitchen, plucking his pants bottom. “Wedgy, wedgy!"



CHAPTER TWENTY
Sedttle, Washington

William looked through the window into the surgica unit. He could not see hisfather, not clearly—just a
lump covered with blue and green sheets, here and there a spot of what looked like ground red meat
showing through, where peoplein full-out surgica suits, with their own air tubestrailing after them,

probed with shining, curved tools and murmured to each other. He could hear the whine and whir of drills
and saws and pumps.

One of the surgeons|ooked up and gave amuffled laugh to someone's joke. The OR head nurse had told
William they had been working for three hours.

William's knees turned shaky. He sat on the chair. Specid Agent Dole from the Sesttle Fidd Office,
barely older than William, dender and blond and wearing abrown pants suit, handed him a bottle of
water. He drank and watched. All night agents had come in and out, clapping William on the shoul der,
saying little, watching the surgery for afew minutes and grimacing asif at someweird object lesson.

Someone named Cap Benson arrived and told Agent Dole she could take a break. He had bandages on
his face and around the back of his neck. “1 waswith your dad, up until thelast ... thebarn,” he said, his
words muffled by aswollen jaw. Benson sat on aplagtic chair beside William. “He's going to makeit."

William nodded. It did not look good. The OR nurse said surgery could go on for another three or four
hours. They were pulling Griff's face forward and setting shims. The shattered bone was being debrided
and they were picking out the chips, soaking them in sdine and ReViv, and arranging the best of them
back on strips of mesh like mosaics. Asthey set and repaired Griff's shattered legs, they were dso
borrowing pieces of bone from his hip and femur to trangplant to his skull.

Jesus Christ, Dad.

The observation room had pae blue walls and scuffed linoleum tile and smelled warm and clean. Benson
smdled rank, asif he had not showered in afew days. To tdl the truth, he looked more than tired—he
looked alittle crazy.

"Griff's one tough son of abitch,” Benson said.

William nodded like aclockwork. All hislife he had reacted to hisfather in one way or another—as
authority, something to be rebelled against, something to be loved or feared or even despised. He could
not remember ever thinking of Griff asafriend. That raw-meet lump in the OR had guided William's
entire existence by example or counter-example, seldom by encouragement, most often by a scowl or
gruff warning, severa memorable times by the belt.

"Your dad's ahard man, isn't he?’ Benson said.
"Yeah,” William said.
"Tough asnails. And lucky, goddammit.”



CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE
Maryland

"The whole world lovesto beat up brown men,” the prisoner said as he sat, with great care, on the old
wooden chair. Hisface gave evidence of that: both eyes swollen amost shut, one cheek bruised and
puffy, lip split and stitched in three places, neck marked by fading Taser jolts. No doubt he had smilar
burns around his genita's and rectum. Cingulated bruises and abras ons caused by hanging from handcuffs
formed yelow and green haf-moons on hisinner wrists and needle marks crawled up hisarms.

Fouad Al-Husam stood in a corner, out of the light. An agent who had been introduced to Fouad as John
Q. Anger paced around the central table and the seated man. It was a scene asold astime; asmall
room, shadows, and aman whose life had value only so long as he could give useful answers,

He had been rendered. Shipped secretly from one country to another; in this case, from Egypt to the
United States. As Fouad well knew, the reverse was usually true. Fouad was here asatrainee and an
observer. Already, his ssomach was being tested.

"We're not going to best you,” Anger told the seated man. “We don't do that here.”

"I'm grateful,” the man said. He had a broad face with ahawk nose and agood black head of hair and
his face was squat and his neck was long. Hands and wrists stuck out of too-short orange deeves. “Will
you send me back?'

"Back to where?"

"I do not know where | was,” the man admitted with ashrug. “1 could not see where they took me. | was
blinded by my own blood.”

"Do you know aman named Al-Hitti?'
"I know afew men by that name. It isacommon namein Egypt."

"The Iragistdl usaman named Al-Hitti paid to have people killed. We found them in ahouse in Sadr
City. They died painful deaths.”

"l am unhappy to hear this,” theman said. “If | knew such aman, | would tdll you.”
"You know him."
The man on the chair shook his head weekly.

Anger leaned over and with some gentleness pulled his head back by the hair. “Nobody heretolerates
disrespect. Y ou will respect me. It's part of our fucking culture. Y ou will St up straight.”

"l amgtting draght.”

Anger pressed the man's back with one hand. “ Straighter. Y ou have also met awhite man named John
Brown or John Bedford. He's either an American or a Brit. We don't believe hel's Canadian, despite
what some Iragis havetold us.”

The man in the center of the room looked around through his bruised eyes and then stared down at the
table. “Bedford,” he said. “ That isin Massachusetts.”



Anger turned his back on the man in the chair and faced Fouad. “ Talk to him."

Fouad took a step forward. He spokein Arabic. “Has your treatment been better since you were
brought here?"

"They let medeep,” theman replied. “I till can't eat. | think they ruined my stomach.”
"They tell me you were bornin Jordan.”

"es"

Anger moved swiftly and grabbed the man's chin. “What do you know about anthrax?'

Fouad was startled by the intrusion. The captive took it asamatter of course. “ A disease of cattle and
people,” hesaid. “Someonein Americasent letters. That isal | know."

"Anthrax refersto the black lesions caused by the germ,” Anger said. He waved his hand at Fouad as he
paced. “Trandate thisfor me. Like coal. Shiny and black and painful. These victims were kidnapped off
the streets of Baghdad, taken to Sadr City, and there they were forced to inhale anthrax powder."

Fouad trand ated.

"Y ou aretelling me too much,” the man protested to Fouad in Arabic. He pleaded with his eyes, one
brown man to another. “I do not wish to know these things.”

"Doesthis knowledge disturb you?” Anger asked. Fouad trandated, fedling sick.

"It ishaving the knowledge that is dangerous,” the man said, thistimein English. “When you are done
with me and give me back, and the Egyptians ask questions, they will seethat | know some of which they
are asking, and they will assume| know more. Do not tell me any more. It will kill me.”

"Did you introduce Mr. Brown to Al-Hitti?"

The man in the chair bowed his head. “ So many planes and trucks and rooms,” he said.
"Weredone,” said Anger. “ Send him back,” he ingtructed the guards. “Let the Egyptiansfinish him.”
"No, do not send me back. | do not know Al-Hitti. | have not met him!"

Anger took Fouad's elbow. They walked out of the room together. The door closed softly, muffling the
captive's pleasfor mercy. In the green hall outside, Anger kept pacing, finger to chin. “How does that
makeyou fed ?'

"Sick,” Fouad said.

"Stock up on Pepto. Y ou're going to see worse. But since the UN threatened to bring war crimes
charges againgt us, we have gtrict limits on what we can do. Y ou will not be called upon to actualy
interrogate someone. Y ou may, however, witness such interrogations. Understand this. We would stop
tortureif we could, because the information we get from tortured detaineesis so difficult to filter and
recongtruct. But our Mudim dlies, especialy those a the Genera Directorate, they seem to believe
agony isgood for the soul. They keep handing us bullshit they've proudly extracted through the
application of extreme duress.”

Fouad was confused. “How am | supposed to act when | see such things being done?’



"We need fresh detainees. We need them unspoiled. If, in your opinion, a detainee might have
information of use, you will work to get him—or he—rendered before torture begins. We will
interrogate them oursalves. We use techniques that produce remarkable results without much pain. If you
can't accomplish that, you will report in exact detail who isbeing tortured and by whom. So, your first
assgnment is unpleasant but very important. Y ou will travel with asmal team to Egypt and to Jordan,
and to some camps in Kuwait, to observe rendition prospects and make reports. Are you up to it?"

"1 will be saving them from torture?’ Fouad asked.
"Only if they'reuseful. Therest, I'm afraid, will haveto rely on Allah.”
Fouad's face grew dark. “This American, Brown or Bedford, heisrea?’ Fouad asked.

"Sounds like hooey to me, but some people in Baghdad used anthrax on afew Shiite Mudims. Their
leader might be aman called Al-Hitti.” Anger fixed his stare on Fouad. “That's al we're cleared to know,
for thetime being.”

"Y ouwill use your techniques onthisman?"

"No,” Anger said, shaking hishead in disgust. “ They filled him full of crude drugsin Egypt. Hesawreck.
If we do what we do best, wed kill him."

* * % %

That afternoon, Fouad moved into a motel room near the Marine base and less than eight miles from the
Academy. All the other rooms were filled with agents from Diplomatic Security, Homeland Security, the
FBI, and the CIA, and al had been instructed not to talk to each other.

BuDark indeed.

He had yet to learn the redl name.



CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO
Temecula

Sam—he had many names now, but to Tommy, he was just Sam—sat on the porch listening to the
soughing of the mourning doves. Dawn wasahint of griated light inthe eest, likeaflaw inhisvison
breaking up the perfect darkness. The land around Tommy's house was quiet but for the doves and afew
songhirds tuning up for the morning battle of the bands.

Sam spread his bare toes on the splintery wood and sniffed the cool, sweet air. All he could see other
than that blemish of dawn was ahard, rough road finaly arriving, however long it might take, at failure.
There were so many detailsto get perfect, so many pitfalsto avoid, and he felt sure that somebody
would soon be on to him.

The disaster of the truck and the patrol car. And the glove. He could not remember what he had done
with the glove after pulling it off with histeeth. He might have jammed it in his pants pocket. It might be
near the burned-out cruiser, in which case it was in the hands of the police and probably the FBI. It might
have fallen out on thelong walk before he was picked up and given hisride. Good cops might work
those miles of highway and find it. Either way, he had screwed up. Compounding that, his weakness. the
woman in the green van, Charlene.

It was hard to remember what he had actudly told her.
Sam wanted a cigarette and he hadn't smoked in fifteen years.

They would get skin cdlls out of the glove. They would have the skin cells and the DNA from the blood,
and oddly, they would not precisely match, and that would tell them there had been two lants at the
scene. Brothers, perhaps.

That might dow them down.

Everything about him camein pairs, including his moods—back-to-back despair and superna confidence
with nothing in between but little warning flashes, anxious sparks of light he could dmost see.

Morning was the hardest for Sam.

* * * %

Walking through the kitchen and the back door and down aflagstone path between overgrown lawn and
what now looked like pasture, Sam used Tommy'sring of keysto open the first warehouse. He passed
between the stainless sted tanksrising from the concrete floor like the heads of giant tin-men with
protruding sted mouths.

At the end of the warehouse aflight of plain wooden steps descended to the cellars—three concrete
tunnesthat stretched off for ahundred feet beyond the warehouse foundation. Sam switched on the
celling lights. His soft-soled shoes padded silently down an aide flanked by stacked casks of old French
oak and cheaper young American oak. Here, deeping in quiet darkness, the wine had been meant to age
and acquire flavors from the wood—a hint of vanillamostly—and soften its sharp edgesin preparation
for the bottling that had never come.

Tommy's parents had died before they could enjoy the results of their fina vintage.

Last year Sam had used a glass funnel—a wine thief—to sample some of the casks through their



rubber-stoppered bungholes. The wine had turned lifeless and flat and no wonder. The floor under the
casks was stained purple, sticky and dick. The barrels had |eaked.

The vaults echoed and the cool till air smelled of moldering oak and dead wine.

At the end of the longest tunndl, during the winery's construction phase, Tommy'sfather had left aroom
twenty feet square open for Tommy's use. The room had been plumbed with hot and cold water, two
large sted sinks, and afloor drain. A small high window could be poled open for ventilation. There, he
hed trained his son in basic biology and wine |ab techniques—yeast culture and fermentation.

Perhaps that had been only way they could connect emotiondly. Sam tried to imagine the father's
satisfaction at his son's native ability.

The rest Tommy had figured out for himsdlf or researched on the Internet, a cornucopiaof odd
knowledge. According to Tommy both his mother and hisfather had been thrilled that Tommy wasfinaly
reveding histalents. Still they had never bothered to check up on what he was actudly doing. Toward
the end, they had had their own troubles. Tommy had been kept busy and out of their hair. Whatever
scientific equipment he had asked for, in their guilt they had bought, despite the cost—and he had asked
for some unusud things.

Sam opened the metal door and switched on the sun-white lights. The lab glowed. In pristine silence, he
looked across tables crammed with a centrifuge and incubators, stirring platforms, small hot
boxes—sed ed Plexiglas cubes with glove holes, neat arrays of pipettes on white plastic cutting boards, a
shelf covered with antiseptic spray cans and wipe dispensers, glass beakers and test tubes mounted on
wall racks, small packets of French wineyeast.

Near the back stood amuch larger box made of sheet stedl and haf-inch Lexan: eight feet tall, twelve
feet wide, three feet deep. The seams had been caulked with thick beads of silicone putty and the whole
was now mothballed—wrapped in multiple layers of tranducent Visgqueen and strips of duct tape and
blue masking tape. This had been thefirst of Tommy's amateur production facilities. He had built it at the
age of fifteen. At that time, he had been convinced his parents were out to kill him—the first of hismgjor
delusons. And so he had set about cultivating Clostridium botulinum—uwhile contemplating the
contents of asmall vid he had been unfortunate enough to find a his high schooal.

That had been the turning point in Tommy'slife: someone's smpleif egregious oversght, amonumentd
mistake made for reasons no one would ever understand by a man unknown, perhaps dead.

Tommy had spent much of hisfree timein the high school's science storage room arranging supplies and
cleaning glassware. He had found awax-sedled via wrapped in cotton in ataped-up cardboard box,
pushed back on ahigh shdlf behind jars of chemicds. He did not know how long the box and via had
been there: perhaps since 1984, just after the school had been built.

He had immediately recognized the name penciled on the vid's red and white paper labd: B. anthracis.

Tommy had no ideawhere the vial had originaly come from but Sam could hazard a guess. It might have
been purloined by ateacher who had once worked in bio-weapons research. Perhaps he had smuggled it
out of somelab asasouvenir or atrophy.

Perhaps he had dreamed of being allowed to teach a course on the glories of germ warfare.

Tommy had pocketed the vid and taken it home, where, he told Sam, he had spent many nightslyingin
bed garing at the beige powder, wondering what it al meant, whether it was evenred.



So much potential .
So much power.

His parents were fighting every night, driving him under hisbed pillows, weeping in terror. Hehad seena
cable TV program about prehistoric animas that depicted the plight of apair of reptile parentstwo
hundred million years ago. Harried by asmall, swift dinosaur predator, they redlized they would haveto
find another burrow—ypull up roots. But they could not move their newly hatched offspring. To avoid
wasting precious nutrients, they ate them.

Tommy had become convinced that this was what his parents were planning—not to et him, but
certainly to kill him and move on. In sdf-defense, he had laced an open can of mushroomsin the kitchen
with just adrop of liquor from histoxic culture of C. botulinum. To Tommy, thelogic had been
obvious—but he did not watch television any more. He found moviesand TV programstoo disturbing.
Even comedies gave him nightmares. The expressions on the facesterrified him.

Weeks after their deaths, in between court appearances and even in the presence of hisfirst
court-gppointed guardian, Tommy had begun his second phase. His brilliance had dmost immediately
manifested itself. He had started by culturing pinches of anthrax in a broth whose recipe he had found on
the Internet.

The basement |ab had filled with the scent of stewing mest.

Since not every scrap of information he had needed could be found on the Internet, Tommy had
improvised. He had devised severd origina techniquesfor preparing and refining his god:
weapons-grade aerosolized materid.

Washing, re-drying and re-grinding had removed the dead cell debris, leaving asolution of dmost pure
spores. The resulting fine powder till had atendency to clump, however, because of static when dry,
and because of moisture when exposed to humidity. He had experimented with suspending the powder in
variousliquids, and findly arrived at hisown idedl formula, using chemicas actualy found in printer inks.

Some of those early products he had stored in jars, to avoid waste and as arecord of his progress.

But Tommy had known from experience that Smply drying and grinding would not prevent clumping. The
problem had then become to re-deposit the anthrax in very fine grains, dready separated and containing
fewer than four or five spores per grain. Hisbrilliant answer: common inkjet printers. He had replaced the
ink in the disposable printer cartridges with his specia solution of chemicalsand, at firdt, brewer'syeast
as asubdtitute for anthrax. (Once again, Tommy had suspected that using anthrax's close relation, BT or
Bacillusthuringiensis, ordered from agarden supply store, might result in his being tracked. Y east,
however, he had in abundance—l eft over from the winery.)

First on heavy paper, then on eight-by-ten-inch glass plates, Tommy had printed out millions of dots of
dry solution—tiny granules containing only one or two spores, far finer than he had believed possible.
The solution, when expelled through the printer cartridge nozzles, produced amicroscopic,
slicawrapped bead that sat high on the glass plate when dry, but strongly resisted mechanica didodging.
The plates could in theory be carried around with minimum precautions, separated only by waxed paper.

Tommy had worked through ten pairs of glove holes arranged in two levels, front and back. A rolling
stepped platform once used to stack barrels had alowed him to reach the upper level.

His next act of genius had been to array the plates on arack in avacuum chamber at theright end of his
large hot box and statically charge them using an apparatus he had borrowed from an old office Xerox



machine. The microscopic granules had lifted free and flown to agrid of tiny wireswhere they had
discharged, flocked up briefly, and then been drawn by gravity to a Teflon-lined chute and into smdll jars.
He had kept along brush in the box, just in case the spores stuck on the wires or in the chute.

He had then networked six printers, so modified, and had finally begun depositing theredl thing:
weapons-grade, aerosolized Bacillus anthracis. Throughout, he had kept everything sedled in hishot
box factory, even the glass plates, which he recycled.

If there had been accidents he had not told Sam—but despite never having been vaccinated or taken
antibiotics, both of which could aso have been traced, Tommy was still among the living.

After filling two jars with superfine spores, he had capped them, sedled them with caulk, and soaked their
exteriorsin bleach to destroy any residue.

He had finished in early 2001, just as his aunt had moved into the house. Thisfirst lot—fifty grams—hed
taken Tommy six months of hard, steady |abor.

For a complete amateur, working alone, he had done very well indeed.

A year after sarting his project, in the company of Aunt Tricia, Tommy had traveled to visit relativesin
New Jersey and Florida. Along the way, he had insisted on dropping by local post officesto buy
commemorative stamps. Taking walks done at dusk, he had visited public mail boxes, carrying his
specidly prepared envelopesin plastic bags within alarger bag. From these boxes Tommy had injected
fifteen light, deadly packagesinto the bloodstream of the U.S. mail.

Five had eventualy been discovered.
He had no ideawhere the other ten were.

Tommy was one of the most wanted people on Earth. In the summer and fall of 2001, his hobby had shut
down the U.S. posta system and much of the American government. He had killed five people, sickened
dozens, and terrorized tens of millions.

By fitting nobody's profile, he had eluded the greatest manhunt in domestic American history.

Tommy Juan Battista Juarez was the Amerithrax killer.



CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE
Sedttle

William Griffin sat at the tiny table in the old coffee shop on Broadway and waited for his coffeeto come
up. He rubbed one eye with aknuckle and stared through the window at the rainy street. Last night had
been rough and he had not been able to get to deep until four am. Griff's heart had stopped for the ninth
time. The doctors had expertly re-started it, then continued surgery.

Six days of surgical procedures. Maybe Griff's spirit was dready downing drinks with the old boysupin
Omega Precinct. Maybe they were laughing and laying bets on how long it would take Griff's body to
realize the owner had gone AWOL.

William pursed hislips and felt hiseyes go out of focus.

Hey, Griff, time to choose your heavenly name.

Heaven? Christ, boys, | assumed ... | mean, the liquor in this bar isterrible.
Assume nothing. We make the booze ourselves. God likes cops, Griff.

Bullshit. God's ajudge, not a cop.

Then what are angels? You come up here, join our precinct, pick up your flaming sword, and you
go back down, invisible like, and kick some ass. Never have to Mirandize anybody. And the judge
never denies a warrant.

"Americano, no sugar?’ the waitress asked.

William accepted the cup. Taking hisfirst Sp, he saw adender woman with a bandaged cheek, intense
hazel eyes, and auburn hair peering through the window. She was wearing agray pantsuit and a
pesach-colored blouse with aloose ruffled collar. Another bandage covered her right hand. She gave him
asmall wave, then opened the door, setting off aclang of cowbells.

"Mindif | joinyou?'
"Excuseme?’ William asked. He was in no mood for conversation.
"My nameisRose. Rebecca Rose"

Now he placed the face and he certainly knew the name. “ Sorry,” William said, transferring his cup and
holding out hishand. “1'm William Griffin."

"So | guessed,” Rebecca said. “Pardon meif | shake southpaw. Sprockett told me you'd be here. I'm
your driver."

William looked incredulous and pulled out achair.
She sat. “I'm taking you with meto the farm.”
"Thanks, but I'd like to stay here until they know something for sure.”

"Youreon FBI time. Keller thinks you need a break from the hospital, and so do I. They checked me



out an hour ago. Then they let me see Griff. Y our father's not going to recognize anyone for days, maybe
weeks.” Rebecca stretched out her long legs. She had athird bandage around her Ieft ankle. “Hiram
Newsome thinks Griff might have broken open an important case. Maybe two cases, one old, one new.
He asked Kéller for you to be temporarily assigned to the taskforce."

Newsome was another legend. William had met him oncein ahalway at the Q, abig, bear-like man with
agguare face and large, sympathetic eyes. Despite his exhaustion, William's pul se quickened. He looked
around the coffee shop. There were two other customers, both in afar corner, and the barista was busy
grinding beans. “I'm ligening,” he said.

Rebeccaleaned forward, drawing in oneleg. “ The hdll you say.” She tapped the table with along
fingernail, freshly polished. Some of the polish had smeared beyond the cuticles. She had applied the
polish hersdlf, William judged, with her bandaged hand. “ Y ou are about to pass Go and dance straight on
over to Park Place. Y ou'd better do ahell of alot more than just listen.”

William fet the coffee kicking in. “Isthisfor my sake, or for Griff's?!

Rebecca leaned her head to one side. “Right. Someone will tell Griff we're giving his son afree pass, a
terrific case, outside of the rules, and that will give him thewill to live. That will perk himright up.” She
raised her eyebrows.

"Sorry,” Williamsad.
"Farrow recommended you."
"Hedid?'

"That puts three aces up your deeve.” Rebecca shaped her hands into cups, then pretended to mold
something inthe air over the table. William watched her bright eyes. She had the tightest little dimples.
“When Griff ishimsdlf again, well bring him back in—and you will brief him. Four aces. It doesn't get any
better than that for ajunior G-man.”

Rebecca finished molding and tossed him aninvisible ball.
He held up one hand and caught it.

"Thereyou go,” shesad. “Simpatico."



CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR
Temecula

Sam walked around the Visgueen-covered box. When Sam had first shown up on Tommy's doorstep,
he had not used the old hot box for over adecade. To the best of Sam's knowledge, the last time
Tommy had used it had been three years ago, to prepare the genetically modified anthrax samples
delivered to Honduras and Iraqg.

Tommy had found it easy to induce the anthrax to take up plasmids—small loops of DNA—containing
bioluminescent genes. The modified bacilli had grown with unatered enthusiasm and within two weeks
Tommy had produced another twenty grams of purified anthrax spores, atrillion spores per gram.

Roughly four thousand spores, inhaed, would be enough to cause death in fifty per cent of individuas.
Thiswas called the LD[50] number, LD short for Lethal Dose. Asfew as a hundred spores could cause
death if inhaled by the dderly or the immune-compromised. Children seemed to be moreresilient.

Sam studied the box. Some of the Visgueen had been pulled aside. The power wason. A small quiet
blower fan was running, attached by flexible plastic tubing to aHEPA filter mounted in the room's high
window. Bottles of bleach and tins of acohol had been stacked in avacant corner.

Sam gingerly pulled aside along, horizontally ripped sheet of plastic. Four layers beneath had been taped
shut but could easily be opened to alow accessto the glove holes.

On anearby table Tommy had mounted asmall glass-fronted incubator loaded with Petri dishes. A jar
filled with solidified agar sat next to the incubator. On acorner lab table, asingle flask of pinkish liquid
like strawberry milk was being rocked in amechanica cradle. Tommy was working on something new.

Hewas using hislab again, and his specid box, without telling Sam.

* * * %

In the shed, Sam put on a SCBA—self-contai ned breathing apparatus—and then aloose green plastic
Sed-Go suit and hedmet with acarbon-filter industrid mask. The suits were warm and puffed out like
balloons after afew minutes but Tommy inssted on them—and washed them by hand at the end of each
week. He gtill had dozens of unused suitsin boxesin the warehouse.

Thetrek to the rear barn took two minutes. Sam walked over gravel and broken asphdt. The barn had
been built during the house's pre-winery days and was beautifully made of brick and wood. It covered
three thousand square feet and in layout was much like the barn on the Patriarch's farm except that it had
no basement.

Sam opened the small door at the Ssde—the only entrance they used now. He stood in the computer
room watching smal monitors on six networked machines. The lightsin the computer room were left on
al thetime but the lightsin the barn itself were now reduced to a minimum.

Ramping up powder production had been Tommy's mogt brilliant accomplishment so far, and he had
doneit with asmplicity and ingenuity. He had laid thick plastic sheeting over the barn'sinterior, including
the ceiling, and had then hung an additiond series of curtains using guidelines he had found on the Web
for removing asbestos. There was no way Sam could know how thorough Tommy had been but Tommy
was nothing if not obsessive. Sam had seen no trace of residue anywhere in the computer room or on the
approach to the barn. If he had, he would have backed off immediately.



Tommy had worked his science down to amind-numbing routine. The suits were surplus models from
computer chip manufacture, designed to block volatiles and effective a filtering extremely fine particles.
But Sam was not about to take any obviousrisks.

The door into the main barn opened with aswish of rubber seals and ahiss of air—negative pressure
maintained by a HEPA-filtered fan on the other side. When the factory was working, afine spray of
water played outsde the air filter outlet, designed to catch dust and drain it through alarge PV C conduit
into a deep concrete catch basin where it would just settleand ... Sit.

Not even Tommy went near the catch basin.

Sam walked dong the inner curtain. Through the last layer of plastic sheeting, in the dim glow of afew
scattered fluorescent bulbs Sam saw twenty rows of inkjet printers now dormant while Tommy dept,
twenty printers per row. The printersin the last four rows still had glass plates mounted under their
rubber rollers ready to resume work later in the day.

For thisfinal job, Tommy had specified one particular printer modd, with finer dots-per-inch capability
than the models he had used in 2000. Wesek after week, for ten months Tommy had filled four hundred
ink cartridges with durry, waking up and down the rowsin his plastic suit, carrying the glass platesto the
collection chamber ... and the sealed bottles containing fine powder to a metal shed next to the barn,
where they had been loaded into crates ready for transport. Still, it had not been enough.

Ambition had forced Sam to find a partner, to seek atesting area even more remote than the winery, and
to plan for another factory.

If they had been able to deliver the printers to Washington state—
If the Patriarch's estate had not been raided—

Thaose plans had collgpsed with two quick blows. Having tasted failure for the first time, Sam had no way
of knowing al of Tommy'sthoughts, his concerns. He had been dedling with the Boy from Another
Planet for so long that he had amost let down his guard. But now he was certain that Tommy's plans had
changed, and he needed to know why—and how.

The barn looked asit had for the last two years. Sam circled the sheeted aress, lightly stroking the
rippling plastic with his gloved hand. Nothing new, nothing obvious. What was he missing?

A rear door to a storage closet attracted his attention. The door had been opened recently. Visqueen had
been pulled back and taped up. Sam examined the deadbolt keypad latch. That was new. Tommy had
never locked anything before. Sam couldn't just break open the lock. He poked at the keypad in
frustration, without result, then turned to leave.

On the opposite side of the door he heard a scratching sound, wesk whining, then a steady, rhythmic
thump-tick.

He examined the keypad again. He tried Tommy's birthdate. No go. Then Sam punched in
09-enter-11-enter-01, the date Tommy believed had signaed the world's descent into noisy madness.

The day that Tommy had decided anything he could do to strike out, strike back, would be fully justified.
The door clicked. Sam pulled it open.

Inside was abrown dog, a beagle-terrier bitch with jutting ribs and staring brown eyes. In the haf-dark,
the dog fixed on Sam as she paced in aquick, tight circle. She could not stop circling despite her fear,



her eagerness to escape.

In opposite corners lay two other dogs, eyes glassy and legs straight, black blood dudging from their
noses and rectums. They were dead. Sickened, Sam closed the door and locked it.

He walked back to the entrance, pulled off his suit, and returned to the porch.

Tommy had been the means to an end and Sam had played his part well, convincing even himsdlf
sometimes. Over the years, so long as Tommy had been vulnerable, cooperative, and open, Sam had
amodst forgotten what Tommy actudly was.

* * * %

Hewalked over apacked dirt road through the vineyards to the metal shed north of the warehouse.
Inside the shed twenty neat wooden crateslay stacked on pallets on a concrete floor. Each crate
contained ten starburst shells assembled at the Patriarch'sfarm over thelast year, shrink-wrapped and
cushioned in shredded newspaper and sawdust

Sam took a handcart and hauled two crates at atimeto the garage. It was dmost eeven but Tommy was
dtill adeep.

In the garage Sam loaded the crates into the back of the horse trailer, stacking them against awelded
metal bulkhead that separated the rear storage areafrom the launcher.

Tommy'simproved productivity no longer mattered. Time was short. They had enough for one test and
two prime objectives. Rome would have to be given a pass. Sam had dready picked out thetest city. A
town nobody would remember.

A town it might be good to forget.

* k k %

When he had finished loading the trailer Sam looked in on Tommy's smal bedroom. The boy-man lay on
his stomach in the twin bed and made afaint “ snuck” at the end of each whistling intake of breath. He
sounded like an old dog. On asmall nightstand Tommy had propped four ponderous veterinarian's texts
on the diseases of cattle. Walls not obscured by bookcases were covered with posters and magazine
photos of one woman: Jennifer Lopez. Tommy had first read about J-Lo in his mother's copies of The
National Enquirer. Somehow many years ago she had become Tommy'sided and to thisday he
remained faithful to her.

Tommy had caused so much grief.
But Tommy had not caused Sam's grief.

* k k %

The sun shone through the branches of the old oaks east of the house.

"I'm awake now.” Tommy walked through the French doors and stood on the porch beside Sam. He
twisted dowly back and forth on his ankles. He was wearing boxer shorts and atie-dyed t-shirt. He had
something “onhismind.”

"l guessif you have alot of money, women will pay attention to you,” Tommy said. “That'swhét | hear.
Isit true?'

"l supposeit is. Somewomen."



"Haveyou * given any thought,” Tommy marked out these words with crooked finger-quotes, “to
maybe asking for money not to do the things we're doing?"

Sam paused before answering. It might or might not be a serious question. “No,” he said. “I haven't."

"Well, we could bring in alot of money, but | haven't figured out how, becausetheway | * think it
through,” we'd probably get caught trying to spend it.”

"Probably,” Sam said.

"The whole world'sfighting and well help them stop fighting. Itl be alot quieter. That's worth something,
isntit?1'velearned alot from you, Sam."

"Youremy manguy, Tommy."

"Yes. For now.” Tommy sat on thewicker chair beside Sam. “ But after we're done I'm afraid you'll just
move on. I'd like to work with you on the next thing, whatever it is."

"I'd like to work with you too."

"Maybe it could be something about making money so | could have some sort of life. But whatever, Sam,
yourenot telling mewhat itis."

"I'mdill thinking."
Tommy rushed to add hisown air quotes as Sam said “thinking.”
"But youll beinonit,” Sam said. “I want you to fed important.”

"l am important.” Tommy moved hislarge head back and forth, wispy long hair dancing around his eyes.
“But I'm agrown man and I've never been to bed with ... dept with ... anybody, awoman. | suppose that
isn't so important, but you seemto think itis.”

"Do you want to deep with awoman?"
Tommy snickered. “I'd like to do more than just ‘ deep,” Sam.”
"Of course” Sam said.

Tommy's face went from puzzled to smooth. “Tell me how noisy it isout there, everybody arguing. Well
makeit quiet again, won't we, Sam?"

"Well suretry.”
"Sotell meagain. Tdl methedory.”

Sam took asmall breath, keeping hisface neutra. “ It'sadeeply troubled timewereliving in, filled with
lies” Sam began. “ Everybody's stuck in history."

"Like dephantsin atar pit,” Tommy sad, following theformula

"Exactly. Nobody knows how to escape because lies and hatred are like tar. Y ou understand that,
Tommy."

"Y ou hate and you lie and you get stuck.”



"Right. And nobody knows how to pull themselves out. They'redl stuck.”
"They lieabout God. God isliketar.”
Sam nodded. “For these people, God is hatred. God used to be about love."

"Lizard Mommy and Daddy used to be about love,” Tommy said, dmaost crooning. “ Trouble made them
hateand lie"

"'So many people need doctorsto cut out the hate. We're the doctors.”

"Weé're performing surgery. Well cut out the hate.”

"Surgery isdelicate and loving, even when you haveto cut. Surgery preserveslife.”

Tommy's shoulders shook. “If you had come earlier, you could have saved Lizard Mommy and Daddy.”
"Y ou did what you had to do, Tommy. But together we're going to make a change.”

Tommy wiped his eyes and the wicker chair on the porch creaked under his enthusiasm. Sam watched
Tommy until the man-boy's motion had dowed and he perched on the edge of the wicker chair with eyes
half-closed, sated by their ritud. “1 like to hear about what we're doing,” Tommy said. “We're doctors.”

"Right, Tommy,” Sam said. “Y ou and me, we're going to cure the planet.”

"I loveyou, Sam,” Tommy said. “Y ou saved me. | hope | can return the favor.”

"Y ou're the man, Tommy. Y ou're the one were al going to owe favorsto someday.”
Blissul Tommy.

Sam leaned back and folded his hands behind his neck.

Tommy did the same. “It fedsright, doing it herein the winery, doesn't it?'
"Trampling out the vintage,” Sam said. “Red grapes of wrath, Tommy."

PART TWO

Riller of Fire



CHAPTER TWENTY-HVE

The Patriarch's Farm

Snohomish County

Theair over the farm was as still as a sucked-in bresth.

The blast region was cluttered with ripped and dented plastic barrels, big gas cylinders, chunks of
concrete, blown-out wooden walls, and debris of every size, including splintersfine astoothpicks. Trees
behind the barn had been set on fire and athin haze till lay over the farm.

The farmhouse nearest to the barn had been pushed from its foundation and leaned to one sSide, boards
shivered from itswalls, windows blown out. The farther house, shielded by the main house and some
trees, had survived, but its windows, too, were gone. Someone had taped blue plastic over them.

William walked past stacked piles of debristo the big hole in the ground where the barn had once stood
and stooped to peer down. The centra pit—the middle of the barn's basement—was a maze of
concrete-crusted rebar. Reflective tape had been laid over the barn's rectangular outline in agrid, staked
on dl sdes, large coordinate numbers glued where the tape crossed.

Rebecca stayed afew steps back, giving William his space, histime.

William looked for, and found, the two red flags poking out of the rubble that marked where two agents
had been found—one dead, one dive.

A man spoke with Rebecca. He was middle-aged and pale, with mousy brown hair combed back from a
broad forehead. His suit was black and histie was red. They walked to a marked-out square where the
bomb truck had been. The man pointed to ablast shield till on the ground and marked by an evidence
sticker. Rebecca pointed to William. They approached.

"Mr. Griffin, my nameis Aram Trune. I'm FBI liaison to the Nationa Counter-Proliferation Center. |
hope your father is doing better."

"Liaison?” William asked, still sunned by the pulverized nature of the rubble.
"Weé're tasked with hel ping focus the Bureau's rel ationship with the new administration.”
"Where was Griff found?’ Rebeccaasked Trune. 1 was pretty much out of it after the blagt.”

"So | hear.” Trune stepped up to the edge of the pit, marked by a sheared-off line of studs and anarrow,
ragged overhang of concrete, and pointed. “He was pushed into the back of aconcrete stal. Thewall fell
over him and deflected the main force. Mot of hisinjuries were from crushing. Agent Watson—" He
shook hishead. “Weéve just removed the last of her."

"What sort of explosvewasit?’ William asked.

"Perchlorate and auminum powder in apolybutadiene base,” Trunesaid. “Wecdl it aThiokol specid.
Basicdly, it'swhat they usein solid rocket motors, like on the old space shuttle. The explosion was
triggered by a spark mechanism.” He pointed to the tangled remains of the poles and wires spread
around the farmyard and the field. “Induced current from the upper atmosphere, flowing through a
network of wires. The Patriarch wanted God to take the blame.”



"Will He?' William asked.
"Bestsme.” Trunesad.

Trune guided them through taped-off and gridded patches of land to the operationstrailer, a double-wide
thirty-footer with an incongruous porch and lots of gingerbread. Inside, agents and investigators had set
up marker and bulletin boards, abig screen display, and folding tables on which they had laid out and
were cataloging evidence. Two technicians were transferring bagged pieces of burned, melted plagtic and
metal and what might have been shrapnd to the centrd table. A third was preparing to photograph them.

William and Rebecca stood by the table. Rebecca bent over and examined thin blackened metdl rods.
“How many?’ she asked adiminutive femaetechnician.

"Fifteen or twenty units, plus cables,” the technician said. “We found them in a hegp beside some burn
barrels, dong with the remains of two computers.”

Rebecca glanced at William. “Runnersfrom inkjet printers,” shetold William. “Older models. Epsons.
They don't sell them anymore. Did the Petriarch strike you as a computer geek?”!

Trune maneuvered through the crowd. The room was quiet and efficient; those who were talking tended
to move off to the kitchen or the back rooms. A woman started posting photo prints on the cork board:
surveillance shots of members of the Patriarch'sfamily.

William looked through the bay window off the“dining room” and saw another large trailer being moved
up behind the house.

Trune dipped on green plastic gloves and lifted a section of stedl tube about three feet long off the table.
He held it up before Rebecca.

"Guess?'
"Pipe?’ Rebeccaventured.

"Cannonismorelikeit.” Trune replaced the tube within its marked outline on the graph paper that
covered the table. He walked around the photographer and lifted a plastic bag. The bag contained a
smdl amount of cream-colored powder. “We scraped this off the trees. Theresalot of it out there. Take
aanother guess.”

"Anthrax?” William said.

Rebecca leaned forward to peer at the bag. “Yeast."
"Good guess,” Trune said.

"We saw the bagsinthe barn.”

"It'sbrewer'syeast,” Trune said. “Baker'syead, actualy. All cultivars of the same species. Safe enough,
| suppose. It'sal over the rooftops, in the soil, on the leaves outside. Heavier concentration to the north.
Thewind in the valey blows from the south most days.” He plucked three sets of gogs off ashelf and led
them to the back of thetrailer. “I've reserved aroom and arranged for our local server to show the barn
vidson demand.”

"Glorious,” Rebecca said as he showed them the unplumbed bathroom.

"Thered pottiesarein another trailer. We have techs working the farm's septic system and dl around the



drainfield,” Trune said. “Everyone on siteis going to have blood drawn and receive afree CAT scan,
until were done processing the scene, and probably for aweek thereafter.”

William fdt the swest trickling down from hisarmpits.

"Okay, now tell mewhy they used yeast,” Trune said, lowering hisvoice.

"Someone planning abiological attack could use yeast asaneutra test substance,” Rebecca said.
"Arewe talking wegponized anthrax here?'

"l don't know,” Rebeccasaid. “But findy milled yeast dispersesalmost aswell.”

Trunewhistled, then pulled back his coat arm, reveding akeypad. “ Showtime, folks. I'll split the screen
between Agent Griffin and Agent Watson. Anything catches your eye, let me know, and I'll zoomin."

* * * %

"I'm dead,” Rebecca said asthey drove up the highway through the woods. “I've been cruising for
forty-eight hours now on nothing but catnaps.”

"No coffee?'

"Can't drink coffee,” Rebeccasaid. “Makes me anxious. | start having dark thoughts. Isn't worth it."
"I can liveon coffeg” William sad. “ Caffeineisavitamin.”

"That's because yourefat,” Rebeccasaid with ahint of asmile.

"I'm two ounces underweight for my height,” William said. Hewastrying to untie the knot in his ssomach.
Tdking—about anything—fet good.

"Just aroly-poly puppy. Whered you start?'

"NYPD. | wanted to be in Emergency Services. Forget Jesus, ESU saves."

"Ha Good luck."

"Right. So | worked vicefor ayear.”

"Vice? What'd you do in vice?'

"l was apretty boy."

"A pretty boy?"

William plumped up nonexistent breadts.

Rebecca pinched out her lips. “ Put on some eye shadow. Y ou would be kind of pretty.”

"Skinny tranny with big boobs, blond wig, red fright city,” William said. “1 wasn't that good at improv, so
they pushed me out and | transferred over to the big-ass headphone patrol ... OCID, organized crime
survellance™

"Beats the cold New Y awk streets,” Rebeccasaid.

"Sometimes | missit. Theladiesin their limos, smelling like fresh baked bread and Opium—the perfume.



Their ingdes so warm. Thelimos, | mean.”

Rebecca wizened her eyes. “Kid menot.”

"l gpecidized inrich ladies”

"Rich ladies do not cruise the streets looking for trannies.”

"Showswhat you know."

"Tel memore”

"About organized crime?’

Rebecca reached over and lightly whapped hisarm. “No, asshole. Rich ladies. What'd they like?"
"l only know what | offered.”

Rebeccalaughed. “ All right, Pretty Boy. How much did you charge?!

"Five hundred an hour, globa. We do the tropics, the poles, and then we do the equator. We get dl geo
-grgphicd.”

Rebecca giggled—agenuine girlish giggle. William regarded her with surprise.

"Did you ever want blow off your bust, just lean in, close the door, and, like, follow through?” she asked
dyly.

"No, maam. Most of them werein their sixties. Well-preserved, lots of tucks and no rolls, but till."
"Nothing wrong with ladiesin their sixties. How old do you think | am?’

"Thirty."

"Bullshit"

"Thirty-nine, tops."

"Mm hmm. | knew an agent, she used to work vice in San Francisco. She'sretired now. She once
confessed that she thought about johns when she was with her husband.”

"Now that'ssick,” William said.

"The young, handsome ones, anyway. Sheld vist themin ther cells. They'd be whimpering, shed comein
with her police baton, black leather, big silver and gold badge, high boots, tell them to act like the men
they were. Then shed imagine—thisisal imagination, you undersand—shed imaginetelling them to pull
down their pants. Got her off every time."

William blushed. “ Jesus” hesaid.
"It'sdl true,” Rebeccasaid. “Cop gospd.”
IIY@.II

"You don't bdieve me"



"When aguy's behind bars, he's the biggest loser on earth. For women, it's acomplete turn-off. Mogt it
doesfor them is bring out the motherly ingtinct, but not the..."

"Thewhat?'
"l was going to say something crude, but I'm with alasa-dyy."

"And don't you forget it,” Rebecca said. She stopped to take aright into the town. They passed the white
church and the grocery store and the service station, then the feed and tackle store, and that was about it
until they cameto the motdl.

The parking lot of the twenty-room Meriwether Motel was packed with five-year-old American made
sedans sporting antennae. The town was aready filled to capacity and beyond—agents were staying in
rented trailers on aused car lot.

A trooper from the Washington State Patrol met them at the main intersection. He was wearing adicker
againg the drizzle. It wasfour in the afternoon. They showed him their creds and the trooper pulled up a
sheet of paper in aplastic cover, wiped away rain drops, and told them to take aleft on Boca Raton
Drive

"Rat Mouth drive,” Rebeccasaid. “ That iswhat we call setting the scene.” She drove dong the gravel
road. “We got two females bunking together, and the rest are men, so do the puzzle—we're stuck with
each other."

Thelast Mobile Agent Domicile, or MAD, had been crowded off the used car lot and into the back yard
of avacant wreck of ahouse next door. It was afifth whed trailer and had two beds, onein front, in the
overhang, and one in back.

Rebeccatook the onein back.

* * * %

Around midnight, rain fell on the thin sted roof and woke William from atossing deep. Thetraler had no
power but was well insulated. He fluffed the hard pillow as best he could and sat up in the low space,
fedling like asubmariner in ahot bunk. He was sweety and the rain wouldn't let up, wouldn't let him get
back to deep. Somehow time passed and he found himsalf struggling with a pile of forms on a desk that
wastoo smdll, trying to puzzle through crooked bookkeeping that could reved a pattern of long-term
embezzlement, or was someone laundering money through a chap nine wrinkled greenhouse?

And whét the hell was that? Something he definitely should know for the exam that morning.
Then the dammer swung down from the celling and aimed directly at his heart.
Wrong answer , Pete Farrow was saying.

Hotter than ever, William opened hiseyes again and et out his breath. You leave the Q, the Q don't
leave you. A linefrom the FBI Rap. He felt Rebeccawalking around in the dining area, then heard her
talking on her cdll phone.

"Y ou do what you haveto do. | know ... | would say that's a big maybe—best shot, not what 1'd call it
.. Um. Thenyou just havetolet it be. If that'swhat you'relooking for.” She had been speaking softly,
gently, but now her tone took an edge. “High-classladies don't go out for law enforcement. Y ou knew
that ayear ago. It's not about what we bring home ... Of course. Of course not ... Well, I'm sorry to hear
it. That'skind of fatal, don't you think?"



She uh-hummed without any spirit for another minute, then quickly said she had to go, goodbye. After
long seconds of numb silence, she punched in anumber.

"Hello, Frank. | know what timeitis. And | know you're still working. Anything useful ?'
William quietly pulled back the curtain and looked down the length of thetrailer.

Rebecca paced the short narrow passage, clutching the phone to her ear and chewing on athumbnail.

She was wearing aflannd nightgown that revealed nothing but William was able to judge that shewasin
great shape. Helooked below her raised elbows and redlized he was trying to observe the impression of
her breasts. He closed the curtain and flopped back in the upper bed, silently cursaing himself for anidiot.

"Fantastic,” Rebeccasaid. “What about the glove? ... So what's the problem? Y eah, but what have we
got here, some sort of marrow transplant, aleukemia patient? ... Okay. | like good blood ... Two guys,
using the same glove? ... Brothers. Come on. The morning isyoung, dear Franco. Call me when it makes
sense”

William looked at hiswatch. It was two am.

"Areyou awake, Peeping Tom?’ Rebeccacaled out. “Y ou vibrate the wholetrailer up there, rolling
around.” She shoved back the curtain and shined alight in hisface. “1 got my four hours” she said. “You
need more?'

"I'mgood,” William said, blinking.
"Get dressed. We're going back to the farm.” She gave him ahard little grin and replaced the curtain.

William tugged on his pants and did down the ladder. Ashe dipped hisarmsinto his jacket deeves,
Rebecca emerged from the bathroom, toweling her face and hair. She handed him a squashed granola
bar.

"Thisplace sucks,” shesad. “Let'sgo.”



CHAPTER TWENTY-SX
Temecula

Sam pulled the truck from the garage and parked it on the drive. The moon hung cool and aoof between
thin sheets of blue cloud, casting come-and-go shadows under the trees that fronted the house. He
checked the tires and the ail, then did another inventory of the horse trailer's contents. They were
well-packed but there was no margin for error. An accident in thistruck would likely provefatd to
anyone within fifty yards.

He moved to the front and opened the trailer's side door to look at the launcher. It stood just over five
feet high, including the plate-sted base.

Purity of heart isto will one thing. Kierkegaard.

Everything was set. Except for Tommy. He could not allow Tommy to reach out again. That would be an
impurity.
He quietly closed thetrailer door and latched it, then put on his own combination lock, abig one.

No sense |etting anyone get at the pretty horses.

* k *x %

Sam gripped the vid in hisleft hand and dowly pushed open the door to Tommy'sroom. The small
nightlight that Tommy aways |eft on cast adim but reassuring glow. All the J-Loswatched Sam with
seductive smiles. And in the east corner, surrounded by his celebrity angels, Tommy lay deeping ashe
aways dept—deeply and innocently, making hislittle dog noises.

Four or fivetimes, Sam had siood here with thisvia in hishand, trying to make up hismind. In his other
life, facing someone who had done what Tommy had done and who had the potential to do so much
more, Sam would not have hesitated to put apistol to the man-boy's head and pull the trigger...

Now, the time had come for agentler, dower farewell.

Sam had been too ambitious. He could live with cutting back on the number of targets. The point would
be made.

Tommy'swork was done.

He moved dlently to the side of the bed, despite the plastic suit, avoiding the obstacles around the bed,
the crumpled papers and candy wrappers, the cansthat had once held chili, Tommy's favorite food when
Sam was away. He could not smell the room now but he remembered the aromawell: like the monkey
house a a zoo. Tommy's sheets had not been changed since Sam had done aload of wash five weeks

ago.

Sam opened the screw cap on the vid, held the vial afoot above Tommy's head, tipped it, and let the
powder drift. It fell inasmall dense cloud, billowing amost like steam but fading at the edges, seeming to
evaporateinitsfineness, its purity. It fell with such alightnessthat Tommy could not fed it and would not
amel it, though he might notice it on his sheetsand pillow in the morning. If Tommy turned and tossed,
the powder would be smoothed into the fibers, where it would blend in and get logt, finer than any
household dust.



Tommy bresthed—snuck, uck. Sam watched as he vacuumed part of a billow into his nose. His cheeks
puffed and alittle cloud blew out between hislips like yellowish cigarette smoke. It rose up and reversed

at awave of Sam's hand, then drifted across Tommy's eydids. Every motion made it lift from the smooth
pae skinin tendrils that returned with caressing tenacity.

It wants to go home.

Tommy's masterpiece.



CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN
Snohomish County

Traveling on the shiny, empty highway, walls of slent, dripping trees on either sde, William watched
Rebecca at the steering whed and tried to figure out who she was.

"l candrive,” he offered.
"l dwaysdrive,” shesad.

Her face was thin and strong and attractive, good cheekbones supporting skin that showed no signs of
laxity and had even firmed alittle under stress—those tight dimples. She did not look asif she smiled
often, neither did she have frown lines. Her tawny pupilswere surrounded by a startle of whites, and
when shelooked at William he could not decide whether she might be a harsh mistress or a sympathetic
schoolmarm, thank you maam, you're shore beautiful.

He cut off that line of thought—unproductive, unprofessional, and he wanted to keep hisbdls. “How
long have you worked bioterror?"

"Twenty years, off and on, mostly off thelast four years,” Rebeccasaid.
"What's that about aglove?’ he asked.

"Hatch Friskmaster,” Rebeccasaid. “Left hand. | borrowed it from Arizona. It's being examined at
Quantico.”

"My father sent me apair when | joined NY PD. Didn't wear them much.”
"Y ou never worked narcotics, did you?'
"No,” William said.

"Frank Chao found skin cells mixed with fragments of siliconein thefingertips,” Rebeccasaid. “ Clear
dlicone caulk isoneway to hide prints. It works—for awhile."

"Tel me about your anthrax theory. | wish there was afile or something to read.”
"| assume you're up on Amerithrax.”

" September and October, 2001,” William said. “ Envel opesfilled with anthrax spores sent through the
U.S. Mall. Five dead. Never found the culprit but they—we—did make life hell for some oddballs with
ties to wegpons research. Until about six years ago. Then—nothing. Nothing I've heard, anyway."

Rebecca nodded. “ The expertstold usit was impossible to manufacture such high-grade materia outside
of amgjor defenselab. The thinking back then wasit had to be some group or possibly abrilliant
individual from Fort Detrick or Porton Down, maybe Rhodesia or South Africa—scientistiswith formal
top-secret training and accessto labs. Microbiologists working for ustraced genetic Sgnaturesin the
bacillus—anthrax isakind of bacteriafound in soil, amazingly Smilar to gardener'sBT—"

"I know,” William said.

"Traced them to the so-called Ames strain. Not actudly from the University of Ames, lowa, asit turned



out, but isolated from acow in Texasin 1981 and sent to a number of labs, including Porton Down, but
not to Iraq or Russia. So we weren't dedling with another Sverdlovsk, 1979. That was
good—Amerithrax wasn't mailing drug-resistant spores..."

Rebeccafell silent for amoment, then murmured, “ After awhile, | just learned to never touch my eyes,
my nose. Always wash before going to the bathroom—and after. My hands got dl dry, like adoctor's. |
carried antibiotic skin cream wherever | went. Even affected my sex life. After awhile, guys sarted to
wonder about my little habits."

"Priceto pay,” William said.

"But | haven't had acold or theflu inten years.” She smiled. “What's the cost-benefit ratio? Therésan
idand near Scotland that's been off limitsfor forty years because of WW-2 research. The Brits spread
anthrax over sheep in cages. Within three days, the sheep got sick and died.”

"Gruinard,” William said. “ But that wasn't Ames, ether.”
Rebecca nodded appreciatively. “ A scholar.”
"I heard they finaly decontaminated it in 1986."

"I doubt thered estate will ever be worth much. The spores can stay in the soil for centuries. Anthrax isa
nasty little bug with a hardened spore and smple habits, al of them painful or deadly. One scientist |
talked to caled it ‘the devil inthedirt.””

"Aren't there vaccines?"

Rebeccanodded. “All sorts, plus antibiotics. Now, if someone's pretty far gone, they can dso use
something called GammaLysin. But nobody's ever convinced an entire country to get vaccinated. So we
vaccinate first responders—doctors, nurses—and soldiers, off and on, who might be exposed. But the
focusis off now. We haven't heard much about anthrax for years."

"Y ou think It's going to happen again?"

"God only knows,” Rebecca said. “But there is an dternate theory, about how it doesn't take Fort
Detrick to mail an anthrax letter. Carl Macek, an agent and agood guy, heand | came up with it over
drinksin a San Francisco bar one fine wet evening eight years ago. We had just attended a seminar on
forens ¢ nanotechnol ogy—high-tech future, end of crime, dl that crap. But | ran into aguy who told me
they were using inkjet printersto lay down microcircuits and tiny plagtic channels and things. And out of
the blue, Carl asked him, ‘ Could you just deposit tiny little blobs? Less than five microns?

"'No problem,” hetold us. * Could be abig thing in pharmaceuticals.” So Carl and | told News—Hiram
Newsome. And News got it right away. We did some research, and we were both hot on it until the
then-director started focusing on shit that nobody wanted to deal with. Pornography, of al things. And
then politicd shit.”

She took the turn once more onto the farm road. The car started jouncing but she did not Sow.
"Wheredid it go after that?” William asked.

"Nowhere,” Rebeccasaid. “It wasacold case. FBI had dready taken alot of heat for ruining the lives of
afew innocent suspects. Well, innocent of spreading anthrax, anyway. Carl Macek died of a heart attack
three years ago. And back then, Newswasn't Ay-Dick ... Assistant Director of Training Divison."



She dowed the car. The scene was surrounded by mobilelightson tall poles. It looked like atreefarm
on the night before Christmas. Analystswere gill in the yard and clambering gingerly over the collapsed
pit of the barn, doing their work through the early morning hours, evenintherain.

Rebecca parked beside an unmarked black panel truck festooned with antennas. She kicked down the
emergency brake. “Our newly appointed director is busy trying to keep the bureau from being
dismantled. News has more time in the bureau than he does, and alot more contacts and probably more
downright respect among field agents, and so for the moment nobody |ooks over his shoulder. And he
tellsmethersinterest again, in high places. So, here | am. And you."

"You'vegot aglove, sdiva, blood, and...?"

"You were listening, you snoop. Some people killed a state patrol officer rather than let themsalves be
caught with acargo of three hundred inkjet printers. Nobody knows where they were going—yet.
Almost smultaneoudy, we find the remains of moreinkjets on afarm in Washington state—abarn
owned by awhite supremacist. Why?"

"Maybe they were printing extracopiesof The Turner Diaries.”
Rebeccatightened her grip on the steering whedl. “1 don't want to screw it up again.”

William wasn't quite sure what to believe. He decided aneutral concession was best. “ At Quantico, it's
al just agame, until you think of the stakes."

"I hate games,” Rebeccasaid.

"Anthrax,” William said, and could not help shaking hishead. “ That kind of operation—it would take
dozens of skilled, heavily protected workers and hundreds of thousands of dollars worth of equipment.
We monitor dl lab equipment and antibiotics sdes.”

"We didn't back then. Despite years of threats and false darms, we didn't, God bless our pointy little
heads.”

William admitted that was true. “ Have there been any recent casesinthe U.S.?"

"Onein Texas, lagt year. Anillega dientried to eat part of adead steer. Four others at awedding party
in Oklahoma. A family daughtered and ate an infected sheep, medium rare.”” She gave him awry glance.
“Nobody knowswhat motivated Amerithrax. He sent out one envel ope before 9-11, then 9-11 redlly set
him off. Histargets didn't make alot of sense. Why lash out at The National Enquirer, for Chrigt's
sake? No profile we could come up with panned out. Suppose Amerithrax was responsible for both the
hoax |etters and the redl letters? For the different grades of anthrax mailed to different parties? Maximize
the confusion and terror, conserve the best product—and wait for another opportunity.”

"But no anthrax was sent out after 2001—or for that matter, after 10-4."

"And why not? Did hedie, ishelying low, or ishejust busy with something € se? Suppose now it'sthe
same guy, or asmall group of guys—wheat if the process can be mechanized, privately financed, kept
quiet for years?'

"That'salot to suppose,” William said.

"Carl and | did some caculations,” Rebeccasaid. “If you had afermentation tank of sufficient Szeand
used a high-efficiency growth medium, and then you have, say, one hundred inkjet printers, you could, in
theory, produce more than thirty kilos of perfectly wegponized anthrax sporesin six months. Hijack a



crop duster, and that's enough to spray every large city on the west coast. Thereisn't that much
antibioticsin the entire world. Back in 2001, that's what we thought terrorists might have been
planning—to use a crop duster to spray acity. The bastards couldn't get crop dusters so they took
jetlinersingtead, a poor second by comparison. Now, suppose someone has stockpiled tons of the Stuff,
ready to go, right here?'

Rebecca got out. Over the car's roof she stared at him for a second, then said, “I want another chance,
another look—without Agent Trune watching over our shoulders. Humor me.”

* k% k %

Thetrailer was quiet. Only two police officers and two FBI agentsremained insde, Sitting before
computersfiling the pieces of information they had been handed earlier in the day and drinking black
coffee from large cups.

Rebecca requested an access code to the server, then spun around abig monitor onitsrolling stand. The
monitor had been used to brief local chiefs and agents. She fast-forwarded through Griff's video until she
cameto the sted organ-pipe cluster—the hedgehog. Griff's voice hissed from the display's small
speakers. “ They could use the tractor to haul that Calliope outside. I'm wondering why, though."

Rebecca paused. “Y ou okay with seeing thisagain?’ she asked William.

"Sofar,” William said, and pulled up achair. The other agents turned to watch. Rebeccaresumed the
video, then split the screen between the two helmet-mounted cameras.

Alice Watson spoke next. “ Fireworks,” shesaid. “ Shit."
They had been looking right at each other, two thick monstersin olive-green suits.

Griff extended histhumb. | should have thought of that. Hey, listen up, guys. Alice just set off a
little light bulb.”

"We heard,” said someone off Site, probably Andrewsfrom HDS Redstone. “ Watch for devices
triggered by bright ideas."

"Well, why didn't we think of it earlier? Portable fireworks launcher. Atta girl. Why?'

Rebeccaran the video back to the stedl pipe assembly. “Lookslike ahedgehog. What in hell isit for?’
she asked in an undertone. “Can you actudly use fireworks to spread a powder?"

Another man entered the room. “1 heard you two were staying up late,” he said.

They both turned and Rebecca shut off the monitor. She did not know him. He had tight black hair and
broad cheeks and a turned-up nose. He was wearing a DS cap—Diplomatic Security. “Y ou're Rebecca
Rose, right?’ he asked.

"Yan

"And thisis Griff's pup?’ The DS agent held out his hand. “ Sorry about your father. We're rooting for
him"

Rebeccalooked him over coolly. “What can we do for you?"'
"David Grange. Specid Agent Trunesaid | could take alook around, in the spirit of sharing.”

"Do you suspect athreat to our esteemed State Department?”



Grange smiled. “ The Patriarch has been on our list Since before | was born. Congratulations. But more to
the point, I'm curious asto why you're here.”

"Fair enough,” Rebeccasaid. “Have you looked at this gpparatus?’ She wheeled the display around to
show him the hedgehog.

"Put it out for the smash and dent sdle. It'smostly just little pieces.”
"You'velooked at it."

The DS agent squeezed his eyestogether and looked asif divulging anything might be painful. “ Griff
should never have forced theissue,” he said. “If he hadn't pushed the Patriarch, we could have gonein
dow. Wed have moreto look at now than just broken tubing.”

William walked around behind Grange, leaving Rebeccain front of him. “1 beg your pardon?” William
asked.

"No disrespect,” Grange said, twisting his head.

"FBI found the Patriarch, staked him out, alerted everyoneto his presence,” William said. “How isthat a
screw-up?

"l didn't say it was."
"Sameas"

"l beg your pardon.”

Rebecca gave the DS agent a gesture with her hand and shoulder. *Y ou've got cream on your lip, Mr.
Cat. Willing to contribute something ussful ?*

Grange pulled up afolding chair and sat. “DS and FBI have along history of friendly dealings. Though
sometimeswe do let you hog our credit.” He pointed to the display. “ The stedl tubes are scorched inside
and around the lips. Tests show traces of polybutadiene and sprinkles of aluminum—ike the charge that
blew the barn. Plus talcum powder and small glass beads driven down into the base. Do you know much
about fireworks?'

"No,” Rebeccasad.

"Y ou might want to learn. After all, the big question is, what'll they think of next?1 hear you have some
interesting theories, Agent Rose. Maybe we can compare notes. I'd like that. But not now. Too much
doghouse stink in your agency."

"Yourewith BuDark, aren't you?’ Rebecca asked.

David Grange stood and intoned, “Y ou do not see me. | am not here.” He walked through the rear door,
waving his hand. “ Give my best to Hiram Newsome."

Rebeccalooked at the door. She wore asimple frown, like apuzzled little girl. “ Pug-faced shithead,” she
murmured.

"Beg your pardon?’ William asked.

"Welivein an age of cooperation,” Rebeccasaid. “ But this case, this bastard, ismine.” Shelooked
back to the display.



"I know alittle about fireworks,” William said. “ Griff taught me one summer a Lon Guyland. New Y ork.
If thisisalauncher, it'sweird. Custom job, small tubes. Rockets, not mortars. Backyard shows, not
Disney World. My guessis, it would launch ten or fifteen Smple starburstsin successon, not dl a
once—that much heat would warp the base—set to go off a between five hundred and two thousand
feet. You'd load the tubes depending on where you wanted the starbursts to appear—Ieft, right, center.
Not a showstopper.”

Rebecca smiled, impressed. “Why glass beads?

"Insulation,” William said. “ Between layers. Y ou can also use metd foil, paper wadding, sand, clay ...
sometimes, baby powder."

"Trune and Grange seemsto think that thisis the launcher that spread yeast dl over the farm. What do
you think?'

"I don't know,” William said. “ Gets pretty hot insgde an exploding rocket. Should cook anything dive.”
"That'swhat they said about Challenger,” Rebeccasaid.

"The shuitle?

""2003. Tumbled out of orbit, breaking up and burning. But big pieces came down."

"The agtronauts dl died,” William sad.

"Smadll things survived. An entire ant colony experiment was found intact, remember?’

He shook hishead. “I wasjust getting out of college.”

Rebeccaran the video back and then forward, several times. “ That's what brought the deputy out herein
thefirg place,” shesaid. “Lotsof starbursts over four or five nights. How much yeast in each charge? A
few ounces? Haf apound?’

Then she advanced the video al the way to the bags of yeast stored in the basement stals. “ French.
Good stuff, | guess.”

William pointed. “ They've been wrapped in double plagtic. It's shiny. Theinner bags aren't sedled.
They've been closed up again with big staples.”

"So they were,” Rebeccasaid.

"But the bags look full. Maybe they had been opened and then—either they weren't used or they were
refilled."

“"Hm"
"But refilled with what—more yeast?!

"If the andysts had found anthrax, we wouldn't be here,” Rebecca said. “ Maybe the yeast was treated,
mixed with glass beads. Maybe they used the empty bagsto hold clay or baby powder.” Sheranthe
video ahead. Watson and Griff had pretty thoroughly recorded the barn's basement.

"Arethose box kites?” Rebecca asked.
"Maybe,” William said. “ That could be a powder station,” he added as Griff surveyed the benches.



“Packing molds, shaping wedges.”
"Just fireworks?" Watson asked on the video.
"Did the Patriarch do the packing?’ Rebecca asked.

"Hisfamily, maybe. Thekids. Griff and | put on asmall show one August for some neighbors. Things
going bang, what's not to like?'

On the video, Griff was watching sparks dance at the rear of the basement. They could barely see
through the drifting haze of black dugt. “ Screw this,” Watson said.

Rebeccaturned off the display. “ The Patriarch wasn't doing it dl by himsdlf,” she said. “And he wasn't
the boss. Thisisnot hisstyle”

"What about his sons?'

"Held never let his sonstake the lead on a project. But that's not what | mean. He was working with
somebody with new ideas. Somebody who convinced him it would be worth hiswhileto stake hisfarm
just to ride shotgun. Something huge.”

Thetrailer let out afew cresks asthewind blew. The valley was sheltered and the air had been rdatively
gtill for weeks. Now, the weather was changing.

"Proof of concept,” William said. “Box kites to check wind direction. And they could have launched a
dummy load—yeast. Y east wouldn't attract as much attention aslarge amounts of BT."

"But did they havetimeto finish?’ Rebeccaglanced at her watch. 1 wonder if someone has caught up
with the Patriarch's family. Maybe they're in protective custody. Maybe DS or Homeland Security has
them.”

"Wouldn' they let us know?"

"What do you think?" Rebecca asked. “We're second-class citizens, didn't you hear? We could ask and
say pretty please.”

"Another conferencein ten minutes,” one of the agents aerted them from the door.
"Fiveo'clock,” Rebeccasaid, looking a her watch. * Gluttons for punishment?

"Eight o'clock New Y ork time,” William said. “News cycle coming up, everyone wants to be on the
same page.”



CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT
Virginia

Fouad Al-Husam woke to the gentle pulse of jazz from the motel clock radio. He washed, laid out his
rug, and performed morning prayers. After, he read the Quran for an hour, then repacked hiskit.

Thetortured man had looked like Fouad's uncle Sdim, in hisyounger days, ahandsome, smiling man
fond of digpensing candy to his nieces and nephews at family gatherings. It was difficult to imagine Sdim
being tortured. Salim had been dmost as much of afather to him as hisown father.

The phone buzzed. Fouad zipped his kit and answered.
"Beready to move out in ten minutes,” afemale voice said at the other end.
"Whoisthis?” Fouad asked.

"Lance Corpora Chandy Bergstrom. I'm your escort. There's been a change of plans. I'm to take all of
you here a the Podunk Hilton to amilitary airport for rapid deployment. Will you be ready, Agent
Al-Husam?'

"I will,” Fouad said.
"Thank you. Big adventure.”
"Yes, of course.”

Fouad put down the receiver and looked around the room. He closed his Quran, dipped it into itsleather
travel bag, and returned the razor to his shaving kit.



CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE
Washington State

Rebecca had found them a decent motel just off the freeway in Everett. At two in the afternoon, William
was adeep in hisroom but she sat on her bed—her hard, rented bed—with aglass of water balanced on
the corner. She stared at the window. Daylight knifed through a crack in the drapes, then—a shadow.
Someone with kids passed by on the walkway outside. A man and the kids laughed and tusded and a
woman gently reined them in.

Redl life. That woman did not have to deegp done. That woman did not have an attitude that drove men
away. Nearly everyone spent alife free from the immediate ravages of crime. They were the sane ones
because they were isolated, deluded into fedling safe.

The insane ones broke their brains and bodies trying to protect them.

She removed her notebook and flipped through her shorthand record of the briefing at the Patriarch's
farm. SAC John Keller had ddlivered the briefing to the governor and a group of top law enforcement
officers. There were smears on the second page of her notebook. In the middle of the briefing, it had
darted sprinkling again.

Her date chimed. It was Hiram Newsome a Quantico. “ Rose here."

"Not much time, Rebecca. | hear Griff isbreathing on his own. He's off the supercritica list. He could
regain consciousness tonight or tomorrow.”

"I'l el William."

"BDI informs me they know the wheregbouts of at least afew of the Patriarch'sfamily, but that infois
being kept in-house for the time being. Both Diplomatic Security and BDI have been behaving redl
peculiar lately. BDI may get whupped worse by the current adminisiration than FBI, long-term. If DSis
involved, that probably means BuDark. Alphabet soup gets cold fast, doesn't it?

Rebecca could hardly keep the agencies straight any more. With each intelligence and security failure,
success ve adminigtrations had multiplied the bureaucracies, perhapsin hopes of spreading future blame.
Shewas least fond of BDI—the Bureau of Domestic Intelligence, which had been formed two years
after—and despite the existence of—the FBI's National Security Service. It was rumored that BDI had
been the source of much of the shit for which the FBI was now taking blame. “News, isn't it about time
some of usgot told what in hel BuDark is?!

"Well, they've taken one of our agents from the last class, Fouad Al-Husam, aong with about twenty
other Arab-speakersfrom FBI and CIA. BuDark has been raiding every agency in town except BDI
and Secret Service, pulling out Middle East experts. | assume well betold in the next few weekswhere
they're putting our agents. If they fed the anxious need to be courteous.”

"They'renot CIA?

"Presidentid black opswould be my guess. I've had three meetings with the director in the last day and a
haf, and he's not going to fight aturf war unless we come up with something certain.”

"Well, herésacertainty,” Rebeccasaid, lifting aprintout from her briefcase. “ Thereis no anthrax in the
ink cartridges from the printers found in the Petriarch's barn. But the cartridges didn't hold ink, elther.



They werefilled with Canolacil. They may have been prepped but never used. And there were alot
more empty benches than there were printers.”

"Something got interrupted.”
"Two somethings,” Rebecca said. “Wetook down the Patriarch, and the truck got stopped in Arizona."

"Maybe therés athird something,” Newsome said. “I'm hearing rumors about anthrax being used against
civiliansin Irag. Could that be connected?

"| don't see how."

Newsome sighed. “Unless you find a connection, we're not going to get any help from DS. | can send
you acouple of prime guysto help.”

"Griffin'sfine”
"Griffin'sgreen.”

"He doesnt irritate the hell out of me.” Rebeccadrew her brows together and looked at the sunny ditin
the drawn curtains.

"You'reaswdl broad, Rebecca, you know that?'
"I'm abitch, News. How are they treating you?"

"Don't ask. OIG is done with me but they're interviewing teaching staff tomorrow. The director and
deputy director are going before Senate Judiciary on Wednesday. Senate reform bill isstill in committee,
but it's got firm Democratic support, so headquartersis activating contingency plansjust to keep ahead of
the curve”

"Screw the Dems."
"Mr. Hoover had afine relationship with FDR."

"Hewasthelast,” Rebeccasaid. “ They've been gunning for us ever since Louis Freeh ID'd Clinton's
jism. Even before that. Good oI’ Immy Carter got Clarence Keley when hiswife was dying—"

"Keep it to asmmer, Rebecca. | am.”

"If BDI or some other agency has Patriarch family membersin custody, | need to talk with them. My
preference, give me one of the sons.”

"I'll push. | should know by tomorrow."
"Bewdl, News."

She returned the phone to her pocket, then lay back on the bed—and rolled and grabbed the glass of
water just asit started to spill. Fast asacat. But degp was never enough to keep her from fegling worn
down.

Rebecca Rose was afraid of one thing—afraid that she wanted out. She had nine more years before she
hit the GS-1811 wall, but ill...

"Thisbastard isthelast one,” she promised herself, and closed her eyes.



It seemed seconds later, she choked and looked up to see aman with dirty blond hair leaning over the
bed. He had one hand on her throat and in the other he held a L eatherman with the blade out and locked.

"My daddy's dead,” he growled.

A ribbon of spit fell into her eye.

Thump.

William opened one eye and stared at the bed cover. He had not pulled it back—he was till
dressed—and for amoment he wondered where he was and why.

Helooked at the clock on the nightstand but that was no good—it had been off by four hourswhen he
camein. It said ten o'clock. He guessed he had dept soundly for about two hours. So it was now about
six. Timeto think about finding some food and getting back to work. There was a Panda Express across
the street from the motel. Something with noodles would taste good.

He washed hisfacein the bathroom.
Thump.

Rose was up and making noise. But it wasn't her style to make sounds loud enough to come through the
walls. He glanced a the Lynx display. Shewas till on histeam grid. Rebecca habitualy kept her mike
off but she had not switched to privacy mode, something older agents frequently forgot.

He lowered hisarm with some embarrassment. Likelooking in on alady in her boudoir—he could get a
sense of what she was doing by her vital signs.

He quickly wiped hisface with ahand towel and pulled aside the curtain afew inches. A thin
brown-haired girl in apioneer dress—something in gingham, anyway, with blue checks and akind of
apron, real Little House on the Prairie—walked past. He heard the door to the right, Rebecca's door,
open and close.

Rebecca had visitors.
He wondered why she hadn't told him.
"Shit,” hesaid. Typica new agent, jumping at boo-squat.

But Rebeccawas quiet as a cat. He did not remember ever hearing her move or even take a step. She
wore rubber soles.

And the pioneer girl was completely out of fashion in this part of the state. Real Bo-Peep. Thistime, his
curiosity about Rebecca's vital signswas purely professond. If she's got Mary and her lamb coming
up to the room, wouldn't I need to know that about a partner?

Helifted his watch again and punched the display through her stats. Sure enough, her stress numbers
were up ... way beyond the levels of sexua stimulus. Aswell, her skin conductivity had atered and the
sniffer in Rebeccas unit was picking up adistinct pong of stress and fear.

If she's a Leshian, she doesn't want to be.

He unbolted the door, |et the chain and latch down gently. On the grit-surfaced floor just outside
Rebecca's door lay apiece of brass-plated chain. The end of the chain had been clipped with abolt



cutter.

William took a step. The next door beyond Rebecca's room was open. He looked |eft. At the end of the
wakway stood a service cart hung with alaundry bag and stacked with fresh sheets and rolls of toilet
paper, bucketsfilled with little bottles of sogp and shampoo, and folded white towels.

Heturned to face therail looking out over the parking lot. In front of the motdl, aplump womanina
brown maid's uniform ran across the street as fast as her stocky legs could carry her.

Getting the hdll out.

Now was the time to jump to conclusions. Someone had taken the maid's pass key and deadbolt shim.
They had brought their own bolt cuttersfor the chain.

Thiswasred.
Gingham=pioneer spirit.
Christ, it'sthem. They found us.

William shut his door to a crack. Before his conscious mind could catch up, he had hisdate in hand and
had punched the button for agent assistance. Then he took his SIG from under the pillow. It vibrated in
recognition of hiskeycode.

The automated Bureau phone voi ce came back; hislocation was pinpointed and local police or other
agents would be there as soon as possible. “If you are able, leave your message.”

"One agent hostage, one active, thislocation. Request any and al backup.” He closed the unit and Sung
it on his belt. From here on, the date would track his movements and relay whatever he was hearing to
the Sesattle first response center.

He put his ear to the wall. Through the plaster, just barely, he caught: " Strip her. She'swired.”
Male, angry and not too old.

Then, “How do you know she's a fed?" A young woman or teenager. Paper crackled.
William's Lynx made alittle wheep. Rebeccawas now off histeam grid.

"Check her purse.”

"I don't seea purse.”

"Then check her jacket!"

William opened the door again and flattened himself againgt thewall to theright. He knew better than to
announce himsdf. They would cut or shoot her and then try to shoot him. If they had gonethisfar, they
weren't too concerned about their own lives.

They had been followed from the farm, perhaps from the town. Do they even know I'm here?

From next door he heard amuffled grunt. Then the male's voice, louder: "He went to get pizza, right?
You kill my daddy and then you run off to eat pizza and fornicate, right?"

Thegirl'svoice “ Keep it down, Jeremiah.”



"Get her badge! | want to make her eat it!"

They had opened the door to the wrong room first and found it empty. Then they had broken into
Rebecca's room.

William sucked in adeep breath, letting it go with aquick and nearly sllent ohhmmmmmm. He had
learned that from a homicide detective.

"I'm going to slice you open like a squealing pig. We're going to watch while you bleed to death.”

If he kicked at the door and went in now they'd kill her instantly. Backup would not arrivein time. He
had just afew minutes, if that, while they toyed with her.

William looked at the maid's cart.

* * % %

The young man with dirty blond hair and the finest little blue eyes—the girl had caled him
Jeremiah—tossed Rebecca's gun aside once he saw it would not fire for him. The girl kicked it under the
televison cabinet.

Rebecca sat hunched over on the side of the bed, her folded hands between her legs. They had ripped
the buttons on her blouse and pulled it down from her shoulders, redtricting her arm movements and
pulling away her Lynx sensors. She had not been freeto hit her panic button beforeit was on the floor.
Her coat and creds were in the closet. She had removed her belt and packs before lying down and they
were on the bathroom counter. The young man and the girl had not yet gone into the bathroom.

For the moment it was best not to talk. They wanted her divelong enough to have their fun and express
themsdves.

Jeremiah sat beside Rebecca, reaching around with his right hand and poking the tip of the gray blade
againg theright sde of her throat. She could fed adrop of blood diding like awarm dug to her clavicle.

The girl stepped closer, Sdeways, asif afraid, then leaned over. She gasped as Rebecca met her eyes,
then reached out and dapped her. Rebeccaturned her face to one side. Dressmaker's dummy. Let them
think shewasin shock. Not too far wrong. She must have been deeping like alog. Her mouth tasted dry
and sour. She could see the blood drop ooze its way down her breast. It spread out in the lace of her
bra

The girl reached into the folds of her dress and brought out a Smith & Wesson 9mm. She pointed it at
Rebecca's head.

The young man shook his hair asde and moved the knife down. Hisleft hand held her |eft arm at the
elbow. His head was about six inches behind and to her left. He leaned awkwardly on the bed. He would
go off balance with lessthan anudge. If hefdl, the knifewould dice her throat but probably not cut

anything vital.
Stll, she hated being cut—any kind of cuit.
And then the girl would put adug in her brain.

"You raided private property,” Jeremiah said. “Y ou shot our daddy. Y ou sent in the whole damned army
and just shot him like adog. Gutless cowards. Y ou have no ideawhat we were getting ready for, what
we had dl planned out, no idea, do you?"



"I'mlistening,” Rebeccasad. “Tel me”
"Tel you what, bitch?'

"Tell mewhat happened. | wasn't there."
"You'readamned liar!"

Spit flew again. She wanted to wipe her eye but didn't dare. The young man's spit from a minute ago was
gtting on the corner of her lid, still damp. “What's your sister's name?’ Rebecca asked. She could barely
talk. The knife made a shallow dice as her throat moved. She grimaced. “ Ow."

The boy backed the knife off haf aninch. Good sign, for now.
"She's not my sigter. Shel's my stepmother. Daddy had four wives."
"on"

Rebecca smelled oranges. Thousands of oranges.

"We're getting out of here. We have money, safe houses, they'll never find us. Y ou'll never tell. Y ou don't
know it yet but you're already dead."

Jeremiah had rebdanced himsdf, ayoung man's naturd caution, had pulled the knife back another inch
and scootched himsalf forward on the bed. Not awell-trained move.

Also good.

"Right,” Rebeccasad.

"Whered the other one go?’ the girl asked. “We saw two of you check in."
"Heleft,” Rebeccasaid. “He went back."

"Back where?'

"To Sedttle. I'm off-duty.”

The girl awkwardly gripped the 9mm in both hands. She didn't seem to know how to useit. Her eyes
were dark brown and with her thin face and sallow skin she wasn't very pretty. Rebecca saw, through
the long dress, that the girl was at least Six months pregnant. She looked more worried than angry but the
dap had stung. And her finger was making little jerks on the trigger.

"How long before you're due?’ Rebecca asked, and then cringed inwardly. No need to remind her of her
condition or her lost husband.

"You dut,” thegirl said. “Wewered| doing God'swork."
"Shut up,” Jeremiah said. “Let'sjust cut her and get the hell out of here. Well wait in the other room."

Again the knife touched Rebecca's throat and drew blood. She could fed the young man's arm tighten.
Shelooked up at the window. Bright flickering yellow warmed the rectangle of inner curtains.

"Something'sonfire,” shesad.

* k k %



William hegped four rolls of toilet paper on therailing with tails dragging on the deck. He then squirted
them al with streamers of orange-smelling fluid from the bottle of Goo-Gone he had found in the cleaning
tray on the cart. Unwinding more toilet paper around the bottom of the railing, he made sureto leave a
gpacein front of the door. He did not want them to shrink back into the room. He wanted them to open
the door, ook at thefire, and then try to escape—without hurting Rebecca.

"Whét the hell are you up to?" aman caled from the parking lot. William took abook of motel
matches—some people still rented smoking rooms, thank God—and lit the soaked, citrus-scented
bundles. The result wasimmediate—awall of brilliant flame right in front of the window to Rebecca's
room.

He reached around and pounded on the door. “Firel” he shouted. “Everyone out NOW!"

For an agonizing few seconds, he hung back flat to the wall. He shot a glance out to the street through the
flames and then to the l€ft, at people milling in the parking lot. They were staring up, mouths geping. He
did not dare shout for them to leave. No sign of patrol carsor fire trucks or any other assistance. The
smoke billowed black under the roof. What astupid ass thing to do. What if the whole place burned
down?

How long until the manager or someone came running with an extinguisher and stood in hisline of fire?

He heard shrill, childish cries and a hoarse shout inside the room and then the door opened. William
stayed flat againgt thewall. A hand clutching a sted blade poked out and then withdrew. He heard
scuffling then ametallic pop—not a gunshot—and amist of water puffed through the door. The room's
gprinkler system had gone off.

"Firel” William shouted. “ The roof's collgpsing! Get out now!"

A young man with blond hair lurched out, wiping water from his eyes, waving the knife asif fanning avay
the flames. William swung aquarter turn with gun in both hands, crouched, barrdl pointing right at the
center of the blond man'storso.

"FBI, drop the knife and get your hands up!” William shouted. “ Do it now!” The flame ebbed but thick
smoke blew onto both of them.

"Jesus!” the boy shouted. He did not drop the knife. He couldn't see William or his gun. The smoke had
finished the job the water had started. William began apull, let it off. The boy stumbled blindly away from
the door, blade wavering, pointing straight out, then down.

"Drop the knife NOW!"

The young man shuddered and opened his hand. The knife handle hit the deck and bounced. Insdethe
room William heard agirl scream then agunshot. The window blew out over the young man and he
collapsed to hisknees, covered with shards of glass. “ Jesus, Jesus,” he mewed.

Rebecca lurched out with atwist of blond hair in her fist. Her blouse had been ripped and pulled down
around her shoulders. She tugged the girl in the gingham dress out onto the deck and flung her at theiron
raill and the burning stacks of toilet paper. The girl bounced off, knocking flaming, smoking rollsdown to
the cars and asphalt. Rebecca and the girl were now between William and the crouching young man.
Rebecca saw this through strings of wet hair and siwung about with adancer's precision, pushing the girl
at William. William caught her, twisted one of her arms around, and had her face-down on the deck. He
knedled on top of her. Both of the girl's hands were empty but clutching, scratching at his pants. He
pressed akneein her back hard enough to make the vertebrae pop. The girl oofed and got quiet.



"Wherésthe gun?’ William shouted.
Smokerolled away.

The boy looked sideways, eyes wide and red. He reached out. Rebecca kicked the knife under therail
and over the parking lot. Then she kicked the young man in the side, hard, which put him once more on
his back, and sscomped him right in the groin with a bare bleeding foot. He curled up like apillbug,
dternately moaning and screaming. Sheflipped him over in the glass and pulled back both of hisarms.

The manager came up from the other Side, praying foam over everything. “Fuck thisl” he was shouting.
“Y ou trying to burn me out?"

"FBI,” William said, wiping hiseyes.
"I've called the cops, you fuckwad, I've called the fire department—"

"Got your cuffs?” Rebecca called out. The young man jerked and struggled and she smacked him hard
across the back of the head, then forced hisface into the glass. William tossed her the cuffs from his belt.
She caught them through aswinging arc of foam.

Rebecca's broad, well-defined shoulders, smudged with soot, glistened as she bound the young man.
With dripping hair askew, black brassiere reveded, dacks halfway down her hips—showing the top
gretch of pink panties—she looked absolutely amazing. The young man gasped as shelifted her knee of f
his lower spine. The manager's foam findly ran out and he flung the tank against the stucco. It bounced
and rolled. They weredl covered with hissing, dripping retardant.

"Careful with the girl, she's pregnant,” Rebeccawarned William.

She had humped up strangely. He eased her over on her side. The girl moaned between quick bursts of
prayer.

Gun. He leaned far enough to see apistol on the floor of Rebecca's room, far out of anyone's reach.

"Room'sclear,” Rebeccasad.

Beow, tenants were backing out their cars and leaving. The manager shouted over therailing: they hadn't
paid their bills.

Chest heaving, Rebecca toed a blackened, sodden roll of toilet paper. “What the hell wasthat?’ she
asked William.

"Advanced tactics,” William said.

She sucked in her bregth, pulled up the shoulders of her blouse, and gave him the sweetest smile. “You
bastard,” she said.



CHAPTER THIRTY
Turkey/lraq

The Superhawk hit awall of air over the endlesswrinkled blanket of the Zagros mountains. It shuddered
like astunned ox and fell for afew hundred feet until the blades growled, bit air again, and
whanga-whanged like a Jamaican stedl band. Fouad had never heard a sound like that and it made him
go pae. He clutched at the belt over hisdung seet.

Acrossfrom him, Specid Agent Orrin Fergus signed a thumbs up and then tapped his nose. Fergus
shouted, “ The shit ismostly over. Were coming into Diyada. That'san Iragi muhafazah. Province or
whatever."

"Governorate,” said the master sergeant on Fouad's left. He was a compact, well-muscled man about
Fouad's age, fully tricked out in flak plate and desert camouflage, helmet overlaid with headphone and
gogs and arucksack full of folded plastic maps. His dedicated satlink kept him fully informed about
activity in the area—whét little activity there was. He was a connected kind of guy and looked like a
robot samurai.

The crew chief moved to therear. “Down in thirty. Use the green bucket if you are so moved. Captain
Jeffries does not like adippery deck.” He looked hard at Fouad. “Firg time?'

Fouad nodded.

The crew chief used his boot to shift the bucket next to Fouad.

"l will befine,” Fouad said, looking up with wide black eyes.

The crew chief grinned and walked back to his position on fire control.

"They cal Kifri UXO Central,” Master Sergeant said. “ Decades of back and forth between the Kurds
and the Sunnis. The nationa animd isthe Gambian rat. They use ‘em to sniff out mines and ordnance.
Happy little beasts, work like sonsabitches. Last time we were through here an Iragi film company was
making an epic about Arabs ssomping Persians fourteen hundred years ago. Pretty big dedl. Then the
director stepped on a Codition bomblet and blew off hisleg. Took out a cameraman, too. Shit. They
werefeding pretty low that day."

"Do they mind that we are here?’” Fouad asked.

"The folksin Baghdad mostly don't give afuck,” Master Sergeant said with agrin. “ They're supposed to
be our dlies, so weturn ablind eye when they kick Kurdish butt.”

Orrin Fergus moved over to Fouad's side and shouted into his ear. “We're going to meet up with Tim
Harrissteam in Kifri. Y oull conduct theinterrogation for us. Harriss accent just makes‘em blink. How's
your skill at thelocd didect?’

"l don't know,” Fouad said, feding unsure of himself, and for reasons other than his scomach. “Here they
may speak Arabic, but also Kurdish, Turkish, or even Aramaic or Assyrian. If they are Yazidis—"

"Thisyear, they mostly spesk Arabic,” said Master Sergeant. “ At least that's what we've been told. |
love surprises, don't you? Well find out when we get there."



"If wefind bodies, I'll be busy,” Fergus said. “ So keep your eyes and ears open. Tak to thelocals, if
any, but keep your cards close. | hear theré's afellow named Tabrizi or something like that waiting in
town. They don't need to know anything from us. Since we haven't been issued MOPP gear, just filter
masks and BAMs, anything requiring magjor decon will delay our start by ten minutes while the crew sedls
the cabin. Well have to wait for decon until we get back to Incirlik. And if we're dirty or acting
weird—waell, | hear Kifri isoutstanding thistime of year."

Fergus specidized in bioweapons and had been qualified asamedical examiner beforejoining the FBI.
Fouad muttered the acronyms under his breath: MOPP was Mission Oriented Protective Posture, BAM
was Biological Agent Monitor.

The Superhawk circled the town.

"Dropinfive,” the captain announced. “Master Sergeant isyour god. We drop and then we go park and
we will pickup, and you will be there on his command.”

Fouad nodded compliance, though the pilot could not see him.

* * * %

Most of Kifri looked like a collection of shoeboxes kicked open by unruly children. Shattered brown
domes and hollowed-out two-story houses clustered around the skeleton of abazaar. Only afew of the
houses and buildings were till standing. Six years of civil war and Kurdish cleansing and decades of
tyranny before that—including phosphorus bombs from Saddam—had sucked most of the life out of the
town. The Superhawk flew south over aruined military ingalation, an antique, war-stamped moonscape.

These were the leftovers from when Americans had briefly dreamed they could save the world from
terrorism, one miserable tyranny at atime. Now, afew Y anks gtill flew in, around, and about, and the
Iragis did very little if anything to stop them—everybody knew they were just buzzing, likeflies.

Kifri was a poster child for the cancer of history and hatred and nation-building. Nations don't get
built—they grow like mold. Irag was awhimpering mess, abandoned on the Sddlines of anew war. Iran
was the center of action now. Defiantly nuclear, it was being taken on—diplomaticdly, so far, but with
many threats covert and otherwise—by the UN, Europe, Russia, and even China. The Americans had
opted in asjunior partners, alowing that its alies had a bigger stake because they were within range of
Iran'smissiles.

Americans no longer had much heart for direct fighting in Irag, so they flew support and reconnaissance
and pounded the ground in afew areas, hunting up intelligence,

Fouad tried to keep from shivering. Fergus and Master Sergeant shared a smoke. The sun through the
windows swept brilliant squares over their chests as the Superhawk circled, and then they dowed and
dropped. Master Sergeant unstrapped, found his balance, and motioned for the crew chief to throw open
the door. The mid-morning glare blinded Fouad. Then he saw pale brown houses, broad unpaved
Streets, dry potholes, craters, broken windows under shattered wooden awnings, atwo-story
government building, Iragi guards Sitting and standing around the brick steps, smoking cigarettes and
watching—and aHumvee flying ablue and yellow flag fromits high antenna.

Fergus grabbed Fouad'sarm. “Let'sgo."

They jumped to the dirt street and ran from under the shadowy wind of the blades. A man in akhaki shirt
and pale green cargo pants with lots of pockets, acamera around his neck, abig red head of hair and no
hat matched speed and pumped Fouad's hand and then swung about and waved to the Superhawk
pilots. Fergusintroduced him. Thiswas Specid Agent Tim Harris, Diplomatic Security, liaisonin Iraq



between the FBI and the CIA and definitely part of BuDark.
The pilot lifted the chopper away. Fouad |ooked over his shoulder.

"Welcometo Kifri, home of the stupid and the brave,” Harris said. “ The wesather today isdry and dightly
uncool, sporadic pissing contests with the police guard, but no sign of astorm. We now proudly fly the
blue and yellow flag of officid Baghdad approval because they want to know who's using anthrax to kill
Kurdish Jewsin atown where there should not any longer be Kurds, much less Jews."

The Master Sergeant opened the Humvee's door and sat shotgun. He carried a machine pistol with an
assault clip like aflattened ram's horn. Harris had two Glocks, one in ashoulder holster, the second
under hisleft cuff, above his boot. The Humvee had a ROA G—Remotely Operated Auto-targeting
Gun—arapid-fire twenty millimeter mounted over the roof like asmal steel sawage pipe.

Insde, with the engine running, the Humvee cooled quickly. They were surrounded by two inches of
punch-suck armor, just barely enough to stop an old RPG, not enough to worry the nose-heavy,
dag-gplat anti-tank shell currently in fashion in these parts. Three UAV s—automated aerid
drones—relayed data from hundreds of metersin the sky. Screensin the dashboard popped up as Harris
spun the vehicle about. Sensors started pinging like sonar in a submarine, scoping out potential targets.
Echoes from around corners attracted particular attention. Sound trackers on the roof could zero in on
weapons action and coordinate return fire through UAV's and their only other air support, the
Superhawk.

The vehicle had aCombat Guidance unit—it could drive itsdf to arendezvousif itsdrive train and whedls
were intact but humansingde were incapacitated. Fouad could not help but believe that it had eyesand
earsand awill of itsown. Machines had evolved fagter than men in the fog of war.

* k x %

Thelarge white house on the outskirts of Kifri might once have been comfortable: acement-walled
single-story square surrounded a courtyard, the square itself fenced in by battered black iron and what
might have once been a cactus garden. For blocks around, al the other houses were rubble.

The Humvee rumbled over atoppled gate and stopped. An older man in aworn dirty business suit with a
white kerchief wrapped round his head stood up from the porch and lifted his arm. Fergus stepped out
firs. Master Sergeant was more cautious. He moved dowly, surveying everything with critica eyes.

"Superhawk is parking, gents,” he announced, tapping his headphones. “We have forty-five minutes and
you know | will pull y'al out before that.”

Harris opened his door lagt, throat bobbing.
Fouad followed Fergus and they stood by the Humvee.

The older man in the white kerchief approached Fouad with a suspicious glance at the others and
cautioudy extended hisright hand. “ As-salaamu alelkum,” he greeted. Then he hugged Fouad and
sniffed his cheeks. “1 am glad you are here. It isnot proper, what happened. We must be careful. This
dill isahouse of death.”

All heads turned. An engineroared far off down a deserted street. A small rust-pocked Subaru Forester
drove up to thegatein acloud of dust. A tanned hairy arm stuck out and waved. Master Sergeant
tapped his headphones asif to knock out what he was hearing. Hislip curled.

"Gents, home office says we have amandatory guest.”



* * % %

"Hell, Kifri isthe last place I'd expect to find Saddam'’s hidden stockpiles,” the large, barrel-chested man
said as he gpproached the group through the gate. “My nameis Edmond Bestty. Friends call me Bestty.
Towhom am | addressing my concerns?’ He held out his hand and raised a bushy eyebrow.

Magter Sergeant introduced the group but the older Iragi held back in the shadows, glaring resentfully.
Harrissaid, “Bestty and | know each other aready.”
"Pleasures mutud,” Bestty said.

Fouad shook hands but felt he was missing something crucid—history. “ And why are you here, Mr.
Besatty?’ he asked. Boldness seemed called for—Harris did not like the man and neither did Fergus.
Master Sergeant seemed irritated but also amused.

"I'maretired colonel,” Begtty said. “| servedinlragin GW 2. Don't ever call it the Codition War to my
face. Right, friends?’

"Colond Bestty is something more than local color,” Fergus said. “He was given a State Department
assgnment, at the behest of Six senators, to continue the search for Saddam’s chemical and biological
weapons. That assgnment has not been revoked, unfortunately.”

"I heard about your plague house on the weed vine,” Besity said. “1 wish you gentleman had called me. |
could have scurried up here and gotten the facts and that would have saved the U.S. taxpayers some redl
money. Superhawks are expensive pieces of machinery. Bright and shiny. | am well acquainted with Dr.
MirzaAl-Tabrizi. He represents the Shiitesin Kifri, kind of a pooh-bah for the oppressed mgjority. The
Kurds seemto like him, too. That does not make him an objective source, in my book."

Al-Tabrizi folded hisarms and leaned against the closed door.
"Wed gppreciate your standing second fiddle on thisone, Sir,” Master Sergeant advised in alow tone.

"That's play second fiddle, not stand. I've been here, continuoudly, longer than any other American
soldier,” Begtty said. “A true gentleman never gives up on agood cause.” Heturned to Fouad. “ Sir, like
Fergus, you are Specid Agent, FBI, am | correct? And connected somehow with this Bureau of Ultimate
Darkness, or whatever the hdll it's called now?”

Fouad was about to speak when Besity moved in, towering over him. “They drag you in hereto
interpret?"

"Hisidentity is not important to you, Bestty,” Harris growled. “ Bad enough you know who we are.”

Bestty swung around and looked them all in the face in sequence. “I speak Kurdish, Turkish, Fars,
Urdu, Pashto, and Arabic,” hesaid. “Six or seven didects.”

"All with a Tennessee accent,” Harris added.

"True, but | am understood wherever | go in this country. And who are we interviewing? Any live people,
thistime?'

"Sir,” Magter Sergeant said, moreforcefully. “Y ou are subordinate to our mission. Whatever help you
can render will be appreciated but you are not in charge here.”

"Wdl, whoinhel isin charge? On the ground, | mean.”



"That would beme” said Harris.

"Lead on,” Bestty exclaimed with a broad smile. He clapped Harris on the back. “1 will cal you sr, and
mean it. Jugt explain to mewhat in hell anthrax isdoing thisfar north.”

* * * %

Inside the house the stench of desth was strong, but carried on wafts of cool moist air, the smell seemed
somehow unnatural and frustrated. Fouad watched the men move through the empty trash-filled rooms
with detachment. He did not like this strange sense of cam. There was a perversity in him that his mother
would not have gppreciated but that his father might have understood too well, and it had been
exaggerated by histraining at Quantico. To see the awful thingsisto seelifeasit really is. It makes
you sharper, stronger, superior. You can stand it when others cannot.

That is why young men go off to war.

The house had looked better from the outside. Most of the rooms were open to the air, with gaping shell
holesin the roof. The courtyard was filled with broken and burned sticks of furniture. Someone had tried
to stay warm in the winter.

Al-Tabrizi took Fouad by the shoulder. “Be at easewith me,” he said in Arabic. “I take solace that
Mudims at least sometimes speak with these men and temper them. The bull, Beatty, is not respected
around here. He has made too many deals, spoken from both sides of his mouth to gain information.”

"| heard that, you old bastard,” Bestty called out.
Al-Tabrizi ignored him.
"Then tel me, what brings you here?’” Fouad asked the old man.

"A pious man spoke out of turn for the sake of his closenessto God. Some of my people went &t his
behest to this house and found the Kurds, these Jews, dead. |ce was brought by police. Had they been
Mudimswewould have buried them...” He shrugged. “ It is possible the Sunnis have been doing
experiments with our poor Jews. | do not know. They have no respect for life."

"Amen,” Bestty sad.

Walking around the courtyard, they approached the back of the house—the kitchen. A pump handle
stood in one corner before asmall stone and mortar cistern.

Fergus dipped on rubber gloves. He removed from hisrucksack more gloves and fine-filter masks with
little rubber bellows and ajar of nose cream and handed them around. “ Slip these on and fasten them
tight.”

"Nobody dsehasfdlenill,” Al-Tabrizi said, thistimein English.

Past the kitchen, stepping over broken glass and empty cans, they came to what might have once been a
workshop or a storage room. In the center of the room, blocks of ice had been arranged in aflat igloo
and shaved ice had been sprinkled over atarp that partialy covered the blocks. Naked feet stuck out
from under the tarp, heels soaking in puddies of filthy water.

Magter Sergeant put his gloved hand over his mask. Harris sood with hands on his hips staring criticdly
at the wrinkled and discolored fest.

Al-Tabrizi handed Fouad an old and battered compact flash memory card. “We took many pictures



before theice arrived, donated by a hotel and a hospita. The people who did thisleft Kifri two days ago
inatruck. We have pictures of them aswell. If we have disturbed the truth of what is here, | apologize,
but you understand ... There was urgency."

"All right,” Fergus said. “ Gentlemen, lend ahand. Let's pull one of them out.”

"Then they haven't been here more than afew days,” Bestty said. Hisvoice had dropped by haf in the
smély chill of the back workshop.

Fouad moved to help Harris and Fergus tug a corpse from beneath the nearest igloo of ice. It was an
older woman, naked but for a single undergarment. Her face was a mask. Her mouth fell open in adead
scream. Her tongue was swollen and black.

"They are not from Kifri,” Al-Tabrizi said. “ They were brought here from farther north by men in trucks.
Workers who were paid to clean thisroom and prepare have told me the men who ddlivered these poor
souls were bragging they had something that would kill only Jews, and that the planet would soon be
cleansed.”

"Jesus” Beatty said.

Fergus checked the woman's skin. Her legs, torso, and one arm were covered with wide black scabs.
He removed amicrolume, asmall plastic plate, from his belt pack, pulled out ared tab, turned her head,
and rubbed the tip over her tongue, then examined the read-out. He did the same on an eschar—one of
the flaking black lesons on her chest.

"It'santhrax, both pulmonary and cutaneous,” he said. He pointed to black marks and splotches on her
stomach and around her ribs. “ Gl aswell. They must have made her eat some of it.” He examined the
card's display from afew inches, scowling. “1 see protective antigen, edemafactor, and lethal
factor—PA, EF, LF—but I'm aso getting something unfamiliar. Could be anew plasmid.” He looked up
a Al-Tabrizi. “I haveto take internal samples. It would be better if you left the room. | will do my best to

be respectful
"I will stay,” Al-Tabrizi said. “Itismy duty, and the necessity isclear.”

"Sir, were talking about the likely release of bacilli made even more virulent by vegetative mutetion ingde
avictim,” Fergussad. “Pleaseleave.

Al-Tabrizi glanced at Fouad. “Heisagood doctor,” Fouad told the Shiite.
They stood outside and made sure their masks were tight.

"Isthat even possible?” Bestty asked. “Can they target something like thisto Jews? And how in hell
would Saddam hide something thisbig for so long?"

"We're pretty sureit wasn't Saddam,” Harris said.

"He made tons and tons of the shit. If not him, who the hell isit? Goddammit, boys, this could be what
we've dl been looking for. My senators—"

"Sir, you are not to speak of thisto anybody,” Master Sergeant cautioned. “Not even your senators.”
"Well, how in hell—I'm not in your line of command, son.”

Master Sergeant lifted hisH&K. “Sir, | have been instructed to tolerate your presence, so asto access



whatever information you may provide, and so as not to create another partisan messin Washington. But
| am authorized by the Commander in Chief to prevent thisinformation from being leaked by anyone,
including you. Do | have your word as a patriot and amilitary officer that you will keep absolutely silent
about everything you see and hear today?"

Beatty'sface siffened. He raised his gloved hand, keeping it well away from hisface and body. “When
you put it that way,” he said, “on my mother'sgrave, | so swear."

Al-Tabrizi stood in an outer doorway, gasping and trying not to be sick. As Fergus came out of the death
room, Fouad approached him and quietly asked, “ Can these people now be properly buried?’

"They should be burned,” Fergus said.
"That isnot the custom,” Al-Tabrizi protested.
"If dogs get ‘emit could spread dl over town.”

Master Sergeant intervened. “Sir, we won't be able to return for the next day or so and we certainly can't
take them with us. We do not want to violate loca customs. That might attract even more attention.”

Harrisnodded to Al-Tabrizi. “Tell the burid detail to wear masks and hospital gloves and to bury them
deep, where no dogswill find them,” he suggested. He removed a glove, reached into hisjacket, took
out athousand-dollar bill, and gaveit to Al-Tabrizi. “ For expenses, headstones, whatever."

Al-Tabrizi took the money but refused to look at anybody now. He had tears on his cheeks, tears of
anger and shame.

Bestty returned to his vehicle, walking beside Fouad, Harris, and Fergus for afew yards. “ Doesn't matter
what we do now, what we give or what wetry,” Begtty said. “ They needed twenty yearsto learn
democracy. We gave them five. When the Baathists rose up again and the Shiites dlied with Iran, we
supported the Sunnis with money and weapons, bless our pointy little heads. That cranked up the old
death machine dl over again. When we pulled out, we left the whole country twisting on a short rope.
God have mercy onusdl.”

Master Sergeant followed them, walking backward, face to the battered white house. Bestty gavethem a
brief wave, climbed into his Subaru, and put it in gear, pinning up arooster tail of dirt.

The Superhawk roared overhead and made its dusty landing.

"I hate dust,” Fergus said. “ Could be spores everywhere.” He pulled a canvas-wrapped plastic box from
thewall of the helicopter and showed them syringes pre-loaded with GammalLysn. “Well dl carry
these, just in case.”



CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE
Sesttle, Harborview Medica Center

SAC John Kdler joined William in Griff's hospital room late in the evening. Keller turned ameta hospital
chair around and sat on it with hislong legsjutting out like acranefly's. In hislaefifties, thin, with
sculpted Appdachian features and large gray eyes, helooked like a particularly conservative accountant
or an undertaker and morelikely to be William Griffin'sfather than the man in the hospita bed, behind the
plagtic curtains, even in his better days.

They said very littlefor thefirst few minutes of Keller'svist. Griff hadn't moved except for therise and
jerky fdl of hischest. “They're going to transfer him to Swedish in aweek, | hear,” Kdler said.

"That'swhat they tell me, gir."

"He's going to make it. HE's tough. I've worked with alot of fine agentsand | have never known anyone
tougher. We cannot afford to lose agents like Erwin Griffin."

Kédler wasthinking out loud. Agents had comein and out, observing Griff in hisbed and dl of them
without exception had begun to think out loud asif at confession.

Keller glanced over his shoulder at William. “I hear you spend an hour here each day."
"I'm waiting for OPR to return meto duty,” William said.

"Right.” Keller smiled. “Rose gave you one hdll of aspirited defense. Told me sheld be dead if you hadn't
turned arsonig.”

"I'm not alowed to speak about the matter, sir.”
"It was certainly unorthodox."
"Yes gr."

Keéller pushed to hisfeet and brushed off his midnight-blue pants. William stepped asde in the small
space as Kdler strode for the door. Keller paused, turned, and held out his hand. “ Thanks."

"Sr?’ William shook with him.

"We need fine agents. Hate to lose any.” Reaching into hisjacket, smiling like abandit, Keller pulled out
alength of whitetoilet paper, about ayard's worth, hung it around William's neck, and made aquick sign
of the cross. “May thiswipe away your Sns.”

Pleased with himsdf, Keller closed the door behind him.

* k x %

William sat in the metal hospital chair the sameway Keller had and leaned his chin on the back likea
puppy-

Griff'sface, in the shadow of a stedl cage studded with screws, was amap of sutures held together by
shining glue and plastic strips. His nose and cheek bones had been pulled back into place from where the
bomb suit's face-plate had squashed them. Shims of sterile cartilage interlaced with stem cellsfrom his
own marrow had been inserted between the bones. They made little bumps under the sutures. Nose



cartilage had been removed so Griff's face was ill flat, and he would need more reconstructive surgery
later. His mouth was full of so much plastic tubing that he couldn't speak even had he been conscious.

"Comeon, Griff,” William said. “1 need some advice right about now."
Griff opened his eyes. The eyes surveyed the ceiling, but did not turn either left or right. They closed.

Stll no Griff. Just the body fighting dong as best it could, waiting for its owner to return. Waiting for the
commanding presence it had been used to for so many years.

LikeWilliam himsdf.

* k x %

An hour later Rebecca arrived with two coffeesin a cardboard carry box. William jerked out of a tiff
dumber on the metd chair.

"It'sfour am.,” she sad, staring through the plagtic at Griff. Her eyes glinted like onyx in the penumbra of
the room'ssmall night light. “ They're holding the wife and son at Seatac. Since we bagged them, News
has arranged for usto interrogate them before anyone else. But we have to get in and out before eight.
Drink this, then comewith me,” shesaid.

"I'm on probation,” William said.
"Did Kdler avoid you like apile of dogshit?’ Rebecca asked.
"No.” William pulled the toilet paper from his pocket and let it unfold. “He put this around my neck.”

Rebecca's smile transformed her. Again those dimplesthat could only be improved with cat'swhiskers,
She pressed the quilted paper between her fingers, lifted it for asniff, and stroked it asif it were velvet.
“Order of thelilac garter. Welcome back to duty."



CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO
Middle America

The only place Sam could now be a shallow peace with himsdlf, with his plans, was the open
road—driving the old Dodge, dragging the horse trailer over long, flat miles between scattered rocky
plateaus, past odd grassy humps rising from gravel-bedded alkdi flats, desert towns whose gutters
flowed with olive-colored water after aheavy rain—all of them cut through by endless ribbons of
cracked and eroding asphalt—and at the end of each day, each great segment stricken from his map,
gpartan rooms with worn carpetsin little strip motels.

Hetried not to think about the past—everything hisfather and grandfather had worked to build being
sguandered, a country turning inward, distracted by fear and greed. He could not help but see these
rough untended roads as the truest, deegpest sign of an America once too fat and happy to stand up to the
plate and bat aredly smart game, and then, after 9-11, too lost in its own paranoiaand bitternessto
redize that it was being taken for anasty ride.

It was not so odd that around that same time, in the forests and towns of the northwest, land of both
outlandish, Godless liberals and the most rough-hewn pseudo-Christian bigots, he had picked up both
the skills and the psychology necessary to play the quintessentia anti-Semite.

At firg, it had been aperformance ... Going to the world's hardest places, learning the languages, putting
on the garb and assuming the customs—mortifying his white man's flesh—a spectacular series of patriot
tricks, with himsdf the ultimate magician. But after 9-11, grimmer and emptier, having burrowed deep
into Americas piritud rectum, having trusted hisleaders and committed so many crimes—and having
signed on for amission that even he could not carry out—the sméll had finally tainted him.

And then had come 10-4.

And the madness.

* * * %

Onthethird day of hisjourney, Sam turned on the truck's radio. Kegping an eye on the long straight
road, he set the scan button and popped through the spectrum of on-air broadcast stations. Lately,
satdllite radio had been eating their lunch, but there was still a high-power, hearty breed of broadcaster
hiding in smdl brick buildings beyond the endless cornfiel ds, relaying the ruminations and rantsthat il
drew, last time Sam had checked, over twenty million listenersinthe U.S. of A.

Sam findly found the station he was |ooking for—pay for pray radio.

A preacher was spesking in a steady bass drone. “It isnow once again a crime to daughter an innocent
and unborn child, but how much greater a crime to midead a soul into damnation? How much greater a
crimeto put the ring of sin through aman's nose and pull him onto the pathway of deception and misery
that runs straight to eterna hell, to pain beyond imagination and fire that never ceasesto burn? How much
greater acrime and asinto lead to damnation that which isimmorta, aman's soul, by sharing sinful
thoughts, by spreading the awful secular hatred of those educated at big city northern universities, or
those who speak day in and day out on television and on the Web, in books and movies, passing dong
their evil ddusons? How much greater acrimeisthat, and why isit not illegd, | say, and punishable by
death? We have the power still! We have the center and the heartland! Y eashall these bellwethers, these
evil curly-horned and dit-eyed rams of the devil that so midead our flocks, shal they al be—must they
bel—judged by more than the soft hand of Jesus, but by the hard stern hands of God's sworn and



devoted servants, and put to the sword of holy truth...”

Sam wiped his eyes. The heat was enormous. So much searing pain, memory, grief, stoked and banked
coalsfired by those who spoke for God but refused to listen to Him. Murderers and sinnersall.

Sam knew how to deliver vengeance and medicine dl at once.

Sam had recharged.



CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE

Iraq

Fouad could not get the dead woman's expression of dack horror out of histhoughts. How she had
suffered. Mudimskilling innocents again. At least it was to be assumed the guilty oneswere Mudims. He
leaned his head back against the bulkhead of the Superhawk's cabin. The soft roar of the engines and the
wind had permeated his entire body.

Outside, day had faded to night. The cockpit waslit with red, green, and white, and the pilots helmeted
heads made little bobbing motions. Beside him Fergus was adegp. Riding with them back to Incirlik,
Harris stared fixedly at the port in the emergency access hatch across from him asif sighting on adistant
dar. Master Sergeant carried hisrifle like ababy in the crook of hisarm. The crew was forward, leaning
over their gear or lost behind thick hemets and goggles, surveying theterrain.

Fouad shut his eyes. He opened them to see aradiance in the cabin. The sun wasrising in the southeast.
Had he dept so long? No, the light had a brilliant pearl gray cast—spooky, al wrong. Not the sun.

"What the fuck?’ Master Sergeant said. He shouted forward, “We got flares?’

Theglow lingered, pulsing, then dowly died through a spectrum of greens, oranges, reds, and finaly dull
brown.

"That wasno flare,” the crew chief shouted.

"What was it? Where?' Master Sergeant unbuckled and stepped forward to the cockpit door, tapping
his headphones with a scowl. “ Satlinks are out. I'm not getting anything.”

"We're going to set down for aspdll,” the co-pilot announced.
"Why?" Harris shouted forward.

"That wasanuke,” the captain said. “A couple hundred klicks away, but definitely anuke. This chopper
ishardened but ITAR rules say we land after any strike. There's overcast ahead at angelsthree, so I'm
taking her down now.” ITAR referred to the Iranian Tectical Areaof Responsihility.

"We're gill over the mountains,” Master Sergeant said. “ Extreme washboard down there.”
Ferguslooked at Fouad, then at Harris. “Best guess?’ he asked.
"Someone took out Shahabad Kord,” Harris said.

"Northern Zone, Iran,” Fouad murmured. He had been studying the maps earlier. Hisfather had taught
him to always know where you were going and what you might find there.

"That's nuts,” Master Sergeant said. “Who would do that? |srael 7"
" Shahabad Kord has—or had—some intermediate birds on standby,” Fergus said. “ Shahab 7s."
Shahab. Shooting star.

"Iran's been using them as alast-ditch bargaining chip. Could be Isragl, could be NATO.” Harris|ooked
both shaken and disgusted. “Only amatter of time. Lucky us. We just saw history being made.”



The Superhawk descended at a steep angle. Again, the rotor blades were making that growling
stedd-drum sound. Fouad could hardly believe what was happening, what he was being told.

Musdlims areroasting in nuclear fire.

Hefdt his stomach legp and pressed hislipstogether. He could taste the sour acid in his mouth. It made
the backs of histeeth fedl rough.

"Hang on,” the pilot called back. “ Anyone have aMichelin guide? How about finding usanice hotel with
abig parking lot, some shish-kabob and cold beer?’

Fouad closed hiseyes and inclined his head to pray.



CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR
Washington State

Rebecca Rose again indgsted on driving. William Griffin sat quietly, trying to appear relaxed with hands
gripping one knee. Early morning traffic waslight asthey headed south.

The Federa Detention Center rose dusky gold in the early morning light, awedge of two pale angled
monoliths atop split arcs of brown concrete brick. To William the facility looked like a huge piece of
chocolate cake topped by twin Lego dabs. “Kind of pretty, don't you think?" he asked as they passed
under an ornate radiuswall, into the shadow of the imposing wedge.

"I've never seen apretty prison,” Rebeccasaid.

They passed their credentia's through narrow openingsin thick security glass and were shown into twenty
feet of curving arches mounted with sensors and interrupted by sampling stations. They were subjected to
sniffers, iris-scanned, fingerprinted, gave alittle blood, and then opened their mouths for abucca cell
swab. These details were tested, logged, and checked against an unspecified number of federa criminal
and citizen databases.

Ten years before, most federa prisons had become super-sensitive about the palitical, vira, and bacteria
loads of their inmates. All visitors—even sworn peace officers—had to undergo biota exams along with
the security checks. Some prison wardens saw their facilities as ecologica preserves—pathogen
restriction was asimportant to them as any other form of safekeeping.

"Y ou both test negative for HIV, HCV, HPV, PhD., and DDT,” the chief of security told them. “But you
should have taken care of that parking ticket,” he said to William.

"l was Sixteen,” William said.
"Hey, were on your Side,” Rebecca snapped.

"Sure. Agent Griffin, you appear to have an open case before the OPR. We have some concern that you
aretruly an active duty agent, as specified in your signed affidavit."

"I'll vouch for him. And I'll take back my date, if you'd like meto make afew cals..."

"We'rejust being extracareful. Our farm kids are attracting alot of atention. Y ou're lucky to even see
them.”

"Welivein an age of cooperation, right?’ Rebecca asked. Shetook William's shoulder and pulled him
through the metal swing gates and then Ieft into the waiting room. Their visitor escort arrived ten minutes
later, abeefy Latinawith large somber eyes and little to say or be cheerful about. She also was not
impressed that they were FBI. The Latinatook them deep, through two more glass-and-steel
checkpoints, and introduced them to ayoung guard with spiky white hair and tattoos on his hands.

"Warden Deiterly extends hisgreetings,” the tattooed guard said, reading from adigital date and then
cross-referencing with a clipboard. “We can access you to only one prisoner, Jeremiah Jedediah
Chambers. Y our requested pregnant female, Hagar Rachel Chambers, has been transferred to a medical
facility for treatment. Y ou have until eight am. U.S. Marshaswill pick up Chambersat nine. Hewill then
no longer be aguest of SeaTac FDC."



"Who's taking custody? And where are they taking him?’ Rebecca asked.

"ATF, | believe,” the white-blond answered. “Maybe BDI. We can't reveal destinations. Y ou probably
know that."

"No clam by the FBI?'
"Not that | can see,” the white-blond said, referring to his clipboard.
"Has he asked for an atorney?"

"Not yet. He'sabumpkin. But we like to extend al due civil rightsto our prisoners, even theidiots, so
he's been assigned a VvV C—virtua counsd. We call our VC Max Detention. Y ou don't have to pay him
much mind."

He opened the door to the interview room.

"Wed better give this our best shot,” Rebecca murmured as the door closed and locked behind them. “I
don't think News expected to |ose them so soon.”

"Losethem?'

"If you haven't noticed,” Rebeccasaid, “we'rein the thick of afree-for-al turf war.” They sat at the
rectangular table.

Jeremiah Chambers stood at the inmate door and was buzzed in. Two guards accompanied him. One of
the guards touched a remote control and an old faded plasma display swung down from the celling to the
right of the table. Chambers was shackled to the single chair acrossthe table. His hair had been cut to a
thin shag and hewas dressed in brilliant orangejail togs. He wore dippers but no shoes. There were cuts
on hisface—from their encounter, William assumed. Chambersimmediately lay hishead on thetable and
closed hiseyes. One guard gripped his shoulder and squeezed, hard. Chambers flinched but did not sit
draight.

The screen switched on. They saw abackdrop of abookcasefilled with law books. A dark-suited figure
faded in over the bookcase.

"Isthisthe virtua counsal?’ Rebecca asked.
"Y es, maam. Y ou have two-way with the VC,” the white-blond said. “I'll be Sitting in on this sesson.”
"No objection,” Rebeccasaid.

At his nod, the escorts departed. The guard patted the screen with mock affection. “Max is better than
some of thelive ones.”

The virtual counsel appeared to be about forty-five years old and prosperous. His eyes had adiscerning
expression and he exuded reassurance and confidence. “My provisond client isfacing chargesrelating to
an assault on two FBI agents. He has been denied bail asamaterial witness before the Federa Interna
Security Court.”

"I did not know that,” Rebeccasaid. “ Thank you.” To William, she said, “BDI again, and probably
Secret Service."

The VA continued. “A protest againg histransfer into secret federd custody has automatically been
placed before the state intermediary security court in Olympia. Other charges, open and secret, may be



pending. | advise my provisond client to answer no questions relating to these matters until ahuman
attorney is present and the pending chargesto which | am not privy have been made clear to that
attorney.” The VC sat back with alook of deep concern.

"He'sdone,” the guard explained. “He doesn't usually say much after the first outburs.”
William was appalled by this expedient but kept hisface blank.
Jeremiah let loose with asad jailhouse laugh. “He'saghost. | have no rights.”

"If you don't remember us, you should,” Rebeccasaid. “Y ou and your step-mom tried to kill us. Thisis
William Griffin. Hisfather isthe agent who shot your father.”

Rebecca now had Jeremiah's complete attention. He sat up and placed his shackled hands on the table.
Hiseyesboreinto William's.

"William's father was killed in the bomb blast,” Rebecca added, with asidelong glance, King's X. “ So
you two havealot in common.”

Jeremiah shuffled his hands together. “Like picking weeds and killing bugs. | make mysdlf abig pile of
bugs,” he pinched and dropped one on an imaginary pile, “and | don't care which ear of corn they
chewed on. They'redl dead.”

"Wadl, were not dead, Jeremiah. Y ou may havetried to be astone cold killer, but | think al you realy
wanted wasto talk, not to commit murder. Y ou wanted to tell your side of the story. That'swhy I'm here
this morning. William is here because you screwed up and busted into the wrong room."

Jeremiah knit his brows. “Y ou don't know anything about me."
"But some of the thingsyou said in that motel room—"

"All conversationsin thisroom are being recorded,” the virtual counse said. “If we arereferring to the
scene of an aleged dtercation, my provisond client should remain slent.”

"We're not in court, Jeremiah,” Rebeccasaid. “ Thisis off the record, for now."
"| advisemy client that nothing said in thisroom is off the record,” the VC commented.

"They put drugsinthefood,” Jeremiah said. “ All the cdlls are bugged. They strung wiresthrough the
cement when they laid the walls and floors. Microphones and cameras everywhere. That'swhat 1've been
told."

The V C flickered but added nothing.
"l wasjust curious—" Rebeccasaid.

"How doesit fed?’ Jeremiah interrupted. He had not taken his eyes off William. “My daddy was my
whole world. Heleft behind sons and daughters and grandchildren—he had four wives, you know—his
flock ... Hewas our Abraham. Y ou can't know what our lifewas like, how good it was. Welived in the
presence of atrue man of God. Some said my father was God."

"My father wasahardnose” William said. “ Sometimes he made my life hell.”

A filmfell over Jeremiah's gaze and he glanced to one side. “We just want to be |eft done.”



"My father beat mewhen | didn't meet his Sandards,” William said. That was mostly not true, but he was
following Rebecca's lead.

"I advise my assignee not to discuss any aleged beatings,” the VC said.

Jeremiah lifted hiseyes. “Y our father's dead, that's fine. One more bug.” He looked at William with
dit-eyed curiogity. “Don't you want to put your hands around my neck and chicken-choke me? What
kind of family—"

"Why did Chambers make you leave? Why didn't he let you stay on the farm?’ Rebecca asked.
"My father never redly trusted me with anything important,” William said.
Rebecca folded her hands, interested in the developing tension.

"Well, that's sad,” Jeremiah said, with aremarkably believable tone of wisdom and pity. “My father was
afar man. Hisruleswas hard but we got praise when we did good.”

"Who cameto see your father at the farm?’
"'Sheep seeking fodder,” Jeremiah said. “Filgrims.”

Rebecca opened her small folder and pulled out a picture of an inkjet printer. “Who brought these to the
fam?'

Jeremiah looked at the picture. His eyes cleared and hislipsthinned.
"Someone came to the farm and gave some of these to your father,” Rebecca prodded.
"Wewas printing up flyers. | waslearning to set up a print shop.”

"Good job sKills, greet for getting work in the outside world,” Rebeccasaid. “But you don't care about
the outside. How often did these people visit?!

Jeremiah chuckled. “They stood in line. We shooed them likeflies. Y ou don't know nothing.”
"Therewas only one,” Rebeccasaid.

Jeremiah stared into a corner.

"He brought bags of yeast,” Rebecca said. “ And the stuff to make fireworks."

"We packed fireworks. We sold them like Indians.”

"Why put yeast in the fireworks?” Rebecca asked.

Jeremiah cocked his head and winked at William. “ She'sdoing al the talking.”

William folded hisarms. “ She doesthe hard work. | listen.”

Rebecca passed William aquick smirk. “ Jeremiah, why did you spread yeast dl over the farm?”
"Alleged yeadt,” the virtud counsd said.

"Wedid alot of baking,” Jeremiah said.



"Did you bake with the yeast thet the visitor brought?”

Jeremiah shook his head and leaned forward, shackles singing against the table. “1'm glad your daddy's
dead. | hope your brothersand sstersare al sobbin’ their guts out.”

"I'man only child. Your father didn't trust you, did he?” William shot back. “He didn't trust you to defend
the farm, so he sent you away. Why wasthat?"

"Heloved us. Heloved his children. God told him he had been discovered, and that soon al the minions
of Federales Satanuswould be on us. We didn't want to |eave, but we obeyed hisplan.”

"Well, it'sover now and | thought you should know,” Rebeccasaid. “Y our visitor—the man who brought
the printers—was an undercover FBI agent. We sent him to the farm and he sold your father abill of
goods. Y ou are such rubes. The FBI convinced you to do usdless work and then got you on aterrorism
rap. Sweet.” Rebeccaleaned forward. “Do you know what asting is, Jeremiah? Y our father fell for it.
And now, al of you are heading deep into the Federd Interna Security System—and none of usare ever
going to hear about you again. No headlines, no trids, no gppeds. Y ou're goddamned for sure.”

For asecond, naked fear played over Jeremiah'sface. William amost felt sorry for him. “ The yeast was
just atest,” Jeremiah said, struggling to keep control. “We did not pack yeast. The sheep died, didn't

they?"

"Would you like meto bring our agent into thisroom? 1 can make a phone call and have him here
tomorrow. Right now, he'sin Florida, on awell-deserved vacation. Would you even recognize him? |
don't believe you ever met him."

"l won't be here,” Jeremiah said, eyes going to the barred door.
"Did your father let you in on those discussions?” William piled on. “Did hetrust you?"!
"Wedl wasthere, for different meetings,” Jeremiah indsted.

"Convince me. Tell uswhat he looked like. Maybe then well believe you,” William said. Rebecca
pinched hisknee, hard: he had gonetoo far, too fast. But it worked.

"Hewasatdl guy. Tdler thanyou.” He pointed a William.
"A tall guy, Jeremiah? That'sit?” Rebecca asked, contemptuous.

"Blond hair. Dirty blond, sun stregks, not likethis freak.” Herattled his shackles a the guard. “He wore
jeansand boots. | ... | don't remember any more, but | was there!”

"Tdl usif there was something digtinctive about him, Jeremiah,” Rebeccaventured. “If you can't tell us
what he looked like, we know your daddy didn't trust you."

The young man's face worked into afrown of concentration, then anguish, asif afish were about to dip
from his hands. “One eye blue, one eye green,” he cried out. “1 was there.”

Rebeccadid not let up. She hammered. “What did you think you could accomplish—something big,
something that would change the world? What in hell kind of story isthat? Y ou're just a bunch of rubes,
raised like farm animas—how in hell could you hopeto hurt us?'

"Wewas being trained! | was learning networks, to set up the printers when they came, and some of us
was learning how to pack explosives and make fireworks. We packed boxes and boxes of them. We



been packing them for ayear now. Enough bugsto kill al the Jawsin abig city. Where are dl those
boxes now, huh? Y ou tell methat!"

"Packing them with anthrax, Jeremiah?’ Rebecca asked, eyes wide, mouth open in disbelief.
Jeremiah sat back smiling.

"Isthat what you were told?’ Rebecca asked.

He put on anasty, dy look. “The sheep died. You'l learn.”

"Jeremiah, if you used red anthrax, why aren't you dead?’

William felt his somach tighten.

"Y ou don't know nothing,” Jeremiah said. “We wore masks.”

Rebecca pushed back her chair. “What kind of masks, Jeremiah? Red bandannas? What about your
skin? Wereyou dl vaccinated?'

"Wedon't believein that,” Jeremiah said. “God protects those who do hiswork."

"Oh, redly?If you had actudly been packing anthrax, you'd all be dead by now."

Jeremiah shook his head violently. “We cleaned it up. We burned it. Y oull never find anything.”
"We haven't found atrace of anthrax. Y ou're the one who'signorant.”

Rebeccatouched William's arm: tag team. He moved in, though hefdt ot in the story by now. What
was fiction, what was horrible fact?

"We st you up, Jeremiah, al of you. There was never any anthrax. What other whoppers did your father
swallow?” William asked.

"Youjust wat and see” Jeremiah said. “I aint talking any more.” Hisface twisted in doubt and
confusion. “I don't believe anything you say.” Then he started to wail, “I'm telling you, someof it | just
don't remember! They're putting stuff in my food. This place is making me crazy. Maybe | am sick.
Would they get me helpif | wassick?1 think | need adoctor. | need alawyer."

"Were done here,” the virtua counsel said. The background on the screen began flashing red.
“Questioning of my assignee must stop, and human counsal must be physicaly present for any further
interviews."

The guard had put some distance, as much as he could, between himself and the table.

Rebecca stood. “Get our boy adoctor, then alawyer,” she suggested. Then, acid, “ Check him for
anthrax.”

* k% k %

Rebecca was on her phone as soon asthey had | eft the detention center. In the parking lot she made
three cdlls. oneto Hiram Newsomein Virginia, oneto John Kdler, and one to a doctor name Bobby
Ked. She dipped the date into her pocket and took out a handkerchief to wipe her face.

"Areyoudl right?” William asked.



"Right asrain. Thisisnuts” she said. “Pack anthrax for ayear in adusty old barn and live?1 don't believe
aword of it."

"Can we afford not to bdieve?"

"I know anthrax, William. The anthrax we dedlt with back in 2001 graded out at one trillion spores per
gram, so fineit acted like agas. It went everywhere."

"Maybe he's smarter than he looks. He was having us on, playing back our story and upping the ante.”

Rebecca shook her head. “ They might have been creating adiversion. The farm might have just been a
testing Sation.”

"Who's Bobby Ked?'

"A veterinary epidemiologist,” she said. “We need to know if any sheep near the farm have come down
with anthrax.” She unlocked the driver's side door. “ A tall blond man with one blue eye and one green
eye. How about some breakfast?’ Her hands worked like an ex-smoker searching for cigarettes, the
cop's second drug of choice. Then she turned the key in theignition and switched on theradio. They
caught thetail end of the news:

" ... no confirmation from the White House that the seismic tremors detected around the world
came from a thermonuclear explosion in northern Iran. A State Department spokesperson is
guoted as saying that the demolition of large ammunition stores can create a similar signature,
but weapons experts disagree.”

Rebecca gripped the steering whes!.

"Kind of putswhat we're doing in perspective, doesn't it? Anthrax killed five peoplein the U.S. | wonder
how many are dying out there, in Iran or wherever the Christ it is?” She pounded the whedl to each
shouted word. Then, quieter, “ Thiswill suck up every resource, distract everyone. We're sunk.” She
bowed her head over the whed!. “ Shit."

After amoment, William said, “I can drive”
"Then drive, Goddammit."

She turned the car off in the middle of the parking aide and they exchanged seats. William watched her
from the corner of hiseye. She wastrying not to bite her fingernails. Beneath the chipped polish, they
were aready down to the quick.



CHAPTER THIRTY-FHVE

Slesa Ohio

He was about to put decent Americansin peril, make them unknowing sheep before anew American
Trinity: and S0 he cameto an inland shipwreck of atown washed up on the midwestern shores of that

endlesstidal seaof red ink—the young out of work and moved away, the old begging aong the
highways

The town he had chosen had once boasted a population of fifteen thousand, too many even for Sam's
angry, fanatic heart.

Now, at five thousand, it was just about right.

* k k %

At seven-thirty, the tavern parking lot was nearly empty. Sam parked the truck and trailer, taking up two
gpaces, then got out and stretched. The moon was up, a crescent hanging one handspan above the low
skyline. The dingy neighborhood on the outskirts of town was quiet. The single-story brick-walled tavern
made asmal pool of friendly light—orange and red neon from beer sgns, agolden glow through the
small windows—in the generd grayness of warehouses and grain elevators.

Sam was hungry but he did not much careif the tavern served food. He had been shoring up againgt a
heavy wave of black doubt. He needed something to distract him. Something to temporarily replace dl
he had |os—the warm press of willing flesh, amoment of oblivion.

He entered and stood by the door. Four women sat at the bar. They had long ago stopped |ooking for
Migter Right. All they wanted now was what Sam wanted—a night when they weren't too londly.

Y oung or middle-aged, it did not redly matter. Just aslong as he could stop the little machinein hisbrain
and get agood night's deep.

Tomorrow would be abusy day.



CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX
Sedttle

Griff had his eyes open and hislips—what could be seen of them—were trying to move but speech
wasn't on the menu and would not be for days or weeks to come. He could, however, move hisarm and
hand, and one of the agents standing vigil had set out alegal pad on the bed and taped alarge marker to
Griff's hand. The markings recovered thus far were taped to the wall beside the medica monitors,
showing substantial progress asjibs and jabs settled into single large | etters.

Now Griff seemed to have returned in force. He was aware that William was in the room, and he made
soft but determined grunting sounds. William held up the pad so that Griff could seeit and Griff wrotein
large block letters, with so much effort at control that swest beaded up on his cheeks,

WATSON?

William looked hisfather in the left eye—the only eye that showed signs of life—and said, “ She's dead,
Father."

Griff looked at the celling and blinked. William knew that even had his father's face been capable of
showing emotion, Griff would havetried to suppressit, to let it out in private later when no one could see
him.

Griff again looked at his son. William flipped to anew page. Griff wrote two words with no space
between:

WHATFIND

"Freworks makings, bags of yeas, inkjet printers” William said.

Then,

VID?

"We got video, and weve dl seenit, if that'swhat you mean,” William said.
WHYYUO

"Doesthat mean, why am | here?’

Griff nodded, then winced.

"Specia Agent Rose has taken me under her wing,” William said. “Out of pity for you.” He smiled.
REB

"Right, Rebecca Rose."

PRNTRS MPORTNT

"Weknow, Fether,” William said.

NEWS



"Hiram Newsome? He's supervisng,” William said.
Griff shook his head, wrote N, then
NWSABUT JEW

William thought this over for amoment, then said, “We're investigating what someone told the Patriarch,
about killing Jaws. Were not working on thisalone.”

Griff closed hisgood eye, squeezed it. The other remained open. Then helooked at William and
scrawled, with quick, sharp strokes,

D JEWSA-BMB?
"Y ou heard agentstaking about Iran?"
Griff nodded.

"So you're asking, did Israglis drop abomb on Iran? We can't get a straight answer from anybody,”
William said.

MAD, Griff wrote.

"Trueenough,” William sad.

Y YEAS

"l don't understand that one.”

Griff stroked inarapid W andthenaT: WY YEAST.
"Maybeto study dispersa of abiologica agent.”
NTHRX

"Itsaposshbility."

FND NTHRAX

"No. No traces yet of anthrax in the barn, or anywhere dse, for that matter.” They were dmost out of
paper. “Y ou should rest now, Father."

Griff shook his head and glared.

"Now you're scaring me, Griff,” William said. “Y ou're going to turn into Donovan's Brain or something if
you keepit up.”

Griff continued to glare.

William shrugged, turned the pad around, ripped off the cardboard, and placed it on the opposite Side,
giving Griff morerelatively blank pgper—minus marker bleed-through.

CREDS

"Yes, Father. | did get my credentias.”



ASSGN OFFC?

"Not for the moment. They sent me out here to watch over you, and, like | said, Agent Rose has me
working with her. | ... had amoment with some flaming toilet paper, to distract...” He wondered how
much of thisstory Griff could stand. “ It worked, but I'm being investigated by—"

Griff shook hishead and continued to glare.

"Right. Not important.” William drew closeto the plastic curtain around his father'sface.
ESA

"What's that mean, Father?"

ESIA, again. Griff wastrying to make sounds and the effort cost him.

OHI

Thelast |etter started off asaU. He capped it with adash. It looked like an upside-down hat.
"Isthat Ohio?" William asked.

Again, the short nod, followed by atic—the only grimace he could make now.

SV LIVES

Griff pushed the marker againgt William's hand, leaving ablack streak, and tried to grab hisfingers. Then
the good eye closed. Hisfather's hand spasmed, then relaxed.

William sat with tears dripping down his cheeks, he could not help himself, he felt so much, al of it
contradictory, for this broken man with the unbroken spirit.

SAC Kédler and Rebecca entered the hospital room. “We're attending an inter-agency pow-wow
tomorrow morning,” Keller said. He handed William avinyl folder. “Y ou'll team with Rebecca”

"Y ou're completely off the hook,” Rebecca said. “Someonein OPR apparently likesthe way you think."

"Not even weird enough to become the stuff of legend,” Keller said dryly. “Has our Michein man
decided to say something?’ He waved at the scrawls pinned to the wall.

"He's curious,” William said, and showed them the pad.

Kdler flipped through the sheets, both sdes. “Wewon't put these on display, | think,” he said, and took
the pad from William, dipping it into his briefcase. “ Until we figure out what's happening, we stay red
cozy. Anybody not vetted by headquarters, even fellow agents, areto remain in the dark. And that
includes Griff. What in hell isthis?’ Keller pointed to the two sheets marked ESIA and the awkwardly
dashed OHIO.

"l don't know,” William said. “Hefell adeep.”
"Could be*Asa” Kdler sad.

Nurses and doctors entered and told them they should leave. Griff was being taken away for more scans.



CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN
Northern Irag, near the Turkish Border

Fouad had walked around the Superhawk twenty or thirty times, he had lost count. Each time, he had
surveyed the broken clods of dirt in the abandoned farm field, the yellow stalks of old hay mixed in with
the clumped, clayey soil, the surrounding mountains—extreme washboard, Master Sergeant had called
them. He did not know the names of any of the surrounding peaks, or even if they had names. Despite
studying the maps, he knew so little about this part of theworld. He was just another ignorant American.
He could speak many of the languages but not like a native—he did not know the local phrases, the local
traditions—he did not even know whether thisfield had lain abandoned for years or decades, a poor
effort in ahigh and rugged land. And now hard, icy snow was stinging his cheeks. They had not dressed
for such cold. The air was cooling rapidly asthe sun dropped closer to the horizon.

What if it has finally come. The fanatics have won, and it is |slam against the West, and the West
... that is me, my people now, must bathe the Middle East in a sea of flame. Like a lion stung too
many times, ripping up a nest, killing all the silly, stupid hornets.

Where will | stand? Unbelieversall around. Who am | to stand alone among them, when the
ummais dying?

Fergus plodded out to where he was standing. They said nothing for awhile, just wincing at the hard
snow and watching the sun dim behind yellow streaks of clouds blowing away from the nearest pegks
like festhery wings.

Fergus said, “Master Sergeant tells me the bird's back up.”
"Bird?" Fouad asked.

"Satdlite links. We're getting our instructions. Well be going soon.” He looked around the clodded
furrows. “1 can't believe someone wasted a plow. Wonder what they used to pull it? Sherpas?’

Harrisjoined them. “ Small talk, gentlemen?"
"l wasjust asking Fred here how long he's been in the FBI."
"Not long,” Fouad sad. “Thisismy first assgnment.”

"Wow,” Harrissaid. “ That's not typical FBI procedure, isit? Diplomatic Service, now, they take their
newhbies and dump them straight into the worst hellholes. Trid by fire."

Fergus grinned. “Luck of thebid ligts, right?"
"Right. You ask for Paris, you get the gtans.”
Fouad |ooked between them. “The stans?”’

"Uzbekistan, Kazakhstan, Turkmenigtan, Pakistan,” Harrissaid. “My wife absolutely adored Pakistan.
Our first child was born there. We got divorced six months later, after | bid on Frankfurt and got
Tgikigan."

"Ah, divorce,” Fergussad. “The patriot's annulment.”



"I want to get home and crawl under my blanket and not look out,” Harris said. “Being scared for nine
hours straight hurts. My head is pounding, my back and neck aretight as springs, and | haveto take a
shit but my sphincter is clamped tight asavice. | keep wondering when the next nuke is going to go off
and where, and | don't want to be caught taking a squat, mid-grunt.”

Fergus laughed and beat his armstogether.

"Screw anthrax,” Harris said, the wind dmost blowing hiswords away. “ That's smal-time shit."

" wonder when Bestty's going to findly leave lraq?’ Fergussaid. “Dedication isadmirablein aman.”
"Hesan asshole,” Harrissad. “1 learned to hate him when | was working here eight years ago.”

"He seemed to have some humanity,” Fouad said. “He seemed to care.”

"Did you ever watch Apocalypse Now?" Harris asked. They both had, Fergusfive or Six times.
“Remember Robert Duvall—what the fuck was his name—going up to the wounded gook begging for
water, teling Martin Sheen that any soldier holding in his guts with his bare hands was a hero. Anyway,
he givesthe gook his own canteen—spillswater on him—and then ayoung jock tells him about some
righteous waves. Duvdll jerks the canteen away before the gook can take asip. Right on. That's
America—aboatload of righteous sentiment, then we lose interest and pull out. We fucking go home and
leave them to bleed to desth.”

"Besgtty did not leave,” Fouad pointed out.

"He's gticking around to prove astupid point,” Harris said. “ Same difference. Screw that.”
"Where do you want to go, right now?’ Fergus asked, with awry smile.

"Home,” Harrissaid.

"Me, too. Fred?'

"1 will bravely vote with the mgjority,” Fouad said. Somehow, histurmoil and fear had transformed into
light-headedness, even levity. He did not have a clue what would be happening to them in the next few
hours. “I am ayoung agent, lacking al experience, and yet, because | speak a strange language, here
am,” hesaid. “With you two strapping Y ankees, and we are dl fedling very morta. We will have abeer
many years from now, in abar, and laugh. Wewill be greet friends."

Harris gave Fergus alook. “You drink beer, Fred?"

"I have been known to, to my shame,” Fouad said. “But not at the Academy. My father would hear of
it

"Harsh man, your pappy?'

"Not particularly,” Fouad said. “But not adrinker.”

"Soif the anthrax isn't from around here, whereisit from?’ Harris asked Fergus.

"Anthrax iseverywhere,” Fergus said. “But this particular stuff isspecid. Current thinking is, it's our own
domestic blend. One secret we've kept from John and Jane Q Public for along time, is how many places
inthe U.S. used to work with anthrax. Agricultural schools, weapons research during World War
2—hell, back then every pharmaceutical company and university with awar contract worked with
anthrax. Just insde the United States, we've traced |eftovers to abandoned warehouses, old college labs,



scientific supply houses. Nothing shocks me any more.”

"Who in Americadtill wantsto kill Jews?’ Fouad asked. “ Arewe after Nazis or American Fascists?'
Harris and Fergusimmediately sobered.

"| am asking, who in Americawould make an anthrax that kills only Jews?"

The two men looked down and scuffed their feet but <till said nothing.

"Someonethinksitis American Mudims?’ Fouad ventured.

Master Sergeant called from the Superhawk's cabin. The wind shredded his voice. “We're leaving,
gentlemen. All aboard!"

"Whoever thefuck it is, it can't be done,” Fergus said to Fouad as they walked back across the rugged
fied. “There's no genetic marker or receptor that singles out Jews. Y ou just can't breed that kind of
germ. It'sascientificimpossbility.”

"Sowhat isit they aretrying to accomplish?’ Fouad asked.

"Someoneslying,” Fergussaid. “ Someoneis ddivering samplesto radica Idamigsand teling them a
nasty fib. We need to know who, and wed certainly like to know why.” Fergus clutched his hat under
the wash from the blades. Harris helped Fouad, and Fouad pulled up Fergus.

"Hell, you know what the fanatics around here would likely do,” Fergus said. “They'd round up six Jews,
any old Jews, and dose them—nbut why do adouble-blind and test it on the faithful ? That would be an
abomination.”

Fouad |ooked between them. They both returned hislook, asif trying to figure out his dispostion, his
race, the psychology of dl Idam, through his dark young eyes.

"Six Kurdish Jews,” Harris muttered. “ And ayear ago, seven Shiites dead in Baghdad.”
"Sunniswouldn't mind killing both Jews and Shiites,” Fergussaid.

"And now you probably know as much aswe do,” Harris said to Fouad. “ The more you know, the less
it makes sense”

Magter Sergeant welcomed them aboard, grinning with relief. “The hell with this, let's motor,” he said.
They resumed their seats and strapped in.

"If itisnot modified to kill Jews, could it be modified to midead fanatical Mudims? Smple soulsthat they
are?’ Fouad smiled hismost ingenuous smile,

Fergus snorted. Harrislooked around the hdlicopter. “ Fred, are you impugning the intelligence of our
enemies?’ he asked.

"Perhaps to convince these smple souls that thereisaway to win an old war,” Fouad said. “And make
them pay great sums of money to get it."

"An expensive fake-out,” Fergus said with wry appreciation.

Magter Sergeant listened intently but his heart wasn't in the discussion. “The whole world's got to
change,” hesad.



"If Fred's correct, selling fake anthrax wouldn't be amgjor crisis, would it?” Harris asked. 1t would be
like sdlling red mercury to the Serbs. That cost Slobodan Milosevic six million dollarsfor squai—a
high-yield explosve that doesn't even exis."

"But these American suppliers are not stupid people, if they can obtain or modify such anthrax. From
who else would they extort money? From fanatics with equa hatred,” Fouad suggested.

"Who would that be?’ Harris asked.
"I am thinking out loud,” Fouad said.

"Fred here believes we may not have the complete picture yet,” Fergus said. “Maybe were dl thinking
ampligicaly."

"Amentothat,” Harrissaid. “ That's always been our problem in this part of the world."

Masgter Sergeant closed the hatch. The helicopter rose from the old farm field, turned into the snowy
wind, and immediately headed west, making abedinefor Turkey.

Once again Fouad had closed his eyes. He wasin the middle of avivid dream of sick and dying cattle.
They had the most sympathetic and pain-filled eyes. The cattle began kicking over huge oil drums. He
heard rapid sounds of banging metal. As he jerked awake, he saw Fergus dump forward. Harris had
crossed the ailde and was fumbling with his hands to cover afountain of blood from Ferguss chest.
Master Sergeant camly threw flak jackets at them. “Up front,” he ordered. “ Thicker armor.”

Fouad worked hisarmsto get into ajacket. He hel ped Harris drag Fergus forward. Master Sergeant
popped open afirg aid kit and flung compresses and tourniquetsin plastic bags at them. “Open ‘em, tie
him off, press‘em wherever thereésblood,” he instructed.

"Hell with that,” Harris shouted back. “Hesdying!™

Fergus was bleeding out in great gushes on the deck. His hands, held up in supplication, shook
uncontrollably and hislipswere bluein achak-white face. Despite the futility, Fouad went to work,
helping Harris. They were covered in blood.

The Superhawk roared and veered and careened. “We're being painted!” the co-pilot shouted.
Countermeasures screamed away from the chopper on both sdes—flares and chaff. “Tango Victor
Charlie, we got red eyes. Scorpios up our crack and we cannot shake ‘em.”

"Shit onagtick,” Master Sergeant said, and doubled over.
The cabin hissed like a huge snake and filled with smoke and flame.



CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT
Silesa, Ohio

Sam parked thetrailer by the curb at the north end of a pretty little park on the southwestern side of the
town, about four miles from the warehouse digtrict and the little bar where he had picked up Darly Fields,
forty-two, divorced mother of two, currently working as a network maintenance supervisor for afeed

supply company.

Next, he walked around the park with alittle flag on astick checking the wind direction and making
notes on his city map of Silesia. On the south side of the park he had aready counted three churches, dl
of mediumsze

Thewind was dow and rdlatively warm and dry for thistime of year. All good. Therewasabig Town
Tak bakery within amile of the park, directly downwind. Silesiahad three bakeries within range that
shipped bread dl over the state. There were twelve feed stores, and of course the silos and warehouses.

The Patriarch had told him over and over again, in the presence of hiswives and his sons, of hisplansfor
the Endtimes, should the Federa es Satanus flood down upon them. “ God and me, we've dreamed up a
rea surprise,” he had said.

And o0 they had. But it didn't matter now. Shifting obstacles could be outmaneuvered, fixed obstacles
could be worked around. Ambitious plansfor five or six targets could be reduced to the two most
important—and of course, Silesia. In the beginning Sam had hoped to have everything ready by the
Fourth of July, but two Julys had passed with essentia equipment and deals and personnedl not yet in
place.

Now it had to be a one-two-three punch. First the demo, followed within two months by the first city,
and then—in the proper season—the most difficult and inaccessible target of al.

Past maximum heseting, thiswas no timeto let loose the first operationa Pillar of Fire. He would wait until
morning. And if the next morning was not good enough, if the wind had reversed and was blowing away
from town, he would wait for the morning after that. But he could not wait forever. Like the Patriarch,
Sam would have to put some reliance on God.

Sam pushed back his hair with one hand and kept a straight face as he walked over the short brown
lawns and under the scattered shade of old oak trees. Of late, hisfesturesinclined to afixed scowl of
concentration. He was gaining linesin the wrong places. Soon nobody would trust him. Not that it
mattered. Perhapsin the end he would become atrue eagle-eyed John Brown with flames floating above
his head, convinced that what he was doing was surdly righteous—atrue believer, like so many of the
pious, hypocritical sons of bitches downwind from this new American Trinity.

God would not protect them. They weren't listening any more. Perhaps they never had.

If hisingtincts were correct, tomorrow was going to begin with afine calm morning, abreeze blowing
ever S0 lightly from the northwest.



CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE
Seditle
Rebecca knocked on the door to William's room just as he finished shaving. “ Showtime,” she caled out.

They had moved into asuites motel downtown. The roomswere smaller than the roomsin Everett, and
William preferred it that way now. Lessto keep in hisfield of vison. But theroomswere aso dirtier.

"Beright there,” hecadled.

William put on histie, adjusted his holstered SIG, made sure the recognizer was keyed, and dipped his
armsinto his coat. He checked his Lynx button display, which flashed abright 1-1-2, fully operationd,
then swung the deadbolt and opened the door.

Rebeccawas carrying afolder in one hand and her date in the other. “Ammunition,” shesaid. “To judtify
our existence. As| suspected, we haveirritated ATF, BDI, and apparently Homeland Security. The
triumvirate. Fortunately, the hest is pretty much off—nobody much cares about the Patriarch or anthrax
a the moment."

"Y ou've been here before,” William said as he followed her down the hotel corridor, through the glass
door, and out to the agency van parked by the curb.

"Yeah,” Rebeccasad. “I have

* * % %

SACKdler sat at the head of the table in the tenth-floor office of the U.S. Attorney for the Western
Didtrict of Washington. The view of downtown Segitle and two stadiums from the new Interna Security
building was obscured by alayer of wet fog.

Kédler stood and rapped his knuckles on the table to get their attention. “ The U.S. Attorney has kindly
lent his office for thismeeting,” he said. “He'sin Washington, DC right now, fighting for hisjob, but he
persondly tells me that he hopes we will maintain the very most cordid interdepartmentd relaionsin this
time of world turmail.”

Severd chuckles around the long wooden table.

"Times change, but crimeiscrime,” Kdler continued. “ And we're here to share what we know, to clear
up some details about what was, until yesterday, afront-page case.”

Shuffling. Most of these people clearly had placesto go and thingsto get done. To Rebecca, they
resembled boyswaiting in the principa’s office. She pushed her folder back and forth on the polished
table and glanced a William, Sitting quiet and still beside her.

"Why are you always so clm?’ Rebecca whispered to him as Keller passed around a pot of coffee and
paper cups.

"Because you're going to pull arabbit out of ahat,” William whispered, with alook at her folder. “I'm just
waiting to see what kind of rabbit."

"Maybe | have no rabbits,” Rebeccasaid. “Maybe I'm fresh out of dl my little coneys."
Kdler introduced the agents and department representatives. Rebecca recognized Diplomatic Security



agent David Grange, the pug-faced man who had irritated her on the Patriarch's farm. She had not yet
met the ATF's new Deputy Assigtant Director, Western Division, Samue Conklin, ajowly man with
nervous eyes, well past middle age. And shewas surprised to find, arriving alittle late and taking a sest
next to her, the only other female in the room, ajunior representative from CPSC—the Consumer
Product Safety Commission. She smiled and handed Rebecca her card. Her name was Sarah North.
With black hair cut in a page boy, North was plump, red-faced, and intense-looking, asif she had just
scrubbed off Goth makeup and put on atight brown suit.

Her presence did not encourage Rebecca.

"The Secret Service has declined to join our meeting today,” Kdler said dryly. “There are matters of
internationa importance demanding thelr immediate attention.”

"And ours,” Grange said.

Kéler produced one of hisenigmatic smiles. “1 thought that Deputy Assstant Director Samue Conklin
could begin."

Conklin arranged a packet of printoutsin front of him, then fumbled with his date and made aface. He
drew himsdlf up and rested hisarmson thetable. “First of al, 1'd like to congratulate FBI for
apprehending the Patriarch. That closes amgjor case. My deep regrets asto the injury and loss of your
agents. When informed about the survelllance, and then the tragedy, ATF and DS offered our servicesin
adifficult timefor the FBI. Who says cooperation is dead? We dl did afine job, working through the
evidence and theruins. Very educationa. A new type of fuseto add to ATFslong list. Because of the
added possibility that the Patriarch case might provide clues about another old case, American Anthrax
2001, ATF was given the lead by the Attorney General to move to the front in anumber of
investigations, following the patterns we discerned in ADIC Newsome's activities. We regret not
informing Newsome or his agents about our involvement, or the reshuffling of command—uwe did not
mean to undercut anyone—but the Attorney General and the President do not have much confidencein
the FBI. Thisis common knowledge.”

Grange made alittle rictus and | ooked out the window at the fog.
"You smelled aflower in al the old manure, and you decided to pluck it,” Rebeccasaid.
"Well, yes, maam, we smelled aRose,” Conklin said, “and the FBI certainly hasits pileto shove.”

Kdler lifted his hand. Hisface had reddened, but his gesture was enough to make Conklin nod and make
placating motions. “I was not in Washington, and | did not make the requests or issue the orders. I'm just
explaining what happened. Carrying the message.™

"Let'shear it, then,” Kdler said.

"Weve had to sall into agtiff wind every inch of the way. I've persondly reported to the Attorney
Generd that SAC Erwin Griffin's entry into the Patriarch's barn was premature and ultimately destructive
of what could have been crucid evidence.”

"He had hisreasons,” William said. Hisface, too, was pinking.

"I'm sure,” Conklin said. “Furthermore, the Patriarch was forewarned and managed to order hisfamily

scattered to the winds before FBI or local law enforcement could set up an effective cordon. Whatever
his reasons, Erwin Griffin did not foresee this, nor did he plan for it. Since ATF and Homeland Security
becameinvolved, with the help of U.S. Marshdswe have rounded up nine of twenty-two fugitive family



members, in three states. Two were gpprehended by Agents Rose and Griffin Junior here in Washington,
after an unnecessarily dangerous scuffle”

"You didn't find them,” Grange observed. “ They found you."
Rebecca fixed her eyes on Grange'slips and nose.

"Adding comedy to farce, because of aprior bungled interrogation, we had to question one of the
Patriarch's sons, Jeremiah Jedediah Chambers, in the presence of apoorly paid and serioudy inept public
defender. FBI bungled that onefor us, aswell. But my agents did follow up on whet little we learned.
And dong the way, we found that Agent Rose had involved hersdf in another case, the murder of a
Highway Patrol officer in Arizona. ATF and Homeland Security requested prior copies of lab resultsfor
that case and received them thismorning.”

"Have we received those results yet, Agent Rose?” Keller asked.

"No, sr,” Rebeccasaid. She pulled afist off the table to hideit, but the knuckles on her other hand were
white. “I'm curious asto what they might be.”

Despite his sharp tongue Conklin was not enjoying himself. He was old school and did not like making
fellow agents squirm. Still, he was not about to blunt the edge of his story. “Loca authoritiesin Arizona
were happy to assst ATF because the FBI apparently behaved with its usua courtesy and professiona
respect. Aswell, we learned today that Agent Rose pocketed two key pieces of evidence and had them
andyzed in Virginia. So we requested those results, aswell, with the Attorney Generd's permission, and
have used them to draw our own conclusions.”

Kdler glanced a Rebecca. She sat very ill, her face frozen. Game, set, match.

William could not fedd much of anything except an dmost childlike bewilderment. Just ashort time ago he
had been a Quantico, trying desperately not to screw up and keep ahead of an ever-expanding curve.
Now, it looked asif he was going to sink out of sight in the company of some of the finest agentsin the
Bureau.

"In ordinary times, al thismight have passed with little notice,” Conklin continued. “Agencies could have
gonethrough their usua pissing up the side of the barn door—pardon me, ladies—and settled things
behind the scenes. But these are not ordinary times."

"Samud, if you'rethe messenger,” Keller said, “let'sjust have the message.”

"The message s, we've grabbed an empty Zippo. No flint, no fluid, no flame. We have nothing,” Conklin
sad. “Oh, there are some interesting results—we have diminated amgjor internationa crimina. But that
has nothing to do with anthrax. It certainly does not merit further investigation, beyond the genera
cleaning up and writing of reports.”

"What were the findings?’ Rebecca asked.

"Thereisn't atrace of anthrax anywhere on the Patriarch's farm. Not in the barn, not in the woods, and
yes, Agent Rose, we have sent out cadaver dogs and are digging up any suspicious Sites around the farm.
Despite Jeremiah's story, we have found no dead sheep. We do not anticipate finding any. To say that
Jeremiah Chambers and Hagar Chambers are usel ess as witnesses is an understatement. They can hardly
remember their own names. They are low-grade morons, whether from inbreeding or the Patriarch's
bestings and indoctrination, who can say? They don't even know when they're lying. Furthermore, though
Hagar Chambersis pregnant, the Patriarch is not the infant's father. We have yet to make amatch, but



we suspect the sire comes from completely outside the family—so at least it's not an incest baby.”
"Andin Arizona?’ Keller asked.

"At our request, they sequestered and scoured the three hundred printersin that trailer. They found no
sgnsof anthrax on the printers or in the recycled ink cartridges shipped aong with them.”

Rebecca coughed. Shefelt asif shehad no moreair in her lungs.

"Atany rate,” Conklin said, “no anthrax anywhere, and hence no additiona evidence of interest to any of
us. Thank you, John. That'smy bit."

""'Someone could have used the Petriarch’'s family to get ready for an anthrax attack,” William said. “ They
could have used the yeast—"

"BT iscommonly available. It'sadmost exactly like anthrax, easy to grow, and perfectly legd. If | were
going to spread anthrax, I'd use BT for any rehearsa. Y east just doesn't cut it, in terms of conspiracies,”
Conklin said, and looked sadly at his knuckles. “ There's nothing here."

Rebecca dowly opened her folder. “They knew that wetrack BT,” she said. “ One of our master
analydgts, Frank Chao, decided to connect some of our gpparently unconnected results. He compared the
DNA from the blood samplein Arizonato the DNA of Hagar Chambers unborn child. They match. |
have the proof of paternity right here. Whoever shot our Arizona patrolman wasin Washington stete,
where he impregnated a seventeen-year-old girl right under her elderly husband's nose, and he was very
likely stopped in the act of returning to the Patriarch'sfarm to ddliver aload of inkjet printers.”

Conklin was momentarily conciliatory. “ That'sinteresting. Wewill certainly let Arizonaknow about the
match.” He threw awarm smile in Rebeccas direction, below very cold eyes.

She nodded.

Conklin continued. “It may be they were getting hot from holding weekly orgies out there in the woods. It
may be they were complete fanatics, planning to print and distribute millions of Nazi propagandatracts.
And maybe they were messing with yeast and spreading it around to devel op their own special
sourdough darter.”

"That's bacteria, actually,” Sarah North said.

Conklin shifted his gaze above the table, asif talking to the back wall. “Nobody knowswhat they were
redlly up to, but there's still nothing compelling, Agent Rose. Not in thistime of international emergency,
when we need to focus all our resources.”

Grange wanted to be heard, but Keller held up hishand. “I've received my orders from the Attorney
Generd, by way of the Director,” Kdler said. “Hiram Newsome has been reprimanded for using bureau
resources without obtaining official approval. We're reassigning Specia Agent RebeccaRoseto
Bdtimore and indtituting an investigation through OPR, to seeif anything could have been done
differently. Specid Agent William Griffin will report to hisorigind probationary assgnmentin ... ah ...
New Jersey. | have been ordered to gpologize to our fellow agencies, on behdf of the director of the
FBI. Therewill befollow-up communications a ahigher leve."

"I'd like to say something,” Rebeccasaid.

"I'd prefer that you didn't,” Keller said. “Ms. North, while other charges are being prepared againgt the
Patriarch'sfamily, I've been instructed to hand over our evidence to you, as arepresentative of the



Consumer Products Safety Commission, with an eye to prosecution for the production of illegal
fireworks™

Sarah North stood with trembling hands. “Yes, gr,” she said.

* * * %

Outside the office, Rebeccafollowed Kdler. William tagged behind at a discreet distance and caught the
whispered conversation in mid-sentence.

"Iran has overshadowed everything, Rebecca,” Kdler was saying. “Fortunately, because of that, this
fox-up won't matter much in the 1G proceedings at Headquarters. We may dl be able to stay on our feet
inthe middle of the bigger sorm. But Hiram's till out on alimb. Tak to him—and | mean
serioudy—before you think about wasting any more effort.”

"I will,” Rebeccasaid. “Why did we attract so much attention? | mean, if we're such screw-ups..."

"Best guess? Asfar as Grangeis concerned, BuDark was crested to follow apeculiar trail, and your
investigation looked like an interesting Side path. Oh, one other thing. Apparently they sent a hdlicopter
into Irag to investigate something of interest to BuDark. 1t came within ahundred klicks of the explosion
at Shahabad Kord and made a safe tacticd landing in the Zagros M ountains—but was subsequently shot
down by Iranians or Iragis before it could make it back to Turkey. We had two agents on board. One of
them was an interpreter, | think you know him, William. His name was Fouad Al-Husam."

"What werethey doing in Irag?’ William asked.

Kéler shrugged. “Headquartersis accusing DS of requisitioning our agents and then sending themon a
deadly wild goose chase. There'salot of bad blood. | doubt there will be any enthusiasm for anthrax for
yearsto come.”

Kéler turned and put his hand on William's shoulder. “Well take care of Griff. Keep your heads down
and look to your careers, both of you,” he advised.



CHAPTER FORTY
Northern Irag

Fouad came down out of the hillswith abackpack and a sack of provisions, followed by Harris, who
was clutching apistol in one hand. The brown plain ahead was dotted with yellow dust devils. Blue-gray
cloudsto the east and north threw long shadows over the red-painted mountains. It was empty and
beautiful. There was no place to hide out there. It would be better to stay in the rocks.

They had fled the Superhawk's wreckage as soon as they could, as soon asthey had made sure there
were no other survivors, to avoid being found and killed by whoever had shot them down.

The amdl duminum casefilled with the Kifri tissue samples hung from Fouad's hip clip. Hetouched the
radio attached at chest levd to hisflak vest, then turned back to watch Harris. Their andog voice signals
were being jammed. The digital Sgnalswere not getting through, either, which was pretty surprising,
considering they were trangmitting directly to at least ten possible satdllites. Someone was using chaff,
aerogtats, pop-ups, or possibly even other satellites to actively jam basic communications over the entire
area—probably the Russians but perhapsthe Turks aswell. Having a nuke go off in your backyard
tended to do that to people.

Or the radio was smply busted. The M2GPS on his belt was haywire, working only about half thetime.

Their last hope was the C-SARB that relayed their position and aircraft 1D in microbursts at irregular
intervals. To enemy trackers, it would sound like cosmic hash—or nothing at dl.

When Harris caught up, Fouad handed him a bottle of water from the pack. Harriswastrying to look in
al directions at once. His broken arm, dung closeto his chest, was obvioudy hurting but now was no
timefor painkillers. They had about aweek's worth of food. The water would last at most two or three

days.

Harristook adrink from the bottle. “ They'll find us” he said. “To them, it'slike aday in the country
picking flowers. They'll track us from the wreckage. They'll kill us and take pictures and spread our
headl ess corpses out on the desert to dry. That's how screwed we are.”

Fouad did not fed much more sanguine about their chances.

They had pulled Fergus and as much equipment as they could from the smoking ruins of the Superhawk.

Master Sergeant, the Captain, the co-pilot and crew chief, and two other crew members, whose names

Fouad had never learned, had been inaccessible, ong with the more powerful weapons and most of the
aurviva gear.

The forward bulkhead and the floor beneath Fergus, Harris, and Fouad had been ripped up and
dammed to the back of the cabin by theinitia impact and that had saved them when the helicopter had
findly bounced off one boulder and ploughed into another. Fouad was not clear on dl this. Some of the
memories were returning, but right now, they were smply not relevarnt.

Fergus had died while they were ill in theair. They had dug aquick grave and covered him with a
hatch, the most they could do under the circumstances.

"Wel, pilgrim,” Harris said, trying to stand straight. “What's say we hide like furry little rodents.”

Fouad checked his compass and the chart from the map pack. He had |ooked at the stars the night



before, after arranging the ding for Harrissarm. They had not traveled far from the high barren field
before being shot down. Or had they? He had been napping. Still, he thought he knew where they might
be within twenty or thirty klicks. He hoped he knew.

Any crumbin afamine,
"Y ou take the blanket,” Fouad instructed Harris, who was dready shivering. “Seep. | will stand watch."

"I'm not going to argue,” Harris said. He found a crusty, sandy place next to alarge boulder, lay down
gingerly, and pulled the slvery thermd blanket over himsdf. The sun was past zenith and the air was
aready chilly and dry. Fouad'sthroat hurt and hislegs ached and his bruised chest felt tight. Breathing
deeply hurt, asdid pressing on hisright Sde. Very likely ribswere broken. Findly, he was grateful for the
extreme fitness regimen at Quantico. Victory over pain, Pete Farrow had called it.

"Any guess?’ Harris called from the sde of the boulder.

"Still in Irag,” Fouad said. “Near no place we would know the name of.” He walked over, held the chart
out to Harris, and pointed to a square severd centimeters across. “ Somewherein here.”

"Very good,” Harrissaid. “ Awesome. That'stotaly reassuring.”
"Now deep.”
Harris saluted and lay back with agroan.

A few minutes|later, Fouad heard him shout “ Shit, shit, shit.” Harris shuffled past him, brushing his pants
with hisgood arm.

"Scorpion,” hesaid. “Got my trousers but missed my leg. Fuck this. Fuck thisto amighty hell. Did you
know scorpions out here produce cytotoxic venom? Like arecluse spider. Haemolys's, necrosis,
ankylosis, kidney failure, you can even go off your heed—even. Very nasty shit.” Hiseyeswere
red-rimmed and his face looked hot from fever. He danced from foot to foot for afew seconds, then let
out his breath with awhoosh and barely controlled hisfall to one knee.

"Again, you are lucky,” Fouad said.

"Yeah, lucky,” Harris said. “ Do you think anybody careswhat's in thisbox?’ He reached up to tap the
auminum case

"For the sake of Fergus and Master Sergeant and the others, yes,” Fouad said.
"Did you ever learn Master Sergeant's name?’ Harris asked.
"No."

"Wait. I've got it here.” Harris pulled out the duplicate tags that had been dung by the rear hatch, fanned
through them with one hand, and read the stamped label abovethe ID chip. “ Jerry Wadton. Jesus. Were
as dead as Jerry Wdton."

"Sit and be dtill,” Fouad suggested, patting the ground beside him. “They could have infrared.”
"l don't want to take apain pill,” Harrissaid. “1 want to be clear-headed when they kill us."
"Shh,” Fouad said.



"Fuck, it hurts.” Harris squatted beside him and they watched the skies over the plain. Soon, Harriswas
on hisback again, adeep but restless. Thelast of the dust devils had cleared. The sun was within minutes
of setting. Soon it would be dusk, then night.

Fouad used his compass and quickly oriented himsdlf, then laid down the flap edge of the sack and knelt
on it to pray. He had to begin before sunset. Eventualy he would have to catch up on the missed prayers.
To pray was more than rdlief, far more than duty; it wasamarve of renewed strength.

He performed four raka'at.

A few minutes later, Fouad heard Harris curaing softly in his deep. Thiswas a profanation, but what
could be done? His companion wasin pain. He finished his prayers, then added a Ya Latif. Asthe
evening deepened and the plain was covered in avell of grey, Fouad spokein a soft voice,

"You who is gentle with children still in the wombs of their mothers, exhibit thy gentleness and
grace towards us, a grace that befits Your Generosity and Your Mercy, O You who is the Most
Merciful..."

Hedid not often pray for relief from hisdistress. It was his thought that God, even in his degp and abiding
love, had many concerns and should not be bothered for petty illsand sorrows. This hisfather had taught
him, though his mother had also said that God never tired of listening. But now was definitely the time for
extraordinary help and guidance.

When night fell, they could not risk using any light, and so they would not see the scorpions.



CHAPTER FORTY-ONE
Seditle
" am no longer your boss,” Rebeccasaid. “Y ou're buying thefirgt round.”

"You'redill senior,” William said. This brought alook from her that seemed at once angry and
vulnerable. Sheturned back to the bar menu.

"For someone of my age and seniority, | am hungry,” she said with forced cheer.

"Not what | meant, of course,” William said. He amiled at their figuresin the mirror behind the ranked
collection of bottlesfilled with amber, green, blue, and paefluids. “We could buy al of those and forget
for an entire evening. That's what blue people often do."

"Tell me more about people who are blue.”

"All right,” William said. “We arefew. We are blue. We protect him and her and you. | had a partner
when | wasworking OCID—"

"Organized Crime Investigations Divison,” Rebecca said. “Right after getting kicked out of vice. That's
how you got into FBI. Thejoint taskforce."

"That's part of it. My father's reputation preceded me like Cyrano's nose."
"Cyrano? Was he agoombah?

"Cyrano de Bergerac. He had a huge nose and flew to the moon. Y ou know Cyrano. He wrote letters
for aguy who wasin love with Roxanne. But he wasin love with Roxanne, too, so it wastragic.”

Rebecca gave him ayou-are-shitting-me stare.
"Steve Martin, Darryl Hannah,” he said.

"Right.” Rebeccallifted her martini. “Here€'sto romantic poetry and big noses. Tell me more about your
partner. What was he like?"

"She, actudly. We used hang out after work, plotting how to improve our record in the department. We
were both pretty margind.”

"No hotshots?'
"Our inginctswere hinky,” William said. “Wejust naturaly liked people.”
"Bad juju,” Rebeccasaid. She tapped the bar and asked for another. “Thisoneison me."

"Thanks,” William said. “Anyway, it was good, and it was bad. We were gredt at interrogations.
Together, we could get under the skin of a perp so soft and easy he didn't even know we were injecting
verba truth serum. My partner was grest at psychology. Big brown eyes, plump, sort of a Mediterranean
mama. The goombahs, as you say—and the Russians, but not so much the Cambodians or
Vietnamese—just wanted to open up and spill their guts. There, there, sheld say, and pat their wrists as
they signed off on their confessions. But we werent dl that good at pegging them, not right away."



"Bad for acop,” Rebeccasaid. “But good for the soul.”

"Her name was Karen Trudow. Upstate New Y ork money, but to her folks' dismay, she turned blue.
We spent alot of timein the backs of vans listening to taps, and when things were dow we made up a
dictionary of durs. We could use them, blue people, but nobody else. *Cop’ ismostly okay, but
‘Copper’ or ‘Hatfoot’ or ‘ Screw’ or anything aDick Tracy villain would say isamortd insult.”

"You liked her,” Rebeccasaid. “But she died atragic death and now you cherish her memory and fed
quilty.”

"No, she's still in OCID. She recommended | go FBI. * They're not so blue. They pass.’”

"That'salie,” Rebeccasaid. “I'm deep midnight. But wait. I'm senior, so I'm wrinkled and faded, like old
denim.”

"Yourefishing,” Williamsad.

"That meansyou think I'm hitting on you,” Rebecca said, turning on her stool. “ That | need to hook a
compliment out of that manly, tall, broad chest ... Whatever. Christ, I'm achesgp drunk. But tell me,
young William Griffin. Y ou saw mein my nightie. Isit dl over for me?'

"Youretired."

Her expression drooped. “I'm gone. I'm dead. I'll crawl back to my desk and shuffle papersfor the rest
of my career. I'll retire with blue hair, my stomach hanging below my knees, and dream of filing cabinets.
I'll be afaded blue bag hag.”

William shook hishead. “Let'spay.”

"Y ou don't like my company."”

"l don't like my liquor talking with an anger chaser.”
What?"

William's serious face broke. “I'm tired, t0o."

"Y ou'retranducent. Milky blue. I can hardly seeyou.” Rebeccawaved her hand in front of hisface.
“Agent Griffin, isthat you?'

"Anything ese?’ asked the bartender, adender brunette with huge eyes.
"Somefood,” Rebeccasad. “Well take the buffalo wings.”
"Wecdl them angd wings,” the bartender said. “Hot, mild, or boring?"

"Hot,” Rebeccasaid. “Olivesin parmesan. Goat cheese plate. Anything that tastes good to hungry
people who are blue."

"Blue cheese dip for thewings,” the bartender suggested.
"Right."
The bartender asked if they wanted more drinks. Rebecca asked for club soda, William, tomato juice.

"Thiswill not be aproblem, not for you,” Rebeccatold him. “Thiswill be avoid, ablank spacein your



record. You'll go to New Jersey and act asif nothing happened.”

"Haming TR,” William said.

"No, serioudy,” Rebeccasad. “ Start over again.”

"It'sred, though, isn't it?” William asked. “ Something's going on. Something bad.”
"Of courseit'sred. Would Hiram Newsome lead you astray?"

"I know you wouldn't."

"Ah, well. That'sapity.” Shetook the club sodaand downed it. “1 seldom drink this much,” she said.
“White winewith dinner. | have a ddicate metabolism.” She sat down the glasswith athunk, blowing an
ice cube onto the bar. “We've known about biohackers since at least 2000, but in the last ten years,
they've grown unimaginably more common and powerful. They have journals, websites, they exchange
little tricks of the trade. Right now, you can buy a gene sequencer on eBay for five grand. Using online
recipes you can make your own RNA, your own DNA, which means you can make viruses—red ones,
not computer viruses—including smalpox or Ebola Y ou can create plasmids that turn ordinary bacteria
into killers. Amerithrax was probably one of thefirgt killer hackers. We were too blind to seeit. Now, it's
internationa. Peoplewill die, and thereis nothing we can do. We're focused on asingle nuclear
exploson—ill chasing old nightmares. But some screwball S.O.B. who doesn't give adamn about atom
bombsis up to something that could kill hundreds of millions, and six months from now, ayear from now,
if any of usare dill dive, OPR will have us on the carpet, testifying about how the FBI missed another
gterling opportunity. Congress critterswill dine off our carcasses—if any of them are ill dive. Maybe by
then I'll have dipped into early retirement. I'll drown whilefishing in alakein Minnesota. But that won't
help you, dear boy."

"Crap,” William said.
"Y ou dare disagree with the drunken blue lady?’ Rebecca asked, eyesintense.
"It'snot atasty future. How do you hunt down athousand killer nerds?*

"All I want to do isfind one—just one—and make an example out of him.” Her date chimed. She put on
reading glasses—the first time William had seen her do this—and examined the small screen at am's
length. “My God,” she said.

"Wha?'

"Hiram Newsome has been dismissed. The director's purging the Ay-Dicks.” She scrolled through the
message and her face turned gray. “| need to go to thelittle girl's room."

Rebeccaleft him at the bar. The food arrived but William was no longer hungry. Still, he picked a a
chicken wing and, despising blue cheese, dipped it in histomato juice, hoping it would dilute the
gpiciness. It did not. But globs of chicken grease made the juice undrinkable.

Rebeccareturned ten minuteslater. 1 made mysdlf throw up,” sheinformed him. “An old trick from my
bingeing daysin college. Y ou should go do the same.”

William shook his head. He had never seen Rebecca Rose look so vulnerable, even when she had had
her blouse ripped in half, soaked in sprinkler water and tusding with aman twenty-five years younger. It
madehim sck indde.



Rebecca called to the bartender. “ Got a pot of coffee?’
"Always,” the bartender answered from the end of the bar.

"We are going to make phone calls,” Rebecca said to William. “Y ou will talk to New Jersey and tell
them you're on your way. Don't make waves. And don't mention News or mein your resume”

"Isit officid?'
"Reutersand AP. Keller must have seen thiscoming.”

The bartender brought two mugs and a stainless pot. “ Anything for blue people,” she said, and winked at
William.



CHAPTER FORTY-TWO
Silesa, Ohio

Sam walked around the park at dawn, making one last check of thewind. Clear skies, agrassy zephyr
blowing from the northwest, three to five knots: gentle and perfect. The dispersion plume would be
beautiful, adow, graceful fan descending over at least five square miles of Silesia. Having the Town Tak
bakery right in the center of the plume was aplus, he decided.

To send thiskind of message—his kind of message—one had to dter large volumes of flesh. Rotten
flesh, killing flesh.

Meat makes more meat. Meat learns its cruelty from bad meat. In the end, they were all made
meat.

By comparison, thisis a kindness.

He arrived back at the truck in afoul, uncertain mood, his head zinging with sharp spasms of doubt.
From the truck's glove box he took afoil pack of gingko biloba and swallowed three of the supplements,
washing them down with bottled water. Pure superstition, he suspected—he could not even be sure he
was affected—but what if he was? Then motivation, conviction, even apsychologica edge could push
him over thefinish line, and dl he needed was afew more weeks to spare before the blessed curtain fell
and he could surrender to the fate he would be wishing on—inflicting upon—so many others.

He rechecked his plane tickets and the plastic packet of passports. From Cleveland to New Y ork, from
New Y ork to Jordan, and from Jordan by way of chartered flight to Jeddah. RFIDs—Radio Frequency
| dentity tags—with medica and persona info and even DNA markers had been reprogrammed in dl the
passports. To Homeland Security, and to any foreign government keeping track, he would be a different
man, on nobody'sligt.

For most of hisadult life, he had kept in reserve hismost persond and hidden trait, his mother's most
wonderful genetic accident, asakind of contingency, a backup plan for adifficult world in which most
people had few secrets from the grimly curious authorities.

There was dtill arisk, of course—but much reduced.
One blue eye, one green. Who would know?

Herolled back and tied the tarp on the trailer, then climbed up and inspected the hedgehog through the
wide opening in the roof. Each of the launching tubes had been capped with a plastic cup secured by
tape. Opening the rear door, he sidled in beside the launcher and removed each cap, careful not to bump
the tubes. The late summer air was dry but not too dry. Static was not likely to be a problem, but one
never knew.

Then he removed the firing board from its box and hooked it up to the base of the hedgehog. On the
board he flipped atoggle and ran the wand over the twenty live contact points. At the base of each tube,
red diodes it up, flickered, then faded.

All it would take was a quick swipe down the contacts, with the toggle reversed.

Sam unhooked the patch cord, coiled it, strapped it to the bottom of the firing board with Vel cro, then
placed it in the seet of the truck. Legs tiff, hands shaking, he unhitched the trailer and placed the



cdibrated brace under the tongue, angling the trailer back afew centimetersto the proper angle. At the
last minute, he could rotate the trailer, angleit up or down afew degrees, based on wind direction and
gpeed, within parameters he had cal culated months before,

The park was almost deserted. On the far side he spotted an elderly man out for astroll with hiswhite

Scotty. There would be afew shrieks and loud bangs. Then a pattern of smultaneous starburdts. Glass
beads and chunks of clay and talcum would fal rather more quickly than the payload, rattling lightly on

some rooftops, rolling down the rain gutters.

Hewasin the truck when he noticed the branches of the trees swaying along this side of the street,
whipping around far more energeticaly than he liked. He frowned through the windshield, opened the
door, and lifted hisfinger to the freshened breeze. Thewind had shifted. It was blowing from the south at
about ten or fifteen knots. If he fired now, even with thetrailer properly angled, and if thewind reversed
again, the plume would go out over the cornfields and empty lots north of town.

He returned to the truck and waited for an hour. At the end of that hour the wind was still back and forth,
al wrong. He switched on theradio. The local weather station was forecasting turbulence for the next
day or so—possbly sgnding afront moving through and showerslaein the evening.

Sam closed hiseyes. Helowered the antenna on the firing box. Then he got out and hitched the trailer
back onto the truck, stowing the calibrated brace.

God did not want it. Not now, not this morning.

After all thistime, | haveto listen. | have to be patient.



CHAPTER FORTY-THREE

Seditle

They say that

They say that when the front side of your brain is squashed against the backside
(They don't say that; who'stalking here, anyway?)

They say that when that happens, your consciousness retreats down your brainstem into your spinal cord
and ends up in your asshole. | can't smell athing but for this constant stink of sour blood and shit. All
thingswould be equd, redlly, if | could smell something ese, but then, | don't redly have anose any
longer, do I? so it'swhat they cal aphantom limb or organ or whatever. And maybe my brainisthe
same way. Now that it's squashed it's a phantom brain and can hurt or twinge or think nightmares are redl
or do whatever it damn well pleases.

What a mess.

* * % %

"Hdlo, Agent Griffin."

Thiswas somebody he probably did not know, standing in front of the bed, blocking out the most
interesting part of the room, the part with the televison. When the television was turned off and it wasn't
blocked, he could play back anything he wanted on that ancient blank screen. He usudly just played
back scenes of dating, going through high schoal, getting drunk after graduating, getting in that car wreck
that dmogt killed hisfuture wife. Them parading around outside the car in the ditch, laughing and crying,
then burying the beer bottles and the haf-full pint of Wild Turkey before the sheriff arrived. That was
back in Praise-be-to-God Silesia, Ohio.

No, it wasn't. You drove through Slesia once, but that was not where the accident happened.
Someone is standing in front of the television screen and | can't seeit clearly now, where we had
that accident, Georgina and myself, our younger selves. William was never that stupid or that
wild. He never told me about it anyway.

It wasn't Slesia, Ohio, it was...
"Hello, Griff, it's Kerry Markham. Deputy Markham. I'm hereto say..."

They come through every hour on the hour, keeping tabs on me. | amtheir awful fate. | am diving
into the deep ocean with an anchor chained to my foot.

What the hell happened in Slesia? It was the fourth of July and they were shooting off fireworks.
No. | never saw that.

Kerry Markham. | still have a memory of recent events. Let'suseit. | can seethe TV now. There's
Georgina and me on the outskirts of Duluth. | wasright. It wasn't Ohio.

Kerry Markham was still talking. Griff decided to listen for once. “I'm sorry. Christ, I'm sorry it had to be
you and al the other guys. | wish he had taken me down right at the start, me instead of you—and the
bomb and al. It's been preying on me. Driving me alittle bonkers, if you know what | mean, | get
distracted so easlly. | thought if | could just makeit square—I'd get it dl back again. My mojo.”



Sowhat in hell isit with Slesia? All | remember isthat it had a lot of churches. Driving through
the town, Georgina looked it up in the triple-A and told me Guinness had certified it had more
churches per capita than any other town in the country. Surprising, because you'd think that
should be down south somewhere. | should write that down.

Griff took the marker in his hand and scrawled on the legal pad,
ESIA SILESIA OHIO.

Someone—K erry Markham, a Snohomish County sheriff's deputy, judging by the color of his
uniform—picked it up and looked it over. “1've been making notes mysdlf, just to keep on the ball,”
Markham said. “I've gotten so distracted lately.” He rubbed his neck and chuckled. “1 shouldn't belosing
my mind thisearly, thisyoung, should I? My mind, my memory."

The marker fl to the floor and Griff went back to watching the blank TV until anurse camein, saw his
focus, and turned it on.

By that time, the deputy was gone.

Histhoughts faded to gray. His hand made random motions over the pad. The nurse put the marker and
the pad on the table.

"That's enough of that,” she said.

* * % %

William sat on the hospital chair and looked over the recent stack of scratches and broken words.
Rebeccawas in the hallway; she had been on her date for the last two hours. They were checked out,
bags packed, ambul atory—as Griff had once called being ready for action.

Griff lay with the plagtic sheet pinned up and his mouth findly free of tubes. Fresh patches of pale green
Gro-Guide had been spread over his cheeks and nose. The fingers on his elevated arm twitched, which
the doctor said was agood sign, but hisfree arm lay with hand fisted like a dead bug.

William touched thefigt.
"Silesa, Ohio. What does that mean, Griff?'

Griff turned hiseyesin William'sdirection. “ Churches,” he said, and moved his eyes back to the
televison screen mounted near the celling. The TV was on but with the sound turned down. Griff'slips
moved. William placed his face between Griff and the TV screen. “Hélo, Griff?!

"Off,” Griff saidin lessthan awhisper.

"The TV? Sure.” William used the bedside clicker to switch off thetelevision. Griff continued to sare at
the blank screen. William thought that had his father's face been capable of expression, he might have
been frowning in concentration. His eyes showed that much.

"Torn,” Griff whispered. His hand relaxed and started to move. His eyes switched left to look at his hand,
then, for thefirst time, Griff looked a William. “Map."

"Tornmap,” Williamsaid.
"Inbarn. Slesa”

"Map of Slesa...inthebarn.”



"Churches,” Griff said. Hewas dtaring at the TV screen again.
"Would you likethe TV turned on?'

"No."

"Would you liketo deep?"

Rebecca cameinto the room and stood beside William. Her presence did not seem to register. Griff
relaxed hisfist and wriggled hisfingers. “Write"

William put the marker in his hand and replaced the legd pad. Griff scrawled. “It ill hurtsto talk,”
Williamsaid.

"l wonder what doesn't hurt,” Rebecca said.

Griff wrotet IWSIN SILESIA O

"Jaws” William said.

Griff drew adefinitive dash through the O, emphasizing that he meant zero. Zero Jewsin Silesa
"y

XTIAN

Then, WS, again.

"Chrigiansand Jews."

X THEM ALL.

"l don't think you mean kissthem al, do you?’ Rebecca moved closer. “ Griff, let metell you what we
think we know, and you just make adash if you agree, or acircleif you don't. Right?'

Griff madeadash.

"Y ou think the Patriarch wanted to kill Jews, period. Wherever."

Sash, then XTIANS 2

"Lions, nothing,” William said.

Sash. Then, 0. Griff's entire arm trembled now. The writing became even harder to read.
JWS XTIANS

"All right,” Rebeccasaid, staring &t the pad with aconcentrated frown.

ALL

Griff waswriting on the blanket now. William paused his hand and replaced the legd pad with onefrom a
box beneath the bed.

JWS XTIANS

"That about sumsthem up, Griff,” William said. “ So, where does Silesiafigure?’



DESCNT FM JWS

Then, ALL CHLDRN JWS
"All right.”

And then,

SILESIA

MOST CHURCHES

Griff'sforehead, just below his hairline—the only part of hisface, besides eyes and lips, not layered with
Gro-Guide—was beaded with swest.

"Right, Silesa” William said. “Most—qgreatest number of churches.”
In rapid strokes, firm now, and covering haf the page, Griff wrote:
CLOSE #1

"Close, but no cigar,” William said. “The Patriarch hated Jews and Chrigtians. All right. I'll believe
that—Iots of hate to spread around. What about it, Griff?'

The hand wrote:
Y MAP

"Good question,” William said. “We can't seeit on the video—but then, the signal was cutting in and

Themarker was dtill going, but just making squiggles.
"Griff?" Rebeccasaid.

He could not keep his eyes open to look at the TV. Perhaps that was best. The blank TV was sucking
away hismemory. He did not know whether his son and the woman were ill there or not. The woman
looked familiar. He wondered if she might be hiswife, but probably shewasn't. Too young.

The funny thing was, hismemorieswerefaling out in broad patches, he could actualy fed them doughing
away. The whole process was dmost pleasant—bad departing along with the good, fleas with the fur,
older memoriesfading the fastest.

"He'sadeep.”

* * % %

Rebecca shook hands with William. In the gray light outside the hospital, she looked ten years older than
she had the day before, “Oh,” she said. “Give me your receipts.”

He reached into his pocket and handed her his envelope.
"FBI dwayswants paper, itemized. Guys usudly forget these” she said. “I'll take care of them.”
"If it'sgoing to cause any more trouble—"

"No. You just got sucked along. Thanksfor playing agood game. I'm glad your father isimproving. It's



pretty amazing, actudly.”

"What do you think he was talking about—writing about, | mean?’ William asked.

"Loose memories,” Rebeccasaid.

"What if it has something to do with the anthrax?"

"Y ou heard the man. Thereis no anthrax. Save yoursalf some grief and get on with your career.”
"You said it wasred. How can you just giveit up, no matter what they say at Headquarters?'
Rebecca reached out to grip his shoulder, “Don't ever grow up,” she said.

William shook hishead. 1 suppose there's not much chance of that.”

She climbed into the cab and he closed the door for her. The cab drove down the street and Rebecca
did not look back.

That'sit, he thought.

What awhirlwind.



CHAPTER FORTY-FOUR
Northern Irag

Fouad's mother had had a confused notion about the Twelfth Imam, a concoction of fairy talestold by
her grandmother or gathered from the storiesin the many books and pamphlets that she had read in both
Fars and Arabic. “ So wetdl| tales of exile and waiting,” she had once said. “Who can it hurt?’

Her stories had grown more el aborate as the years had dragged on in London and the United States. She
had invariably begun her stories with aformula: “ So for now, this beautiful little boy—blessings and peace
be upon him!—livesin ahouse made of ivory and precious stones, high atop amountain, and day after
day—and in appearance heisonly five yearsold, thisisamiracle! But it has been many centuries since
and the doves and the Jinn who are Mudlim protect him and carry messages to the towns and citiesand
prayers back—and day after day, he walks around the perimeter of this compound, which no satdllite
can ever see nor any pilot, nor any passenger in an airplane, and no eye that passes near can behold.

And the air atop that mountain is so rarefied that no man who climbsto that atitude will remember what
happened when hereturns, it will dl go blank in histhoughts, but for abeautiful impresson of achild full
of wisdom, waiting to rule under the banner of a-Mahdi, peace be upon him and his progeny. And that
has been reported by some whom | believe. But of course your father does not.”

She had told Fouad other tales as well, about Jesus—who had not died on the cross but whose essence
awaited in another protected place—"Some say it islike this Twilight Zone, only friendly and
beautiful"—and how Jesus (peace be upon him) would vist the boy, and they would eat almond cakes
and drink coffee and sweet teaand listen to the soughing of the doves and the screeching of the falcons
and eagleswho congtantly circled over the compound. And then she had added that al the great
prophets and men of history who were waiting to return would also visit the boy, the grestest among
them but for the Prophet, blessings and peace be upon him and his progeny.

A grand and never-ending garden party attended by the Buddha, by Zoroaster, and so on, peace be
upon themdl.

Near the end, the Alzheimer'stook away her stories and she did not remember either Fouad or his
father, and a nurse had attended to her. Months before the end she had spent hourstalking on a
telephone that was not hooked up, speaking with relatives he had never met—dead relatives.

Fouad had been ten years old when she had died. With his mother's memory had passed Fouad's
aready shaky belief in her stories. He had kept only the core—God and prayer. No fairy tales.

He pushed back againgt Harris under the thermal blanket. Harris moaned again, not very loudly. When
awake, Harriswas almost out of his mind with the dull throbbing pain of hisarm and hisribs. The pillsdid
not seem to do be doing much good.

Fouad saw the morning and stood beside the boulder, leaning againgt it. There were now distant figures
on the plain, wandering between the whirlwinds like ants between huge silken scarves.

In the cold their water was holding up and they had plenty of food but that would not matter if the figures
on the plain found them. In the moonlight two men had passed by just fifty or Sxty meters away, no
doubt following atrail from the wreckage of the Superhawk. There had been the shuffling of lightly shod
feet and muttered conversationsin Fars.

So now Fouad did not dare stand up and pray. Under his breath, he said, “ Allahu Akbar. Allahu



Akbar.” But prayer wasincomplete without the motions so he stopped and silently promised that these
prayerswould be made up for, al of them, when there was a place and atime. God was understanding
and dl-forgiving.

Fouad's father had been a severe and serious man and no doubt he had participated in many treacheries,
and perhaps even now wasinvolved in such. But hisfather had caled prayer ablessingin life beyond
measure, the moment when al e se faded and the mind was quiet and in touch with the Onethat is One.
In their yearsin Washington, DC, they had gone to mosgue and prayed together daily until Fouad was
sent away to school in Maryland.

There had been afew monthsin hislate adolescence when Fouad had stopped praying, but he had soon
found he missed the blessing of opening his heart.

Had they informed hisfather he was missng?

* k% k %

Harrislay quietly. Fouad gently lifted the blanket to avoid pulling it off his companion as herolled over,
and then redlized that Harriswas dert. His face was pink with fever.

"Do you hear that?’ Harriswhispered. At first Fouad heard just the wind. Then adistant roaring.
"Activatethe C-SARB,” Harrissaid.

Fouad looked around to make sure they were not about to be set upon by trackers. The figures on the
plain were heading for another outcrop afew kilometers west. He switched on the beacon.

"Look for it,” Harrissaid. “It'sgoing to be abig one. They'll be doing, | don't know, atmosphere recon,
taking samplesto track fallout. A big chopper or an airplane, accompanied by Warthogs, maybe F-18s,
F-22s. | don't think they'll come out here just for us."

"Shh,” Fouad said. “ Of course they will extract us. Y ou are valuable. And the specimens.”

"Who the fuck cares about some dead Kurds?’ Harrissaid. “They'll cometo track the radiation out of
Iran."

Fouad turned, looked up, and saw the aircraft and it was as Harris had suggested—a very big helicopter
and heavily armed. It was coming from the west and dipped briefly and arrogantly over the few figureson
the plain but did not fire upon them. Then it sped toward the hills. He could not see or hear other aircraft.
He crept to the edge of their rocky promontory, leaving Harrisin the shade of the large boulder. Thiswas
the most dangeroustime of al, Fouad knew. He left the C-SARB on but crept low in case pickets had
been stationed nearby waiting for them to be rescued.

Watching the helicopter, still kilometers off, Fouad remembered more of hismother's story.

"For the great King of the Abbasids had worries of this boy, and his powers, and sent soldiersto search
for him high and low, and found him neither in the Earth nor in the cities nor in the mountains. The doves
hid him from sight, the Jnn made him invisible, and sometimes even hisfather the eleventh Imam, peace
be upon him and his progeny, could not find him when hewasat play..."

The C-SARB would guide the helicopter. Up until the last minute, he would try to make himself as
invisble asthat fairy-tale boy.

Then he heard asound like asmall animal being stepped on. Fouad glanced over his shoulder, expecting
to seeabird of prey with something initstalons—an irrationa hope. A piece of light fabric bobbed



above the thrusting spine of rock that defined their promontory, within afew meters of the large boulder.
Fouad crept along the gravel between the rocks, pistol in hand. He had studied the areathat morning,
looking for aplace to pray, and remembered ways where he could stay hidden. He could not use the
pistol unless he absolutely had to, it would attract attention. So he drew the knife from its sheath around
hiscdf.

A tal, bony, bearded man in ragged desert camouflage stood up from a crouch. He had wrapped adirty
length of cloth around his head and it trailed down the back of his neck. His expresson was of horrid
satisfaction like a butcher who enjoys hiswork. He lifted Harris's severed head and began to bob up and
down, alittle dance of triumph and pride. He sang aquiet song in Farg, too low for Fouad to
understand.

His back wasto Fouad.

Fouad ran from his cover and grabbed the man's knife hand from the lower wrist and twisted his hand
and arm around and quickly had him back and down as he had been taught. The man'slong serrated
blade flew off to one side. So surprised, the man made not even the sound that Harris had made. He saw
Fouad's face and seemed to think that thiswas ajoking friend, wrestling with afellow insurgent. And
indeed Fouad was smiling reassurance. He covered the man's mouth with one hand and with the other
pushed his blade just behind the man's prominent Adam's apple, twisted it Sideways, and pulled up, then
twisted again. The man quivered like alamb, staring up in sllent dismay. His blood flowed in a controlled
stream, copious but not spraying or spurting.

Sowly the dying man'sface grew deepy and cam. His quivering subsided to dack twitches.

Fouad felt nothing except aformless loathing a something so stupid, so vicious, like anidiot who tortures
kittens or birds. Hisfather had cared little for the jihadists or those in the umma who supported them.
“They will get usal killed,” hisfather had growled over the dinner table after 9-11. “ They care nothing
for Idam, nothing for Allah. They arelikejackas chewing on the foot of atiger.”

Now Fouad understood. He withdrew his knife. The man who had grinned and danced in joy a hiswork
now appeared sated, with the expression that comes of having no blood in one's brain. His eyes sank
back. Harriss head had rolled a couple of meters and lay face down, awful.

A few minutes later, asthe helicopter fanned a great wind, Fouad let go of hiskill and ssumbled across
the rocksto rearrange Harris. He waved his hands and began to weep.

There was nothing. Even as the huge machine set down, he was utterly and forever done. He could not
visualize his mother'sface. God was not with him, and would never be again.



CHAPTER FORTY-HVE
Silesa, Ohio
Sam did the wand over the dectrica contacts.

Thepillar of firerosein the early morning, brief and smoky. Twenty starbursts bloomed over the smdll
park at an dtitude of just over two thousand feet. They formed a curve with the highest end in the east
and the lowest pointing north.

Somehow, given the silence and the tillness after the loud pops, Sam did not think there would be much
fuss. And certainly nothing to attract attention to him. Doubtless only afew people saw the flashes of light
before the dawn and wondered. Police might be contacted. There might be areport filed. A cruiser might
be digpatched to search for anything suspicious.

Sam closed the lid on the trailer, put on hisfilter mask, cinched it tight, and got behind the whed! of the
Dodge. He drove into the wind for afew minutes, then circled around, caught the freeway, and headed
ead.

He clamped hisjaw and imagined the descending ragged plume of invisble dust, so fine, drifting and
falling, rising again, spreading and dropping for miles; afew would hear therattle of smal glassbeadson
ther roofs.

For al the angry people, for the righteous, for the zealots and the mongters: asmdl gift. A gift of the
gmdl.

Sosmple

It had worked.
PART THREE
MEMORY



CHAPTER FORTY-SIX
Trenton, NJ
October

William Griffin stood in the parking garage at the center of Six growing piles of sorted trash and wiped his
forehead with his deave. He could not reach under his mask to wipe his nose, which was running
continuoudly. No mask and no amount of cream could cover up the stench. The twelve-story building
overhead contained three restaurants and fifty-two businesses that produced at least four tons of trash
each day, sent down three chutes to dumpsters rotated out and stored behind achain link enclosureto be
picked up once every two days. Thiswasthe end of the second day and the dumpsters had dl been full.
And somewherein the piles, they might find a paper coffee cup, chewed chicken bones, areceipt, a
photo, a stack of paper inadvertently left unshredded, in close archaeologica association with each other,
with just theright set of DNA or fingerprints to connect four Thai scumbags currently in the custody of
Border Security to trafficking in underage prostitutes.

Ten-year-olds.
Nine-year-olds.
Five-year-olds.

After only two monthsin New Jersey, the excitement was gone. Thiswas awful work, sausage work.

Y ou never wanted to know these details about how life was made and what it was made of unlessyou
were blue through and through, and even then you regretted it. Whatever its dim rewards—seeing
children deported back to the Stuations their parents had found intolerable in the first place—it had to be
done, to maintain his standing with hisfellow agents.

The number of crimes you suspected were going on would never match your successesin capture and
prosecution. But you did not turn back, once you knew such thingsintimately, face to face. The door
would never be closed. Asin awar, the spirit of the squad was everything.

Especidly inthelast stages of the political Sege.
He had seen the headline on the online streamer of the NYT:
SENATE, HOUSE VERDICT FOR FBI: DEATH

William used along stick to poke through the office paper debris sorted to hisleft. The cold fluorescent
lighting in the parking garage made everyone look sickly, above their masks. Some of the agentswore
sedled ski goggles, Tyvek suits, and full filtration gear asthey waded through the trash
contaminated—illegdly, asit turned out—by unsorted restaurant food waste. Animal food waste was
supposed to go down aparticular chute and be hauled off to arendering plant, from whenceit would
return astiny little bars of hotel soap. It had not. V egetable food waste and even old oil had been mixed
and then the ot had been dumped in with the office and gpartment waste. William had long since learned
abasic cop truth: some people, in fact alot of people lived life with little more sense of responsibility and
guilt than abug, intent only on reducing their random walksto aminimum of distance and effort just to get
by, to get home and Sit in front of their satellite TV or earn discounts on merchandise by signing up for
deep ads.

Fiveyearsin NYPD had given William adark view of life, but it had been a concentrated one. Now, at



the bottom end of Newark's thin blue FBI line, he was getting a more smeared-out, multifaceted view.
The view of asquashed fly. So beit. The best jobs were the hardest. That'swhat he tried to tell himsdlf
when the going was so disgusting. Why would anyone want to be here, doing this? Better dmost to bein
the ME's office opening rotting corpses.

"Hey, Tracer, | just had a sentimental moment,” he called acrossthe pile to Tracy Warnow, who shared
his general build and age. They had been called the Blues Brothers afew weeks ago but the name had
not caught on—neither of them looked like Jm Belushi.

To nearly everyone, William was known as TP. Warnow was known asthe Tracer.

"Do share,” Warnow said. “If it bringstearsto my eyes, it can't be any worse than this shit.”
"Which would you rather atend, autopsies or garbage detail ?*

"Autopses. Hands down. Now tell me whether thisisanimd, vegetable, or minera."

William walked around the paper pile and joined Warnow in peering over the stedl rim of adumpster. A
greasy gray something lay in the bottom, refusing to be pried loose.

"Fungus, | think,” William decided. “It likesit down there. It looks happy.”
"If it gave up its secrets, would it make our lives any easier?” Warnow asked.
"Bag acoupleof cC's, justin case,” William advised. “If it's human, we can passit onto Trenton P.D."

"I worked New Orleansfor three years,” said Davis Gorton, aforty-something, pasty-faced forensic
bookkeeper on loan from Pennsylvania. “ After two summer days, everything waslike that. Y ou couldn't
tell ahooker from adead pig.”

"Y ou guyslooking for blank DVDs?’ cdlled a Trenton detective. “ Theresapile over here. Lookslike
they were tossed down the chute the Thais used.”

"Bagthemdl,” Gorton said. “I love spinning discsdl day.”

William lifted hisarm to retract his deeve and ook at thetime. It was onein the morning. They would be
down here past sunrise. Coffee did not help. Some of the agents used Zak-Hepsin, alegd variation on
Tart, but William did not like the s de-effects, which included—for him, at |east—a couple of days of
limp pecker. Not that he had had many opportunitiesto so fail in recent weeks.

"Coffeebregk, TP."

William had not seen Trenton ASAC Gavin North descend the ramp into the garage. He waved hisarm
at the piles. “Don't prolong the agony, Sir. Give us acouple of hours. Well have it sorted by five."

"You're dead on your feet. So's everyone else. We've set up abreak room in an empty restaurant on the
first floor. There's coffee and afew cotsin case anyone wantsto catch anap.” North waved his hand
and whistled loudly. “That goes for everybody! Half an hour.”

* * * %

The first-floor vacancy was indeed bleak but a quiet, clean-smelling paradise compared to the parking
garage. Counters and dividersand dl but one of the tables had been removed and cooking and plumbing
attachments stuck out from a grease-stained back wall. Linoleum patchwork marked the boundaries of
the restaurant that had once been there. There was a bathroom at the back but the lights had burned out



and William had to take awhiz in the dark.

Helay back on three plagtic chairs with his eyes closed but he could not rest, not really. He had just
signed papers to move hisfather into arest home, on disability, and not just for recuperation. Griff was
no longer hisfather; he was an empty shell living from hour to hour, recovering well enough
physicaly—but memories of anything before the last few months were gone, or liable to pop up
sporadically, peppered into brief conversations that within amoment or two seemed puzzling,
inexplicable

Y et Griff was happier than William had ever known himto be. “It hurtsal thetime,” he had told his son
last week, “but the hurt is on the outside. | can take that kind of hurt."

Tracer Warnow flapped out a newspaper and said, “Listen to this. Senator Josephson kicks a dead
horse."

"We're not dead yet,” William said in his best Monty Python accent.

"Judt listen. Thisis better than coffee.”

"] don't want to hear it,” Gorton said.

"Getsyour blood moving.”

"Hand it here,” William said wesxily.

"You've got your date. Look it up. | prefer newspapers. They belong to an earlier, civilized age.”

William pulled his date from his pocket and scanned the headlines from AP and Reuters. Nothing on
Josephson: they werefull of newsfrom theinvasion of Saudi Arabia. “Here's something to warm your
cockles,” hesaid. “ANTI-SAUDI FORCES ADVANCE ON RIYADH: THOUSANDS FLEE."

"Bastards are regping the whirlwind,” Groton said. “Meccas next. Stay out of it, | say,” he added. “I
don't want my son dying to defend King Abdullah.”

William moved past two more headlines: OHIO PUBLIC HEALTH: MEMORY CASESAPPARENT
FLUKE, and 10,000 ACRES BURN IN EASTERN SAN DIEGO COUNTY : Blazes not yet
contained, rain and floods may follow.

"Thewholeworld isgoing to hell,” Gorton went on, hisvoice alow rumble. He had pulled out the last
remaining picnic-style table and sprawled acrossiit.

William frowned and tapped on the Ohio headline. The dateline read yesterday, Cleveland.

...hundreds of residentsin Slesia, Ohio, and in at |east five neighboring communities cannot seem
to clearly remember events that happened years or even months ago. A few exhibit all the
symptoms of advanced dementia. Doctors are puzzled by the diversity of cases, but all symptoms,
according to Doctor Jackie Soames of the National Institute of Allergies and Infectious Diseases,
appear to tieinto defects in how memories are processed. “ Short term memories seemto be
unaffected. Our patients can function on a day-to-day basis, and can even perform jobs that do
not require deep memory. Most of them, however, remember little about their history of the past
few years, or even why they live where they live, or how they acquired families."

Theories range from a new and unknown viral infection to BSE, or Bovine Spongiform
Encephal opathy, commonly known as Mad Cow Disease...



William felt an urgeto call Rebecca, but what was thereto act on? A coincidence? Loss of memory had
nothing to do with anthrax, of that he was certain.

He pinched his nogtrilsto tifle a sneeze, then read on about the firesin San Diego County .
"Hey, Agent Griffinl TP!"

Heraised his head and saw the Newark SAC, Tom Hartland, standing in the open glass door of the
empty restaurant. “Warden's giving you areprieve. Y ou've got aticket to Quantico.”

William looked at Gorton, who smirked and shook his head in envy. Hartland escorted William to the
street and astaff Lincoln Town Car idling at the yelow-marked curb.

"Get in.” Hartland unlocked the car and climbed into the driver's sde door. “ Tdl me, Griffin—what do
you know about solid rocket fuel ?"



CHAPTER FORTY-SEVEN
Bethesda, Maryland

Rebecca Rose stood on the brick porch, adjusted her long cashmere muffle—a luxury she had
purchased for herself on thefirst crisp day of fall—and pushed the ivory-colored doorbell button. Behind
the paneled door, chimesrang and adog immediately began barking. She lifted her white paper bag with
itsbox of See's chocolates. Alph tended to bounce when visitors arrived.

Nancy Newsome opened the front door, restraining amid-sized Springer spaniel. Silver-blonde,
wide-faced, with asharp nose and pale blue eyes, pleasantly plump and wearing atailored pink suit even
at this hour of the evening, Mrs. Newsome immediately broke into asmile. “ So good to seeyou,
Rebeccal Hiram has been so looking forward. He's in his study.”

Alph was beside himsdf with welcome. Rebecca patted him, gave Nancy ahug, and held out the bag.
“To berationed,” she suggested.

"How awful of you,” Nancy said congpiratoridly. “I will hold these over his head whenever heirritates
me. Hewill be so grateful. Hiram, | mean, not Alph.” Another glorious smile, and then she ushered
Rebeccathrough the classically Colonia hal and across €l egant rugs of Persian design—but American
manufacture—to the sudy. “Hell only comeout if | tdl himit'syou,” Nancy sad, lipsjudgmentd. “He's
been on the computer and then on the phone since three. I'll give you both ten minutes, and then I'm
serving dinner. Pot roast. Plain farefor just plain folks."

"Wouldn't missit,” Rebeccasaid. Alph tagged dutifully at her hedls, past hisinitid glee but more than
willing to be company.

Hiram sat half in shadow, hisface moon-colored in the glow from an old CRT. One hand was holding a
phone receiver to his ear and the other was moving awired mouse on afoam pad so old its edges curled.
The desk was covered with piles of printouts|oosely arranged by topic—news stories, emalils, copies
from texts. The rest of the room—dark wood wainscoting, matching maple furniture, whitewalls, crysta
cove lights pendant from brass fixtures—was immaculae. The walls were covered with plagues, framed
photos, testimonias.

Alph nosed his master's leg and Hiram looked up. His face was unhappy in a JJovian way, an expresson
he had probably maintained dl afternoon. “1'm on hold. Ah, forget it.” He dammed down the receiver.
“Did you hear Josephson'srant?’

"Good evening to you, News,” Rebecca said, and pulled up asecond chair to sit. “I've been trying to
avoidit.”

Hiram rotated in his desk chair, glowering. “Son of abitch,” he said. “ Son of aloose-titted, sow-bellied,
egg-sucking bitch.”

"Yes, gr,” Rebeccasaid, grinning her appreciation.
Hiram flung out hisarm and lifted a page from the desk. “Read it. It's our death warrant.
She held the printout under alight.

"We are at the end of a long and awful period of the repeal and repression of civil liberties. Secret
courts, secret files—all tied to a binge of muddled thinking that has done nothing to protect



America, which became abundantly clear on 10-4. The FBI, as the most important law
enforcement agency in our nation, has been complicit in many of these transgressions, and | think
a break-up islong overdue. | say we remove the FBI fromits homeland of radical indoctrination,
and reconstitute its most talented and least culpable agents in a new agency, based on the West
Coadt, that deserves and rewards their best efforts, and does not lead them always down the
paths of uncivil retribution for political ideas with which senior executives happen to disagree.”

"Gasbag,” Hiram said as she lowered the page. “What in hell would the bureau do in San Francisco?!
"Our officeswould look pretty,” Rebeccasaid.

Hiram snorted. He took the page and sadly finished Josephson's speech. “'A small hiatusin FBI activities
isto be expected.” Oh, the mice will play, Rebecca. Let me put it politely, before Nancy comesin here
with abar of soap and a spittoon. As anation, were up shit creek.”

"Some of it'strue,” Rebeccasaid.

"Makesitworse,” he shot back. “Thelick of Papas strap isall the keener if you actually stolethe
cookie."

Alph put his paws up on Hiram's knee and stared soulfully into his master's face, muttering doggy
sympathy. “ Josephson's just arooster crowing on the tomb. The President is the hangman. She cdled the
director today and gave him hiswalking papers. Jesus wept. ‘ No confidence.” So who's next?’

Rebecca had been at headquarters dl afternoon. “1 brought some materia for you to look over,”
Rebeccasaid. “Fair warning from some old friends.” She handed him a clipped folder.

Helifted an eyebrow. The folder hung in Rebeccas hand. Then he grabbed it, pulled the clip, and
muttered, “ Too much goddamn paper.”

Nancy appeared at the door. “Is Senator Josephson joining us?’ sheinquired archly. “Because | hear his
name so often, I'm wondering what he likes to drink with his pot roast—beer or wine."

"Irishwhiskey,” Hiram said, lost in the pages. “ Just aminute, Nancy."

"Tablessat, Hiram."

"Don't get crosswith me. Thewhole world is crosswith me."

"Poor baby,” Nancy said. She withdrew after exchanging awomanly glance with Rebecca
"These are OPM internd vetting documents, Rebecca. How'd you get them?'

Rebecca said nothing, just looked sweet and Smple.

Hiram riffled through the papers, eyeswide. “ Sam Adams, they've got dirt on haf the people| work
with."

Rebecca leaned forward. “ They're looking for somebody whose hands aren't covered with mud.
Someone who can finish what he starts and knock heads—but the right heads, and with practiced
charm.”

Hiram'sface went pae.

"I heard something on the weed vine,” she continued. “Nobody knowsif the rumors are true.”



The phone rang. Hiram jerked, then sat up, looking asif he were about to be shot.
"Scrub your hands, sir,” Rebecca advised.

A second ring. Hislipstwitched. “1 won't doit,” he said emphatically. A third. “I won't preside over a
funera. I'm not adamned undertaker.” The phone rang for the fourth time. Hiram looked asif he were
contemplating the easy out of just dropping dead. “ Crap,” he said.

"Answer the phone, Hiram,” Nancy caled from the dining room.

Hiram wrapped hisforehead in one thick-fingered hand and rolled back to the desk. He picked up the
phone and listened for amoment, then said, “Y es, Madam President.”

Rebeccatook the folder from his hand, pulled back the brass screen, and tossed the papersinto the light
and heat of the office's small fireplace. She walked into the dining room, where Nancy had just laid out
on the damask tablecloth alarge pot roast smothered with potatoes, carrots, and onions.

Nancy pushed through the kitchen door, balancing atray of drinksin crystal glasses. “Elderberry wine?’
she asked archly, and handed Rebecca atumbler of Scotch. “Pardon mefor my big ears. | do not
countenance profanity, my dear, you know that. But what in hell are they about do to my husband? I've
actudly enjoyed having him around, the last few months.”

Rebecca could not provide acomforting answer.

"If they take him back and move him up the ladder, will | ever seehim?’ Nancy sat with aflump on the
nearest chair. “1 remember Alice Sessions, way back when. | remember what they did to her husband. If
the President has chosen Hiram without consulting the other senior executives, OPM will bring out the
long knives. Hiram's a healthy man, but this could give anyone a heart attack.” She stretched out her
hand, tearsin her eyes. “Give methat, damnit.”

Rebecca returned the glass of Scotch. Nancy slugged it back nest.

* * * %

The dinner was brief, the pot roast having been re-heated twice. They ate quickly and with hardly a
word, and immediately after, Hiram retired to the sudy to make more calls.

Nancy ingsted Rebecca stay for aglass of port. Sitting in the living room, she redized she was ill
wired—till onthegrid, if anyone wastracking. She deactivated her Lynx and then looked at her date:
five calsfrom one number. Shelooked up the number. It wasin Isradl.

Nancy returned and caught her with her date out. “Never mind me, dear,” she said, alittletipsy, and set
down aglass of Ficklin on the table beside Rebecca. 1 know that look. Something demands your
immediate attention.”

Rebeccatook asip of port. “What an evening, huh?"

"I'msure,” Nancy said. “Use the guest bedroom, past the entrance and on theimmediate right. 1t's quiet.
| sweep the bugs out every day."

"Thanks"

The Jerusdem number belonged to aformer Quantico student named Ehud Halevy, an internationa
trainee now an officer in the Isradli Police—abrigadier generd. The lsradli police used the whole range
of military ranks. Rebecca had been an ingtructor at the Q during Ehud's class a decade ago. She did the



math and came up with Isral's current time. It was four am. but he had left his message just a half-hour
before.

Her cdl went through immediately. The generd waswide avake. “ Agent Rose, thank you for returning
my cal. | am distressed that we have not communicated earlier. But thisis no time. Why has not anyone
told me of BuDark?'

"I don't know much mysdf, Ehud. What's up?"

"We have come upon something terrible, something you must have certainly known about. Did we not
discuss anthrax, American anthrax, ten yearsago at FBI? Now it ishere, in Isradl, in the hands of Idamic
terrorigts. They were going to useit on Jerusalem, Agent Rose. Jerusalem! ™

"Please, Generd. Tell mewhat you can.”

"Fireworks rockets, brought in on private jet by agroup working out out of Irag and Syria, but they are
recelving their suppliesfrom America. Some of the captives aretalking. It isan unbelievable story. We
are andyzing what we have found. Thiswill take time, because we are using such precautions. How
could you dlow this? Has America become agigantic infection, aboil that is bursting?'

"Listen, Ehud, what do you know about the American connection?'

"Some havetold usit isatal man, blond and quiet. He minimizes his contact with others, but some say
he isalady's man. He has one blue eye and one green eye, that he sometimes disguises with contact
lenses. Heisvery careful, and heisno longer in Isradl, if ever hewas. That isal we have been ableto
learn.”

Rebecca sat on the bed and bent over, feding asif she were about to be sick. “Can | reach you at this
number, any time?"

"Yes. | may never degp again, Agent Rose”
"Thanksfor trusting me, Generd. Let me do somework here"

"1 only hope your FBI and government will trust us, Agent Rose. We have of courseinformed the Prime
Minister and Knesset, and they are talking with your State Department. We need answers very soon.
We havein custody only one team. What if there are others?'

* * * %

Rebecca came out of the guest bedroom, her face ashen. Nancy was adeep in the chair. She could hear
Hiram dill taking in hisoffice.

She dammed her fist on the heavy door.



CHAPTER FORTY -EIGHT
Slesa Ohio
William hitched a police ride from thetiny local airport. The driver, ayoung officer from the Ohio State

Patrol, had been ferrying officias back and forth for two days now and she looked stretched thin.
“They'retdling us nothing. Must be pretty big."

Big enough to get him out of agarbage detall.

He quietly observed the neighborhoods of modest homes, trim and clean—except for block after block
of overgrown yards. He noticed two or three burned-out houses and wondered if that was above
average for atown thissize. On theflight, he had hooked up to Web reports about Silesia, famous
mostly for grain distribution, bakeries and local German food—as well asfor its churches.

He had dso read what little was available about Slesids medica criss. That made hisbrainitch. He
couldn' fit these reportsinto acompelling pattern.

A large ydlow tent had been set up in the Warren K. Schonmeyer Park. Three patrol cars, two loca
police cars, abig FBI van, and a CID semi-trailer had been pulled up on the grass next to the tent.
Power cables and hoses ran to a brick restroom that had been marked off limits with police tape.

The officer parked. William got out and saw George Maity, the Mississppi agent from his class, standing
by an open flap near one corner of thetent. “ Thanks,” William told the officer. She popped the trunk and
retrieved hisfloppy bag, then backed her patrol car out for more runsto the airport.

William walked across the patchy grass toward the tent. The afternoon air was crisp. He sidestepped a
dog turd. Matty grinned. “ Scoop your poop, Agent Griffin,” he caled out. “ That one's been lying in wait
for some unwary bastard for two days.” He held out his hand and William shook it firmly. “I'm case
agent. Luck of thedraw, | guess.”

William suspected it was much more than that. Matty had dimmed down in the months since Quantico.
He had aso lost some of hisdrawl. He wore agray suit and black walking shoes and looked a proper
FBI agent, blue through and through. Compared to Matty, William suspected he still looked rumpled.

"How's Cincinatti?’” William asked.

"Gritty,” Matty said. “Nicetown on along dide. Great work environment. | hateit. Silesiais better,
except nobody rememberswherethey left their keys.” He amirked. “ That makesinterviews achdlenge.”

"Y ou pulled me out of garbage detail,” William said. “I owe you one."

Matty escorted him across the tent. “As soon we got a bulletin about cardboard tubes and traces of
polybutadiene, the Patriarch connection came up and we flew out of Cincinatti like bats out of hell. | told
the ASAC one of my Academy mates had worked Patriarch fireworks with Rebecca Rose. He doesn't
get dong with Agent Rose, | guess, so hetold meto bring youin.”

"Show me,” William said. Matty took him to afolding table. Besde aasmadl portable spectrum analyzer,
arow of ten clear-top plastic boxes had been filled with fragments of mushy cardboard reassembled on
pristine white paper. Pieces were missing but at aquick glance William could see that each cardboard
tube, reassembled, would be two or three inchesin diameter and about fifteen incheslong.



"A deeplesslittleold lady filed acomplaint,” Matty said. “ She said there were about a dozen bright
flashes one morning, very early, right over the park and the town. She was out on her porch and she says
she counted them. A couple of months later, an officer scouting for drug usein the park found fragments
of fireworkstubes on the top of that very same comfort facility.” Matty pointed through a
breeze-whipped gap in the tent at the brick restrooms. “All together, we've recovered the remains of ten
tubes, scattered from the comfort station to the parking lot of achurch just beyond the park.”

William peered down at the boxes. “HAZMAT team?"

"Of course” Matty said. “We put the officer and any locals who had touched the fragments under
observation and ran tests. I'm sure you're dying to ask ... Did we find anthrax?’

"Jugt dying,” William agreed.

"Wdll, were not, and neither is anybody e se. There was perchlorate residue, poly-B, duminum powder,
some glass beads, tac, fine white sand, and ... thisll sound familiar...” Matty looked achalenge.

"Yead,” William sad.

"Damn. Y ou're brighter than | remember. So, can you tell me why were here? Why somebody would
bother to shoot fireworksfilled with yeast dl over asmdl town?”

"What kind of yeast?'
"Regular kind. I'm no expert. But it's pretty fine."
"Wasthe yeadt killed by the heat?"

"Not according to our andysts. They're growing some right now back in Cincinnati. I'd say most of it
blew right out of the tubes and spread out from the point of origin, not far from that curb over there. Are
these like the tubes the Peatriarch’'s family was packing?'

William nodded. “ They look right,” he said. “ Any ideas about motive?'

"The Patriarch's kids are rampaging across America, shooting off their damned yeast shells, and thereby
telling usthey could just as easily use anthrax. Ransom notesto follow."

William frowned. “ That would explain alot, but we haven't heard word one from any of the others.”

"Then maybe these were duds. Maybe they didn't work the way they planned. SAC's on my butt about
getting apiece of Patriarch pie. Y our confirmation could redly set me up here.”

William walked along the line of boxes. Y east a the farm, dozens of pounds of it spread over the trees.
Y east in the printer cartridges. Y east everywhere, but no anthrax—not even BT or some other more
suitable anthrax subgtitute.

"Any guesswhat adtitude they exploded?’ William asked.

"Anywhere from five hundred to three thousand fegt,” Matty said.

"l assume you've dready checked up on supremacist churchesin town.”
"Therearen't any. No Nazis, ether. Just schnitzel."

"How about you—have you gone to church?'



"Not yet, but there's plenty to choose from.”
"Synagogues?”

"Not aone,” Matty said.

"Anybody check how far the yeast might have spread?’

"Why?It'syeast.” Matty grinned. “Might give our young ladiesitchy privates. Isthat what you're worried
about?"

William shrugged. “My father mentioned Silesaon his hospital bed.”
Matty tightened like arace horse at the post. “In what connection?’

"There might have been amap or fragment of amap in the Patriarch's barn. Griff asked usto check out
Slesa. It wasn't in the find report because there wasn't any anthrax, nobody could make sense of it, and
... wdll, they weren't interested in the fireworks angle. Griff told usthere werelots of churches. He
seemed to think that might be amotive, that the Patriarch wanted to kill both Jews and mainstream
Chridians"

"I'm interested, you can bet on that.”

"I don't know if anybody kept my father's scrawls. | doubt it.”

"Sounds like abad lapse of judgment,” Matty said.

"W, now it does,” William said. “But that's dl there was.”

"Why didn't you check it out?"

"We were shut down. Y ou know that."

Matty nodded. “Question is, will this be enough to re-open?'

"I'd sure like to know why someone gets hisjollies by flinging yeast."

"Could we re-interview your father?” Matty asked.

"Y ou can try. Histhinking fadesin and out. He doesn't remember alot of things.”

"Doesn't know where hiskeys are?’” Matty asked. “It's a pattern. That's what happened to the deputy
who first checked out the Patriarch. He's on disability leave. Happy guy, fromwhat | hear."

I'mtelling you, some of it | just don't remember! They're putting stuff in my food. Thisplaceis
making me crazy.

Jeremiah Chambers, the Patriarch's son—

Griff. And now, the Snohomish County sheriff's deputy, William tried to remember his name—Markham,
Kerry Markham.

William stood in front of the table and the boxes, not moving amuscle. He had just felt asour foreboding,
like guilt for amistake he had yet to make. Matty was watching him. “Can | set up inthetrailer ... or
here?” William asked. “1'd like to make some cdls"



"Aslong asyou share, and | mean everything,” Matty said, “youre welcometo join our little circus.” He
reached in his coat pocket and handed William agreen bottle: gingko bilobatablets. “ Try some. Whole

town's popping them like candy."



CHAPTER FORTY-NINE
Incirlik Air Base
Turkey

Fouad saw his mother standing in the far rocks. His father pointed and smiled. The Jinn swirled around
her, whirlwinds of blue and red. “ Shelsmaking it dl up,” hisfather said. “ Theré's nothing to come home
to, no blankets, no hot water, no chocolate, no comforts, and neither of us can hide, right? Well both kill
again. Nofary tales. Just amadnessfor God."

He was dreaming, of course, but even though he felt the bed beneath him and the tape wrapped around
hisribs, he could still see hisfather, his mother, and the rocks. The dark outlines of the small room
gradudly came into focusthrough the edgy pdl of the painkillers. A picture of ahelicopter hung on one
wall, and another of an A-10 Warthog hung over his bed. These were his Jinn. They had plucked him out
of the desert.

Hisintercom chimed and he got out of bed to answer. It was David Grange, who had been on the rescue
chopper, inviting him to alate night coffee in the mess hdl. His chest did not hurt much. He got dressed
with only afew twinges.

The messhdl was brightly lit and nearly empty. Two hundred auminum tables stood in neet rows under a
concrete roof that could have covered afootball field. David Grange, short and pug-nosed, on the edge
of plumpness, shook his hand and asked Fouad if he wanted cocoa or coffee.

"Tea, white, please,” Fouad said. Grange went through the long bars before the cafeteria station and
brought back two cups. He set one on the table before Fouad.

"Y ou'veimpressed the hell out of Trune and Dillinger,” Grange said. “ And me, for what itsworth. Who
el se has spoken to you?”'

"The doctors. The officers who debriefed me."

"Y ou did aremarkable thing out there. Y ou helped us put a big chunk of the puzzle together. Do you
have any ideawhat's happening? What's happened in the last few days?"

"No,” Fouad said. “I have been pretty dopey. I'm still having dreams.”

"Well, that will happen after trauma. We're moving you up afew steps. Right now, everyone's scrambling
to get apiece of Iranian nuke pie. But...” Grange regarded Fouad through amused eyes. 1t was an
accident. The Iranians were moving their warheads at Shahabad Kord and one of them got triggered.
Right now, that's not the officia story, because some of our generds want to play thishand for dl its
worth. But it's an accident—awet match fizzle, compared to what were after. Y ou look alittle woozy.
Still following me, Fouad?'

Grange pronounced his name perfectly.
"l am okay,” Fouad said. “What has happened?’

"lsrael may have foiled an anthrax attack. We thought someone was after Jews, maybe Jerusalem, so no
surprise there. But Vatican authorities and Interpol have busted aring of Jihadists preparing to launch a
bioweapons attack in Rome. They never got their payload—an interruption in the supply. It's worse than



we thought. Someone's after mgjor religious cities. All of them. We don't know why, but now at least we
know who—weve 1D'd one of the conspiracy, maybe the main guy."

Grange stood. “ Drink up. I'll introduce you to some fine young men. They're eager to meet you."



CHAPTER FIFTY
Washington, DC

Rebecca sat next to Hiram in the limousine. Traveling with the director-designate to headquarters would
have once made her heart go pitty-pat, but now she was bone-tired and worried sick.

It's going to happen, and thistimeit's going to be worse.

Something new, some invention or variation nobody could anticipate. Jesus Christ, high schools
and junior colleges have gene assemblers now—they can make viruses from scratch.

Her mind raced, trying to go through al the possibilities.

Two young, prime hunks of FBI beef, sitting on the drop seats, gave her their bet critica stares.
Rebecca had been working the phones and al her connections throughout the day and most of the night
before. Her date chimed.

The cal was from Frank Chao at Quantico.
"What's up, Frank?’ she said, shoving hersdf into aseat corner.

"Youtdl me. Trying to be of service, pulling in afew favors... but what I've got isweird. No hits on any
criminal database, and I've been through them al. However, I've run some outlandish DNA searches,
and your Arizonablood not only proves paternity to the Petriarch's wife's unborn baby ... but it could be
amatch to someonewho died in 9-11."

"Yourejoking."

"Not. | scored ahit from atheoretica DNA match list constructed to help peoplefind reativesin the
World Trade Center. Fortuitoudy, that database isn't closed, and obvioudy it points toward the
Memoriad Park database from 9-11, but | don't want to go there without solid backup.”

"What do you mean, theoretical ?"

"Statigtical ranges of DNA markersthat could represent victims. Relatives of missing persons gave DNA
samplesto the Medicd Examiner'steamsworking on DM tissue samples hed in refrigerated trailers at
Memoria Park. Those databases are closed to us, of course.”

"l know."

"In those instances where they couldn't retrieve DNA from hairbrushes, tooth brushes, biopsies or
whatever to match to victims, aresearcher in acontract corporation planned to generate statistical
marker links to match living relaives and severdly reduced samples. Hesat, water, decay—pretty nasty
conditions. Some of the bits were recovered from the tummies of raccoons and rats scavenging the Fresh
Kills ste where they dumped the rubble. They'd trap them and—"

"l didn't need to know that, Frank."
llwry.ll

"Y ou have ahit with a theoretical victim of 9-11."



"Right."

"Soit could lead usto ardative,” Rebeccasaid, “or to a statistical nobody—a bogus projection.”
"Both are possible.”

"All right. Let'sget Memorid Park.”

"Letsus, you mean, or letsme? That's sacred ground, Rebecca. 1'd rather continue with every other
database, military, hospital workers, whatever, before | tackle Memoria Park.”

Rebecca squeezed her eyes shut. Their footing was not good. If they tried something that audacious ...
“How long will it take?" she asked.

"A few days. A week, if | don't get priority time on the computers. And | won't, you know that. I'm just
squeezing my searchesin between the cracks."

The Arizonatrooper's body had been moved away from the rig. The glove was aHatch Friskmaster.
"Law enforcement, Frank. Narrow it down to recruits and graduates from the last twenty years."
"Any particular reeson?"'

"Morethan ahunch, lessthan acertainty."

"Will do."

She pocketed her date, then removed it, turned it off, and showed it to the agents flanking Hiram.
"Thanks,” said the agent on thel&ft, hisjaw muscles clenching. “Isyour Lynx active?'

"No,” Hiram sad tedtily. “We are off the grid.”



CHAPTER FIFTY-ONE
Silesa, Ohio

William walked beside the young doctor through the high school gymnasium. Beds and portable curtains
had been erected around the hundreds of patients who had spilled over from the main hospital. The
doctor was bleary-eyed from hours of admitting and running tests. William had told him nothing about
what he had learned in the last three hours; he was in listening mode, fully aware that everything he
thought he knew waswrong.

"It's got to be the biggest outbreak I've ever heard of,” the doctor said. “We're getting back diagnosis
after diagnosis, and dl of them are coming up with the same indicators—CT scans show early
spongiform lesionsin the brain, we can isolate prions, the prions gppear to be ableto transform lab tissue
cultures—all of which confirmsthe clinica symptoms, the mental and in some cases physicdl
deterioration. But hundreds of casesin one town? And growing by twenty or thirty every day? Not to
mention throughout the county ... and now, the date."”

The doctor pulled back acurtain and let William look in on a middle-aged woman. She was Sitting up on
her cot, reading an old, tattered Smithsonian, and looked up with a puzzled smile and shifting gaze.

"Good evening, Mrs. Miller,” the doctor said.

"Good evening.”

It was threein the afternoon.

"We met yesterday,” the doctor said.

"Yes, | remember.”

"Thisis William, from the government, Mrs. Miller."
"Can he hdp mefind my husband?'

"Y our husband iswaiting for you a home, Mrs. Miller."
"o

"Can you tdl me where you were born?

"No,” shesad, eyespiercing. “Have you found my birth certificate?'
"Do you remember your children, Mrs. Miller?"

"I have children, yes.” Shetracked between William and the doctor, like an actor hoping for acue from
thewings.

"And ther names?"

"I've written them down. | know my children's names, of course. Just look.” She took a notebook from a
metdl table and began flipping through it. “ Here they are. Nicholas and Susan and Karl."

"Thank you. And your religion? Where do you go to church, Mrs. Miller?



Shereferred to the notebook again. “First Ohio Evangelical Lutheran. My husband is a deacon. My
youngest son singsin the choir.”

"Thank you, Mrs. Miller."
"I'd like to go home soon, Doctor."

"We'reworking on that. I'll check back in acouple of hours. Do you need more magazines or books,
Mrs Miller?!

"No, thank you,” shesad, amiling. “These arejudt fine."

The doctor pulled back the curtain and walked to the double doors at the end of the gym. He held up
Mrs. Miller's patient chart and biographical datafor William to read. “ A lot of our patients began making
notesto hide their symptomsfrom their families. Y esterday, | switched Mrs. Miller's notebook with that
from awoman acrossthe ade. Mrs. Miller isa Southern Baptist, Agent Griffin. And those magazines
and books are the ones she was given aweek ago. She's re-read them at |east three or four times. To
her, they're still fresh. Some of our patients have portable DVD players. They watch their movies over
and over again—if they can remember how to use the players.”

William looked down the aide and listened to the quiet. For the most part, the patients seemed
contented, even happy.

"What were experiencing hereislike nothing I've ever heard of,” the doctor said. “It combines e ements
of Alzheimer's and CID—Creutzfeldt-Jakob Diseese. It strikes al ages, like variant CID. But it's fast—it
actsin weeks or months, not years. And it's epidemic. We may have three or four thousand casesin the
next few weeks. They can't go home, they can't work, they just wander off if we don't watch them day
and night. That requires twenty-four-hour care, one-on-one nursing. We're already past our bresking
point. Were not arich county, and federd funding for thislevel of care has become nonexistent. But let's
not focus on the money. Wherein hdll are we going to find that many nurses?'



CHAPTER HFTY-TWO
SIOC

J. Edgar Hoover Building
Washington, DC

Charles Cahill, the outgoing director, was a short dapper man with acap of prematurely white hair, a
short wide nose, and perfect teeth. He firmly shook Hiram Newsome's hand and then Rebeccas and led
them down thefifth-floor hallway to the Center. “ Congratulations, Hiram. | can't think of a better choice."

Hiram shook hishead. “I haven't met with the President yet. And there's still the mesat grinder—Vetting
and confirmation.”

"Oh, you'll be confirmed,” Cahill said. “Tak radio bastards are dready caling you alibera wienie
specid-ordered to tear down the agency. That'll endear you to Josephson.” He winked at Rebecca.
Cahill was younger than Hiram Newsome but looked older. He was renowned for his shoes—he aways
wore two-tones, white and brown, highly polished.

The Strategic Information and Operations Center at Headquarters—SIOC, or just the Center—had
been re-done three years before. Half of its operations had been moved to the sixth floor, reducing its
footprint by half on the fourth and fifth floors—and now, once again, the FBI had acommand center that
actudly did look asif it belonged in a high-budget thrille—two stories high, walls of glass and polished
sted, floating projections of data and video that circled the room like ghosts, and the ability to accessa
24-hour bank of analysts who could look up and process anything available on information networks
around the world.

The door to SIOC opened at Cahill's approach. The room beyond was like adark cave, deserted. “I've
got afew minutes before my next meeting and I thought we might spend it in here,” Cahill said ashe
walked around the room, rubbing his hand on the leather chairs. He smiled. “This place can make you
believe you know dl thereisto know."

"Where do you want us? Rebecca's the mgordomo on this."

"So | hear.” Cahill seated himself in one of the audience chairs, leaving Hiram to assume the Throne—a
large black chair mounted on athree-step riser, with the best view of every display. Rebeccastood ina
gpotlight where the second ring of the circus might have been—the room was amost that large. “Makes
youfed likealittle girl about to give arecital, doesn't it?” Cahill asked.

"We could move dsawhere,” Hiram suggested.

"Wouldn't think of it. Sitting here helps you understand our problems better than anything. We so much
wanted to be movie stars. Pretty soon, if we don't do something, and fast, welll just be extras without any
lines. Rebecca, don't get al choked up by the glitz.”

"I gave my filesto the datalogger, sir. They should be coming up shortly.”

"And herethey are,” Cahill said. “My last chance to control the vertical, control the horizontal. News,
here you go—the Magic Wand iseasy to learn.” Heraised asmall silver remote.

"No, sr,” Hiram said. “It's Rebeccas show."



"Soitis” Cahill sad. “Begin."

"Amerithrax was a punk, gentlemen,” she said. “ Compared to what were facing now, what he did to this
country wastrivid."

On video and dides, sheep, cows, baboons, monkeys, and chimpanzees died awful deaths. She
discussed the cregtion of antibiotics-resistant anthrax in the FSU—the Former Soviet Union—and
showed downwind casudty charts from the accidental 1979 outflow of powder-fine anthrax at
Sverdlovsk. Next, she flashed the files of U.S. weapons experts who had been the target of FBI
suspicionsin the years following Amerithrax. She concluded this segment by saying, “Compared to the
thousands of tons created in Russiaand shipped off to Resurrection Idand, the five letters mailed in 2001
were no worse than amaosguito bite on an e ephant. But the e ephant flinched and it got pretty damned
expensve. So Amerithrax was an extremely effective punk, and we never caught him. Now, we think
he—or someone with his knowledge and expertise—has surfaced again. We think he and his partners
aretrying to sdll genetically modified anthrax to antagonistsin the Middle East. Not necessarily to use
againgt us—though that's a possibility, of course. But to use against each other. The Isradlis have recently
arrested and sequestered a group equipped with crude but effective bioweapons apparently shipped
from the United States—fireworks shells that match the description of those that could have been
produced at the farm of Robert Chambers, the Patriarch.

"Our new Amerithrax may be using a particularly seductive lure. He clamsthat these anthrax shells carry
germs modified to attack only Jews. Apparently, he's managed to convince anumber of Mudim
extremigs. They'vetested hisgermsin Irag at two locations, Baghdad and Kifri. Just off the BuDark wire
sarvice,” Rebecca added, looking up. “One of our agents, Fouad Al-Husam, was rescued after being
shot down in northern Irag. He delivered autopsy samplesto an army assessment unit in Turkey. They
came from the bodies of Kurdish Jews exposed to anthrax spores. Wegponi zed and genetically modified
Ames-type Anthrax has been confirmed astheir cause of desth. We believe the victims were detained
and dosed by Sunnis operating in the area, militants connected to a string-puller and money guy named
Ibrahim Al-Hitti."

Cahill nodded. “Up-to-the-minute. Continue, Agent Rose."

"While no expert believesit is possible to manufacture agerm that uniquely targets an ethnic group, we
can't discount the possibility that the anthrax has somehow been modified to be selective. Weve charted
agenome from the samples obtained in Kifri."

Thediagrammatic ghost of aspiradling and twisted circle of DNA, with two smaller satdllite circles, floated
to the right and center of Rebecca's position. “In both samples, Baghdad 1 and Kifri 2, they found genes
atificidly inserted in one of two small circular plasmids—genesthat code for bioluminescence. They are
triggered by the activation of toxin genes on both plasmids. Our experts say this would have made the
lesions on the Baghdad victims glow in the dark—red, then green, just before they died. Oddly, the same
genesin the Kifri specimens are not activated. In the Kifri anthrax, amodified Ames strain, there are
other, unfamiliar genesinserted in the main chromosome. They may be dummies meant to fool Al-Hitti's
scientists, or they may in fact serve ared and destructive purpose. We just don't know—yet."

"Have we got any of these samples, to do our own workup?’ Cahill asked.

"No,” Rebeccasad. “The Baghdad samples are currently being analyzed in Europe. The Kifri samples
arein Turkey. Thelsradli samples... well, relaions areicy at the moment, and not just because of
Shahabad Kord.” She looked up.

"There are many reasonsfor Israd to be angry,” Cahill said. “ Ther intelligence failures are the equa of



our own. Go on, Agent Rose."

"Our prime suspect may have been involved in the murder of a state trooper in Arizona. Heleft behind
DNA evidence, blood, sdiva, sweat, and skin cdlls. We have adescription of atall blond American with
one blue eye and one green eye, in both the Patriarch case and the I sradli attempt. Apparently, our
suspect fathered a child on one of the Patriarch's wives.”

Cahill humphed and buried his chinin one hand.

"We haven't finished our search againgt available DNA databases to establish hisidentity.” She wasn't
about to mention the mismatch between the skin cell DNA and the blood, much lessthe 9-11
connection, until it was al much more solid.

"How old do we think your suspect is?’ Cahill asked.
"Best guess, somewhere between forty-five and fifty-five years old,” Rebeccasaid.

"Experienced sort of fellow,” Cahill mused. “Able to move around the Middle East, sell ahill of goods,
which means speskadalingo, Arabic a the very least ... the gift of bad gab, in Baghdad. That doesn't fit
any FBI profile of Amerithrax I've ever read.” He sat up and leaned forward. “Hell, if you find him,
recruit him. News, what do you want meto do?"

"Give Rebecca the authority to re-open theinvestigation | authorized in April. The international
connection makesthisamajor hot potato.”

"Were asizzling steak surrounded by hot potatoes. Some are hotter than others. Agent Rose, pardon me
for being blunt, but your puzzle pieces are too far apart. They don't join up. Isragl doesn't have any
evidence for an American connection, other than hearsay from suspects ‘ under duress.” I've never relied
on confessions under torture. I'll go along with evidence of anthrax in Irag, but hell, maybe someone
found Saddam'’s old stockpiles.”

"Saddam never used the Ames strain,” Rebecca said.

Cahill shrugged. “We don't even have proof the Isradlis have found anthrax in their fireworks shells. No
anthrax was detected in Washington state, and none in Arizona. So where's the connection to
Amerithrax? If fresh product is being made here, why can't we find even atrace? And how isit being
delivered through the tightest security in modern times?"

Now it was Hiram's turn to weigh in. “ Diplomatic Security and others are aready making abig push
oversess, through BuDark. We have agentsin the thick of it. FBI headquarters can provide support here.
Charles, re-opening thisinvestigation puts usin agood postion if BuDark ddivers. And BuDark is
working on the Presdent's nickel, after both DS and the CIA started tracking anthrax reportsin the
Middle East. FBI should be seen supporting her initiative. We should be forward thinking.”

Cahill waswearing his best poker face, but Rebecca's hopesfell. He wasn't even gumming the hook.

"We'retaking inkjet printers, right?” He shook hishead. “ Even before | was director, | never put much
credencein that theory. Last spring, | let Hiram play out his cards and watched you get shot down all
over again. Anthrax is bad news in more ways than one, no pun intended, Hiram."

He stood and walked around the circle of seats, then down the short flight of steps, stopping in front of
Rebecca. “1 worked Amerithrax. | was with the team that bird-dogged Hatfill. | even flew to Zimbabwe
in 2003 to investigate a twenty-five-year-old anthrax outbresk. Ten thousand infections, dmost two
hundred desths, and the Rhodes an government—Project Coast—might have been involved, but after dl



that time, we couldn't tell. Hatfill was a cowboy with African connections, abig ego, and a padded
resume. We couldn't hang Amerithrax on him or anyone el se—but that doesn't mean we were wrong.
Ultimately, it was a heart-breaker.” Cahill looked up at Rebeccain the spotlight. “I'll admit, this does
sound like something from Project Coast—modifying germs and devel oping poisonsto kill opponents of
gpartheid, to selectively target blacks or reduce their fertility, to eiminate the black man'sfood supply.
That's till my bet for Amerithrax—some crazy wegpons master with South African or Rhodesian
training. I'd love to make Hiram happy—maybe hell increase my retirement. But frankly, | still don't see
it. Push the pieces closer together. Find some domestic anthrax. WWhen News comes aboard, formally, he
can take dl therisk hewants. For now, though, it'sstill my call. And | say: not proven.”

* k% k %

Hiram escorted Rebecca to the parking garage. “Maybe Senator Josephson isright. Maybe we're caught
in the same loopy thinking that makes us screw up over and over again.”

"What if we don't have afew weeks or amonth?’ Rebecca fumed. She reached into her purse and
switched on her date, in case Frank caled, or anyone else who was gtill brave enough to work with her.

Hiram did into the limo and made room for her. “Were not dong,” he said. He sared at the seat backs.
“I'll be betting everything on oneroll of thedice. My caresr, this case, everything."

Rebeccadid not fed the need to speak up and add to Hiram's burden. He knew the stakes aswell as
shedid.

"What we know islike athick fog, but it'sred.” Heleaned forward and told the driver, “ Get me Kelly
Schein at the White House. Chief of Staff to the President.”

Thetwo agentsran to join them in the limo but Hiram waved them aside. “Well befine” he announced,
and levered the heavy door shut. The agents stood outside, angry and dismayed, visible through the
phonebook-thick bulletproof glass.

Thelimo pulled away.

"I don't think anybody here trusts me, Rebecca,” Hiram said. “ The President picked me to replace Cahill.
They're asking, why? Maybe the droolers on talk radio are right and I'm atraitor."

Rebecca's date chimed. She swore under her breath and pulled it out.
"What are you, bad news centra?’ Hiram asked.

She had two messages. Thefirst header said she had amessage from Frank Chao at the Academy.
Pretty wild, Frank had typed in the subject line. Call ASAP.

She scanned the second, a voiceltext message from William Griffin with accompanying graphic. Thetext
message listed twelve names. She recognized eight—all of them agents and other law enforcement
personnd that had been on the Patriarch's farm before or when the barn blew, including Erwin Griffin and
Cap Benson. Beow thelist: Long-termrecall. Some dementia. Exposure at farm.

The graphic showed what looked like dispersa patternslaid over atown map—of Silesia, Ohio. She
arrowed through the entire graphic. Within agrayed parabolic plume amost six mileslong and extending
outside the town lay hundreds of red dots. Around the plume spread dozens more purple dots. No
labdls.

"It'sfrom Griff'sson,” shetold Hiram, and showed him the graphic and the list. Then she played back the
message.



"Rebecca, it isn't anthrax. That'sjust a ploy,” William said, hisvoice hoarse. “ It's potentially a | ot
worse. Whoever heis, he doesn't want to kill. He may not be a terrorist—he probably doesn't even
care about the terror.

"He's targeting our memories. He wants us to forget.”

Thedriver interrupted over theintercom. “| have Kdly Schein, sr.”



CHAPTER FIFTY-THREE
The Hajj Road, ten kilometers from Mecca

Three Volvo trucks pulled up at aso-caled Hijaz Liberation Force checkpoint. The twelve-lane highway
behind the smdl convoy was dmost empty. Ahead, atight roiling knot of armed and restive humanity
patrolled the road.

Within aweek, the highway would be packed with shuttle buses, taxis, pickupsfilled to overflowing with
pilgrims. The invaders were trying desperately to be prepared for thisflood in atime of war. They were,
after adl, likely to be the new masters of the Hgjj. Just the week before, the last of the Saudi royal family
had flown out of Riyadh to Paris. King Abdullah had died on theflight ... of old age, indders said; others,
of abroken heart.

Ragged troops wearing everything from jungle camouflage to modern desert battle gear lined up to
witness the ingpection, some carrying single-shot rifles or waving pistols, afew bearded men hefting
late-modé, two-part launcher-assault weapons that must have cost thousands of dollars. All were
meaking & least the pretense of limiting accessto the areas they claimed to control: a potentia nightmare
for pilgrims.

Sam looked at himsdlf in the sunshade mirror. His hair was black with hints of gray. He had tanned his
skin with Coppertone Plus and eydids and cheeks with walnut juice. Thisgave him aconvincing
two-tonelook. Should they pull him out and thoroughly inspect him—not uncommon in thisland of war
and fear—they would find him circumcised, and not in ahospitd, but cut down with arazor to the sheeth,
thetechnique of es-selkh or flaying leaving no prepuce whatsoever and anaked rod straining like a
serpent when erect, something no non-Mudim would ever want or tolerate. He had done thisto himself
years before. It had gotten him through severd tough inspectionsin circumstancesjust like this, when he
had been employed by NGOsin Iraqg, before joining the FBI.

His eyes stung from bits of fine dust that had crept under his contact lenses. He adjusted his gutra and
loose robes and lounged back in the seet. Let the Isradlis handle this. Their Arabic was better than his.

Five guards broke from the rabble and approached, young and tense but displaying big toothy smiles.
From the second truck, Sam listened to the irritated, loud exchanges. Soon, the exchanges became
friendlier. He had chosen well from among the settlers' children. Who could tell a Sephardic Jew from an
Arab, ultimately?

The driver of the lead truck produced the papers Sam had giventhem al in Tel Aviv, proving association
with the Y emeni and Iraqgi wings of the rebellion. Ibrahim a-Hitti had provided those papers over ayear
ago, for another operation entirely. For amoment, the way the five soldiers passed the papers around
and smiled, he wondered if perhaps the passes and permissions were overkill. The soldiers were too
impressed, excited even, curious as to who these important travelers might be.

Sam closed hiseyes, just listening. Yes, we are carrying celebratory and medicinal goods for Mecca,
thanks be to God for his mercy and bounty. As well, no weapons. We are peaceful supporters of
Hijaz Liberation. The guards appeared to |ose some of their respect. He heard the English word
ancillaries used afew times. The guards asked if these men had ever carried weaponsin support of the
cause. Sheepishly, humbly, the lead driver answered no. This reduced the excitement even more. As
these travel ers were not warriors, no exceptiona respect need be shown. Arms were waved, hands
waggled. Then, the guards moved to the second truck and peered through the lowered window at Sam
and histhree companions.



Sam wore apae gray thobe, lightly soiled, over loose cotton trousers, sirwal. The men with him wore
white thobes covered with dark cotton bishts, and al wore red and white or pure white gutras over
their tagiyah caps, draped around their necks and secured with smple black agal s. They might be
contract workers or |aborers, who could know or care; they were not soldiers. At this point nothing was
sad.

The men got out. All truck compartments were searched. No wegpons. Only celebratory fireworks,
safely and neatly packed. Men legped into the backs and squeezed between the plastic-wrapped bundles
ontheir sted pallets, checking the occasiona box with aknife, pedling plastic and cardboard to peer
insgde. They were asked if they had any acohol. Only medicina and rubbing alcohol, not drinkable. No,
they did not carry narcotics or strong pain relievers. These would come in other shipments. Drinkable
acohol was being confiscated by the insurrectionists, and drugs aswell; the fighting was hard and the
men needed relaxation.

And what about gat?

The Y emenis among the crowd that now surrounded the trucks pressed forward but were disappointed.
No, thetravelers did not have gat or tobacco.

After the ingpections, which took an hour, the guards turned them over to three Iragis, neatly uniformed
Sunniswho argued and vacillated for another ten minutes. Of course, the travelers had high
authority—but so0 did the leaders at this checkpoint. Still, ultimate victory was near. All would sharein the
honor.

Perhaps now was agood time to be magnanimous, even to multinational Mudim aid workers such as
these, the firgt they had seen in weeks. There would be many wounded and sick, and with the Hgjj
beginning soon, much need for medicines and supplies.

The guards settled their differencesin time for sunset prayers. The passengers and driversjoined them,
laying prayer rugsin the sand and gravel beside the highway. Sam felt atwinge as he went through the
motions. They're trying to talk to God.

Asthe horizon covered the sun, they returned to the trucks and were waved on. Campfires were being
lit. Cooking kits were lifted out of red plastic bags.

The mob parted, drew as de the makeshift wooden barricades and empty stedl drums, and the convoy
passed through on the last leg of the road to Mecca.



CHAPTER FIFTY-FOUR
Temecula, Cdifornia

Specid Agent Brian Botnik caught aride with adivison chief from the Riverside County Fire
Department. The dipstream through a crack in the truck window speckled the chief's hair with flakes of
gray. “Thisismorelike early summer wesether,” he was saying. “Big fires put thousands of tons of
particulatesin the air. We could get more lightning strikes this evening. Damned weird.”

Brilliant white clouds towered tens of thousands of feet over the east as the day approached maximum
warming. White ash blew off theincinerated land and coated the truck's windshield until they could barely
see. A squirt of fluid and the wipersturned it al into astreaked mess. The sky was orange from ash and
dust blowing off thehills.

Fud had built up for Six wet years, spawning ten huge fires acrossfive counties: chaparral, creosote bush,
sage, and scrub oak on the hills had burned for days. The air was il acrid with fresh char.

The chief peered through a clear band in the smear. “ As soon aswe got to the barn, 1 knew we had
something peculiar. The main house survived, miraculoudy—that'swhet they say, don't they? Miracle,
hell—our trucks made a stand at the end of the road and saved it and most of the outbuildings, too."

In Riverside County, the sheriff was aso the coroner and he was il attending to burn victims—so
Divison Chief Clay Sincdlar had volunteered to drive Botnik out to the winery. Thefireswere mostly
contained in San Diego and Riverside Counties. The chief's duties now consisted of supervising hotspot
control—and escorting congressona looky-10os, as he called them, on fact-finding visits.

"What about the owner?’ Botnik asked.

"He must have been living donefor years. They found him ingde the house. Big-headed guy. Some sort
of mental case. Red sad.”

"Did he say anything?'

"Nope, hewasnt talking. A lawyer showed up. | don't think they had met in years. Anyway, the fellow
didn't recognize him. The lawyer shrugged and said afew words and drove off. He hasn't come back.
Odd. Used to beawinery, | understand. But that barn full of computer printers ... One of the sheriff's
officersgot ahit on the KIA trooper in Arizona. A truck full of Epsons, he said. The sheriff thought there
might be a connection. Sinceit's across state lines and could involve drugs or illegal commerce, we both
thought the FBI might be interested. We caled San Diego FBI and they passed. Only you showed any
interest. Here, put thison. It's till pretty bad.” The chief handed him afilter mask.

Botnik strapped the mask over his nose and mouth. He had caught acommuter flight from Phoenix that
morning, after passing word along—as amatter of courtesy—to Lieutenant Colond Jack Gerber of
Arizona Public Safety. He had very pointedly not contacted Rebecca Rose. He would leave that to the
Phoenix SAC if and when the time came. Headquarters politics had grown too fierce for his blood.

No wonder San Diego FBI had ignored thisone. All of these fires had been caused by lightning, not
arson. Act of God. No crime, nothing worth looking at, plus the fire had flushed awhole bunch of drug
labsin five counties and that was keeping everyone busy.

"There's a sheriff's department service officer out there holding down the fort. Making sure nobody loots
the place and keeping an eye on the big-headed guy, for his own good, we're saying.”



Botnik looked down at the name on hisdate. Tommy Juan Battista Juarez. DOB: April 27, 1985.
Parents deceased, 2000. High school dropout, homeschooled, no college. No crimina record.

"Still got lots of winemaking equipment—and of course, what'sin the barn.”
"Anyone poke around?’ Botnik asked.
"Just our firefighters,” the chief said. “We only found the one guy.”

The chief turned the truck up aroad between a scorched and twisted grove of oaks. “1 don't think
anyone's been through the whole complex.”

Fire had taken out the oaksin a seemingly random fashion. The heat had approached two thousand
degreesin areas of high brush, and some of the oaks looked like whitish-gray gnomes—burned down to
shriveled stumps. As they approached the Spanish-style rambler, Botnik looked out the truck window
and saw the broad pardléd tracks of fire trucks, rivulets of water and mud, the trampling of booted feet
and sinuous hose lines drawn in the still-damp dirt. Thiswas where the firefighters had made their stand.
They had kept Tommy Juarez's place from joining the hell that had consumed the hills—and over four
hundred other homes and ranches.

The service officer, ayoung, earnest fellow in his mid-twenties, met them on the drive. The chief
introduced Botnik.

"Owner isdill ingde,” the officer told them. * He's pretty much a human zero. He comes to the window
sometimes and smiles. It'swhat'sin the warehouse and the barn that puzzled the sheriff."

They walked up the steps and stood in the shade of the porch. Botnik knocked on the front door.
“Federal agent. FBI. Mr. Juarez, I'd like to talk with you about thefire."

Nobody responded. The door was not locked and stood open a crack so he cleaned his shoes on the
worn rubber mat, pushed the door wide, and entered. Down atrash-littered hallway with atiled floor, he
saw an archway opening to the living room on the left and another to akitchen on theright. “Mr. Juarez?'

There was abump and rustle in the kitchen. Botnik put his hand on his holstered pistol. A shadow likea
brief cloud crossed the smoke-tinted light faling through the kitchen arch.

"Mr. Juarez? Federd agent. My nameis Botnik. Could | ask some questions?”

A chair on casters squesked. Botnik approached the kitchen. Through the arch, he could see a
refrigerator, then a counter and a nice gas stove, expensive but crusted with food. The chair squeaked
agan.

Botnik glanced around the corner of the arch.

The man with the large head had sat down at akitchen table and was staring listlesdy over asmall stack
of scientific journals. He was wearing pgamas. To Botnik he looked like an odd little mannequin trying to
hide what had gone missing fromitsingdes.

"Comeonin, Sam,” the mannequin said. “1've been catching up on my reading. | haveto usethe
dictionary alot. Take asest. I've been *thinking’ about you.” Hefingered quote marksintheair. “I wish |
could remember what we were going to do,” he added, and looked sideways at Botnik's arm, and then
hisface. “You are Sam, aren't you?"'

The sarvice officer and the chief watched from the hall. Botnik asked, “ Are you Tommy Juarez?"



The big-headed man lifted one shoulder and smiled.

"Mr. Juarez, would it be okay if we took alook around your property? Just to make sure everything is
safe?’

Tommy shrugged again with both shoulders. “I suppose it would be okay,” he said, and put on adeep
frown. “I can't make anything work. Everything's broken.”

* k% k %

Botnik walked with the chief and the service officer to the barn. Fire had charred one side and chewed
away a acorner, leaking hot air into the interior. They walked through a blackened door into amelted,
ashen nightmare. Curtains of clear Tyvek had shrunk and curled into grotesque shapes al around. Ducts
had dumped away from the wallslike singed snakes. Over many tables, dozens—hundreds—of inkjet
printers perched in incomprehensible rows. Near the fire-damaged wall and corner, the printers had
melted into misshapen heads with gaping mouths, trailing wire intestines. Pieces of broken glass plates
had fallen or been dunked into plagtic tubs of water at one end of the barn. Pools of water from fire
hoses had collected across the littered concrete floor.

No paper, no boxes of printed goods—and just the one guy. Thiswas obvioudy not ahill country porno
ring or any sort of publishing outfit.

"Not like any winery I've ever seen,” Sinclair said.

The warehouse had suffered scorch marks and bent metal panels along two sides but the interior was
intact. Botnik walked between giant stedl fermenting tanks to the head of the steps, then looked over his
shoulder at the two men standing in the big stedl door.

"Stay back,” he cautioned.

"I've been down there dready,” the service officer said. “ There's some kind of lab. They havelabsin
wineries.

"This place hasn't made winein years,” Sinclair said. “ There used to be lots of wineriesaround here. |
ingpected afew of them.”

Rows of respirators and oxygen tanks hung from racks behind the tall stedl tanks. A criss-cross of
ducting had been suspended from the roof, leading to thick filtration sysems—were those HEPA-type
filters>—at the rear. At the head of the steps, he stooped to pry open a cardboard box stained by water
but untouched by heet or flame. It wasfilled with plastic gloves. Hidden under atwisted metal pand, two
bags held whole-body suits, and piles of disposable booties had been shoved to one side—not generaly
used in winemaking.

"Just stay there,” he said.

He descended the wooden steps into the cool air pooled at the bottom, and passed from the smell of

char to avinegary, flowery scent. There had not been any power down here for days. He switched on his
flashlight and waved the bright circle along the rows of old barrels stretching back under the vaulted

calings
Carefully, wondering whether thefilter mask was sufficient, he walked to the open door on the left. The

service officer's footprints stopped here. He shined the flashlight into the mess beyond. Someone,
perhaps Juarez, had pulled down and smashed equipment asif in blind rage.

Botnik didn't know much about biology but this had obvioudy been awell-equipped |ab. Thefield office



had received genera bulletins about materials, chemicass, and devices that could be useful to
bioterrorists, and Botnik recognized anumber of listed items smashed on the floor and covered with dust.

He kndlt beside agray enameled box—its sides dented asiif it had been kicked—and read the label on
the back: Simugenetics Sequence Assembler. Plastic tubing clustered and led to jarsand jugs on an
overturned table. The label on one battered jug read: Purified Nucleic Acid Residues. Cytosine. Other
jugs had once contained Tyrosine, Guanine, Uracil, and Adenine—the constituents of DNA and RNA.

A winemaker would not need to assemble or replicate DNA molecules.

Botnik pressed the mask closer to hisface. He took out the WAGD marker, uncapped it, tried to hold
his breath, and walked to the rear of the underground room. There, alarge box with plastic and sted!
panels and glove holes had been axed open, reveding trays, drawers, rubber tubes, fans, and black
gloves hanging from externa access ports. A hot box, ingenious and compact.

Theax wasdill jammed in theright side.

Botnik moved the marker aong an exposed pandl, making sure not to cut himself on jagged meta or
broken plastic. The marker's moist tongue licked at athin layer of dust.

Then he carefully backed away, stepping around the broken glassware, and paused by the stairs, on the
verge of blacking out, till afraid to suck in amuch-needed bregth.

After two minutes, the WAGD chimed that it had aresult.

Then it made asharp little squeeeee, as unwanted and scary asthe hiss of an angry cobra. Botnik
glanced down. Thiswas not the sound you wanted to hear: abiohazard alarm.

We're All Gonna Die.

"Positive test result for anthrax spores,” the device'stinny voice announced. “ Evacuate the premises
according to government and training guidelines. Repeat: positive test result for anthrax spores.
Please consult biohazard experts immediately.”

Botnik ran up the steps and past the two men waiting above. “Get the hdll out of herel” he shouted, and
then started choking. “Get outside!”

Under the smoky sunlight, pawing at his mask, he remembered who he was and why he was here. His
bregth returned in agonized whoops and he bent over.

Sinclair and the service officer watched him. “ Jesus, what's down there?’ the chief asked.

Botnik waved them off and keyed ageneral dert code into hisarm pad, then made the first of two calls.
“Don't touch me,” he warned the men as they approached. Mechanicd voices answered; he keyed in
federa Bioshield emergency codes.

"Don't come near me. You,” he pointed to the service officer. “ Stand back and wait for aHAZMAT
team. Understood?"

"What in hell are we talking about here?'

"Y ou're contaminated. Don't leave the area. Cal for backup. Don't make contact—don't touch or get
closeto any other officersor civilians except for medical or HAZMAT personnel. Were going to sedl off
thisentirefarm, winery, whatever the hdl it is. They'll bring GammalLysin and antibiotics, so well be



okay. But we al haveto be tested and treated. And don't et Juarez go anywhere. Keep himin that
house. Got it?!

The service officer looked asif he might faint. The divison chief backed away from both of them with an
open-mouthed expression, his hands held out. “Whoa, Ndlly,” he said.

* * % %

Waiting for backup and HAZMAT to arrive, Botnik searched behind the warehouse and down a path,
trying to keep from hyperventilating, wondering if he was the zeroth man at this ste—after the service
officer—the man around whom the experts would draw cautionary circles, measuring desth and disease
at the epicenters of contamination. But screw the training—he couldn't just keep still. Hed flip out.

What in hell had big-headed Mr. Tommy Juarez been doing out herein the brush al these years?

There had been betslaid out in his dorm at the Q asto who would rise the quickest to FBI glory. Agent
Trainee Brian Botnik had aways stayed in the background, |etting the bigger and brasher guys compete
for future bragging rights, while he had hoped to do well enough on PT and at thefiring rangeto be
allowed to get out of the Academy for the weekend and maybe even find adate.

Forcing hislips and cheeksinto conformity to keep the mask's sedl, trying to hold back hiséation, he
shouted hoarsely at the burned stubble: “We got him! We findly got him! Holy Mother, thank you."

Hethrust hisfist into the air and slamped the ashen ground.

"We got Amerithrax!"



CHAPTERFHIFTY-FIVE
Spider/Argus Complex
Virginia

"Andwho, pray tell, isthisfor?'

Jane Rowland handed her data request brief to the Chief of FBI Intdl at Spider/Argus, Gabe Wrigley, a
thick-butted, pasty-faced fellow of forty who wore rumpled brown suits and aways seemed distracted.
Rowland had landed in the tall corn with her probationary assignment: Spider/Argus, housed on an old
Nava station along the Potomac, was the premier Web-tracking agency in the federa system, and she
had done very well for arookie. “ Specia request from Frank Chao at Quantico, and from Rebecca
Rose” Jane sad. “They're working with Hiram Newsome."

Wrigley was one of the smartest people she had ever met, socia skills aside, but she wondered how he
had ever passed PT at the Academy. Perhaps they had given him aspecid dispensation, like some of the
techs and trandators in the offices at the back—the Word Forest.

He gave her hisbest I'mimpressed face. “And you want ... what, amore nuanced trandation?”

"Something better than what the machines can do. | need more time and resources to work on this. |
need priority international Argus accessfor at least aday. Twenty-four hours. | promise not to deep.”

"Prithee, fair maid, why?"
"Becausethisis scary Suff,” shesaid. “1 cant tdl you why, because I'm not sure | know mysdf.”

Wrigley looked at her asif she had gone off her nut, and then smiled—dowly and carefully. They were
both known for their eccentricities.

"Rebecca Rose asked me to find something,” she continued. “| think I've found it. But | need to
double-check that were not being jived. If thisissquare, it'smgjor. And if it's skunky, | don't need to
waste their time... do 17

Wrigley pushed back his chair. “Is Newsome going to be confirmed?’ he asked.
"How should | know?'

"Ishethekind of guy that appreciatesthe kind of talent and capability we have here? Someone likely to
defend us againgt the incoming barbarian hordes?

Jane Rowland shook her head. “ Thisisa gpooky place,” she said. “And it's getting spookier every
month. | don't know that, either.”

"We can't go back,” Wrigley said. “'After such knowledge, what forgiveness?” He watched her closely.
Then he stamped the folder, lifted one hand, crooked afinger, and tugged it down, asif pulling on atrain
whigtle. “What the fuck. Toot toot, Agent Rowland. Track twenty-nine.”

"Thanks, Gabe.” Janeeft the cubicle before he could change hismind.

Back at her desk, she keyed in her new access code, dotted her searchesinto the top priority Argus
gueue and watched them move ingtantly to number five, unleashing ten million little hunters working back



through the accumulated hourly records of thousands of split sgna pathways to confirm routing through
hundreds of servers, al paths ultimately converging on asingle ISP, asingle user, and dithering in on who
and where that user was, no matter the firewalls and other precautions put in place: Argusthe
thousand-eyed and Spider the master of the Web.

Amazing to think about, and sometimes, it even worked.

With a source confirmed, she would have to get on the horn to the Word Forest, passing her captured
pages on to two trandators, both femae, both familiar with modern Isragli dang.

Jane had two lightly encrypted persona pages rdating to an encounter in Kiryat Shimona, three miles
from the Lebanese border, with amysterious, presumably male visitor endowed with many interesting
atributes, including one blue eye and one green eye. The roughly one hundred and fifty words of solemn
prose conveyed the conflicted but enchanted moonings of an Isragli settler'slondy wife, till traumatized
over being moved by government fiat from their house in the Gaza strip; good enough, but the machine
trandators had undoubtedly garbled something.

According to the machine, with its usua markups and percentages of confidence, the londy wife had
written with admiration and some repulsion abot,

"A{d. expl.=phalus, penis 78%} [ skinned back 56%] like a (tribesman’s) nomad's naked edl."
Andwhat in hdll did that mean?



CHAPTERFHIFTY-SIX

Secure Strategic Support Command (SSSC)
Forward Base DAGMAR

Jordan

Fouad Al-Husam waited nervoudly at the end of the spare concrete corridor. To hisright and |eft,
Forward Team army officers from the UK and the United States stood at parade rest, looking assured in
away hedid not fed and possibly would never fed.

Here, in the distant reaches of the Jordanian desert, Fouad had |earned just three days ago the detail s of
multilateral logistics support for the insurgents occupying Riyadh, Jeddah, and Mecca What most of the
world regarded as a spontaneous Musdlim rebellion againgt corrupt Saudis now took on the more focused
appearance, perhaps even the redity (how could he know how much he was being told?) of achanneled
flood of Mudim anger, fed and in some casesincited by other nationsin a concerted effort to alow
palitica change while maintaining world oil supplies.

As he had guessed long months ago.
Some cdlled it acontrolled burn to prevent much of the world from going up in flames.

Even the Chinese and Indians had secretly sgned on, in hopes of maintaining the fuel suppliesthey
desperately needed to keep their white-hot economies growing. The Russians alone, after initia tacit
support, had growled back into their caves, angered by thisfinesse on their plansto marginalize the
European Union and the United States.

But the ultimate truth of it was, Mudimswerekilling Mudims with wespons supplied chiefly by
non-Mudims. With the direct aid of Egypt and Turkey—both of whom had once controlled accessto
Mecca—and to some extent Jordan, aProvisional Hijaz authority was being established in Saudi Arabia,
consgting largdly of troopsfrom Y emen, Oman, and—fulfilling perhapsthe grestest irony of this
unpromising century—I rag,.

What Fouad had learned in the last ten days had the effect of both enlightening and corroding him.
Mudimswere not in charge of their own destinies. They had lost that option centuries ago, redlly.

Inran, Mudim rulers till had amodicum of dignity and control but that meant little: Iran wasanation
certifiably going insane, with clerics ordaining the shootings and bombings of thousands of protestors,
mostly young students; defying international pressure; and moving their few nuclear wegponsinto
positions where they could be launched againgt Isradli, Turkish, or European targets.

The West's best and |ast hope: that most of those weapons were a bluff, and that the single working
nuclear weapon in their possession had somehow been triggered at Shahabad Kord within Fouad's own
Sght.

The madness that had begun in last century was coming to ahead and he was at that head, Sitting on an
erupting boil of foulness beyond anything even hisfather or grandfather had conceived of.

"Here come the boys,” said the British colond on Fouad's Ieft, and smiled assurance. “Y our best and
brightest, I'd say.”



"Theboys” waked in four ranks of five down the hall with rhythmic step and young, stern faces. They
were thefirg of what some were caling—offensvely, in Fouad's opinion—the Janissaries, after the
Bakan Christian children who had been raised to serve Turkish masters under the Ottoman empire. All
had been selected by BuDark case officersfrom an origind roster of one hundred candidates. When
Fouad had heard of the program that had brought these former orphansto the United States, he had not
believed such things possible; now he knew their inevitability.

The ranks of handsome and beardless brown faces gpproached to within ten feet, then paused with
something less than military precision and mimicked the officers before them. Like him, they were officers
in BuDark, ostensibly anon-military operation. They stood at parade rest. A few Adam's apples

bobbed. Eyes flicked.

Fouad smiled briefly, then held afrozen expression he hoped conveyed neutra dignity. These men, he
wastold, would look up to him. He had seen combat; they had not. He spoke many languages. They
knew two or at most three. He was blooded. He had killed. They had not. But their combat training
exceeded his own. When they redlized this, they would be tough to command, and Fouad was not
looking forward to such a chalenge, but there was no choice.

The diewas cast.

Each of these young men had been brought from Irag or Afghanistan during the Codition War. They had
been hand-sel ected from orphans found in various cities and in the countryside, adopted by serving
military officersinto their own families, and raised in specid circumstances. They had been educated in
schoolsin Virginia, Georgia, and Cdifornia. They had earned the equivaent of high school diplomasand
then bachelor degreesin many fields, but they had aso recelved training a Fort Benning, with emphasis

on special ops.

An even more sdlect few were ill in training a elite Strategic Support basesin Turkey and when they
were fielded one of them would likely replace Fouad. But for now, for the next five or sx months, this
team was histo work with. All part of agrand experiment.

Fouad surmised they had an even chance of being sited in Iran to gather HUMINT, human intelligence.
But they had an equal chance of being placed in one or two key positionsin or around Mecca. He had
aready been briefed about that option.

Theyoung Mudim men darted their eyes across the line of solemn white faces and then—as
predicted—focused on Fouad.

"Welcometo Jordan,” Fouad said. They nodded as one but did not express emotion, though their
feelings must have been running high. Thiswasthe first time they had been closeto their homelandsin ten
years or more. Then, in Arabic, Fouad added—equaly for the benefit of the officersaround him—"It is
our duty to preserve and further the splendid and blessed culture of Idamin atimeof crud trid. God is
gredt.”

Theyoung men echoed Allahu Akhbar .

"Ultimately we serve no master but God and God willing, Idam will flourish in our modern world and with
our help come to new order and power and achieve new heights. Our re-birth has begun.”

This had been taught to them dl in the foreign schools—that the greetest glory of Idam wasimminent,
that the West was not an enemy but an aly. These young men, these anti-Janissaries, did not blink or
show any signsthat they lacked conviction.



Thewordstasted like gall in Fouad's mouth. But he knew, as hisfather had known, that thiswas the only
way.

Therigid pae men at his sdes who ingtructed and watched and judged were aware of the fragility. But
their time had come, and these experimental wegponsin the great cultura war had to be tested to

prepare the way for later and even more important operations. Mistakes would be made. Let them be
made now, that later they would not.

Fouad Al-Husam findly knew the redl names of BuDark.
They were Savior.

And Betrayer.



CHAPTER FIFTY-SEVEN
Private Home
Maryland

White House Chief of Staff Kdly Schein was a plump, homedy woman in her late forties with goggling
eyes and no chin and an abrupt way of speaking that rubbed much of the fur in the capital the wrong
way. That did not matter much in the grand scheme. At the moment she was the second most powerful
human being in the world, and till she was not happy.

She walked up the brick stepsto the long porch of the Buckler mansion and glanced over her shoulder at
aprocession of three very serious and aert Secret Service agents, followed by Hiram Newsome and
Rebecca Rose, who joined her at the beautiful antique cherry front door. They were among thefirst to
arriveto this peculiar and unexpected soiree.

"I'm sureyou'd dl rather be a the White House,” Schein said. “ Unfortunatdly, it'sfull of sneeky little
bugs. Wejust found them last week. Nobody's confessed to planting them, big surprise. They'rein the
paint, for Christ's sske—tiny little flat transducers. Hundreds, maybe thousands. Someonewith a
debriefer hidden in amagazine could walk in and collect aweek'sworth of conversation. It's playing hell
with the Presdent's schedule.” She looked up at Newsome. “1 sure hope you didn't know anything about
this. Evenfor agiggle”

Some at headquarters had pointed to Schein as the most serious opponent in the White House to Hiram
Newsome's appointment.

Newsome shook his head. “No maam. | don't have much time to read paperbacks any more."

Schein gave him a second, dubious glance. “Nationa Security Director is coming with the President.

Y our cast will assemble before the President gets here. Y ou have haf an hour.” Schein dipped the key
into the large door. “We move randomly from house to house in Georgetown for our most secure
mestings. Isn't partisan spirit grand?'

"Y ou're blaming the previous administration?’ Newsome asked, his chin developing afew stubborn
companions.

Schein smiled, showing large, even teeth, and put on round glasses. “I doubt they were smart enough to
know what was happening. Look &t al the other messesthey left behind for usto clean up.”

Rebeccafollowed Newsome into the spacious living room. The house was quiet and alittle chilly. She
had pictured a meeting with the President in more formal, glamorous terms: the Ova Office or the
Situation Room, stern generds burdened with tons of egg sdlad—or wasit fruit salad? Decorations and
campaign medals, anyway—a huge threat board—not a deserted mansion on aten-acre estate, furnished
with exquisite antiques.

A large, striking painting in earth-tones, blues and greens, and gold—an original, she guessed—hung in
the foyer above the stairs leading to the second floor. To Rebecca, the emaciated and thoroughly naked
woman in the painting resembled a concentration camp victim. Shelooked & the artist's Sgnature in the
corner, Klimt, and turned away with a shudder.

Schein removed her coat and draped it over ahigh-backed chair. “I havefive reservations for your party
at thisclambake,” she said. “Besides you two. Four agents and one civilian, | understand.”



"Yes, maam,” Newsome said.

"From al over the country,” Schein said. “ Some young, some old. | assumethey've dl pieced together
bits of the puzzle."

"Yes, maam.”
"Isthat what FBI does best, put together puzzles?” Schein asked with astraight face.
"Sometimes,” Newsome replied, his eyes heavy-lidded.

"Why did the former director fire you, News?' Schein asked as shetried out alarge leather chair. She
moved up and down and around asif establishing the height and comfort zone of someonetdler.
Newsome remained standing with his coat on, asif he might be asked to leave. He did not like her use of
hisnickname.

"Last minute attempt to lighten the lifeboat, | presume,” he answered.

Schein amiled again, thistime with genuine humor. “ The President figured the most sdlf-serving would
quickly dump the most useful and dedicated. It looks asif shewasright. Y ou're origindly a Boston boy,
but you moved to Virginiawhen you were thirteen, correct?'

"Yes, maam.”

Schein looked at Rebecca. “Y ou're assigned to bioterror at Headquarters in Washington, DC, but you've
gpent alot of time as an ingtructor at the Q, haven't you?”

"l have,” Rebeccasaid. Outside, abig helicopter was landing on the [awn.
"Did you know | wanted to be an agent, long ago?’ Schein asked.
Rebeccaraised her eyebrows. “No, maam.”

"Washed out early. Bad eyes. And | can't do apull-up to save my life,” Schein said. “ Just wanted you to
know, Agent Rose, that Senator Josephson doesn't speak for all of us."

More Secret Service agents poured in through the front door. “Estate perimeter is secure,” announced a
tall fellow in along black coat. He glanced at Rebecca. “Marine Oneis on the ground. Mrs. Schein,
weve finished vetting the guest list. The othersare waiting in the kitchen."

"Thank you, Ernest. Let's get them in here and seated before the President arrives.”

Folding chairs were spaced around the living room in atight circle. Schein rose from the large lesther
chair and stood besideit.

Through the back hallway marched Jane Rowland, Frank Chao, and atall, gray, cadaveroudy thin
gentleman Rebecca had not yet met in person. She assumed this was William's contact, the world's
premier expert on yeas, Dr. Danid Whesatstone, flown in yesterday from Oregon. William himsalf was
dill in Ohio, waiting for aflight out through stormy Cincinatti.

They were guided to their chairs and followed Schein's example, sanding behind them. All looked
nervous. Rowland was actudly shivering. There had been no timeto rehearse. They were going into this
Agatha Chrigtie moment absolutely cold.

Ernest tapped his ear and turned to announce, “L adies and gentlemen, the President of the United



States”

In person, Eve Carol Larsen was shorter than Rebecca had thought, but well-proportioned for her height
of five nine. Shewore gray, as dways, with ared blouse and ablack opa pin, its stone mined, as she
had told interviewers many times, by awayward grandfather in Australia before World War 2. Inthe
early eighties, Larsen had served for six yearsin the Air Force flying support aircraft, then had goneon to
law school. After eight years working as counsdl to various state agencies, she had been eected Attorney
Generd for the state of Wisconsin, from which role she had moved on to become an effective governor.
In palitics, she had played extreme conservatives—mostly rdligious zed ots—off againg extreme
liberdls—mostly easy-target academic naives—with razor wit and amanner of answering questions that
Lou Dobbs had once described as“ A look-'em-in-the-eye smile accompanied by a punch in the gut.”

Rebecca had not voted for her but was now wondering why—the room was positively energized by her
presence. Only after afew seconds did Rebecca see Nationa Security Director Chuck Parsons and the
director of Homeland Security, Water Graham, both younger men—in their early forties.

The President shook hands around the room, then paused before Hiram Newsome and pressed his hand
between both of hers. “We need to find time for a heart-to-heart,” she said, sharp gray eyes burrowing
intohis

"l look forward to that, Madam President,” Hiram said.

The President turned to Rebecca. “Congratulations,” she said. | hear the FBI has caught the bastard
who mailed anthrax back in 2001. Y our case, | understand.”

"I wasn't there, but my fellow agents are generoudy sharing credit,” Rebeccasaid. “And it was Director
Newsomesinitiative that kept usgoing.”

"That's part of our presentation today, Madam President,” Hiram added. “We believe hisactivities
continued until just recently.”

Larsen took the large leather seat Schein had vacated. The rest of them sat in acircle around the
President.

"They've booted me out of my house. Isn't that abitch?’ the Presdent said. “Let's get started with \Who.
Thenwell go to What, When, and Where. Speciad Agent Rose, you seem to be at the center. I'd like
you to direct this show. Begin."

"Thank you, Madam President,” Rebecca said. “Here's the best information we have about our suspect.
Agent Frank Chao isachief anadyst at the FBI Academy Crime Lab."

Chao bowed his head briefly. Larsen sized him up, then returned her gaze to Rebecca, unimpressed.
Rebecca had testified before femal e prosecutors many times and recognized The Look.

Chao began, “Madam President, blood evidence and sdlivaleft behind in Arizona at the scene of apatrol
officer'smurder—"

"Hundreds of inkjet printers spilled dl over the highway, right?’ the President asked.

Chao nodded and folded hishandsin hislap. “DNA taken from sdivaon aglove, and additiona DNA
from aspeck of blood, seemed to point to two mae individuas, half-brothers with the same mother. |
found no matchesin CODIS-compliant filesin any nationa crimina database, including NDIS-3—and so
| searched DNA records obtained from truck drivers seeking permits to haul hazardous materias, aswell
asinternationa customs records—and till, nothing. National insurance and medical databases provided



to the agency after 10-4 a so produced no matches.”

Rebecca watched the President closdly. Her face had taken on a stony look and she was drumming the
fingers of one hand on the arm of the leather chair. Such violations of persond privacy had been astrong
part of her campaign.

"l had reached the end of my familiar resources,” Chao said, “so | took astab in the dark and scored an
unusud hit—amarker profilein agtatistica database used to speed matchesfor victims of massterror.
That database, of course, would not be usable in obtaining warrants or subpoenas, so we requested
accessto the actual 9-11 Memorial Park DNA records...”

"Goddamn it,” the President said. “ Did they give them to you without a subpoena?"
Chao looked thunderstruck. “ Sorry?"
"Go on,” the Presdent said, leaning back in the leather chair.

"We were refused, perhapsrightly,” Chao said. “However, | found duplicates of the Memoria Park
records retained by acompany that had once analyzed DNA for the New Y ork medical examiner. That
company had since gone bankrupt. All of its assets, including these records, were in the process of being
acquired—in a secret del—by the Church of Latter Day Saints, and asit happened, were kept on a
server that was less than secure. We gained access on afederal warrant and found the actual DNA
analysisof the reative's donated sample. Thisrecord was still not quite amatch—but it was obviouswe
had a blood relation of someone who had died in that tragedy. Following one of Agent Rose's excellent
hunches, we then compared the crime scene DNA and the 9-11 donated record with DNA dready on
file with the FBI—from police departments, military service medicd histories, and soon.”

The President had stopped drumming her fingers.

Chao put on astubborn look. “It isour job to find dangerous criminas. Would you have it any other

way?'
"Moveon, Frank,” Hiram said.

"Law enforcement officers donate tissue samples that we use to rule out contamination of crime
scenes—typicaly, buccal cells—cheek cells. Through patient search of FBI internd records, we found a
match— ogicaly, to the haf-brother of an FBI agent named Lawrence Winter."

"So you questioned Winter,” Schein said.

"Specid Agent Winter has been missing for dmost five years,” Chao said. “He vanished whileworking
undercover in the Pacific northwest. Telomere, vird RT, and epigenetic analysistold usthat Winter's
half-brother would have to be the same age as he is—a difficulty, sSince there are no records of hishaving
had a brother and since, in theory, half-brothers cannot be twins. They cannot be born to the same
mother & the sametime.”

The President and Schein looked logt, trying to work through the implications.

"Tragicaly, Specid Agent Winter had suffered alossin the September 11th attacks. Hiswife and his
daughter had apparently been killed by falling debris outside the World Trade Center. Their remains
were never found. Winter did have asister. Her name was Connie Winter Richards and she was an
employee of the state of Washington. She and her father—Winter's father—were murdered on 10-4,
along with twenty-two hundred others, asthey wereriding aferry in Puget Sound. Their bodies were
identified by the mother, who died the next year from an overdose of deeping pills.”



"My God,” the President said.

"Lawrence Winter stopped reporting to his chief and his SAC—Specid Agent in Charge—shortly after
the 10-4 attack."

"Why can't you find him?" Schein asked.

"'Some speculate he got lost in his undercover work and was either killed or took hisown life,” Rebecca
sad. “Hewas dedling with domestic and ecologicd terrorisss—Anima Rescue, Earth Liberation Front,
GaiaBrigade. Dangerous people. But we should let Frank finish.”

"Agent Winter's officid FBI photo shows that he has one green eye and one blue. It took cregtive
thinking and extensive research to realize that Winter might be achimera, of asort we have not often
heard of. Only in the last few years have such individuas been considered possible: an offspring who
combines the chromosomes of two haf-sbling embryos, fertilized by two separate fathers.”

The President looked to her Chief of Staff. Schein shook her head in bafflement.

Before anyone could stop him, Chao enthusiagtically added details. “His mother had sex with two men
within hours of each other. Two of her egg cells werefertilized by these different fathers, and the early
stage blastulas fused perfectly before implanting. Somehow, the resulting single embryo did not miscarry.
The genetically disparate tissues worked out an accord—and the embryo's nascent immune system
learned to recogni ze both as self. But this meansthat DNA from one set of this man'stissueswill not
necessarily match DNA from his other tissue types. Some of thetissueswill have a'Y -chromosome from
one father, and some from another. Hisinheritance from each father and from his mother—and
remember, we have no samples from any of these individuals—will be gatistically muddled. That
prevents finding amatch in any CODIS or NDIS-3 record search. A very specid case of fraterna twins.
Therefore, without expert and painstaking analysis, Speciad Agent Lawrence Winter'sDNA, if found at a
crime scene, could not be directly matched to any data base—a convenient way of eluding authoritiesfor
decades, or even forever. Such fraterna chimeras may suffer from personaity imbalancesin later life,
including schizophrenia. Had we known of this potentid, very likely we would never have accepted
Lawrence Winter into our agency.”

The President |ooked appalled.

"Based on what we now know, we have determined that Speciad Agent Winter impregnated the young
wife of the Patriarch in Washington state. And we have now matched Winter to multiple samples of
DNA taken from the residence of the Amerithrax suspect. We have been led amerry chase,” Chao
concluded. “But | believe we have finaly found our man.”

Rebecca picked up the thread. “ Based on information from BuDark, we know that Lawrence Winter
supplied bioterror wegponsto agroup of Mudimsin Isragl. He worked through an intermediary named
[brahim Al-Hitti, an Egyptian with connections to Hamas, Hezbollah, Al AgsaMartyrs Brigade, and
more. We think Winter convinced Al-Hitti that he could supply anthrax modified to kill only Jews.
Apparently, Al-Hitti tested asmall amount of thisanthrax on Jawsin Irag. Whatever Amerithrax was
making in Californiawas shipped to Washington state to be packed into fireworks shells, which were
then flown to Gaza City by private jet and driven into Jeruslem. The shellswereintercepted by Isradli
police. The Israglis have tested them—and surprisingly, these shells contain not anthrax, but yeast. So far,
weve only found atiny supply of anthrax left over in Caifornia—but lots of yeast. Three months ago,
someone launched twenty smilar shellsover Silesia, Ohio. Aswell, these shells gpparently contained
nothing but brewer's yeast."

"Silesa—Iloss of long-term memory,” Schein said.



Rebecca nodded. “ There may have been asimilar plot to attack Rome, which we foiled when we
disrupted the factory in Washington Sete.”

The President's expression had transformed to stunned wonder.
"We have ten minutes,” Schein said, tapping her watch.
Rebecca touched Jane Rowland's shoulder.

Ghastly pale, Jane smoothed her hands on her knees and referred to her notes. “Madam President, |
track dating and lonely hearts sites on the Web,” she began, “looking for descriptions of possible criminal
activity. Weresort to this expedient because so much red crimina communication is unbreskably
encrypted. Werelooking for an entry point, achink in the encrypted data.”

"Let'smove quickly, Agent Rowland,” Hiram said.

"| found severa lovelog chat entries, written by the wife of an extremist Jewish sttler living in Kiryat
Shimona. She describes having sexud relations with atal American with one blue eye and one green eye.
She saysthe American isworking with her husband on something important for the future of the Jews.
She clams her American lover has ... uh, had experienced an extreme circumcision, al the foreskin
removed down to the shaft ... ‘askinned edl', as she describes it, ‘ Bedouin-style€. We have OPM files
showing that before he joined the FBI, Lawrence Winter gave himsdf just such acircumcision, to avoid
detection when working undercover in Mudim countries.”

"Jesus Chrigt,” the President exploded. “How in hell does a Jewish housewife know what a Bedouin's
cock lookslike?!

Jane was gtricken Slent.
Outside, rain from the wet night dripped down a guitter.

President Larsen rose and swirled an accusing finger around the room. “Thisismorethan a
nightmare—it's agoddamned farce. An AWOL FBI agent gallivants around the world, recruits
terrorigts, seducestheir wives, hell—screws every bitch he can get his hands on—"

"Madam President,” Schein cautioned. Larsen was furious and having none of it.

"—Not to mention officid privacy violations beyond anything even | could have imagined, &t least one
murder, and now aclandestine connection between our own beloved FBI and the Amerithrax killer.” The
President took a glass of ice water from her lead Secret Service agent, drank half, then rolled it across
her forehead. “Whereisthis bastard now? And what in God's nameis he up to?"

Another pause.

"Am | next?’ asked the sepulchra Dr. Wheatstone, the yeast expert. “1 may have an answer to your
second question.”



CHAPTER FIFTY-EIGHT
Mecca

Lawrence.

Larry.

Soecial Agent Lawrence Winter.

His memory was definitely not as sharp asit had once been. His energy was aso leaking away day by
day, and he awoke each morning soaked in a cregping hopelessness that was hard to shake. So many
places, so many names...

Winter looked through the drawn-back curtains of the hotel room window, acrossthe Al Magid
Haram—the huge, three-story Grand M osque—at the desert dawn, pallid blue and yellow.

Out on the plain of Mina, five kilometersfrom the hotd, late preparations for the Hgjj were till being
made. Fireproof tents were being erected by the tens of thousands, bardly in time for the hordes arriving
by bus. It was chaosin the broad tent city.

Yigd and Yitzhak entered the room bearing hot coffeein familiar green and white cups. “Wake up,
deepyheads,” they cdled out. When they were in the suite they donned ki pots embroidered with
Hebrew and often spoke Hebrew, in defiance of his orders and of common sense, What if they were
heard? Nobody spoke Hebrew in Mecca. They had smuggled the kipotsin ther kitslike heedstrong
kids on aschool outing. Months ago, he would have exacted swift discipline. Now, he could barely
muster irritation.

Yigd grinned as he handed Winter his coffee. “Have you seen? They are gathering like sardines. There
must be ahdf million already. The war means nothing to them, poor bastards.” He began alittle dance.
“ Seventy-two pure and shapely hourisfor every martyr! Wouldn't you like to wholesale black-eyed
virgins? We could make a pile of shekels.”

Baruch and Gershon came back to the room, put on their kipots, and squatted beside him. “1 was out for
four o'clock prayer,” Gershon said. “Thewind is blowing from the west at four to seven knots. | had a
long talk with afine, white-haired gentleman from Ethiopia, full of aches and pains. We spoke of the
hardships and glory of those who die on Hajj. He was most interested to hear of what is happening in
Pdestine. He professed that the world would be much improved if dl the Jews were lined up and burned
dive”

"Hell surely go straight to heaven and immediately screw al hisvirgins” Yigd sad.

"Tomorrow therewill beamillion,” Gershon said. He saw that Winter had not finished his cup. “What's
wrong with the coffee, Mr. Brown? It is fresh from Starbucks downstairs. Thereisa Kentucky Fried
Chicken, even aMcDonald's, did you see them?”

Yigd jumped up. “I'll check thetrucks. David and Gershon stood guard last but they aren't mechanicaly
minded, so who knows what could be stolen? They wouldn't missan axle or two."

Gershon scoffed. The trucks had been parked in a secured garage not far from the Grand Mosque.

"Threedays,” Winter warned asthey al removed their kipots. “When the pilgrimsreturn to Mina. When



they start stoning the devil. Not before.”

"Of course,” Menachem said happily. “Like sardines. Like fucking shoas of sweet herring.”



CHAPTER FIFTY-NINE
Reagan Internationd Airport

William rolled his suitcase from the plane, following ayoung woman dressed in new Bureau trainee
casuas—qgolf shirt, cargo pants and cap, duffel bag—decorated with FBI logos, shooting badges, pins
and buttons. She wasfive-gx, in her mid-twenties, with short-cut brown hair and a series of sud holes
around her ear but no studs, fingernails painted pink but chipped at the edges, brown eyes bright despite
the time—it was eleven p.m. He felt like awet sock but shewasfull of energy, arriving for the next class
at the Q—the promise of adream caresr.

Cop Valhalla.

He had read and re-read Dr. Whesatstone's reports on the plane from Ohio. The last few pages had hit
him hard.

The PrPSc prion genesinserted into this transgenic |aboratory yeast are easily transferred to other yeast.
What is more interesting, the genes have acquired adaptive modifications within the yeadt, such that they
can aso be exchanged with naturally occurring varieties of fungus. Such fungi are ubiquitousin our
environment.

Oncethe modified yeast are released into the wild, there may be no way to cap the geni€'s bottle. These
transformably infectious proteins could become widespread in our environment. The entire world could
be exposed to a memory-destroying, brain-wasting sickness as insidious as bovine spongiform

encepha opathy—Mad Cow disease.

Rebecca stood by the baggage carousdl. William waved a greeting. “ Thanks for coming.” He tapped the
handle of hisrolling suitcase. “Thisisdl I'm carrying.”

Rebecca surreptitioudy stuck out her finger in the direction of thetrainee. “lan't shelovely?!
"Cute,” William admitted.

Thetrainee quickly pulled her luggage from the carousdl to the doors.

"Wasl| ever that fresh, that new?’ Rebecca asked.

William buttoned his coat. “1n my eyes, Agent Rose, you sparkle with morning dew."

Rebeccablinked. “Let'smove,” she said. “We're going where she's going, but we're not waiting for the
bus™

"Why Quantico?’ William asked.
"We have an appointment with Pete Farrow."

"Damn,” William said.

* * * %

"You got out of Ohiojustintime, | hear,” Rebecca said as she drove them down 95 through pouring
ran.

William nodded. “ They're setting up a Joint Operations Center. EPA isworking the hospitas. FEMA



brought in their trucks yesterday. Full-blast terror dert. Naturdly, they've clamped alid on everything.”
"Looky what you started,” Rebecca said.
"How did it go with the President?’ William asked.

"Awful,” Rebeccasaid with agrimace. “Nobody in the White House isin any mood to be magnanimous.
They'redill finding booby traps.”

What?"
"Bugsin the paint, even in the Stuation room. Can you blame them for being paranoid?’
That left themin Slencefor afew minutes.

"How did you find Wheatstone?’ Rebecca asked.

"l did asearch,” William said. “Plugged in the words memory, yeast, and dementia. That brought meto
Whesgtstone's university Web site. | called—and he told me about the transgenic experiments, then, with
alittle prodding, about two accidental contaminations, alab break-in sSix years ago, and the burgled
yeast. He said he had reported al that to Homeland Security and the CDC, asrequired. Then | tracked
down the CDC records. Did our good doctor impress the President?’

"Threat Level Ex-Lax,” Rebeccasad. “They're ill not telling me everything they know, William—not
yet. What the fuck happened to this country?"

"Wegot scared,” William said.

"Scared stupid?’ Rebecca’s tone was pure acid.

"Shall | drive?” William asked.

"I'mfine,” Rebeccasaid, her knuckles white on the whed!.
"Congratulations, by theway,” William said after another pause.

"Botkin collared Amerithrax,” Rebeccasaid. “ Just aswell. I'd have shot the bastard.” She looked at the
highway through underdung eyes. “ Did you meet any of the peoplein Slesa?!

"l visted the hogpitd,” William said.
"What arethey like?"

"Like my father. Pleasant. Forgetful. Nothing much left from before ayear or two ago. They ill have
language, habits, skills... persondity. Just no memory of how they got them. There might be tens of
thousands affected dready. It got into a bakery."

Rebecca's eydids fluttered and her lips turned down. Quietly, “A bakery?"
"They shut it down and seded it off."
"Soit'stoo late, whatever we do?'

"Wheatstone thinks one rel ease won't tip the balance. But two or three, around the world ... That would
be bad."



Rebecca stopped at the red line twenty feet from the guard house and waited for thefirst stage security
ingpection. “ Arewe infected?’ she asked.

"I hopenot,” William said. It wasraining at the farm when we arrived.”

The car'sradio frequency ID tag met thefirst guard's approval and the gate lifted. They drove dowly past
the concrete gatehouse, then she pulled off to the side and parked and they both got out while the car
was examined with undercarriage mirrors, high frequency sonic imagers. One guard checked their stress
levelswith pong sniffers. “Big mesting today?’ he asked with awry grin.

The young Marine at the gate dropped the concrete and stedl barriers across the drive. “Welcome to the
FBI Academy,” shesaid.



CHAPTER SIXTY

Hogantown

Pete Farrow waked ahead on Ness Avenue, huge shoulders straining at hisknit shirt, loafers silent on the
pavement, tapping hisfolded umbrella. William and Rebeccafollowed. The rain had stopped at onein
the morning and the streets of Hogantown were shiny and empty. Somewhere east, a Hostage Rescue
Team helicopter was practicing touch-and-go, turbines dternately whining and roaring, but mostly the
Academy was adegp. There was an early morning wakeup.

"Well talk in the shoot house,” Farrow called back, “It's safe. | swept it mysalf.”

William exchanged a glance with Rebecca as they turned into ashalow aleyway. Farrow unlocked the
stedl door to the command center and pointed them up the long flight of stepsto the overlook's bay
window. Rebeccawent firgt.

"Still have buck fever?’ Farrow asked William.
William amiled.

"All my tricks revealed—shoot house will never play the same.” Farrow unlocked the door at the top of
the steps and they entered acool, dark silence.

"l don't think you've met Jacob Levine,” Farrow said as a shadow swung around in achair before the
bay window. Farrow switched on the overhead light. Levine was wearing a purple fleece vest and a
yarmulke. Hisface was puffy and tiff. “Heknew Griff pretty well,” Farrow said.

"Rebeccaand | have met,” Levine said. “ Sorry about your father, Agent Griffin.” They shook hands.
Levine offered his seat to Farrow, who took it ashisdue. Therest of the seatsin the command overlook
werefolding chairs. The floor was plywood. Exercise plans on butcher paper had been pasted along the
sdewalls, Xsand Y s scattered around the floor plan asif in preparation for agame of football.
Everything smelled of warm el ectronics with acold tang of concrete powder from the dug-absorbing
walsbeow.

Farrow sat back in the command chair and folded his hands behind his head. “Winter was class of ‘97. |
tried to dig up hisfile.” Hetapped asmdl folder filled with multi-colored sheets of paper. “Thisisal |
got. Someone's swept the records—I don't need to guess why. Jacob worked with Winter years later
when he was assigned undercover to track bigotsin Georgia, and later on, eco-terroristsin Oregon and
Washington date.”

"Hewasasharp guy,” Levine said. “ Spoke four or five languages. He had worked with defense
contractorsin Iraq and Egypt before joining the FBI. Real personable. Y ou could trust him. Handsome,
quick, strong.”

"A couple of weeks after 10-4, Lawrence Winter cameto see me again,” Farrow said. “We had dinner
a Pirdli'sintown. Hefilled mein about afew of hisactivitiesin the northwest. He was pretty down.
Poor bastard had lost most of hisfamily."

"Soweve heard,” Rebeccasaid.

"| told him he should take some leave—even go on disability. Winter said he had other plans. Hetold me
that four years after 9-11 he had volunteered to work on a secret project.”



"What kind of project?” William asked.
Farrow looked aside and waved hishand at Levine.

"Some of thisisrumor and surmise,” Levine said. “ Starting eight years ago, Southern Poverty Law
Center lost track of some pretty magor playersin the old bigot ballgame. They just vanished. Nobody
knew where they went. | had alunch with three Bureau of Domestic Intelligence types and they were
licking canary feathers off their chops, so | asked afriend of afriend who knew someone. Nothingis
completely secure in the Beltway. Back then, apparently, the Attorney Genera had decided that what
was sauce for the goose was sauce for the gander and it wastime to exercise alittle preemptive caution
agang lily-white Americans. He didn't want another Murrow Federa Building—it would take the focus
off foreign terror. Some were saying that even with the Nationa Security Service, the FBI wasn't willing
to get its hands dirty enough to protect America. So they created BDI—the Bureau of Domestic
Intelligence. The AG then indtituted a specid role for his new agency—they would work collections.”

Farrow said, “ Starting six or seven years ago, BDI came to Quantico and started interviewing agents.
Word came down from the AG—cooperate or get your butts kicked. | voiced strong objections, so |
was taken out of the loop. A couple of years after that, | started hearing rumors about disappearances. |
didn't know wheét to believe,

"At headquarters, some senior executives were being replaced or reassigned—you remember—I
presume because they didn't cooperate with the administration and BDI. Later, it became clear that an
unknown number of our agents had become involved in pre-emptive arrests. Y ou never heard?”

"I'm little people,” Rebecca said. Her cheeks were pink. “ So you just sat on your thumbs?*

"Yesand no,” Farrow said, shifting his shoulders. “ Some senior agents—me among them—just
happened to make a specia visit to the Southern Poverty Law Center. | worked with Jacob to
cross-reference the disappeared. In the interests of balanced government, you understand—these were
al mgor assholes and otherwise | say good riddance. But there were at least two hundred of them,
maybe alot more. And there wasn't adamned thing we could do. Whenever we went to the top, we
were shot down. Real eyes of stedl. | should have asked more questions, but it just wasn't the right
dimae"

"Weadl turned our heads,” Levine said. “ They were rounding up the Jew-haters and the KKK. It was
like adream. They just vanished. Sometimes, BDI even arranged for aplausible crime sceneto explain

why they disappeared.”

"Then Winter shows up to talk, and he's obvioudy abroken man,” Farrow said. “I tell mysdlf, maybe
heresaway in. Maybe heswhat | need to keep the FBI from diding deeper into this pile of manure.”
Farrow held up adigital recorder. It was about here that | pressed the on-button.”

Winter's voice came out of the tiny speaker with remarkable clarity, soft and regular and certainly lacking
inghrillness or sarcaam.

"..What | heard from everybody we dealt with sounded pretty much the same to me. KKK and
Aryan Nations guys spoke of their hatred for Jews and Catholics and blacks. Jewish extremists
talked about killing Muslims. Muslims spoke of how much they loathed Jews and Christians. The
religious wars never ended, Pete. We've been fighting for thousands of years. We're still fighting,
still trying to drag everyonein. It's a sickness. And things are different now. You can't believe
what I've seen, Pete. Some smart little fanatic with a grudge can unleash something that will kill
usall."



Farrow paused the recorder. “'Smart little fanatic.” That makes me wonder if Winter had already tracked
down Tommy Juarez, and if S0, why hewasn't turning himin.” Farrow switched the recorder back on.

"Back in thefifties, it became obvious that nations with nuclear weapons could wipe life off the
face of the Earth. Now, it could be five or ten teenagersin a high school biology lab ... Or one
driven monster. And who's going to set them off? The big boys build their political careerson
suspicion and fear and hatred ... But where the rubber hits the road, it always comes down to the
crazy little runts and the monster s—you know that, Pete. We have the profiles memorized. The big
boys rant against the evils of government for years and then act all shocked when McVeigh and
Nichols blow up a federal building. We squeeze the Middle East, and the monsters blow
themselves up and squeeze back. But what if the runts and monsters get hold of things wor se than
fertilizer bombs—worse than atom bombs? Who's going to be responsible?"

The recorder beeped and shut off. “The last of my memory card was used up,” Farrow said. “But |
remember where the conversation went. Winter had volunteered to work with a clandestine BDI team.
Hetold them he was uniquely qudified to do field work—meaning iminations, | suppose—because of
the way he was born."

"Chimeric,” Rebeccasad.
William fdt utterly logt. Kidnappings. Murders. Cold cases.

Farrow nodded. “Geneticdly stedlthy. That was the phrase he used. Eventudly, we got around to talking
about 10-4. That's when he fdl apart. He actualy started to cry. | was ashamed for him."

"Tough guy, Pete,” Rebeccasaid.

"Yeah, well, Winter said just rounding up the monsters and even killing them wasn't enough. There would
aways be more—an endless supply. He mentioned a plan he was working on. Jujitsu, he caled it. Using
the money behind hate to destroy hate.”

"Why didn't you turn himin?’ Rebeccasaid.

"l did,” Farrow said, watching her closdy. “I handed it up to Hiram Newsome, along with a copy of this
recording. Newswasthe only one | thought | could trust.”

Rebeccalooked between Levine and Farrow. Levine would not meet her gaze. “When?"

"That would be what, three years ago. The wave was cresting. The congressiona e ections were going
the wrong way. BDI was scrambling for cover.”

Rebecca stood. Her chair scraped. “You'realiar.”

Farrow rose and went chest to chin with her. “News had it three years ago,” he said.

"That's your story and youre sticking to it,” Rebeccasaid.

"Screw you, littlemiss™

Rebecca backed off afew inches and cocked her head to one side.

William took Rebeccas arm and held on as she tried to shrug lose. “We're going,” hetold her.
"Right. Let's climb out of this cesspool,” Rebeccasaid.



"Take your puppy with you,” Farrow said. “ Ask News how it happened. I've got the paper trail. | made
duplicates.” Hisface wasred and even his blond-furred forearms were the color of Bing cherries.
“Watch out for her, Griffin,” he said, histoneice and mud. “Think about your career. She and Hiram
Newsome could get you fried.”

"Wait aminute,” Rebecca said, and shrugged in just such away that William let go. She stared Straight up
a Farrow. “Y ou seem to know everything. Tell me about BuDark—just for old time's sake."

Farrow pulled back, ashamed that he had lost his cool. He brushed his hand through his hair. “Fuck it. I'll
tell youwhat little | know. BuDark ispresidentia black ops, black budget. Larsen put it into play.
They're out to bring us down by gathering international evidence to prosecute BDI, FBI, anyone who
opposestheliberds. It's payback time. BuDark is anti-FBI."

"Petesdirty,” Rebeccasaid asthey waked down thelong hdl filled with art prints of nature serene.
"He'sthe straightest agent | ever met,” William said coolly. “Present company excepted.”
"Hiram Newsome isthe straightest agent |'ve ever met.”

"Whét reason does Farrow haveto lie? He's still confessing to knowing dangerous stuff.” William swung
his clenched fistsin a haf-circle and hammered the railing. Rebecca stepped back in surprise. The study
lounge was empty. “If any of thisistrue, what the hell can we do—by ourselves?

"Nothing,” Rebeccasaid. “We need to reach out and ask questions. But we need to be extremely
careful. Some people would kill to keep thisbig an dbatross off their necks.”

"Back to Newsome?” William asked.
"Not yet. We need to poke through the cracks in the bricks. Outside confirmation. | know just the guy.”

"The one who pissed you off,” William said. “What was his name—Grange, from DS. Y ou thought he
might be BuDark."

Rebeccalooked at William, her eyes both sad and bright. “ Simpatico,” she said.

They walked past security and through the swinging glass doorsto the car. William drove and Rebecca
did not object. Asthey approached the inner gate, they saw severa lines of black SUVsand Crown
Victorias arranged in zig-zag patterns, marked off with orange traffic cones and blocking the gatehouses
and the road beyond.

"Uh-oh,” Rebeccasaid.

William dowed to astop, then rolled down hiswindow as aman with short-cropped hair and a
linebacker's build approached. He wore adark blue suit and suspicioudy thick sunglasses.

"Secret Service,” he announced, leaning to peer into the open window. His gaze wavered minutely back
and forth; he was comparing their facesto ID photos popping up on theinside of hislenses.

William and Rebecca kept atense silence.

"We have amatch,” the agent said. Two other agentsin dark suits gpproached the other side. “William
Griffin, Rebecca Rose, step out of the car and keep your handsin plain sght.”

"What'sgoing on?’ William asked.



"Areyou carrying weapons? I rritants? Are you on agrid?'

William and Rebecca answered yes and no and again no, dowly exited the car, and held up their arms.
The agents kicked their legs apart and pushed them up againgt the hood and trunk, bending them over
until their cheeks were pressed hard on the painted metal. Their weapons were taken and deactivated.
There were no niceties—the agent frisking Rebeccawas mae. She was cuffed and led away to one car
and William to another. She gave him abackward glance, lipstight, dimples etched deep.

Through along, long evening and into the early morning, they both did exactly asthey weretold.



CHAPTER SIXTY-ONE

Turkey, Iraq
"Get your Janny boys up and ready to ship out. Let'sdo it, now!"

Fouad jerked up from alight doze and stared at the bald colonel Ieaning through the open metal door.
The colone pulled back and Fouad wondered if he had been dreaming, but then he heard the Sirens
wailing throughout the base.

He quickly dipped into hisflak vest and camouflage uniform, then checked his pack.

In the NCO mess hdl, he spoke quickly with the twenty-two Jannies under his command. He did not like
that name and they did not use it among themselves, but at Incirlik that was what they had been caled,
and it was now just below the level of officia—Jannies or Janissaries.

Outside the barracks, on the runways, dozens of transport aircraft were roaring and fanning thin clouds of
sand and dirt asif trying to imitate the recent dust storms.

Another colond pointed them across the cracked asphalt runway to atruck. They climbed in with what
gear they carried. Another truck arrived and soldiers threw some boxesin after them. Nobody knew
what was happening. It was six in the morning and dawn gleamed like adeep-folded eye in the eastern

y.

Asthey approached their aircraft, another colond in flight gear ran dongside, pulled himsdlf into the rear
of thetruck, and called out to Fouad. “ They have Turkish troops circling the base. They don't ssemto
like usright now, so were pulling out al mobile commands. That includes Jannies and BuDark teams.
Well reconnoiter at aSite yet to be determined but way the hell away from here. Questions?”

They had none—for this colond. They were atight-knit group now, having trained together for weeks,
friendly enough but suspicious of the soldiers, airmen, and officers around them. They were wide awake
but not too curious. Lifethus far had been boring. Something new was wel come even on such short
notice.

The young men around Fouad shook hands and clapped shoulders. Then they passed around athermos
of hot coffee.

"What are they going to do with us?’ they asked him, asif he might know.

"Just aguess,” Fouad said. “I think the fighting around Meccais going badly. Wahhabi insurgents are
coming inwith pilgrimsto the Hgjj. Someoneislosng control.”

"Arewe?’ they asked. By which they meant, “Mudims?'

"We, Americans,” Fouad countered softly, “and the people we supply, more likely. Anger among the
faithful isburning like afever. It must be getting particularly bad for Turkey to want us out. Hgjj isamost
upon us. Itisaddicatetime.”

"When will they brief us? Why don't we fight? What arethey saving usfor?"

"God only knows,” Fouad said. “Living near the heart of the world takes patience.”

* * % %



Early in the morning, their plane landed at another nameless forward mobile air base, apatch of flat rocky
terrain, nothing more than abare airstrip carved from the desert. There were few guardsand only light air
support so they remained near the aircraft, five transports arranged in a pentacle, and took turns running
and timing each other until the breezes subsided and the day became too hot.

L ater that afternoon, more sandstorms moved in and they dept and played cards and watched videos
insde the hot cargo holds.

After the evening repast of MREs—some containing pork ribs, which they quietly set asde—an Air
Force military intelligence officer gpproached Fouad. “ Can wetak?’ the older man asked. He was short,
gray-haired and big-shouldered, with just the dightest gut which hetried to hide by tightening his belt.
“Do you know anything about OWL?" the officer asked. He pulled out asecure date and calling up a
display tagged Quantum Confirm ACCESS Only. This ACCESSis remotely logged.

Fouad shook hishead. “Owl, O-W-L. No. It isnot familiar."

"I have been ingtructed to give you atactica briefing on how to call down an OWL grike. Don't ask me
why. Neither system has been fully tested, and persondly, | wouldn't rely on them, but ordersare
orders.

OWL, Fouad learned, stood for Orbital Warhead Lancet, an enhanced salf-guided kinetic kill weapon
designed to pierce deep bunkers. As he listened, Fouad's eyes watered with a hot combination of anger,
fear, and exdtation.

Perhaps there would be no bloodshed after al. Blood would not have time to flow.
And there would be no bodies | &ft to bury.



CHAPTER SIXTY-TWO
Mecca

Mr. John Brown had moved most of the settlers’ sonsinto the tent city in Mina. They had kept the hotel
room, and two of the young men were staying there to maintain their vigil over the garage where the
trucks were stored.

Opening the sealed walls and privileges of the house of Saud had brought chaos and desth to the Hgj, as
inthetimes of old, but nothing could stop the hundreds of thousands of pilgrims; their accumul ated power
and passion had sobered even these sons of Zion, of Eretz Israel, and had turned them inward asthey
rested in their tent through the long night.

The enormity of what they were about to do had findly subdued Winter's boys.

Once again after decades of tight Saudi control Meccawas dangerous. Thieves and rogue police and
soldierslike lost ants worked the outskirts of the crowds. There had been beatings and rapes—of men
and women, some said—and even murders. Y et around them now, in abubble of enterprise and faith
maintained by vigilance and a bond between the local merchants and pilgrims, they saw little but
brotherhood and joy and a shared passion for God.

The entire city was drunk with God.

The settlers sons prayed in small groups, seeking arenewa of their strength. Y et not one of hisyoung
men asked for forgiveness. They had been raised with equal passion and focus, confirmed in ablood
religion rooted in sacred land. They had long since grown inured to the sting of hate, like scorpions
immuneto their own poison.

Thetal American hardly knew what name to use now. John Brown, Sam Bedford, Larry Winte—he
could fed hispast faling off behind him like the dats of a cartoon suspension bridge. Soon thefina dat
would drop and he would tumble into a deep chasm of forgetting and al would be peaceful . His grief
logt, his reason reduced to asmple matter of day to day, hunger and sustenance ... should heliveto see
out the week, which was aso doubtful.

I'll return to themtheir first memory of a blue sky seen by an innocent child. All of them, victims
and killers, equal under God.

The only problem was, now that the intense and constant memory of his grief was fading, Winter wasless
and less convinced any of thiswas necessary. He had assumed he was acting out of conviction and not
hate. Unlike Tommy, he had reason, he had an achievable god. Now, however, he waslike abullet.
Gunpowder spent, the dug moved forward on momentum aone, impeded by the thickening air, dowed
by the scent of hundreds of thousands of fellow human beingstrying to talk to God.

Trying earnestly, desperately, submissively, to hear Hiswords.

Listening.



CHAPTER SIXTY-THREE
Federa Correction Ingtitution
Cumberland, Maryland
Domestic Security Wing

As Rebecca had commented earlier, no prison was beautiful, but at least they hadn't incarcerated William
inaVirginia Department of Correctionsfacility or in the Marine Corps brig on the base a Quantico.

But then, neither had they told him why he was being held or where they had taken Rebecca or what the
hell was going on in the outside world that could explain why two specia agentswould be treated this

way.

* * % %

After eight hours, guards escorted William to the end of the yellow hall and across asmall courtyard with
one thin tree to awindowless room on the second floor of awindowless concrete building. The room had
atable and two chairsand it was smdler than his cell. Its only other features were around grill in the
wall—some sort of speaker—and higher up two air vents with red ribbons. The ribbons rippled asthe
two men sat him in the northern chair. William had made sure to keep his sense of direction, if only to
havethissmall bit of knowledge. The rest was anightmare puzzle.

Even s0, hewas glad to be out of the cell, and he actudly looked forward to this discussion.

"Thisis Gene, and I'm Kurt with aK,” said the taller of the two men. Both were trim and wore golf shirts
with aligator patches—one pink, one pae green—and beige pants, and both were shorter than William,
lessthan five ten. Thetaler one, Kurt with aK, had thinning brown hair and awisp of mustache. The
other, Gene, had thick curly black hair and green eyes. They seemed cam enough. Kurt pulled out the
other seat and sat. William could not help but think of the men and women he had interrogated for the
NY PD—and of course Jeremiah Chambers,

Geneleaned againgt thewd| under the spesker grill. The east wall. Thewest wall held the windowless
door. There was no knob on the inside of the door. It could only be opened by someone on the outside.

Kurt began. “Y ou graduated from the Academy in April, and right away you were assigned to work with
Specia Agent Rebecca Rose, correct?”

"It just sort of happened.”

"Y ou didn't choose to work with her?'

" She asked the Bureau if | could be temporarily assigned to work with her."
"So sheliked you."

"l suppose.”

"She usualy doesn't work well with others. Isthat your evaduation?
"Wegot dong.”

"She'sprickly. A loner.”



"If you say 0."
"Did you know anything about Amerithrax before you worked with her?'
"What we studied in training and read in books."

" She's been working on that case for sometime, hasn't she?” Kurt asked. “ Crazy theory about inkjet
printers.”

"She and another agent, Carl Macek,” William said.
"Macek isdead. It was a cold case. Why did Hiram Newsome et her continue to work on it?"
"Something like Amerithrax isnever redly acold case, isit?’

"Did you know that ten years ago Rebecca Rose had an OPR file opened againgt her? Sexual
harassment. A fellow agent claimed she made ingppropriate advances, then threatened to get him
demoted and reassigned if herefused her."

"That doesn't sound like Agent Rose,” William said.

"It was ascandd, and it took Deputy Ay-Dick Hiram Newsometo cool it down. The charges were
eventualy dropped. The other agent resigned. Hesworking as an industria security consultant in
Chicago. Y et herésthat same predatory Rebecca Rose, shacking up with fresh young Feeb-eyeved ina
Mobile Agent Domicilein Washington state. Y ou tell me how that looks."

"She did not harass me. She didn't make a pass at me. We did not deep together.”

Gene came around and put both hands on his shoulders, then dapped him hard on one ear. His ear rang
and then heated up. Keep it down, Griff said in the other ear. You know the drill. There are probably
lives at stake. Either that, or these two are dirty. Either way, watch them.

"Did she ever mention working with an agent named Larry Winter?'

"No."

"Did Hiram Newsome ever mention working with Larry or Lawrence Winter?"
"No."

"What do you know about anthrax?"

"Not much.”

"Was Rebecca Rose an expert in the manufacture and production of biologica weapons, in your
opinion?'

William thought this over for amoment. “ She knew as much as an agent should, who'sinvestigating a
case” hereplied.

"Doesn't it make you suspicious that Hiram Newsome, Rebecca Rose, and Carl Macek—supposedly,
but we can't talk to him—that these three were the only agentsin the FBI who were pursuing this
particular theory?"

"No,” William said. “It didn't seem ingppropriate.”



Gene moved quickly to grab his shoulders and straighten him.

"Don't look at him like that, dickhead,” Kurt said. “Y ou have no reason to be afraid if you tell methe
truth."

"Y ou asked for my opinion,” William said, and despite Griff's best advice, he was getting mad. “I gave
you my opinion.”

"That makes usthink you might have been involved dl dong. Y ou don't want usto think that, do you?
Why don't you tell it dl nice and smple, just for the Bureau's sake."

"I don't know of any conspiracy. | don't believe Rebecca Rose or Hiram Newsome wereinvolved in a
conspiracy.”

"But we do know. There was aconspiracy. It may have reached to the highest branches of government.
Hiram Newsome wanted to cover it up. Rebecca Rose was his partner. Do you think they're fucking
esch other, William? And maybe they're fucking with you, too?"

William pressed hislipstogether.

"Maybe that doesn't bother you,” Kurt said. “Maybe you like that picture. Y ou played queer for vicein
New York. Personally, | could never do that. It would make me sick. Maybe you are queer. Maybe you
secretly want to fuck Hiram Newsome, areal double agent jim-jam, right?” He stood and let Gene take
the chair.

Gene resumed the questions. “Americaisin rea danger if we don't stop this shit, Agent Griffin. How did
you know so much about transgenic yeast?'

"l did my research.”

"Another convenient burst of genius. Y ou found the answer to dl these puzzles on a search engine,
didn't you?'

William nodded.

"Rebecca Rose knows dl about inkjet printers, and you know al about yeast. Amazing. Brilliant. Y ou
found Dr. Whegtstone al on your own, first guess. Amazing. Brilliant. Y ou knew Wheatstone already,
didn't you? Because Hiram Newsome or Rebecca Rose told you who the transgenic yeast had been
golenfrom..."

William looked down at thetable. “No,” he said.

"Y ou mean, you're admitting you didn't make these discoveriesdl on your own?'
"No,” William said.

"Do you know who we are, William?"

"Secret Service."

"Wrong. I'm Border Security, Kurt hereis ATF. We've been tasked to clean up the mess you Feeb-eye
agents made, and we're pretty determined fellows. So we're going to be here for awhile longer, if you
dont mind."

"If it helps get to the truth, | don't mind,” William said.



Kurt dapped his other ear.

"Have you ever heard of an operation called Desert Vulture?” Gene asked.
"No,” William said.

"Areyou absolutdly certain it was never mentioned?”

“I'mcertain.”

"What if | told you somebody was sent to find Amerithrax, and they found him—and didn't turn himin?
What if | told you that was Lawrence Winter? And Winter was ordered by somebody high up to usethis
freak as a source of wegpon's grade anthrax that no one could ever trace?'

William felt his sscomach tighten. Then, he wanted to be sick. “1 don't know anything about thet.”

"Bullshit, Agent Griffin. Y ou'reright in the thick of it. What do you think Winter was going to do with dl
that anthrax?"

"It isn't anthrax—" William began, but Kurt cuffed him again, and he pressed his mouth sht.
Tight.

Three hours|ater, after nine rounds of interrogation but not much in the way of physica abuse—a bruised
chin, chipped tooth, and two bruised ears—they returned William to his cell. He was none the wiser and
neither werethey.

But his head sivam with bitter possibilities.
What do you really know, son? Griff asked.

* * * %

The door opened with amousy squeak. William rolled over on the cot and stared at the two men and
one woman standing there. The woman was not Rebecca. It was Jane Rowland. She looked unhappy,
and not just for William's plight. One of the two men wasthe DS agent they had met on the Patriarch's
farm, David Grange. He smiled a William. That was good, wasn't it? The other man William did not
know. He was big and wore adark blue suit with anarrow tie. A prison official.

"Let'sgo,” Grange sad. “We're getting you out of here."

Jane Rowland had eyes as big as saucers. They escorted him from the cell and down the hall. “Do you
remember me?’ Grange asked.

"Yes dr,” William sad.

Two senior corrections officersin dark brown suits joined them. Grange handed them pieces of paper
and they signed without aword. The senior officersdid not look happy that William was leaving thelr
cae.

"All hell's broken lose in Washington,” Grange said. “We're looking for afew good officers and agents,
those without sgnificant palitical baggage. Y ou might have heard—they've arrested Hiram Newsome and
two other Ay-Dicks. The Attorney General has been strongly advised to shut down the entire FBI,
statim. Secret Serviceis being combed and alot of nitsand ticks arefaling out. BDI isdown in flames,
of course. Border Security—do you believe it?—and DS are about dl we have left. And aselect few
from Quantico, mostly because of the President's Chief of Staff ... and me. It'san unholy mess.”



"What about Rebecca Rose?!

"Roseistraveling in another vehicle. | got her sprung this afternoon. WEeIl see her in acouple of hours.”
"Weas sheinvolved?

"Involved in what?’ Grange asked.

"Desart Vulture”

"Y ou know about that? Shit."

"Was she?'

"Absolutely not."

"They were going to attack Mecca, weren't they—if therewasamgjor terrorist hit onthe U.S. They
were going to cover Meccawith anthrax.”

"I'm not at liberty to discuss any of these matters,” Grange said.

"Y ou were tracking Winter. He had gone rogue. He was with Desert Vulture, but he changed hismind.”
"I didn't learn about Desert VVulture until yesterday,” Grange said.

"Thenit wasred?'

"That'sal | can say for now."

They had reached the end of the long corridor. More sted doors and then bars swung wide. The officias
pedled off and went their separate ways. William winced at the dark sky. It was night. The stars were out
and the air was cold. He embarrassed himself by making alittle whooping sound as he sucked in the
wonderful freshness.

"Areyou circumcised, William?’ Grange asked as he showed his badge and signed papers at thefirst
gate.

"Yes, gr,” William said. “My parents did it for sanitary reasons.”
"Asit happens, soam I."
Jane Rowland turned up her eyes.

A black Suburban pulled up to the curb and came to a hdt with adight screech of tires. Two agents
indde stared at them with imperious suspicion through the half-open window.

"Wherearewe going?’ William asked.

"We're leaving Cumberland,” Grange said. “ Other than that, do you care?’

* * % %

An hour later, they boarded a Coast Guard jet on the runway at Dullesfor aflight to Eglin. At Eglin, he
showered and shaved in an officer's quiet gpartment, wasting twenty minutes under the needle-spray to
scrub off the humiliation. Grange brought him asmall case with persond items and afresh change of
clothesthat dmogt fit.



From Eglin, they took a C5A military flight to Oman. He heard Rebecca was on the flight, but he wasn't
interested in talking or catching up. He was exhausted and he had too many tough questions. William hid
himsalf at the back of the passenger seating area. Outside, the superna drone of the turbo-fan engines
lulled him into nothing at al like deep, more like ahop, skip and jump aong the nightmare border of
death, and it was not pleasant.

* * * %

Hours later, he came fully awake with ajerk and saw Rebecca sitting across from him. The plane was
descending.

He stared at her.
"Jesus, William Griffin. Y ouve got zombie eyes.”

William swallowed and looked away. “1 don't like being soaked in shit,” he said. “Y our shit or anybody
dsgs”

"Mm hmm,” Rebecca said. Again she made that motion with her upturned, scissored fingers, asif she
realy needed a cigarette.

"I have never been treated that way,” William said. “What other surprises do you have in store for me?”
"It wasn't me. Y ou know that."

"Then what about the FBI?'Y ou sucked meinto this. What did | do to be tarred with that greet big old
brush, huh?"

"Nothing,” Rebeccasad.

"And what about you? What did you do?'

"Nothing."

William grimaced. “1 heard alot &t Cumberland,” he said.

"Sodid . | tend to ignore big tough guys, or haven't you noticed?'

"They wanted to open me up and spill out my brains, Rebecca. They were scared. | could smell them
even without a pong detector. Somebody told them something that made them want to shit their pants. |
think if we had stayed there afew more hours, they'dve started injecting some redlly cool new drugs, and
who careswhat they damage? They wanted to turn our brainsinto aphabet soup and read the little
words, Rebecca."

Rebeccalooked straight at him, her eyes showing something William had not seen before—red hurt and
disappointment. “I didn't do thisto you, William."

"Whét the fuck is Desart Vulture?!

"I don't know. Maybe | don't want to know."
"Did they ask you about it?"

She nodded.

"Did they box your ears?’



She shook her head.

"So with you, they were gentlemen?”

Rebeccal lifted her eyebrows and looked down at her hands.
"Why are we here, can you tdl methat?"

Her hands were quivering. Shetook ashallow breath. “How long do you think a sunshine patriot will run
around, once you cut off his head?'

"Isthat arhetorical question?’

"No time limit has ever been found,” Rebeccasaid. “ They go on for years. The rest of ustake up their
dack and shove ther shit—or soak in it—and they live to retire and fill their denswith trophies and flags.
They get paid hundreds of thousands of dollarsto give talks before the American Eagle Forum or the
Red White and Blue Ingtitute of I've Got Mine, Jack, and then they write their memoirs and dangle their
grandchildren on their knees. They cram our earswith tales of patriot glory, when dl they ever redly did
was get good peoplekilled. They squander blood and treasure, and then they try to figure out desperate
waysto make it come out right. That'swhat Desert VVulture must be. Some old guy's brilliant idea of how
to make theworld right again, and to hdll with you and me or the grunts on the line, or anybody ese."

"It was anthrax, Rebecca. Even Lawrence Winter couldn't go through with what they were planning.”
"| supposeit was."

"And where are these bastards now? Why are we taking their lumpsfor them? Fuck,” William said, and
kicked the seet in front of him.

David Grange worked hisway to the back, leaning into the seats asthe plane banked. “Am | interrupting
something?'

"Weredone,” William said.
"WEell belanding in Omanin an hour."
"Tdl William what you'vetold me,” Rebeccasaid. “ About why we were busted.”

Grange sguatted inthe aide. “Therésno way yet of knowing who'sinvolved in what. An executive order
went out—it was pretty broad. They decided to detain anyone who had a connection to Winter or
Amerithrax. ATF got handed the lead, but DEA and even the Postdl Police are involved—it'sared zoo.
Y ou two got scooped up in the net. Can't tell the players without a program, and | don't know anyone
who hasaprogram.”

"David says News may or may not be implicated,” Rebecca said. Her expression was fragile, hopeful.

"Newsome may have been stringing some people aong, trying to catch up with Winter before any harm
was done. BuDark didn't even exist four years ago,” Grange said. “Why he wouldn't tell you up front, |
don't know."

"Hewas senior. He had some armor,” Rebecca said.

"Yes, and look where that got him. Y ou're out and he's il in,” Grange said. “Y ou must have made some
impression on the President.”



"Newswas there, too."

"WEell, | don't know who the hell impressed who,” Grange said. shifting hisknees. Then he stood and
flexed hislegs. “Problems at Quantico and in DC aren't our biggest worries. Jordan and Turkey have
refused permission to land. We're going to touch down in Oman, then grab achopper and transfer to a
frigate or something in the Red Sea. After that, therestalk about flying us directly into Saudi Arabia. The
insurgency is consolidating its gains, trying to squeeze money out of the Haj, | suspect, to finance their
next moves. We have contacts with what's | eft of the Saudi Genera Intelligence Service, al-I1stakhbarah
al-A'amah. They're asinterested aswe are in preventing aHgjj disaster. So far, were just telling them
it's anthrax—that focuses their attention. Wed let them take the lead, but frankly, they're fuckups when it
comesto handling foreign nationals—in their prime, they were best a bullying immigrant workers. Still, |
was deputy RSO in Riyadh for a couple of years. | know afew who aren't too bad.”

"What good arewein al this?’” William asked. Rebeccatook athermos from her travel bag and poured
him acup of black coffee.

"We're short-handed. Desperately so. Most of the career types are covering their asses. After | boosted
her from Cumberland, Rebecca volunteered you."

"Thanks, | guess,” William said.

"We're bringing along Jane Rowland to handle specid communications.”

"How about the full scoop on BuDark?’ Rebecca asked.

Grange nodded. “BuDark began as an internal DS and FBI response to rumors about Desert Vulture.”
"Pete Farrow?"

"Not one of us. Like News, however, probably a good guy—just not in the loop. Some agentstried to
dig out facts on their own. Three years ago, we went to the senate and the effort became bipartisan. We
found conspiratorsin just about every branch of government. The last administration tried desperatdly to
shut us down, and then they lost the dection—findly, and thank God. Right now, were ashambles,
scattered all over Europe and the Middle East looking for aneedlein ahaystack. Half the operational
directors don't want to believe there is anyone in Mecca. The other haf—well, we have UAV swatching
the city right now, mostly from dtitude. But we've dropped some midges into the town to scope out the
street scene. Current planis, we're driving or flying to the outskirts of Mecca, escorted by undercover
officerswho've bribed their way into Hijaz Liberation. If we get through—and that's abig if—we ill
need to find the truck or trucks. Based on the equipment captured in Jerusalem, we think there may be as
many asthree. When we find them, we have to stop them and destroy their contents—and that's where
Fouad Al-Husam comesin. He's been made chief of ateam of guysthey cal Janissaries. All American
Mudims, orphansfrom the first Gulf War. Seemsto be quite astory. He's going to join us outside
Mecca. His team has been trained and equipped but they're not military, they're not CI A—they're not
even heavily armed. And none of usisgoingto carry ID. If we get caught, we're just crazy victims of the
Hajj gone wrong—or the revolution.”

"Sounds like were being sent to do the one thing Quantico doesn't train usfor,” Rebeccasaid.
"What would that be?” Grange asked.

"Sweep up after the eephant parade.”

William snorted coffee through hisnose.



CHAPTER SIXTY-FOUR
Mecca

The city was now in the eighth day of the last month of the Idamic cdendar, Dhu al-Hijja. Idam'syear
of twelve synodic months, each of gpproximately twenty-nine days, was ruled by the moon and cyclicaly
fell behind Western caendars. This had pushed the Hgjj into October, ardatively pleasant time of year in
Mecca. Daytime temperatures rarely exceeded ninety degrees. Many were now dressed in the two white
clothsof ihram, right shoulders protruding, fat and shining and nut-brown or bony, ancient and withered.
They were on their way to Mina, carrying their bags and cases of worldly goods or waiting at the curbs
for buses and shuttles. There were no trains or subwaysin Mecca. Travel to Mina could take hours
through heavy traffic. Many smply walked.

Winter felt invisible. He looked poor and sick, not prosperous. Indeed, he was sick. And so he stood on
acorner near the Grand Mosgue and watched asthe pilgrims mandatory patience—a requirement of
ihram—wastried by inexperienced police and guards from Oman and Y emen. The air was cool. He
struggled to remember and concluded that he had come in search of something—Ilogicaly, that would
have to be God. He had cometo listen. He fdlt asif there had been long years of grief and pain, an
unceasing agony of duty and labor, of betrayd and evil—but somehow the details escaped him.
Something had been left unfinished.

Along the busy dtreets, the modern thoroughfares and underpasses and overpasses, the hotels and shops
and apartment complexes studded with air conditioners that surrounded the broad plazas around the
Grand Mosque, came the streams of travelers and citizens. Down one narrow road lined with bistros and
shops and overarched by apartments and neon signs blinking in Arabic and sometimesin English, Winter
saw Pekistanis and Paestinians. Along another wider street, shops sdlling rich fabrics were attended by
Indonesian pilgrims who cast suspicious glances a Chinese Mudims. There were old men and young, in
some cases handsome but also exatically ugly, even barbaric, asif plucked from ancient centuries—with
scarson their glossy cheeks and foreheads, or missing eyes or hands or limbs.

Nervous masses, by the tens of thousands, hundreds of thousands. Troubled or blissful. Sweating and
vomiting in the gutters, or walking with heads high, singing the prayerful chant of talbiyah. Rlgrims
frightened by the confusion, troubled and exdted by what they might find within themselves. Shopping,
eating from paper plates and plastic bowlsin stallsand at tall round tables set on cracked ochre and red
tilesor garish pink linoleum, fudling for thelong and trying day ahead.

He could not remember hating these people. He watched them calmly and then felt the lump in his pocket
and, right there on the street, reached in and pulled out the vinyl folder and stared at the odd documents
and the polished badge. Seeing the English words, he closed the case and returned it to the pocket where
it pressed againgt histhigh.

They would mob him if they saw his creds. They would stone him to bloody pulp. But no one had seen.
What have | done? What have | brought?
Forgetfulness.

But | don't remember why.

* * * %

Hetook out his keys and opened the small door beside the battered sted roll-up garage gate. Inside,



Gershon stood watch over the second Volvo truck, perched on the edge of aplastic crate, eyes wide at
the unexpected entry. Fluorescent lights flickered in the cracked and patched concrete celling. Water was
leaking from the apartments above. Gershon looked at him with some concern. “Mr. Brown. It's not

time, isit?'

The American jangled hiskey ring and smiled. “We have to keep our powder dry.” He opened the back

of the truck and climbed up beside the crates. Then he walked the length of the truck bed, caressing the
plastic and canvas tarps, tugging at the ropes.

Gershon crammed his handsin his pockets and watched from the rear.

One rope was loose. The American stooped to untieit, then swung it away. “Why do that?” Gershon
asked. “We aren't supposed to mess with them yet, are we?'

The American held hisfinger to hislipsand smiled.

Yiga entered from the rear and stood beside Gershon. Together, they asked again what he was doing,
voices echoing. Hetook a crowbar and pried away the side of the middle crate, revealing alauncher
within—sted tubes gill shrouded in bubble wrap. “They'retraveling well,” he murmured. “ They look
fine"

"We aren't supposed to open the crates,” Yigal said.
"That'swhat | told him,” Gershon said. “He's going againgt his own orders.”
"Well, he should know.” Then, more sharply, “What are you doing, Mr. Brown?'

The crates containing the rockets had been stacked between the larger crates. He knelt and used the
crowbar to rip open the wood at alower corner, exposing the plastic wrapping and foam packing. He
jammed the bar into the crate, vigoroudy punching and whacking at the exposed bottoms of the rockets.
Glass beads and white and gray powder dropped in chunks.

"My God, he'sgone crazy,” Gershon said, pulling himsdlf up onto the truck bed. “ Stop it!"

Mr. Brown—that was what they called him, and he could not remember his other names—backed away
from the crate as the young men approached.

"Tdl uswhat's happening, Mr. Brown,” Gershon said, regarding him levelly.

He shook hishead. “It'snothing,” he said. “Nothing to worry about. |I've been out walking, seeing the
sghts. Haven't you?'

Gershon called back, “ Get Menachem. No, stay here and help me. We have to keep him from doing
more damage. Get some rope.”

"Heésour bossl” Yigd sad.

"Mr. Brown, you need to come down here with me. Let's go back to the tent or back to the room. Let's
discussthis”

Mr. Brown lifted the crowbar but he did not hate Gershon. He could not strike him. His shoulders
dumped. Gershon legped forward, pulled him down, and jammed him againgt acrate. Yiga brought
more rope. By that time, three more young men had entered the garage. They bunched at the back of the
truck, staring at the tall American who had once recruited and led them.



"He's off hisnut,” Menachem said. They took hisarms and legs and dropped him from the back of the
truck and let him dump on thefloor.

"What should we do?"

Thefolder fel from his pocket onto thefloor. Yiga reached down and flipped it open, examined the
credentialswith dismay, and then passed the folder around.

"Who isthis Lawrence Winter?” Menachem demanded. “ Thisisyour picture!™
"Throw him out inthe stregts,” Yigd said angrily.

"Don't go back there!” Gershon yelled at one of the young men who had climbed onto the truck bed.
“There's powder dl over.”

Gershon and Menachem dammed him againgt thewall of the garage. “Who the hdll areyou?’ Gershon
demanded. Menachem struck him severa more times with the back of his hand, acrossthe face. Hislip
cracked open.

He could not answer.
He did not know.

"We haveto decide,” Menachem said. “Is this some sort of trick?"



CHAPTER SIXTY-FIVE
The Red Sea
U.S.S. Robert A. Heinlein, SF-TMS 41

The hdicopter flight from Oman took two hours. William looked through the port beside his seet. Below,
the early morning darkness that shrouded the Red Seawas painted by athin ribbon of slver moonlight.
The wesether was clear. The new moon would soon be visible across the Arabian Peninsula.

Then, William spotted along, blunt knife cutting through the ribbon with aglint of doping Sdesand a
gentle wake that vanished less than a hull length behind. He guessed thiswas the stedlth frigate Heinlein.

The chopper descended and described a perfect circle around the Navy ship until clamshell doors
opened aft of the two round hillocks of the superstructure. Three ramps folded outward, cregting a
triangular platform. The chopper was given permission to hover but not to touch down. It dropped a
cableto the deck platesto ground its considerable build-up of static eectricity. An eerie glow around the
rotors and blades dowly diminished in the dry night air.

Grange led his BuDark team to the hatch and they jumped to the platform, ducking in the downdraft. As
the helicopter departed, they were met by the executive officer and escorted down aflight of stairs.

"Welcometo the Heinlein,” the exec greeted them as the noise diminished below adeafening roar. “I'm
Lieutenant Commander Stengler. Our skipper is Commander Peter Periglas.” Following Stengler, they
crossed alofty hangar beside and benegth dozens of salf-guided UAV s stacked in tiers and hung from
the bulkheads, wings folded like huge deeping a batrosses. There were alot of gaps. Many of the
Heinlein's birds were dready soaring above the desert and the cities of the Hijaz.

The platform folded, the clamshells closed. Stengler guided them down narrow corridors and more steps
to aready room opposite the Tactica Surveillance Center—what would have once been caled the
Combat Information Center. “ Heads are down the hal and to the right, as well astwo staterooms. Do
not turn left, or you will be met by some of our fine Marines, and they have no sense of humor. Our ship
issmall and tidy but our food is excellent. We will be serving an early breskfast at 0700 GMT, to which
you are dl invited. In the meantime, weve received a secure recorded briefing from Washington which |
amingructed isfor your eyesonly. After you avail yoursaves of our facilities, make yoursaves
comfortable and we will pipethat briefing into the ready room ASAP."

Grange thanked Stengler. They dropped their kits on one side of the ready room. Fifteen minutes | ater,
Grange stood beside the door asit was locked. They all sat in the comfortable high-backed chairs
arranged before awall display on which asunny ocean portrait of the ship was currently being shown.

The screen went dark. A young, nervous male voice-over informed them that their secure briefing wasto
be delivered by SAC Quentin T. Dillinger of Diplomatic Security. Dillinger stood behind aWhite House
podium with amap of the Arabian Peninsula half in shadow behind him. He was not at ease and
frequently referred to notes on the podium or glanced over his shoulder as areas of the map were
highlighted.

"Grestings. David. Therest of you | have not met.

"BuDark was established three years ago as an internd, inter-agency investigation team, by mandate of
the Senate Intelligence and Judiciary Committees. | was appointed SAC of the operation, tasked to learn



about acovert U.S. plan to respond to amajor Idamic terrorist strike, on the order of 9-11. We have
discovered that such aplan did in fact exist, targeting Mecca and code-named Desert Vulture, and a
version of it may very well be under way. An FBI specid agent named Lawrence Winter apparently
decided to ignore his original orders and reconstruct Desert V ulture into ascheme of hisown, using his
own contacts. He traveled throughout Mexico, Centrd America, and the Middle East, arranging for the
transfer of money from severd internationa parties. For reasons il not clear, he expanded the origind
target list of Desert Vulture to include Ohio, Rome, and Jerusalem—in addition to Mecca.

"Branches of his operation have been located and halted in Washington State, Rome, and in Israel. We
could not prevent what may have been adress rehearsa in Ohio. And one last operation, unfortunately,
gtill threatens Mecca. It isthis operation that immediately concerns us.

"We arein the season of the Hgjj. Approximately amillion pilgrims have entered Mecca, despite ungtable
conditions caused by the breakdown and departure of the Saudi government. Lawrence Winter and a
team of Israeli operatives, hand-picked from the sons of Jewish extremidts, arein or near Meccaat this
moment. They have more than two hundred custom-made fireworks charges designed to airburst and
disperse biological payloads at two thousand feet. The payloads are not anthrax. Winter has subgtituted a
transgenic strain of yeast. In thefield, exposure to this yeast has caused rapid onset of memory disorders
incviliansand in law-enforcement officers. A amdl quantity is sufficient to causeillness.

"One of our forensic psychologists suggeststhat Winter istrying to punish usfor killing hisfamily, not with
aBiblica plague, but something new: a stedth pestilence that causes permanent amnesia. Wipe away the
world's memory, and you wipe out hatred—that seemsto be his theory.

"Jerusdlem and Rome are no longer threatened, so the Mudim world islikely to interpret any strike
againg Meccaasacal to dl-out holy war. | think you can seethat any U.S. involvement with Desert
Vulture or Lawrence Winter isinexplicable and inexcusable.

"Our only option isto take out these weapons with a series of pinpoint strikes, using aweapon that will
cauterize anything within adiameter of fifty to one hundred meters. We cannot use high explosives or
even tactical nukes, not just because of collatera damage or the extraordinary political consequences, but
because of the potentid dispersa of surviving toxic particles. Instead, we have decided to utilize aclass
of kinetic kill projectiles known as Lancets—essentialy guided sted tel ephone polestipped with a
chemica warhead. They're designed to fal from low Earth orbit and punch aholein the ground, through
severd hundred feet of dirt, reinforced concrete, and even sted. They then incinerate anything within the
relatively small but very deep impact crater, at temperatures above three thousand degrees Celsius.
Weve adready launched sixty of these bunker-bustersinto low Earth orbit at intervals, in close-spaced
clusters of four. They can be brought down on twenty minutes notice and will self-guide with an
accuracy of one or two metersto obliterate pre-programmed or laser-painted targets.

"We bdieve there are three trucks involved, and that Winter is going to rel ease the fireworks one the
second day of the Haj, as pilgrimsfunnd through Mina. That will be tomorrow. One million pilgrimswill
be tightly concentrated in asmall areawithin the village. Winter's rockets could be launched upwind of
Mina, explode, and disperse well over two hundred pounds of uniquely deadly particles.

"Wehavevey littletime.

"Sending non-Mudimsinto Meccawould be considered highly provocative under any circumstance, but
we believe the seriousness of our Situation renders such concernsirrelevant. 1t has been determined at the
highest level, however, that this operation cannot involve serving military personnd. And so we have
selected ateam of government officers and agents that we believe are trustworthy and have demonstrably
had no knowledge of or participation in any aspect of Desert Vulture.



"If necessary, we will dieto protect not only the pilgrimsin Mecca, but the citizens of the United States of
Americaand every nation on Earth—the entire human race.”

"Who's ‘we,” paeface?’ Rebecca asked under her bregth.
"Y our next briefing will take place on the ground in Saudi Arabia. Godspeed.”
The screen faded on Dillinger's drawn features.

Having it served up and delivered al a onceleft William numb. The deck vibrated under hisfeet as
another UAV was RATO-launched into the early morning. Rebeccatook his hand and gripped it.

"Goddamn them dl to hdl,” she said.

William returned the squeeze.

* * * %

Captain Periglas met them in the TSC and dismissed their Marine escorts. “Ladies and gents, thisiswhat
we havefor you so far.” He waved his arm across the darkened room. There was only one display
vishle; mogt of the officers and enlisted men in the dimly lighted Tactica Survelllance Center were
wearing gogs or hemets. “Currently, there are fifteen UAV s survellling the sky above and around Mecca,
most of them at dtitude, that is, exceeding ten thousand meters. They have excdlent
SAR—fine-resolution synthetic aperture radar—as well as outstanding optics and other sensors. Many
of our UAVsare equipped with smaller aircraft that can be dispersed in quantity. We refer to them as
‘midges. Midges have many capabilities. To the untrained eye, they look like sparrows. They even fly
like sparrows, for up to twenty hours before they salf-destruct. The oneswe are utilizing at this moment
to search the crowds in Mecca are known as Osmic Mobile Observers or OSMOs. They can zeroin on
individuas or groups of individuas based on long-term dietary habits.

"Any vegetarian will tell you that mesat-eaters stink; | stink, most of my crew gtinks. Rich Mudims stink
but with significant differences. Poor Mudims stink hardly at al. Three medsaday of eggs, mest, and/or
fish, and we can send an OSMO right up to you with the passionate sengtivity of amoth seeking a hot
date. We can a0 distinguish observant Mudims from drinkers of acoholic beverages, which may or
may not be helpful; we are discovering that a disturbing number of security, police, and army personnel
have imbibed spirituous liquors, wine, or beer in the past two weeks."

Grange motioned Jane Rowland forward from the group and Periglas pointed to a chair beside a Chief
Warrant Officer. The chief removed his gogs and switched on amonitor so that they could al see what
he was seeing—a complicated map of Mecca, spotted with circles and dlipses of pink, purple, and
green. The larger pulsing overlays were accompanied by shifting ranks of numbers.

"Chief, would you like to explain what we're looking at?"

"Sir, Speciad Agent Rowland identified an individua in our target group who may beusing a
GPS-equipped sat phoneto cal various femaesin Isragl. Once he switches on that phone, we can
pinpoint his position.” The chief handed Jane apair of gogs, then reached acrossto switch on her display
and tuneit to amore specific leve of detall. She amiled at the chief, who returned her smile with technica
camaraderie—and barely restrained male admiration.

"Specid Agent Rowland will remain on the Heinlein and attempt to spot and track our cell-phone
junky,” Grange said.

Jane started to protest, but Rebecca had maneuvered behind her and put a hand on her shoulder.



"The rest of uswill receive deep-canal earphones-dash-wireless nodes and eyeglass gogsto receive
guidance from our remote trackers."

Rebecca squeezed Jane's shoulder, hard, then let go and patted it. Jane swallowed her
disappointment—for the time being—and stared &t the display.

* * % %

In the officer'slounge, Grange sat across from William and Rebecca. “ Two hours nagp in the staterooms.
Then, awhisper bird picks us up and delivers usto the rendezvous point.”

Captain Periglas entered the lounge and pulled up achair. “ Permission to register an opinion.”

"Of course,” Grange said.

"| assume none of you are with the FBI's Hostage Rescue Team, or any Smilar organization, correct?’
They nodded.

"Marines from this vessdl will volunteer, and Navy Sedls could join us and accompany you within the
hour."

"Y our offer issncerdly gppreciated,” Grange said. “But our ingtructions are explicit.”

"Meccahasturned into hell even for thefaithful,” Periglas observed. “For non-Mudims, discovery means
... wdll, having your throat cut would be amercy. Thousands of pilgrims are aready sick and they're not
getting any level of medical care. Givethisto the Saudis, they kept the Hajj running like aclock for
generations. Now the clock has wound down. We may see ten or twenty thousand dead before the
week isout.”

Grange looked blankly at the deck. “ Thank you, Captain. Get usin there, tel us whereto go, and make
surewe get out. That'sal we ask.”

Periglaslifted hiswatch. “Well have you on your way at ten hundred hours."

* k k %

William reached to the upper bunk and nudged Grange's shoulder. Grange nearly pranged his head on an
overhead beam.

"Showtime” William said.

In the corridor outside, Jane Rowland was arguing with Rebecca. “1've taught the chief everything he
needsto know,” Jane said, her voice cracking. “It isn't right, not letting me go in—you of al people know
that."

"It'snot her call,” Grange said, still blinking away deep. “We only have passes and documentsfor one
woman."

Jane looked stunned. “1 didn't redlize what it meant,” she said. “It just hitsme. | don't ... I'm sorry, | don't
know what to say to make you change your mind."

"You'reour guardian angel,” Rebeccasaid. “If you get any of uskilled, you better believe I'll come back
and haunt you. So shut up and focus.”

Stengler guided Jane across the corridor into the TSC.



"Tough lady,” William said asthey took their seetsin the ready room. Rebeccaignored him.

Two pilotsin bright green flight suits sat in the front row. They turned and examined their three
passengers. “Too old for red basebal, don't you think?” the bald one commented dryly. “Not in the

majors, anyway.”

The second and younger pilot smiled.

"Stow that crap, Birnbaum,” Captain Periglas said to the bald pilot as he came through the door.
"Sir, I'm older than at least one of them.”

"Asl| sad..."

"Stinking and stowed, sir.” He held out hishand. “1'm Birnbaum. ThisisHigashi. Welcometo Plan B,
folks. Nobody ever picksusfor Plan A."



CHAPTER SIXTY-SIX
Mecca
oth Day, Dhu-Al-Hijjah

Gershon pushed the button and the stedl garage door rumbled open. There were no shops on the short
street and only afew stragglers. Yigal drove the truck forward. The canvas covers had been dropped
and rolled and tied securely and Menachem and Baruch squatted in the back clutching the Chinese AK's
they had purchased from a Pakistani arms dedler the day before. In the back, tied and gagged and
propped between two crates, Larry Winters kept still, eyes half-closed. They had cinched his bonds tight
enough that hisarms and feet wereinsensible.

Have mercy. Let it be over, one way or the other.

Thetruck lurched. Brakes squeded. They were beginning the journey to the outskirts of Mina Traffic
was heavy on the King Abdul Aziz Road but they had dl day. Twelve, fifteen hours, perhapsless, before
they pulled back the tarps and opened the tops of the crates, depending on the whim of the breeze
blowing across the desert.

The truck rumbled over cobbles, then over asphdlt, then dirt, searching for its place.

In the bloody end, surrounded by young mongters, in pain, hismemory flickering likeacandlein ahigh
wind, he was wracked with fever as he struggled with the knots. They had been wrapped with cord, the
cord hidden behind more duct tape. He was still thoroughly bound and he had plucked hisfingersraw.

The memory had faded but not the emotion. He did not know why he felt such rage, such grief, or why
he was bound. He tried to scream but the tape would not budge. He tried to cry, but the tape had been
pressed into hiseyes.

He twitched up against the crate and went dack, energy gone.
Then, unexpectedly, there waslight.

"You gtink,” Yigd said. “Youvefouled yoursdlf. Look at me! Say something!” To Menachem, squeezed
up between the tarp and the crate, he added, “ Cut him loose. Let him go off to die. HE's disgusting.”



CHAPTER SIXTY-SEVEN

SAPTAO Airspace

Saudi Arabian Peninsula Tactica Areaof Operations
Mecca

The whisper bird, trueto its name, camein low and quiet in the early morning darkness over the dmost
waveless beach. The back of the stealth craft could carry up to twenty troops but now it held only three:
William, Rebecca, and David Grange.

"Weve got our coordinates from the Jannies,” Higashi said to Grange from the cockpit. “A small group
will meet us east of Mina. WEll touch down, drop you, hover for just afew seconds, so you'll haveto
hudle"

"Right,” Grangesaid.

Rebeccaturned her head side to side. Right now, she and William were seeing the landing site from the
POV of amidge. OSMOs had found the Jannies based on their American diet and zeroed in. Hundreds
of midges were zipping back and forth through the mountain passes around Mina and Mecca proper.
Soon, UAV mothers would deploy thousands more acrossthe plain of Arafat. They networked like birds
or bats, swooping and dispersing through the dark sky, swirling up inlittle gray tornadoes like starlings,
then breaking and scattering to examine suspect scent trails.

Jane Rowland spoke from the Heinlein, her voice soft and steady in their earnodes. “We've got hotspots
around thericher sections of the tent city. Chief Darympletellsmeit's chicken, lamb, besf, lots of olive
oil, vegetable protein. No surprise. If our suspects are hiding in there, it could take forever to find them."

"No lovesick phone cdls?” Rebecca asked, finaly mastering the display.
"Nonesofar."

"'Someone's taking potshots at our midges,” Periglas said. He relayed video clips of men withrifles
outsdethe brilliantly lit Grand Mosgue, firing automatic wegpons and riflesinto the air. Their scent
profiles showed they were drunk.

"Thistown'sgoing to the dogs,” Grange said.

"It'sgetting worse,” Periglas said. “ Ambulances are trying to get through to the sick and injured. Soldiers
are making them pay bribes or grabbing them for joyrides. Not that they can go anywhere. Theroads are
packed."

Jane tuned their gogs to amidge tracking an old tourist bus. The sdeswere thick with strap-hangers and
afew clung to the roof, trying to keep their parcels from tumbling away at the turns. Two of the
strap-hangersfell into the street. The bus did not dow.

"| think that'sthe Abdul Aziz Road,” William said. “ Therésthe Al-Maim Mosgue.” He had studied
maps during theflight.

"Correct,” said Darymple. “Midgeis heading east over the tent city.”

"The pilgrimsare onthemoveto Arafat,” Periglassaid.



"How many so far?” Grange asked.
"WEé're guessing one point two."
"Million?’ Rebecca asked.
"Correct,” Periglas said.

Another voice came on. “Isthat Agent Grange?’ It was Fouad Al-Husam. He did not sound happy. “We
were expecting American Mudim soldiers™

"Thisis Grange. No military. Were sending agents to direct and render assistance.”

"What sort of assstance?’ Fouad asked. “Without Mudims, we will do well enough on our own. Thereis
no need to—"

"It'sdready been decided,” Grange said. “Isthat understood, Agent Al-Husam?'
A few seconds later, “Are your papersin order?’
"All in order,” Grange said.

"There are three of us herewith a Saudi driver and aminibus. Ten of our agents are dready in Mina
They report the main mass of pilgrims are expected at Arafat in five hours. They will return tomorrow to
Minaby way of the Jamarat. That could be the best time for pathogen release.”

"Agreed,” Grange said. “We have to intercept before eighteen hundred hours GMT."

Rebeccafaced William across the narrow aide. The helicopter was eerily quiet. “He's been with his
Jannies for how long now, and were supposed to fit right in, without an introduction?”

Grange sad, “He knows William and respects both of you. HEll smooth it over with the others, if there's
aproblem.”

"And how are we supposed to help, exactly?” William asked.

"However we can,” Grange said. “My guess, someone in Washington doesn't trust our Mudimsto get
thejob done."

"Theol’ FUBAR,” Birnbaum called back cheerily. “Plan B with avengeance.”
The whisper bird changed its subtle hum and pitched forward.
"Dropinfive” Higashi announced.



CHAPTER SIXTY-EIGHT
Desart, East of Mina
"Itisnot fard, to go on Hgjj when thereis so much danger,” Amir said.

"What | reed, if afew pilgrimsdie, bandits get them or whatever, it's OK. Historicaly, some danger is
inevitable, soit's fard.” Mahmud stood beside Fouad and watched the lightsin the west. They had
parked the minibus on aback road leading up and out into an empty, rocky waste of low hills. They were
far enough away they could not hear Mecca, but in the dusk they could seeits green and orange
glow—the lights from the Grand M osque catching the dust rising from al the trucks, cabs, and cars,
forming alow hazeinthedry air. Thewind in the desert valeys had settled and it was il hot, inthe
eghties

"Only God would have told someone to build acity down there,” Hasm said.

They were not particularly profane, the young former Iragis put in his care; but they had too much energy
and American attitudes, and so they hid their piety under alayer of banter. Fouad understood. Six years
ago he had been like them—unable to believe his good luck at being in Americaand not Egypt, and
yet—

His body and his soul had craved this part of the world. Coming back to Irag and then to the Hijaz had
awakened a deep nostagia, reminding him of his childhood in the dry air of Egypt. There had been less
fear, more variety, more wedlth and distraction in America, but also there had been less life.

They weredill inexile, thirging.

For them, Hgjj was out of the question. They had come to the Hijaz in the wrong frame of mind, with al
the wrong intentions—they could not be pilgrims. Y et for every Mudim, even thoseinclined to an
American sense of profanity and joking, smply seeing those lights, knowing how close they wereto the
House of God, to the Black Stone, to the beautifully and newly woven black and gold Kiswah that
ghrouded the Kaabah...

What they were about to do—allowing infidelsinto the Holy City—was necessary to save this sacred
place, so that they could return when it was proper, when their time had come to stand before God and
shed thair earthly confusionswith maximum spiritua benefit.

A black arcraft came up over the distant hummock with a sound like an angry wasp—and nothing more.
Asit gpproached, all five watched in dert silence, American boys pleased by thismarvel.

Fouad stepped down from the bumper of the minibus. Through the windshield, he saw the silhouette of
Daoud Ab'dul Jabar Al-Husseini, arumpled, discouraged-looking man in hissixties, rousing froma
pre-dawn nap. Al-Husseini had once occupied a high rank in the Saudi Secret Police. He had probably
been astrong man, a pious man, a harsh man not above tormenting other men and their wivesin the
service of the Wahhabis. Now his eyes were haunted by the privileges and stability he had seen blowing
away, the end of agood, cruel dream.

Al-Husseini opened the buss front door and jumped down heavily to the hard-packed roadbed. He
rubbed hisnose, then blew it into hisfingers and wiped them on his pants. He had become an unkempt,
dirty man. “ So they're here,” he said. “It will soon be over, oneway or the other.”

Thewhisper bird circled their position swiftly, little louder than acar but blowing up sand in athin cloud



around the minibus and across the road. The lights of Mecca dimmed.

Then it dropped spindly legs with round pads and set down on the sand twenty meters from the road like
amoon lander.

Three people stepped down.

"Shit,” Al-Husseini said in English. “They brought awoman? | hope they have excdllent papers. These
are no more Mudimsthan | am aJew."



CHAPTER SIXTY-NINE
The Red Sea
U.S.S. Hainlein

The chief working beside Jane Rowland was named Hugh Darymple. He was quick and businesdike as
he took control of various midges that had reported interesting results. The video transmitted by the small
flying craft was surprisingly clear, the colors dmost too vivid—altered to enhance contrast and salient
detall. Living things seemed to glow with an inner light in the pre-dawn darkness. Seeping pilgrimslad
out in rows and uneven clumpsin the streets of Mina, lying on thin pads or blankets or prayer rugs, or
just on the ground in their two towels, stood out like flames against the gray sand and packed dirt and
black asphalt. Soldiers and security police had become scarce in the last few hours.

Not afew of the pilgrimsthat |ooked adeep were not glowing; they had died in the night.

Wearing the ship's heavier gogs and zooming with Dalrymple through the crowded, noisy streetsfor the
last two hourswas taking itstoll on Jane; she was dmost dreaming awvake—the ship's strong coffee was
not keeping her focused ... The whisper bird had yet to report that it had disembarked its passengers...

"A person of interest,” Darymple announced, and nudged her gently with hiselbow.

"Midge thinks we have awesterner,” Captain Periglas said from the bridge of the Heinlein. Themidge
had been circling at fifty feet over acrowded overpass. Cars and trucks and buses moved in a steady
stream, asthey had dl night, crossing over apseudopod of tents that had pushed through the formal
boundaries of the tent city—if anything could be considered controlled and forma in Mecca now.

"I'm skimming now, sir,” Darymple said.

The midge descended on atdl, lone man with dirt-colored hair and a staggering, weaving stride. He
wasn't wearing ihram; he had on flopping socks, boots, shorts and atorn khaki shirt. Cars brushed
close, one knocking him with amirror and spinning him to hisknees; buses moved to within afew inches
as he stood again and weaved across the lanes. It seemed held be struck down at any moment, but there
was something charmed about his uneven gait. He glanced up at the sky, face crinkled in apuzzled
frown, asif aware he was being watched. He seemed to be listening to something or someone.

Darymple dropped the midge to within afew feet of the man. They had aquick close-up, full on, of the
mottled face, filthy with sweet, dirt, and dried blood. His eyes were sartling in the darker, stained face,
garing, childlike and clear.

Green and blue.

Jane paralldled Lawrence Winter's FBI portrait in their gogs. Except for the eyes, the emaciated face was
only vaguely recognizable. But Jane was certain. “ That'shim,” she sad. “Weve found Winter. What in
the hdl ishedoing?'

"L ooks pretty out of it,” Darymple said.

Birnbaum, the pilot of the whisper bird, broke in and reported he disembarked al passengers. “Wind is
one or two knots. Standing off at five klicks and setting out biosensors,” he said.

A red glow flicked on in the upper right corner of Jane's vision. Frequencies and satellite positions



scrolled below the light. Then, beeps and whoops of digital decoding—somewherein the ship's
electronic mind, complicated decrypt was being performed. Within seconds, as she held her breath, she
heard...

A phone wheedling.

The phone, according to the display, wasin the Kiryat Maoshe neighborhood of Jerusalem.

The numbers matched.

"Yigd Silvergteinisphoning hisgirl,” Jane announced. She was wide awake now like adog on point.
"Wonderful,” Darymplesad.

The midge rose to ten meters above the wandering man on the overpass.

"Oh, Chrigt,” Periglas said. Jane could seeit coming aswell. She wanted to turn away, but theimagein
the gogs followed her head.

A speeding bus, spying agap in aneighboring lane, had zipped from behind a truck whose bed was thick
with pilgrims. Rlgrimsleaned inboard where they hung from the datsto avoid being knocked free. The
bus accelerated, honking madly—

And the man with one blue eye and one green eye, with dirty hair and bloody face, vanished under its
hood and tires. The bus did not even dow. Three more carsrolled over the tumbling pile of meat and
rags, lurching on their shocks like kiddy bumper toys.

"Sugpect isdown,” Darymple said.
"He'sgone,” Periglassaid.

Jane closed her eyes. For some reason, no time to guesswhy, former Special Agent Winter had been cut
loose to wander and die.



CHAPTER SEVENTY
Mina

Through the open window of the minibus, William fdt thewind shift. In afew minutes, it might be just
right for an opening salvo of fireworks. He scanned the gray skies. Al-Husseini was driving over the
hard-packed dirt trail, not redly aroad. The minibuswas bucking and complaining like adonkey. They
weredl| listening to Darymple explain what had just been seen on the overpass.

"Wasit Winter?' Rebecca asked.

"Wethink so,” Jane said. “Well replay—"

"Notime,” Fouad said. “What else do you have for us?'

"Agent Rowland has picked up one of our settlers” Darymple said.

"He'son acdl with hisfianceein Jerusdem,” Jane said. “ According to our trandator, he'sstting in the
back of atruck and he's not ahappy terrorist. Something about having diarrhea.”

"Let me hear hisvoice, if heisgtill talking,” Fouad said. “I need to hear this man who wantsto kill so
many Mudims”

Dillinger interrupted from Washington, DC. “Mr. Al-Husse ni, we show you coming up on agated
sarvice road outsde the tent city."

"Yes, as| havetold you,” Al-Husseini said. “The gateswill be open. | know the guards. That isyour
point of entry. Paperswill be checked. | assume—"

"Fouad, on short acquaintance, do you trust Mr. Al-Husseini?” Dillinger asked.

The two men in the front of the minibus exchanged dark glances. Fouad looked away and grinned. “Heis
anindividud with many finetraits” hesad. “What morecan | say?'

Al-Husaini amirked. “Wearedl excdlent individuas.”

The gate was Smple but effective, an opening cut through long straight kilometers of chain link fencing
that had been coiled back and staked down. Five armed men in black berets and olive-green uniforms,
trim and professiond, stood around a sand-colored military truck open to the early dawn light. They
waved their automatic weagpons and Al-Husseini pulled to the |eft and stopped.

Fouad leaned over to listen to the conversation. Al-Hussaini spoke rapidly and softly to athin man with a
full black beard. A packet of money was exchanged. The thin man riffled through the bills, then waved
the barrdl of hisgun.

"Hewill not need to check our papers,” Al-Hussaini informed them. “I used to be his superior officer. He
works now for the provisionals—for Iragisand Y emenis, so | hear. A true pig among pigs, just like me."

"Wevelos the settler's cell sgnd,” Jane said. “We think they were still in Mecca, however. They haven't
moved out to Mina"

"Therewill betime,” Fouad said. “The pilgrimsare going to Arafat. They'll return to Minaafter sunset.”



"We should park and drink bottled water,” Al-Husseini said. “Petienceisadl.”



CHAPTER SEVENTY-ONE
Arafat, Mina

Having prayed at the Mount of Mercy, where Adam and Eve had found each other after being expelled
from Paradise, and where Mohammed (peace be upon him) had delivered hisfinal sermon, pilgrims
flowed back toward Mina. Three stone and masonry pillars representing al the temptations of the devil
lay inagraght line within the confines of a huge two-story structure that could provide accessto
thousands at once—yet ill, thiswas the most dangerous moment of the Hgj. Pilgrims, exated and
exhausted from their prayer vigil a the Mount of Mercy, having searched deep within their hearts, having
confronted their darkest selves and found God's mercy and forgiveness, had departed at sunset toward
Muzddifato gather their forty-nine pebbles, then sumbled and stalked toward their final task in such
numbers that the crush, even in good times, times of order and control, had left dozens and even
hundreds dead. Now there wasllittle or no control. Soldiers and woul d-be police kept back, standing in
groups or Stting on their cars or trucks, rifles dung or raised to the dark sky, dark eyes watching with
hel pless bemusement. They were surrounded by a sea of human beings clad in towels or long, modest
dresses, moving in one direction and with one intention: to rid themselves of the last vestiges of evil and
completetheir Hgjj.

Fouad had instructed Al-Husseini to pull over to the side of the road just north of the King Khalid
Overpass. The wind was blowing gently from the southeast. Thousands of cars, trucks, and buses
swarmed out of Arafat dong al the available roadways, chugging al manner of exhaust fumes. Cook
stoves gasped plumes of oily smoke that coalesced into aragged blanket over Mina, and the daughter of
hundreds of thousands of sacrificia sheep—aready underway—added an invisible tang of blood.

The OSM Os were overwhel med.

Fouad listened to theirritated chatter of security frequencies. All was confusion, even in the electronic
caverns of the Navy ship sailing off the coast, but he was il in contact with most of histeam.

They might aswell be blind. Within the hour, Fouad was sure, the settlerswould launch their fireworks.
From the minibus, they would look up to see the starbursts and know they had failed. They would share
inthefae of dl thefathful passing below them.

Y et God was merciful.

William sat by amiddle window, scanning the hordes and the traffic. Rebecca sat in the seat opposite,
communicating directly with Jane Rowland on the Heinlein. They had not recovered the settler's phone
signal. Someone in Mecca was jamming across awide spread of frequencies. The jamming could be
penetrated but it would take time.

"They're on to something,” Amir told Fouad asthey listened. “ Someone high up thinks theré's going to be
trouble

"If theré's anybody actudly in charge,” Mahmud added. “Doesn't look very organized.”

Fouad stared at Al-Husseini's neck and head above the back of the driver's seat. “It istimeto join the
pilgrimson foot,” Fouad said. They were wearing nondescript khakis. Amir pulled black beretsfrom a
duffel bag, complete with red and green chevrons, silver pins, and enameled Hgjj security medalions. He
handed around the inggnia, authentic enough to pass at least an amateur ingpection.



They finished quickly. Pilgrims overflowing onto the overpass peered through the minibus windows with
deepy curiosity. Al-Hussaini glared back. “Thisis not agood place to begin asearch, if you are on foot,”
he announced. Without warning, he started the bus and honking madly, with little regard for the crowd,
he rgoined the flow of vehiclesin the center lanes.

Their pace was gtill agonizingly dow. The entire world moved like thick jam. Outside, the temperature
was aready ninety-three degrees. The sun burned like atorch and a hot puff through the open windows
ingtantly dried their siweat-damp hair.

* k% k %

Captain Periglas peered over Jane's shoulder. “We must have fifteen thousand midges out there,” he said.
“Close-up and personal isn't working. We havea UAYV at dtitude taking some synthetic aperture radar
scans—SAR. Let's get clever. WEell shoot ten or twenty high-rez radar images of the entire town, then
use our visua search engineto locate every truck in the area above acertain sze. That'll narrow it down
alitle”

"Might work,” Dalrymple said when the captain had moved to another section of the TSC. “We're pretty
good at pickin’ fleasfrom black sand.”

Jane was gtill searching for the phone signal when Darymple switched their gog displaysto afresh SAR
scan of Mina. Combined with earlier scansfrom severd angles, resolution was down to twenty
centimeters. The ship's computers dmost instantly drew more than athousand red circles on the densely
detailed false-color image. Jane focused on the grid defined by the King Abdul Aziz Overpass, then the
road of the same name—just afew hundred yards from the boundary that defined Minato pilgrims—and
the King Khalid Overpass.

A fire had started just east of the MinaMosgue. The hotspot and plume of smoke was clearly visible as
she switched between an infrared image and the SAR composite. The next IR image camein five minutes
later and reveded that the fire had amost doubled in size and more fires had sprung up throughout the
tent camp, some cregping to the vicinity of the Al Maim Mosque.

Supposedly the tents were fireproofed.
Something was going very wrong down there.

"Let'strack any vehicle longer than ten meters,” the captain said. That reduced the number of circles
down to afew hundred. “Now compare with the latest scan and see how many of them are moving and
how fast."

Twenty-five were on the move. Most were crawling along in the generd syrup of humanity and traffic.

"Get me asat microwave contour of the sameregion. Let's see who's trying to break through the
jamming”

"Watch this” Darymple said to Jane.

The display colors abruptly changed to red and green. Purple smudges of radiated microwave
energy—minus the normal background for warm objects—spread quickly, combined, threatened to
dominate, and then fixed—a huge bouquet covering nearly dl of Mina. The computers sdlected for

intensity, reducing the smudges to dots, then cross-referenced with the truck positions and attached five
dotsto moving vehicleslonger than ten meters.

"Let's get some sharp-eyed midges on those trucks,” the captain ordered.



"So much for OSMOs,” Jane commented.

"It'sthat damned daughterhouse,” Darymple said. “We didn't take that into account. Too much blood
and stuff inthe air. And therésalot of smoke. Jesus, ook at the fires.”

"What's causing them?’ Jane asked.
"Not aclue” Darymplesaid.

Periglas|eaned over Jane's shoulder again. He pointed to the northernmost expanse of the tents, tens of
thousands of them. Jane zoomed in on the latest optica scan until she found hersdf staring down at
blocky images of men with guns—soldiers? Security>—marching in groups of ten or twenty between
rows of closaly spaced tents, followed by light armored vehicles.

"They're searching for somebody or something, and they don't seem to care what they torch or who they
kill,” Periglas said.

Jane relayed thisimmediately to Rebecca

* * * %

"We can seethem,” Rebeccasaid. “ They're not regulars—they're wearing khakis, robes, business
suits—carrying every sort of wegpon imaginable—we can't tell what the hell authority they're working
under.”

She turned to William, then to Fouad. Both were Sitting on the right Side of the minibus, toward the front,
keeping an eye on anearby band of gunmen pardlding their course. Amir and Mahmud took the rear,
facing forward, their own guns held low so as not to attract attention. Al-Husseini wasn't ableto drive
much faster than the armed men could walk.

"Hold on,” William sad.
"Fighting ahead,” Al-Husseini caled over his shoulder. “ Thereisaroadblock."

Bullets pinged off the masonry of abuilding to their left. This caused the armed men on their right to
return fire—in dl directions. The minibus cameto an abrupt halt and Al-Hussaini turned off the engine.
The windows on the right side shattered. Grange crouched and frog-marched behind a seat. Rebecca
was dready flat on the ridged rubber matting that ran down the aide. William crawled forward just in
timeto grab at Al-Husseini. With Fouad, he tried to keep the man from pushing the door open and
fleeing. They struggled as more shots blew out the windshield and the remaining windows on their |ft.
Bulletsflew from dl around. Men and women in the streets were shrieking.

"Wemust go!” Al-Husseini pleaded. “They are brigands. They are hereto disrupt the Hajj. We have
guns—we mugt fight them!™

Fouad pushed him between two seats and he and William hemmed in the Saudi with their bodies. William
twisted to stare down the aide at Rebecca. Morefire raked the roof, tearing up the liner and blowing out
air conditioner vents. Pieces of plastic rained down.

Rebecca brushed away pebbles of glass and shouted forward, “Fouad, what can you see?!

* k x %

Jane cdearly heard the nightmare outside the minibus. Darympleicily worked through hisdisplays as
Periglas spoke with Grange about the locations of the rest of Fouad's team. She didn't seem to have
anything to do. With haf-numb fingers, she resumed what she had been doing earlie—thistime using the



pinpoint locations of the five trucks they had tracked with the IR and SAR images. She demanded and
received access to a high-dtitude vehicle and narrowed the UAV and satdllite sensors, breaking through
the jamming just long enough to catch aburst of Hebrew, or what sounded like Hebrew, she couldn't be
sure until the female trandator in the United States spoke up.

"You haveYigd again,” thetrandator said. “He's arguing with somebody. They can't communicate with
the other trucks."

Rebecca brokein. “Theresatruck up ahead. It can't be one of the trucks we're looking for. It'sa
flatbed, no cargo—buit it's being stormed by amaob of armed men. The militiais concentrating fire on the
truck and itsdriver."

Grange spoke bregthlesdy from the minibus. “I think we've been compromised. They may belooking for
the same trucks we're looking for—"

The jamming became more intense and al the digital signalsfrom the Meccan team dropped out.
"That'sit,” Darymple said. “Too much interference. Provisonads are pumping noise dl over thevalley.”
"Somebody doesn't trust usto get thejob done,” Periglas observed dryly.

Jane stared helplesdy at the UAV video feeds of Mina, the mountains, and Meccaitself.

* * * %

David Grange pinned Al-Husseini with his own body and asked the question that was on everyone's
mind.

"Y ou told them we were coming and why we're here, didn't you?"

Al-Husseini, swesting profusely, stared up at Grange and shook his head. “We should get out of here.
They are shooting even pilgrims.”

"Y es, but thereés method in their madness. They'relooking for trucks—just like us. They don't know
which trucks, so they're going to stop and shoot up every truck they find. Shooting up trucks at random
won't solve anything. It could make thingsworse. Y ou were not supposed to tell anyone.”

Al-Husseini grimaced at the pressure on his chest. The noise around the minibus had concentrated ahead
of them, outside the blown-out windshield and beyond the makeshift barriers of overturned carsand
battered stedl drums. Rough-looking soldiers had come in from the side streetsto gloat over the
destruction. Fouad popped up to look ahead. The truck's driver, from what he could see, had been cut in
half and his head was missing. Histruck tires were shot-out and smoking.

"There's nothing, he was riding empty,” Fouad said. Amir and Mahmud had positioned themselves by the
doors, gunsready, in case soldierstried to board. So far, they were being ignored. The damage to the
minibus had been collaterd.

Grange placed his hands expertly on Al-Hussaini's neck. The unkempt Saudi's eyes began to protrude,
but he did not put up afight—not yet. He could hardly move.

"Let'stalk, manto man,” Grange said. “Were here to save the Hgjj. Bottom line; that's the truth. Wetold
you as much. Did you or someone you worked with..."

"Who would believeyou?’ Al-Hussaini sad. “All Americans hate Mudims. Y ou feed the soldierswho
arerioting in Meccaand Ming, killing pilgrims. They are your soldiers. Y ou want al of Saudi Arabiafor



America. Kill me, that won't changethings.”

Grange let go of histhroat. “Fuck it. Were compromised,” he said.

Fouad leaned over Al-Hussaini. “Isthat true?’

Al-Hussaini stared up at him with bloodshot eyes. “To diein Meccaisablessing,” he said.
"To save Mecca ... would that not be a greater blessng?’

Al-Hussaini was remarkably calm. “Jewish agentsarein our city. Y ou have brought infidelswith you. It
does not matter who eventually rules Mecca, you are not worthy of trust.”

Fouad rolled back and chuffed out his breath in disgust. “It isso,” he murmured. “Who can deny it? But
if we do not find these Jaws, Meccawill die. That isaso truth. It is not what we want, not what you
want."

Al-Hussaini looked away.
"Let'shit theroad,” Grange said, eyesrolling. “Maybe Allah will guide us now."

Rebecca tapped the side of her head. Jane Rowland was back in her ear. William and Fouad could hear
her as well. Something was wrong with Grange's earnode and gogs and he heard nothing.

"—rerouting from low dtitude. Still there, folks?'

"l hear and obey, oh mighty one,” Rebecca said. Then, to Al-Husseini and Grange, she added, “ Allah
appears to be female today. Sorry to disappoint, boys."

"We have acandidate vehicle,” Jane said. “Five young menin aVolvo truck. They're leaving the scene of
some magor fighting and they can't talk to their other trucks. We're setting up a connection now. Can you
follow the street Sgns?’

Fouad had memorized a map of Mecca. “We can go wherever they are,” he said. To Grange, he said,
“Therest of you, leave the buswhenitisclear.” Amir and Mahmud looked distressed, but Fouad waved
them on. “To diein Meccaisablessng. Wewill al be together soon enough.”

Al-Husseini began to struggle. Amir and Mahmud hel ped Fouad restrain and gag him.



CHAPTER SEVENTY-TWO

Fouad Al-Husam waited afew minutes for the others to make their way acrossthe street and hidein the
entries of nearby apartment buildings. He hald hisfinger to hislips and inserted his thumb between the
man's cheek and the cloth gag.

"I understand why you did what you did,” he said softly. “No matter now that it was wrong. In your
place, | might have done the same.”

Al-Hussaini's eyeswere wild but Fouad stroked his matted, thinning hair with one hand. “1 do not think
anybody knows how wefed. You arelike my father in many ways. If | take away your gag ... will you
be quiet?'

Al-Hussani nodded.
"I will shoot you if you make a sound, understood?’ Fouad said.
Al-Hussaini tossed hishead, Does it matter?

"Dignity maiters. Timing matters. | know that you will do anything to siop us. And wetruly are hereto
prevent an abomination. So ... | can shoot you now, without dignity, trussed up like asheep...”

Al-Husseini nodded dowly. He had been in bad situations before, Fouad suspected. Close to degth, as
well; though not so close as he was now.

Fouad |oosened the gag.

"Thisisawkward,” Al-Hussaini said, hisvoicelow. “1 havelog everything—my family isin the
Netherlands, the Custodians of the Holy Mosques have fled, and | am guilty of many crimes. If you are
to be my executioner—"

Fouad said, “We are not so far from the Mount of Mercy. Y ou have done Hgjj?'

Al-Husseini nodded. “My family has lived in Jeddah for many decades. | first went as deputy to an old
Hajji when | wasfourteen. | performed Hajj myself when | was ayoung man, just married. My wife went
withme"

"I have not,” Fouad said, and sat beside Al-Husseini, drawing up hislegs. “Thiswill not count, evenif |
diehere

Al-Husseini regarded hiskiller with both wonder and growing darm. “| have dways asked othersto die
with dignity. Now ... | am wegk. Can you not let mereturn to my family?1 will say nothing.”

"My father would not have let you. And | cannot,” Fouad said. Both were spesking Arabic now.

"Forget our fathers and our history,” Al-Hussaini said, starting up. Fouad pushed him gently back. “This
isno joke, no play-act!"

"Theworldissick,” Fouad said. “Dignity isthe only answer. Here, at the heart of theworld ... God is
surely great and most merciful, God understands dl and forgives...”

AL-Hussaini'slips moved in prayer but his eyes were searching for escape. Therewas no way around it,
and no delaying. Fouad brought up his pistol and with one hand turned Al-Husseini's head.



At the last the older man went limp and let loose hiswater and closed his eyes. Then he apologized and
began praying earnestly. Fouad gave him afew more seconds.

* * * %

"Jesus,” William said, cringing a the single shot coming from the windowless minibus. Amir looked a him
with narrowed eyes. The streets were dmost deserted now and none of the few stragglers seemed to
notice his exclamation.

"We're three long blocks from thefirst truck,” Rebecca said. “ Jane says there's an underground walkway
nearby. Pilgrims aretrying to get out of Minaasfast aspossble.”

* k k %

The mass of pilgrims had aready shifted to the main roads through the center of Mina. Thousands had
dropped their supply of pebbles asthey fled. Small piles and scatters littered the Street. Buses and cars
had been abandoned, some blocking accessto the smdler roving armored vehicles.

In the distance they heard the rumble of atank chewing up pavement. A thick, ugly belch of diesdl
exhaust curled above the square gray blocks of new concrete gpartments. The wind had died. Rebecca
was watching the tank'sfilthy plume curl lazily in the ill morning air. Thiswould not be the best timeto
launch the rockets—even if the trucks had survived and were gill on the move. But if Janewasright, and
Winter had died, therest of the Isradli extremists might bein disorder, desperate.

Jane directed them down awarren of aleys. William stumbled on a cobble and skidded on some
pebbles, nearly fdling. He caught himsdlf and dammed up againgt a concrete wall. The sound of hisharsh
bregth echoed from the gray buildings. Overhead, an old woman threw open awindow and stared down
on them, but quickly withdrew. Fresh bullet holes had pocked thewalls.

"They'vedl gone mad,” Amir whispered as they passed an elderly black man, his ihram stained with
blood, one leg crushed and impressed by atire tread.

Fouad spoke to their shipboard guides. “ The walkways are dmost empty, just bodies. We see no truck.”

"Weé're updating,” Darymple said. “Fresh UAV image coming in now. Y ou should be seeing our midges.
We see you."

They dl looked up. Four bird-like craft zipped overhead at roof level, then curved out of sght. They
heard the distant roar of a crowd on the move, more armored vehicles.

The plume from the tank had shifted. The wind was changing.

Rebecca and William stayed closeto awall of stones set in plaster. Rusted spikes topped thewall. A
midge flitted over the wall and down the street. Theimagesin their gogsflickered. Rebecca heard only
digita dicesof Jane saying, “...see you. Next street—heavy..."

Grange ran across the street and whipped off hisgogsin disgust. “Mine are usdless. Getting anything?”
Rebecca shook her heed, frowning. “Hold on."

"..theré'satruck that meets ... —scription ... Street eadt..."

"Maybe something east,” William said, “next street over."

Fouad had gone around the corner and now he came back long enough to wave hisarm. The cross
dreet, empty moments before, filled with the frontrunners of the crowd they had heard earlier, being



harried by an armored vehicle that chugged and veered. A soldier in agreen army helmet leaned back
from the vehicle€'s open hatch and fired an autometic wegpon into the air.

Rebecca kept close to William, with Grange right behind. They approached the cross street carefully as
meninihram and an old woman in gray broke away from the flow and ran back to where they had
been, by the body of the old man—turned in confusion—and then ran again, jumping for the sidewalk as
an old Mercedes roared aong the narrow passage, tires squealing.

Clear as could be, Jane's voice was back in their ears: “ Jannies have cornered a suspect truck,” she said.
“Meetsthe description. It'sablock east.”

Periglas brokein. “We can target an OWL. Y ou have a cluster coming up on prime position.”
Dillinger added, “If thisisthe truck, we should take it out now."

They pushed through the last of the pilgrims fleeing northwest. In aroundabout haf-circled by new
gpartments of brick and concrete, opening to the north and affording aview of the shadowed mountains
and the tent city, they saw alarge white VVolvo truck with acanvas cover. The windshield had been
crazed by bullets and a body hung from the open driver's sde door. Fouad, Amir, and Mahmud were
exchanging pistol shotswith two young men on the back of the truck.

Ddrymple said, “We see a second vehicle about aklick east of you. It's stopped on aside street. Some
of your men arein that vicinity and have cadled down agtrike. That'swhat you'll hear in three minutes.”

William tried to find the tank exhaust. He couldn', but the wind was increasing and blowing from the
southesst. “Where arethe pilgrims?’ he asked.

"Most seem to be passing the Al Maim mosque,” Jane said. “ There might be ten or twenty thousand
aong the Jamarat overpass.”

Rebeccaand William took up aposition behind alow ornamenta wall fifty yards from the VVolvo truck.
Two of the young men—olive-skinned, black-haired, they looked and dressed Arab—had rolled back
the canvas covers from the side opposite, trying to keep out of the line of fire. They had reveded three
large crates, the wooden tops pulled aside and stashed between.

A matter of seconds. One young man waved asmall white rectanglein his hand.

Simultaneoudly, three bright red dots zipped across the front of the truck—Ilaser pointers from Fouad's
men. Across the roundabout, a second group of Jannies emerged from behind awall and began firing.

Fouad ran and waved his hand frantically for everyone to get back.
"Look away and cover!” Grange shouted. “OWL descending.”

There was no sound, smply aforeboding, aslent presence like ahuge finger pushing asdetheair.
William felt his breath catch. The ground bucked and an unimaginable noise caught him mid-air and made
the flesh of hislegs and arms strain back from the bones. Out of the corner of his eye, through the fingers
of hisright hand and tightly closed eydlids he saw the flashbulb brilliance of the explosion that punched
the truck through the pavement and concrete and deep into the earth. The searing heat from the fountain
of whitefireraised blisters on hisface and hand. He hit the ground severd yards back. His shirt caught
on fireand herolled and felt Rebecca and Grange dapping down the flames.

"Move back!” they were shouting, and William got to hisfeet and ran. He could not hel p but look
back—and the image, though much reduced, still haf-blinded him. A white-hot smoking volcano had



broken through the pavement and buildings and filled the roundabout with smmering waves of heat and
light. Showers of burning white metal spewed from the hole and stuck sizzling againgt the buildings,
cracking concrete, stones and plaster.

Anather explosion rocked them. Looking east through agap in the buildings, William half-saw, through
dancing voids of after-images, asecond column of brilliance ascend over the tent city.

Two down, William hoped, and then realized he had |ost Rebecca and the others. He couldn't see
them—he could barely see at dl. His ears wereringing and he had burns over much of one side of his

body.
Fouad came up besde him. “Hey, classmate,” he said. “Y ou'reinjured.”
"Sunburn,” William said.

Fouad had similar burns across half hisface. “When in the desart, wear sunscreen. | do not seethe
others”

"Netherdol."

"Thenitisyou and me, bro.” Fouad behaved asif in mild shock; pupils dilated, face pale behind the
burn. “One more truck. Did you hear where it might be?"

William shook his head. The earnodes were quiet. He looked down at asmall winged thing that lay on
the asphalt before them—amidge. It had been knocked from the sky by the blast. He was about to
nudge it with histoe when Fouad grabbed hisarm. He winced at the touch—he stung al over. They
backed off. The midge erupted in white flame and exploded with a sharp pop. “Det cord,” Fouad
observed.

William heard Jane Rowland, her voice again clicking in and out. “We see you. Can't find others. Ther€'s
a"

William bent his head toward the sky, asif that might help, and covered his ear with a cupped hand. “ Say
agan, Jane."

"Now | see both of you."

Midges whistled between the buildings. Fouad was keeping his eye on lines of men in white robes
walking with purpose down the broad boulevard. Some had been burned and were moaning. Drivers
were returning to their cars and buses but there were loud shouts and the sirens of ambulances and afire
truck nearby, trying to get through.

"Third truck, Jane,” William said. “Onemoreto go. Any Sgn?'
"Something ... an aley. There are troops between you and the aley. I'll pass directionsto your gogs.”

"I'm not seeing anything in my—" But then he did have amap image, as did Fouad, who touched his
glasses with alook of boyish ddight. “So fine,” Fouad muttered. “We must buy her flowers.”

An armored vehicle pushed through cars and swung onto their street, ignoring shouting pilgrims and
outraged drivers. William counted twel ve uniformed men on foot following the multi-axle armored
vehicle. The troops were wearing black berets and khakis—similar to their own. They spotted William
and Fouad and immediately the observer in the vehicle held his hand over one black earphone, getting
ingtructions. Other men aimed automatic weapons.



Crowd sound and the roar of thefire from the roundabout made it difficult to hear. Fouad could not
trandate. “Wave chearfully and let'sget indde,” he said. They waved and smiled and pushed up to a
doorway flush in the concrete wall. The door was not locked. In the holiest city, why would anyone lock
their doors? Just like at the Academy, William thought. Fouad entered second. “ They're not convinced.
Hurry."

The darkened hal took them past more apartment doors, some opening on deserted rooms. No lights.
Power was out in the residential neighborhood. They werein an aley when they heard the first door
being opened again and saw sun pouring in from that direction.

The men in pursuit were shouting angrily in Arabic—and then in English. “Give up and you will livel” one
cdled.

"Keep going,” Fouad said and pushed him forward.
"—narrow dley—" Jane said.

Asthe door to the aley swung shut behind them, it exploded in splinters. Sugs dammed into the masonry
of an older building opposte. Chipsof brick and mortar whizzed around them, one grazing William's
cheek. William and Fouad ran aong the curved narrow dley. Ahead, they heard atruck engine starting;
behind, more shouts and bullets.

Fouad pulled William into acorner filled with old tin garbage cans. “Ligten. They'retaking in Hebrew,”
he said, and pointed down the dley. William could hear young men shouting but it sounded far away; his
hearing hadn't recovered. He could not tell which direction the voi ces were coming from. Fouad seemed
certain, however.

"Therésno time,” Fouad said. “Nobody spesks Hebrew in the Hijaz ... nobody."
"Wevefoundit,” William said to Jane,
"We have midges behind you,” Jane said. “Prepare ... deorbit ... two minutes..."

William and Fouad moved around the corner and saw the back end of a canvas-covered truck. The
canvas had been rolled and tied to the frame on three sides. Three young men in tholes stood behind the
truck. They were arranging kipots on their heads and chattering nervoudy, passing ingtructions. One of
the young man widded asmall white rectangle, waving it in the air and cdling out ingructions. The dley
was amost empty. The crating had been pulled aside, revealing the rearmost steel hedgehog launcher.

William could not hear the soldiers. Had they turned right instead of |eft?

Fouad straightened and removed the pen-sized laser from his pocket. “ Tl them.”
"Jane, get usan OWL."

"—onitsway—" Janesad.

"OWL descending,” Darymple said.

Then he heard Periglas. “ This ones going to take out some buildings. Channeled blast. Get the hell out of
there—brick wals—"

"1 will stay and make sure,” Fouad said to William.

"Periglas sayswe need to get away from these buildings. They've got it pinpointed.”



"Do they have it targeted precisely? Can we be sure? | don't think we can take that risk.”

Soldierswalked cautioudy around the curve, gun barrelsforemost. That wasit. No escape. Plan B with
avengeance. Without hesitation, William brought up his pistol and fired as he had been trained—as Pete
Farrow had trained him, without thought. Two men fell back like broken dolls, then more shouting, more
bursts tearing up the bricks and stone. Clouds of stone dust drifted down.

The Isradlis on the Volvo truck hunkered and returned fire with their own machine pistols. William and
Fouad were pinned. They could not escapein either direction. Fouad aimed his shots toward the truck.
One of the Isradlis screamed. William positioned himsdlf to respond to the soldiers. “I'll keep these guys

busy.

Fouad smiled and brushed William's face with his hand, then shined the laser on the back of the
hedgehog, creating a brilliant fan of sparkling red.

No timeto think. The wisdom of the chambered round. They were al dead anyway.

A young Isradi lying in the back of the truck raised the white control box. Fouad tried to kill him but
missed.

Gray smoke poured from the bottom of the hedgehog launcher. They heard an echoing, staccato hiss.

Just one truck would be enough. Millions of pilgrims, spreading around the world, clothes reeking
with bad yeast. Goodbye memory. Goodbye history.

William looked skyward as his ears popped. The cloudless blue sky between the apartment buildings
shimmered. Wasthere awhiteline up there...? Like acontrall, an invisblefinger writing in brilliant cloud,
descending.

Fouad shouted, “ Allahu Ak—"
The ground spasmed in rage.

William did not hear therest.



CHAPTER SEVENTY-THREE

Rebecca helped Grange into asmall van commandeered by the Jannies. They had waited in the deserted
shop, squatting behind the counter, until Salil, Fouad's second in command, leader of the group that had
first entered Mina, returned and gestured for them to come out. The air was hot and still and full of the
sméll of burning. Three columns of dense swirling black and white smoke rose high over the town and the
tent city, but nothing—not the fighting, not the extraordinary pinpoint explosions and volcano-likefires,
had stopped the pilgrimage from reaching its inevitable conclusion. From the main road heading west to
Mecca, they could see white-clad Hajjis by the tens of thousands streaming into the split level s of
pedestrian access to the three stone pillars, Jamar at-al-Agaba, Jamar at-al-Wusta, and
Jamarat-al-Ula.

Rebecca hunkered in the back of the van, crammed beside Grange and ten of the Jannies. There was
little to say. Nobody knew the fate of the rest of their fellows, including William and Fouad. Jane and
Darymple had nothing to report, except that the impact of the third and last OWL had collgpsed a
section of gpartments and shops surrounding the dley. Damage assessment was still being completed, but
the judgment of the experts on the Heinlein and back in Washington was that al three trucks had been
destroyed as planned, punched into fifty-foot holesin the earth and then completely incinerated, and their
cargo with them.

Midges capable of retrieval by high dtitude UAV swere collecting dust from the air above Minaand from
the plumes of smoke to return samplesfor later andysis.

Sdil, driving the van, found the back road through the dry rocky hillsto the desert waste. The drive
became hot, dusty, and bumpy. Rebecca did not care. She was deep in thought, wondering what more
she could have done.

She had lost her students. Sacrificed them. And she did not know for what. Their mission had been
accomplished, but shefelt no sense of pride for ajob well done. All she felt was that deep anger that had
propelled her for too many years, the unreasoning, innocent outrage that o many could behave without
restraint, with no sense of balance or honor, much less of law, and demand so much of the desperate few
tasked to reinthemin.

William.

Fouad.

Jane spokein her ear. 1 swear, Rebecca, I'm staying here until the last midge falls from the sky.”
"Do you seethem?’ Rebecca asked.

"l do not. Nothing."

"Y ou stay there and keep watch. Y ou do that,” Rebecca said. The others with working earnodes
pointedly did not appear to be listening, but their faces were stiff and pale with fatigue and that deadly
sense of let-down, of reassessment and shapeless grief that follows combat and killing.

Rebeccawasn't at dl sure the world deserved her children.



CHAPTER SEVENTY-FOUR
Arafat
Arafat isthe Hajj. So Muhammad had proclaimed.

Thefina OWL's cataclysm had split the ground benegth their boots and dropped them twenty feet to the
dank, dry bottom of a concrete pipe. Brick dust and chunks of concrete had filled the crack above and
much of the pipeto either Side, leaving only a man-sized gap to the southeast. They had squeezed
through the gap and now walked down the dope of the pipe, part of the drainage system that kept these
dry valeysfrom flash-flooding during infrequent rains; along and straight course through Minawith no
openings other than drains too small to squeeze through and manhole covers welded shut by the Saudis
before theinvasion, to prevent just such excursions as Fouad and William were now attempting.

William held hisarm close to his breast. It was broken, that much he knew. He was covered with painful
burns and one eye was obscured by proud flesh. He hurt al over but he till looked better than Fouad,
the side of whose face was thickly crusted with blood.

They stooped and followed the pipe for long kilometers until both emerged in aculvert that spread a
concrete fan into asmal wadi debouching into Aramah Vdley. From there, they climbed upto a
pedestrian road, now amost empty, and removed their uniforms, assuming cast-off robes. Fouad said
nothing as they walked, weaponless and naked under the towels of ihram, carrying only their forged
credentids, to Mount Rahmat, the Mount of Mercy.

William was too dazed and exhausted to wonder what they were up to.

They stood at Arafat for several hours, not the sunrise to sunset required for atrue Hgjj. Fouad then
garted walking again, and William followed. They were met by soldiersin atruck, roaring aong the
pedestrian road and apparently tracking down stray pilgrimsto rob them or be bribed to take them
through the confusion, back to Mina or even to Mecca, if they had sufficient money.

Fouad convinced them they had been injured by brigands, and the soldiers, impressed by their injuries
and solemnity, findly felt some sense of guilt after the orgy of confusion and desecration. They let them be
and drove off.

Thewalk back to Minatook the rest of the day and at nightfall, they stood among the thousands of
pilgrims still trying to complete their Hajj, on the top level of the Jamarat Overpass, having both picked
up forty-nine pebbles from the scattered little mounds a ong the road from Muzdalifah.

William was smply following Fouad's example, like an automaton—doing what he thought might be
necessary to pass, to survive. For the most part, Fouad behaved asif William did not exi<t.

With apained expression, Fouad pushed through the thinning crowds, many of them parting in awe or
disgust at the sight of such injuries, such martyrs, and they both threw their pebbles at the pillars, one
after the other, walking on stiff legs and staring with dead eyes, like ghosts.

Many things had been thrown at the pillars, piling up in enormous mounds at the bases of each, and not
just pebbles: shoes, coins, articles of clothing, and weapons—surprisingly expensive wegpons. Perhaps
some of the soldiers and brigands had repented as they watched pilgrimsdie.

Then they moved on to Mecca, another long walk. William did not think they would make it, but they
found dropped bottles of water along the way, and more bodies, and Fouad was relentless.



Only asthey camewithin Site of the minarets of the Magid a-Haram did Fouad speak. “1 am done with
this” he said, salking backwards ahead of William. “It isover. | am my father's son no more. Thisis not
Hajj, and | can never return for the shame. Who am | now? Does anyone know? What have they
done? What have they done?"

He spoke these last words in aharsh growl, his swollen face amonster's mask of pain. Tears mixed with
blood on his cracked cheeks.

William had no answer.

Ontheroad, a Red Crescent ambulance found them and soon they were surrounded by solicitous
doctors and two nurses wrapped head to toe in gray chaabis.

They rodein the back of the ambulance to Mecca, passing trucks filled with soldiers and more bodies
pushed to the sides of the road.

Many more bodies.

But the lights of the Grand Mosgue burned bright, and they were told that even now, Hgjjiswerecircling
the Kaabah, the House of God, rejoicing in their fortune. For they had been to Mecca and listened to
God, and soon they would be going home.

Author's Afternote:

The biologica weapons and processesin thisnove are possible, but not in the way | have described
them. | havetried to persuade of the dangers without providing sdient details.

The dangersarered, and immediate. Sober judgment, selfless, nonpartisan planning, and sanity arethe
only solutions.

For those who go in harm'sway, thereis ultimately no palitics. Only pain, loss, death—and hope.

—Greg Bear
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