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1 

B obby Hart sat in his office, remembering 
with a kind of rueful nostalgia the cool summer nights at 

home in Santa Barbara, walking on the beach with a sweater 

thrown over his shoulders, and the dark, wet sand clinging to 

his feet. Summer here, in the District, on the other hand, was an 

endless stay in hell, the heat stifling, breathless, the air heavy and 

oppressive. It followed you everywhere, the humidity thick and 

unrelenting, and the nights not much better than the days. It pro-

duced a constant, restless irritation, and with it a strange, perpet-

ual suspicion, as if, with weather bad as this, it was hard to believe 

in anything except the evil side of human nature. He could not 

wait to get home. 

His secretary knocked on the door, the way she did whenever 

there was something she knew he would want to know. 

“Mr. Shoenfeld is on the line, Senator. I thought you might want 

to take it.” 

Dieter Shoenfeld was a man of importance, the publisher of 
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one of Europe’s most influential journals, and an old friend. He 

read everything, could talk about anything, and insisted in all seri-

ousness that he knew nothing. 

“I have to see you,” said Shoenfeld. “There is something you 

should know.” 

Hart glanced out the window at the Washington traffic, barely 

moving on the street below. 

“I’ve only got two hours before my flight; I don’t see how—” 

“Cancel it.” 

It was the strange intensity in Dieter Shoenfeld’s voice that told 

Bobby Hart he was serious. 

“Cancel it,” repeated Shoenfeld. “Go tomorrow, if you still 

think you should. This is important, Bobby. I wouldn’t ask if I 

didn’t think—” 

“Where? When?” asked Hart, reaching for a pen. 

An hour later, Hart got out of a cab in Georgetown. He had 

been on the Senate floor or in committee meetings most of the day. 

Despite the sweltering heat and humidity he wanted a few minutes 

outside, where he could breathe, lost in the relative anonymity of 

a sidewalk crowd. He could not walk down a street in San Fran-

cisco or Los Angeles without everyone stopping to stare. Here, the 

looks were more subtle, more restrained; usually a quick, friendly 

glance, followed by a brief nod as someone who also worked in 

Washington passed by. 

Two men in their early thirties, the age of ambition, were cross-

ing from the opposite side, moving, even in this debilitating heat, 

with the brisk efficiency with which they had learned to do every-

thing. With measured smiles, they acknowledged his importance, 

no doubt wondering, each of them, whether sometime in the 

future others might look the same way at them. 

The restaurant where he was to meet Shoenfeld was crowded, 
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the bar impassable, a sea of hot shining faces, everyone full of 

news. Shoenfeld stood waiting for him while Hart threaded his 

way through a maze of tables. He gave him a warm hug as he 

shook his hand. 

“Bobby! It’s so good to see you.” 

Shoenfeld’s small eyes were surrounded by drooping lids and 

large, dark circles. His nose was rather heavy and the nostrils rath-

er wide. His mouth, even when he was sitting still, listening to you 

speak, was in constant motion, as if he could not help but react 

with some interest, some enthusiasm, to everything he heard. 

“How are you, Dieter?” asked Hart as he sat down at the table. 

“And how is your lovely wife?” It brought a muted sparkle to Shoen-

feld’s solemn eyes. 

“Very upset, my friend, very upset,” he replied, full of soft mis-

chief. His glance became more circumspect, and more serious. 

“She wanted you to run, you know. She thought you were the only 

one who could have changed things seriously for the better.” 

It was the mark of Hart’s own unthinking confidence, and per-

haps of his own ambition, that the question was, even with Diet-

er Shoenfeld, one he felt compelled to answer in purely political 

terms, or rather, not to answer at all, but to deflect with the easy 

modesty that said one thing and meant another. 

“I doubt I could have won.” 

Shoenfeld studied him more carefully. 

“You know what Napoleon told the general who asked how he 

should take Vienna? ‘If you want to take Vienna, take Vienna.’” 

Hart laughed and bent toward him. 

“Is that what you think Napoleon told himself when he decided 

to invade Russia? ‘If you want to take Moscow, take Moscow.’” 

“Think what you could have done in those debates. All those 

cautious, carefully programmed, slow-thinking . . .” He shook his 
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head, let the thought finish itself, and then bent forward on his 

elbows. “You were the one who insisted that the race was wide 

open, that people were looking for someone new. So why didn’t 

you . . . ?” 

For an instant, Hart wondered whether, despite all the difficul-

ties that had stood in the way, he should have done it, taken the 

chance when the chance was there. 

“People were looking for someone new. How long was this sup-

posed to go on? The same two families running the country for 

nearly thirty years, trading the presidency as if they owned it and 

could loan it back and forth; the same dull faces, the same dull 

speeches, the same . . . But I couldn’t have done it, even though I 

voted against the war. Prentice Alworth knew what he was doing. 

He let everything come to him. He could attack the administra-

tion and not have to defend anything he had done.”  

Forgetting for the moment that he was in Washington and not 

in some European restaurant, Shoenfeld reached inside his jacket 

for a pack of cigarettes. 

“You don’t mind,” he remarked as he took one out and lit it. 

Staring straight ahead he took one drag, and then another. “Do 

you know where I spent my morning?” he asked, waving his hand 

to clear away the thin spiral of gray smoke. “With your distin-

guished secretary of state, along with two of my colleagues from 

the German press.” 

“The occasion?” 

“She wanted to explain that what happened last week proved 

that everything the administration has been saying about the threat 

of terrorism was true, and that she hoped Europe would finally 

understand that the threat is serious and real,” said Shoenfeld. 

“She remembered that just two months ago, I had told her that 

the worst thing the United States has done in its history was Abu 
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Ghraib and the other revelations of rendition and torture. I had 

told her that there was no justification for any of this, and that it 

had almost destroyed what was left of Europe’s faith in America. 

She reminded me of that and then began to lecture me on having 

had the presumption to question America’s right to defend itself 

by any means necessary!” 

Shoenfeld took another drag on the cigarette. His eyes were 

immediate, intense. 

“It was like listening to an automaton, programmed to repeat 

certain phrases—sometimes even whole paragraphs—but none 

of it with any meaning, no connection to the conversation or to 

the world around her. There is something stunningly superficial 

about her: all these facts and figures, but no sure grasp of how to 

put them together, or even what they mean. She is very smart, too 

smart: she knows so many different things, she makes the mistake 

of believing that the aim of intelligence is the expansion of knowl-

edge rather than the depth of understanding.” 

Something occurred to him that he had not thought of before. 

“Have you seen her play the piano? Every note correct, exact, 

but brittle, mechanical, as if she is in a hurry to get to the end, fin-

ish it so that she can get to the next busy thing she has to do.” 

The waiter brought their orders. Hart began to pick at his food, 

wondering what the real reason was he was there. Shoenfeld lapsed 

into a thoughtful silence. 

“That was the reason, you see,” he said suddenly. “What I had 

said about Abu Ghraib, and the rest of it: torture and anything 

else they think necessary. There was always this self-righteous 

assurance that what she and the others in this administration want 

is a kind of moral imperative and that no one has the right even to 

question it. That was the reason, you see: when I knew for certain 

that I could not tell her or anyone else in the government about 
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this threat. I had to tell someone I could trust, someone who might 

be able to stop it.” 

“What threat? Stop what?” asked Hart, but Shoenfeld was not 

finished. 

“Do you remember what I told you, just after 9/11? That there 

were people inside your government arguing that tactical nuclear 

weapons ought to be used, that both Baghdad and Tehran should 

be leveled. I don’t need to tell you who they were; we both know 

their names. Or some of them, because I must tell you, Bobby, 

there are so many secrets inside this government of yours, so many 

agencies and bureaus that most people do not even know exist, 

I doubt we’ll ever know who was really responsible for half the 

things that have happened. But never mind that; what I told you 

then was true, wasn’t it? Plans were drawn up to use tactical nucle-

ar weapons in both Iraq and Iran, weren’t there?” 

Hart pushed his plate aside. 

“Yes, you told me; and yes, I checked. Or tried to check, because 

all I got was the usual runaround. I never got a direct response.” 

The small faint traces of a smile, a sign of appreciation for a 

well-told lie, made a brief appearance on Shoenfeld’s face. 

“You have better sources than almost anyone in Washington.” 

“I was only a minority member of the Senate Intelligence 

Committee.” 

“Your father was CIA.” 

“My father has been dead for nearly nine years.” 

“And no one in that business was ever more respected. That 

was the reason you voted against the war. Some of the people 

who worked with him told you privately that the intelligence the 

administration was using was suspect, and that some of it was 

demonstrably false. And those were the people you talked to when 

I told you what I had learned, and they told you—” 
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“But it never happened,” Hart reminded him. “Maybe someone 

thought about it—that’s what they do in the Pentagon, come up 

with plans for every possible contingency.” 

“Yes, and they get buried in a file. No one takes them seriously. 

But this was taken seriously, wasn’t it: this notion that you could 

solve the problem of the Middle East by wiping out Baghdad and 

Tehran at a single stroke?” 

“I don’t know how seriously. There were discussions; that was 

all I ever learned.” 

“Discussions at the highest level,” insisted Shoenfeld. 

Hart did not disagree. “So I was told.” 

Staring into the middle distance, Shoenfeld tapped his fingers 

on the tablecloth. 

“I lived in Berlin during most of the Cold War. I was there, a 

young student, when Kennedy spoke to that crowd that must have 

been more than a million. Freedom had a meaning then because 

just the other side of that wall was Soviet oppression. But then the 

wall came down and the Cold War ended and everybody decided 

they could go do whatever they wanted. And while everyone went 

off to live their fortunate private lives, politics and diplomacy 

were left to amateurs, puffed up with their own importance and 

no experience of the world. The same thing has happened here.” 

Shoenfeld reached for the wine bottle and, ignoring Hart’s pro-

test, poured them each another glass. 

“You have to come to Germany, and you have to do it right 

away.” 

Hart started to reply that he could not possibly do any such 

thing, but then he saw the worried expression on Shoenfeld’s face. 

“Why? What is it? Why did you remind me of what you told me 

right after 9/11?” 

“To remind you that there are no rules anymore; to remind you 
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that everything is now possible. And to tell you that there is going 

to be another attack. That’s why you have to go to Germany. There 

is someone there who can tell you, an old friend of your father, 

who won’t talk to anyone but you. I’ve arranged the meeting.” 

“You’ve arranged . . . ?” 

Shoenfeld reached inside his jacket and pulled out a plane 

ticket. 

“You’re meeting him in Hamburg, tomorrow afternoon.” 
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There was no one there to meet Bobby Hart when 
he landed at Hamburg the next day. Shoenfeld had given 

him the name of the place he was to go, but not the name of the 

man he was to meet. No name, no description; nothing, except the 

vague assurance that someone would be waiting for him at a place 

called the Cafe Petite at exactly three-thirty in the afternoon. 

The cab, a late-model black Mercedes, moved down a wide, 

leafy avenue, lined with prosperous-looking stone buildings set a 

discreet distance back from the street. The dockyards, the railway 

lines, the factories, the entire industrial infrastructure of Hamburg 

had been destroyed in the war, but the fashionable neighborhoods 

where the wealthy families lived had been left largely untouched. 

“Cafe Petite,” announced the driver. He gestured toward a small 

sidewalk cafe across a narrow side street, just a few yards ahead. 

Hart grabbed his overnight bag and got out. It was a quiet, 

warm afternoon, the kind of day that makes everyone look for an 

excuse to be out of doors. The sidewalk tables were crowded with 
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smartly dressed women with shopping bags at their feet and gossip 

on their tongues. Toward the back, under the lengthening shadows 

of the trees, sat silent young couples lost in each other’s eyes. 

He moved cautiously across the narrow, shaded street, waiting 

for someone to catch his eye, to make some sign that he was the 

one Hart was there to meet. He stepped down two stone steps at 

the entrance, and went inside. A woman at the cash register asked 

whether he wanted to be seated in the main part of the restaurant 

or in the garden in back. 

“The garden, if you don’t mind,” said someone directly behind 

him. 

Hart started to turn around, but the man who had spoken was 

already moving toward the narrow open doorway that led to the 

small garden area in back. He was tall, taller than Hart, who was 

himself nearly six feet, with straight shoulders and long, rather 

shaggy gray hair. He looked a little like an aging bohemian dressed 

in an old, but well-tailored suit. 

The garden was really a patio, enclosed by a high brick wall. 

Half a dozen small tables stretched out in a single straight line. 

The one closest to the door was vacant. As they sat down, the 

stranger introduced himself. 

“My name is Gunther Kramer. I knew your father.” 

There was nothing particularly unusual about Gunther Kram-

er’s physical features, nothing that would cause someone to take 

a second look or remark upon them later, nothing that anyone 

would especially remember. He had a face that could easily blend 

into the crowd. 

“Dieter said you had,” replied Hart. 

“He was a remarkable man, he—” 

“Yes, I appreciate that,” said Hart more impatiently than he 

intended. “But Dieter told me that you had something important 
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to tell me. I’ve come a long way, Mr. Kramer; and, if you don’t 

mind, whatever it is, I’d like to hear it.” 

“You have your father’s voice, his manner, too—always in a 

hurry to get straight to the point. And if  you made a mistake, if 

things had not worked out quite the way you had expected, for-

get about it—that was the phrase he used—forget about it and 

start thinking about the next thing you were supposed to do. It 

is the American luxury of always living in the future and never 

thinking too much about the past. It is probably what got him 

killed.” 

“What got him . . . ? My father died of a heart attack, nine 

years ago next month.” 

With a look of the utmost seriousness, Kramer leaned forward. 

“Your father was killed because of something he knew, some-

thing he was not supposed to find out.” 

“And you know this how?” asked Hart, skeptically. 

“There were certain people, a secret group, which had started 

to assemble their own sources, sources from which they could get 

the kind of intelligence they wanted.” 

Kramer had ordered coffee. He sipped on it pensively. 

“They say you might one day be president. More important, 

they say you should. Your father would have been proud of that. 

Despite what I said a moment ago, he was nothing like the typical 

American: he was always more interested in what someone was, 

than in what they did.” He paused, smiled, and then, as quickly 

as that, the smile disappeared. “But they killed him, you can be 

certain of that. There was no autopsy, was there?” 

“No, there wasn’t any . . . He told you there was this group that 

was starting to assemble their own sources? Why did he tell you? 

Why didn’t he tell someone at the agency, someone who might 

have been able to do something about it?” 
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“Because he could not yet prove it. That was why he came to 

me.” 

“I don’t quite understand. I’m assuming you were with German 

intelligence, so why . . . ?” 

Kramer raised his chin, his eyes again distant, remote. 

“I was born inside East Germany. When I was old enough to go 

to university I went to Moscow. I was working for East German 

intelligence when I first met your father; but I did not meet him in 

Germany, I met him in Baghdad, in the l980s. I started working for 

him a year later, passing on information I gathered about certain 

governments—governments with which my friends, the Russians, 

had better relations than the United States.” 

Kramer seemed to relax a little. A glint of nostalgia entered his 

eyes. 

“We met at various diplomatic gatherings—embassy parties, 

things like that. I was a cultural attaché—that was the cover we 

used; everyone knew what it meant. I liked your father; part of 

it was his name: Maximillian Hart. The moment I heard it, that 

first time we were introduced, I found myself repeating it out 

loud. Strange, the things that attract us to people: the name, and 

the candid look in his eyes. I knew immediately he was someone I 

could trust.” 

Kramer stretched his hands, opening and closing them several 

times. His fingers were long and elegant, with a tremendous reach. 

Hart stared at him, a look of surprised certainty on his face. 

“You’re the piano player! My father never talked about what 

he did, but once, when he was getting ready for a trip, I asked him 

where he was going. He told me that he had a good friend, a piano 

player, he was going to see.” 

“Max always had an eye for the small detail, the thing that dis-

tinguishes one person from the next. I might have become a rea-
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sonably good concert pianist, but the party thought it had a better 

use for the skill I had in learning languages. That was something 

else that drew me to your father: we both spoke Arabic. We could 

talk together in a crowded room and most of the people there 

could not understand a thing we said.” 

Kramer bent forward on his elbows. 

“Max discovered that there was this organized effort to de-

velop new lines of contact, new sources of intelligence. Not better 

sources, not more accurate sources, but sources that would supply 

intelligence that could be used for their own purposes. People who 

had been discredited, people notoriously unreliable, people who 

would invent things to make themselves seem important were sud-

denly being used again.” 

He shook his head, gesturing with his hands, trying to get it 

just right so that Hart would understand. 

“If you have one source that says there is no evidence that, say, 

Syria is trying to develop nuclear weapons, but another source 

says they are, what is the only reasonable conclusion that you 

can draw? That Syria may be trying to develop nuclear weapons. 

You don’t have to prove anything, just have sources that will give 

you what you want, make a threat that does not exist seem as if it 

might. Because a threat that is possible is real.” 

“And my father knew this was going on, and that is why you 

think . . . ?” 

“He knew it, but he could not prove that it was anything more 

than a few overzealous agents using sources that they should have 

known better than to trust. He could not prove that they were 

deliberately cultivating sources that would give them whatever 

they needed to make the case that the only option for the United 

States was to get rid of certain regimes they did not like. That was 

why he came to me. 
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“There was an Iraqi scientist, a brilliant man, Cambridge edu-

cated. He knew everything about Saddam’s weapons program. He 

knew that it was all a kind of Potemkin village, a fiction used to 

prevent other nations, and other groups within Iraq itself, from 

trying to overthrow Saddam. I knew this man rather well. His 

wife was German. Max asked me to have him pass on informa-

tion, a clear statement that the so-called weapons program was 

all a hoax, to one of the sources, an Iraqi general who had been 

caught in lies before. That way he could trace who got the infor-

mation and whether it was accurately reported. That was when 

your father died; that was when they killed him.” 

“But you can’t be sure of that. You said yourself he did not have 

any proof. And as for him being murdered . . .” 

“You doubt they killed your father? They were going to change 

the world, bring freedom and democracy to the Middle East! What 

was one life compared to that? His death was a matter of necessity, 

the means to an end. One life! How many thousands—hundreds 

of thousands—have died so that these people could bring about 

their vision of a world that everywhere looks just like America? 

Saddam Hussein was a brutal dictator who killed thousands of 

his own people, but how long do you think he would have stayed 

in power, how long before he was overthrown, once word got out 

that all those great, lethal weapons of his did not exist?” 

Kramer took a sip of coffee, but it had turned cold. He signaled 

the waitress for another. 

“There are things you would rather not believe,” he said with a 

subtle gaze. “But you know they killed your father, don’t you?” 

“You’re right, I don’t want to believe it. But you don’t have any 

doubts at all, do you? Why? What makes you so sure?” 

The waitress brought Kramer a second cup. Holding it in both 

hands, he drank slowly. 
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“I have seen before what power in the service of a belief makes 

men do. My father was a decent man before Hitler came to power; 

but then he became an officer in the SS. Who knows how many 

men—women and children, too—he may have murdered because 

he believed in Hitler and the Third Reich. And then the Russians 

came, and we believed that anything that stood in the way of 

history—history according to the teachings of Marx and Len-

in—deserved to be destroyed. Twenty million kulaks—peasant 

farmers—were killed in Russia so that progress could be made. 

And anyone who did not like it, who wanted to leave, who tried 

to escape East Germany for life in the West, we had to kill them, 

too. Now it is happening again, all the rules of civilized behavior 

abandoned, all the forms of decency, because we believe the things 

we worship—whether it be God or democracy—justifies the use 

of any means. So, yes, I believe my friend Max was murdered for 

what he knew. This is the reason I have come to warn you, before 

things get even worse.” 

“Warn me of what?” 

“That there is going to be another attack, not like before, not like 

9/11. It’s going to be an assassination, a political assassination.” 

“Who? Who is going to be assassinated? Who are they? How do 

they plan to do it? 

“My sources in the Middle East, the people I talk to, all heard 

the rumor of a planned assassination. They didn’t know exact-

ly when it was going to happen, only that it would be very soon, 

sometime before the U.S. election. That was unusual, for things 

to be that vague. At first I thought that it meant that it was either 

being done in great secrecy or that it was being done by an organi-

zation that none of us had heard of before. Then, just by chance, 

I found out. I did not believe it at first, I couldn’t; but now I know 

for sure.” 
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Kramer’s eyes darted toward the doorway. He was becoming 

nervous, agitated. He looked at Hart. 

“I should go, I’ve stayed too long as it is.” 

“You can’t go yet. Tell me what you know. You have plenty of 

time to get back to Berlin.” 

“I don’t live in Berlin, I live in Damascus. It’s the only place I’m 

safe,” he explained as his eyes came back around. “I shouldn’t have 

come, but I had to warn you; I owed that much to your father.” 

Suddenly, Kramer’s head jerked forward and twisted to the side. 

For just an instant, he looked at Hart with a puzzled expression as 

if he were not quite sure what had just happened. Then there was 

a blur of shattered glass and broken china and Kramer was falling 

to the ground. Hart started to reach for him, to do something to 

help, when he felt a sharp, searing pain in his shoulder. Then he 

heard it, the sound, the strident, cracking sound of rifle fire and he 

knew that he had been shot. He saw it now, the blood oozing from 

the front of Kramer’s white shirt as he lay on the ground, staring 

up at him. Hart stood there, looking around, trying to figure out 

where the shot had come from, as if, instead of in the middle of a 

shooting, he were just some distant observer. A bullet whizzed past 

his ear, another one kicked past his foot; he dove for cover. There 

was screaming all around him, panic everywhere. Hart turned on 

his side to see if Kramer was still alive. 

“Rubicon,” whispered Kramer as Hart bent closer. “The code 

name is Rubicon. Remember that. It’s the key to everything.” 

“What does it mean?” asked Hart, signaling desperately for 

someone to get help. “What does Rubicon mean?” 

Kramer opened his mouth and tried to answer. Nothing came 

out, only the slow, gasping sound of his last, dying breath. 
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Dieter Shoenfeld stood at the railing next 
to the tidal basin. He looked up at the Jefferson Memorial, 

glistening in the red light of dawn. 

“I like to come out here early in the morning just to look at that, 

the clear upright confidence on the face of Thomas Jefferson. Lin-

coln saved the Union, but it was the Union that Jefferson made. 

I wonder if there is a more sublime feeling than the knowledge 

that you have created something that will be the envy of the world. 

What a rare thing it is to have great men who aspire to something 

more than power.” 

Shoenfeld clasped his hands behind his back and lowered his 

shoulders. A sad, wistful smile flickered over his mouth. He took 

Hart by the arm. 

“Come, let’s walk a little, just around here, close to the memo-

rial. Tell me about Gunther Kramer: everything he said to you 

before he died. But tell me first that you’re okay? The bullet passed 

through your shoulder? There won’t be any permanent damage?” 
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“I was lucky; another few inches . . . And if I had been sitting on 

the other side of the table, it would have been me instead of him.” 

Hart had returned late the night before. He had slept a couple 

of hours on the plane out of sheer exhaustion; but then, at home, 

he had not been able to sleep at all. Each time he closed his eyes he 

saw the face of Gunther Kramer, that strange, puzzled look that 

seemed to know, and yet knowing, not believe, that in the blink of 

an eye he was dead. It was as if, in that single instant, the burden of 

his existence had passed to Hart, and that whatever happened now 

would in some way be linked to Gunther Kramer’s past. 

“Who was he working for? I know that he used to be a double 

agent, that his control in the West was my father, and that he was 

going to defect. I know that he disappeared and made everyone 

think he was dead; I know that he had been in the Middle East, 

living, at least recently, in Damascus. But who was he working for? 

And if everyone in Germany thought he was dead all these years, 

how did you know he was still alive?” 

Shoenfeld stopped walking. He looked at Hart and nod-

ded slowly as he tried to make up his mind how much he should 

reveal. 

“Gunther Kramer was my brother,” he said finally. 

“Your brother?” 

“Half brother, to be precise. It was the war, or what happened 

afterward.” With his hand on Hart’s arm, he began to walk again, 

but very slowly. “My father, as I think I told you once, was killed 

at Stalingrad. My mother was trapped in what became the Russian 

zone. My mother remarried and had a second child.” 

“Gunther told me that his father had been in the SS. Your moth-

er was a Jew.” 

“Everyone lied about who they were. All we knew was that, like 

my father, he had been a soldier in the war. Gunther only found 
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out after his father was dead; we never told my mother. I never 

suspected anything. He adored my mother, though I think she 

never really loved him. Things were difficult after the war, and my 

mother was quite a beautiful woman. She did what she had to do 

to survive. It is as simple as that. Things that happened in Ger-

many are inexplicable, unless you lived through it.” 

There was a long silence before Shoenfeld picked up the thread 

of his narrative. 

“I was lucky; I got out and lived most of my life in the West. But 

Gunther lived his life the way a lot of Germans did, a prisoner of 

a war that never ended. The war ended in l945, but if you lived in 

East Germany all that meant was that instead of living under the 

Third Reich, you now lived under Soviet Communism. 

“I did not have much contact with Gunther until much later, 

after the wall came down. He wanted me to know that he was 

alive so that he could arrange to visit our mother. And now he is 

dead, and there is no one I can tell without giving away the secret 

that all these years he was living, an exile, in Damascus. You asked 

who he was working for. I don’t know, but he had sources better 

than any intelligence agency in the West. Gunther could not just 

speak fluent Arabic and Farsi; he could pass for an Arab when he 

needed to.” 

Shoenfeld spun around, a look of urgency in his eyes. 

“Now, listen—what I asked you earlier, about what he said to 

you. When I talked to him the last time, he told me he had discov-

ered something. There was something in his voice. I can’t quite 

describe it; but when he told me that he knew who was behind 

this, it was as if he still could not quite believe it. He knew he was 

being followed, that he was under some kind of surveillance. It 

was the way he cut off the conversation, the way he said he would 

have to call back later. That’s what has me worried.” 
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“Worried?” 

“If they were following Gunther, we can’t be sure that they have 

not started following you.” 

Hart started to object, but Shoenfeld gripped his arm. 

“Listen to me—you haven’t heard what I said. Gunther is dead. 

You have to assume that whoever did this knows everything. If 

they don’t know exactly what he told you, they can guess. And 

remember, they weren’t just shooting at Gunther, they shot at you. 

Now, tell me: what did he tell you?” 

“He told me that someone was going to be assassinated and 

that it was going to happen before the election. He said he didn’t 

know who the target was, but that the code name for this was 

Rubicon.” 

“Rubicon—that’s what he told you, nothing more?” Shoenfeld 

nodded quickly and then remarked, “I said that they followed 

Gunther to Germany, but I wonder if that’s possible. I wonder if 

they didn’t follow you.” 

“Followed me? I don’t understand.” 

“Do you have any idea the skill that was involved—the decep-

tion—that allowed Gunther to do what he did all those years? 

He was a double agent when he worked for your father, and then 

he disappears, makes everyone believe he’s dead. A man like that 

could sense the danger; he would have known immediately if he 

was being followed. But you would not know: you’re famous; 

people are always watching you. But that would mean that they 

weren’t there to murder him; they were there to murder you.” 

“But why? Who would want to murder me? And how could 

anyone have followed me to Hamburg?” 

Shoenfeld glanced back at the statue of Jefferson. 

“There are cameras everywhere now; countless images passed 

through computers that are running all the time, looking for 
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something out of the ordinary: a face that does not belong there, 

anything that might tell these people in authority something 

about what might happen next. If there is a group of the sort that 

Gunther described, people who had your father murdered, do you 

think it would be difficult for them to keep track of you?” 

“You’re telling me that I may be being followed all the time?” 

“It’s possible. It’s also possible that you weren’t followed to 

Germany and that what happened to Gunther had nothing to do 

with you. All we know is that he’s dead. Rubicon—that’s what he 

told you? Strange.” 

“Strange? Why do you say that?” 

“Strange that a plot to assassinate someone in the United States, 

a plot planned in the Middle East, would take a name from Roman 

history.” 

“Strange or not, I know some people at Langley. I’ll try to 

find out whether the CIA has come across that name in anything 

they’ve intercepted.” He paused, thinking over what he had been 

told. “You say he also knew who was behind it, and that he seemed 

astonished?” 

“Yes, astonished, which itself is astonishing, given all the things 

Gunther had gone through.” 

“When are you going back to Berlin, Dieter?” 

“I have a flight this afternoon. I have a few other sources in the 

Middle East—none of them as good as Gunther—but I’ll see if 

they know anything.” 

Shoenfeld put his hand on Hart’s arm. 

“It was wise of you not to tell the police Gunther’s real name.” 

“I assumed he must have been using false identification. I told 

them that I didn’t know who he was; that we were just sharing a 

table.” 

“The German papers reported it as the murder of a Syrian 
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national traveling on business. We were able to keep your name out 

of it. It’s better this way. There would be too many questions.” 

Shoenfeld had been right when he said that Hart had grown 

used to people watching him. But now, as Hart got to his car, he 

looked first one way, then the other, as he opened the door. Then, 

as he started the engine, he looked for anything suspicious, any-

thing out of the ordinary, in the rearview mirror. He accused him-

self of paranoia and the next moment wondered whether, if he 

had been more careful, Gunther Kramer might still be alive. 

He was still thinking about Gunther Kramer and what he had 

told him when he walked into a meeting of the Senate Intelligence 

Committee that afternoon. 

The meeting had not yet started. Hart’s closest friend in the 

senate, Charles Thomas Ryan, the junior senator from Michigan, 

pulled him off to the side. Both in their mid-forties, they were 

by training and temperament intolerant of liars, pretenders, and 

fools; which meant that in Washington they had very few allies 

and, except for each other, no real friends. They did not belong 

to the same political party, which made it easier to tell the truth 

about some of the better-known people in the country. 

“There’s a rumor that Alworth wants you on the ticket, that 

he’s going to ask you to run for vice president.” Ryan ran his hand 

through a thick clump of reddish-brown hair as he tried to sup-

press a grin. “Some of the people who backed what’s his name’s 

wife said you’d be a great candidate, that you could help carry a 

number of important states, that . . . Well, you know—the usual 

lies.” 

Ryan’s grin became an impish, eager glow. It had become a kind 

of game between them, how quickly Ryan could make Hart swear, 

utter some passing mild obscenity at the latest double-dealing by 

their fellow politicians. But Hart only laughed. 
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“They’re probably saying that about everyone they know won’t 

be asked. People always feel more indebted to those they think 

tried to help them when they lost.” 

“There’s more to this rumor than that,” insisted Ryan. “Alworth 

has a short list and your name is on it.” 

“Whose name isn’t?” 

Hart had heard that his name was on the short list of can-

didates; that it was in fact the first name, the one that Prentice 

Alworth wanted. He was not interested, and he had said so to 

everyone who had asked, but that had done nothing to stop the 

speculation. 

Ryan checked his watch. “One thing you can always count on 

about the chairman—he’s never on time.” He glanced around 

the committee room. All the other members were there, forced 

to wait, as usual, for the hearing to start. “You wouldn’t take it, 

would you?” he asked, turning back to Hart. “If Alworth offered 

it, you’d say no?” 

“You know what I think about Alworth. But it’s not even a ques-

tion. If my name is on a list, it’s only because they want to keep 

everyone in suspense. There’s no reason to have me on the ticket. 

He doesn’t need me to carry California.” 

“Clinton didn’t pick Gore to help him carry Tennessee. Bush 

didn’t pick Cheney to carry Wyoming. Politics aren’t local any-

more, they’re national. You’re the senator who led the fight 

against private companies making money from the war. You 

could have had the nomination if  you’d wanted it. Alworth was 

a governor. He doesn’t have any experience in foreign policy; 

he needs someone from the Senate.” Ryan searched Hart’s eyes. 

“You know all this. You know he’s going to ask you. You’re just 

rehearsing the reasons you’re going to give him when you turn 

him down.” 
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“I couldn’t do it even if I wanted to. I’m in the middle of a 

reelection campaign. I can’t just drop that because I decide I want 

to be vice president instead.” 

Hart started to turn away, but he remembered something he 

wanted to tell Ryan, something important he thought he should 

know. 

“Charlie, listen, I heard from someone at the national commit-

tee that things in Michigan have tightened up. They tell me that 

your lead has been cut to a couple of points. Are you in trouble?” 

“Not yet, but I could be. Some of my more conservative friends 

have let me know they aren’t particularly happy with some of 

the things I’ve done.” A wry grin stretched across his mouth, but 

the look in his eyes was serious. “When I was a kid, tent revivals 

would come to town. Some wild-eyed preacher with sweat pour-

ing off his face would tell everyone that the Day of Judgment was 

just around the corner and that they better repent. It was like a 

sideshow at the carnival, one of those once-a-year diversions that 

make a few people feel better and leave everyone entertained. No 

one thought that what was said in one of those summertime meet-

ings—people talking in tongues, people screaming hysterically, 

full of fear and rapture—was the way you ought to run the coun-

try. But now everything seems to be at one extreme or the other. 

It’s what Yeats said: ‘The centre cannot hold.’” He looked at Hart, 

a sheepish grin on his face. “I can’t help it. Both my parents were 

English teachers.” 

It was also the reason, Hart believed, that whatever the polls 

might say, Ryan would almost certainly win: the way he always 

managed to work into a speech or a conversation a serious thought, 

quoted in the words of another, and with that boyish embarrass-

ment of his make it appear that he was more surprised than any-

one by what he had said. 
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The door at the side opened. Ryan laughed. 

“The chairman, and only twenty minutes late! Probably had to 

explain to members of the press how we won the Second World 

War. Only man in America who not only remembers the slogan 

‘Loose lips sink ships,’ but every time he repeats it, holds his fin-

gers to his lips to make sure everyone knows what it means.” 

Sitting at the witness table, directly in front of the commit-

tee, Raymond Caulfield, the deputy director of the CIA, listened 

without expression to an elaborate, and lengthy, introduction by 

the chairman who, as he liked to point out, had himself “served 

in some of the nation’s wars and knew the vital importance of 

intelligence.” 

Hunched over the table, the deputy director tightened his mouth 

into an expression of puzzled concentration. Caulfield was well 

into his sixties and looked even older than that. His gray eyes were 

tired, worn-out with effort, his voice a dim echo of past enthusi-

asms. Everything about him suggested fatigue. 

Caulfield read from a prepared report about the number of par-

ticular types of threats that had been uncovered during the preced-

ing three months, the steps that had been taken to combat them, 

and what, based on the CIA’s best estimates, the terrorists were 

likely to try next. It was all analytical, the world and its dangers 

reduced to mathematics: X number of electronic transmissions; 

Y number of telephone calls made from certain places overseas. 

It was like listening to an insurance agent recite mortality tables 

to determine how much your insurance would cost, without once 

mentioning that at some point you were certain to die. 

The questioning began in order of rank on the committee and 

followed the usual, predictable routine. For every question that 

demanded some thought on the part of the witness, at least a doz-

en others required nothing more than a cursory nod and a few 
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generalized phrases about the crucial importance of the issue the 

senator had just raised. There were questions asking for clarifica-

tion on a particular point, and questions that were not questions 

at all, but invitations to take credit for the important work that 

was being done. 

“Mr. Hart, do you have any questions for the deputy director?” 

Hart sat forward on the edge of his chair. 

“All of your testimony here today, and nearly all of your respons-

es to the questions you have been asked, have taken the form of a 

statistical analysis, an assessment of risk, based on, among other 

things, the volume of communications traffic. You have not told us 

anything about a single, definable threat and what might be done 

about it.” 

“I was attempting to give the committee an overview of what 

the electronic surveillance program, authorized by Congress, has 

allowed us to do.” 

“Has it allowed you to infiltrate a single terrorist organization?” 

“That is not what the program is designed to do; it is designed—” 

“To track electronic communications and try to establish a 

pattern,” said Hart. His eyes flashed with impatience. “In other 

words, the answer is no. It has not helped us get inside a single 

terrorist organization or network; it has not given us any specif-

ic intelligence concerning any specific plan to attack the United 

States or any of our interests abroad.” 

Caulfield was courteous and respectful. He had spent too many 

years testifying before congressional committees to let anything 

get under his skin. 

“No, Senator, but it gives us an important tool by which 

to determine the size, the scope, and the connecting links of 

the various cells that make up these networks,” he reported 

methodically. “And with respect to your question about specific 
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threats and what can be done to stop them, we receive infor-

mation about them every day, dozens, sometimes hundreds 

of  them, from various sources around the world, and we are 

continuously—” 

“How many of these sources are inside Syria or Iran?” asked 

Hart suddenly and with force. “Let me be even more specific: how 

many sources do you have inside the intelligence agencies of either 

country?” 

Caulfield moved his eyes in a steady arc from Hart to the 

chairman. 

“I am not at liberty—there is an executive order that specifical-

ly prohibits—to disclose operational details of the sort the ques-

tion asks.” 

Hart did not give the chairman the chance to agree. 

“Let me ask a different question. There is, is there not, a certain 

established relationship between the Syrian intelligence agency 

and the CIA?” 

“I’m not sure I know what—” 

“A number of prisoners—men the United States has held cap-

tive at Guantánamo, and other places—have been turned over to 

the Syrians for further interrogation. Rendition is the term usually 

applied to this arrangement. Presumably, you haven’t been doing 

this only to give the Syrians a chance to refine their own, peculiar 

methods of extracting information, but to give you intelligence 

that you did not think you could obtain from your own, more— 

what shall I say—‘civilized’ methods.” 

“What is your question, Senator?” asked the chairman, a polite 

warning in his voice. Hart ignored him. 

“We turn people over to the Syrians for further interrogation. Is 

this one of the sources—what you learn from Syrian intelligence— 

of the various specific threats that you were speaking of?” 
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“Again, Senator, I cannot divulge specific sources of intelli-

gence; I cannot—” 

“I’m not asking you to give us their names! I’m asking wheth-

er the Syrian intelligence agency—despite all the trouble we have 

with that government—is cooperating in our effort to discover 

terrorist threats before they materialize into another attack. Are 

you going to tell us that you cannot—or will not—answer that, 

either?” 

Caulfield began to repeat the reasons why he could not answer. 

The chairman cut him off. 

“The question seems fair enough. You aren’t being asked to 

name specific individuals. Just tell us what, if any, relationship 

the CIA has with Syrian intelligence. Anyone who reads the news-

papers, Mr. Caulfield, has read the stories about rendition. The 

question is a logical one to ask. I suggest you answer.” 

“As I say, Mr. Chairman, I cannot . . .” 

The chairman stared hard at him a moment and then, his eyes 

still fixed on the witness, told his “good friend, Senator Hart,” 

to resume his questioning. “And any question the witness chooses 

not to answer now, you can ask again when we bring him back 

under subpoena and put him under oath.” 

“Mr. Chairman,” protested Caulfield, “I’m under an executive 

order not to discuss certain matters; I don’t think that—” 

“Senator Hart, if you please.” 

The other members of the committee turned to see what Hart 

would ask next. For an instant he hesitated, worried that he might 

not get it right. The question had to be simple, straightforward, 

no chance that it might not be understood. 

“Mr. Caulfield, what I want to know is this: has anyone in Syr-

ian intelligence provided the agency with any information con-

cerning a plot to kill the president?” 
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Caulfield sat bolt upright. There was a look of stunned disbe-

lief on his face. 

“No,” he blurted out before he had time to think about it. “No, 

we’ve had no intelligence—from any source—about a thing like 

that.” 

“You’ve had no information, from any source?” asked Hart, 

pressing hard. “Nothing that would even suggest . . . ?” 

Caulfield had recovered from the initial shock. He began to 

consider the broader implications. He fell back into his favored 

pattern of ambiguity. 

“Senator, there are countless threats made all the time; rumors, 

most of them, about possible plans to kill Americans, both here and 

abroad. Obviously, that could conceivably include attacks against 

our political leaders, including even the president himself.” 

Hart shook his head in frustration. 

“We have a presidential election just a few months away, and 

the only answer you can give us about the threat we face is a bunch 

of bureaucratic gibberish that only wastes our time?” 

Caulfield started to protest. Hart stopped him in his tracks. 

“All of us have heard rumors that something is going on, that 

someone is planning an assassination before the election. What I 

want to know—what everyone on this committee wants to know— 

is what do you know about it and what are you planning to do to 

prevent it?” 

It did not matter that no one had heard this but Hart. Everyone 

now assumed that everyone else had heard the rumors; no one was 

about to admit that he was the only one who had not. Everyone 

leaned forward, eager to hear what Caulfield and the CIA knew, 

and what they were going to do. 

“Mr. Chairman, I believe this is a matter that you should dis-

cuss with the director.” 
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Hart jumped on it. 

“I’ll take that to mean that the agency does have some informa-

tion. Is it, then, in your estimation, more likely to be an attempt 

on the life of the president, or on the life of some other political 

leader?” 

“I really could not comment on that. All I can say is that, pre-

cisely for the reasons you point out—the near proximity of the 

election, the importance of protecting the integrity of the demo-

cratic process, the knowledge of what terrorist groups have talked 

about in the past—we’re doing all we can to make certain that 

nothing like this ever happens.” 

“And I assume that part of your effort to make certain that no 

one else is assassinated will be to go back to your sources—in 

places like Syria and other countries in the Middle East—and find 

out everything they might have heard. I assume, as part of that 

effort, that you will let those same sources know that if they hold 

anything back, if they don’t tell you everything they know, and 

something happens, they will be held as much accountable as the 

terrorists who actually do it?” 

Caulfield nodded emphatically and said that of course they would 

certainly make clear how important this kind of information was. 

Hart did not have any more questions. He listened inatten-

tively while a Republican member of the committee told the dep-

uty director something to the effect that “thanks to your efforts 

there hasn’t been another attack since 9/11,” and then stopped lis-

tening altogether. 

When the Intelligence Committee finally adjourned, Hart had 

to hurry to the Senate chamber for a vote. His administrative assis-

tant, David Allen, walked with him. Short and balding, with small 

hands and quick-moving eyes, Allen wanted to know how things 

had gone in committee. 
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“Not too bad,” replied Hart with a weary shrug. “At least every-

one now thinks there may be a threat. What do you have for me? 

I know the bill that’s up. I know how I’m going to vote. That isn’t 

why you were waiting.” 

“It’s Alworth. Jenkins called.” 

“Who’s Jenkins?” 

“Alworth’s campaign manager—the new ‘genius’ of American 

politics.” 

“And what does the genius want?” 

“To tell us that Alworth wants to see you.” 

Hart stopped walking. He glanced around to make sure no one 

was close enough to hear. 

“It’s about the vice presidency, isn’t it? There isn’t any way 

that—” 

“He said Alworth wanted to see you,” said Allen in a way that 

made it sound like the beginning of a joke. 

“And?” 

“And nothing. That’s all he said.” 

They had worked together so many years they could read whole 

paragraphs in a single, silent glance. 

“And because Alworth is as good as elected president, a word 

from his man Jenkins and we should all come running.” Hart 

enjoyed it, the thought of it, Allen sitting all cynical and rumpled 

in his small office, listening in openmouthed astonishment to the 

voice at the other end of the line. “How many times did you make 

him repeat it?” 

“Three. Then I asked why.” Allen mimicked a hollow, pomp-

ous voice. “‘The governor would like to discuss several matters of 

great importance.’” 

Hart began to walk briskly toward the door to the Senate cham-

ber, less than a hundred feet away. 
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“I suppose I have to,” he said with an air of resignation. The 

sergeant at arms opened the door but Hart stopped and looked 

at Allen with cheerful malice. “Unless you want to call the genius 

back and tell him I’m just too busy.” 

The Senate session dragged on for hours. There was no time for 

dinner. Hart gulped down a sandwich and a cup of coffee back 

in his office where he was in meetings until half past nine. It was 

nearly ten-thirty when he finally got home to the house in George-

town where, in his wife’s absence, he lived alone. There was a light 

on in the kitchen. Someone was waiting for him, and he knew who 

it was. 

“Have you been here long?” he asked as he opened the refrig-

erator and gathered up two bottles of beer. 

“Not long,” said Raymond Caulfield; “not long at all.” He 

gratefully accepted the bottle that was handed to him, took a 

drink and then, with a satisfied look, put it down on the table. 

“You were a little rough on me today,” he said in a quiet, pleasant 

voice. 
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R aymond Caulfield glanced around the 
kitchen with its gleaming appliances and polished tile floor. 

He liked the air of peaceful domesticity, a place where everything 

that happened was private. A lifelong bachelor, he often had, when 

he visited other homes, a sense of what he might have missed. He 

removed his eyeglasses and rubbed each lens with a handkerchief. 

Holding the cold bottle of beer, he stared down at the floor. 

“You made me look quite the fool, a faceless bureaucrat who 

won’t tell Congress one thing more than he absolutely has to. In 

short,” he continued, raising his eyes, “exactly what I am: a career 

civil servant about to be pensioned off.” 

Hart settled into a chair the other side of the ancient wooden 

table, something his wife had acquired in a small village some-

where in the south of France. It was curious how easily he had 

slipped into a public attitude of outraged hostility when Caulfield 

was a witness for the agency. He actually felt enormous respect, 

and even affection, for him. 
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“The last thing anyone would ever think to call you is a fool,” 

Hart remarked with a gentle, knowing glance. “As for being a 

‘faceless bureaucrat,’ that is a role you play to protect the ano-

nymity of one of the last great agents the agency has had. And . . . 

are they really forcing you out? Now, after what’s happened?” 

“A couple of weeks ago, the director told me that he had just 

realized—to his great surprise and disappointment, you under-

stand—that I was only half a year from retirement age, and that 

I was certainly going to be missed. The paperwork has already 

started.” 

“But why? Because you know too much? Because they’re 

afraid?” 

“Because I know too little. For more than a year now, I have been 

cut out of things, not invited to the most important meetings.” He 

took a drink. There was a wry look in his aging eyes. “Haven’t you 

noticed how often I’m sent to testify on Capitol Hill?” 

He glanced again around the kitchen, taking a kind of comfort 

in how neat it was, everything in its proper place. It suggested a 

certain precision, a settled routine, an absence of self-indulgence. 

It was not the only reason he liked Bobby Hart, but it was one of 

them. 

“They’ve tried to push me out since the beginning of the war, 

when I would not give them what they wanted. When the war was 

going well, that simply meant that I had not understood, that I 

had not been able to grasp the crucial importance of the intelli-

gence they claimed they had.” He paused, concentrating on what 

he was trying to explain. “Then, when it became obvious to every-

one that none of the weapons of mass destruction existed, when 

it became obvious that the sources on which they had placed such 

great reliance had either been fools or liars, they wanted to get rid 

of me even more. They were resentful, and perhaps worried, that 
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I knew what they had done and how badly they had misjudged 

things.” 

Caulfield twisted the bottle around, moving it first one way 

then another, watching that back-and-forth movement as if it were 

a newfound metaphor for the repeated stupidities of the world. 

“I told them at one point—early on, when the vice president 

and some of his people first started pressing the agency to make 

the case for war—that Chalabi was an exile, a man who wanted 

our help to go back to his country, and that everything an exile 

tells you is always at best an exaggeration.” 

He shook his head at the irony of what had happened. With a 

look that was dismissive, unforgiving, and almost cruel, he stared 

into the middle distance. 

“You read these descriptions of the vice president in the public 

press: the dark view he supposedly has of the world, the belief that 

it is all a ‘Hobbesian’ struggle for survival. You read about some 

of the people who work for him—brilliant, fearless intellectuals; 

the brave new apostles of an American empire. And yet, once you 

get to know them, the vice president and his people, you discover 

that they have not read a thing. Their ignorance is monumental. 

When I told them that business about not trusting exiles, I added 

that the thought was scarcely original with me: the principle had 

been set out as early as Machiavelli. They did not know this, and 

thought it supremely unimportant. As one of them put it: ‘This 

isn’t some graduate seminar.’” 

“It is in the Third Book of the Discourses, if I remember cor-

rectly,” said Hart. 

“Yes, precisely.” 

“I should remember; it was just last year you first suggested I 

read it. But let’s get back to the agency for a minute. They can’t 

force you out before you reach retirement age, and that does not 
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happen until after the election. No matter who wins the presiden-

cy, the director is going to be replaced. There is even a chance the 

next president might ask you.” 

“I’ve been there too long. They’ll want someone new. Besides, 

I’ve seen enough; I’m ready to go. What’s happened, some of the 

things we are doing . . . It isn’t what I signed up for.” Caulfield 

waved his hand in the air, a signal that he had already said enough. 

There were other, more important things, they had to talk about. 

“What happened?” asked Hart, focused and alert. “After you 

got back to Langley today, after you testified?” 

“I made a full report—a summary—of what was said. I empha-

sized that there was great concern inside the committee about 

another attack, a possible assassination.” 

Caulfield began to run the edge of his thumb around the lip of 

the dark brown bottle, a thoughtful expression on his mouth. He 

seemed to sink inside himself, like someone used to being alone, 

even, and perhaps especially, when he was around other people. 

“I said there was a particular concern that we use what sources 

we had in the Middle East—including especially Syrian intelli-

gence—to find out how real such a threat might be.” Caulfield’s 

thumb stopped moving; he looked directly across the table at 

Hart. “You know something; I knew it right away. What is it— 

some rumor you’ve heard, something you picked up from someone 

you know overseas? You were just in Germany, a sudden trip, and 

you were only there a couple of days.” 

“You know about that?” asked Hart. He was a little annoyed, 

and a little apprehensive. “Am I being watched?” 

With a grim laugh, Caulfield threw his eyes toward the ceiling. 

“Everybody is being watched, and listened to, and checked 

on, and kept track of. It’s 1984 and Brave New World rolled into 

one: all the fear and punishment for anyone who gets out of line 
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George Orwell described; all the mood-altering drugs and soft 

pornography Aldous Huxley said would be used to entertain and 

control the masses. Were you followed? No, not yet, at least that I 

know of. But the moment someone bought that ticket, your name 

showed up on someone’s computer; and each time you showed 

your passport . . .” 

“What about you?” asked Hart. “Are you being watched, and 

listened to, and checked on, and kept track of?” 

“Everything I do; everywhere I go. But I have learned to take 

precautions,” he remarked with a cryptic glance. He seemed to be 

amused by it, the irony that a spy might be spied upon; amused and 

at the same time almost embarrassed that things would come to 

this, watching over your shoulder for the same people you thought 

were on your side. “No one followed me here,” he added. “I’m cer-

tain of it. Now, tell me what you know so I can try to help.” 

“Does the name Gunther Kramer mean anything to you?” 

“I know the name very well. Why? He’s been dead for years.” 

“He’s only been dead for three days. I was with him when he 

died. He was murdered.” 

Caulfield was astonished. He bent forward, his eyes suddenly 

eager and intense. 

“You’re positive it was him? Our information was that he died 

in 1989, about the same time the Berlin Wall was coming down. 

You’re absolutely sure it was Gunther Kramer?” 

“The piano player.” 

“What?” 

“It’s what my father called him. It was Gunther Kramer all right; 

he understood right away what it meant. And there is no mistake, 

given some of the things he said, that he knew my father—knew 

him rather well, in fact. He worked for him, became a double agent. 

He wanted out of the East, and my father was going to help him.” 
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Caulfield nodded in agreement. “We would have, too; but events 

got ahead of us. No one expected the Soviet Union to collapse. 

No one had ever imagined that it would happen that quickly, with 

so little warning. All of a sudden East Germany did not exist. 

Everyone who had been part of the communist security apparatus 

changed their names and disappeared, tried to pass for someone 

else. Kramer must have realized that he could not go back to Ger-

many, that even if he could prove that he had been working for us, 

he would only be seen as a spy without honor, someone who sold 

his services to the highest bidder. But he was alive and living in 

Hamburg all these years?” 

“Not in Hamburg; he lived in Damascus.” 

Caulfield gave a sigh of something more than approval, of 

appreciation for the talent, the guile, the courage and sheer dar-

ing with which Gunther Kramer had pulled it off, managed to 

make the world believe he was dead, while he lived on, safe in the 

last place on earth anyone would ever have thought to look for 

him. 

“But you met him in Hamburg. He came there from Damascus 

to see you?” 

“And it cost him his life.” 

“He could have passed on whatever he had to someone in 

Damascus, but he chose to tell you. Why? Because of your father, I 

imagine. He must have thought he could trust you.” 

“He thought he had to warn me.” 

“Warn you?” 

“He believed that someone was going to be assassinated. I think 

he thought there was a chance it might be me.” 

Caulfield pursed his lips, balancing the probabilities, trying to 

decide whether, from the point of view of what a terrorist might 

hope to achieve, the murder of a senator made sense. 
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“If he thought that, he would have been right for two reasons. 

You’re a rising star, someone who might one day be president. If 

you were to be assassinated it takes away part of the country’s 

future.” 

“And the other reason?” asked Hart as he got up from the table 

and put his empty beer bottle in the garbage beneath the sink. 

“You don’t get Secret Service protection. Killing you is as easy 

as shooting a stranger on the street.” 

Hart looked out the window at the moonlit night, wondering 

at what Caulfield had just said: how easy it would be, if someone 

wanted to kill him. 

“Not in a presidential year,” he remarked, surprised at the assur-

ance with which he heard himself say it. He turned around and 

caught the skepticism in Caulfield’s eyes. “If they want to disrupt 

the election, show the world that democracy isn’t safe even in the 

United States, they’ll try to kill the president. Think what would 

happen: the vice president becomes president, but only for the few 

months left in the term. The election is thrown into utter chaos, 

each party blaming the other for what has happened. If we’re full 

of fear and anger now, imagine what that would do!” 

“What else did Gunther Kramer tell you? He must have had 

some basis for what he told you, specific information about a 

planned assassination.” 

Hart came back to the table, sat down, and studied his hands. 

“It was very strange. He said that everyone he talked to, all his 

sources, seemed sure that something was going to happen, that 

something had been set in motion, but no one seemed to know 

anything about who was involved or where the order was coming 

from.” 

Caulfield stroked his chin, a look of grave concern on his face. 

“Our worst nightmare: a sleeper cell, waiting to carry out a 
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mission given years in advance. It is the perfect cover: it can’t be 

traced back to anyone. What else did he say?” 

“The last thing he told me before he died. The code name for 

this is Rubicon. Can you find out if anything like that has been 

picked up in any of the electronic surveillance the agency has been 

doing? And again, the Syrians—they must know something. If 

Kramer learned about it, then . . .” 

“I’ll see what I can find out. I have to be careful; I’m not sup-

posed to be doing much of anything these days except sitting in 

my office filling out forms.” 

Hart looked at Raymond Caulfield, nearing the end of his long 

years of service, ignored and almost forgotten, and wondered 

whether, had his father lived, the same thing would have happened 

to him. Theirs was the generation that had fought the great war 

and then watched, as they grew older, how another generation 

let others do their fighting for them and forgot how to keep the 

peace. 

“How well did you know Gunther Kramer, back then?” 

A wistful look, a remembrance of better times, made a brief, 

passing appearance in the older man’s dark-circled eyes. 

“I thought I knew everything about him, though I never actually 

met him. He was something of a legend, a man of unusual culture 

and intelligence. That was rare among East German agents. Your 

father came to admire him, as only your father could.” 

“I don’t quite understand: ‘as only my father could.’” 

“Max was a very wise, well-educated man. He had read every-

thing on the Russian Revolution; everything of Marx and Engels, 

and Lenin, too. He studied all the time, and, in addition, had a 

facility with languages that the rest of us could only envy.” 

A thin, distant smile, full of the knowledge of the past, slipped 
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almost unnoticed across his lips. He spoke now in a different voice, 

richer and more secure. 

“He understood what it must have been like for someone like 

Gunther Kramer—brilliant, gifted—to grow up in a regime that 

brutal and corrupt. Max thought that in an odd way it must have 

made him even more deeply intelligent than he might otherwise 

have become—the constant need to watch every word, tailor 

every action, so that it seemed to be in conformity with what was 

expected and demanded of a good member of the party. Think of 

living your life knowing that a single misspoken word could land 

you in the gulag or in front of a firing squad.” 

Caulfield rose from the table. He had the slightly distracted air 

of a man with much on his mind. 

“You won’t . . . ?” Hart started to ask. Immediately, he shook 

his head in apology. 

“Tell anyone at the agency?” replied Caulfield, not the least bit 

wounded. “Of course not. There are only four or five people there 

I still trust; all of them, like me, about to be retired. None of them 

are in a position to help, and besides, I would not want to put 

them at risk.” 

“At risk?” 

“The agency frowns on the sort of back-channel communi-

cation you and I have had for the last several years. Technically, 

despite your position on the committee, I could be charged with 

divulging classified information. The director, and those to whom 

he reports, only allow themselves to do that. If I were ever caught, 

the least they would do to me is to take away my pension. It’s 

worth it,” he added before Hart could say anything. “There are 

still some of us left that think the country can be saved from what 

these people have done to it.” 
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“Kramer told me something else,” said Hart as Caulfield got 

ready to leave. 

Caulfield detected the hesitation, the note of caution, in Hart’s 

voice. 

“About this assassination plot—or about your father?” 

Hart gave him a sharp, searching look. 

“Why would you think it was something about . . . ? What is it 

you know?” 

“What did he tell you?” asked Caulfield with a steady, even glance. 

Somewhere in the distance a dog barked in the night. Another 

dog, farther on, answered back. 

“That my father was murdered; that he did not die of a heart 

attack, the way it was reported.” 

“I never wanted to believe that,” said Caulfield after a long, 

anguished silence. “I never wanted to, and yet, deep down, I sup-

pose I always—” 

“Kramer said he was murdered because of something he had 

learned, something he was on the point of proving. Is that pos-

sible? Could that have happened?” 

“I don’t know that, I don’t know what he might have learned.” 

“Kramer said he found out that there was an organized effort to 

doctor the intelligence, to establish sources that reported whatever 

these people wanted to hear. They wanted a way to cast doubt on 

anything that suggested that there wasn’t a threat.” 

“Max had very good sources—probably the best we had. There 

were high officials in the Iraqi government who would not talk to 

anyone else. It must have been frustrating for him,” mused Caul-

field, “when everything he found out was being discredited by 

sources he either did not trust or did not know anything about. If 

he discovered that this was being done on purpose, nothing would 

have stopped him from getting to the bottom of it.” 
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Hart peered straight into his eyes. 

“Kramer said that my father found out that there was a group 

that had its own operatives, both here and abroad. Some of them 

were former agents who had been let go as unreliable or politi-

cally motivated. Is that possible? Could there have been—could 

there still be—an organization like that? Could they have killed 

my father?” 

“The government is full of people who helped privatize a war; 

who set up phony companies that made fortunes providing pri-

vate security forces to do things that did not have to be reported. 

The agency is full of people who believe that nothing is beyond 

the pale, that any means are permissible if they give you what you 

think you need. So, is it possible? Yes, without any question. Did it 

happen? I don’t know, but it wouldn’t surprise me if it had.” 

“Setting up different sources, manufacturing intelligence, kill-

ing my father when he found out—that isn’t something a few dis-

affected agents could have done. Someone had to be in charge, 

someone had to be giving direction.” 

Caulfield gave him a long, searching look. “Someone out-

side the agency,” he said finally, “someone with serious political 

power, someone who could pull together all the different strings, 

someone—” 

“Someone like the vice president?” 

“I told you that he and the people around him hadn’t read 

Machiavelli. That doesn’t mean that they weren’t fully capable of 

being Machiavellian. I’ve seen the way they operate, the threats, 

the intimidation, the willingness to lie to anyone. There isn’t any-

thing they wouldn’t do.” 

“Including murder?” 

“If what Gunther Kramer told you is true, your father was a 

threat to everything they wanted. Would they have murdered him? 
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Without a second thought. But, listen to me, Bobby. Don’t try to 

find out anything; don’t ask questions. They’re too dangerous; 

they have people everywhere.” 

He shook hands and promised to find out what he could. Hart 

turned out the kitchen lights, and under cover of darkness Ray-

mond Caulfield disappeared. 

It was nearly eleven, eight o’clock on the West Coast. Upstairs 

in the bedroom he had not shared with her in months, Bobby 

Hart sat on the edge of the bed and tried to call his wife. It rang 

and rang until, calling anyone else, he would have hung up; but 

this was Helen, and he let it ring some more, though he knew she 

would not answer, were he to let it ring all night. He wanted her 

to know it was he who was calling and that he was there, on the 

other end of the line, and that he was thinking of nothing else but 

her. Finally, he hung up and for a long time stared out the window 

as the trees outside rustled gently, very gently, in the wind. 



5 

T he hallway of  the  Willard Hotel  wa s  
jammed. People were coming and going, everyone in a hur-

ry, all of them part of a presidential campaign in which changes 

were still being made. A pair of Secret Service agents stood out-

side Prentice Alworth’s suite. One of them checked Hart’s iden-

tification while the other spoke into a tiny microphone he wore 

strapped to his wrist. A few moments later, the door opened and 

Bobby Hart was invited inside. 

“It will be just a few minutes, Senator,” said a thin young man 

in a dark suit. “The governor is just finishing up a call.” 

Two bookish-looking young men stood together at a window 

going over what appeared to be the text of a speech. Sitting, or 

rather slumped in the corner of a sofa, an older man with a shock 

of unruly gray hair was picking at his teeth while he digested an 

endless series of polling numbers. 

“And to think that all this time I thought you just invented the 

number you needed.” 
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Startled, Henry Glazer looked up. Embarrassed, he jumped to 

his feet. 

“I’m sorry, Senator, I didn’t know you were here. How are you?” 

he asked as they shook hands. It took only a moment before he 

caught the mood. “Yeah, well, these numbers—I couldn’t make 

these up.” He gave Hart a conspiratorial grin. “You could run a 

convicted felon and win this one. Doesn’t matter who he is, almost 

doesn’t matter what he believes—the only thing that matters is 

that he isn’t a Republican.” 

Henry Glazer was a pollster always in demand. Inside Washing-

ton, he was as famous for his irreverence as for the accuracy of his 

surveys of public opinion. 

“Which means,” he continued with a jaded sparkle in his eyes, 

“that it’s the kind of race that only a Democrat could lose.” Sud-

denly, he looked at Hart with a puzzled expression. “They’re mak-

ing you wait? A year ago this guy couldn’t get in to see the mayor 

of Cleveland, and now they’re . . . ?” He started to turn toward 

the door to the private room where Prentice Alworth was huddled 

with his advisors. Hart stopped him. 

“I don’t mind waiting. It gives me a chance to talk to someone 

who knows something. What’s the latest on the Senate races?” 

“Barring any major new developments, Democrats should pick 

up four or five. Might even pick up more than that, with a little 

luck.” 

“Major new developments,” repeated Hart slowly. “What would 

happen if something major did happen, something serious?” 

“You mean . . . ?” 

“Another attack. Maybe not like 9/11, but something.” 

Henry Glazer shuffled his feet and stared down at the floor. 

All the irreverence was gone. He had had two friends, two close 

friends, killed in New York. 
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“It would depend on exactly what happened next,” he said, 

raising his eyes just far enough to meet Hart’s gaze. “And it would 

depend on the reaction.” 

“The reaction?” 

Henry Glazer squared his shoulders. The off-the-rack suit he 

wore was a size too large. The coat sagged in the middle and, 

when he was not smiling, gave him the look of a salesman, tired 

and depressed by his travels. 

“You remember 9/11—the look on the president’s face: the 

deer-in-the-headlights look? Remember Giuliani: the way he took 

charge? Imagine they were candidates for the same office. It’s not 

too tough to figure out which of them most people would have 

wanted to vote for. Character counts. The problem is that you 

can’t always know who has it until it’s too late.” 

Glazer had been around Washington long enough to know that 

politicians seldom asked a question without a reason. 

“You’re on the Intelligence Committee. Is there something I 

should know?” 

“No,” said Hart, shaking his head. “But two years ago there 

was a lot of talk about how terrorists might try to disrupt the con-

gressional elections. I just wondered what might happen if they 

really made the attempt.” 

Hart checked his watch. 

“Fifteen minutes,” said Glazer, who kept track of both time and 

numbers in his head. 

The door opened and one of the governor’s senior assistants 

greeted Hart with a broad smile and an outstretched hand and 

took him inside. Prentice Alworth, standing next to a desk, invited 

Hart to take a chair. 

“It’s good to see you, Senator,” he began with what seemed to 

Hart a kind of nervous reluctance. 
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In his early fifties, Alworth was handsome in the rough sort 

of way that goes with the kind of self-assurance easily mistaken 

for leadership, but there was something missing in his eyes. Hart 

had noticed the same thing in other politicians: a dead look, an 

absence of expression, as if they had been so focused on their own 

ambition, it was all they could see anymore. 

“Let me come right to the point,” said Alworth. He flashed a 

smile that, seen from a distance, would have enveloped you with 

warmth, but seen close-up, seemed not just artificial but awkward 

and strangely mistimed. “I would like you to be my running mate. 

I’d like you to run for vice president. I think we would make an 

unbeatable ticket.” 

Hart’s mind ran immediately to Henry Glazer and his polling 

numbers. Was that what Alworth and his people had been discuss-

ing while they made him wait outside? Hart sat quietly, waiting, as 

Alworth pressed his case. 

“Look, I know I wasn’t your first choice for the nomination. I 

may not have been anyone’s first choice,” he added with a shrewd, 

calculating glance. “And I know there are a great many people, 

and not just in our own party, who wish you were the nominee. I 

understand that. I also understand that you’re in a reelection cam-

paign in California and—” 

“I can’t do it, Governor.” 

Alworth had expected this, or something like it, to be Hart’s 

first response. It was smart, the opening move in a delicate negoti-

ation. He had been told that Hart was always just a little bit ahead 

of everyone else. 

“I don’t have to remind you, Senator, that this is an important 

election, perhaps the most important you or I will ever see,” he 

continued with all the worried sincerity he could muster. “We have 

to take the country back, save it from what has been happening to 



R U B I C O N  49 

it for the last eight years. We have to win this election, Bobby, we 

have to. And no one can help do that as much as you can.” 

Hart stared at Alworth, wondering if the governor ever meant 

anything he said, whether he ever thought about anything except 

the effect he wanted to achieve, what he wanted others to believe 

about what he thought and what he felt. 

“You don’t need me to carry California, so there really isn’t any 

reason—” 

“I need you to carry places like Missouri and Ohio, even some 

places in the South. There’s an enormous respect for you out there 

in the country. All the polling we’ve done—” 

“If I were on the ticket, you’d have to spend half your time try-

ing to explain away the differences between us. I have six years in 

the Senate, four more in the House—thousands of votes, not all of 

which I remember, and not all of which you could support.” 

Prentice Alworth gave him the look of encouragement with 

which he had persuaded countless others that they could do any-

thing they dreamed of doing, once he had the power to give them 

the help they needed. 

“We’ve been through your record. There isn’t anything that 

would cause problems.” 

“There is some pending legislation that might,” said Hart, 

intrigued by the way Alworth could look right at him as if he 

were looking at someone filling up an empty space. “One bill in 

particular.” 

Alworth gave him a different look, that of growing confidence, 

the certainty that there were no major difficulties, nothing that 

could not be handled. It reminded Hart that he was dealing with a 

man whose mind worked in narrow channels. 

“That bill isn’t going anywhere, and the session is almost over. 

It was just a gesture, a symbolic act,” said Alworth, starting to 
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talk the way he would when he had to explain it to the press. “A 

way to show that neither the administration nor the Republicans 

in Congress were really willing to do everything necessary to win 

the war.” 

“I’m afraid it’s more than a gesture, Governor. I happen to 

believe we ought to have the draft.” He could not resist using the 

line with which he had talked to the press about the bill that near-

ly everyone had opposed. “It’s never been clear to me why only 

the children of the poor should have the chance to serve their 

country.” 

Alworth nodded in agreement, the way he always did when he 

was forced to listen to what someone else had to say. 

“It won’t be a problem,” he insisted. “It’s legislation you intro-

duced to make a point, and, the point having been made, you see 

no reason, at the present time, to continue with it.” 

“That legislation is a matter of principle with me. I happen to 

believe in the importance of shared sacrifice.” 

“We all do, Bobby; but you have to look at the broader per-

spective. Your principles won’t mean anything—and neither will 

mine—if we don’t win this election, if another Republican is 

allowed to keep control of the executive branch of government. 

Surely you can see that.” 

Hart felt like Hamlet, listening to Polonius recite the rules of 

success followed by fools; a lesson in practical wisdom from a man 

who could not see anything beyond the end of his nose. 

“There are a number of reasons I can’t agree to do what you 

ask. I’m in the middle of a Senate campaign. With so little time 

left, if the party had to name another candidate it might mean—” 

Alworth shrugged aside the objection. “This isn’t a year for 

conservatives, especially in California. Don’t worry. A Democrat 

will hold that seat.” 
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“Yes, and it’s going to be me. I appreciate the offer. I’m quite 

honored, but I’m not ready to run for national office.” 

Prentice Alworth lowered his eyes. His manner became stiff, 

awkward, and hesitant. 

“I know about the difficulties you have with your wife. I can 

certainly understand why you might want to protect her from all 

the attention that comes with this kind of campaign.” 

Hart’s eyes turned cold and full of warning. 

“And what exactly is it that you think you know about my 

wife?” 

“It’s none of my business, but it isn’t any secret that your wife, 

Helen, has certain . . . problems, that she—” 

“Is mentally ill. Is that what you’re trying to say? Why not just 

say it, then?” 

“I didn’t mean—I’m not trying to—” Alworth stammered. 

Suddenly, Hart felt sorry for him. Alworth was in an impossible 

situation and it was not his fault. With a slight, sympathetic smile 

Hart let him know that he did not blame him for anything. And 

then he lied. 

“She sometimes struggles with depression. It’s better when she 

doesn’t have to deal with a lot of other people. No one bothers her 

now, while I’m in the Senate, but what you’re asking . . . The press, 

the media, would never leave her alone.” 

“Tell everyone what the problem is,” Alworth advised. “Explain 

why she won’t be out campaigning. That will be the end of it.” 

The way he said it, suggesting that this was just another politi-

cal problem that the governor’s people had worked out, that ill-

ness and the tragedy of other people’s lives were all manageable 

parts of the process, removed any doubt Hart might still have had 

about his decision. 

“It doesn’t matter what some focus group said about this, 
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I’m not going to do it. I’m not going to run for vice president. I 

can’t.” 

Prentice Alworth seemed genuinely disappointed. He under-

stood that it was over, that Bobby Hart was not going to change his 

mind. He shook his hand, told him how much he looked forward 

to working with him after the election, and then started thinking 

about who he was going to ask next. 

When Hart got back to his Senate office, he told David Allen 

what had happened. Allen ran his hand over his balding head. 

“He obviously isn’t afraid to have someone on the ticket that 

might have a following of his own. That makes him better than I 

thought.” 

“Not better, just more ambitious. He’ll say anything to get 

elected. He would have promised me anything, if I’d been willing 

to run.” 

“He wasn’t willing to support a draft.” 

“He thinks it would cost him votes, but anything having to do 

with power, with the authority the vice president would have in his 

administration . . . Of course, after the election, after I had served 

my purpose, he’d forget what he’s promised me even faster than 

all the things he promised the voters. But now that I’ve turned him 

down, who do you think he’ll pick?” 

“Someone else from the Senate,” said Allen with quiet cer-

tainty. “Someone who can bring some knowledge of foreign pol-

icy to the ticket. It’ll be someone from the Committee on Foreign 

Relations.” 

“You’re probably right,” said Hart with indifference. “I’ve got a 

plane to catch and I haven’t even packed. Is everything set in Cali-

fornia?” he asked as he started to gather up the papers he wanted 

to take with him. 

“Stone will pick you up at the airport,” he said, referring to Jef-
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frey Stone, the campaign manager. “He wants to talk to you before 

tomorrow’s events.” 

“Tell him I’ll meet him for breakfast in the morning. I’m going 

home. I have to see Helen tonight.” 

Hart made his way through traffic, angry with himself  that 

he had not thought to pack the night before and bring his bag 

with him to the office. He could have left from there, gone 

directly to the airport, instead of  going to Georgetown first. 

Everything was jumbled up, one thing piled on top of  the other, 

no time to think about what he should do next. The word Rubi-

con kept echoing in his head and he still had no idea what it 

meant. He wanted to tell someone what had happened, how he 

had been shot and Gunther Kramer had been killed, but unless 

Raymond Caulfield found something at the CIA, who would 

believe him? 

Charlie Ryan was sitting on the front steps, waiting for him to 

arrive. 

“Shouldn’t you be in Michigan, campaigning?” asked Hart as 

he opened the door. 

“Allen told me you were on your way here,” Ryan explained as 

he dusted himself off. “And as for campaigning, I’m not sure it 

would do any good.” 

“Sit down,” said Hart, glad to see him. “What can I get you?” 

Ryan dropped, spread-eagle, into a wing chair, next to the 

shelves that held the art books Helen had collected. 

“Nothing, thanks anyway. I know you have to get to the airport. 

Go ahead and pack.” He opened the louvered shutters just a crack 

and peered outside. “You ever think you’re being followed?” 

Hart sat on the edge of the sofa. 

“Why? Do you think someone . . . ?” 

Ryan frowned, let the shutter snap shut and shook his head. 
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“It’s probably all the things we hear in committee; makes you 

think half the people you see on the street are about to blow you 

up. But, still, lately—it’s just a feeling . . . That isn’t the reason I 

wanted to catch you before you left. Have you heard anything? I 

need to know if I’m in trouble. There must be some polling on 

your side.” 

Hart knew Ryan too well to believe that he was only worried 

about the polling results of the other party. Ryan had polls of his 

own, to say nothing of all the other, public, surveys that were done 

by the newspapers and the networks. 

“So far as I know, no different than what you told me the last 

time we talked about it. You’re running ahead of a popular attor-

ney general who has a fair amount of money, but she’s still three 

points behind and—” 

“Which means it’s within the margin of error, which means it’s 

competitive,” Ryan interjected. He seemed puzzled. “Our polls 

aren’t much different, which means none of it makes sense.” 

“What doesn’t make sense?” 

“I thought there was a chance that our polls were just flat-out 

wrong, that someone else had something showing that I was get-

ting beat and getting beat badly.” 

“Why would you think that?” 

Ryan’s eyes were moving everywhere at once, searching for a 

reason that would explain the inexplicable. 

“The money has dried up. I’m in maybe the most competitive 

race in the country and suddenly the money stops coming.” 

“That’s crazy.” 

“That’s what I told the White House three days ago. I’ve spent 

a lot—I’ve had to—but the national committee always comes 

through with more. But this time, with everything on the line, with 

my seat maybe the difference, they tell me that they’ve already giv-
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en me what they budgeted, but that maybe, in October . . . So I 

went to the White House and all they did was say they would see 

what they could do.” 

“What makes you think they won’t do something?” 

Ryan looked right at him, his gaze narrow and intense. 

“It was the attitude. It was like they didn’t care what happened, 

that it didn’t really matter whether I held the seat or not.” 

There was an easy explanation, but as Hart understood, Ryan 

had too much at stake to see it. 

“They probably don’t care, Charlie. They’re on their way out. 

A few more months and another president will be elected and 

another administration takes office.” 

“No, something else is going on,” said Ryan, shaking his head 

emphatically. “Retribution, their chance to get even for all the 

times I refused to go along, all the trouble I gave them on things 

they thought important. I started checking, following the mon-

ey, where it was going and where it was not. The money is there, 

they’re just not giving it to anyone like me.” 

It did not make any sense. Ryan was reading too much into it. 

“Even if the president and his people felt like that, the rest 

of the party couldn’t possibly want to lose a Senate seat to a 

Democrat.” 

“Trust me, Bobby—whatever you think you know—the White 

House still has control. That line about ‘you’re either with us or 

against us’ did not just apply to people overseas. I was the first 

Republican member of the Senate to raise serious questions about 

the war. The vice president hates me for that. He thinks that if 

I hadn’t said anything, everyone else would have stayed in line. 

He sits in those meetings with all the other principal advisers and 

never says a word; then he meets privately with the president and 

decides everything.” 
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“Even if he hates you, it’s hard to believe that he would think a 

Democrat would be an improvement.” 

Ryan bent forward. His eyes were cold and immediate. 

“As long as he holds power, as long as the president is in office, 

he doesn’t care what Congress does. When it comes to the war, no 

one can stop him.” 



6 

W hen she  wa  s  younger,  when  she  and  
Bobby first started going out, women would stop her 

on the street and tell her that she looked just like a movie star. 

Bobby used to tease her about it, gently, as a way of letting her 

know why it happened, why everyone thought that she was much 

too good-looking to be anything but famous. What he had not 

understood was that she hated having strangers stare at her, and 

that the reason she gripped his hand so hard when they walked 

into a restaurant or some other public well-lit place was a trem-

bling self-consciousness and a mortal fear that she might do some-

thing wrong. She clung to Bobby, not just because she had fallen 

in love with him, but because he made her feel safe. What she did 

not understand, what she was then too young to realize, was that 

Bobby took his own confidence so much for granted that he 

assumed that all she suffered from was a little youthful shyness. 

It was strange that she was so quiet and withdrawn around 

other people; when it was just the two of them she was not like 
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that at all. He remembered that now, as he drove up the winding 

road through Montecito, close to Santa Barbara: the way she used 

to run to him barefooted when he came home at night; the way 

her fine, fragile voice, full of bright lights and laughter, made him 

forget everything that had happened that day. He wanted to hear 

that voice again; he wanted to see the shining eagerness in her eyes 

and the easy way she moved; he wanted back again all the things 

he had loved and in his blissful ignorance thought he could never 

lose. 

He turned in at the gate. The gardener must have come. The 

long tangled pile of bougainvillea that had worked its way around 

the hinges, making it difficult to open, had finally been trimmed 

back. He left the engine running and started fumbling for his key, 

but the gate had been left unlocked and all he had to do was push 

it forward. He looked around, remembering how happy and ex-

cited they were the day they found it, the house they had dreamed 

of, with the long view of the Pacific and the lights of Santa Barba-

ra far below, and the rustling brittle leaves of the eucalyptus trees 

just outside the bedroom windows. It was one of those Spanish 

haciendas, all white stucco and tile, set far back from the road, 

surrounded by tall thick hedges and vine-covered fences to keep 

out the prying eyes of the world. 

The house was dark. He started to open the front door, but then 

he hesitated, wondering if she had heard the car. 

“Helen, it’s me,” he said as he stepped inside. 

“Hello, Bobby.” 

Startled, he looked up to find her standing in the living room 

just a few feet away. She was holding her cat. 

“Look,” she said, stroking the cat’s shoulder. “Bobby has come 

to see us.” There was a distant, lost look in her large oval eyes that 
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read like an accusation, a silent protest against abandonment and 

betrayal. “We weren’t sure he would, were we?” she whispered to 

the cat as she knelt down and let it go. 

He started toward her. 

“Helen, I—” 

“Want something to eat? I remember how to cook.” She turned 

away from him and, without another word, walked to the kitchen. 

He put down his bag and followed her. 

“I could make you eggs; I could . . .” She looked at him with 

the saddest eyes he had ever seen. “Oh, God, Bobby . . . why?” 

she cried in a voice from which all the light, and all the laughter, 

had disappeared. He took her in his arms and told her that things 

would be all right. She pressed her tearstained face against his 

chest. “Please don’t go; please don’t leave.” 

“I’ll never leave you,” he promised, the way he always did. “I’ll 

never go.” 

With a brave smile, she told him that she knew he meant it. 

“Not forever, or anything like that, but now, and for a long 

time, you have.” 

And it was there again, that haunted, desperate look, that was 

like a knife through his heart. 

“I know I promised that I wouldn’t,” he began, the words prac-

ticed more than once on the long drive from the airport. “I know 

I promised when I ran the first time, but things have changed, and 

there are things I need to do, things . . .” 

“I know,” she said, with a wild, helpless look. She was barefoot, 

wearing only a white silk nightshirt. Her hair was pulled up in 

back, the way she often wore it, exposing the long slender neck 

that was like a white pedestal for her lovely, perfect face. “You said 

you wouldn’t run again, you said that we could come home again. 
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That was the only thing that kept me going, kept me sane—the 

thought that there would be an end to it, that each day there was 

one day less to wait until we could be here again.” 

She took him by the hand and led him to the sitting room 

behind the kitchen, the room where they used to spend their eve-

nings. She sat in the chair she sat in every night; and he sat next to 

her, waiting. 

“I know you had to,” she said after a long silence. She looked 

at him with a judgment so acute as to seem almost clairvoyant. “I 

know there are things you have to do. What I’m trying to tell you 

is that I know that, and that I hope you can forgive me. I must be 

such a disappointment to you.” She stared out the window, think-

ing about all the problems she thought she had caused him. 

“I tried—you know I tried—but I couldn’t, I couldn’t hide 

behind a vacant smile, say all the strange, empty things everyone 

expects you to say.” She turned her head and gave him a tender, 

wistful glance. “Do people really believe it when other people say 

things like that?” 

She looked back, through the glass, out to the vast moonlit 

ocean, wanting to take back everything that had changed. 

“Our life was good, when you just belonged to me, and I did 

not have to share you with everyone who sees you on television. 

But I’m okay, Bobby; I’m not unhappy, living here, alone. I know 

you think of me; I know you call,” she said, her voice growing 

faint as if she had made her peace with loneliness and there was 

now nothing more to say. 

“Come back with me; live in the house in Georgetown when I 

have to be in Washington; live here—with me—whenever we can 

get away.” 

“Every day I tell myself that’s what I’ll do tomorrow; and then 

tomorrow comes, and I’m still here.” She saw the sadness in his 
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eyes and felt the sadness in her own. “What are you going to do, 

when are you going to come home? When are you going to remem-

ber that I’m the only home you’ll ever have? Do you want to save 

the world, Bobby Hart, or do you want to save me?” 

Bobby was not sure he could do either, but he knew he had to 

try. He had to do whatever he could to help her, whatever the cost 

might be to his own ambitions. 

“Remember Florence—what a good time we had there?” He 

wrapped both hands around his knee and leaned back, as if they 

had all the time in the world and he was just reminiscing. “Remem-

ber how much you liked it, and how we promised we would go 

back and see some more of Italy?” 

A vague smile floated across her lips as she remembered and, 

remembering, felt better. 

“The hotel with the view across the rooftops to the Duomo, and 

the drunk laughter in the street that woke us up every night; and 

the long walks along the Arno and all the old churches we went 

inside, and all the crooked streets and how often we got lost . . .” 

“I thought we could go back—in November, after the elec-

tion—rent a villa in Fiesole. You liked it there, remember? In the 

hills outside Florence, with none of the congestion and the noise. 

No one else but us; no one who even knows my name. You’d like 

that, wouldn’t you—if we went back? We could go other places, 

too,” he went on, warming to the subject. “Rome, or, if you would 

rather, somewhere in the south of France.” 

At first she seemed to like it, something to look forward to, 

something that might finally fill the days and nights with hope; 

but then, with the strange clarity with which she could sometimes 

read the future, her smile faded into nothingness and she told him 

that perhaps they ought to talk about it later. 

“Do you have to go so soon?” she asked, as she stood up and 
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took him by the hand. “Or can you stay until morning?” He start-

ed to explain, but she looked down at him and put her finger on 

his lips. “I know you have things you have to do, and I know I 

should be there with you. I’ll try, Bobby; I promise I’ll try. But stay 

tonight, and come back soon, and we’ll talk some more and I’ll 

work at being stronger and less afraid. When you’re here, I’m not 

afraid of anything.” 

He left in the morning, while she was still asleep; but before he 

did, he wrote a note telling her that he loved her and that he would 

be back again that night. 

Jeffrey Stone  was waiting for him at quarter to seven in the 

back booth of a motel restaurant on the beach in Santa Barbara. 

He had run Hart’s first campaign for the Senate, knew Califor-

nia and its politics as well as anyone else in the business, and had 

almost never lost a statewide contest. Hart was not sure he liked 

him and was not sure he ever would. Stone was too full of calcu-

lation, juggling numbers the way a gambler bets on races, always 

looking for a change in trends, the first signs of slippage or the first 

evidence of an advance. It was all mathematics, politics devoid of 

meaning except the statistics it produced. Hart slid into the booth 

and tried to seem glad to see him. 

Stone pushed aside a cheap lined notebook in which he had jot-

ted some notes. He took a taste of the coffee that had gone cold 

and signaled to the waitress to bring him another cup. 

“You said six-thirty.” 

“I’m late. You going to fire me?” 

“If you worked for me I would. I guess I should be grateful. At 

least this time you made it.” 

“You mean the one weekend I didn’t get out here,” replied 
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Hart. He smiled at the waitress while she poured him a cup of 

coffee. “Something came up. And before you start in about it,” he 

continued, the smile on his mouth now a challenge, “there may be 

other things that come up as well. Schedule me any way you want, 

between now and the election, but from now on do it with the idea 

that it is always subject to change.” 

Stone studied Hart with clinical indifference. 

“Run, don’t run; show up, don’t show up; win, lose—I don’t 

care. But you might want to make up your mind just what the hell 

you want to do. I know it’s California, I know you have a sixteen-

point lead—I also know,” he said, bending forward on his elbows, 

“that leads like that have been lost before.” 

Stone was ten years older and looked it, in a coat a size too big 

and a shirt a size too small, a tie that was not tied and socks that 

even on a good day did not always match. He only ever smiled in 

anger, and what usually followed—a volcanic torrent of abuse— 

made the smile seem in retrospect almost pleasant. He had no 

respect for anyone who did not want to win, and not much more 

for those who did. He was the most congenitally unhappy person 

Hart thought he had ever met. 

“Why are you in this business, why do you run campaigns? As 

far as I can tell, you’ve never liked any candidate, including me, 

you’ve ever worked for. What do you care if they win or not—or 

are you afraid that you’d take all the blame if they didn’t?” 

Stone lived on confrontation, on verbal combat. His only 

friends were the enemies he made. 

“Why am I in it? To keep the bad guys from winning.” 

“To keep the bad guys . . . ?” 

“From winning. Simple enough. Want me to explain it? There 

are good guys and bad guys. I help the good guys—even when they 

don’t know they’re the good guys.” 
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It was like Alice in Wonderland. Hart started to laugh. 

“See, Senator What’s Your Name—you’re a good guy. It’s not 

your fault,” he quickly added, shaking his head as if to absolve 

him of all responsibility. “It isn’t anything you’ve done; it’s what 

the other side does—the bad guys: Republicans, most of them; 

conservatives, all of them. I hate them, always have. I was brought 

up that way. My father fought in the Second World War; my moth-

er was a grade-school teacher. Until I was ten or eleven, swear 

to God, I thought Franklin Roosevelt was Jesus’ brother—their 

pictures were right next to each other, first thing you saw when 

you came in the house. I know—you don’t have to tell me—lot of 

Democrats, some of whom I’ve worked for, aren’t any better than 

the whores on the other side; but the point is that they aren’t on 

the other side. They’re on my side, the good side, the side that at 

least every once in a while tries to do something right. So if I tell 

you that you would not be the first guy to blow a sixteen-point 

lead, it isn’t because I give a damn whether you win; it’s because it 

would just kill me if that idiot on the other side didn’t lose. By the 

way,” added Stone as he pushed across the table the latest figures 

showing that Hart’s lead was holding steady, “maybe you should 

consider running next time. You probably wouldn’t be the worst 

president we’ve ever had.” 

“How could I lose with that kind of enthusiasm,” replied Hart, 

starting to like him despite himself. “Now, tell me, what have I got 

this morning?” 

In a brisk, monotonous voice, Stone reeled off the list of places 

Hart was supposed to go and the times he was scheduled to arrive 

at each of them. 

“You finish up tonight at a dinner in San Diego. You spend the 

night there, and then, tomorrow morning—” 

“No,” said Hart firmly. “I spend the night back here. I spend 
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the night every night I’m in California back here. No exceptions.” 

He waited until he caught the first caustic movement of Jeffrey 

Stone’s embittered lip. “Unless of course you insist I don’t; but if it 

isn’t absolutely necessary, then I have reasons why I should.” 

Rare and almost forgotten, a slender smile made the briefest 

possible appearance on Stone’s crooked, jaded mouth. 

“Of course, Senator; there won’t be a problem. I’ll make sure 

of it.” 

They left the restaurant and went to the airport where a plane 

was waiting for the short flight to L.A. Hart looked out the win-

dow as the private jet gained altitude, searching for his house 

among the shadowed hills. There was a kind of comfort knowing 

it was there, a place far away from politics and terrorism, a place 

where he knew Helen was safe. 

For the next few hours he seemed to be everywhere at once, giv-

ing the same short speech over and over again, pausing at just the 

right times, saying what needed to be said about the serious threat 

the country now faced and saying it with a sense of both realism 

and hope. He seemed to feed on it, becoming stronger, more ener-

getic each time he did it. It was a kind of narcotic: the steady diet 

of attention and applause, the knowledge that what he said his 

audience in that moment not only heard but thought; the strange 

sense that while he did it, stood in front of a crowd, telling them 

what he thought, what he believed, he could not feel anything he 

did not want to feel, nothing that could hurt. He had no time to 

think of Helen and what he might have done to her. 

It was past midnight when he got home, but Helen was waiting 

for him, eager to talk. She was fully dressed, in a simple skirt and 

blouse. She had even put on makeup and done something with her 

hair. It was the sign of effort and Bobby Hart felt better than he 

had all day. 
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“I saw you on television—when you explained that you did not 

want to be a candidate for vice president. But you would have run, 

wouldn’t you, if it hadn’t been for me? You would have run for 

president if it hadn’t been for me; if you hadn’t had to worry about 

what would happen, whether I could cope, whether I could . . .” 

Hart poured himself a drink, and then sank into the sofa right 

next to her. 

“There isn’t anything I wouldn’t do for you; but that was not 

one of them. The truth of it is that I don’t like Alworth; I don’t 

trust him. The worst part is that I don’t think he really trusts him-

self. He’s like a lot of them are now, the ones who run for presi-

dent: they’re whatever they think everyone wants them to be.” 

“But you aren’t like that; you aren’t what everyone wants you 

to be.” 

“I told you that if I had run, I wouldn’t have had a chance.” 

She laughed a little and then the laughter died away and she 

put her head on his shoulder and closed her eyes. He put his arm 

around her and held her for a long time, staring out into the Santa 

Barbara night, and the starlight shining silver on the immense soli-

tude of the ocean, sweeping endlessly against the shore. 

He slept late,  and when he got up, made breakfast for them 

both. Under the warm morning sun, the blue Pacific was a shim-

mering sea of bronze. The palm trees just beyond the backyard 

pool stood motionless in the warm September air. 

“I’ve been thinking about what you said last night. Did it ever 

occur to you that I might not have wanted to be president?” He 

held her chair and then sat down on the opposite side of the table. 

“I didn’t think about it when I first ran for Congress. I didn’t think 

about it, six years ago, when I first ran for the Senate. What hap-
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pens is that other people start talking about it, and then you start 

wondering if you could, and then you look around and you see the 

people who have a good chance of getting it and you realize that 

they’re not really better than anyone else you know and you start 

to think . . .” He pushed his fork through the soft yolk of his eggs. 

“But, no, I didn’t this time, and even if I wanted to, there’s no rea-

son to think that things won’t be completely different four years 

from now, or eight years from now.” He looked at her in a way that 

told her he had thought a lot about what he was about to say. “And 

besides, after what has happened, after what may happen because 

of it, I may not serve out my term. A year, maybe two—and then 

I’ll quit.” He gave her an earnest, almost pleading glance. “Do you 

think you can get through it, another year, maybe two?” 

A sliver of a smile, brave and tentative, came out into the world, 

ready for whatever judgment was made of it. 

“I’ll try, Bobby, I promise I’ll try.” 

“Let’s get out of here for a while,” he suggested quietly. “We’ll 

drive up the coast, out to that beach no one seems to know is there. 

We won’t have to see or talk to anyone.” 

They spent the day in the simple comfort of being together, safe 

from all the staring faces, all the familiar strangers who felt the need 

to introduce themselves and tell the senator what they thought. They 

packed a lunch, the way they did when they were younger, before 

he ever ran for Congress, before anyone knew his name. They did 

not say much to each other—they did not need to. They sat alone 

on a long stretch of deserted seashore, and when they felt like it, 

walked barefoot ankle deep in water. They left when twilight came 

and, after just a few minutes, she fell asleep on his shoulder while 

he drove the long way home. He carried her inside and, though she 

woke long enough to smile a protest, put her to bed and sat next to 

her, waiting until she was sound asleep again. 
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It had been a long time since he had felt as good as he did that 

day. He walked around the house, wondering why he had ever 

thought that he had to be somewhere else, doing other things. He 

had meant what he told her about quitting after a year or two. 

After everything that had happened, after everything he had seen, 

the only ambition he had left was to do what he could to make 

Helen’s life a little better than it had been. 

He got a beer from the refrigerator and decided that, for a 

while, before he crawled into bed next to her, he would see what 

was on television. 

If he had turned it on five minutes later, he would not have heard 

about it until morning. It was a short, straightforward report, not 

even the lead item on the local news. 

“And in the national news, a tragic accident has claimed the life 

of the deputy director of the CIA, Raymond Caulfield. Caulfield 

was apparently on his way home in suburban Maryland when he 

lost control of his car.” 

Bobby Hart did not believe it for a minute. Raymond Caulfield 

had been murdered. 
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H ow long had the deputy director lived 
in the same place?” 

Ronald Townsend looked at the senator as if he did not quite 

understand the question. Hart looked back at him as if he had 

better be quick with an answer. 

“The same place, Director Townsend. You’re the director of the 

CIA. Are you going to sit there, in front of this committee, and tell 

us that you don’t know where the deputy director of your agency 

lived or how many years he had lived there?” 

With small pointed ears and a mouth that seemed to quiver 

with disapproval, Townsend had the manner of a librarian whose 

patience was about to give out. 

“I will answer—if you will let me. Mr. Caulfield had been with 

the agency for more than forty years. He would have retired from 

the agency in approximately four months, if I’m not mistaken. As 

to the question of where he lived, and how long he might have 
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lived there . . .” He reached back for a file folder an assistant had 

started to hand him. “I’m sure we have it here somewhere.” 

“You don’t know where he lived? You were never a guest in his 

home?” 

“I’m afraid I never had that pleasure,” said the director in a dull 

monotone. He looked up from the file that now lay open in front 

of him. “Yes, here it is.” He announced the address as a fact of 

no importance. “As to how long he lived there . . . It appears it is 

the only address he ever had, I mean since he began at the agency, 

forty . . . no, forty-two years ago.” 

“Long enough, I take it,” said Hart with an acid look, “that he 

probably knew the road home. Raymond Caulfield was trained as 

a field operative, wasn’t he? As a matter of fact, he was, for many 

years, the head of covert operations at the agency.” 

“Yes, I believe that is correct.” 

“You ‘believe’ that is correct, Mr. Townsend? You don’t know 

that to be correct?” 

“A figure of speech, Senator. You’re right,” he said, glancing at 

the folder in front of him. “He was head of—” 

“But you didn’t know him then, did you?” 

“I became director just eighteen months ago.” 

“After spending most of your life in the private sector—the 

defense industry, to be specific.” 

“That’s correct. I was—” 

Hart waved it off. 

“I’m familiar with your resume—and its limitations. But we’re 

not here to discuss your management of the agency. We’re here to 

find out what you are doing to investigate the death of your own 

deputy director. My question may strike you as irrelevant, a waste 

of your time, but does it not seem just a little odd that Raymond 

Caulfield, who had been driving that same route home for forty 
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years, would suddenly lose control of his car and plunge down a 

ravine to his death? Doesn’t it seem odd that someone that care-

ful—he was deputy director of the CIA, for God’s sake—would be 

that careless?” 

“The local police investigated. It was their conclusion that it 

was an accident, Senator. There is no reason to think that it was 

not. Unfortunately, things like this happen all the time.” 

“I sent you a letter asking that you come prepared to answer 

certain specific questions. I see that you have it with you.” 

Townsend pulled it from a second folder. He did not bother to 

look at it. 

“Yes, Senator; the answer to all three questions is no.” 

“If you don’t mind, Mr. Townsend, I’ll ask them anyway,” said 

Hart with a flash of anger. Then he changed his mind. He tossed 

the pencil he had been holding between his fingers on the table and 

sat back. “Your testimony is that the deputy director of the CIA 

was not working on anything connected with the recent rumors of 

an attempted political assassination?” 

“That’s correct. There are certain definite lines of authority 

inside the agency. Mr. Caulfield had no responsibility for investi-

gating this kind of domestic threat.” 

“Domestic threat? You mean because it would take place on 

American soil, though carried out by foreign nationals?” 

“Yes, of course that’s what I meant.” 

“But even though it may not have been his responsibility, as 

deputy director he could have involved himself in the investigation 

had he wanted to.” 

It was clear that the senator did not understand the basic rules 

of organizational efficiency. 

“No organization, if it is going to function properly, can afford 

to have anyone act outside the established lines of authority. Once 
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that starts to happen, then no one can be sure who is in charge of 

what.” 

“He was the deputy director.” 

“It was not his job. He would not have been allowed—” 

Hart shot forward. “Not allowed? By whom? By you? Are you 

telling me—are you telling this committee—that the director of 

the CIA expressly prohibited his own deputy director—who had 

been with the agency for forty-two years—from looking into, or 

even asking questions about, a plot to disrupt the election?” 

“As I’ve just finished telling you, Senator, there are clear lines 

of authority and responsibility. I didn’t tell Mr. Caulfield that he 

couldn’t do something. I didn’t have to. He knew what he was 

there to do.” 

“Because that had been made clear to him, when you took over, 

a year and a half ago . . .” Hart picked up the pencil and tapped it 

on the table. “And what about you, Director Townsend? Have you 

been involved in the effort to find whoever might be planning an 

assassination? Or is that outside your line of authority?” 

Townsend bristled at the suggestion. 

“I’ve been directly involved every step of the way.” 

“You have regular meetings, you’re constantly kept up to date— 

you have a chance to ask questions of everyone involved?” Hart 

asked this with apparent indifference as he glanced down at a 

document. 

“Yes, of course, Senator; every day.” 

Hart raised his eyes. A thin smile creased his mouth. 

“But Raymond Caulfield wasn’t included in those meetings. 

Was that perhaps because there were things you didn’t want him 

to know?” 

“No, that’s absurd. Why would I—?” 

“The decision to keep the deputy director out of those meet-
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ings, to make sure he didn’t know anything about what the agency 

was doing—” 

“I have to object to that characterization, Senator. That was not 

the intention.” 

“The decision to keep Raymond Caulfield out of those meet-

ings—was that your decision or did it come from someone at a 

higher level?” 

“I’m in charge of the CIA! Look, Senator, the fact is that Ray-

mond Caulfield was ready to retire. We’ve gone through a major 

reorganization; things aren’t done the way they used to be. I was 

brought in to make the kind of changes needed to make the agen-

cy better able to respond to the challenges of the world we live in, 

the world as it is since 9/11. I had great respect for Raymond Caul-

field, for everything he had done, his long years of service; but he 

was not going to be part of the agency’s future.” 

“So you cut him out—or you tried.” 

“It was not a question of cutting him . . . Tried? I’m not sure I 

know what you mean.” 

“In Mr. Caulfield’s last appearance before this committee, he 

was asked to find out what certain intelligence services in the Mid-

dle East, particularly the Syrians, might have heard.” 

Townsend understood at once. There was only an apparent 

contradiction. 

“He wrote a full report of his testimony before the commit-

tee. The question about what the Syrians might have learned was 

passed on to me. Mr. Caulfield was always quite thorough.” 

“And what did you find out?” 

“Nothing more than what we knew already: rumors of an 

assassination.” 

“Nothing about the time period within which this is supposed 

to happen? Nothing beyond the obvious point that if this is an 
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attempt to disrupt the election it would have to take place before 

the election?” 

“No, nothing like that.” 

Hart leaned back. “I asked you, in that letter I sent, whether 

the agency had any current information on a former East German 

agent named Gunther Kramer.” 

“No, nothing current, but there is no reason we should. He died 

in 1989. Is there some particular reason why the senator had an 

interest in someone who has been dead that long?” 

“I’m not in the CIA, Mr. Townsend. How would I have known 

that he was not still alive? The reason I was interested is that I 

was once told that no one knew more about the Middle East. I 

thought it might be helpful to find someone who not only knew 

something, but would actually tell us the truth about it. But you’re 

sure he’s dead? There was a rumor that he had not died, that he 

was living in Damascus, and still had very good contacts on the 

Arab street.” 

“We have no knowledge of anything like that. But even if that 

rumor were true, why would you think a former East German 

agent would be willing to help us?” 

“Because he was also working for the CIA. Gunther Kramer 

was a double agent, working for the West. That should be some-

where in your files, unless for some reason those files have been 

destroyed. But let me ask you another question, Mr. Townsend, 

again about Mr. Caulfield.” 

Hart chose his words carefully. He did not want to trap 

Townsend in a lie; he wanted to find out how much he knew. 

“As I’m sure he must have mentioned in that report he submit-

ted, the last time he appeared before the committee I told him pri-

vately, after the session ended, that in addition to the rumors I had 

been hearing about an assassination, that this plot had a name.” 
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“A name, Senator? I don’t recall that he mentioned—” 

“Rubicon.” 

Townsend’s eyes narrowed into a concentrated stare. His mouth 

twitched at the corners. He nodded twice and then looked straight 

at Hart. 

“Yes, now I remember. He did say something about that; but we 

haven’t found anything to confirm it.” 

“He reported that to you? It was not something that he tried to 

check on himself?” 

“No, Senator. As I tried to explain earlier, the deputy director 

was not involved—” 

“Thank you, Mr. Chairman, I have no further questions of the 

witness,” announced Hart abruptly. 

Caulfield had not known anything about Rubicon until just 

days before his death. He might have said something to the direc-

tor, but Hart tended to doubt it. Townsend was just trying to give 

Hart the answer he thought he was looking for, tell a lie that would 

keep the senator satisfied. 

The chairman was bringing the hearing to a close. “Unless some-

one else has a question for the director, the committee will—” 

“I have a question for the director. Maybe several.” 

Charlie Ryan bent forward so the chairman, with half a turn, 

could see him. The chairman, who had other things to do, did not 

hide his disappointment. 

“Yes, all right, Senator, but please keep in mind that this is a 

short week. With one convention starting this weekend and the 

other one the week after that, senators of both parties have only a 

limited amount of time and—” 

“I’ll be brief. Mr. Townsend, Senator Hart asked you whether 

the decision to keep the deputy director out of the loop—” 

“That’s not how I would characterize—” 
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“Out of the loop, was your decision or whether it came from 

someone at a higher level. Your answer, to quote you directly, was: 

‘I’m in charge of the CIA.’” Ryan fixed him with a lethal smile. 

“Which of course was no answer at all. So I will repeat the ques-

tion, though, with all due deference to my friend, the distinguished 

senator from California, in a slightly different way. Was the deci-

sion to keep the deputy director out of the meetings when this 

potential assassination plot was being discussed made in consulta-

tion with anyone outside the CIA?” 

“Not as the principal subject of discussion.” 

Charles Thomas Ryan had spent years as a federal prosecutor. 

In a series of corruption cases, he had taken on the political estab-

lishments of both parties. Nothing made him happier than taking 

apart a witness for the other side. He looked at Townsend and 

laughed out loud. 

“‘Not as the principal subject of discussion.’ The answer, in 

other words, is yes.” 

“Of course I have regular conversations with the head of the 

Department of Homeland Security, and others in the administra-

tion, about the changes being made in the agency, about—” 

“‘Others in the administration?’ You mean the president and 

the vice president? Neither of whom apparently objected that 

Raymond Caulfield, who had been with the agency longer than 

anyone else, who knew more about the way it worked—the way 

it was supposed to work—than probably anyone alive, be kept 

away from learning anything about this plot. But I think you have 

already answered that question. So tell me next, what did you do 

when you were told about Rubicon? We know you didn’t ask Mr. 

Caulfield to do anything about it. So what did you do? Have a 

meeting?” Ryan searched Townsend’s eyes, almost daring him to 

lie. “Or did you employ all that advanced technology you’ve told 



R U B I C O N  77 

us would make all the difference and try to find out if that word 

Rubicon came up in all that chatter you can supposedly now inter-

cept and decipher?” 

The face of the director grew more rigid the longer he listened. 

“I believe I answered the question earlier. We have found noth-

ing to suggest that the name is in usage.” 

“That was not my question, Mr. Townsend. I asked about your 

methods. Never mind. There is only one question that matters at this 

point. Someone out there is planning to kill someone—perhaps the 

president, perhaps someone else—and we still don’t have any idea 

who it is. Is that a fair statement of the situation, Mr. Townsend?” 

“Yes, Senator, I’m afraid it is.” 

The hearing was over. Cursing under his breath, the director 

gathered up his neatly filed documents and left. The chairman and 

the other members of the committee hurried on to the next thing 

on their schedules. Ryan caught up with Hart in the hallway just 

outside. 

“What’s going on, Bobby? You know something the rest of us 

don’t. You didn’t tell Caulfield anything in private—you never 

mentioned Rubicon. You and I left together the day that hearing 

was over. You never spoke to Caulfield. You know something, 

Bobby. Tell me what it is.” 

Hart pulled him off to the side, away from anyone who might 

overhear. 

“Right after the last election, they bring in Townsend and start 

another reorganization. Why?” 

“To cover themselves,” replied Ryan without hesitation. “To 

clean things up, get rid of things that might prove that they knew 

a lot more than they said they did, that some of the things that 

happened they knew about from the start. Townsend is someone 

they can trust. He used to work for the vice president when they 
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were both in the private sector. He was always one of their biggest 

contributors—must have given millions over the years. He’ll make 

sure there’s nothing left, nothing anyone could use to prove that 

any of it—the torture, the secret prisons—ever existed, and he’ll 

do it with a clear conscience because the president and the vice 

president were only trying to save the country. Why? Do you think 

there was another reason?” 

“We can’t talk here. There isn’t time. I’ve got a Judiciary Com-

mittee meeting and a dozen different things I have to do after 

that, and . . .” He looked at Ryan with a sudden, puzzled expres-

sion. “What are you doing here, anyway? Why aren’t you home in 

Michigan, campaigning?” 

“I’m here because you called me and told me it was urgent, that 

I had to be at the committee today, that you knew that Caulfield 

had been murdered.” 

“I did, didn’t I? He was, too. I’m sure of it.” 

“I know what you said in there, but . . .” 

“Too many coincidences—I know that isn’t proof—but Ray-

mond Caulfield was just about the most careful man alive. I’ll 

explain when I see you. Later today—dinner?” he asked as he 

started down the hall. 

“Sure, why not? Why let a little thing like an election stand 

in the way of trying to unravel a conspiracy that no one but you 

thinks exists? Maybe you’ll loan me a couple points of your lead,” 

he shouted after him. “Where do you want to meet?” 

“I’ll come by your office,” Hart yelled back. “Around six.” 

The Judiciary Committee meeting was already under way when 

Hart slipped into his seat in the second row in back. The attor-

ney general had just finished reading his prepared remarks. Alvin 

Roth of Pennsylvania, the chairman of the committee, now in the 

middle of his fifth term in the Senate, did not look pleased. 
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“It’s your contention, then, Attorney General Lopez, that for all 

practical purposes there are no effective limitations on presiden-

tial power.” 

He spoke slowly, with a great sense of each word’s importance, 

listening to the way they echoed back as if, once he had spoken 

them, they took on a life all their own. 

“That isn’t what I said, Mr. Chairman. That isn’t what I said at 

all.” 

Antonio Lopez had a pleasant, almost boyish face, but when 

challenged on any, even the smallest, point, he looked right 

through you. 

“Well, I could have sworn it was, Mr. Lopez; I could have sworn 

it was. You said—and I’m quoting now—that ‘in a time of war 

there is no constitutional impediment to whatever the president, 

acting as commander in chief, decides is necessary to do.’ Is this 

not what you said, Mr. Lopez? I’m not trying to put words in your 

mouth.” 

“In a time of war, Senator Roth—that, it seems to me, makes all 

the difference. Any limitation on the power of the president in a time 

of war is a limit on the power of the president to win that war.” 

He said this with utter conviction, as of a thing so obvious as to 

be self-evident. 

“If we follow your logic to its ultimate conclusion, Attorney 

General Lopez, it would then be your position that should the 

Congress fail to appropriate moneys the president deemed nec-

essary for the proper conduct of a war, the president could then 

do—what? Order the Treasury Department to collect what he 

needed?” 

“No, of course not, Senator; but in matters connected with the 

actual conduct of the war, the executive functions of government, 

the president remains free to exercise his powers as he sees fit.” 
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“Even if there happens to be a law passed by Congress that says 

he cannot?” 

It is difficult to explain something obvious. Roth was nearly 

twice his age, but it was Lopez who wore the baffled smile of a 

frustrated parent. 

“Lincoln suspended the law of habeas corpus, because he 

thought it necessary to save the Union.” 

“A decision later overturned by the United States Supreme 

Court,” Roth reminded him. 

“But only after the Union was saved, Senator.” 

Roth was not a man to be lectured to, especially on the Consti-

tution or the history of the republic. 

“Yes, Lincoln saved the Union; but I don’t think that is a claim 

the current administration is quite ready to make.” 

“War is war, Senator,” replied Lopez, his eyes cold and distant. 

“Yes, I know, Mr. Lopez; I was in one or two of them.” He 

started to turn the questioning over to the ranking senator on the 

other side, but then, suddenly, thought better of it. 

“What you are really suggesting, Mr. Lopez, whether you are 

willing to admit it or not, is that in a time of war the president 

has nothing short of dictatorial powers. Your position is that the 

president has all the powers he thinks are necessary in a time of 

war, and that the war we are now waging—this war against ter-

rorism—may go on for generations. I don’t think I need to point 

out to you that the absence of any and all legal restraints on what 

the president can do would do nothing less than change our form 

of government. Don’t you think there is more than a little irony, 

Attorney General Lopez, in the fact that the only way you can 

think to bring democracy to the world is to end it here at home?” 
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You should have been there. You should 
have seen it.” 

Charlie Ryan looked into the paper bag Hart had just tossed 

him across his desk. 

“This is dinner? A hamburger and fries.” He motioned for Hart 

to take a seat. He began to unwrap the hamburger. “Where should 

I have been?” His eyes lit up as he took a bite. “Of course! Judi-

ciary—Alvin Roth had Lopez up today. He hates him. Alvin hates 

most people, but he has a special hatred for Lopez. Hard to blame 

him. Lopez is like a lot of the others in this administration who 

think they’re the only ones who understand the threat the nation 

faces. They were never soldiers and they think they’re generals.” 

He put his feet up on the corner of his desk and loosened his tie. 

“Some guy in a cave somewhere in Pakistan or Afghanistan talks 

for a few minutes into a video camera saying he’s going to blow up 

America a week from Saturday and they’re ready to put the coun-

try on full alert. Everything scares them.” 
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Ryan gulped down the rest of the hamburger. He wiped the 

ketchup off his chin and laughed. 

“What are you going to tell me, and why do I think that none of 

it is going to make me feel better? Start with why you think Caul-

field was murdered.” 

“Because for almost the whole time I’ve been on the Intelligence 

Committee, Raymond Caulfield was helping me, giving me infor-

mation that he could not give to the committee, putting me on to 

things that no one outside the agency was supposed to know.” 

Ryan was not entirely surprised. 

“You always did seem to be better informed than the rest of us. 

But why? Why did he do it, and why you? Of course! He knew 

your father, didn’t he? That was how he knew he could trust you. 

That makes sense. But still, that was quite a chance he was taking, 

passing classified . . . And you think that’s what got him killed?” 

“I think he was killed because someone found out he was check-

ing on Rubicon.” 

“That was the name you brought up in committee, when you 

were questioning Townsend. The code name—what might be the 

code name . . . Then Townsend lied. That’s why you asked him, to 

see if he would cover up.” 

Hart scratched his head. He had not touched his hamburger, 

which sat, still wrapped, on the front corner of Ryan’s desk. He 

picked it up, started to unwrap it, and then put it down again. 

“He probably never heard of Rubicon. He didn’t want to admit 

that Caulfield had held something back from him and was operat-

ing outside those sacred lines of authority of his.” 

“Leave Townsend out of it for a minute, I want to make sure 

I understand this. You gave the name Rubicon to Caulfield—he 

didn’t give it to you?” 

“That’s right; I gave it . . .” 
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“But where did you get it? Who gave you the name?” 

Hart unwrapped the hamburger and began to eat. If there was 

anyone in the Senate he trusted, it was Charlie Ryan, fearless, will-

ing to take on anyone he thought was wrong, no matter how many 

times that put him on the losing side when the issue came to a 

vote. Unlike so many of his colleagues, there was not a sanctimo-

nious bone in his body: it was one thing to be gracious in victory, 

Ryan was gracious in defeat. There was no reason not to tell him, 

and, after everything that had happened, he knew he needed help. 

“Gunther Kramer.” 

Ryan spilled the coffee he had just begun to drink. 

“The East German spy who died in 1989?” 

“The double agent who worked for the West; the agent who 

staged his own death when the wall came down and he knew he 

couldn’t go back to Germany—” 

“The rumors you mentioned weren’t rumors at all. He’s still 

alive, living in Damascus. He found out about Rubicon and told 

you. What else did he tell you? What else did he know?” 

“That there was going to be an assassination and that the code 

name is Rubicon.” Hart shook his head in frustration. “I was 

sitting across the table, as close to him as I am to you. A sniper, 

someone—I don’t know who—murdered him right in front of my 

eyes. Then—Christ, I don’t even know how it happened—I was 

shot . . .” 

“You were shot?” 

“Yeah, in the shoulder.” Hart’s hand went to the spot on his left 

shoulder where he had been hit. “Lucky—went right through me.” 

“You were shot? And Kramer was killed—like Caulfield? Both 

of them knew something about Rubicon, and both murdered? 

When did it happen? Where were you?” he asked with a look of 

intense interest. 
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“In Hamburg, where I had gone to meet him.” 

Ryan pushed the paper coffee cup to the side and leaned across 

the desk. 

“How did you know about him? Why did you go to Hamburg 

to see him? Did Caulfield put you in touch with him?” 

“No, it was Dieter Shoenfeld, the German publisher. He was 

Kramer’s half brother. It’s a strange story. Dieter’s father was 

killed in the war; his mother remarried. Dieter wound up in the 

West; Gunther Kramer stayed in the East. I didn’t know any of 

this until Dieter told me, after Kramer was killed. I talked to him 

right after I got back, told him what I had learned. He was going 

to try to find out more, but now he’s disappeared. No one has 

heard from him in over a week. I’m afraid that . . .” 

“Shoenfeld is someone you trust, someone you’re sure would 

tell you the truth?” 

“Yes, absolutely; no doubt at all.” 

“All right, let’s get this straight: Gunther Kramer finds out 

about Rubicon and is murdered in Hamburg. Raymond Caulfield 

learns about Rubicon and, if you’re correct, is murdered here, just 

outside Washington. And now Dieter Shoenfeld has disappeared 

and you think he may have been murdered as well?” 

“I don’t know what else to think. I talked to Dieter’s secretary 

in Berlin. She did not know where he had gone, but they were hav-

ing a board meeting in a few days and she was certain he would be 

there for that. He didn’t make it.” 

Ryan drew his eyes together into a concentrated gaze. Some-

thing was puzzling him. 

“Rubicon—strange choice for a code name for something like 

this.” 

“That’s what . . . Why? What is so strange about it? That it’s 

taken from Roman history?” 
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“Yes, you would think that . . . but maybe it isn’t so strange at 

all. What does Rubicon stand for, what do we mean when we say 

that someone has crossed the Rubicon? What did it mean when 

Caesar did it?” 

“That there is no turning back, that it’s too late, that once 

you’ve taken that first step you can never change your mind. Caul-

field said something like that. ‘Our worst nightmare,’ he called 

it. A sleeper cell, given a mission, years in advance, and then left 

alone, with no one to report to, no lines of communication that 

we might intercept. That would explain it: all the rumors, starting 

at the same time, about something that is going to happen, and 

no one with any idea who is really behind it. Though apparently 

Gunther Kramer found out.” 

“He knew who was behind this? Why didn’t you tell me . . . ? 

He was killed before he could pass that information on, wasn’t 

he? But he knew—you’re certain of that? Do you think Caulfield 

found out as well?” 

“I doubt it. All he was going to do was run the name—Rubi-

con—through the computers over at Langley to see if it had been 

picked up in any of their surveillance.” 

Ryan swung his chair around until he was sitting sideways to 

his desk. He wrapped both hands around his right knee and tried 

to think. 

“If it is a cell like that, it’s even worse than Caulfield imagined. 

Someone who is a part of it must have infiltrated us.” He slapped 

his hand on the desk and jumped to his feet. “Don’t you see? It’s 

the only way to explain what happened, to connect two murders 

that far apart. Kramer is murdered in Hamburg. There have been 

a number of terrorist cells found there. Al Qaeda, or some other 

group, could have done it. But Caulfield is murdered here. And he 

isn’t murdered after making inquiries on the Arab street—what 
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Kramer must have been doing—he’s murdered after looking into 

something at the CIA. That means there is someone inside the 

agency who doesn’t want anything about Rubicon known.” 

“Or some group within the agency that doesn’t.” 

Ryan did not hear him. He was too worried about something 

else Hart had said. 

“We don’t know who is behind this; we don’t know for certain 

what they’re going to do, who they are going to try to kill next, 

and we have . . . ? How long ago did Gunther Kramer tell you this? 

Two weeks ago! Jesus, Bobby, we have to tell somebody about this, 

we need to—” 

“Who would you suggest? Everyone knows about the rumors; 

and after today, Townsend and the CIA know about Rubicon. Who 

else are we going to tell? Besides, the rest of it is just speculation.” 

“There’s got to be something we can do,” Ryan mumbled to 

himself. He paced back and forth. “You’re right,” he said finally. 

“All we have is speculation, and it doesn’t much matter that it’s the 

only thing that makes sense. But that doesn’t mean that all we can 

do is sit around and wait for someone else to get killed. I know a 

couple of guys over at Justice, couple of guys I worked with when 

I was U.S. Attorney—straight shooters, none of these political 

appointees who do whatever the administration tells them. One of 

them is a guy I went to college with. Let me talk to him, tell him 

what I know.” 

Hart agreed. Never one to waste time, Ryan picked up the tele-

phone and called his old friend from college. 

“I’m meeting him for breakfast in the morning,” he announced 

after he hung up. “I’ll let you know what happens.” 

Hart felt relieved, and grateful, that someone else, someone he 

trusted and respected, was also now involved. 

“Thanks, Charlie. I don’t know who else I could have told.” 
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He started to get up. Ryan nodded toward the hamburger, now 

turned cold. 

“Don’t go. You haven’t finished dinner.” 

The sense of urgency all but vanished from Ryan’s clear green 

eyes. He had taken the first important step to deal with a problem. 

There was nothing more he could do about it tonight. His mind 

turned to other things, to politics and what was going to happen 

at the Republican convention. 

“It appears that despite everything this is going to be anoth-

er typical presidential election: one party nominates a candidate 

with no principles anyone has been able to discover; the other par-

ty nominates a candidate without any principles anyone in their 

right mind would want to support. You give us Prentice Alworth, 

we give you Arthur Douglas; they both spend the whole campaign 

telling the country that the other one does not deserve to hold the 

office; and the country has to choose between two honest men!” 

Ryan shook his head in disgust. “Jesus, Bobby, you should have 

run—I would have voted for you.” A wry expression started onto 

his mouth and he began to laugh. “Of course, against Douglas, I 

might even vote for Alworth.” 

While the Republicans  held their convention, Hart 

stayed in Washington, poring over all the intelligence reports he 

could get his hands on, looking for anything that would tell him 

who was behind Rubicon and what was going to happen next. He 

was working in his Senate office with the television set on the last 

night of the Republican convention, when the face of Charlie Ryan 

suddenly appeared on the screen. He picked up the telephone and 

called Santa Barbara. 

“Helen, turn on the television. Charlie Ryan is on.” 
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“He’s not giving a speech, is he?” she asked. “You told me he 

said they wouldn’t let him.” 

“No, it’s some kind of interview with Charlie and the vice 

president.” 

He knew that Helen did not much care for politics and had a 

particular aversion to most politicians; but she had always liked 

Charlie Ryan. She liked the way he did not take himself as seri-

ously as the others did; perhaps, she had suggested with what 

Hart thought shrewd insight, because there was not anything he 

thought he had to prove. She was excited that he was on television 

and said she would turn it on right away. 

“Call me later, will you? Or I’ll call you.” 

Ryan and the vice president were being interviewed by Wil-

liam Griffin, the editor of a political journal that was must read-

ing among neoconservatives. The first question was for the vice 

president. 

“You’ve said you’re here to support Arthur Douglas, but Doug-

las has said that he does not agree with the administration’s policy 

on the war; that he thinks mistakes were made, that he thinks—” 

“That isn’t what he said,” said the vice president, who man-

aged to seem irritated, impatient, and bored all at once. “He said 

that he supported the policy of staying in Iraq until the Iraqis are 

able to provide adequate security for themselves. That is a sound 

policy—the only policy, as far as I’m concerned—unless we’re pre-

pared to let the terrorists win, which is what the Democrats, and 

I’m afraid even a few Republicans, seem willing to do.” 

Eager to stir up a fight, Griffin turned to Ryan. 

“I think he means you, Senator.” 

Ryan did not change expression. 

“No, I’m sure he doesn’t.” He paused just long enough to make 

Griffin and the audience wonder if that was all he was going to 
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say. “Because if he did, I’m sure he’d say it to my face.” He turned 

to the vice president, who, if he had ever been in a real fight, had 

not been in one since school. “You don’t think that, do you? That 

I’m in favor of—how did you put it?—‘letting the terrorists win.’” 

The vice president turned red, and then immediately went back 

on the attack. 

“No, Senator, I’m not suggesting that is what you want. I’m 

suggesting that the policy you support would almost certainly 

have that effect.” 

“What policy is that, Mr. Vice President? Suggesting that we 

better figure out a way to get out of there before we cause our-

selves any more damage? That isn’t a policy, Mr. Vice President. 

You give me too much credit. It’s the only remaining alternative we 

have. And as for letting the terrorists win, every day we stay there 

we increase their numbers. I may be wrong, but I’m not sure the 

best way to win a war is to make more soldiers for the enemy you 

are trying to defeat.” 

“If Iraq goes, we lose the Middle East,” replied the vice presi-

dent with a look of unyielding belligerence. 

“Just when was the Middle East ours to lose? Did you really 

think that all we had to do was have elections and there would be 

peace and democracy all through the region?” 

“If we don’t remake the Middle East,” insisted the vice presi-

dent, “we’ll be fighting terrorism for the next hundred years, and 

it won’t be in the Middle East—it will be right here at home. Is 

that what you want, Senator? Is that what you honestly think we 

should do?” 

“It’s the attempt to remake everything, this war you started, is 

what has led to all the trouble,” Ryan fired back. 

The vice president lurched forward until his head was down 

between his shoulders. He glared at Ryan. 
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“Are you saying that democracy would be a bad thing for the 

Middle East?” 

“No, I’m saying that you can’t impose it. We’ve tried. Look 

what it brought us.” 

“What you and people like you don’t seem to understand,” said 

the vice president, “is that America has interests and responsibili-

ties all across the globe. We’re not some small republic, like we 

were at the beginning, two hundred years ago. This is a war of 

civilizations, Senator: radical Islam on one side, America and the 

West on the other. It’s the most important war we’ll ever fight, and 

we have to use every means within our power to win it.” 

“You’re wrong. We’re not some empire that imposes its will 

on others. The only lasting influence we can have is the force of 

our example. The real question, Mr. Vice President, isn’t whether 

we can remake the Middle East, the real question is whether this 

country can survive the kind of endless war you describe in which 

we become no better than the people we’re fighting against.” 

When it was over, Hart walked into David Allen’s office next 

door. 

“Did you see that? Every once in a while someone does some-

thing and you remember what it is supposed to mean to be a mem-

ber of the Senate. Charlie Ryan is everything a senator should 

be. Actually, he’s everything a president should be. But I’m afraid 

that’s never going to happen. And now, after he has damn near 

called the vice president a liar and a fool on national television, he 

may not even get reelected.” Hart exchanged a glance with Allen. 

“I’m not sure I want to get reelected if I have to listen to Arthur 

Douglas lecture all of us from the White House about the need to 

fight with the same unshakable resolve both terrorism and taxes.” 



9 

I t lasted only twelve minutes,  the speech 
that made Bobby Hart even more famous than he had been, the 

speech that no one who heard it would ever forget, the speech that 

became the standard by which all of the speeches that followed 

were measured, and, measured, found to fall short. It was not so 

much a call to action, the speech a candidate would have given, as 

a series of stark alternatives, turning on their heads all the false 

choices and, in the process, making a mockery of the massive and 

arrogant failures of the last eight years. 

“Tax those who can most afford to pay or walk away from the 

responsibility each generation owes to the next. And who can most 

afford to pay them—the working poor and the struggling middle 

class, or the idle and speculative rich?” 

The line brought groans to Wall Street, but it brought down the 

house at the Democratic Convention. 

“Decide that you are going to wage war with everything you 

have—the way we have in every war we have won—or cut and run 
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the way of this administration: too scared to ask for the kind of 

sacrifice that would include the sons and daughters of every class; 

too incompetent to know how to stop the bleeding of a war they 

lied us into!” 

There were those who swore that if someone had run to the 

microphone and said they ought to do it, the convention would 

have nominated Bobby Hart for president by acclamation. 

“I don’t think it went too badly,” said Hart, his face flushed and 

full of perspiration. He handed his administrative assistant, David 

Allen, his copy of the speech. “Put that somewhere. I think I’d like 

to keep it.” 

They were just off the stage. The cheering echoed all around 

them. 

“Alworth’s people are furious,” reported Allen, grinning broadly. 

“Every speech is supposed to be cleared with them.” 

Hart gestured toward the arena where the noise, instead of 

quieting, was getting louder and more insistent by the minute. He 

did not mind at all if  Prentice Alworth did not like what he had 

done. 

“Would they like me to go out there and take it all back?” 

Allen pointed to the metal door ahead of them. 

“There are about a million reporters out there who are going to 

ask you everything from the color of your shorts to whether you 

really think Alworth can win in November.” 

“As long as they don’t ask me if I think he should.” 

But most of the questions the media started firing at him when 

he walked through the doorway into the blinding glare of televi-

sion lights had nothing to do with the Democratic candidate for 

president; they were all about him. 

Did he regret not having been a candidate himself? He flashed 

the boyish smile that made him seem shy and even self-conscious. 
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“No, not really,” he replied. 

Would he consider running four years from now? The smile 

grew broader and became an irresistible tease. 

“Against Prentice Alworth?” he asked back. 

Was there any chance that he might reconsider, take the vice-

presidential nomination that Governor Alworth had offered him? 

The smile flickered and died. He was serious now; there was to be 

no room for misunderstanding. 

“I’m a candidate for reelection to the Senate from California. 

The Senate is where I hope to spend at least the next six years.” 

They were almost through, only a few more shouted voices try-

ing to be heard. With a friendly wave, Hart turned to go. 

“Senator, you’re a member of the Senate Intelligence Commit-

tee. Is there a plan that you know of to assassinate the president of 

the United States?” 

Hart wheeled around, searching for the face of the reporter. A 

thin, assertive-looking woman was standing in the middle of the 

space that had quickly opened at the back of the crowd of cam-

eras and reporters. Hart recognized her at once. 

“Norma Roberts,” she announced, lifting her chin a defiant 

half-inch. “Correspondent for the London Times. We have been 

hearing reports, rumors from some of our sources in the Middle 

East, that something . . .” 

Hart nodded as if he were aware of what she was talking about 

and that there was no reason to be alarmed. 

“Just as you say, Ms. Roberts: rumors of various things that 

might happen, different ways in which some terrorist organization 

might try to interfere with our elections. But, in answer to your 

question: no, I have no information about any planned attempt 

on the life of the president or anyone else.” He paused before he 

added, “That doesn’t mean that we don’t have to be careful. Just 
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because we don’t know about a threat doesn’t mean that there 

aren’t people out there who would like to attack us.” 

Norma Roberts was a highly respected reporter who usually 

seemed to know just a little bit more than the competition. Hart 

wondered what else she had heard, and why she seemed to know 

more than he did. 

Security at the convention had been tight from the begin-

ning—long lines to get through metal detectors, armed guards both 

inside and outside the arena—but now, as the convention moved 

into its final, climactic two days, it became noticeably tighter. 

The night that Prentice Alworth made his acceptance speech, some 

of the delegates were forced to wait more than an hour while their 

credentials were checked. 

Hart sat with the members of the California delegation, mix-

ing with the others as if he were simply another anonymous dele-

gate. He rather enjoyed it, the senseless camaraderie of a political 

convention where the only serious business was to sit around and 

gossip. The only matter of any suspense was what was going to 

happen with the vice presidency. There was a rumor that Alworth 

had decided on Senator Harcourt of Delaware, a respected and 

knowledgeable member of the Foreign Relations Committee. That 

rumor was followed by another rumor that while it might be a 

member of the Foreign Relations Committee, it would not be Har-

court: too liberal, said some; too conservative, said others. Eager 

for some excitement, a few even claimed that Alworth was going 

to do what Adlai Stevenson had done in 1956 and throw open the 

nomination to anyone who wanted to fight for it. Someone asked 

Hart what he thought Alworth would do. 
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“He offered it to you, but you turned him down, didn’t you?” 

With a look that suggested that the whole thing had been exag-

gerated, Hart replied: “I couldn’t run for vice president; I’m a can-

didate for reelection to the Senate.” 

It was the reason he had given Alworth, but it was not the only 

reason he had for not wanting to be on the ticket. Alworth was 

everything Hart had come to despise about politics and the nar-

row, single-minded ambitions of politicians. 

“So who do you think he’s going to pick?” 

Hart said that he had no idea what Prentice Alworth was going 

to do; but then, because the man who had asked was from his own 

delegation and had a friendly face, he added in a quiet undertone 

of cheerful malice, “‘the greatest statesman of their generation’— 

in other words, whoever can help him win the election.” 

Accepting the nomination, Alworth launched into a speech that 

safely avoided all of the issues that, just days earlier, Hart had said 

had to be addressed by any candidate who was serious about lead-

ing the country. Few noticed. There was so much excitement, so 

much burning enthusiasm for a candidate who could win back the 

White House, it did not matter what he said. And besides, Prentice 

Alworth knew how to give a speech. With smooth, flowing phrases 

and a sharp pointed wit, he spoke with a beaming smile that, even 

if nothing he said made sense, seduced you into believing that the 

bright new future he talked about would still, somehow, manage 

to come true. He reminded Hart of Bill Clinton. 

“Which is probably where he learned it,” he remarked to David 

Allen, sitting next to him. “Watched him on tape, even took over 

some of the same gestures. Same effect, too. They can’t take their 

eyes off him, and five minutes after he’s finished there won’t be 

three people who can quote back to you a single thing he’s said.” 
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Alworth was just coming to the end of it. He was about to 

announce what they had all been waiting for: his choice for the vice 

presidency. He looked out at the vast audience, and then looked 

into the television cameras and the millions watching at home. 

“And so I have decided that—” 

Suddenly, a shot rang out, a single, sharp report. Alworth, 

dazed, staggered back. Hart jumped to his feet, searching the 

upper balcony in back. 

“Just a balloon,” a distant voice cried out. The convention, stunned 

into silence, rumbled back to life. Nervous laughter filled the hall. 

Alworth was back at the podium, waving to the crowd as if 

nothing had happened, laughing it off as if they were all a bit too 

much on edge these days. But Hart had seen it, the instant in which 

Alworth had shown the fear he might not have known he had. 

“And so I have decided,” exclaimed Alworth before anyone 

had time to think back on what had just happened, “that Senator 

Richard Harcourt will join me on the ticket and after the election 

become vice president of the United States!” 

Some rumors were true after all. More important, Hart explained 

when the press came to him for his reaction, “Richard Harcourt is 

the best man for the job: experienced, intelligent, and well informed. 

No one in the Senate knows more about foreign relations. It is a 

perfect choice. Governor Alworth deserves a great deal of credit.” 

Then, as quickly as he could, Bobby Hart left the convention 

and caught a flight home to California. 

The next day David Allen called from Washington. 

“The geniuses in the Alworth campaign want to do a day-long 

whistle-stop train trip out there, starting in San Francisco and end-

ing up in Los Angeles where he’ll give a major speech that same 

night.” 

“He doesn’t need to campaign in California.” 
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“They’re doing it because of all the national coverage it will 

get. They want you on the trip.” 

“I’ll bet they do,” laughed Hart. 

“You’re running for reelection. There are a lot of stories about 

bad blood over the vice-presidential thing. I don’t see how you can 

do anything but say yes.” 

“When are they going to do it?” 

“Monday, two days from now.” 

“They have me pretty tightly scheduled. Use that as an excuse. 

Tell them I can’t do it for the whole day. I’ll get on at the last stop 

before Los Angeles. That’s where there would be a question if I 

didn’t show up.” 

Late Monday afternoon, Hart boarded at its next-to-last stop 

the train that had been temporarily named the Democratic Express 

and, along with several hundred tired reporters and eager politi-

cians, joined Prentice Alworth for the short trip to Los Angeles. 

It was burning hot, the kind of heat that bakes the air and turns 

the dirt to dust; the kind of day that had always made Bobby Hart 

feel most alive, the long summer afternoons and the cool California 

nights, when a T-shirt and a pair of jeans were the only clothes he 

needed. As the train raced down the tracks under a red, relentless 

sun, he sat in an air-conditioned car drinking a beer someone had 

handed him, listening without listening to all the chattered noise 

around him, wishing he was somewhere out there, in some small 

California town, with nothing he had to worry about beyond wheth-

er he had enough money to take his wife to a movie that night. 

He was sitting in the parlor car, with most of the other impor-

tant dignitaries who had been invited to accompany the Democrat-

ic nominee and his running mate. They were there as backdrop, 

the familiar faces of well-known politicians, the symbolic expres-

sion of a united party. There was nothing to do except sit there, 
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part of a select audience in which someone would be noticeable 

only by their absence. 

They were ten minutes from Los Angeles before Prentice 

Alworth left his private car and made an appearance. Even Hart, 

who was used to such things, could feel the rush of energy, the 

burst of excitement that followed a candidate for the presiden-

cy like a strong, favoring wind. There was nothing quite like it, 

the near proximity to the possibility of ultimate power. Prentice 

Alworth shook hands with Hart with the familiar confidence of a 

man who no longer needed anything. 

“Great speech you gave at the convention, Bobby,” he said with 

the broad smile that was now, at least in public, seldom missing 

from his ruggedly handsome face. “I don’t think we could have 

asked for anything better.” 

And then he moved on to someone else, ready with a new set of 

compliments that would make those to whom they were delivered 

more certain than ever that Alworth was the candidate they had 

wanted all along. Hart had seen it all before, this ritual of vanity 

and ambition, this lesson in how quickly power attracts followers. 

He watched with a kind of sad amusement the way that people 

who had once derided not just Alworth’s chances, but his quali-

fications, now told him how eager they were to start campaign-

ing on his behalf. That was the difference, the thing that set him 

apart, though he could never breathe a word of it to anyone he did 

not trust: he still did not believe that Prentice Alworth had any 

business becoming president. 

The train rumbled to a stop. The two candidates, Alworth and 

Harcourt, went out onto the back platform, where, joined by as 

many of the traveling politicians as could fight their way into the 

space behind them, they were to make some brief remarks to the 

huge crowd that had come out to see them. 
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Hart waited until the others squeezed by, and then, anxious to 

get away, walked back through the parlor car and stepped off the 

train. He walked around to the back of the crowd and, with all 

the others, watched Prentice Alworth talk about the great things 

that a new administration was going to do for America. The sun-

drenched crowd cheered and cheered again. Alworth fed on it, 

became a part of it, speaking with their voice, telling them what 

they wanted to hear. They were cheering louder now, cheering for 

him, cheering for themselves, cheering for everything he was going 

to change. 

Driven by a politician’s need to get close, to make contact with 

what had become the other part of himself, Alworth told them he 

wanted to shake as many of their hands as he could before he had 

to leave. He climbed down onto the tracks and the crowd surged 

forward, trying to get close to him, pushing hard against the rope 

line that had been put up to keep a clear perimeter. A dozen Secret 

Service agents immediately locked hands to hold everyone back. 

With Harcourt right behind him, Alworth worked the line, 

reaching out to touch all the hands that were reaching out to him. 

Watching from a distance, Hart was struck by the fervor, the excite-

ment on the faces in the crowd, people who, even if they were not 

close enough to touch the candidate, seemed to be caught up in 

the strange euphoria of being close to those who could. Everyone 

was cheering, shouting, laughing at the manic contortions some 

went through to touch, if just for an instant, the outstretched hand 

of a man who might be president. 

Smiling to himself, Hart turned to go. His campaign manager, 

Jeffrey Stone, was waiting for him with a car in front of the sta-

tion and he wanted to beat the crowd. Something drew him back, 

something that suddenly hit him as odd and distinctly out of 

place. It was hot, blazing hot, so hot that when you took a breath 
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it seemed to come with a scent of smoke. Most of the crowd had 

come in shorts and sandals; even older people, senior citizens, 

were dressed in short-sleeved shirts or summer dresses. But there, 

near the end of the rope line, waiting without expression, stood a 

solitary young man in a tan windbreaker zipped all the way up the 

front. Prentice Alworth, reaching into the crowd, smiling back at 

all the cheering faces, was less than three short steps away. 

The Secret Service agent holding on to the edge of Alworth’s 

sleeve saw the man at just the same moment. Hart watched as 

the agent dove straight at him. He must have known that it was 

already too late. The suicide bomber took a step forward. It was 

the last thing Hart saw before a blinding explosion blocked out 

everything. 

There was an instant in which the world and everything in it 

seemed to go silent and stop. Hart could not hear anything, and 

then, suddenly, there was noise, hellish noise, everywhere. People 

were screaming, some running away in panic, others unable to 

move because of what they saw. Dozens of people, some of them 

just children, lay wounded with blood-covered faces and twisted, 

broken limbs. Hart forced himself to look back to where it had 

happened. There was nothing left but a pile of burning rubble and 

a hole several feet deep. Prentice Alworth and at least a dozen oth-

ers, including the Secret Service agent who had tried to save his 

life, as well as Richard Harcourt, the vice-presidential candidate 

and a man Hart had always respected, had all died instantly. 

Hart ran into the crowd and tried to do what he could to help. 

He tore a sleeve off his shirt and used it as a tourniquet to stop 

the bleeding on a woman with a severed artery in her leg. He left 

her in the care of her husband and moved on to the next person 

who needed immediate assistance. When the medics arrived they 

had to pull him away as he kept trying to revive an eighty-year-old 
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man who had died of a heart attack caused by the horror of the 

carnage he had seen. 

Jeffrey Stone found him sitting on the back of an ambulance, a 

blanket wrapped around his bare shoulders. 

“This is my fault,” he said with a bleak, angry stare. “I should 

have been able to stop it.” 
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T he as sass ination of Prentice Alwo rth,  
Mr. Townsend. Do you want me to repeat it? The presiden-

tial and vice-presidential candidates of one of the two major polit-

ical parties—along with eleven other people—died when a suicide 

bomber blew himself up, not in Baghdad, Mr. Townsend—in Los 

Angeles. Assassination, Mr. Townsend! What have you found out 

about it?” 

“Senator Hart, I really don’t appreciate that tone. We’ve been 

doing—” 

“You don’t appreciate my tone? You’re the director of an agency 

that has just failed to prevent the most direct attack on the dem-

ocratic institutions of this country in its history, and you don’t 

appreciate my tone?” 

“I’m sorry, Senator; everyone’s nerves are a little on edge these 

days.” The director of the CIA opened a black notebook, glanced 

down the first page, and turned to the second. “We know that 

the plan was conceived and executed by Al Qaeda. We know that 
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the terrorist who carried it out had been in the United States for 

almost a year.” 

Hart looked at him with unconcealed contempt. “We know 

this because he mailed a videotape to a Los Angeles television sta-

tion and told everyone what he was going to do, but no one sent 

anything to Al Jazeera, and no one from Al Qaeda—or any other 

terrorist organization—has claimed credit for what happened. 

Don’t you find that just a little unusual, Mr. Townsend; just a little 

strange?” 

Townsend’s mouth began to twitch nervously. He picked up a 

pencil and held it tight in both hands, twisting it slowly back and 

forth. 

“I shouldn’t think that someone who was about to blow himself 

up would lie about the reasons he was doing it, Senator—or name 

the wrong organization.” 

“I’m sure you’re right, Mr. Townsend, but then that doesn’t 

really answer my question, does it?” 

When the committee session ended, Charlie Ryan followed Hart 

to his office. He dropped into a chair the other side of Hart’s desk. 

Hart looked past him, to the far end of the room and the windows 

streaked with rain from a passing storm. 

“We could not stop it,” said Hart, his gaze still on the window. 

“The FBI, the CIA; we did not even know where to start. If anyone 

had said anything about an assassination attempt we would have 

assumed that the president would be the target. We should have 

known better. What better way to show that democracy is not safe 

anywhere than to murder one of the two candidates for the most 

important office in the country?” 

Slowly, and with an effort, Ryan pulled himself up. The world 

since Los Angeles had become harsh and oppressive. Everything 

now seemed a burden. There were no good times anymore. 
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“People are scared to death. No one knows what to do. It’s a 

little hard to tell everyone that they ought to go about the normal 

business of their lives when one presidential candidate is dead and 

the other one has canceled all public appearances.” 

Hart looked straight at him. 

“And everyone is looking for someone to blame. You heard it 

in the committee. People want to go after someone and they don’t 

much care who it is. You heard what the president said the other 

night, that the only way to stop something like this from happen-

ing again is to stay with the fight, go after the terrorists wherever 

they are and for as long as it takes. Remember what he said: ‘If we 

don’t change the world, the world will change us.’ We both know 

what is going to happen next. They’ll want even fewer restrictions 

on what they can do, and given the mood of the country, Congress 

will give them anything they ask for.” 

“There might be one or two members who object,” said Ryan 

as they exchanged a glance. 

Hart’s gaze drifted off, his mind on other things. Dull thunder 

echoed softly in the distance. A fragile shaft of sunlight broke the 

gray darkness and painted everything in shades of yellow. 

“It’s been difficult, hasn’t it?” asked Ryan. He tried not to sound 

too sympathetic. He did not want Hart to think that he had any 

doubts about his ability to deal with what had happened. 

Hart looked back at him, started to apologize, and then, 

because they were friends, gestured helplessly with his hands. 

“Every night I have the same nightmare. It’s always in slow 

motion: that kid in the tan windbreaker, the terrorist who did not 

look like a terrorist at all, standing there as calm as anything. Then 

the Secret Service agent—Albert Humphreys, as brave a man as I 

ever saw—diving for him. He seems to float in the air, just hang 

there, his arms stretched out. And then, a split second later . . .” 
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Hart closed his hand into a fist and beat it gently against his 

chin. He shuddered at what he knew he would never for the rest of 

his life forget. He shook his head as if to say he was all right; then 

shook it again because he was not really sure. 

“There is a story in the Times this morning,” he remarked after 

a short pause. “There is some suggestion that the election should 

be delayed. The Democratic National Committee meets this week-

end to pick another candidate, but with barely two months left 

there isn’t much time for someone to mount a serious campaign.” 

“I read the article. There is a group over at Justice looking at 

how it could be done.” 

Hart was surprised, though when he thought about it, he real-

ized that it was bound to happen. 

“There were those who wanted to postpone the city elections 

in New York after 9/11. And after Katrina, there were those who 

wanted to postpone the election for mayor of New Orleans. But 

they didn’t do it then and we shouldn’t do it now. We’ve never 

postponed a presidential election. That would be like surrender, 

don’t you think, if we did that?” 

“You’re right, we can’t,” agreed Ryan. “Or at least we shouldn’t. 

But what’s going to happen this weekend? The Douglas campaign 

is worried. No one wants to talk about any of this in public, but 

they think there could be a terrific wave of sympathy, the kind of 

situation where people believe the only way to show the terror-

ists that they can’t decide the election is to vote for whoever takes 

Alworth’s place.” Ryan gave Hart a searching glance. “The one 

they’re really worried about is you. After that speech you made at 

the convention, after what you did in Los Angeles after the attack, 

the nomination is yours for the asking.” 

“I didn’t run before, when I had the chance; and now . . . No, 
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not after what I saw. It would seem like taking something from 

the dead, something that had never belonged to me. It should be 

someone who ran in the primaries.” 

“That isn’t a good reason, Bobby,” insisted Ryan. “Everyone 

who ran in the primaries against Alworth lost. You could pull the 

country together. Douglas is a fool. He’ll be worse than what we 

have now, if that’s possible.” 

“I can’t. I couldn’t before because of Helen, and now, after 

what’s happened . . .” 

It was what Ryan had long suspected: Hart had given up his 

chance at the presidency because of his wife. He admired him for 

that. 

“How is she, anyway? Better?” 

Hart looked away. 

“Better? Yes, I suppose.” 

Ryan got up to leave. 

“Don’t worry,” he said with a grim smile. “The country will get 

through this. We’ve been through worse.” 

“Yes, we have, haven’t we?” 

Hart remembered the panic he had seen all around him that 

awful day in Los Angeles, but he also remembered countless acts 

of heroism. People, some of them with severe wounds of their 

own, rushed to the assistance of others. And if there had been 

some congressmen and senators who could think of nothing bet-

ter to say than shouted outrage and mindless cries for revenge, 

there had been those like Charlie Ryan who had counseled 

patience and fortitude and a decent respect for the opinions of 

others. The country had done about as well as could have been 

expected, and a good deal better than almost any other country 

would have done. 
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Hart stayed in Washington the rest of the week. Both the House 

and the Senate had been called back into session within days of 

the assassination. Political campaigning had been brought to a 

halt while the country buried its dead and tried to come to terms 

with what had happened. American forces had been put on alert 

throughout the world and the National Guard had been called 

out to help protect against another attack at home. Everyone was 

waiting to see what would happen next. 

On Friday afternoon, David Allen had the news everyone, or at 

least everyone in Washington, had been waiting for. 

“It’s going to be Jeremy Taylor. That’s what I’m told by sources 

inside the national committee.” 

Taylor, the senior senator from Illinois and a ranking member 

of the Senate Foreign Relations Committee, had run for the nomi-

nation but had not been able to generate wide popular support. 

He had been one of the first candidates to drop out. 

“Solid, respectable—but he didn’t win a single primary.” 

“No one cares about that,” replied Allen. “He’s what you just 

said he is—solid and respectable, someone people trust. He has 

the kind of stability the country needs. And he knows more about 

defense policy and the armed forces than almost anyone around. 

He’ll run rings around Douglas in the debates.” 

“What about the other question? What’s the national commit-

tee going to do about delaying the election?” 

“No one wants to do it now. Taylor will bring over some of his 

own people, but the organization put together for Alworth will 

stay in place. They think they can win, and I’m not sure I don’t 

agree with them.” 

Hart glanced at his watch. “It’s after nine. Why don’t you get 

out of here?” 

Allen threw a quick glance at the pile of work on his desk. That 
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was not the reason he was still here, and Hart knew it. There were 

always stacks of paper on Allen’s desk. 

“You wouldn’t be here if I wasn’t still here. You don’t have to 

guard me. Nothing is going to happen here.” 

Allen started to deny it, but Hart stopped him with a look. 

“I’m leaving in a few minutes anyway. It’s been a long day. I’ll 

see you tomorrow.” 

Still protesting that he had work to do, Allen grabbed his 

coat from the rack and headed out the door. Hart went back to 

his office, jotted down a few notes about what he wanted to do 

the next day, and then gathered up his things. With his briefcase 

tucked under his arm, he closed the door to his private office and 

left the building. 

The moon had passed behind the clouds and a heavy mist hung 

over the tree-lined street. A dark wind sighed through the thick 

autumn leaves. Hart thought he heard something. He stopped and 

looked behind him, but there was nothing there. He taunted him-

self for how easily since Los Angeles he let his imagination play 

havoc with his senses. Between that and watching Gunther Kram-

er die, he wondered if his nerves were shot, whether he was hav-

ing the kind of delayed reaction he had often read about. He was 

always telling people not to let their fears run away with them, and 

yet fear, not of what might happen to him, but just fear of what 

might happen, seemed to follow him everywhere he went. 

He reached the car and started to open the door. He thought he 

heard it again, a footstep right behind his own. 

“Fool!” he cried out loud, ashamed of his own weakness, but 

then a hand suddenly came out of nowhere and grabbed him by 

the arm. Spinning around, he found himself face-to-face with a 

ghost. 

“It can’t be!” 
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Dieter Shoenfeld assured him that it was. And then, before Hart 

could say another word, Shoenfeld hurried around to the other 

side of the car. 

“Get in!” he cried. “We have to get out of here. We can’t afford 

to be seen.” 
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D ieter Shoenfeld had changed. His face 
had become gaunt and the circles around his eyes deeper, 

and darker, than before. He was a man on the verge of exhaustion. 

“Why didn’t you call me?” asked Hart. “Why didn’t you let me 

know you were here? When I didn’t hear from you I thought—” 

“That I was dead.” He looked across at Hart, who had begun 

to drive. “There have been times the last few days when I thought 

I was, or was about to be. It’s a miracle I’m still alive. It’s a miracle 

you’re still alive.” 

There were a dozen questions Hart wanted to ask. He did not 

think in terms of destinations, places they could go; he drove at 

random, staying close to the Capitol. He turned his head just long 

enough to catch Shoenfeld’s eye. 

“A miracle I’m still alive? Tell me what’s going on. Why this 

sudden need for secrecy?” 

“After what I have to tell you, that won’t be a question you will 

need to ask.” He looked ahead. “Where are we going?” 
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“Where are you staying? We can talk there.” 

Shoenfeld sat in the darkness, staring out at the Capitol all lit 

up at night. He did not say anything, he just kept looking out the 

window, a strange expression on his face. 

“Rome,” he said finally, and to no apparent purpose. “Years 

ago, the first time I came here, that was the immediate, almost 

overpowering impression I had. Rome, what it must have been 

like, two thousand years ago, a city at the center of the world, 

every building, every street, the outward expression of its great-

ness. Washington was built to be a city just like that, with long 

broad avenues and the Capitol, the center of government, up on a 

hill, dominating everything else.” 

“Dieter, I don’t think I quite understand what all this has to do 

with—” 

“Rome,” repeated Shoenfeld. “I forgot what Rome became.” 

There was something tired and frantic in the way Shoenfeld was 

talking. Nothing he said made sense. 

“When is the last time you had any sleep?” asked Hart, certain 

that must be the cause of it. “Tell me where you’re staying. I’ll 

drive you there. You can take a shower, change clothes, and then 

we’ll get something to eat and you can tell me everything that has 

happened the last couple of weeks.” 

Shoenfeld reached across and put his hand on Hart’s shoulder. 

“I know you think I’m rambling, and perhaps I am a little, but 

there is something I am trying to say.” 

“Tell me after dinner. Now, where am I taking you?” 

“I’m not staying anywhere. I didn’t check into a hotel; I came 

right from the train station—” 

“The train station? You didn’t fly into Washington?” 

“New York, I took the train down. I couldn’t take the chance.” 

“What chance? I don’t understand.” 
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Shoenfeld shook his head. He would explain later. 

“I have something you need to see. Can we go to your place, 

your house in Georgetown? It should be safe there. I don’t think 

anyone followed me. I think I lost them in New York.” 

“Lost them in . . . Yes, of course we can go to my place. You can 

stay there, too. There is plenty of room. But why are you afraid 

someone might be following you?” 

“Because I found out what Rubicon means. It isn’t over, Bobby. 

Gunther was right: Rubicon has just begun.” 

Shoenfeld was nervous, cautious, and so high-strung he could 

barely sit still. He kept looking around to see if anyone was fol-

lowing them. Each time they passed through an intersection, his 

eyes darted from one side of the street to the other as he sank low-

er in his seat. He held a black briefcase in his arms, the only lug-

gage he had. 

“I had a letter from an attorney in Damascus, a man of shall 

I say doubtful character, but someone Gunther had apparently 

known for years, someone with whom, at least on occasion, he 

had done some business. He wrote to tell me that Gunther had left 

a package with him that was to be delivered to me should anything 

ever happen to him. Because Gunther was now ‘unfortunately 

dead’—that was the phrase he used—he wished to turn it over. He 

went on to detail certain expenses—rather exorbitant expenses, as 

it seemed to me—which he had incurred in keeping this package 

in his custody. He said that because Gunther had been a friend of 

his, he was willing to bear something of a loss, and would accept 

no more than the equivalent of ten thousand dollars for his trou-

ble. There was of course the further difficulty that for obvious rea-

sons he could only accept cash. He suggested I come to Damascus 

where we could make the exchange in person.” 

“And so you went to Damascus . . .” 
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Shoenfeld glanced over his shoulder, out the back window. 

“The same car has been following us for blocks . . . No, he 

turned. It’s all right. What? Yes, I went to Damascus. I was going 

there anyway. I had to find out what happened to Gunther and 

what he had learned about Rubicon. I thought there might be 

something in his apartment—a scrap of paper, perhaps even a 

journal—something he had written down that might give me a 

start.” 

“And was there?” asked Hart, eager to know what Shoenfeld 

had found. 

But Shoenfeld had too much to tell and he did not want to leave 

anything out. He blinked his eyes in quick succession, waving his 

hand to ward off interruption. 

“I got to Damascus two weeks ago. It seems like two years. The 

lawyer was waiting for me in his office, a dark, fly-infested hole of 

a place in a walk-up third-floor landing. There was only one win-

dow, but a cheap curtain kept out the light. I thought at first that 

it was because the heat in Damascus was almost unbearable, but 

then, as my eyes adjusted to the darkness, I decided that the cur-

tain probably always covered the window, at least when the lawyer 

was not alone. He had the most singularly repulsive face I have ever 

seen: fat, with thick, blubbery lips and tiny, evil eyes. That would 

have been enough to make him ugly, but something had been done 

to him, something that . . . You could not tell at first. He had a 

habit of keeping his head turned at an angle, so that what you saw 

was mainly the left side of his face, but even with that, he could 

not keep it hidden, not all of what had been done to him. The 

right side of his face, starting with his eye and going down to the 

corner of his lip, was a cruel, gruesome disfigurement, what was 

left after the flesh had been eaten away with acid. He told me that 

it had been done by the secret police when he was a young law stu-
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dent and had made the mistake of circulating a petition calling for 

free and fair elections. 

“‘I had not realized,’ he told me with a truly ghastly grin, ‘that 

we already had free and fair elections and that President Assad 

always won them with more than ninety-nine percent of the 

vote.’” 

Shoenfeld held the briefcase tighter to his chest. For a moment, 

remembering what he had seen, he stared straight ahead. A look 

of grim resolve came into his eyes. 

“He managed somehow to finish up his studies; but there was 

never a chance, after what was done to him, that he would have 

much of a career. He lived on the fringe, a kind of outcast, and 

took what work he could get. He became a part of the Syrian 

underground, to the degree to which there is one. That was how he 

met Gunther; or rather, how Gunther met him. He doesn’t know 

how Gunther found out about him. All he would tell me was that 

Gunther seemed to know everyone.” 

Shoenfeld paused, looked across at Hart, and nodded in agree-

ment with what the Syrian had said. 

“That was a talent Gunther always had. He knew everyone, and 

not just his friends, his enemies, which makes what happened . . .” 

Hart drove across the bridge into Georgetown. The long main 

street, normally crowded even on a weekday evening, was almost 

deserted. Since the attack in Los Angeles, no one was going out 

much, and they tended, when they did, not to stay late. Hart 

made a right turn and then, two blocks later, made another right. 

The street he lived on was darker than it used to be. The street 

lamps were still on, but most of the narrow brick houses were 

barely lit up, only an occasional lamp from a second- or third-

story window behind shutters that were now, almost all of them, 

closed. 
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“We’re almost there,” said Hart, trying to put him at ease. “Just 

at the corner, then down the alley in back.” 

Shoenfeld looked behind him; then, just to be sure, he looked 

again. 

Hart pulled into the garage off the alleyway in back. He start-

ed to turn on the backyard light to see his way to the kitchen 

door. Shoenfeld put his hand on his arm and suggested he leave 

it off. Stumbling on the first step of the porch, Hart cursed under 

his breath. With some difficulty, he managed to get the door 

unlocked, and then, with Shoenfeld finally safe inside, he remem-

bered to lock it again. He did not turn on a light until he had 

led him from the kitchen, through the dining room, to the living 

room in front. 

Shoenfeld sat down in the middle of the sofa, still clutching 

the black briefcase in his arms. He gazed at the bookshelves with 

the practiced eye of a well-read man. He seemed to relax, to take 

some comfort in the close presence of familiar things, hundreds 

of books in a well-furnished room. Setting the briefcase off to the 

side, he began, almost unconsciously, to examine the titles. Hart 

made him a drink. 

“You were telling me in the car about Damascus—the Syrian 

lawyer who was holding something from your brother.” 

Shoenfeld casually rattled the ice in his glass and then, slowly, 

took a drink. 

“Thank you for this,” he said, nodding toward the drink as he set 

it down on the coffee table in front of him. “And for everything.” 

He moved to the end of the sofa and leaned back. Hart was sit-

ting in the easy chair on the opposite side of the coffee table. 

“Yes, the Syrian lawyer. I felt sorry for him. It was impossible 

not to feel sorry for him after what they had done to him. But that 

did not change the fact that he was a thief, and I told him so. 
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“‘You tell me what a good friend Gunther was to you, how 

much he tried to help you, and yet you insist that I give you ten 

thousand dollars before you’ll give me what he asked you to?’ 

“He was not offended by the question, you understand. He sim-

ply spread open his hands—soiled, dirty hands—and explained 

that, as Gunther quite well understood, he was a poor man who 

had to earn money any way he could.” 

“And so you paid him?” 

“Of course I paid him. I was always going to pay him. I had to 

know what Gunther wanted me to have. I gave him the money, all 

of it in cash, the way he had asked. Then he reached into a draw-

er and pulled out a large, bulky envelope, which, as was obvious 

immediately, had already been opened. There was nothing in it. 

“It was the Syrian’s idea of a joke. A man like that . . . well, I 

imagine he did not have many occasions to laugh at anything. He 

thought it was funny, the look I had on my face. Before I could say 

anything, tell him what I thought of him and his little tricks, he 

reached inside the same drawer and pulled out a small package. 

It had been inside the envelope, but it had not been opened. He 

seemed—the Syrian—to take a certain pleasure in that, as if, hav-

ing found what was inside the envelope, what Gunther had meant 

for me, he had done the honorable thing by not looking any fur-

ther. It’s hard to explain to someone not familiar with the Syrian 

mentality, but it was a little like a man who breaks into a bank but 

would not think of touching the money. It’s not something I could 

ever understand.” 

“The package—what was in it?” 

“I’m getting to that.” He reached for his glass, took a drink, 

savored it for a moment, and then turned sharply to Hart. “A 

key—and a letter, a letter which I did not read—not there, in that 

office—but only later, when I got back to my hotel. 
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“At first I thought the key was to a safe-deposit box some-

where—Switzerland, perhaps—where he might have kept what-

ever money he might have made from . . . well, from whatever he 

was doing all the years after he left Germany for good. But it was 

not that at all. It was a key to a box he kept hidden in his apart-

ment. The letter gave a list, a kind of inventory of what the box 

contained. I went to the apartment. I bribed the landlord to let 

me in. There was nothing in it, the place had been stripped bare. 

The landlord said that someone had broken in. I asked if I could 

be alone a few minutes. In the bathroom, under a loosened tile 

behind the toilet, exactly where Gunther had said it was, I found 

the metal box.” 

Hart was growing more curious, and more impatient, by the 

minute. 

“The letter—was there anything about Rubicon? Was there 

anything inside the box that would . . . ?” 

Shoenfeld shook his head. His eyes were luminous, intense, see-

ing everything all over again that he had seen in Damascus. 

“The letter. Yes, the letter. It contained that list, that inventory, I 

spoke of, but there was another list besides that one, a list of seven 

names, each with an address somewhere in the Middle East, three 

in Cairo, two in Damascus, one in Baghdad, and one in Tel Aviv. 

He said that if I was reading this letter it would mean that he was 

dead, and that these seven were people I could trust: people who 

would be willing to help, if I needed help, finding out what had 

happened.” 

“But nothing about Rubicon?” 

“Yes, but only later.” 

“Something he left in the metal box that you found?” 

“Yes, but only indirectly. There were several passports, all with 

slightly altered photographs, all with different names. There were 
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bundles of cash, currencies from several countries. And there was 

a book.” 

“A book? What kind of book?” 

“An old book, a very old book, a famous book, written in Greek. 

I have it with me.” He gestured toward the black briefcase that lay 

next to him on the sofa. “That, and a few other things that helped 

me learn what Gunther was on to when he was killed.” 

Dieter Shoenfeld was one of the most urbane and worldly-wise 

men Hart had ever known. Nothing had ever seemed able to dis-

turb his equanimity. Hart thought that nothing ever could. And 

yet here he was, just a few feet away, with a look as close to com-

plete astonishment as any Hart had seen. 

“There are passages that have been underlined, notes in Gun-

ther’s hand written in the margins, but nothing that would tell 

you much beyond the bare fact that for some reason he had begun 

a serious study of Roman history. The first passage he marked 

is the description of Caesar and his army when he crossed the 

Rubicon.” 

“But what would that . . . other than the name—?” 

Shoenfeld’s eyes were shining with the knowledge of something 

that still seemed almost too impossible to believe. 

“And then I found it, wedged between the last page and the back 

cover: a single thin piece of paper, folded into quarters. Gunther 

had traced out a diagram, certain historical parallels. At the bot-

tom of the page—here, let me show you!” 

He opened the black briefcase and carefully removed a single 

thick volume. The leather cover was scratched and torn at the cor-

ners, proof of age and usage. The onionskin paper had been left 

where he had first found it. He handed the book to Hart, who 

unfolded the paper on which an elaborate diagram had been 

sketched. Hart looked at it, and then gave it back. 
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“It appears to be in German, and . . .” 

“Yes, forgive me. I should have remembered. Well, but see there, 

the name Rubicon scribbled at the top of the first of the two col-

umns, the list of historical parallels. The first column is a kind 

of outline of Roman history. But now—the second column—see 

the name again. But this time it isn’t at the top, it’s at the bottom. 

Gunther had worked it all out. Rubicon was the start of something 

in Rome, but it was meant to be the end of something in America. 

Rubicon means more than what happened in Los Angeles. That 

was only the beginning.” 

“But how do you know this—from a few marked-up passages in 

an old book and a strange diagram written on a piece of paper?” 

“There’s more, a lot more. Those seven names Gunther gave 

me. I found six of them. I learned that Gunther was not killed by a 

terrorist organization; Gunther was—” 

“You said you found six of them,” said Hart, wondering if he 

had missed something. “Didn’t you say there were seven?” 

“Mohammed al Farabi. He was supposed to be in Cairo, but he 

isn’t there anymore. From what I could learn, he moves constantly. 

I’m supposed to meet him next week. He may have the final piece 

of the puzzle, the—” 

The telephone upstairs began to ring. Helen was the only one 

who used that number. 

“I have to take this. I won’t be long,” said Hart as he left Shoen-

feld in the living room and hurried to the bedroom upstairs. 

It was Helen, and she sounded better than she had in a long 

time. 

“I just wanted to hear your voice,” she said. She laughed a little 

and started to tease him about what he was missing. “I’m sitting 

here, watching the sun go down on maybe the most perfect day 

I’ve ever seen. The sky is painted all orange and red and purple 
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and the ocean has that glimmer like liquid gold. You’d like it here 

this evening, Bobby Hart, you would. Why don’t you come home 

and stay with me?” 

“I have a morning flight. They have me doing a few things in the 

afternoon, but, I promise, I’ll be there for dinner.” 

She laughed again, that same teasing sparkle in her voice. 

“I think I’ve forgotten how to cook. Why don’t we go out some-

where, just the two of us?” 

He could see her face across the candlelight, a smile like for-

ever dancing gently on her lips. He could hear the thrilling way she 

laughed, the way she used to, before things had started to go bad. 

“We have a date. I’ll see you around—” 

Suddenly, there was a tremendous, violent noise, followed by 

the sound of shattered glass. 

“What is it, Bobby?” 

He heard heavy footsteps running on the floor below, and then 

a shout, Dieter’s voice, and a burst of gunfire. The house went 

silent. 
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I ’m all right,” he whispered into the receiver
 and then hung up. 

He moved across to the open bedroom door and tried to see 

downstairs. He caught a glimpse of two armed men searching 

through the house. He pressed back against the wall and held his 

breath. 

“Where’s the other one?” said one of them in a hushed, hurried 

voice. “There were supposed to be two of them! He’s not down 

here—try upstairs!” 

Hart looked behind him, across the bedroom to the windows at 

the front. His only chance was to jump. 

“Never mind,” said the other one, “there isn’t time. The cops 

will be here any minute. Grab the briefcase and let’s get out of 

here.” 

Lights were coming on all over the neighborhood. The sound 

of sirens could be heard in the distance, coming closer. Hart went 

downstairs and found Dieter Shoenfeld slumped back on the sofa, 
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his eyes wide open, the front of his shirt soaked in blood. The 

black briefcase had been taken, but the book, that ancient book 

of Roman history with the all-important single folded piece of 

paper inside it, was still sitting there in plain sight on the coffee 

table. 

The sirens were getting louder. He put the book high up on 

a shelf, well out of view, and then, as quickly as he could, went 

through Dieter’s pockets, looking for anything that might tell him 

something about what Shoenfeld had learned about Rubicon. He 

found a small notebook, slipped it into his own pocket, and then 

ran to the front door, waving frantically for the police. 

A police car screeched to a halt and two uniformed officers, 

weapons drawn, moved quickly toward the house. “Are you all 

right?” asked one of them, peering down the empty hallway. 

“What happened?” 

“They came in through the back. I was upstairs, but Dieter . . .” 

Hart gestured toward the living room. “In there . . .” 

More police cars pulled up, and, within minutes, a crowd had 

started to form in the street outside. The police cordoned off the 

front of the house and began a slow, methodical search of the 

grounds in the back. 

“This wasn’t some burglary gone bad,” said one of the officers 

to his partner. “Not the way these assholes came through the back 

door. Broke it right off the goddamn hinges—kicked the sucker in, 

and took all the glass with it. This wasn’t some robbery, this was a 

fucking execution.” 

Twenty minutes after the uniformed officers arrived, a plain-

clothes detective found Hart alone in his study next to the bed-

room on the second floor. 

“Lieutenant Coleman, Senator—Leonard Coleman. Sorry 

about all this.” 
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Leonard Coleman was nearly sixty, a black detective who spoke 

in a quiet, understated voice. 

“What can you tell me about what happened? I know that some-

one—two men, I gather—broke in through the back door and 

shot to death your friend, Mr. Shoenfeld. It’s clear that they came 

here intending to kill someone, so the obvious question, Senator, 

is whether it was you.” 

“How long have you been a detective, Lieutenant?” 

“Nearly twenty years.” 

“Most murders are what they call crimes of passion, aren’t 

they?” 

“Most—yes, sir, but not this one. But you know that, so, if you 

don’t mind, why do you ask?” 

“I’m not sure; maybe I’m just trying to put things in the right 

categories. I was in Los Angeles, and . . .” 

“I know, sir; I know where you were—and what you saw.” 

“And then again tonight, though I didn’t actually see it happen, 

I know what happened tonight. What happened in Los Angeles— 

that was not a crime of passion, either. He stood there, waiting, 

as calm as anyone you’ve ever seen: no fear, no anger, no hatred in 

his eyes. He was a believer—a zealot if you want—but someone 

who did not think for a moment that what he was about to do 

was wrong. But now, tonight, two men—” He gave the lieutenant 

a quick, clear-eyed glance. “White men in their late thirties, early 

forties. One of them had a mustache, and one of them—I couldn’t 

tell you which—had an accent: New York, maybe New Jersey— 

I’m not sure. They weren’t terrorists, and they sure as hell weren’t 

from the Middle East. Almost forgot—one of them was at least 

six foot; the other was shorter, and broader at the shoulders—” 

“That’s very good, Senator. That will help.” 

“I doubt it.” 
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“You . . . ?” 

“They didn’t come here to settle a grudge. It wasn’t anything 

personal. They were hired professionals. And in answer to your 

question, they came here to kill both of us. I was here, upstairs, 

just down the hall in the bedroom. My wife had called—from 

California. I left Dieter in the living room. They broke down the 

door, murdered Dieter, and then came looking for me. Or started 

to. The only reason I’m still alive is that they realized that with all 

the noise they were almost out of time.” 

“And you know for sure that they meant to kill you, too?” 

“That’s the interesting thing. They didn’t know who they were 

after, who they had been sent to kill. One of them said to the oth-

er, right after they murdered Dieter, ‘There were supposed to be 

two of them.’” 

“What else, Senator? There’s something else, isn’t there?” 

“I’m not sure. At first I thought that . . . Dieter thought that he 

might have been followed and . . .” 

“Why would he think that, Senator? Why would Mr. Shoen-

feld—I gather from the identification in his wallet that he was a 

German citizen—why would he think he was being followed?” 

“There are certain things I can’t tell you. He had been working 

on something, trying to find something out.” 

Coleman made an educated guess. 

“Given what happened in Los Angeles, Senator, I would assume 

it must have had something to do with that.” 

Hart looked at him with added respect, but still did not answer 

directly. 

“I didn’t know he was coming. He showed up outside my office 

and we drove around a little and eventually came here. Whoev-

er was following him must have followed us here. But now that 

I think about it, part of it doesn’t make sense. We had only been 
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here fifteen or twenty minutes, so how could they have contacted 

two hired killers, unless . . .” 

“Unless the hit had already been arranged. Which means, Sena-

tor, that they were coming for you; that someone was watching the 

house so they could let them know when you were here.” 

Coleman took a long, slow look around the study, at the walls 

lined with books and photograph, pictures of statesmen and poli-

ticians, all of them smiling as if none of them had a care in the 

world. His eyes came back to the only photograph on the senator’s 

desk. 

“Your wife?” He bent a little forward to get a better view. “Very 

beautiful,” he remarked, nodding his head in approval. “She’s in 

California, you say?” 

“Yes, our place in Santa Barbara.” 

Coleman listened for a moment to the commotion downstairs. 

“That might be a good place for you, as well. I’m not sure why 

anyone wanted to have you murdered, but if they went to all this 

trouble there isn’t much reason to think that they’ll stop after 

tonight.” 

Coleman took a notebook out of his pocket and flipped it open. 

In a small, crabbed hand, he jotted down a short summary of 

what he had learned. Then he asked Hart to come outside and 

walk him through everything that had happened from the moment 

he and Shoenfeld had first arrived. 

“We came down the alley,” explained Hart. He pointed from 

the back of the garage where they were standing to the street at 

the end. “The same way I do every night.” 

Coleman bent down. Carefully, with his handkerchief, he picked 

up the crushed remains of a cigarette. 

“Do you smoke, Senator, or did Mr. Shoenfeld?” 

“Dieter did, but not tonight.” 
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Coleman put the cigarette in a small plastic bag. He pointed 

back to the street where Hart had pointed before. 

“They were probably parked out on the street somewhere, wait-

ing. It’s dark out there. No one would have noticed. They walked 

up the alley—a car would have made too much noise. One of them 

smoked a cigarette—out of habit, maybe to calm his nerves. Prob-

ably stood here a moment, looked around, made certain no one 

was coming, then went for the door. We’ll put this through foren-

sics,” he added as he put the bagged cigarette inside his pocket, 

“and see what we get.” 

They stood a while longer next to the garage. 

“You get out of the car—you and Mr. Shoenfeld—and you go 

directly to the house. Did you turn on the lights, the way they are 

now?” 

“No, I started to, but Dieter asked me not to. He was so afraid 

that someone might have followed him that . . .” 

“Yes, but that confirms what you said earlier about what you 

heard. One of them said that there were ‘supposed to be two of 

them.’ That means they hadn’t seen you both. They couldn’t have 

been following you. Yes, okay—go on. You walked across the yard, 

all the lights were out. You went inside the kitchen. What hap-

pened next?” 

Hart led Coleman back into the kitchen, and then, just as he 

had Shoenfeld, led him through the dining room into the living 

room in front. A police photographer was taking the last pictures 

of the body. Hart could not watch. He walked away. Coleman said 

something to the photographer who quickly finished. 

“You said Mr. Shoenfeld was going to stay here tonight, but he 

doesn’t seem to have brought any luggage.” 

“All he had was his briefcase,” replied Hart. He was standing 

next to the bookshelf near the front windows, staring down at the 
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floor. He forced himself to raise his eyes and point to the blood-

stained sofa. “He had it there, next to him.” 

“It’s not there now.” 

“No, one of them—I remember now—told the other one to 

grab it just before they left.” 

Coleman looked at Hart, and then at Shoenfeld’s body as it was 

being placed inside a black bag and lifted onto a gurney. There 

was a worried look in his eyes. 

“But this wasn’t a robbery. They didn’t come here to steal. 

So why would they bother to take his briefcase unless they had 

some idea—unless whoever sent them had some idea—what was 

in it?” 

Hart understood the implications, or thought he did. 

“Which would mean that Dieter was right. He was being fol-

lowed, because otherwise how would anyone have known he was 

here. But that means . . .” 

“That the people who were having him followed are the same 

people who want you murdered.” Coleman gave Hart a searching 

glance. “What happened in Los Angeles—both of you were look-

ing into that. I read the papers, Senator. Everyone knows the kind 

of questions you’ve been raising. That was the reason Mr. Shoe-

nfeld came here tonight, wasn’t it—all the way from Germany 

without any luggage, only that briefcase? It must have been quite 

urgent. What was in it? What had he found out?” 

“I don’t know. He never had a chance to tell me. He started to. 

He told me where he had been the last couple weeks when every-

one thought he had disappeared. He told me he had found some-

thing out about Rubicon . . .” 

“Rubicon, Senator? What’s that?’ 

“The code name—what we thought was the code name—for 

what happened in Los Angeles. All I know, all he had a chance to 
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tell me, was that what had happened in Los Angeles was not the 

end of Rubicon—it was just the beginning.” 

It was slight, almost unnoticeable, but it was there, real, and 

in the instant it lasted, painful to see, the way that Leonard Cole-

man’s large, impassive eyes recoiled from what it meant. 

“And there are people—in this country—who don’t want any-

one to find that out?” He bit the inside of his lip and thought hard 

a moment. “You were in the service. You know the drill. Someone 

higher up is going to try to take this over. I’m just a cop. The FBI 

will be on this almost as fast as those reporters out there,” he said, 

gesturing toward the street outside where the television trucks had 

started to arrive. “Maybe you think that would be . . .” 

Hart gave him a rueful glance. 

“After what’s happened, do you think I trust anyone in the FBI, 

or any other part of the government? For all I know . . . Stay on 

this case, I don’t care who tries to stop you.” 

“You don’t know me, Senator. We’ve only just met. Why would 

you trust me more than . . . ?” 

Hart looked straight into his eyes. 

“I almost never trust anyone, especially in this town, but I knew 

right away I could trust you. It’s an instinct I have. And besides, 

what choice do I have?” 

He quickly jotted down his cell phone number on the back of 

his card. 

“I don’t know where I’m going to be, but you can always reach 

me at this number. I need to get out of here. There are places I 

need to go. Am I free to leave? Is there anything more . . . ?” 

“No, we’re all right for now. Someone will need to do some-

thing with those reporters outside. Do you want . . . ?” 

Hart thought about what he should do. He was running on 

adrenaline and he knew it. The death of Dieter Shoenfeld had 



R U B I C O N  131 

not really sunk in yet; it was still too much a part of a nightmare 

that kept playing over and over again in his mind. He turned to 

Coleman. 

“Come with me.” 

With Leonard Coleman next to him, a half step behind, Hart 

stood on the front steps of his Georgetown home and gave a brief 

explanation of what had happened. 

“Earlier this evening, two men broke into my house and mur-

dered my good friend, Dieter Shoenfeld, who was visiting me from 

Germany. As many of you know, Dieter Shoenfeld was the distin-

guished editor and publisher of one of Europe’s most important 

journals. The reason for what happened remains unclear. What I 

can tell you is that this was not an attack by terrorists. I heard 

their voices and . . .” He paused, wondering if he should say it and 

knowing that, whatever the risk, he had to. “And I saw their faces. 

They were Americans, both of them. Given what has happened, 

I’m sure you’ll understand that for the moment at least I can’t take 

any questions. Let me turn this over now to Lieutenant Coleman, 

who is heading the investigation.” 

He touched Coleman briefly on the arm and went back inside. 

Uniformed officers were still moving through the house, gathering 

evidence. He went directly upstairs, shut the door to the bedroom, 

and packed a bag. Then he called Helen. 

“I’m all right,” he told her. “But Dieter . . .” He started to feel 

it, the first signs of collapse, a wave of fatigue that rolled over him 

like a thick, dense fog. He tried to shake it off. “Dieter is dead. 

Look, Helen, I have to go away for a few days. There is something 

I need to do, but don’t worry—I’ll be all right. Or I will be, if I 

know that you’re going to be okay.” 

He listened to her promise, knew that it was a promise she 

would keep, and, knowing that, managed to find more strength. 
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“I’ll call you as soon as I can.” 

He took a last look around the room. Then, with the overnight 

bag in his hand, he quickly went downstairs. He was all the way to 

the kitchen when he remembered. He went to the living room and 

reached up on the shelf. 

“I better have something to read,” he remarked by way of expla-

nation when a young uniformed officer saw what he was doing. He 

tucked under his arm the book that Dieter Shoenfeld had risked, 

and lost, his life to bring him, and hurried out the back door. 
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Chance was everything. If Dieter Shoenfeld 
had waited a day, Hart would have gone home by himself 

and been killed. If Dieter Shoenfeld had waited a day, Dieter would 

still be alive; if Helen had called just three minutes later, he would 

have been murdered along with Dieter. Everyone who had learned 

anything about Rubicon had become a target for murder, and now, 

strictly by chance, Hart was the only one who knew anything who 

had not been killed. 

He drove through Georgetown and back across the bridge, 

past the Capitol to the dilapidated building where David Allen 

had an apartment. He parked around a corner three blocks away, 

just beyond the reach of the flickering neon light of an old hotel. 

He grabbed the overnight bag, turned up the collar on his coat, 

and walked quickly, but not so quickly as to attract attention, to 

Allen’s building. 

“I’ve been trying to call!” exclaimed Allen when he opened the 

door and found him standing there. 
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Recently divorced, Allen lived alone in a small one-bedroom 

apartment. Everything had the look of a temporary arrangement. 

The bookshelves—the cheap kind you assemble yourself—were 

filled with congressional reports, legislative proposals, the usual 

paperwork of a congressional assistant. Allen picked up an arm-

ful of newspapers from the only sofa and dropped them on top of 

another stack near the door. 

“Sit down, sit down.” He took the overnight bag from Hart’s 

shoulder and gestured toward the sofa. He pulled a chair from in 

front of the small desk in the corner and dragged it over. 

“I kept trying to call, but I couldn’t reach you. I was just about 

to get in the car and drive over.” 

“I turned the cell phone off. I didn’t want to talk to anyone . . . 

and I didn’t want anything traced.” 

“Traced? The phone?” 

Hart glanced around the small, cluttered room. His eyes began 

to focus. 

“Can I bother you for a drink?” 

Allen made him a Scotch and water. Hart took a drink and then 

stared into the middle distance, a study in dejection. 

“Dieter . . .” His voice trailed off and the name echoed into the 

silence. 

“You better stay here tonight,” said Allen. “The sofa makes into 

a bed. I’ve got some clean sheets in the other room. It won’t be too 

bad.” He bent his balding head to the side, worried. “You look 

like you’re about to fall apart, Bobby. You need to get some rest.” 

“Rest? I couldn’t sleep tonight if I tried. They came to kill me— 

two hired assassins. I saw them both. They came to kill me, and 

they got Dieter instead.” 

Hart took a second drink, longer, slower, than the first. The 

cool fire felt good against his throat. He leaned forward, the drink 
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held between his knees, staring into it as he thought about what he 

had to do. 

“I need a favor,” he said, raising his eyes. “I need to borrow your 

car.” 

“Sure, but you know, it’s got a few miles on it, and . . . Why? 

What happened to yours?” 

Hart tossed him his keys. 

“It’s parked up the street, just past the hotel. I need something 

to drive to Michigan, and I better not use mine. They have the 

license.” 

Allen jumped out of the chair and started to pace, realized there 

was not room, and sat down again. He looked at Hart, not as the 

senator he worked for, but as his oldest friend. 

“Who tried to kill you tonight? And why?” 

“Rubicon.” 

“You’ve never told me what it meant, just that it was the code 

name for the assassination plot.” 

“Dieter was convinced that what happened in Los Angeles was 

only the first step, but the first step in what, I don’t know. He 

didn’t tell me; he didn’t have the chance. The phone rang, and I 

knew it was Helen and that I had to take the call, and then, when I 

was upstairs on the phone . . .” 

He drank some more, then put down the glass. 

“When Caulfield was killed—I know he was murdered—the 

only logical conclusion seemed to be that someone connected with 

a terrorist cell had managed to get inside the agency. But what 

happened tonight was a contract killing. Since when does a ter-

rorist organization in the Middle East hire professional killers to 

do their work? I don’t know who is behind this. I don’t even know 

what they’re trying to do. But everyone who has tried to find out 

anything about Rubicon has been killed.” 
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Hart started to reach for his glass, but then, suddenly, changed 

his mind and got to his feet. 

“First thing tomorrow I want you to fly back to California. It 

isn’t safe here. You were going out anyway in a few days,” he said 

when Allen started to protest. “Do it now instead. Look in on Hel-

en. Make sure she’s all right.” 

Allen knew there was no point trying to stop him. He gave him 

his keys and told him where the car was parked. 

“You’re going to see Charlie Ryan. That’s why you’re going, 

isn’t it? You’re not going to try to drive straight through? It’s six 

hundred miles.” 

Time, distance—none of that seemed to matter anymore. There 

were no alternatives, no choices he could make. Everything was 

chance, but chance was fate, and the path now in front of him was 

the only one he could take. 

He drove for hours, deep into Pennsylvania, lost in the constant 

migration of Americans moving everywhere at once. A little before 

three in the morning he stopped for gas. There was a small coffee 

shop at the turnpike station. After he filled the tank he went inside 

for something to eat. Two truckers were sitting together at the far 

end of the counter. A middle-aged waitress with a mole just above 

the corner of her mouth poured him a cup of coffee before he had 

time to ask. She handed him a plastic menu. He did not bother to 

open it. 

“Bacon, two eggs, and toast.” 

The eggs were runny and the bacon black and brittle, but Hart 

did not mind. It was good to be out of the car and able to stretch 

his legs. He listened to the voices of the two truck drivers with 

their confident, abbreviated speech and envied a little the lives of 

normal people. 

“You driving all night?” asked the waitress, warming his cup. 
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“I’m not sure,” he confessed. 

“How far you going?” 

“Michigan,” he replied. “Ann Arbor.” 

She seemed to take it under advisement, like someone who spent 

her days—or, rather, her nights—calculating for others time and 

distance and, depending on the season, the effect of the weather. 

“Should be there by noon, if you don’t stop anywhere too long. 

Be light in a few hours. It won’t be so difficult then. On the other 

hand, there’s a halfway decent motel not too far up the road. But, 

as I say, it will be light soon.” 

The two truckers got up from the counter. Each of them left her 

a good tip. 

“See you in a few days,” said one of them with a tired smile as 

they left. 

She cleaned up their dishes and wiped down the counter. 

“You hear what happened tonight?” she asked as she came back 

with the pot of coffee. “Another attack. Not like before—no one 

blew themselves up—but they tried to kill a senator! Right in his 

own home! Missed him, got someone else. But right in his home, 

in Washington, the capital. No one is safe anymore, are they?” 

Hart paid the bill and left a couple of dollars next to the plate. 

“Thanks,” he said as he walked to the door. 

“Come back soon,” she replied in a dreamy voice. She waved 

a listless good-bye and leaned against the doorway, watching the 

endless traffic passing in the night. 

The coffee kept Hart going until the darkness broke behind him 

and the sun began to rise. He made Michigan by eleven and, just 

as the waitress had calculated, Ann Arbor by noon. It was only 

when he pulled up in front of Charlie Ryan’s large Georgian-style 

house that he suddenly realized that, just back from the Republi-

can convention and in the middle of his own campaign for reelec-
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tion, Ryan might be anywhere in Michigan, but certainly not at 

home. 

He glanced in the mirror. His hair was a tangled mess and he 

needed a shave. He got out of the car, stretched his arms, and 

walked to the front door. Maybe someone was home and could 

tell him where he had to go next. The door opened before he got 

there. Charlie Ryan stepped out to greet him. 

“How did you . . . ?” 

“David Allen called me, right after you left his place last night. 

Why the hell did you drive? Why didn’t you just call? I would have 

come, taken the first flight back,” Ryan insisted as he shut the door 

behind them. “We’ll talk about this later. Right now, go upstairs, 

take a long, hot shower, get cleaned up. Go to bed for a while, get 

some sleep.” 

“No, I can’t—not yet. I will take a shower, however. I must look 

a wreck.” 

Half an hour later, showered and shaved and wearing clean 

clothes, Hart sat at the kitchen table and tried to tell Ryan every-

thing that he knew. 

“And you have the book—and the diagram—with you? The 

things Shoenfeld thought so important.” 

Hart handed Ryan the leather-bound volume. With a raised eye-

brow and a wistful glance, Ryan examined it. 

“Plutarch. I haven’t read him since college. Though Father Hen-

riot, my ancient history teacher, might have told you that I had not 

really read him then.” 

He opened the tattered cover, careful to do it in a way that kept 

it from falling further apart. A slight grimace broke the even line 

of his mouth. 

“Greek! The only subject I knew less about than ancient 

history.” 
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“But you know it.” 

“Know it? I suppose that with the aid of a good dictionary I 

could probably translate ten or twelve lines in a month or so.” 

He saw the look of disappointment on Hart’s dead-tired face. He 

slapped him on the knee and got up. “But don’t worry, I have the 

solution.” 

Ryan disappeared into the living room. He came back a few 

minutes later carrying a small book in a green jacket. He seemed 

quite pleased with himself. 

“Something I thought I should probably study someday. Still 

looks new, doesn’t it?” He placed the book on the table and 

opened it at random to show Hart why it would help. “On facing 

pages: the Greek on the left, the English translation on the right. 

This should work. Show me the first passage he marked—Gun-

ther Kramer, right?” 

Ryan remembered enough Greek to find the corresponding 

place in the bilingual edition and then the same passage in Eng-

lish. After nearly an hour, he sat back and looked out the win-

dow, down to the edge of a creek to a stand of birch trees that had 

begun to turn yellow. Gray clouds scudded across the eastern sky, 

bringing with them a sudden chill and, for just a few minutes, the 

season’s first snow flurry. In the cold sunlight the air was crystal, 

pure, and clean. Winter might come early this year. 

“It all seems pretty straightforward,” said Hart, while Ryan 

watched the last of the snowflakes melt on the grass. 

“What?” asked Ryan. He turned from the window. Hart was 

still bent over the Loeb edition, reading again the last marked pas-

sage. “Yes, I suppose so. I’m not sure.” 

Hart looked up. He thought he understood the doubt. 

“I meant the passages Kramer marked,” Hart said. “The con-

nection they have to Rubicon is another matter.” 
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Ryan tapped his finger, gently and without emphasis, on the 

table. He tried to think. 

“Everyone knows the story—at least everyone forced to read 

Roman history. But even if you didn’t, everyone knows that famous 

line: ‘Vini, vidi, vici’—‘I came, I saw, I conquered.’ Caesar is talk-

ing about what he did in Gaul, but it leads up to what he did later 

when he crossed the Rubicon. The first passage marked: he crosses 

the Rubicon. Why was that so important? Because he was told not 

to, because the army was to be kept away from Rome. But why 

was a Roman army thought to be a threat to Rome itself? That 

other passage—remember?” 

Hart’s gaze drifted back to the text, to the place where Gunther 

Kramer had carefully and with exact precision drawn brackets. 

The sense of it seemed plain enough. Hart summarized what it 

said. 

“The early days of the republic, when Rome was smaller, no one 

commanded an army for more than a few months or a year. But 

later, as Rome acquired more territory, Rome became an empire 

and armies had to be sent to places so far away it might take 

months to get there. The armies became less loyal to Rome than 

to those, like Caesar, who were their generals. In other words,” 

added Hart, “the threat to the republic began when Rome became 

an empire.” 

“Yes, but there is something else,” said Ryan. He was not quite 

certain he could put it into words. “Something about the tone in 

which it is written. You get the sense that everything that hap-

pened was inevitable, that once someone had that much power it 

was only a matter of time before they were going to do something 

with it.” 

“What about all the notes Kramer made in the margin?” 
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“I don’t read German, but a friend of mine teaches it at the uni-

versity. I’ll call him. I wonder what Kramer found so fascinating 

about it.” 

“Maybe the same thing we’re thinking about: what I had never 

thought about before.” 

Ryan gave him a puzzled glance. Hart laughed quietly and with 

a touch of embarrassment. 

“I’m not sure I even knew there was a Roman republic. All I 

know about Roman history is Shakespeare’s play: Caesar mur-

dered, then a civil war. I thought Caesar crossed the Rubicon to 

deal with his enemies in Rome.” 

“That’s all most people know. What’s your point?” 

“My point is that I confused the idea of the Roman Empire with 

the long list of Roman emperors. I didn’t realize that the empire 

came before the emperors, and that the empire made the emperors 

inevitable.” 

Ryan nodded in agreement. 

“And the lesson from this?” 

“That a republic that becomes an empire eventually loses its 

freedom.” 

“Perhaps. But notice the next passage Kramer marked. What 

was not inevitable was the genius of Julius Caesar. He changed 

everything and made it seem, at least while he lived, that he had 

not changed anything. He kept all the old forms of the republic: 

everything was still done according to the ancient formula: ‘by the 

will of the Senate and the people of Rome,’ though nothing hap-

pened unless Caesar wanted it.” 

“This is all interesting, Charlie, but where does it get us? They 

came to kill me last night, whoever they are, and all we have is this 

book.” 
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Suddenly, he remembered something. He unfolded the thin 

piece of paper on which Gunther Kramer had written two parallel 

columns. 

“This is in German, too—but Rubicon appears twice: at the top 

of the column on the left, and at the bottom of the one on the 

right. Dieter told me that Kramer had worked it all out.” 

Ryan stood up and stretched his arms. 

“I’ll call that friend of mine. Why don’t you go upstairs and try 

to get a little sleep.” He looked at Hart with a worried expression. 

“No one knows you’re here, except David Allen, which means no 

one else can find you. Every reporter in Washington is probably 

trying to get hold of you, get your reaction to what happened last 

night. If you don’t surface sometime soon, they’ll start to report 

that you’ve gone missing, and you know the kind of speculation 

that will lead to.” 

Hart rose from the table. 

“Allen will tell everyone that I’ve gone into seclusion, that the 

death of Dieter Shoenfeld has been a terrible blow, and that I need a 

little time to myself. That will buy me a couple of days. I have to get 

out of the country and no one can know about it. I’ll explain later.” 

Hart went upstairs to the guest room while Ryan made his call. 

He thought he would lie down for a few minutes and rest. He 

closed his eyes and tried not to think about anything. 

“Bobby,” said Ryan quietly, shaking his shoulder. “Wake up. 

The translation has been done.” 

Hart did not know what Ryan was talking about. The room 

where he had fallen asleep was dark. He thought that someone 

must have closed the curtains. He sat up and looked around. 

“How long have I been asleep?” 

“Six hours, maybe a little more. Come downstairs. Clare is 

home. We’ll have dinner.” 
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Clare Ryan was a physician, a heart surgeon on staff at the 

University of Michigan hospital. Thin as a long-distance runner, 

with large, candid eyes, she had one of the most sharply analytical 

minds Hart had encountered. She took things in at a glance that 

most people never noticed. She had understood Helen right away. 

It was the first thing she asked about. 

“How is she? How is she holding up under all of this?” 

Clare put her hand through Hart’s arm and walked with him 

from the bottom of the long, spiral staircase to the dining room. 

The table was set for three people. She gave him a buoyant, yet 

understated, smile. 

“I know you’re a mess, but you can take it. My friend Helen, on 

the other hand, does not enjoy the protection of the various layers 

of stupidity by which men like you and Charlie here try to pretend 

that there is no such thing as danger. They really tried to kill you 

last night? Good God, what’s this country coming to?” 

She kissed him on the side of the cheek and told him that it 

might be a good idea if he tried to stay alive. 

“Charlie tells me that you have to leave the country,” said Clare, 

shortly after they started dinner. “I have a sister in Toronto, a law-

yer who does a lot of immigration work. She might be able to help 

get a passport, something you can use to fly out of Canada. You 

can drive across from Detroit to Windsor, and go on to Toronto 

from there.” There was a slight change in her expression. She had 

just realized something she ought to have known. “Or had you 

thought of that already?” 

The conversation turned to other things, to what was happen-

ing in the presidential race, and to what was happening to Charlie 

Ryan. 

“You told me a couple weeks ago that the money out of Wash-

ington had dried up,” said Hart. “I don’t imagine what you did the 
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other night with the vice president is going to help much with that 

problem. How much trouble are you in?” 

Ryan shrugged it off, or tried to. 

“There are people here who want to help. What I don’t know 

is how what happened in Los Angeles will affect things, or what 

effect the presidential race will have. It isn’t easy, knowing that 

Taylor would make a much better president, having to pretend in 

public that Douglas would not be another disaster.” 

Clare threw her napkin down on the table. 

“God, Charlie, don’t you think it’s time to stop the fraud? 

You know that Douglas would be just about the worst thing that 

could happen. He has not had a thought that has not come out 

of the White House. Why don’t you just come out and say so, tell 

people what you really think? Someone has just tried to murder 

just about the only friend you have in Washington and you’re still 

going around mouthing the party line? What for—so you don’t 

lose? What’s the point of winning if you can’t tell the truth?” 

The more she talked, the angrier she seemed to become, the 

broader the smile on Charlie Ryan’s face. He turned to Hart. 

“What do you think? Sounds like a hell of a good idea to me.” 

Clare did not believe him. She believed he meant it, that it would 

be a good thing to do, but not that he would actually do it, take 

the chance, risk everything he had worked for. She understood that 

there were certain rules of the game; she also knew that there were 

not many men in politics, or women either, who had been willing 

to break so many of them as the man to whom she was married. 

As soon as dinner was over, Clare had to say good-bye. There 

were patients to see in the hospital and she would not be home 

until late. 

“Here’s my sister’s address and phone number. I’ll call and tell 

her to expect you, and what you need. I don’t want to see you go; 
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but I know you have to, and it’s probably better if you cross into 

Canada at night. I’ll call Helen from my office and tell her we took 

good care of you. She’ll want to know that, you know,” she said as 

she gave him one last kiss. 

“Thanks, Clare,” he said, moved by how willing she was to 

help and by how much she cared about Helen. “Thanks for 

everything.” 

“The translation?” asked Hart after Clare had left. “What do 

all those notes in the margin mean? And the diagram—does it 

make sense?” 

“The translation is done. Does it help explain? I’m not sure.” 

They went back into the kitchen and sat in the same places. The 

book was there, with the diagram beside it, along with two pages 

of a hand-printed translation. 

“Some of the margin notes were just cross-references to other 

passages. Some of them just a word or two he wanted to be cer-

tain of from the Greek.” 

Ryan turned the first page of translations so that Hart could 

see it. 

“The long margin note next to the discussion of how the cross-

ing of the Rubicon was the culmination of Roman expansion, the 

necessary result of empire—it’s a note about Iraq.” 

“Iraq?” asked Hart in astonishment. He read the translation out 

loud. “‘What if war in Iraq was not started because of weapons of 

mass destruction, or any of the other reasons given. Not talking 

about oil. Started because it was, they thought . . .’” Hart looked 

up. “‘They thought’? Who are ‘they’?” 

Ryan told him to keep reading. 

“‘Started because it was, they thought, the perfect pretext 

to establish a client state—the way the Romans established cli-

ent states—a military presence, a model government—a pup-
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pet government—a colony, in the heart of the Middle East. The 

empire becomes more expansive, the people at home kept satis-

fied with promises of the spread of democracy and oil cheap and 

plentiful.’” 

“The other page, the diagram Kramer drew,” explained Ryan. 

“The first column is a list of what happened in Rome after the 

Rubicon was crossed. The second column is a list of things that 

could bring an empire—a republican empire—to that same point. 

It starts with the Second World War, then the military buildup of 

the Cold War, then the breakup of the Soviet Union and a world in 

which there is only one superpower left. Then—read what comes 

at the very end, the few lines just before the word Rubicon.” 

Hart read quietly to himself, and then out loud: 

“‘Political assassination—the threat of outside enemies—the 

case for endless war—expansion—more assassination: everything 

that brings about the necessity, or, rather, the belief in the necessi-

ty, that something drastic, fundamental, something without prec-

edent, has to be done.’” 

“Gunther Kramer did not think that Rubicon was the code name 

for a terrorist plot,” said Ryan. “He thought it was a conspiracy to 

destroy the American republic, but how, and by whom? Something 

doesn’t fit. What happened in Los Angeles was a terrorist attack. 

We know who the suicide bomber was, where he came from. We 

even know his name and why he said he did it. Something is miss-

ing, Bobby, and I don’t know what it is.” 

“Look at this,” said Hart. He handed Ryan the diagram. “At 

the bottom.” 

“All it says is ‘Rubicon.’” 

“No, there’s something more. Just below it.” 

Ryan looked again. It was there, a kind of afterthought that, 

when he first looked at the translation, had not caught his eye. 
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“‘What al Farabi told me.’ What does it mean?” 

Hart reached inside his jacket for the notebook he had taken 

from Dieter Shoenfeld. He turned to the page where he had first 

seen the name. 

“Dieter was supposed to meet Mohammed al Farabi early 

next week in Rome. I’m going to meet him there instead. He said 

al Farabi might have the missing piece. That was the phrase he 

used—‘the missing piece.’” 





14 

H art could not get the word out of his 
head. He wrote it on a notepad during the flight from 

Toronto to Rome; he wrote it in his hotel room after he checked 

in. What did it mean—Rubicon? It was more than a plot to assas-

sinate a political leader, more than an attempt to sabotage the 

election. But how much more, and where did it lead? The list that 

Gunther Kramer had made: assassination, the threat of outside 

enemies, a case for war, and then more assassinations—all of it 

to make it appear that something “without precedent” had to be 

done. What was without precedent, and, whatever it was, how 

would it lead to Rubicon in a way that ran parallel to what had 

happened in Rome more than two thousand years ago? 

He had two days to wait, two days with nothing to do. He want-

ed to call home, to tell Helen there was nothing to worry about, 

that he was all right. It had been nearly a week since the night of 

the murder, five days since he had last heard her voice, but he had 

become paranoid, almost certain that someone was intercepting 
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nearly every call. He remembered what Raymond Caulfield had 

said about Orwell’s 1984 and the idea of living under the constant 

surveillance of some all-knowing power. He had spent three days 

in Toronto and for almost all of it thought he was being watched 

and followed. Rome seemed safer, and, more important, closer to 

what he hoped would be the end of the chase, when he would find 

out who was behind Rubicon and what, after Los Angeles, was 

going to happen next. 

The hotel where Hart was staying was the same hotel where 

Dieter Shoenfeld was supposed to meet Mohammed al Farabi early 

Monday afternoon, the next day. Physically spent and emotionally 

drained, Hart managed to sleep straight through the night, some-

thing he had not been able to do in nearly a week. He had a late 

breakfast and then decided that he had to get out, that he could not 

stay all day in his room. He threw on a jacket and a pair of dark 

glasses, the way any tourist would dress, and walked to the Tiber 

and took the ancient pedestrian bridge across to the Vatican. The 

wide avenue that runs from the Castel Sant’Angelo was clogged 

with Christians waiting to receive the pope’s blessing at noon. 

There were shops and stands all along the route selling vari-

ous religious objects and pictures and postcards of the pope. On a 

sudden whim, Hart bought a postcard which he intended to send 

to Charlie Ryan. 

“The pope asked about you,” he thought he would write. “Said 

he would like to hear your confession but, given what you have to 

confess, was not certain he could spare that much time.” 

It gave him a strange sense of the familiar, of being at home. 

He could almost see the laughter spread across Ryan’s freckled 

Irish face when he read it. He put the postcard inside his pocket, 

stepped onto a double-decker tour bus, and left behind the crowd 

at St. Peter’s. 
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The Roman sun felt warm and clean against his skin as the bus 

lumbered along next to the Tiber. For an instant, with the heat of 

it full on his face, he could feel, or thought he could feel, what it 

must have been like to be part of a returning Roman army when 

the empire had conquered most of the known world and a Roman 

soldier always came home in triumph. He wished he had read 

more, studied more, known more about the reasons why Rome 

fell. He realized that he knew hardly anything about it at all. 

In slow, halting, but quite precise English, the tour guide 

described each famous place they passed and paid an occasional 

brief, but necessary, tribute to the utter futility of Roman traffic. 

“Three million people; three million cars. It is impossible to go 

anywhere, and so of course everyone does.” 

Hart looked down the side of the bus and watched the front 

fender of an Alfa Romeo come within a fraction of an inch of col-

lision before hitting the brakes and pulling back. The bus plowed 

forward into a bedlam of screaming, high-pitched engines. 

“And here, just to your left—that long line of ancient rubble. 

This is what remains of the marble bleachers that used to seat two 

hundred fifty thousand people, here, at the Circus Maximus, to 

watch the chariot races. It was an eighth of a mile across and a 

half mile in length.” 

An older man, with short gray hair and sharp gray eyes, sitting 

with his wife in the row just ahead of Hart, gestured toward the 

long, grass-covered field where all that was left of the race course 

were a few barely discernible ruts. 

“When Rome became corrupt,” he remarked in a steely British 

voice; “when there was nothing more to do in politics; when the 

public had lost all its powers and everything was in the hands of 

the emperors, then the way to control them, to keep their minds 

off what they had lost, was to keep them well fed and entertained.” 
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He laughed, a thin, brittle laugh wrapped in irony. “Think what 

they could have done with television!” 

The tour bus made a wide, sweeping turn, doubled back down 

two winding streets, and came out on a wide avenue that led 

directly to the Colosseum. 

“The name ‘Colosseum,’” explained the guide on a microphone 

that emitted a whining metallic sound, “is a misunderstanding. 

The true name is Flavian Amphitheater. It was the first freestand-

ing structure of its type in the world. It was begun by the Emperor 

Vespasian in the year 64 after Christ. It was finished by his son, the 

Emperor Titus, in the year 72 after Christ.” 

The bus came to a stop. Those who wanted to spend time wan-

dering around the Colosseum got off. 

“That was the next stage in Rome’s corruption,” the Britisher 

explained to his wife. He seldom looked at her when he spoke, 

but was certain that she listened. “It was not enough to have the 

distractions of athletic contests. They needed something to give an 

outlet for all that pent-up aggression. They gave them slaughter. 

When the place first opened, there were a hundred straight days of 

it. They say that Roman citizens came from all over the empire— 

that is what we forget: that they colonized half the globe and 

gave citizenship to those who earned it through loyal service—to 

watch the slaughter of more than five thousand beasts, most of 

them brought over from Africa just for the spectacle. And it never 

stopped. Almost two hundred years later, on the one-thousandth 

anniversary of the founding of Rome, two thousand gladiators 

fought elephants, tigers, lions, even giraffes and hippopotamus-

es—just to see the blood flow. And then of course there were the 

games in which the gladiators killed each other. Do you know, 

sometimes I really don’t think there’s much hope for the human 

race.” 
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“Albert,” said his wife, gazing off into the distance, “that 

was a long time ago. What the Romans did—no one does that 

anymore.” 

“No, that’s true. Now we just drop bombs on people and kill 

them that way. And we don’t have to come out to a colosseum to 

watch it; we can do that right at home in our living rooms, can’t 

we?” 

“Well, I really don’t see how you can compare things then and 

now,” she persisted. But before her husband could reply, the bus 

lurched forward and the guide began another short description of 

the next place on the tour. 

What the Britisher had said reminded Hart of what Caulfield 

had said about Orwell and Huxley: the relentless surveillance of 

1984, and the gentler, but in certain ways more pervasive, control 

exercised in the scientific utopia described in Brave New World. 

Everyone’s need for food and shelter met; everyone satisfied with 

their place in life by proper conditioning and tension-relieving 

drugs; sex removed from the constraints of both birth and love; 

and, shaping everything else, entertainment designed to produce 

not just an emotional but a physical response, what Huxley in his 

fable called “the feelies.” 

He got off the bus at the next stop and for several hours wan-

dered, part of the crowd, through the vast broken monuments and 

shattered remains of what had once been the capital of an empire 

that had seemed destined to last as long as there was life on earth. 

As he walked among the towering cypress and the huge blocks of 

overturned stone, he worked at the various pieces of what he had 

heard and what he knew: how Rome had changed from a republic 

in which every citizen fought in its wars to an empire in which gen-

erals led seasoned veterans whose only loyalty was to themselves; 

from a republic in which—how had that Britisher on the bus put 
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it?—each citizen took part in civic life, to an empire in which citi-

zens were kept obedient by countless mindless games and endless 

bloody slaughter. 

Hart did not stop at the obvious parallels between what hap-

pened to Rome when it stopped being a republic and what had 

happened to his own country after the wars of the twentieth cen-

tury. No one could argue that democracy in America was what 

it had been two hundred years ago; the country was too big, too 

industrialized, too specialized and spread out for that. But that 

was a far cry from having no democracy at all. No, it was not the 

same, he told himself; no one was elected to anything in Rome 

once the time of the Caesars started. There was no freedom of 

discussion, no real debate, not even in the Senate, once Caesar 

crossed the Rubicon and power came to depend solely, or mainly, 

on the possession of force. 

Hart turned around and gazed once more at the Colosseum, 

shining in all its shattered, aging grandeur in the rose-colored sun, 

and then he started walking back to the hotel. 

He was almost there, just the other side of the Piazza Navona, 

when he saw it on the front page of a newspaper. He would not 

have noticed, mixed in as it was with the newspapers of half a 

dozen other European countries, if the editors of the British paper 

had not run his photograph with the story of how the same U.S. 

senator who had narrowly missed being murdered in his home was 

now rumored to be missing and perhaps even dead. 

It was the stuff of tabloid journalism. Bobby Hart has not been 

seen in nearly a week, not since the night that armed gunmen 

broke into his fashionable Georgetown house and in a burst of 

gunfire killed Dieter Shoenfeld, one of Europe’s best-known pub-

lishers. Though representatives in Hart’s office claim he went into 

seclusion the day after the Shoenfeld murder, no one seems to have 
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heard from him since. This has led to speculation—“Specula-

tion!” Hart swore out loud—that something has happened to the 

senator and that, for reasons of their own, the authorities are not 

talking about it. Knowledgeable sources insist that there is grow-

ing concern that the senator may have been kidnapped by the 

same people who tried to kill him and is now being held hostage 

somewhere, perhaps outside the country in some Middle Eastern 

nation. 

“Damn,” muttered Hart under his breath as he tucked the paper 

under his arm and strode in earnest toward the hotel. 

The entrance to the Rafael Hotel was on a narrow cobblestone 

street with barely enough room for three or four cars to park fac-

ing straight in. The doorman was leaning against the wall, a ciga-

rette dangling in his fingers, speaking to a dark, well-dressed man 

in a double-breasted suit. When he saw Hart approach, he ground 

the cigarette out with the heel of his shoe, and opened the door. 

“I wonder, Mr. Hart, if we might have a word?” 

The well-dressed stranger had his hand on Hart’s arm, turning 

him back toward the blue Mercedes Hart had just squeezed past. 

Hart was so surprised at hearing anyone use his name that he was 

sitting in the back seat of the car before he quite knew what had 

happened. Then he tried to get out. He reached for the door han-

dle, but the door had been locked. The car began to move, backing 

away from the hotel, then turning down the narrow cobblestone 

street. There were two men in the car, a driver, whose face he had 

not seen, and the one who had forced him inside, now sitting next 

to him. Hart demanded that he stop the car and let him out. The 

answer surprised him. 

“Why, Mr. Hart? Do you have other plans for dinner?” 

“Is that where I’m going—dinner? I didn’t even know I had been 

invited.” 
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The driver navigated several sharp-edged corners until he was 

out on the thoroughfare that ran next to the Tiber, and then, with 

St. Peter’s Basilica glowing iridescent in the falling Roman sun, 

turned left and headed toward the Palatine Hill. 

“How have you enjoyed Rome so far, Mr. Hart?” He asked this 

in the casual manner of one who is both interested and thinks 

he can help. “Probably not a very intelligent question, given the 

fact you’ve only just got here, to say nothing of the reason you’ve 

come.” 

He spoke impeccable English, clearer, crisper than an Ameri-

can, but without the traces of a British accent. He had almost 

certainly gone to school at one of the best universities in the 

Middle East; probably, thought Hart, in Egypt, where the Brit-

ish influence had produced something more than imitation. His 

hand lay comfortably on the seat between them. He wore gold 

cuff links and an expensive but understated watch. Hart thought 

he knew who he was. 

“You must be Mohammed al Farabi.” 

The question seemed to dazzle the Egyptian by its ignorance. 

“Am I . . . ? No. But yes, I can see why you might have jumped 

to that conclusion. No, I am not; but that is where you are going, 

or rather, whom you are going to see. Unless, of course, you really 

would prefer to have the driver stop and let you out.” As soon as 

he said it, he began to shake his head, apologizing for an unforgiv-

able breach of etiquette. “What I meant to say is that we would 

be glad to take you back to your hotel—if that is your preference. 

Though, I can assure you, Mohammed al Farabi would be deeply 

disappointed.” 

Hart wondered if it was true, if the man really would take him 

back and then drive away without a second thought. For all this 

Egyptian stranger’s well-bred manners, he had, just a few minutes 
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ago, forced Hart into a car and driven off with him. And now he 

made it seem like there was nothing the slightest bit unusual in 

any of it. 

“That depends,” said Hart with a serious look. 

“I’m sorry—what depends?” 

“Whether I ask you to take me back to my hotel depends on 

what you tell me. First of all, who are you and where are you tak-

ing me?” 

“My name is not important. It is enough that you know that 

I am taking you to see the man whose name you just mentioned, 

Mohammed al Farabi, whom you have come all this way to see. Or 

are we mistaken on that point?” 

Hart ignored the question. There were other things he wanted 

to know. 

“How do you know why I’m here, why I’ve come to Rome?” 

With rare precision, the stranger nodded briefly and exactly. He 

became quite serious. 

“Dieter Shoenfeld had made arrangements—through me—to 

meet with Mohammed al Farabi, here, in Rome, tomorrow after-

noon. There were reasons Mohammed al Farabi was willing 

to meet with him. He will tell you if he so chooses. But one of 

the reasons was that Mr. Shoenfeld advised me that he had kept 

you informed of much of what he had learned. That was why we 

thought you might come. We knew from all the published reports 

that Mr. Shoenfeld had been murdered in your home, and that 

there was some reason to suppose that you had also been a target. 

Then, when we heard that you had disappeared, that no one knew 

where you were—it seemed at least a possibility that you would 

come here; that before he died Mr. Shoenfeld had told you he had 

a meeting with Mohammed al Farabi and that you decided you 

should come in his place. We are very glad that you did.” 
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“Very glad . . . ?” Hart started to ask, but the Egyptian gave 

him a look that told him that the reason would soon be clear. 

They were now close to where Hart had been before, the Circus 

Maximus, or what was left of it. 

“Why did you come for me? Why not wait until tomorrow and 

the original, scheduled meeting?” 

“Because it was not safe. We could not know it was you until I 

saw you. We could not know that someone else had not found out 

where Dieter Shoenfeld was going—and who he was going there 

to meet. I can assure you, Mr. Hart, that the same people who 

had him murdered, and would like to murder you, are more than 

willing to get rid of anyone else who knows anything about them 

and what they are trying to do.” He looked at Hart in a way that 

left no doubt how serious he was when he added, “You’re really 

quite lucky to still be alive. If you were a Muslim, a member of 

the faith, I would have to say that you must be one of the favored 

few chosen by Allah to do God’s work.” A thin, enigmatic smile 

cut across his wide, smooth mouth. “Perhaps, even though you are 

not a believer, that may still be true.” 

The driver turned away from the race course of the Circus 

Maximus and the ancient ghosts of Roman chariots and headed 

onto the Palatine Hill. Ten minutes later, he stopped in front of 

the guarded gate of a high-walled villa and rolled down the win-

dow. Holding an automatic weapon in his arms, the guard looked 

inside and then, stepping back, waved them through. 

“Dieter told me that Mohammed al Farabi had been in Cairo, 

but that he now lived here, in Rome.” 

“Cairo was not safe. It never had been, really, but then, after 

what happened, after they took him away . . .” 

“Took him away?” 

The stranger’s eyes, so bold and full of confidence, suddenly 
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became modest and self-effacing; his manner, so rigorously correct 

and self-assured, became almost humble. Hart turned to see what 

he was looking at, what had produced this remarkable change. 

Standing directly in front of the car, with a short cropped black 

beard and piercing black eyes, was someone who seemed to have 

leaped straight from the pages of the Arabian Nights. He held his 

head not just erect, like some well-trained soldier, but with the 

proud, and indifferent, defiance of a man bred from birth to the 

habit of command. It was not the command of others that made 

the habit so impressive; it was the control he exercised over him-

self. Hart sensed immediately that he was in the presence of a rare 

intelligence, a man who liked deserts and the cleanliness of barren 

places, someone who could both laugh and cry at the vanities of 

the world. 





15 

G ood evening, Senator Hart. I am Mohammed al 
Farabi,” said the man as he stepped out of the shadows. 

“I was very sorry to hear about poor Mr. Shoenfeld. But I’m glad 

you’re safe and that now, finally, we can talk. Please, come inside. 

We’ll have something for dinner.” 

They sat on a loggia overlooking much of what was left of 

ancient Rome. The headlights from the traffic in the distance had 

the look of a torch-bearing army. The scent of jasmine filled the 

warm night air. 

“Augustus, I am told, was born not far from here and, so the story 

goes, wanted to live in the same simple house when he became 

emperor. He was forced, however—perhaps by circumstances, 

perhaps by his wife—to build a palace instead. The irony, if it is 

an irony, is that because he did what he had not wanted to do, 

all the emperors who followed him wanted to do the same thing: 

build, each one of them, a palace of his own. Most men live by 
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imitation, Senator Hart; the only difference between them what 

they choose to imitate.” 

A breeze, gentle as a woman’s breath, gave a moment’s life to 

the white silk draperies that hung from the loggia’s stone columns, 

which, taking it in, then let it go and hung limp again. Dinner was 

served by a small tribe of servants who materialized and vanished 

in strict accordance with their task. It was as if the air itself were 

filled with an intelligence that could foresee, and arrange, each 

thing that was needed. 

“My family has always been in Egypt. I am told by those who 

know such things that there is no record of a time in which the 

name al Farabi did not exist. There was a man of that name quite 

famous, nearly a thousand years ago, but whether I am a direct 

descendant of his or not—I think would be too much to claim.” 

Mohammed al Farabi turned to Hart, sitting immediately on his 

right, and allowed himself a modest smile. “But I have read his 

works, or tried to. 

“In more recent times my family turned to commerce. My 

father, and his father before him, were bankers, men of great 

wealth; and because wealth always attracts followers, men of no 

small influence. They were prudent men, both of them; men who 

knew how to keep their own counsel, men who understood—or 

thought they understood—that there are limits beyond which one 

must not go in trying to change things. They learned to accommo-

date those in power. I, on the other hand, was young and of course 

had nothing like their patience. I was also, to tell the whole truth 

of it, used to being rich.” 

The sparkle in his eye showed that he understood that if he had 

seen things differently than his father and grandfather had, it was 

only possible because of what they had done for him. Hart was 

drawn to him in ways he had not expected. He had come to talk 
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to someone he had thought must be one of the dispossessed, an 

outcast living hand to mouth on the margins of society, and found 

instead a merchant prince. 

“I had money, or rather my family had it. It never occurred to 

me to think how difficult it had been to acquire or how difficult 

it might be to keep. I only thought about how to use it; and of 

course, I used it badly: fast cars, fast women, all the usual things.” 

With a shrug of his shoulders, he mocked any thought that what 

he had done in his youth required regret much less any need of 

redemption. “Fast cars, fast women,” he repeated, his warm voice 

filled with irony and nostalgia. “Just between us, I kept a few of 

the cars.” 

They talked through dinner, or rather Mohammed al Farabi 

talked, telling Hart about his youthful indiscretions, but in a way 

that told more about his education, what he had learned growing 

up in a place in which being frivolous had at least the advantage of 

being safe. 

“If you had money no one cared what you did. As long, of 

course, as you paid off all the right people, the people in govern-

ment who claimed to be your friends. They were always taking out 

loans from the bank; loans, as both sides understood, that would 

never be paid back. But what did that matter when there was so 

much money to go around. I did not notice. That was simply how 

things were done. 

“And then it happened, one of those things that suddenly change 

everything. A friend of my father’s, a man he had known since uni-

versity, was arrested. This was all the more remarkable because he 

was the publisher of one of the most conservative newspapers in 

Egypt, a paper that had always taken a strong line against the fun-

damentalists and extremists, those who were trying to bring down 

the government. But he had made the mistake—what turned out 
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to be the very serious mistake—of writing an editorial in which he 

argued that it was time to begin to lift the restrictions on the right 

of free assembly and free speech; that the failure to do so would 

only increase the growing discontent with the government and 

give support to those who were advocating violent resistance. He 

was taken into custody. There were no formal charges, no formal 

sentence. He was just kept there, in prison, and on more than one 

occasion beaten nearly to death. When they released him, almost 

a year later, he was just a shell of the man he used to be. 

“What happened to my father’s friend, a man I had known my 

whole life, changed everything. I talked to my father about what 

we could do. He was so angered by what had been done, that he 

did not hesitate when I told him what I wanted to do, though 

he knew better than anyone what was likely to happen because 

of it.” 

The servants, as if summoned by a wish, cleared the table and 

brought coffee. With a small silver spoon, al Farabi slowly stirred 

sugar into his cup. The expression in his eyes became pensive and 

somber. 

“What did you do?” asked Hart, quietly and without hurry. He 

was interested in what al Farabi was telling him, and understood 

that it was part of the larger story, a necessary preface, as it were, 

to what Hart had come to learn. “What was it that you wanted 

that only your father’s anger allowed you to have?” 

Al Farabi looked up. A bright smile glittered in his dark eyes. 

“I bought the paper.” 

“You bought the . . . ?” 

“Yes, and the first editorial I wrote was all about what the gov-

ernment had done, how they were willing to stifle the voices even 

of those who supported them the moment there was disagreement 

on anything.” 
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“What happened?” asked Hart, astonished. 

“Nothing, at first. They thought I was a young hothead; a 

rich playboy with no discipline, who had taken over the paper as 

a lark, a moment’s youthful passion that would never last. I sur-

prised them. Here,” he said, smiling gently into the night, “let me 

pour you more coffee.” 

For a few minutes he sat in silence, thinking back over 

what had happened. His eyes narrowed into a look of intense 

concentration. 

“I had known for some time,” he said presently, “that Egypt, 

that the whole Middle East, was stuck between two impossi-

bilities: two types of tyrannies, secular and religious, and both 

of them doomed to failure. The paper attacked them both, the 

religious extremists of the sort who run things in Iran and the 

feudal kings and one-party presidents who rule nearly every-

where else. Some days religious mobs threw rocks through the 

windows; other days the police came to arrest me. The windows 

could always be replaced, and, because my family was so promi-

nent, there were certain limits beyond which the government did 

not think it could go. And then came September 2001, and they 

suddenly had the chance to be rid of me forever. They took me 

into custody, told the Americans that I had useful information 

about terrorism, and then put me, gagged and blindfolded, on a 

plane. The next day I was in a prison camp in the place you call 

Guantánamo.” 

Hart did not want to believe that someone could have made 

such a serious mistake. 

“You were held in Guantánamo as a prisoner of war? There 

were only supposed to be people who had been taken captive dur-

ing actual hostilities, captured on the battlefield in places like 

Afghanistan, members of Al Qaeda who had knowledge of other, 
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planned attacks. I sit on the Senate Intelligence Committee; I have 

been briefed on—” 

He realized what a fool he sounded, what a fool he was. He did 

not need Mohammed al Farabi to tell him that the full briefings 

he was supposed to receive had too often been a smokescreen of 

half-truths and lies. 

“Even now, after everything that has happened, I still have a 

hard time believing that any government of my country could have 

let something like this take place.” 

“Yes, it must be difficult for an American, raised to believe that 

you always fought only on the side of freedom and came only 

reluctantly to war, to learn that when you think yourselves threat-

ened there isn’t anything you won’t do to stop it.” 

He paused after the word anything, let it echo with a signifi-

cance that could scarcely be missed. But Hart had to be sure. 

“You’re saying you were tortured there, as a prisoner at Guan-

tánamo—tortured by Americans?” 

“From the beginning, and at regular intervals. They did not 

believe me when I told them that I was not a terrorist and knew 

nothing of any terrorist plot. They may be new to it, these agents 

of yours—though I think not so new as some would like to pre-

tend—but, new or not, they learn quickly. They have this thing 

they do—tie you to a board which they then submerge in a tank of 

water . . .” 

“Waterboarding. They claim they got important information, 

that it helped stop another attack.” 

“Perhaps; I would not know. It did not seem to work too well 

with me, but then such things don’t, when you have nothing you 

can tell them. But whether or not it is effective, the virtue of the 

method is that it does not leave any marks, nothing by which the 

victim could later prove he had been in any way mistreated; noth-
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ing but his word, and who is going to believe anything a terrorist 

has to say? And we know he must be a terrorist because why oth-

erwise would he be in Guantánamo? Who would ever believe that 

an innocent Egyptian publisher could be made to lie naked for 

days in an ice-cold cell, or be held by a steel chain while a guard 

dog snapped its jaws just inches from his genitals? None of these 

things ever happened, of course. The American government cat-

egorically denies them.” 

“I’m sorry,” Hart mumbled with a bleak, angry look in his eyes. 

“I’ll do what I can. As soon as I get back, I’ll start an investiga-

tion, I’ll—” 

Al Farabi placed a hand on his arm. 

“There are more important things you have to do, though they 

may not be entirely disconnected. I don’t mean what they did to 

me, but the other thing that happened at Guantánamo: what I told 

Gunther Kramer about, what he apparently told . . .” He smiled 

at the puzzled expression on Hart’s face. “I’m afraid I’ve gotten a 

little ahead of myself. Gunther Kramer is the one who saved me.” 

“Saved you? What do you mean?” 

“I mean that if it had not been for him, I would still be a pris-

oner in Guantánamo.” 

“But what could Gunther Kramer have done? He used to be an 

agent in East German intelligence—the Stasi—though for a num-

ber of years he had actually been working for the West. My father 

was his contact. My father was CIA. What did he do to . . . ?” 

Al Farabi’s eyes lit up. He looked at Hart as if this fact about 

his father made them more than just acquaintances. 

“He told me this, that he was an East German spy who worked 

for the West. He said he met someone with Western intelligence, a 

man of great wisdom and insight, but he did not tell me his name. 

Gunther was like that; he told me much about his life, but he sel-
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dom mentioned anyone’s name. It was, if I read him right, a habit 

to which he had trained himself, a way of avoiding an inadvertent 

slip that might put someone else in danger.” 

“But he told you that he had been an East German spy who 

worked for the West. How did he happen to tell you that?” 

“I don’t know how much you knew of him.” 

“I knew that he was a gifted musician with a talent for languag-

es. I met him just once, a month ago, in Hamburg. I was there with 

him when he was murdered. He came to warn me that there was 

going to be an assassination.” 

“His death was a great loss to me. He was as good a friend as 

I have ever had. We met some years ago, shortly after I became 

a newspaper publisher and was often in trouble with the law. He 

had spent most of his life in the Middle East and understood it in 

a way I’m not sure anyone else ever has. He did not see it in the 

way of someone born there, who never questions it, nor did he 

see it from the narrow perspective of someone who only thinks 

of the interests of the West. He saw it in all its complexity and all 

its contradictions. He studied it constantly because he knew that 

what happened in the Middle East would determine much of what 

would happen in the world.” 

The Roman night spread over everything. The table, lit with 

ancient candelabras, became a field of shadows, moving in an 

endless dreamlike dance. The voice of Mohammed al Farabi, at 

one moment come from somewhere far away and then, the next, 

whisper close, was like something heard inside your mind before 

the words themselves had yet been spoken. 

“And he saved you?” Hart heard himself ask. “Got you out of 

Guantánamo. How was that even possible?” 

Al Farabi laughed quietly into the night. 

“I think it was not possible; which explains how he did it. I told 
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you that he understood the Middle East in all its contradictions. 

He complained to a friend of his in Syrian intelligence that anoth-

er friend of his had been handed over to the Americans by mis-

take. He was told of course, by this Syrian friend of his, that while 

this was no doubt quite unfortunate, there was nothing that could 

be done about it. Gunther insisted that not only could something 

be done about it, but that he, the Syrian, could do it quite easily 

and would have not only the pleasure of saving an innocent man, 

but become quite rich because of it.” Al Farabi looked at Hart and 

sighed. “Gunther Kramer could have written the definitive history 

of human weakness. His friend, the Syrian, did not so much as bat 

an eyelash at the thought of saving an innocent man, no matter 

how little effort it required; at the thought of getting rich, how-

ever, he began to sweat ink.” 

Hart sat back, enjoying every larcenous word of it. 

“And how little effort was required?” 

“Not very much at all, just a little fabrication, a few made-up 

documents.” 

“Showing that you were as innocent as you had always said you 

were.” 

“Oh, no; just the opposite! The key to everything was to show 

that I was an even greater threat than the Americans thought I 

was.” Al Farabi bent forward, his eyes alive at the memory, the 

sheer temerity, of what Gunther Kramer had done. “This took 

some time to develop; all the pieces had to be in place. But then, 

when everything was ready—well, few things are quite so satis-

fying as a lie perfectly told. The Syrians went to the Americans, 

informed them that this man they had in custody—this Moham-

med al Farabi—had been involved in numerous plots against not 

only American interests, but governments within the region; that 

if the Americans had been able to get information out of him, well 
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and good; but if they had not been successful, there were people 

inside Syrian intelligence who had had some luck with certain 

methods of their own.” 

“And that’s how you got out of Guantánamo?” 

“I think you call it rendition. I was put on a plane late one night 

and the next thing I knew I was in Damascus. Several weeks later, 

according to what certain well-paid Syrian authorities told certain 

gullible Americans, the prisoner Mohammed al Farabi met his 

death while under interrogation. An unfortunate accident, it was 

called.” 

A slight, bittersweet smile drifted across his mouth. He gazed 

into the night filled with ancient ruins and ancient memories. 

“Only Gunther Kramer could have thought of it; only Gun-

ther Kramer could have pulled it off. And now, because of it, he’s 

dead.” He turned to Hart. “If he had not saved me, if I’d been left 

to die in that place, he never would have learned what I learned 

inside. It was that knowledge that killed him, Senator: what he 

learned from me.” 

“I brought with me—it’s in my briefcase at the hotel—a book 

in which Kramer underlined certain passages and made extensive 

notes in the margin, and a piece of paper on which he constructed 

a diagram, two parallel columns that—” 

“I know about both those things. The book—Plutarch’s Lives, 

the diagram—certain parallels he saw between what happened in 

ancient Rome and what was happening now in America. That was 

also because of what I told him.” 

Hart was not sure what he meant. 

“What I told him about what had happened—while I was a 

prisoner. But how is it that you have these things? You got them, I 

assume, from Dieter Shoenfeld, but how did he . . . ?” 
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“Kramer left Dieter a letter about where to find them, along 

with some other things he wanted him to have.” 

“Yes, I see, but why did Gunther do that—what was the con-

nection between the two of them?” 

Hart remembered the sad, stricken look in Dieter’s eyes when 

he shared with him what he had never revealed to anyone. 

“They were brothers, half brothers. They had the same 

mother.” 

A strange look entered Mohammed al Farabi’s piercing black 

eyes. Gesturing with his hand, an invitation to join him, he rose 

from the table and walked to the railing at the edge of the loggia. 

He stood there, his face rigid and inscrutable. Suddenly, he struck 

the railing with the flat of his hand and swore. 

“If Gunther had told me! If Shoenfeld had told me!” His eyes 

full of anguish, he looked at Hart. “If I had known they were 

brothers, I would have agreed to see him right away. I had no idea 

they were brothers, and so I put him off, made certain he was who 

he said he was before I agreed to a meeting. If I had seen him when 

he first asked, he would have known what was going on, he would 

have understood the danger. He never would have done what he 

did and tried to see you. He might still be alive.” 

His mouth twisted into a look of derision and self-reproach. 

He threw up his hands. 

“It is the enigma of existence, doubled by all the secrets we have, 

and no one had more of them than Gunther. I knew of course that 

he was a Jew, though the truth is that Gunther did not believe in 

any religion. He was one of those rare, extremely gifted men who 

refuse to believe there is anything about which we should not rea-

son. But for all his rationalism, his incredulity with respect to the 

things that can be felt only by the heart, he was as decent as any 
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man I knew: a Jew who saved an Arab, and for the very good rea-

son that the Arab happened to be his friend.” 

His hands clasped behind him, he began to walk the length of 

the loggia. His words were measured and precise. 

“Gunther Kramer lived entirely in his mind. He studied con-

stantly, not to learn something new, something he did not know 

before, but to gain a deeper understanding of the world and the 

way it worked. He studied Roman history because he thought it 

might help him understand what would happen to any country 

once it started on the road to empire. That was why, when I told 

him what I had learned in Guantánamo, he became so excited, 

and so alarmed.” 

Al Farabi stopped moving. He turned to Hart. 

“The book—Plutarch’s Lives—the passages he underlined: all 

about the turning point, the decisive moment when Rome changed. 

Am I correct?” 

“Yes, everything; the margin notes included.” 

“And the diagram—the parallel columns you described: what 

happened in Rome, and then, what was happening, or rather, 

at the time he wrote it, what was about to happen in the United 

States. Also correct?” 

“Yes, exactly. Political assassination, followed by the case for 

war, more assassinations, then . . . What did you learn at Guan-

tánamo? What was it that made him become so ‘alarmed’?” Hart 

remembered what Kramer had written at the bottom of the sec-

ond column. “He made a note, a reference to something he had 

learned from you.” 

“Yes, that would be right.” 

Al Farabi leaned against the iron railing. The lights of Rome 

glittered in the darkness behind him, but they seemed now a poor 

thing, a feeble effort, in the immensity of the vaulted starlit heav-
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ens. Two thousand years of history were nothing, an instant’s 

reckoning, against the eternity of the world. 

“It is a curious thing, the way different men respond to pain. 

A few will endure whatever is done to them and will think them-

selves cowards if they hear themselves scream; but most men have 

their limit, most men can be broken. They broke some of them at 

Guantánamo, and some of them they turned.” 

The means were reprehensible, but even Hart had to admit that 

the end seemed reasonable. What better way to prevent an attack 

than to have someone working inside a terrorist organization who 

could tell you what they planned? 

“No, that was not what they were going to do. These men they 

turned, men who would now work for them, had a different mis-

sion. They were to recruit and train young Arab men to attack tar-

gets inside the United States. Suicide bombers, Senator Hart, to be 

used against people in your own country. At first, I admit, I did not 

understand it; but when I told Gunther Kramer what I had learned, 

he knew right away what it meant. Or at least he suspected.” 

“He did not say anything about this when he came to Ham-

burg to warn me about what was going to happen. He said that 

everyone seemed to have heard about it, but no one knew who was 

behind it. But if he knew . . .” 

“Would you have believed him?” Al Farabi peered into Hart’s 

eyes, questioning him in a way that made Hart question himself. 

“Would you have believed a story based on what someone suppos-

edly learned while a prisoner at Guantánamo; someone who had 

been rescued with the help of Syrian intelligence, someone they 

then reported as dead? Gunther knew what he was up against. He 

told you everything he could. He tried to point you in the right 

direction. He needed you to start the search where he could not do 

it, inside your own government in the United States.” 
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Hart’s mind raced back to what happened in Los Angeles, the 

calm, undisturbed look in the eyes of the terrorist, so certain he 

was doing the work of God when he blew himself into a mil-

lion pieces; a terrorist, it now appeared, recruited, trained, and 

equipped by the same people who were supposed to be fighting 

the war on terror. What he still could not understand was why 

anyone in the government would do it. 

“Gunther had an answer.” Al Farabi’s eyes were grim and unfor-

giving. “To repeat the terror, and in that way renew the fear. Only 

when people feel what it is like to be afraid again do they start to 

think in terms of what is necessary; only when they believe that 

their own lives are at stake, are they ready to do whatever they have 

to do to survive. And what is the reason to do that now—to repeat 

the terror? To have a reason, an excuse, for more war. Iraq is not 

what the people who wanted it thought it was going to be. But Iraq 

was never an end in itself; it was always just a part of this ‘global 

war on terror.’ Iraq now threatens to undermine that war, make 

it more difficult to fight. A new justification is needed. Another 

attack—this time on the political system, an attack that strikes at 

the heart of your democracy—provides an even better justifica-

tion than the one they had before. Because now everyone will be 

convinced that this so-called war on terror—this war to remake 

the Middle East—will go on, and should go on, for generations.” 

It explained how the same people who had Gunther Kramer 

murdered could have had Raymond Caulfield killed; it explained 

why there had been so many rumors about a terrorist plot and 

complete confusion over who was responsible. It explained a lot 

of things, but it did not explain who was behind it, except that, 

because they had operated at Guantánamo, they were somehow 

connected to the government. 

“It’s curious, don’t you think, Senator Hart,” added al Farabi 
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with a shrewd, probing glance, “that the first assassination also 

became a means of silencing opposition. Do you think it was just 

an accident that they killed the candidate who would have changed 

the current policy in the Middle East?” 

Hart thought he gave Alworth too much credit. 

“Alworth did not know what he was going to do, about the 

Middle East or anything else. He only did things he knew would 

be popular.” 

“Which it was,” al Farabi gently reminded him, “before his 

murder.” 

It was late. Mohammed al Farabi called for the driver to take 

Hart back to his hotel. He walked him down to the waiting car, 

but seemed reluctant to have him leave. 

“I don’t have many visitors, men I can talk to, the way you and I 

talked tonight. That was something else my friend Gunther Kram-

er taught me: there are not many sane men left.” 

They shook hands and Hart turned to go. 

“There is one other thing,” said al Farabi, walking the few steps 

to catch up with him. “I’m not sure if it means anything, but it 

seemed to have some significance for Gunther when I told him. 

The plan they had, this use of terrorism for their own purposes— 

they had a name for it: they called it Rubicon.” 
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t  t  ook a  second for David Allen t  o  be  
certain it was really the senator. Then it was as if Hart had not 

been gone at all. 

“Nice of you to call. First you steal my car—I got a call from 

the police in Toronto wanting to know if it had been stolen and, 

if it had not, why it had been left on a side street a mile from the 

airport, the engine still running.” 

“I was in kind of a hurry. Don’t worry, I’ll take care of it; 

I’ll—” 

“Forget the car. Are you all right? This isn’t one of those calls 

like you see in the movies where you’re going to tell me that you’ve 

been kidnapped and I should pay them whatever they want, is it? 

Because if it is—well, you’ve seen the place I live in. You are all 

right, aren’t you?” 

“I’m fine. I’m in New York. I just got back. I’ll tell you all about 

it when I see you. But what are you doing there? Why didn’t you go 

to L.A., like I asked you to?” 
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“You’ve been away; you haven’t seen the papers.” 

“The stories reporting me missing, saying that I might have 

been taken hostage, held somewhere in the Middle East? I heard 

about that.” 

“That’s been a problem, but there’s more—a lot more. All hell 

has broken loose. Everyone has gone crazy. How soon can you get 

back? Someone has to stop this.” 

“What do you mean? What is going on?” 

“Read the papers, you’ll see what I mean. When can you get 

here? How soon—tonight, tomorrow morning? We have to hold a 

press conference. You’ve got to explain where you’ve been and why 

no one could find you.” 

“I’m not sure; I haven’t . . .” 

“Look, Bobby, this isn’t the time for indecision.” 

“It’s not that. It’s what I found out. I’m not sure about the best 

way to handle it; I’m not sure what to do.” 

“What you found out—serious?” 

“As serious as it gets.” 

“That makes it easy.” 

“Easy?” 

“Sure. Just tell the truth. Tell everyone what you know.” 

“You think that’s easy?” 

“You think you should lie?” 

Those were not the only alternatives, of course, and they both 

knew it; but when Hart got back to the hotel where he was staying 

and began to pore over the newspapers, he began to see that Allen 

might be right. In the last twenty-four hours air strikes had been 

launched against suspected terrorist training camps in Afghanistan 

and, despite official denials, inside Syria as well. There was talk 

that both ground and air forces might be sent on “surgical strikes” 

inside Pakistan and “any other country thought to be harboring 
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terrorists in any way responsible for the attack in Los Angeles.” 

Unnamed sources inside the administration were quoted as saying 

that there was evidence that Iran had been directly involved in the 

planning of the attack. 

When he turned from the national and international to the 

political coverage, the stories about the presidential campaign, 

the news was even more ominous. Arthur Douglas, the Republi-

can candidate, had gone on record in support of “everything the 

administration is doing,” and then added that he would go “a lot 

farther.” Asked if that meant the possible use of everything in 

the American arsenal, including the use of nuclear weapons, he 

replied, “I think it would be a mistake to rule out anything at this 

point.” 

Whether Douglas had done this out of expediency—the need to 

separate himself from the president—or out of some principled, if 

misguided, conviction, the result was that he had now opened a 

five-point lead over Jeremy Taylor. As one source inside the Demo-

cratic candidate’s campaign noted ruefully, “No one wants to hear 

talk of restraint.” 

Hart’s blood ran cold. He could see the eyes of Mohammed al 

Farabi narrowing down on him with that question, that challenge 

the Egyptian knew he could not answer: had it just been an acci-

dent, a blind stroke of fate, that this terrorist, this pawn in some 

scheme of Machiavellian dimensions, had stood waiting for Pren-

tice Alworth instead of Arthur Douglas? The question seemed to 

answer itself. Hart threw the newspaper down on the floor and 

called David Allen again. 

“Can you reach Quentin Burdick at the Times?” 

“The one who covers national security issues?” asked Allen, just 

to be sure. 

“Call him. Tell him he can’t tell anyone why you’re calling or 
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even that you have. Tell him I need to talk to him and that it has 

to be today; that I’m in New York, but only for a few more hours. 

Tell him to name the place—somewhere this part of Manhattan. 

Call me back.” 

“You’re going public with this? You sure you don’t want to wait 

for tomorrow? I’ve already called a noon press conference. I didn’t 

say you would be there, only that there would be an announce-

ment about what had happened. The place will be packed. But if 

you’re going to talk to Burdick at the Times first, then—” 

“That isn’t the reason I need to see him. I’ll explain later. I’m 

taking the train down this evening. Can you meet me?” 

Ten minutes later, Allen called back. 

“He had to cancel something, but he didn’t hesitate. His apart-

ment is on East Sixty-third. He’ll meet you there in half an hour.” 

Quentin Burdick was the kind of man easily mistaken for an 

effeminate bookworm, someone whose major enthusiasm in life is 

the poetry of Elizabeth Barrett Browning. Razor thin, with a long, 

pointed nose, he was invariably dressed in a tweed jacket, button-

down striped shirt, and a cheerful bow tie. He was the typecast 

professor in every movie ever made about life in the shabby gen-

tility of a small New England college. Burdick took a certain 

pleasure in knowing what he looked like and what other people 

thought about it. It was like having the advantage of a deception 

without having done anything to deceive. He opened the door and 

greeted Bobby Hart like a long-lost friend. 

“There were all sorts of stories flying around about you,” he 

said in his dramatic, rather high-pitched voice. “Everything from 

you were a prisoner of Al Qaeda to you were in a ditch somewhere 

with a bullet in your head. I’m glad to see that, as usual, nothing 

that comes out of Washington is true. Now, here, sit down. What 

can I get you?” 
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Hart glanced around the living room of the apartment. From 

the look of it, this had been Burdick’s home for some time. The 

building was prewar and apartments in buildings like that seldom 

became available. Hart noticed on the mantel above the fireplace a 

series of photographs, mainly of Burdick with his wife and daugh-

ters; but one, barely visible behind the others, held his attention. 

He walked over and, glancing back at Burdick for permission, 

picked it up. He looked at it the way someone examines the forgot-

ten record of another man’s painful past. 

“I was skinny then, too,” said Burdick to lighten the mood. 

It was a photograph of a young marine lieutenant, standing 

shirtless with four of his men on a sultry day in a jungle clearing 

somewhere in Vietnam. Hart wondered how many of the others 

had come back alive. 

“You’ve been writing a series of articles over the last several 

months on the treatment of prisoners at Guantánamo and oth-

er places. You were one of the first on the story about the use of 

secret prisons in eastern Europe. And you’ve written about the 

way we sometimes send prisoners back to their country of origin 

so they can be interrogated there.” 

Hart began to pace nervously around the room. Burdick sat 

down in an easy chair in the corner. He had known Hart from his 

first term in Congress; he had gotten to know him much better 

during his years in the Senate. He had never seen him so intense, 

or so irritated. 

“You know as much as anyone about what’s been going on in 

Guantánamo and places like it.” 

“You’re on the Senate Intelligence Committee,” replied Burdick, 

watching the way Hart’s eyes kept darting back and forth. “I would 

have to assume that you know a great deal more than I.” 

Hart gave him a jaundiced look. 
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“I probably know less about it than anyone—at least until a few 

days ago. But here’s what I need to know: how difficult would it be 

to find out who was working there—at Guantánamo—interrogat-

ing prisoners a year or so ago?” 

Burdick folded his hands in his lap. A quiet, thoughtful smile, 

the sort that often accompanies an admission of failure or a con-

fession of ignorance, spread across his mouth. 

“More than difficult, I would say impossible—for me. What 

goes on there, who is involved, is more heavily classified than any-

thing I’ve encountered. But can’t you find out? The committee has 

subpoena power—yes, of course: ‘executive privilege.’ You could 

force them to appear, but without a lengthy court battle you can’t 

force them to answer.” 

Hart was not ready to give up. 

“You have sources, people who talk to you, even when they’re 

not supposed to. The stories you wrote about secret prisons and 

rendition—those weren’t based on anything anyone was willing to 

say in public.” 

“Yes, but the names of those who conduct interrogations—some 

of them are CIA, and you know what it means to reveal the name 

of an agent. No one is going to do it. And even if they did, I’m not 

sure there is a set of circumstances in which we would print that 

kind of information.” 

“Not even if they had been involved in setting up a terrorist 

organization of their own, the one responsible for what happened 

last month in Los Angeles?” 

Quentin Burdick looked like someone had just told him that 

his best friend had died. Every part of him wanted to deny it, but 

he knew it was true. Or at least that Hart believed that it was 

true. 

“How do you know this?” he asked, speaking slowly and with 
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an effort. “What makes you think something like that is even 

possible?” 

“You’ve been covering foreign affairs, national security issues, 

for a long time. You were doing it twenty years ago, when Reagan 

was president, when Gorbachev came to power, when the Soviet 

Union came apart, when the wall came down, when . . .” 

“Yes, I was even there, in Berlin, when it happened, but what 

does this—?” 

“Did you ever hear of someone in East German intelligence by 

the name of Gunther Kramer?” 

“There was a man named Wolf in East German intelligence. 

He was called the man without a face, because no one in the West 

knew what he looked like. Kramer on the other hand never tried 

to conceal his identity. He didn’t have to. He spent most of his 

time in the Middle East where . . . But why do you ask?” 

“Because he first warned me that there was going to be an 

assassination.” 

“Gunther Kramer? He was supposed to have died back in . . . I 

see. He knew what would happen to him in the new Germany. So 

he has been alive all this time.” 

“Until he was murdered while he was trying to tell me what 

he had discovered, when he found out what was really going on, 

when he found out about Rubicon. Kramer was the first. There 

were others: Raymond Caulfield—” 

“That was ruled an accident.” 

“Caulfield was murdered. He was trying to find out whether the 

name Rubicon had come up in any of the agency’s surveillance.” 

Burdick stood up. He looked at Hart, a question in his eyes. 

“That’s the reason I’m here,” said Hart. “One of the reasons, 

anyway. I’m going to tell you everything I know, and you can use 

it—all of it—but you can’t attribute any of it to me—not yet. You 
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can put me in the story, say something like ‘it’s reported that’ I met 

with Mohammed al Farabi, but you can’t name me as a source. 

Later, if you want, but not now.” 

They moved into the dining room, and for the next few hours, 

while Burdick took voluminous notes, Hart told him almost every-

thing that had happened. He did not tell him that Raymond Caul-

field had been giving information to him for years, and he did not 

say anything about how he managed to get out of the country and 

get to Rome. What Caulfield had done he had done for a reason, 

but it was a reason that others could easily attack; what Charlie 

Ryan and his wife had done was no one’s business but their own. 

“But why did these people come after you?” asked Burdick 

when Hart’s narrative came to an end. “They had to stop Kramer 

and Caulfield because either one of them might have found out 

what they had done and what they were planning, but they came 

after you and Dieter Shoenfeld.” 

“We both knew something about Rubicon. Dieter had been to 

his brother’s place in Damascus, had found the diagram and the 

book. He was certain he was being followed. I’d brought it up, 

raised questions about it in committee. They could not afford to 

have anyone find out about Rubicon and what it meant.” 

“You just said that Los Angeles was only the beginning, that 

there are going to be more assassinations, more attacks. But 

why?” 

“It’s that diagram, those parallels, everything laid out with 

such clarity and precision: political assassination, the case for war, 

more assassinations. More assassinations! But who, and for what 

reason? To create more fear? Kramer knew something, but I still 

haven’t been able to figure out what it was.” 

“Kramer seems to have taken the long view of things, compar-

ing the Roman Empire of two thousand years ago to the American 
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Empire of today. Perhaps he meant that once this started to hap-

pen, once you had this kind of conspiracy to assassinate politi-

cal leaders, there would be no end to it, that it would become the 

way it was for the Romans, after the Rubicon was crossed. There 

weren’t many emperors, remember, who died of natural causes.” 

Burdick had another question. But even after all his years as a 

reporter, he still found it difficult to ask. He put down his pencil 

and shoved aside his notebook. 

“How high up do you think this goes? Do you think people in 

the White House could be involved?” 

Hart laced his fingers together behind his head, brooding over 

the question. After a long silence, he brought his hands down to 

his lap and leaned forward. 

“My father died nine years ago. He may have been murdered 

by some of these same people. He was what you might call ‘old 

school’ CIA, the first generation, the men who came to it right 

from the Second World War. I did not tell you this before but Gun-

ther Kramer was working for the West, in the last few years before 

the wall came down. My father was his contact.” 

Burdick’s eyes lit up. He nodded eagerly. 

“Yes, I wondered why Kramer would have singled you out, taken 

the chance he did by coming back to Germany.” 

“Kramer is the one who told me that my father had discovered 

something, an organization, a group, inside the agency that was 

deliberately using sources that were not reliable, people who had 

been caught in lies before, sources who would tell them what they 

wanted to hear. They needed a way to raise doubts, to question 

any intelligence that seemed to show that Iraq was not a serious 

threat. My father knew what was going on, and he was just about 

to prove it when he died. 

“I can’t prove that he was murdered, I can’t prove that these 
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people did it. But all the pieces fit. They understood from the very 

beginning the importance of getting control of the intelligence. 

They had to make certain that no one could seriously question 

the necessity of what they wanted to do. And they got what they 

wanted, they got the war they thought the country needed. It did 

not turn out to be the bloodless victory they thought it would, but 

they still believe—maybe even more than they did before—that if 

we don’t defeat our enemies in the Middle East, we’ll have to fight 

them here at home.” 

Burdick picked up the pencil. He tapped the eraser hard on the 

wooden surface. It bounced a little each time he did it. He repeat-

ed the question. 

“Off the record: how high up do you think this goes? The White 

House?” 

Hart started to shake his head, to dismiss the possibility; 

but then he changed his mind and told Burdick what he really 

believed. 

“Who are the people who keep insisting that we’re in a war of 

survival, and that civilization itself is at stake? Who said over and 

over again that we have to use any means necessary, including tor-

ture if we have to?” 

“You think the vice president . . . ?” 

“Who else could have done this, organized something on this 

scale? Think about what they’ve done. Someone had to be work-

ing for months at Guantánamo, maybe years, to get a few terror-

ists to turn; someone arranged the murder of Gunther Kramer in 

Hamburg; someone arranged the murder of Raymond Caulfield 

in Washington. This isn’t the work of some rogue agent, acting on 

his own; this required careful planning and coordination.” 

“But what is the point of it? What do they have to gain?” 

“If there had not been the attack in Los Angeles, if Prentice 
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Alworth had not been killed, Douglas wouldn’t have had a chance. 

Now he’s in the lead. Why would they do it? So the next president 

will stay with the same policies, the ones the vice president and 

the people around him, the people who helped fabricate the intel-

ligence that got us into this war, insist will save the country.” 

Burdick raised an eyebrow. 

“Murder a presidential candidate, a vice-presidential candidate, 

a dozen other people, and injure dozens more? No one will believe 

it, not without hard, incontrovertible proof.” He stared at Hart 

with a pensive expression. “But I believe it. That’s why they tried 

to kill you: to make sure you couldn’t prove anything. Be careful. 

You have to believe they’ll try again.” 

It was nearly five o’clock when they finished talking. Burdick 

walked out with him. He had to get back to his office. 

“I have a busy evening ahead of me,” he remarked as he stepped 

into the street and whistled for a cab. “There are a lot of phone 

calls I have to make before I can write the story that I can guaran-

tee you will be tomorrow’s lead.” 





17 

It was a mob scene, more reporters than David 
Allen had ever seen at a press conference on Capitol Hill. All 

the television news shows, the major networks as well as cable, 

were there with cameras. Reporters tripped over each other, swore 

at one another, as they jostled for position. They were shouting 

questions the moment Hart stepped through the door. He ignored 

them. 

“I have a brief statement, and then I’ll be glad to take any ques-

tions you might have.” 

The shouting subsided to a dull murmur and then the room 

went silent. Reading from a prepared text, Hart explained why he 

had disappeared. 

“A week ago yesterday, two men broke into my home in George-

town and murdered Dieter Shoenfeld. They were also there to 

murder me. Mr. Shoenfeld had been followed from Germany, and 

before that, from the Middle East. I had apparently been under 

surveillance for some time. The reason that someone wanted both 
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of us dead is that each of us had come into possession of certain 

information about the attack in Los Angeles. Dieter Shoenfeld had 

discovered, through sources of his own, that what happened in Los 

Angeles was part of a larger plan and that this plan had a name. It 

was called Rubicon. The evening he was killed he was about to tell 

me everything that he had learned. 

“I left Washington that same night because there was someone 

I had to see, someone Dieter Shoenfeld was supposed to meet, 

someone who had what Shoenfeld called the missing piece of the 

puzzle.” Hart folded up the sheet of paper and put it in his jacket 

pocket. “That’s where I went, and that is what I did, and that is 

the reason that I did not tell anyone where I was going or when I 

would be back. Now, I’ll be glad to take your questions.” 

The shouting started all over again. 

“But I’ll take them one at a time.” He pointed to a reporter 

at the back of the crowd, one of those who regularly covered the 

Senate. 

“The New York Times is reporting today that you met with 

someone by the name of Mohammed al Farabi, and that al Farabi 

claims that what happened in Los Angeles was not part of a ter-

rorist plot at all: that it was part of a conspiracy here at home. 

The first question is, did you meet with this al Farabi?” 

“Yes, I did, and what the Times is reporting—that terrorists 

held at Guantánamo were used to recruit and train terrorists for 

attacks inside the United States—is exactly what he told me.” 

There was a moment’s stunned silence, and then the place 

exploded. Everyone screamed questions at once. 

“But, Senator, the real question is whether you believed him. 

The White House has already issued a categorical denial. They 

insist—” 

“A categorical denial? How would they know what was going on 
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at Guantánamo? They didn’t know anything about Abu Ghraib, 

at least they said they did not,” Hart shot back. “But now, without 

so much as bothering with an investigation, without taking any 

steps to find out if someone inside the government, or with con-

nections to the government, could have been involved, they just 

dismiss it out of hand, issue a categorical denial?” 

“Leave the White House out of it for a minute,” demand-

ed a cable news reporter. “What made you think that what this 

Mohammed al Farabi said was credible? What made you think 

that it was not just some attempt to shift the blame for what hap-

pened in Los Angeles from the terrorists who did it? How do you 

know you weren’t being used, Senator?” 

Hart surprised the reporter with his candor. 

“That’s a fair question, and an important one. It’s certainly the 

first question I would have asked if he had come looking for me. 

But I went looking for him. He did not know I was coming. He had 

an appointment with Dieter Shoenfeld. So if this was some story, 

some fiction, he wanted to peddle, he was scarcely making much 

of an effort to find an audience. But that’s not the only reason. 

What he told me was simply what he had heard. He didn’t claim 

to know who was doing it, he didn’t claim to know the reason. At 

the time he heard it, he didn’t think it meant much at all: another 

rumor that might or might not be true. And that might have been 

the end of it, even after the attack in Los Angeles, except for the 

fact that a year earlier, while he was still in Guantánamo, he heard 

this rumored plan called by the name Rubicon. It did not mean 

anything to him, but it meant everything to someone who had 

heard the same name used in connection with a rumored plan to 

assassinate someone in the United States.” 

“So you do believe him, that there is a secret organization, here 

in the United States, that for reasons of its own planned the attack 
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in Los Angeles?” asked a network correspondent with a cynical 

look in her eyes. 

Hart stared right back at her. 

“I can understand why there would be a reluctance to believe 

any of this possible. I was reluctant to believe it. But consider the 

facts, consider what we know. No group in the Middle East has 

taken credit for what happened in Los Angeles. As soon as we 

started looking into Rubicon, trying to figure out what it meant, 

people began to die. The deputy director of the CIA appeared 

before the Senate Intelligence Committee and was asked to look 

into whether that word, Rubicon, had been picked up in any of 

their surveillance. A few days later Raymond Caulfield was mur-

dered . . .” 

“His car went off the road,” someone objected. “The police 

said his death was an accident.” 

“Caulfield was murdered,” insisted Hart. “If you want to 

believe that he wasn’t, fine; but then explain who murdered Dieter 

Shoenfeld and came to kill me. I saw them, I heard them talk-

ing. They were Americans, hired killers. Who do you think hired 

them—Al Qaeda? No, Rubicon was designed and carried out right 

here at home. Someone in the United States is trying to change the 

politics of this country, and they don’t care who they have to kill 

to do it.” 

“I want to go back to Mohammed al Farabi,” shouted a deter-

mined reporter who had wedged himself into position just behind 

the first row. “Sources within the CIA claim that there is no record 

of anyone by that name ever having been a prisoner at Guantá-

namo or at any other location where prisoners in the war on terror 

have been held.” 

A tight, caustic smile cut across Hart’s mouth. 

“I’m glad to hear the CIA keeps such meticulous records. I’m 
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sure they won’t have any objection to allowing a group of report-

ers—or a few members of the Senate Intelligence Committee— 

access to all the prisoners who were there at the time Mohammed 

al Farabi claims he was there. It would certainly prove one way or 

the other whether Mr. al Farabi is telling the truth.” 

Another reporter wanted to know how Hart would respond to 

the vice president, quoted in the story in the Times, who claimed 

that these allegations were nothing more than—the reporter read 

from his notes—“a reprehensible and desperate attempt to shift 

attention away from the failure of the Democratic candidate for 

president to take a strong stand in favor of the war on terror.” 

“Prentice Alworth was murdered in Los Angeles. I was there. 

I saw it. Others have been murdered to keep the rest of us from 

finding out who was behind it and why it was done. They mur-

dered my friend Dieter Shoenfeld; they tried to murder me. If the 

vice president thinks I’m wrong, then let him stop hiding behind 

claims of executive privilege and answer the questions that will 

help us get to the truth. Or is it possible that the vice president 

knows more about this than he is willing to admit? I’ll even give 

him an incentive to come forward and tell us all he knows. Prove 

I’m wrong, Mr. Vice President, and I’ll resign from the Senate!” 

Hart spent another half hour answering questions, all of them 

variations on what had been asked already. As soon as he said it, 

promised to resign if he was wrong, the evening news shows had 

their opening lead, and Quentin Burdick, writing the next install-

ment of the story he had just started that morning, had his open-

ing sentence. 

Finding itself in the middle of a firestorm, the White House 

softened its approach. They did not deny their categorical denial, 

they still insisted that nothing like what Hart had said was possi-

ble, but they suggested that, as the White House press secretary put 
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it, “everyone should just calm down.” Hart was wrong, he went on 

to say, but it was not his fault. “The senator has been through a lot. 

We need to understand that. He was there in Los Angeles, friends 

of his were killed. He himself was one of the heroes on the ground 

that day. He helped save lives. And then, after going through that, 

two men break into his house—burglars, killers; we still aren’t 

sure—and shoot to death someone who is a guest in his home. 

That would have an effect on anyone. Now, why did he then choose 

to run off to Europe somewhere and talk to this Mohammed al 

Farabi—if that’s his real name—I think you’ll have to ask him.” 

After watching the press secretary on television, Hart turned to 

David Allen and laughed at the absurdity of it. 

“Not guilty by reason of insanity. Don’t blame Hart: he’s been 

through too much to know what he’s doing.” 

Allen turned off the television and sat back in his chair. They 

were sitting in his office, eating a sandwich, while they watched 

the coverage of what Hart had done that afternoon. Allen thought 

it had gone as well as they could have expected. 

“Better, actually. You got it all out in the open. Now everyone 

knows about Rubicon. All over Washington, people are trying 

to figure out what to do next. This story isn’t going to go away. 

It’s too big. Whatever stupid things the White House tries to do, 

you’re not some crazy who thinks there is a conspiracy behind 

every corner. There are going to be investigations, serious ones. 

The Senate, the House, every committee that thinks they can get 

away with it is going to want to look into this. The presidential 

debate is a week from tonight. It’s going to be the first question 

that gets asked. What is Arthur Douglas going to say? That he 

doesn’t think there should be a full investigation? That he doesn’t 

think the CIA and anyone else that has had anything to do with 

what goes on at Guantánamo should at least tell committees of 
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Congress what they know? He’ll get buried if he tries to do some-

thing like that, and he knows it.” 

Hart got up to go to his own office next door. Allen’s telephone 

rang, the line from the receptionist. He flipped on the intercom. 

“Is the senator with you?” 

“Right here,” said Hart. 

“There’s someone who has been calling all morning. He called 

again just a minute ago. He said it was important, and that he was 

sure you would want to talk to him. Someone from the police: a 

Detective Coleman, Leonard Coleman.” 

Hart and Allen exchanged a glance. 

“Call him back, if you would. I’ll take it in my office.” 

Two minutes later, Leonard Coleman was on the line. 

“I wonder if you could come down to the station.” There was 

a low chuckle as he realized what that could lead to. “No, that’s 

probably not a good idea, is it? Half the press corps in Washing-

ton would end up blocking the street. But there is something that 

I need to talk to you about. Maybe we could meet later tonight.” 

There was a short, awkward pause. “Are you going to be staying 

back at your house, or are you . . . ?” 

“No, not yet. Last night I stayed at a hotel. I’ll be there a while 

longer, I think.” 

“That’s probably a good idea. But if you wouldn’t mind, Sena-

tor, perhaps you could meet me back at the house, around nine 

o’clock. There is something I want you to see.” 

Because he thought it would be painful, and even a little terrify-

ing, for Hart to go back for the first time to where he had nearly 

been murdered and a friend of his had died, Leonard Coleman got 

to the house in Georgetown and turned on all the lights. He was 

sitting on the front step, the door behind him partway open, when 

Hart came up the walk. 
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“These places always have ghosts,” explained Coleman, as he 

stood up and shook hands. “Better not to see them in the dark. 

The back door has been replaced. Everything has been put back 

pretty much the way it was before. Come out here on an after-

noon. Decide then what you want to do.” 

Hart gave him a look that Coleman had often, too often, 

seen before. It was a question he had never quite known how to 

answer. 

“Some people, after a thing like this happens, never go back. 

They put it up for sale and move to a different town, or at least 

a different neighborhood. Other people, sometimes because they 

feel that moving would only add another injury to what had hap-

pened, sometimes because all the memories of their lives, good 

and bad, are wrapped up in it, never even think of leaving.” 

“But you—if it were you?” 

“If it were me?” With his hands shoved deep into his pockets, 

Coleman studied the pavement, wondering if he even knew. “It’s 

like I said,” he said finally, “these places always have ghosts. So if 

it were me, I suppose I’d just put it up for sale and go someplace 

where every time I turned a corner, every time I heard a noise, 

what happened would not all come rushing back. But that’s just 

me, Senator; everyone is different.” 

They walked inside, and suddenly, as clear as if it had been that 

night, Hart heard Dieter Shoenfeld’s voice, telling him he was 

almost certain that he knew what Rubicon meant. 

“I agree with you, Lieutenant. I don’t think I’ll be coming back 

here again.” 

Coleman led him into the dining room and pointed to the crys-

tal chandelier. He reached into his pocket. 

“We found this. Tiny, isn’t it? But it picks up sound perfectly. We 

found others, too—listening devices all through the house, and in 
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the telephones as well. I don’t know how long they were doing it, 

but they would have heard everything that was said.” 

Hart’s mind flashed back to the night he and Raymond Caul-

field sat in his kitchen, talking about Rubicon and what Caulfield 

would try to find out. Caulfield never had a chance. They knew 

what he was going to do before he ever started. 

Coleman had left a file folder on the dining room table. He 

pulled out a chair and motioned for Hart to take the one next to 

him. There was something else he wanted to show him. Opening 

the folder, he removed a smaller, manila folder and placed it in 

front of them. Hart could tell that there were photographs inside. 

“These aren’t very pleasant, Senator, but I need you to tell 

me if this is one of the men who broke in and murdered Mr. 

Shoenfeld.” 

It was a morgue photo, a man in his late thirties or early forties, 

lying faceup on a metal table. Part of the left front corner of his 

forehead had been blown away. 

“Shot in the back of the head, execution style. Is he one of the 

men you saw?” 

Hart kept looking at the photograph. He was certain that this 

was one of the men who had murdered Dieter Shoenfeld and 

would have murdered him, but there was something else he want-

ed to see. 

“You won’t find it, Senator; it isn’t there anymore. You can’t see 

it when they’re dead.” 

“Sorry—what?” 

“You want to know what makes someone do this, become a 

killer. You can’t see it now; or you can, but it doesn’t mean any-

thing. It’s only when they’re still alive that you notice that their 

eyes are dead.” 

“Yes, but how . . . ?” 
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“Did their eyes go dead? Some of them are born that way; some 

of them . . .” He glanced at the photograph and shook his head. 

“This is Frank DeStefano. Murder for hire was a sign of upward 

mobility. He started out as a two-bit enforcer, a guy who went 

around collecting gambling debts, a low-level mobster who took 

whatever small jobs someone in the New Jersey organization 

would give him. You were right, when you said you thought one of 

them had an accent.” 

Coleman kept the file open, but he turned the picture of the 

dead man facedown so Hart would not have to look at it. 

“DeStefano had a long, relatively uninteresting record—served 

some jail time, even did a two-year stretch in prison for things like 

assault, robbery, extortion—serious, but never anything close to 

murder. If the Mob wanted someone taken care of, there were 

plenty of other names they would have thought of before they 

ever thought of his. Then, two years ago, Frank DeStefano disap-

peared, fell right off the radar. No one knew what had happened 

to him; no one much cared. Maybe he had been caught stealing 

from the Mob, maybe he had been killed. No one knew and, as I 

say, he did not have many friends. And now, two years later, this 

same Frank DeStefano murders, or helps to murder, someone in a 

way that involved not only careful planning but very sophisticated 

surveillance, and then, just days later, he’s found in a vacant lot, 

his hands tied behind his back and part of his head blown away.” 

Coleman rubbed his chin, and then, both puzzled and amused, 

he scratched his ear. He looked around the dining room and then 

through the open doorway to the living room where the murder 

had happened. 

“A guy like DeStefano—all he would have known how to do 

was pull the trigger, and he probably would have failed at that if 

he had tried to break in here by himself. But this guy . . .” Cole-
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man pulled a second photograph from the file and tossed it on the 

table in front of Hart. “This guy could come in here and sit right 

next to us and we wouldn’t even know it.” 

The photograph was of an army officer in dress uniform. The 

face was younger, clean shaven, and the haircut much shorter, 

but Hart was sure it was the other man, the one he had seen with 

DeStefano. 

“Meet Henry Lattimore, former army ranger, former special 

forces, former—well, we’re not sure. Like DeStefano, Lattimore 

disappeared. Left the army. Strange, though, that he did that, only 

a year or so before he would have qualified for full retirement. The 

army has no record of him, no address, nothing. At least nothing 

they’ll tell us.” 

“But how did you find him? The cigarette, the one you picked 

up that night?” 

Coleman raised his eyebrows, a wry but knowing commentary 

on the inevitability of chance. 

“One cigarette, one mistake. It was the only thing he left 

behind. He killed DeStefano that same night. It was a couple of 

days before the body was found, but the time of death seems to 

match up pretty close. There isn’t any physical evidence that says 

Lattimore did it, but it’s the only explanation that seems to make 

sense. And if that’s what happened, if Lattimore did kill him, then 

it must have been something that was planned from the beginning: 

use DeStefano for the job—someone no one would miss—and 

then get rid of him before he did something stupid that would give 

it all away.” 

Hart’s gaze kept darting back to the living room. The sofa where 

Dieter had been sitting, when he jumped to his feet after he heard 

the noise and then saw them and knew what was going to happen; 

the sofa that had been soaked in blood, Dieter’s blood, was gone. 
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It seemed odd that he had not noticed it until now. Coleman had 

watched his eyes. 

“We took it in—it’s evidence, but I don’t think you’ll want it.” 

“No,” said Hart firmly. “When you’ve finished with it, get rid 

of it.” He moved his chair so that the living room was behind 

him and his eyes, with their rampant curiosity, could no longer 

betray him. 

“This Lattimore, the one that is still alive . . .” 

“We can’t be sure of that,” cautioned the lieutenant. “From 

everything we’ve learned, from everything you’ve . . .” A soft, 

shrewd smile flickered at the corners of his mouth. “From what 

I’ve been reading in the papers, the people behind this seem to do 

whatever they have to do to tie up loose ends. Lattimore may be 

alive, or he might not be. Either way, there is something I’d like to 

do, but I need your help.” 

“Anything. Whatever I can do.” 

“You’ve identified Lattimore as one of the killers, and DeSte-

fano as the other. I want to give Lattimore’s picture to the media, 

let everyone know this is who we’re looking for, for the murder of 

Dieter Shoenfeld, for the attempted murder of you, and for the 

subsequent murder of Frank DeStefano.” 

“Sounds like a good idea to me. But you said you needed my 

help. What can I do?” 

“Two things; one is easy; the other is perhaps more difficult. 

First, I need you to work with a sketch artist. We have this photo-

graph, but it’s old, taken when he was in the army. You can help 

show how he has changed. Then we can run two pictures, this 

one,” he said, pointing to the army photograph, “and one that 

shows how he looks today.” 

“Sure, I’ll be glad to. When do you want me to do it?” 

“Tonight, if you don’t mind.” 
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“Tonight? But how . . . ?” 

“The artist is a friend of mine. Said he’d come in late, if that 

would help. I figured that there wouldn’t be so many people 

around, that we could get you in and out before anybody in the 

press found out.” 

Hart gave Coleman a searching glance. He had liked him from 

the first, trusted him implicitly, and now, more than ever, he knew 

that his instinct had been right. 

“You’re always a little ahead of the game, aren’t you, 

Lieutenant?” 

“Age and experience, Senator; age and experience—that’s all. 

But there is something I’m not sure about, and that’s the second 

thing—the one I said might be more difficult. This is a murder 

investigation, and there are certain rules you follow in a murder 

investigation, but this time there’s a little more involved than just 

trying to catch a killer. If we put Lattimore’s picture out there, if 

everyone knows he’s the one we’re looking for, we may never find 

him, not alive anyway. They killed DeStefano; there’s no reason to 

think they won’t kill Lattimore if they think he’s a liability. Lat-

timore is no fool. Once he sees his picture in all the papers, he’ll 

know he has to get out; that the people he works for won’t be will-

ing to take the chance he might get caught.” 

“Which means he might decide to trade what he knows for 

protection.” 

“Maybe, but I doubt it. A guy like that—trained the way he 

was—he’ll go to ground, someplace he knows he’ll be safe, some-

where far away—Southeast Asia, someplace like that. He may be 

there already, or he may already be dead. There’s no way to know, 

Senator, which is the reason I’m asking.” 

“I’m not sure what you’re asking, Lieutenant.” 

“Whether we should do it, run the picture, go public. We might 
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have a better chance of finding him if the people who hired him 

don’t think we know who he is.” 

“But I already told the press that I was there when it happened, 

that I saw them both.” 

“Nothing more than a quick glimpse of a face, a face without a 

name and without any way of finding one. And we wouldn’t have, 

either, if he hadn’t stopped to take a few drags on a cigarette so 

we were able to get his DNA. As I say, this is a murder investiga-

tion. Normally, I wouldn’t hesitate to run a picture, a description, 

anything that might help find out who the killer is and where he 

might have gone. But this time that might end up helping whoever 

is behind this cover up his traces.” 

Hart thought about it, but only for a moment. 

“No, put it out there, everything you have, everything you know 

about him. Put the pressure on these people, whoever they are. 

Let them know that this well-made plan of theirs is coming apart, 

that it was not even close to the perfect murder they had intend-

ed. There’s another reason, Lieutenant,” he added as he stood up 

and, this time quite deliberately, stared at the spot where Dieter 

Shoenfeld had been shot. “Someone out there knows him, or used 

to know him; someone in some agency, like the CIA, must have 

worked with him at some point; someone who is not involved in 

this.” 

Coleman understood immediately what Hart was really saying. 

“Which is what the people behind this will think: that someone 

who knew him is going to come forward and that it will eventually 

come back to them. That might make them start to turn on each 

other, make them start to look out for themselves, and then they’ll 

begin to make mistakes.” 

“Perhaps,” said Hart as they turned out the lights and shut the 

front door. “At least it might give them second thoughts about 
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trying to kill someone else—or about going ahead with another 

attack.” 

Working in a windowless room at police headquarters, Hart 

spent an hour with the sketch artist. At the end of it, the draw-

ing looked perfect in every detail. Placed next to the army photo-

graph, the changes in the appearance of Henry Lattimore seemed 

to be exactly of the kind that would have been expected with the 

passage of time. It would be easy to pick him out of a crowd. 

“You’re going to release these tomorrow?” asked Hart, just to 

be sure. 

“First thing,” replied Coleman. “Along with a release that gives 

as much of his background as we know.” 

“And I’ll bet that’s what you’ve been doing—isn’t it?—while I 

was in there with the artist.” 

Coleman’s aging eyes took on a youthful sparkle. 

“Just finished it, not more than five minutes ago. Want to go 

over it?” 

“No, I’m sure you said it exactly right. Can you send a copy 

of it, along with copies of the pictures, to someone in New York 

tonight?” 

“Sure. Won’t take more than a minute.” 

“Let me make a call first.” 

He pulled out his cell phone and moved off to the side of the 

large open room where a few detectives were still sitting at their 

desks, writing reports. Quentin Burdick answered on the first 

ring. 

“Working late tonight,” said Hart. “Must be some story you’re 

writing. I’ll bet it has something in there about some crazy sena-

tor who offered to resign if something he said was proved wrong. 

Well, just in case that isn’t enough to write about, I’m sending you 

a press release and a couple of pictures you might be able to use.” 
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B
obby found her in the garden,  cutting 
roses. 

“Hello, Helen,” he said softly. 

She did not turn around until she was sure that it was really his 

voice and not the one she had been imagining day after day, and 

then, laughing and crying all at once, she let go of the basket and 

with roses flying everywhere ran to his arms. 

“You didn’t call, you didn’t . . . I didn’t know where you were 

or what you were doing or how long you would be gone or what 

kind of danger you were in.” She laughed at how the words came 

tumbling out, how she had suddenly so much to say and could not 

slow down long enough to say it. 

“I’m all right,” said Bobby to comfort her. “I’m sorry I had to 

disappear like that, but there was a reason. I had to—” 

“I know, I know. I’ve watched it all on television; I’ve read the 

papers. It’s the worst thing ever, isn’t it—what those people tried 
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to do. But let’s not talk about any of that now. You’re home. Noth-

ing else matters.” 

They picked up the roses and cut a few more from the well-

tended bushes. On the distant edge of the Pacific, the sun, almost 

straight in front of them, was growing larger, the way it did nearly 

every evening this time of year. 

“You really love this place, don’t you?” 

“More than I ever thought I could love anything but you, Bobby 

Hart. Remember how we found it?” 

“Dumb luck,” he said with a casual laugh. “We were just driv-

ing around, came around a corner and there it was, a For Sale sign 

right in front of it.” 

“Call it luck if you want to. We both know it was fate. You 

might as well say it was only chance that we ever met. I didn’t even 

want to go to the dance that night; I wouldn’t have gone, either, 

if the other girls had not dragged me with them. But why did I 

let them do that if I had not known, deep down, that if I didn’t 

go I’d spend my whole life wondering what would have happened 

if I had. So say what you like, Bobby Hart, we both know there 

was a reason we went for a drive that day, a reason why we chose 

that road, a reason why this house just happened to be for sale.” 

She gave him a look of a certainty so great she could laugh away 

objection. “The For Sale sign had only just been put up. Remem-

ber what the real estate agent said: if we had gone driving just an 

hour earlier we would have missed it?” 

It seemed to Bobby that she was right, that it made more sense 

that way. It made it possible to live a reasonable, decent life if you 

believed that things happened for a reason, and that your life was 

not just the plaything of chance. 

“And if you had not called me when you did, if I had not gone 

upstairs to take that call . . .” 
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“I know,” she said quietly; “I know.” 

And Dieter, he wondered silently, what about Dieter? Was it fate 

or destiny, was there a reason for things when they turned out the 

way you wanted them, and only chance when they did not? There 

was madness if you looked too closely into the why of things. 

For Helen, it was enough that Bobby was alive and that, for a 

while at least, he was home with her. 

They were almost through with dinner when she remembered. 

“Clare Ryan called, the night you were at their house in Ann 

Arbor, the night you left to go to Canada on your way to Europe.” 

“She said she would. You like her, don’t you?” 

“She called a couple of times after that, as well. And yes, I like 

her, I like her more than almost anyone. She isn’t like those other 

women, always trying to size you up, figure out where you are in 

the great, that is to say Washington, scheme of things.” 

Bobby laughed gently. 

“Maybe that’s because, like you, she doesn’t live there. She has 

a life of her own in Ann Arbor.” 

Helen poured each of them a glass of red wine. 

“She said that she and Charlie would like to spend a few days 

out here after the election. She was funny. She said win or lose, 

Charlie was going to need a little sun, and someone he could tell 

the truth to.” 

Remembering the conversation at dinner in Ann Arbor, Bobby 

smiled into his glass. 

“She thinks Charlie should endorse Jeremy Taylor.” 

Helen did not see anything wrong with it. 

“He’s a lot better than Douglas.” 

“Charlie is a Republican, running in one of the closest Senate 

races in the country. Endorsing the presidential candidate of the 

other party hasn’t usually been considered a winning strategy.” 
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She looked at him with a puzzled, candid glance. 

“Why not? Has anyone ever done it?” 

Bobby started to reply, but then he realized that he was not sure  

what he wanted to say. 

“No, or if they have, I don’t remember it. But if he did that, a 

lot of people who are going to vote for Douglas might just decide 

not to vote for him.” 

“And a lot of people who don’t know who they’re going to vote 

for—who think party politics means thievery and stupidity— 

might fall all over themselves for the chance to vote for someone 

that honest.” 

“You like Charlie a lot, don’t you?” 

“I’d vote for him, if I had the chance.” 

Bobby could not resist. 

“If he were running against me?” 

A thought came to her. She played with it a while, doubting 

whether she should say it out loud, but then, finally, she refused to 

lie. 

“Yes, I would. Because if Charlie won, you’d be here with me 

and there would be someone else honest and decent in your place 

back there.” 

Bobby looked at her for a long time, envying a little the clarity 

of her mind, the clean, logical precision with which every problem 

seemed to have a single, neat answer. 

“If Charlie were running against me,” he said presently, “I’d 

probably vote for him myself.” 

“Why don’t you tell him that when you talk to him later this 

evening,” she suggested. “He called earlier.” 

“He called? Why didn’t you tell me?” 

“He said you wouldn’t be able to reach him—he’s in the mid-

dle of some campaign thing—and that he’d call back late night, a 

little after midnight his time. I told him I didn’t know if you were 
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getting home today or not. I didn’t, you know; though when Char-

lie called I thought you must be. But then, when you did—come 

home, I mean—I forgot about everything except how glad I was to 

see you. There’s something else I forgot, something I need to tell 

you,” she went on in the soft, breathless voice that always made 

him forget everything but her. 

“You look wonderful,” he said spontaneously. 

“I do? But I didn’t have a chance to—” 

“You look wonderful,” he repeated. He stared into her eyes, 

watching her stare back. “What did you forget, what do you need 

to tell me?” 

“That I love you.” 

“You forgot that?” 

“No, but I needed to tell you that. The other thing I need to 

tell you is that I’ve made a decision. After the election, I’m mov-

ing back, with you, to Washington. I’ll do the best I can, Bobby. I 

can’t stand being away from you, and when that thing happened, 

when it happened in our house—I felt like I’d betrayed you, left 

you alone when I should have been there.” 

“Thank God you weren’t.” 

“No, but with everything going on now, with all these awful 

things happening, I can’t just sit here and dream about the day 

when it will just be the two of us again. You don’t have to worry 

about me, Bobby. I’m stronger now, stronger than when I was there 

before, when I had the breakdown.” 

“I know you are, but let’s wait a while before we decide. It’s safe 

here, and I don’t know if it’s safe anywhere else. We’ll see.” Reach-

ing across the table, he took her hand. “But thank you for that. I 

know how difficult it must have been.” 

She held herself perfectly erect, all her emotions in check. She was 

stronger now, and more determined to do what she knew was right. 



210 L A W R E N C E  A L E X A N D E R  

“It wasn’t—it isn’t—difficult at all, Bobby. I’ll go wherever you 

need to be.” 

He got up from the table and cleared the dishes. 

“I think you’re right,” he said a few moments later, as he sat 

down and reached for the wine bottle. 

“Right?” 

“That it was not ‘dumb luck’; that we were fated to have this 

house. I want to sell the house in Georgetown—after what hap-

pened there. We could rent an apartment to use during the ses-

sion. It might be fun, a small place, to use during the week, and 

then we’ll be here every weekend and during all the holidays. And 

what I said a few weeks ago: a year, maybe two—long enough to 

finish what I’ve started, and then I’m through. After that we’ll just 

be here, all the time, you and I.” He gave her a teasing glance. 

“You might get tired of that, having me around that much. I’m 

really quite boring, you know. That’s why I give all those speeches: 

people have to listen.” 

They sat talking for a long time. A few minutes past nine, a 

little after midnight in Michigan, the telephone rang 

“It must be Charlie. I’ll take it in the study.” 

But it was not Charlie Ryan. It was Quentin Burdick from New 

York, looking for a quote. 

“The vice president has called a press conference for tomorrow 

morning. They apparently have some information on Mohammed 

al Farabi and he plans to release it.” 

Hart stood next to the glass table he used as a desk, drumming 

his fingers. 

“What kind of information?” 

“You’re not going to believe this.” Burdick’s voice sounded like 

a low whistle. “They now admit that al Farabi was being held in 

Guantánamo, but only for a short time until he was returned to 
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his country of origin to face local proceedings. They supposed-

ly have documents that prove al Farabi was involved in terrorist 

activities.” 

“Remember what I told you, how Gunther Kramer got him out? 

How he used forged documents to make it look like al Farabi was 

involved so they would send him to Syria? He did such a good job 

that now the vice president can use them to prove al Farabi was 

exactly what he was not. He’s good at fabricating things.” 

“Can I quote you on this: that the documents were forged and 

that was how they got him out of Guantánamo?” 

“Quote me on the whole damn thing: everything I told you 

about Mohammed al Farabi—why he was sent there in the first 

place, what he learned about Rubicon, how they got him out— 

how the only way they could get him out was to tell a lie so that 

our people—our people!—would be convinced that they had to 

send him back to the Middle East for more refined methods of 

torture than what they were using at Guantánamo.” 

Hart was so angry Burdick asked him if he wanted to think 

about it before he said anything more for attribution. 

“Think about it? No, I don’t want to think about it. Moham-

med al Farabi was handed over to us for the crime of speaking his 

mind, publishing in a newspaper what he thought of a government 

that puts people in prison for having the courage to dissent. He 

was handed over to us without any supporting evidence of terror-

ism whatsoever. Ask the vice president why, if al Farabi was such 

a well-known terrorist, he sat in Guantánamo, not for just this 

‘short time’ they now want to claim, but for more than four years 

before these documents from Syrian intelligence just happened to 

arrive?” 

Hart stared out the window at the moonlit ocean. He was cer-

tain what was going to come next. 
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“He isn’t holding a press conference just to claim that Moham-

med al Farabi is a known terrorist, is he? He’s going to attack me, 

discredit me any way he can. He and his people can’t afford to 

have anyone believe that what happened in Los Angeles was part 

of a domestic plot.” 

“He’s going to say that al Farabi was a known terrorist and that 

anyone who would believe what he said—that what happened in 

Los Angeles was some kind of government plot—is not only out 

of their minds but is giving aid and comfort to the enemy and that 

everyone ought to know it.” 

“First I’m crazy; now I’m a traitor. Ask him this: if what hap-

pened in Los Angeles was the kind of terrorist attack he says it is, 

then who hired Henry Lattimore and Frank DeStefano? Who sent 

them to my house to kill Dieter Shoenfeld and murder me? Then 

ask him what he knows about Rubicon—ask him whether all these 

murders happened at his direction!” 

When he finished the call with Burdick, Helen could tell he was 

upset. 

“They only know how to do one thing,” he explained. 

They were in the room off the kitchen, the sitting room with the 

long view of the ocean. Helen had put on a nightshirt. She sat on 

the sofa, her legs pulled up and her arms wrapped around her knees. 

Bobby opened one of the French doors and took a deep breath. 

“They only know how to do one thing,” he repeated. “Attack. 

Everyone is a traitor who does not agree with them. Given all the 

things that have happened—the number of people who have been 

killed—the government should be all over this: the FBI working 

overtime, every investigative agency sifting through every piece of 

evidence, trying to find out what really happened in Los Angeles 

and whether that was the end of it or just the beginning. But no 

one is doing anything.” 
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He looked at Helen as if he suddenly understood something. 

He stood up and started to walk back and forth. A bitter smile cut 

hard across his mouth. 

“Political assassination: disrupt the election, cause everyone to 

question whether democracy is even safe; instill such a deep fear in 

everyone that they won’t think to question whatever someone in 

power tells them has to be done. That must have been why Gun-

ther Kramer, and then Dieter, thought there would be more than 

one attack; why Los Angeles was just the beginning of . . .” 

Helen knew from the look in his eyes that he was holding some-

thing back. 

“You know who it is, don’t you? You know who started all of 

this.” 

“Raymond Caulfield told me, but I wasn’t smart enough to see 

it. He told me about the people around the vice president, the 

ones who talked about an American empire, who believed that we 

had the power to remake the Middle East. He told me something 

else that at the time I didn’t understand: that for all their reputa-

tion as brilliant intellectuals their knowledge of history, serious 

history, was almost nonexistent. It all fits,” he said with a dismal 

stare. 

“But it’s all come apart, hasn’t it?” asked Helen. “Everything 

they tried to do has failed.” 

“If everything had gone the way they expected, there wouldn’t 

have been any need of something like Rubicon. That’s what I’ve 

only gradually come to understand. The worse things got, the 

more certain they became that they were right, and the more 

determined to see it through. They’re the ones who have the cour-

age and the foresight to stay with something for as long as it takes. 

They think we would have won in Vietnam if we had stayed longer, 

if we hadn’t lost our nerve. That’s why Rubicon was necessary: to 
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bring back all the fear that let them start this misadventure in the 

first place.” 

“But do you think the vice president . . . ?” 

“Someone who divides the world into friends and enemies; 

someone who does not think twice about suggesting that anyone 

who criticizes a policy he supports is giving aid and comfort to 

the enemy; someone who talks about a war of civilizations that 

will go on for a hundred years. Do I think that someone like that 

would tell the people around him that they had to do everything 

that was necessary, that the greatest threats to the security of the 

country were the people who were trying to stop them, that the 

future of the country and the world depended on it? You bet I do. 

It has to be the vice president. He’s the only one who could have 

pulled it all together. The only problem is that I can’t prove any of 

it; not yet, anyway.” 

Bobby glanced at the clock. It was nearly ten, one in the morn-

ing in Michigan. 

“I wonder why Charlie hasn’t called?” 

The next day  Helen insisted on watching the vice president’s 

press conference on television. 

“It won’t be pretty,” Bobby warned her. He was used to the 

combat, the sometimes vicious combat that had come to domi-

nate political campaigns. He could take the best, or the worst, 

of whatever the other side could do. It was something else again 

when his wife had to hear it. Or at least he thought he would be 

upset, until he realized that he had seriously underestimated both 

Helen’s resiliency and her sense of humor. 

The vice president’s prepared remarks were delivered in a flat 

monotone that, like the voice of an accountant, made what he had 
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to say seem more factual. He may have been accusing a member 

of the United States Senate of consorting with the enemy, but he 

made it sound as if there were nothing personal in it. 

“It’s because he can destroy someone and never think twice 

about it,” explained Bobby. 

“That’s because for him everything is an abstraction. He doesn’t 

have a sense of the specific,” said Helen, her eyes focused on the 

screen. 

“He doesn’t . . . ?” 

“He was never in the service. He never saw men dying. He’s 

always been a bureaucrat, whether he was in politics or not. He 

only knows how to see the world in numbers and categories. The 

only things he can understand are quantifiable. Everything is 

mechanical, even the way he talks. It is all analytical. There is no 

judgment.” 

At that very moment, the vice president was rattling off the 

numbers of those who had died fighting the war on terror. 

“Thousands of Americans, brave young men and women in uni-

form, have given their lives in this cause. For someone in a respon-

sible position—a member of the United States Senate—to take the 

word of a known terrorist and make the claim that the murder of 

Governor Alworth was part of some domestic conspiracy is either 

the result of a disturbed mind or an unprecedented disregard for 

truth and decency. 

“Mohammed al Farabi was detained upon credible informa-

tion supplied by a friendly government. He was sent back to his 

country of origin where he was later reported dead—mistakenly, 

as it turns out. He continues his work against the United States, 

against the spread of democracy, only now he has the assistance 

of one of the leading members of the Democratic Party. It seems 

to me, given what this country has gone through, that the leader-
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ship of the Democratic Party, as well as that party’s presidential 

candidate, should either denounce the actions of Senator Hart or 

explain to the American people why they prefer to take the word 

of a self-proclaimed terrorist over the word of every credible law 

enforcement authority in the country.” 

The first question came from Quentin Burdick. 

“So you dismiss out of hand even the possibility that the Los 

Angeles attack was part of a domestic conspiracy?” 

“Categorically.” 

“And this is based on whose investigation?” 

“You’ve seen the videotape the terrorist made. You have now 

been given copies of the documents that prove al Farabi was a ter-

rorist, though I should have thought the fact he was held at Guan-

tánamo was proof enough of that.” 

“According to Senator Hart, those documents were forged, a 

way of getting Mr. al Farabi, who was a newspaper publisher in 

Cairo, sent back to the Middle East. You misstated the facts when 

you said he was sent back to his country of origin. He was sent 

to Syria where, again according to Senator Hart, his release was 

obtained through bribery.” 

Bristling at the suggestion, the vice president denied that he had 

misstated anything. 

“I said he had been sent back to the Middle East where he came 

from. But with respect to your question, the suggestion is absurd. 

Why would anyone forge documents to prove they were guilty?” 

He turned to a reporter with one of the more reliably conserva-

tive cable channels. The question was not what he expected. 

“There is still the question, Mr. Vice President, about how to 

explain the fact that it was Senator Hart who was the target of 

an assassination plot? Armed men broke into his home, murdered 

Dieter Shoenfeld, a German publisher many of us knew. The police 
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now have identified the two killers. Frank DeStefano, a New Jersey 

mobster, has been murdered. Henry Lattimore appears to have had 

some previous contact with members of the government. There 

are reports, so far unconfirmed, that Lattimore was someone the 

CIA once hired for what they are calling ‘special assignments.’” 

“There is no connection between the two events,” said the vice 

president. “A terrorist—a suicide bomber—was responsible for 

what happened in Los Angeles. We have the videotape. We know 

who he was and we know why he did it. The break-in at Senator 

Hart’s home in Georgetown—two men, now identified, shot and 

killed Mr. Shoenfeld and left Senator Hart unharmed. Why they 

came to his house, what they were there to do—” 

“Rubicon, Mr. Vice President!” shouted Quentin Burdick, deter-

mined to bring the questioning back around. “A number of peo-

ple, including your own deputy director of the CIA who started 

looking into what was apparently the code name for the attack in 

Los Angeles, have died. Are you suggesting that all these deaths 

are simply coincidental?” 

“I’m not suggesting anything, except that there is no evidence 

whatsoever to back up Senator Hart’s fantastic and harmful alle-

gations. Not only is there no evidence to support them, the evi-

dence I’ve given you today proves that Mohammed al Farabi was, 

and is, a terrorist.” 

“Do you think then that Senator Hart should resign from 

the Senate? He said he would if the claims he made were proved 

wrong.” 

The vice president never missed an opportunity to say what 

someone else should do. He looked straight into the camera. 

“That’s what a man of his word would do.” 

Minutes after the press conference ended, the telephone started 

to ring. The first call was from David Allen. 
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“When I draft the resignation statement, do you want to give 

yourself a couple of months or shall I make it for immediate 

effect?” he deadpanned. “Seriously, what do you want me to say? 

We need to put out something by way of a reply.” 

Hart held the receiver away from his mouth. He looked at 

Helen. 

“David wants to know what we should say. What do you 

think?” 

“Those documents he talked about, the ones he said prove the 

man you met was a terrorist—say that with all the vice president’s 

experience with making things up, you would think he would 

know a forgery when he saw one.” 

“Helen suggests—” 

“I heard. It’s better than anything I could have come up with. 

Bobby, listen, there is one other thing. He must have got wind of 

what the vice president was going to do. He put out a release the 

second the press conference ended.” 

“What are you talking about? Who put out a release?” 

“Senator Ryan. It says that anyone who thinks that Senator 

Robert Hart would ever give aid and comfort to an enemy of the 

United States does not deserve to hold public office.” 

“Did he really? Charlie always did know how to start a fight.” 

He talked for a few more minutes with Allen about the reply 

that should be made to the vice president’s attack. Then he called 

Ryan. He reached him between campaign stops just outside 

Detroit. 

“Thanks, Charlie, but you didn’t need to do that.” 

“It’s the reason I didn’t call back last night. The vice president’s 

office sent that statement out to every Republican candidate for 

the House and Senate. I’m afraid there is going to be a loud chorus 

of support among all the other know-nothings. I thought I’d get in 
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a first shot the other way. But don’t get the wrong idea. This was 

pure political calculation on my part.” 

“Calculation?” Hart laughed, waiting for the zany logic by 

which Ryan could make a generous act seem a monument to his 

own, purely selfish, motives. 

“Several, actually. First, a fairly large percentage of my con-

stituents despise the vice president. A public disagreement with 

him can’t hurt. Second . . .” There was a stifled pause, as if he 

could scarcely keep from laughing. “Second, in a close race like 

this, the one thing certain to lose it is to have my wife file divorce 

papers before the election, which she promised to do if I didn’t 

say something in public about that stupid bastard. And third . . .” 

This pause was serious, and full of significance. “There wasn’t 

any choice. He’s wrong, wrong about all of it. Rubicon is just 

what you said it is. All these murders are connected. And you’re 

right about the rest of it. It isn’t over. I can feel it. I keep thinking 

about what Gunther Kramer wrote, those notes of his, and that 

diagram. Rubicon was not just a plan to disrupt the election, to 

make it easier for one side to win; there’s something bigger, much 

bigger, at stake. Remember what he wrote: assassination, the case 

for war, then more assassinations. I can feel it, Bobby; someone 

else is going to be killed.” 
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F or all  the  charges  and the  counter-
charges, for all the poisonous rhetoric, the race for the presi-

dency did not change. Arthur Douglas continued to hold a lead 

over his Democratic challenger which, though somewhat dimin-

ished, was still greater than the margin of error. 

“The debate could decide this thing,” said Jeffrey Stone with a 

look of frustration. He turned to Hart, sitting in the passenger seat 

next to him. “Taylor is a better candidate than Alworth—looks 

and sounds like a president should. He should be up six or seven 

points. Douglas is a blowhard, a fool. I don’t understand it.” 

“Of course you do,” replied Hart, gazing out the window at 

the long row of glass buildings on Wilshire Boulevard. “Douglas 

plays on patriotism and fear. In the fifties there were people like 

Joe McCarthy who thought there was a communist under every 

bed; now there are people like Douglas and the vice president who 

think a terrorist is waiting around every corner.” 

Hart began to watch the sunlight reflecting off the different-
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colored glass on the buildings that towered up from the street. 

There was something almost majestic in the way that, together, 

the tall angular structures formed a long sweeping line that seemed 

perfect for the place. It reminded Hart of how the country, at its 

best, was supposed to work: the parts not always everything you 

would hope for, but, taken together, a remarkable achievement. 

“Until the earthquake,” he said out loud. 

“The earthquake?” asked Stone, confused. 

“Sorry,” said Hart, turning to him. “I was just thinking of 

something.” 

“You were talking about communists in the fifties, and terror-

ists now,” Stone reminded him. 

“My father tried to explain to me what it was like. People had to 

sign loyalty oaths—as if someone bent on subversion would refuse 

to sign something like that. Anything the least bit unusual, the 

slightest deviation from what was considered normal, became a 

cause for suspicion. Sometimes out of fear, sometimes out of false 

patriotism, sometimes out of the worst kind of ambition, people 

reported on each other, became informers. A friend of my father’s, 

a hero in the war, a man who had been with the agency from the 

beginning, was forced to resign because when he was a student in 

the thirties he had belonged to a student group that advocated aid 

for Russia after Germany invaded the Soviet Union.” 

Hart checked his watch. They were right on schedule. He pulled 

out the speech he was about to give at the Los Angeles City Club. 

“This is all I’ve been doing, explaining over and over again why 

I think I’m right and the vice president and the rest of them are 

wrong. But there is still no proof; everything is circumstantial.” 

“Most people believe you.” 

“No, most people believe that the government is hiding some-

thing, most people believe there should be a thorough investiga-



R U B I C O N  223 

tion. But on the question whether what happened in Los Angeles 

was a terrorist attack of the same sort that happened on 9/11 or 

whether it was part of some domestic conspiracy, there aren’t that 

many willing to believe it could have been done by someone here.” 

Stone knew the polling numbers. Hart had left out something 

important. 

“It’s true only about a third are willing to say they think you’re 

right, but the number on the other side isn’t that much greater. All 

the rest are undecided; which means it wouldn’t take much more 

in the way of proof to convince them that you’re right.” 

They were almost there when Hart’s cell phone rang. It was 

Leonard Coleman. Hart listened and did not say a word. 

“Thank you, Lieutenant,” he said at the end. He put the cell 

phone back in his pocket, and immediately began to scribble 

changes on the speech he was going to give. 

The City Club was packed. The entire back of the room was 

lined with television cameras. Reporters crouched wherever they 

could find an open spot. Hart sat at the head table, next to the 

lectern, still working on the speech while everyone else was eating 

lunch. He glanced at it one last time as he was being introduced, 

and then slipped it into his jacket pocket. 

“At the height of the Great Depression, with millions out of 

work, Franklin Roosevelt in his first inaugural spoke those much-

needed and now famous words, that the ‘only thing we have to fear 

is fear itself.’ Thirty years later, at the height of the Cold War, John 

F. Kennedy, in his inaugural address, reminded the country that 

in dealing with our adversaries ‘We should never negotiate from 

fear, but we should never fear to negotiate.’ Two presidents—two 

great presidents—both understood that fear only makes a prob-

lem worse. Today, however, there are those who believe that fear is 

the only way they can govern.” 
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Hart reminded his audience what had happened, how the Dem-

ocratic candidate for president had been assassinated, and how, 

a short time after that, Dieter Shoenfeld had been murdered in 

Hart’s home just as he was about to tell him what was involved in 

the Los Angeles attack and who was behind it. 

“A few days later I kept an appointment that Dieter Shoenfeld 

had made. I met with Mohammed al Farabi, who had been held at 

Guantánamo, and learned from him how terrorists were brought 

to this country to carry out the plan known as Rubicon. 

“I reported all of this in a press conference; I have now been 

labeled a coward, a fool, and even a traitor. The vice president of 

the United States has called me all these things; I am still waiting 

for him to call for an investigation.” 

Hart paused. His gaze swept from one side of the room to the 

other. 

“Mohammed al Farabi is not a terrorist; he is exactly the kind 

of man on whom we should be relying, a voice of reason, in the 

Middle East. Yesterday, he identified the man who murdered Diet-

er Shoenfeld and would have murdered me. He was interviewed by 

a member of the D.C. police. He was shown six photographs and 

asked if he recognized any of them. Without a moment’s hesita-

tion, he picked out the photograph of Henry Lattimore. He said 

it was a face he would never forget, because Lattimore was one 

of the men who interrogated him while he was held prisoner at 

Guantánamo.” 

Hart looked straight ahead, his eyes hard, determined. He 

spoke in a slow, measured cadence. 

“Lattimore didn’t get to Guantánamo on his own. He was there 

because someone in the government sent him. And that means 

that what happened here in Los Angeles was not an attack by a 

terrorist organization, but part of a domestic conspiracy. The only 
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questions still remaining, at least for those who do not suffer from 

‘a disturbed mind and an unprecedented disregard for truth and 

decency,’ are how many people were involved and how high up 

into the government this goes!” 

Hart left without taking any questions from the press. He had 

to get back to Washington. Lattimore was the key to Rubicon, 

the link that connected what had happened to Dieter Shoenfeld, 

what could have happened to him, and the attack in Los Angeles. 

Someone had sent Lattimore to Guantánamo and someone had to 

know who. 

The plane landed in Washington a few minutes before eleven 

o’clock. David Allen was there to meet him. Hart had one ques-

tion. 

“Were you able to do it? Has the chairman called an emergency 

meeting?” 

“Seven o’clock tomorrow night. It gives everyone time to get 

back. They won’t all come back,” he added, walking quickly to 

match Hart’s pace. “But most of them will be there.” 

Hart did not break stride, his footsteps a stark staccato in the 

dimly lit parking garage. 

“And the director? Any trouble?” 

“A little. He said it would take a while to pull together the 

information, that he didn’t want to come unprepared. The chair-

man told him that he was already out of time, that he could either 

come voluntarily or under subpoena.” 

Hart slowed down. There was a look of mild surprise on his 

face. 

“That’s more than I would have expected. I wasn’t sure he had 

it in him.” 

“No one likes to be lied to, and after what came out this morn-

ing—about Lattimore and Guantánamo—it’s hard to believe 
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that Townsend did not know more than he told the committee, 

hard to believe that, if he was not lying, he didn’t do more to find 

out the truth about Rubicon and about the death of Raymond 

Caulfield.” 

They reached the car, Hart’s BMW. 

“Mine is still in Canada,” said Allen. 

“Probably a good place for it,” replied Hart with a quick, abbre-

viated grin as he got into the passenger side. 

“It got you there.” 

Hart shook his head at how much had happened. 

“That was only a few weeks ago and it already seems like years. 

Sometimes it’s hard to keep everything straight. Everyone should 

be out campaigning, going to those local events we all like to com-

plain about; smiling, shaking hands, saying all sorts of stupid, 

meaningless things, and at the same time, feeling more alive than 

we ever have before or ever will again. But instead, the country is 

too scared, too worried about what might happen next, too con-

fused about whom to blame for how we got to where we are. It’s 

got to stop.” He looked across at Allen. “The lieutenant is expect-

ing me?” 

Allen’s eyes lit up. 

“You know what he said, when I told him you were flying in 

tonight and wanted to see him? ‘Later the better.’ That’s all. 

Didn’t ask why, didn’t complain that it was going to be damn near 

midnight, didn’t even seem to think there was anything unusual 

about it.” 

Hart stared into the darkness. 

“When he called me this morning, I think he expected I’d be 

back. He has that instinct for things, a sense of what is going to 

happen just before it does. Maybe it comes with the territory: 

spending your life dealing with other people’s murders.” 
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“How did he figure out that al Farabi might know something 

about Lattimore? Why would he even think about the possibility 

that Lattimore had been at Guantánamo?” 

Hart did not respond; he had other questions of his own. 

“What’s been the reaction? Anything out of the vice president’s 

office?” 

“They’re sticking to the same line: that al Farabi is a terrorist 

and no one should take his word for anything; and that even if 

Lattimore was at Guantánamo at some point, that doesn’t prove 

anything about some conspiracy.” Allen turned away from the 

road long enough to let Hart know that despite that, things had 

changed. “But they’re nervous. They hadn’t expected this. No one 

did. Everyone is waiting for the next shoe to drop, the next revela-

tion. The speculation is endless. It’s all anyone can talk about. The 

circle is closing. It’s just that no one is yet certain who it’s closing 

in on.” 

“It’s closing in on the vice president,” said Hart. His eyes were 

cold, determined, full of an anger that was becoming more dif-

ficult to repress. “He’s behind it, all of it. I know it, and I swear 

to God I’m going to prove it! There has to be something that con-

nects Lattimore to the vice president.” 

Allen pulled up in front of the police station. He offered to 

wait, but Hart told him to go home. 

“You’re going to need a good night’s sleep. There’s a lot to do 

tomorrow.” 

The station was nearly deserted. Somewhere down an empty 

hallway a door slammed shut and a shouted voice dwindled into 

muted insignificance. Leonard Coleman was waiting in his small, 

private office. He had a larger desk than the ones in the room out-

side and a comfortable high-backed leather chair. His suit coat, 

old and threadbare, hung on a rack just inside the door. For rea-
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sons that were never explained, Coleman wore both a belt and 

suspenders. It gave him a look of cautious efficiency. When Hart 

walked in he was folding up his handkerchief. 

“Allergies,” he said with watery eyes and a helpless grin. “Or 

maybe jet lag, or something I picked up on the plane. Or some 

lethal disease I got at one of the airports while I waited to get 

through security.” He looked at Hart over the spectacles he wore 

halfway down his nose. “How did you know this man al Farabi 

knew Lattimore? That was the only reason I made that trip—flew 

all the way to Rome, Italy—because you told me you were sure he 

could pick him out of a photo array.” 

Hart sat back, started to tell him something that was not quite 

true—the methodical, logical way he had arrived at that conclu-

sion—and then just shrugged his shoulders. 

“I guessed.” 

“That’s what I thought.” 

“Then why did you go?” 

In a near perfect imitation, Coleman shrugged back. 

“I guessed you might be right. It made sense, you know. Which 

is the reason you didn’t really guess: you knew something. You 

knew—you couldn’t prove, but you knew—that the murder of 

Mr. Shoenfeld, the attempt to murder you, were connected to this 

thing you call Rubicon, and you knew—because al Farabi told 

you—that part of it at least depended on using terrorists held at 

Guantánamo. And that means someone from the government— 

probably someone from the CIA—is involved. Given what you 

already knew about Lattimore—what he did in the military, how 

he suddenly disappeared—there would be a reasonable chance 

that Lattimore was involved in this from the beginning.” 

“As I say, Lieutenant—a lucky guess.” 

“Call it that if you want—you were right.” 
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“But does it bring us any closer to catching him, to finding Lat-

timore while he’s still alive?” 

“We’ve got a few leads, nothing definite. A couple people claim 

they’ve seen him, but nothing has checked out. We did learn, how-

ever, that he once knew this guy.” 

He reached inside a file folder on his desk and pulled out a 

grainy black-and-white photograph. Henry Lattimore, dressed as 

an army ranger, was talking with a civilian, a man of slight build 

with an intense expression. 

“That’s H. L. Harrison. He was on the national security staff 

until a couple of years ago. Where was this taken?” 

“We’re not sure. Looks like somewhere in the Middle East, or 

maybe North Africa.” 

“You’re not sure? How did you get it?” 

“We’re not sure of that, either.” 

Coleman spread his fingers apart. He began to move them 

slowly back and forth against each other, barely touching. 

“It just showed up, right here on top of my desk one morning, 

neatly sealed in a plain manila envelope, my name printed—or 

rather, typed—on the front. No note, no message—nothing. 

Someone wanted me to know that Lattimore and Harrison knew 

each other; not only knew each other, but from the look of that 

picture, worked together at some point. It’s what you said when I 

asked you about giving Lattimore’s picture to the press, that some-

one would remember him.” 

“Someone in the agency,” said Hart. “Maybe someone who 

knew Raymond Caulfield. But whoever made sure you got it, what 

about Harrison? Where is he? What have you found out?” 

“Mr. Harrison has disappeared, left the country, and did it rather 

suddenly, the day after Lattimore broke into your house, the day 

after Lattimore got rid of Frank DeStefano.” Coleman twisted his 
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mouth a little to the side. “The day after Lattimore and DeStefano 

failed to kill you.” 

“Have any idea where he may have gone?” 

“Could be anywhere. He doesn’t have any family. Married 

once, but divorced a long time ago. The ex-wife wouldn’t know 

anything.” 

“Where has he been the last couple of years, after he left the 

government? Wait a minute, I remember: he was at one of the 

think tanks, then he was with one of the companies, the private 

outfits, that were supplying security forces in Iraq and certain oth-

er places. That would fit. I’ll find out what I can.” 

Hart got up to leave. Coleman, moving in his slow, deliberate 

way, walked over to the coat rack and pulled an envelope out of his 

suit coat pocket. He gave it to Hart. 

“Mohammed al Farabi.” Coleman’s dark eyes had a new inten-

sity, a sudden gleam of light. “Now there is a man worth meeting. 

When I was leaving he gave me this. He said he had remembered 

something; wasn’t sure if it meant anything, but he thought you 

might be able to make sense out of it.” 

Hart opened the envelope and removed a sheet of paper on 

which, in a fine, legible hand, Mohammed al Farabi had written a 

few short sentences. Hart read it through twice, put it back in the 

envelope and put the envelope inside his own pocket. 

“Just before he left Guantánamo, he heard someone talking, one 

of the interrogators. He isn’t sure, but he thinks it might have been 

Lattimore. He said, ‘When it’s over there won’t be anyone left.’” 

“What do you think it means?” asked Coleman with a worried 

look. 

“I don’t know. It could mean a lot of things.” 

Coleman shoved his hands into his pants pockets and searched 

Hart’s suddenly evasive eyes. 
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“That isn’t what you really think, though, is it? You know what 

it means, don’t you?” 

Charlie Ryan’s voice was echoing in his mind, the last thing 

Ryan said to him the last time they talked. Hart looked at Cole-

man, waiting, always a little ahead of things with his uncanny 

sense of what would happen next. 

“I think it means that we don’t have much time. I think it means 

that a lot more people are going to die.” 
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R onald Townsend sat alone at the witness 
table tapping his fingers. Then, as if surprised that he was 

doing it, he pulled his hand down into his lap. He began to tap his 

foot. 

At exactly seven o’clock, all the members in their places, the 

chairman of the Senate Intelligence Committee opened the session 

with a terse statement: 

“We now have evidence that suggests at least the possibility 

that the attack in Los Angeles was part of a domestic conspiracy, 

though precisely to what end remains unclear. What is clear, how-

ever, is that the committee needs to get answers about what the 

government, and in particular the CIA, knew about this and when 

they knew it. Director Townsend has agreed to appear this evening 

voluntarily. He will, however, be put under oath.” 

Released from his pent-up anxiety, Townsend shot straight up 

from the chair and raised his right hand. 

“Because Senator Hart has done more than anyone to uncover 
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what has been going on,” continued the chairman after the oath 

had been administered, “to say nothing of the fact that he appears 

to have been one of the targets for assassination, I’m going to ask 

him to lead off the questioning of the director.” 

Hart gave one of the clerks a stack of photographs, all copies 

of the same one, and asked her to distribute them to the members 

of the committee. Then he turned to the director. 

“This morning, I sent over to your office this photograph, along 

with the names and what was known of the background of the 

two men seen in it. I see you have the photograph with you.” 

“Yes, Senator,” replied Townsend in a steady voice. 

“The two men have been identified as Henry Lattimore and H. L. 

Harrison. Is that your understanding?” 

“Yes, that’s correct, Senator.” 

Hart had worked all day getting ready. He moved relentlessly 

from one question to the next. 

“Henry Lattimore has been identified as one of the two men 

who broke into my house in Georgetown, murdered Mr. Dieter 

Shoenfeld and, there is reason to believe, would have murdered 

me.” Hart nodded toward the thick file folder on the table next to 

the director. “You have been given a copy of the statement I made 

to the police and the other materials pertaining to the manner in 

which that identification was made?” 

“Yes, Senator, I have. There is no doubt that Lattimore is one 

of the men who murdered Shoenfeld. Nor is there any doubt that 

Lattimore is one of the two men in the photograph.” 

“We’ll get to that in a minute, Director Townsend. But first, you 

also have with you, I believe, a copy of the statement by Detec-

tive Leonard Coleman of the D.C. police detailing the circum-

stances of his interview with Mohammed al Farabi and the way in 

which Henry Lattimore was identified as having been involved in 
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the interrogation of prisoners at Guantánamo. Do you have that 

statement?” 

Townsend tapped the top of the file. 

“Yes, Senator, I do.” 

Hart looked at the director as if he expected an explanation. 

The director stared back, a guarded expression on his face. The 

silence deepened, became profound. 

“Senator, I’m not sure what you want me to say,” he said finally. 

“It appears—I mean, there is no doubt that Lattimore was one of 

the two men who broke into your home and killed Shoenfeld; and 

it appears that he was at some point at Guantánamo—” 

“It appears? I think it more than appears, Mr. Townsend. Look 

at that photograph again. When I sent this over this morning, I 

asked if you would try to identify where and when it was taken. 

Were you able to do that?” 

Townsend pulled the file over until it was right in front of him. 

He opened it and turned to the page he was looking for. 

“It was taken approximately three years ago,” he reported. 

“Just before Lattimore left the military and disappeared,” Hart 

interjected. “And where was it taken?” 

Townsend pressed his lips together and appeared to concen-

trate. 

“We think somewhere in Afghanistan, but we can’t be a hun-

dred percent certain.” His expression became more candid. “But 

if I had to guess, that is where I would say it was: Afghanistan, 

three years ago.” 

“And at that time, three years ago, H. L. Harrison was in what 

position with the government?” 

“He was deputy director of the National Security Advisory 

Council.” 

“What exactly is the National Security Advisory Council, 
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Director Townsend? Would you describe it to the committee? It 

isn’t part of the CIA, is it?” 

“No,” he replied with a quick, sideways movement of his head, 

eager to distance himself from any connection with it. “The 

National Security Advisory Council was set up to coordinate the 

gathering of intelligence among the various agencies. It was sup-

posed to perform the same kind of role played by the office of the 

National Security Council in the coordination of foreign policy 

issues.” 

“The National Security Advisor reports directly to the presi-

dent. Who does the head of this agency report to?” 

“The vice president.” 

“I see. The vice president. So, H. L. Harrison was working for 

an agency that reports to the vice president, and three years ago 

H. L. Harrison was somewhere in Afghanistan where, as that 

photograph shows, he was deep in conversation with Henry Lat-

timore, who was then doing something with special forces?” 

“Yes, it appears so.” 

“And then, just a year or so later, this same Henry Lattimore is 

in Guantánamo, interrogating prisoners. But he was not in special 

forces then, was he? He had left the military just a year before. He 

left special forces and went to work for you—for the CIA—isn’t 

that true, Director Townsend?” 

The veins on the director’s temples began to throb; the muscles 

around his jaw tightened into knots. 

“No, Senator, he did not. At no time was Henry Lattimore ever 

employed by the agency.” He let out a breath, as if relieved of an 

obligation. “Not directly.” 

It took a moment for those two words to sink in. When they 

did, Hart’s eyes turned lethal. 

“Not directly,” he repeated in the same slow cadence the direc-
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tor had used. He bent forward, mocking the director’s quiet sub-

terfuge. “Not directly. You mean the CIA did not hire him directly. 

The CIA hired one of the companies, the private contractors who 

have gotten rich in this war, and one of those companies hired 

Lattimore.” 

“Yes, so it appears.” 

“So it appears. You hire someone; they hire Lattimore. Then 

when Lattimore gets caught—when he’s identified as the man who 

committed murder in my house, when he’s identified as someone 

who was at Guantánamo, when it becomes apparent that he’s 

involved in the conspiracy that involved Los Angeles and God 

knows what else besides—then you and others like you can deny 

that you knew or should have known anything about him or what 

he was doing! Only this time it’s not going to be so easy to hide 

from responsibility. What was the name of the private contractor, 

Director Townsend?” 

But before Townsend could answer, Hart threw up his hands in 

frustration. 

“Don’t even bother. It doesn’t matter. Just tell us this: the com-

pany—the company your agency hired—is it the same company 

that three years ago—which means close to the time that photo-

graph was taken—hired H. L. Harrison?” 

Hart asked more questions, narrowing the circle. 

“Where is H. L. Harrison now?” 

“I’m sorry, Senator, we don’t know.” 

“You don’t know, or you haven’t looked?” 

“We only found out Harrison’s potential involvement this morn-

ing, Senator—when you sent over that photograph.” 

“But you do know that he disappeared, that no one has seen 

him since the night of the break-in and murder at my house?” 

Townsend gestured toward the file on the table in front of him. 
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“That’s what the police report says.” 

“Yes,” said Hart dryly, “thank God for the police.” 

Hart questioned the director for nearly three-quarters of an 

hour. When he was finished, Charlie Ryan took over. He was even 

more aggressive. 

“The last time you were in front of this committee, I told you 

that this was serious, that Rubicon involved more than a single 

assassination, that what happened in Los Angeles might be only 

the beginning of what Rubicon was about. And yet you have to 

wait to find out from Senator Hart and the D.C. police that a 

man who worked for your agency—directly or indirectly, it 

doesn’t matter—a man who worked for your agency interrogated 

Mohammed al Farabi at Guantánamo and was later involved in 

the murder of one man and the attempted murder of a United 

States senator.” 

“I’m sorry, Senator—is there a question in there somewhere?” 

asked the director with a thin, caustic smile that nearly brought 

Ryan out of his chair. 

“A question? I have a question. Either you’re the most incom-

petent person ever to head a federal agency or someone has told 

you not to look into Rubicon at all. Which is it, Mr. Townsend? Is 

the job too big for you, or are you part of a deliberate cover-up, an 

attempt to protect certain people, certain high officials, involved 

in murder and assassination?” 

Townsend clutched the edge of the table, trying to hold himself 

back. 

“No, Senator, I’m not trying to do any such thing! And I 

resent—” 

The door at the side of the hearing room swung open. A young 

staff assistant rushed over to the chairman and whispered franti-
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cally in his ear. The chairman’s face went ashen. He sat straight up 

and pounded the gavel. The room had already gone silent. 

“There has been another attack,” he announced, his voice quiv-

ering with emotion. “Another suicide bomber. The reports have 

just started to come in. We don’t know how many people may 

have been killed. It happened outside a hotel in Atlanta, just a few 

minutes ago. The only thing they know for certain is that Arthur 

Douglas is dead!” 

No one moved, no one said a word, the immediate reaction a 

kind of paralysis. Then the committee room was bedlam, every-

one talking at once. Townsend scooped up the file from the table 

and turned to go. Several members of the committee were out of 

their chairs. The gavel struck again. 

“The committee is still in session,” the chairman reminded 

them. “All we know is what I have just told you. I suggest that we 

stand in recess, but that we reconvene either later tonight or first 

thing tomorrow morning.” He looked at Townsend, standing at 

the witness table, clutching the file folder in his arms. “At which 

time, Director Townsend, we will expect a full briefing on every-

thing you have been able to learn.” 

Reminded by the chairman’s slow, deliberate manner of the 

responsibilities that went with their position, members of the 

committee left the room in an orderly fashion. They returned, 

most of them, to their own offices to find out more about what 

had happened in Atlanta. 

Charlie Ryan caught up with Bobby Hart in the hall. He knew 

what Hart was thinking. 

“We don’t know anything yet. Another suicide bomber, 

another assassination—that’s all we know. Don’t jump to any 

conclusions.” 
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“We were wrong!” cried Hart. He was angry, angry with him-

self. “I was so certain, so convinced, that this was a conspiracy to 

change the outcome of the election! I was so certain the vice presi-

dent was behind it—but now Douglas?” 

Ryan grabbed him by the arm and forced him to stop. 

“Listen to me! We don’t know anything yet, except that Doug-

las is dead. But whatever happened, all the other facts remain the 

same: all the murders, Lattimore, Harrison—all of it!” 

“The facts may not have changed, but they don’t mean what 

they meant before. If Rubicon was what we thought it was—an 

attempt to keep the presidency in the hands of someone who 

would not change policy—killing Arthur Douglas is the last thing 

they would have done.” 

They started walking again, moving quickly. Ryan shook his 

head in partial disagreement. 

“After Los Angeles, after the first attack—what did we think it 

was about? An assassination, but not to take out one candidate 

so the other could win—to create a sense of uncertainty, of fear, 

so that everyone would think that we were under siege, that we 

had to strike back, that we really were in an endless war on terror. 

What better way to do that than to have the next attack, the next 

assassination, the candidate who kept promising to be the terror-

ists’ worst enemy?” 

When they reached Hart’s office, he switched on the television 

set as David Allen quickly brought them up to date. 

“Douglas had just finished giving a speech. It happened when 

he came outside. He was just getting into the limousine. A car, 

packed with explosives, drove right into it.” 

Allen nodded toward the images flickering on the television 

screen. Live pictures from Atlanta showed the charred wreckage 

of the limousine and numerous other vehicles. The front of the 
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hotel was a tangled mass of twisted steel and chunks of concrete. 

The ground was ankle deep in glass. 

“How many . . . ?” asked Hart, stunned by the devastation. 

Allen could only guess. 

“They’re saying dozens; it could go higher.” 

“Douglas and everyone who was with him . . . ?” Ryan started 

to ask, but the question seemed a kind of obscenity, a too graphic 

reminder of death. 

The television coverage moved away from the carnage in Atlan-

ta to a scene in Washington. Allen turned up the volume. Standing 

in front of the White House, a reporter read the first few lines of a 

statement put out under the president’s name. 

“‘The enemies of freedom have for a second time assassinated 

a candidate for the presidency. Arthur Douglas was a courageous 

public servant and a good and decent man. His death will not go 

unavenged. The terrorists will be brought to justice. 

“‘Everyone should now understand—there is no longer any 

room for disagreement—that America faces an enemy who will 

do anything to destroy us. The time for discussion and debate is 

over. No one understood better than Arthur Douglas that Amer-

ica is in a war, a war we have to win. We would dishonor his 

memory were we to fight it with anything less than everything we 

have.’” 

Hart and Ryan exchanged a glance. They both understood 

what would happen next. Los Angeles had been traumatic, a blow 

to the national psyche; but it was still comprehensible as a single, 

isolated, though tragic, event. No one could think that way about 

Atlanta; no one could take comfort in the belief that what had 

happened once could not happen again. Terrorists had murdered 

first the Democratic, and now the Republican, candidate for presi-

dent; murdered two men both of whom had been given all the pro-
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tection the Secret Service could provide. If terrorists could do that, 

no one was safe. 

“I’ll tell you one damn thing we better not do,” insisted one of 

the more influential talk radio personalities. “We better not waste 

any more time listening to people like Bobby Hart. I mean, here’s 

a guy who can’t even figure out that a suicide bomber is a real 

terrorist. This man sits on the Senate Intelligence Committee and 

what does he do? Does he look to find out who might be threaten-

ing the country, who might want to bring us down? No, because 

he kept insisting that this was all some kind of conspiracy—secret 

organizations—groups within the government—some bizarre CIA 

plot—God knows what. And what has happened as a result? How 

many lives have been lost because the senator was more interested 

in publicity than in doing his job? We shouldn’t have to deal with 

people like that in this country, and maybe after what’s happened 

now we won’t have to.” 

Even the mainstream media thought that enough was enough. 

Editorial writers in every part of the country, including New York 

and California, suggested that whatever may be the truth about 

the break-in at Senator Hart’s house and the murder of Dieter 

Shoenfeld, the attacks in Los Angeles and Atlanta were clearly 

the work of Al Qaeda or some other terrorist organization. It was 

impossible to think they could be anything else. 

Quentin Burdick was not so sure. 

“I knew H. L. Harrison,” he explained. “In my dealings with 

him he was usually fairly honest. He would tell me when there 

was something he could not discuss, but he was often willing to 

explain in great detail the thinking within the administration on 

some national security issue, though I don’t believe he even once 

allowed me to quote him by name. Always ‘someone within the 

administration,’ that kind of thing.” 
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Burdick looked at Hart, sitting across from him in a restau-

rant on Manhattan’s Upper East Side. At three o’clock in the 

afternoon it was a quiet place to talk. Hart seemed worried. 

Leaning forward on his elbow, Burdick played with the edge of 

his bow tie. 

“You remember President Truman’s line, ‘If you want a friend 

in Washington, get a dog’?” 

For the first time in days, Hart cracked a smile. 

“There are a couple people left who haven’t turned on me.” 

“Senator Ryan, for one?” 

“Charlie Ryan, for one.” The smile grew a shade larger. “It isn’t 

his fault, you understand. I think he’d like to turn on someone 

once, just to know how it felt, but it isn’t in him, he doesn’t know 

how. But you were about to tell me something about H. L.—what 

does that stand for, anyway?” 

“Hannibal Lawrence.” 

“Hannibal.” Hart shook his head. “What about him? What 

about Harrison? No one has found him, have they? I don’t imag-

ine now that anyone is really looking. Except the D.C. police.” 

Burdick reached inside his jacket. 

“I dragged this out. It’s a speech he gave a couple years ago at 

a conference sponsored by that think tank he was with. I didn’t 

think much about it at the time. It was the kind of complaint that 

had become fairly common in those circles. The only difference 

was the context in which he tried to put it.” 

Hart looked at the front page, the date and location of a speech 

that perhaps two hundred people had listened to and most of them 

had then forgotten. The title of the speech seemed not just generic 

but dull: “American Democracy, American Empire: A Choice for 

the 21st Century.” 

“The complaint,” continued Burdick, “was that government 
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had become too cumbersome, too complex, to meet the chal-

lenges of the new century; that with interests and responsibilities 

around the world, the executive could not respond to each new 

crisis with the kind of energy the framers of the Constitution 

intended, if  it was constantly having to do things the way that 

Congress insisted. I remember most distinctly—and the reason 

I pulled it out—” He pointed to the text. “I marked the passage, 

on the last page. He makes the remark that in the age of terror, 

any interference with the ability of the executive to decide what 

has to be done is a threat to national security, and that an empire 

has to act like one.” 

Hart did not see the point. 

“That argument has been made before. Lopez, the attorney 

general, testified a couple of months ago in the Judiciary Com-

mittee that there is no limitation on the power of the president in 

a time of war. None. He can do whatever he decides is best for the 

country. The argument doesn’t stand up, but so long as people in 

power believe they have that authority, the only way you can stop 

them is either to refuse to appropriate the money they need or take 

them to court. The argument, if you take it seriously, is nothing 

short of a claim to a kind of elected dictatorship.” 

Burdick searched his eyes with an intensity that Hart at first did 

not understand. Slowly, it dawned on him. 

“You don’t really think . . . ?” 

“Why not?” asked Burdick. “Start with the name: Rubicon. 

What did it mean—when Caesar crossed it?” 

“That a decision had been made, that there was no turning 

back.” 

“It also meant that the republic was finished, that whatever 

forms were kept, the new reality was that Rome was now going to 

be ruled by one man.” 
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“They could never get away with it,” insisted Hart. “We have an 

election coming up in less than a month. We have . . .” 

“An election with only one candidate?” 

“The Republican National Committee is meeting this week-

end. They’ll pick someone else. The election will still take 

place.” 

“They pick another candidate, less than a month to go. Are you 

sure that’s going to happen?” 

“Of course. Why wouldn’t it?” 

“That isn’t much time. There has already been talk about delay, 

pushing the election back so that the new candidate—whoever it 

might be—has a chance to campaign.” 

“Even if it were pushed back, that still doesn’t bring about what 

you’re suggesting.” 

Burdick seemed relieved that Hart did not think it possible. He 

signaled to the waiter to bring them another drink. 

“But it does make sense, doesn’t it?” said Hart, suddenly 

intrigued. “The parallel would then be exact: what Gunther 

Kramer wrote, the passages he marked, all about what happened 

in Rome after the Rubicon was crossed. I wonder how many peo-

ple then thought it could happen, that what they had known all 

their lives, what went back generations, four hundred years, could 

change, and change that quickly?” 

Burdick sat hunched over his empty glass, a pensive expression 

on his narrow face. 

“I’ve been hearing rumors that the White House has been dis-

cussing the possibility of martial law, declaring a state of emer-

gency until every terrorist involved in the attacks has been round-

ed up. I’m also hearing rumors that the Pentagon has been given 

orders to begin planning an attack on Syria and Iran.” 

“Because Syria and Iran are responsible for what happened here?” 
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The waiter brought the second round. Burdick took a sip and 

then held it in front of his eyes, watching the way the Scotch and 

water changed color in the shaded light. 

“H. L. Harrison,” he mused aloud, “was not, so far as I know, one 

of those religious types, but there was that same kind of inner cer-

tainty in his eyes. He believed in what they were doing, believed quite 

fervently that it was America’s mission to remake the Middle East.” 

Burdick took another, longer sip. With a kind of nervous excite-

ment, his eyes fastened on a single point directly below him. He 

seemed to concentrate on it, a way to help him see more clearly 

what was going through his mind. 

“The strange thing,” he said presently, “is that I always had 

the feeling that he didn’t know anything. That isn’t quite right. 

He obviously knew a great deal, but all about current things: 

facts, figures, the various arguments used by each side in what-

ever debate was going on within the administration. But democ-

racy, empire, what the founders intended—just words; phrases 

he had picked up to make what he had to say seem more impor-

tant, more historical. That speech—read it when you have the 

chance—it really doesn’t say anything except that we know what 

we’re doing is right and there should not be any limit on our 

power to do it.” 

“Even if it involves the murder of a few dozen innocent people,” 

said Hart, shaking his head at the blind and brutal arrogance of it 

all. He was about to say something else when Burdick’s cell phone 

rang. 

“Sorry,” said Burdick after he checked the screen. “It’s the 

paper.” He raised the phone to his ear. Seconds later the color had 

gone out of his face. 

“What?” asked Hart as Burdick put the phone away. “What’s 

happened now?” 
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“What we were talking about: Rubicon. You better get back to 

Washington right away.” 

“Why? What . . . ?” 

“Another attack, another suicide bomber. Jeremy Taylor is dead. 

In Philadelphia, just outside Independence Hall. There isn’t going 

to be an election. That’s what this was all about,” said Burdick, 

anger in his eyes. “Rubicon. You’ve got to stop it.” 





21 

T he third attack killed more people than 
the first two put together. More than a hundred were 

wounded. That it happened just outside the birthplace of Amer-

ican independence only added to the feelings of frustration and 

rage that swept over the country. 

Jeremy Taylor had just finished giving a speech, a speech in 

which he had insisted that no matter how many times terrorists 

might attack the country, America could never be defeated so long 

as it did not give up on the principles that had guided it from the 

beginning and given hope to the world. 

His words died with his death. A state of martial law was 

declared. The National Guard began to patrol the streets, autho-

rized to arrest anyone on suspicion and to shoot on sight anyone 

breaking the law. All commercial aircraft were temporarily grounded 

so that the military could take over major security operations at the 

airports. The White House announced that the president would 

address a special joint session of Congress the following night. 
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“Burdick thinks it’s what?” asked Charlie Ryan, intensely inter-

ested in what Hart had told him. 

“He thinks Rubicon is more of a parallel than we thought.” 

Ryan slipped lower in the leather chair. In a precise, methodical 

motion, he tapped his fingers together as he stared at the ceiling. 

He had taken off his jacket and rolled up his sleeves. 

“The American Empire.” The words rolled slowly off his 

tongue. “There are some parallels.” He gestured toward a stack of 

books on the credenza behind him. “I’ve been reading a little, some 

of the histories I was supposed to read in college. The Romans 

went to war with their neighbors and kept fighting until they had 

conquered Italy; we fought the Indians and the British and then 

the Spanish until we had conquered the continent. The Romans 

kept expanding—we kept expanding. In both cases, a republic 

without setting out to do it became an empire, and in the process 

became powerful and rich.” Ryan turned his head until his eyes 

met Hart’s. “Remember, back in school, American history—Jef-

ferson’s yeoman farmer: self-sufficient, independent, able to write 

and speak his mind because he was not dependent on anyone else 

for what he needed to support himself and his family. And how 

that all changed with the industrial revolution: how wealth got 

concentrated in fewer and fewer hands; how everyone became in a 

certain sense dependent on everyone else. It happened in Rome— 

great disparities of wealth led to great differences in power; equal-

ity disappeared and everything was left in the hands of a favored 

few. Rome became corrupt, and Caesar triumphed.” 

“Bread and circuses, and now television,” said Hart, remember-

ing what he had heard a British stranger say on a tour bus in Rome. 

“All right, I agree. The parallels are all there, with one important 

exception.” 

Ryan sat up and nodded emphatically. 
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“Right. Caesar came with an army that was more loyal to him 

than it was to Rome. That isn’t the situation we face. If we’re 

right, Rubicon is a conspiracy designed to produce fear, and to 

stop, or at least postpone, an election. But why? Why postpone it? 

What can that achieve?” 

“Burdick seems to think—” 

“Burdick doesn’t know. He knows a lot, but he doesn’t know 

that. If they had murdered Taylor and left Douglas alone, then 

it would have been obvious that they were trying to decide who 

would be the next president. But this! No one left alive?” 

“That’s the phrase al Farabi heard at Guantánamo: when it was 

over, there wouldn’t be anyone left. This was the plan from the 

very beginning: kill every candidate . . .” 

“But for what? To postpone the election until other candidates 

are chosen—and then what? There is something else, something 

we can’t yet see, something that only works if you have precisely 

this situation: a presidential election that can’t take place, an elec-

tion that has to be delayed.” 

Growing impatient, Hart had begun to pace around the room. 

“Whatever it is, it’s right in front of our eyes and we’re too 

damn blind to see it.” 

Ryan had an idea. 

“If you read those histories, you begin to see that what hap-

pened in Rome was almost inevitable: that the decision to cross 

the Rubicon had been decided a long time before, that when Rome 

began to send armies far away, when . . . But you see my point. Cer-

tain things had to happen, once you had that situation. Why not 

the same thing here? Harrison—and if it was Harrison, it had to 

be the vice president—knew how people would react. They knew 

what would happen when the only question was what we had to 

do to protect the country against another attack. And look what 
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they’ve gotten! Martial law, the use of the military for domestic 

purposes, the virtual suppression of any political opposition. The 

question is, what else do they want? Something permanent, a fun-

damental change in the way the country governs itself, but what, 

what exactly?” 

When the president  addressed the joint session of Con-

gress the next evening, armed troops had begun to patrol the 

streets around the Capitol and tanks were stationed at each of 

the major intersections. No one was allowed within a quarter of 

a mile without proper identification. Senators, congressmen, even 

members of the Supreme Court had had to pass through metal 

detectors and then were searched. 

The mood inside the House chamber was somber, reserved, 

and, above all, uncertain. Everyone, whatever their party, believed 

that things could not go on this way, that something had to be 

done; though no one seemed to have any idea what it should be, 

or, if they did, were willing to say it. 

Speaking with the same stiff rectitude with which he had 

addressed the Congress before, the president called for tighter 

security and greater unity, promised retribution, and pledged to 

continue and intensify the war on terror. He asked for immedi-

ate passage of legislation, long stalled in committee, expanding 

the power of the government to conduct regular surveillance of 

all telecommunications both foreign and domestic. He asked for a 

number of things, each of them a power needed to fight terrorism 

more effectively, and each time he asked, the Congress responded 

with applause. Finally, at the end, the president spoke about the 

election and what was going to have to be done about it. 

“The tragic deaths of three candidates for the presidency, the 
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cowardly attacks on our citizens, will not be allowed to destroy 

our democratic institutions. The presidential election will go for-

ward, as soon as it is safe to do so. We will not allow terrorists 

to dictate the outcome of elections by murder. We will not allow 

terrorists to prevent a full and fair debate between candidates for 

the highest office in the land. We will do whatever is necessary to 

make certain that we have a normal election as soon as it is pos-

sible to do so. Democracy in America will be made safe.” 

The applause rolled over the chamber, spontaneous, prolonged, 

a great outpouring of support for the president, the leader of 

the nation, determined, as they all were, to protect the American 

democracy from anyone who would dare threaten it. 

When the speech was over, after the president had left and the 

House chamber was all but deserted, Charlie Ryan had not moved 

from his chair. There was a strange defiant certainty in his eyes 

and a thin, knowing smile on his face. He looked up at Hart. 

“‘When it’s safe.’ We’re going to delay the election of a new 

president until it’s ‘safe.’ And who gets to decide when that might 

be? I think we begin to see where all this is going, what Rubicon 

was always meant to do.” He jumped to his feet. “When it’s safe! 

Who the hell do these people think they are?” 

Charlie Ryan was not the only one who had questions about 

what the president meant. Quentin Burdick emphasized precisely 

that part of the president’s speech in the front-page story he wrote 

the next morning in the Times. Alvin Roth, however, did not need 

a newspaper to tell him that a serious constitutional issue was at 

stake. The chairman of the Senate Judiciary Committee thought 

the administration had better explain itself. Three days after the 

president addressed the Congress, the attorney general was back 

on Capitol Hill, listening to another lecture he thought he did not 

need. 
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“Attorney General Lopez,” said Roth in obvious frustration, 

“we have an election—a presidential election—scheduled two 

weeks from next Tuesday. Thanks to these terrorist attacks, nei-

ther party has a candidate. We all understand that the election has 

to be postponed. What I don’t understand is your reluctance to 

support legislation setting a new date. You agree, do you not, that 

it’s important that we set a new date as soon as possible so that 

things can go forward in an orderly process—the parties can select 

their candidates, the candidates can begin to campaign. Electing a 

president is a very serious business, Attorney General Lopez.” 

“I’m perfectly aware of that, Mr. Chairman, which is the reason 

it can’t be done.” 

“Can’t be done? I’m not sure I understand what you mean.” 

“We can’t just randomly pick a date. We have to know first 

that it’s safe, that we won’t have a repetition of what has just hap-

pened. We have to make certain it’s safe, Senator Roth. The pres-

ident made that quite clear in his speech. And I don’t think it’s 

irrelevant to note that the great majority of the American people 

believe we should delay the election until all the terrorists involved 

in the three attacks are captured and put away.” 

Roth made an effort to be patient. 

“We have never in the history of this country failed to have a 

presidential election at the time it was scheduled, Attorney Gen-

eral Lopez. We may not have any choice now but to postpone this 

one, but we ought to set the new date immediately. And it should 

not be any later than the middle or, at the very latest, the end of 

December.” 

Lopez flashed a fervent smile. 

“That may be possible, but at this point it’s just too early to 

know.” 

Roth eyed him coldly. 
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“It seems to me, Attorney General Lopez, that the Congress 

has the authority to set a new election date; that the Congress, 

not the Executive, has the power to decide what is important 

here: achieving perfect safety before we have an election or run-

ning whatever risks are necessary to keep intact our democratic 

institutions.” 

Lopez leaned forward, a tight, unfriendly smile on his mouth. 

“No one is more committed to keeping our democratic insti-

tutions safe than the president, which is the reason we are deter-

mined to make certain our elections are safe, Senator. And with 

respect to your other point, I doubt there is much support in the 

Congress for legislation that would undermine the president’s 

ability to prevent terrorists from murdering any more candidates 

for the presidency.” 

Ryan was not surprised when Hart told him what had hap-

pened; nor did he appear to be particularly disappointed. 

“Alvin Roth has a fairly limited understanding of most things, 

including the Constitution,” he said sharply. “But his instinct is 

right. There should be legislation. The president can’t be allowed 

to decide when the next election is going to be held. But Roth 

hasn’t yet grasped that the power to delay, the power to postpone, 

is the power to prevent. Let the president decide when it is safe to 

have an election, we might never have another one. Roth doesn’t 

understand that yet, but there are a few things that Lopez doesn’t 

understand, either.” 

Ryan was almost manic, pacing back and forth, punctuating his 

speech, inexplicably, with short bursts of laughter and then, sud-

denly, swearing under his breath. Hart was not sure what to make 

of it. 

“It’s all right, Bobby.” There was that same look of grim defi-

ance in his eyes that Hart had seen the night of the president’s 
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speech. “I haven’t lost my mind.” He paused. “Have you ever 

argued a case in front of the Supreme Court?” 

“Argued a case in front of . . . ? I never practiced law. I have a 

law degree, that’s it. Why? What are you . . . ?” 

“You’re on the Judiciary Committee. That’s probably better 

preparation than a few years in private practice.” He said this as if 

it were a matter of some importance. “The main thing is you’re as 

good on your feet as anyone I’ve ever seen.” 

“What are you talking about?” 

Ryan came back to the chair in front of Hart’s desk. He glanced 

across at a portrait of the Constitutional Convention that hung 

above the marble fireplace on the far side of the room. 

“I’m talking about that—the Constitution, and what you and 

I are going to do to save it. We’re filing a lawsuit on behalf of the 

Congress of the United States against the president of the United 

States.” 

Ryan reached inside the briefcase next to his feet. He tossed 

Hart a thick document, the brief he intended to file with the 

court. 

“Read through it. See what you think. If you agree, we’ll file it 

first thing tomorrow morning.” 

Hart glanced at the cover, and then thumbed through the pages 

to get some idea how long it was. 

“You did this? When did you have time?” 

“It wasn’t that difficult, once you understand what’s really at 

issue.” 

Hart could see from his expression that Ryan was not talking 

about some narrow legal technicality. Ryan was always at his most 

understated when the stakes were high and the risk enormous. 

“What’s really at issue?” 

Ryan looked straight at him. There was not the slightest doubt 

in his eyes. 
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“Whether this country stays a republic or becomes a 

dictatorship.” 

“And you’re taking this—?” 

“We’re taking this,” Ryan corrected him “you and I. It has to 

be like that. We’ll get some others to sign on, but it’s the two of 

us—one Democrat and one Republican—that are going to argue 

this thing. This can’t be some partisan contest, where it looks like 

one side is trying to gain some political advantage.” 

“We’re taking this to the Supreme Court? The chief justice was 

appointed by the president. A clear majority are conservatives.” 

“That’s what I’m counting on,” said Ryan as he got up to go. 

“They’re always talking about original intent, what the Constitu-

tion meant to the men who framed it. That’s the best hope—may-

be the only hope—we have.” 

Hart glanced again at the brief. He turned automatically to 

the last page, where the plaintiff  lays out the relief  he is seek-

ing, what he wants the Court to do. He almost came out of his 

chair. 

“You’re asking that the Court order that the election go for-

ward as scheduled? That’s impossible!” 

“No, actually, it isn’t,” replied Ryan. A crooked grin made a 

crooked line across his slightly freckled face and gave it a boyish 

glow. “Read the brief in its entirety. Then you’ll understand.” 

He was almost to the door when he remembered. 

“By the way, you better cancel anything you had planned for 

this weekend. We’ll need at least that much time to get ready.” 

“Get ready? Why, when are we supposed to . . . ?” 

“This will be considered an emergency proceeding. The Court 

will set a hearing for Monday morning.” 

“Monday morning? This is Thursday.” 

“And our brief is already written,” said Ryan, amused at the 
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look of panic in Hart’s eyes. “Think how much work the bastards 

on the other side have in front of them!” 

It was nearly seven-thirty when Ryan left. Hart slipped into 

David Allen’s office and told him what had happened. 

“I can’t leave, I can’t go back to California now.” 

“There is nothing to do there anyway. No one is campaigning. 

No one quite knows what to do. They’re all just waiting.” 

Hart tucked the brief under his arm. He looked around Allen’s 

cluttered office, at the files full of legislation, proposed, consid-

ered, sent to committee, considered some more, dropped; then 

picked up again, rewritten, amended, changed into something 

completely different than what was first intended; and then, finally, 

passed, become a law—or not passed and become a cause. It was 

messy, wasteful, hugely inefficient; and still the only thing that 

worked, the endless battle in which someone won and someone 

lost and then, armed only with the written and the spoken word, 

fought some more. 

Allen knew what he was thinking. He gestured toward the brief 

that Hart was taking with him to read through that night. 

“You think Ryan can do it?” 

“I never practiced law, but I’ve met a lot of lawyers. Ryan is bet-

ter than all of them put together. But can he do this? Convince a 

court like this one that . . . ? I don’t know. Maybe. Unless someone 

on the Court is involved in . . .” 

“Rubicon?” 

They exchanged a glance. Hart turned to go and  then, quickly, 

turned back. 

“Have we heard anything from the lieutenant? Has he called?” 

“No, nothing, not a word. Why? Were you expecting to hear 

something about . . . ?” 
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Hart shook his head. There was a look of discouragement in 

his eyes. 

“I just keep hoping that something breaks. I don’t mind that 

everyone thinks I was crazy. What I mind is that these people— 

Harrison, Lattimore, the vice president, and all the rest, whoever 

they are, however high this thing goes—seem to have gotten away 

with it.” 

“They’ll make a mistake,” said Allen as Hart opened the door. 

“People like that always do.” 

Hart was not so sure. Not every murder was solved, not every 

murderer was caught and locked up in prison. And now, except for 

Leonard Coleman, no one was even looking. No one was inter-

ested in who murdered Dieter Shoenfeld, or who might have killed 

Raymond Caulfield; no one cared that Henry Lattimore was still 

on the loose or that H. L. Harrison had disappeared. The coun-

try had been attacked, and there might still be other terrorists out 

there, part of the same network, the same cell, planning another, 

even more lethal, assault. This was war, not a time for conspiracy 

theories. 

Outside the Russell Senate Office Building, the only vehicles in 

the street belonged to the army. Every corner was now a check-

point, no one allowed to pass without proper authorization. Pub-

lic buildings were no longer open to the public. 

The night air was cool and crisp. Hart decided to walk a while. 

He wanted some exercise and a chance to clear his mind. It was 

only after he had gone a couple of blocks that he realized that 

there was no one else around. This time of evening, especially 

when Congress was in session, the streets were usually full of peo-

ple who worked on the Hill, some of them going home, finished 

for the day, others taking a break for dinner before they went back 
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to something they had to have ready the next morning. It was as 

if the whole town was in hiding, afraid to go anywhere that was 

not protected by armed security. He turned at the next corner and 

found himself staring down the wrong end of a rifle. 

“Identification!” demanded a young soldier. 

“And if I don’t have any, what are you going to do, shoot me?” 

In the shaded light of a street lamp, Hart could see that the ques-

tion had not registered. “Are you going to shoot me?” he repeated 

with careless indifference. “If I left my office—just decided to go 

for a walk—and did not remember to bring my wallet, is that what 

you’re ordered to do—shoot me dead?” 

The private was becoming nervous. He held the rifle in a stiff, 

awkward position. 

“Identification!” His voice was thin, hollow, and forced. 

The rifle in Hart’s face seemed the culmination of every terrible, 

violent thing that had happened. He did not think about what he 

was doing; it was all instinct, reaction, an eager belligerence that 

put aside any thought of his own safety. 

“Answer my question, soldier! I don’t have the right piece of 

paper, you’re going to shoot me? You don’t know who I am, you 

don’t know anything I’ve done except to walk down the street, and 

you’re going to shoot me?” 

The soldier’s face was flushed; his hands began to sweat. 

“Identification!” 

“Is this why you joined up—to shoot other Americans— 

unarmed citizens—when they don’t do what you tell them to?” 

The soldier’s eyes grew wide. He was scared, and Hart knew it. 

“Never mind, soldier. It isn’t your fault. If you’ll put down that 

rifle, I’ll take my wallet out.” 

The soldier looked at Hart’s identification, and then, just to be 

sure, looked at Hart. 
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“Sorry, Senator; I didn’t—” 

Hart stopped him with a look. He walked away, moving quickly 

now, anxious to get back to his hotel. When he found a cab, he 

started to think about how stupid he had been, how easily he could 

have gotten himself killed; and all to make a point that would have 

been lost on anyone but himself, a small rebellion against events 

he had tried, and failed, to control. That was what was making 

him crazy, the knowledge that he knew what was going on, knew 

how it had all started, knew who was behind it, and he still could 

not do anything to stop it. He pulled out his cell phone and called 

Helen. He tried to sound upbeat and cheerful. He did not tell her 

what he had done with the soldier. 

“I’m about to become a practicing attorney. Charlie and I have 

started our own firm. Our first case is in the Supreme Court, this 

Monday morning. By Tuesday,” he said, laughing, “we should be 

out of business.” 

Helen did not know what he was talking about, but she caught 

the mood. 

“You always used to say that you wanted to start at the top and 

work your way down. But don’t you have to be admitted to prac-

tice before the Court? Isn’t there some kind of rule about that?” 

“Haven’t you heard: there aren’t any rules anymore.” He paused 

and became serious. “Are you okay—is everything all right?” 

“I’m just worried about you, Bobby Hart, I’m just worried 

about you.” 

It made him smile a little, the effect it still had on him, the gen-

tle heartbreak of her voice, the soft vulnerability which confessed 

how much it would hurt if anything were ever to happen to him. 

“You’re staying at the hotel?” she asked. “You’re not going back 

to the house?” 

“I can’t go back. It wasn’t the same when you weren’t there, and 
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now, after what happened . . . No, we’ll do what we talked about: 

rent a place, use it when we have to be here.” 

“I’m sorry you won’t be here this weekend, but it won’t be long 

now. This will all be over soon, won’t it, Bobby? You and Charlie, 

at the Supreme Court . . . You’ll win, you know.” 

“I hope you’re right.” 

“When was I ever wrong—about you, I mean?” 

Helen had taken away much of the tension he had felt. When 

he got to the hotel, he kicked off his shoes, put two pillows behind 

his head, and started reading Ryan’s brief. When he finished it, he 

went into the other room and sat down at the table. He wanted to 

read through it again, slowly this time, making notes as he went. 

It was difficult to believe that Ryan had been able to do this in just 

the few days he had had to work on it. 

Half an hour later, he called room service and ordered dinner. 

There was not going to be time to go out. He was so engrossed 

in what he was doing, so caught up in the argument Ryan had 

developed, that when room service knocked, he kept reading as he 

walked to the door. 

“Just put it over there,” he said, pointing vaguely toward the 

coffee table, his eyes still on the brief. 

He had turned and taken two steps when he felt it, the pressure 

of a gun barrel hard against the back of his head. His eyes darted 

to a mirror on the wall. The man who held the gun was dressed as 

a waiter, but he had seen the face before, twice, in two different 

photographs. Henry Lattimore was still alive. 
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L attimore spun Hart around and pressed 
the gun against his chest. 

“Listen carefully. I’m only going to say this once. We’re going 

to leave the hotel and we’re going to get into a car that’s parked 

down the street. Then we’re going to take a little drive. Do any-

thing stupid and you’re dead. It’s as simple as that.” 

He shoved Hart down on a chair. 

“Hold your arms straight out in front of you and keep them 

there.” 

Cautiously, one eye on Hart, Lattimore looked around the 

room. He went to the open doorway that led to the bedroom and 

glanced inside. Hart had left his suit coat draped over the back of 

a chair. Lattimore took off the waiter’s jacket and put it on. 

“All right, get up. It isn’t far.” He opened the door and pushed 

Hart out in front of him. “The end of the hallway—we’ll take the 

stairs.” 
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Hart was surprised that he did not feel fear, or even anger. All 

he felt was an intense curiosity, and not so much about what was 

going to happen to him, as about Lattimore and what he knew 

about Rubicon. 

“You’re in some trouble, Mr. Lattimore,” he said as they moved 

down the carpeted, dimly lit corridor. It astonished him how 

calm he sounded. “But you have a chance to get out of this. You 

might even be able to get immunity from prosecution—get away 

with murder—if you tell everything you know about Rubicon and 

everyone involved.” 

Lattimore kept moving straight ahead, the gun placed discreetly 

in the small of Hart’s back. Suddenly, a few steps in front of them, 

a door opened. A middle-aged couple, tourists from out of town, 

were leaving their room. 

“Good evening,” said Hart. He felt the gun press harder against 

his back. 

“Good evening,” said the woman. She stared at him a moment. 

“Aren’t you . . . ?” 

Lattimore pushed hard with the gun. Hart smiled at the woman 

over his shoulder. She had seen him, and she had seen Lattimore as 

well. That was all he had wanted. 

“I told you not to be stupid,” said Lattimore with a warning 

glance as they entered the stairwell and started down the steps. 

“She was looking right at me. Was I supposed to ignore her?” 

Lattimore shoved him; Hart stumbled and nearly fell. 

“Move, damn it! I haven’t got all day.” 

They were down the stairs, out through the service entrance, 

and into the alley behind the hotel. A drunk, resting up for anoth-

er night’s revelry, was curled up behind a stack of garbage cans. 

A mangy cat jumped from an empty cardboard box and scurried 

away. Just a few steps up the street, they reached the car. Lattimore 
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opened the passenger door, pushed Hart across to the driver’s side, 

and tossed him the keys. 

“You drive.” 

“Where?” 

“Where I tell you.” 

Hart glanced in the rearview mirror as he started the engine. 

This area of Washington was heavily patrolled. If he saw a cop, if 

he could get the cop’s attention—give the cop some reason to stop 

the car . . . 

“Drive slow. Don’t make any sudden moves.” 

“Where are we going?” 

“It doesn’t really matter,” said Lattimore with a disquieting sense 

of finality. “Maybe I should let you decide, Senator. Where would 

you like to go? Back to your place in Georgetown? Funny thing, 

that’s where I always wanted to live. First time I came to Washing-

ton—must have been almost twenty years ago now. Georgetown. It 

has a nice ring to it. I was just a young lieutenant then, not much 

chance of living there on what I was going to be making.” 

With eyes full of contempt, Hart looked across at him. 

“Is that why you became a hired assassin? For the money?” 

Lattimore glared back. 

“Money? You think I did this for money? I did it for my coun-

try, I did it to keep people like you from selling us out.” 

“Selling us . . . ?” Hart gripped the wheel; his knuckles turned 

white. “You help organize an attack on your own country, arrange 

the assassinations of three different candidates for the presiden-

cy, and you have the guts to talk about people like me selling you 

out?” 

“A few politicians—what’s that compared to all the millions of 

people in this country whose lives are at risk from terrorists that 

people like you won’t let us fight?” 
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“Is that what Harrison told you? Is that how he got you to start 

a little private war of your own; recruit a few terrorists and use 

them to destroy everything this country stands for?” 

Lattimore dismissed it with a harsh, corrosive laugh. 

“Harrison? You thought that Harrison . . . ? He was just a mes-

senger, and he didn’t always do that very well. That guy wouldn’t 

take a leak unless someone gave him permission.” 

“Rubicon wasn’t his idea?” 

Hart kept his eyes on the road. Lattimore was still shaking his 

head at how far wrong Hart had been. 

“He did what he was told. We all did.” He pointed to a road 

sign. “Take that exit.” 

It was the way to the Jefferson Memorial. He remembered the 

morning when Dieter Shoenfeld tried to warn him that they were 

being watched; insisting, in that understated way he had, that no 

one was safe anymore. 

“Is that where you’re going to do it, where you’re going to kill 

me—at the Jefferson Memorial?” 

Lattimore seemed almost amused. 

“Do you have a better place you’d like to die?” 

Faced with it, the imminent prospect of his own death, he dis-

covered that it was somehow important that he not give Lattimore 

the satisfaction of a show of weakness. It was important, impor-

tant to him, that if he were going to die, he do it properly, the way 

he thought a man should. 

“If Harrison was just another soldier—if he was just taking 

orders—who was in charge of it? How far up does it go? Whose 

idea was it?” 

“You ask too many questions.” 

Hart forced himself to laugh. 

“Who am I going to tell?” He waited for an answer, but Latti-
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more made no reply. “You killed DeStefano; did you also kill Har-

rison? Is that part of what you do—get rid of anyone who knows 

anything after they’ve served their purpose?” 

“I told you, you ask too many questions. But, yeah, there are 

some people you can’t trust.” 

“Harrison?” 

“He got scared. He thought you knew too much, that you 

were getting too close. He was getting nervous. He couldn’t be 

trusted.” 

“Who knew about Rubicon? How far up does it go? It’s the vice 

president, isn’t it?” 

Lattimore looked at him like he was a fool, someone who could 

not see what was right in front of him; someone too blinded by his 

own, all too innocent, assumptions, to see what should have been 

obvious. 

“Everyone knew about Rubicon. They all read the document. 

They all knew what was involved.” 

“Document? What document? Are you saying this was all set 

out in writing, that the White House signed off on it?” 

“And it’s probably still there, in a file somewhere, the contin-

gency plan for what might happen, and what would have to be 

done about it.” 

“Contingency plan? What are you talking about?” 

“It started right after 9/11. You were around. You remember. 

There was an election scheduled in New York—some people 

thought it should be delayed. Others, including Giuliani, thought 

there should not be an election at all so the mayor could stay in 

office. That’s when it began: a contingency plan for what to do 

if there was a terrorist attack just before a presidential election, 

how the government would function if an election could not be 

held.” 



268 L A W R E N C E  A L E X A N D E R  

Hart vaguely remembered some talk at the time about what 

might happen if a situation like that should arise. 

“But that isn’t—” 

“But it is, Senator; it’s exactly what has happened. When 

you have a contingency plan, all you have to do is create the 

contingency.” 

“Whose decision was that?” demanded Hart. “Everyone may 

have known about a contingency plan—what might have to be 

done after another attack, if an election had to be delayed—but 

everyone didn’t know about Rubicon. Who was it, Lattimore? 

Who is behind Rubicon? Tell me! It’s the vice president, isn’t it?” 

They were in a park, the other side of the basin from the Jef-

ferson Memorial. The statue of the third president, the one that 

Dieter Shoenfeld had so much admired, was lit up inside the col-

umns, a beacon in the darkness. 

“Park over there, just past those trees,” he ordered. “What dif-

ference does it make whether it was the vice president or whether 

it went higher than that? It’s too late. You can’t stop it.” 

“Harrison worked for the vice president, so it must . . .” 

A cruel smile creased the broad and arrogant mouth of Henry 

Lattimore. 

“I told you. Everyone knew.” 

“You mean it wasn’t just the vice president, it was . . . ?” 

“Get out,” ordered Lattimore. With the gun pointed straight at 

Hart, he eased himself out the passenger side door. 

There was a chance Hart could make a run for it. It was dark 

and the trees were just a few yards away. It was a chance, the only 

one he had. Lattimore was an expert marksman, a trained sniper, 

but it was still a chance. 

“Keep your hands where I can see them,” said Lattimore as he 

moved around the front of the car. 
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Hart darted a glance over his shoulder, measuring the distance, 

trying to calculate the odds. It was too late, and he knew it. All he 

could think about now was Helen, whether she would be strong 

enough, whether the news of his death would be more than she 

could handle. He tried to concentrate on the single thought of her, 

wishing with his dying breath to send her all the strength he had. 

“Stop! Stay there.” 

Lattimore held his arm straight out and pointed the gun. Hart 

stood still, unresisting. It was over. He was about to die and he 

was not afraid and he was proud of that. Everything came down 

to this, the last moment you lived, the way that in the end you 

faced your own death. He raised his chin and waited. 

A giant whirring motion almost knocked him off his feet. There 

was noise everywhere, a strident blast on a loudspeaker, and then 

a blinding flash of light. Lattimore staggered back, waving the gun 

wildly over his head. Hart dove to the ground. 

“Put down the gun!” 

Lattimore dropped to his knees, firing at the helicopter swirling 

above him. He looked for Hart, swung the gun around, ready to 

fire. And then, suddenly, he jolted forward and fell facedown, dead 

before he hit the ground. 

The helicopter hovered overhead while a dozen police officers 

converged on the scene. An unmarked police car drove up behind 

them. Leonard Coleman got out and walked over. Hart was clasp-

ing his hands tight together, trying to stop the trembling that had 

only just started. 

“Hasn’t been a very good night, has it, Senator?” 

Hart opened his mouth, but nothing came out. Coleman put 

his arm around his shoulder. 

“Come on. I’ll get you a cup of coffee. We can talk about this 

later.” 
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Hart’s voice came back to him. 

“How did you . . . ?” 

“It isn’t just the bad guys who know how to do surveillance. I 

figured that whoever wanted you dead wasn’t going to stop just 

because they didn’t get you the first time. I’ve had someone fol-

lowing you every time you were back in Washington.” 

“A few seconds later and . . .” He took a breath. “Harrison 

is dead. Lattimore told me that he killed him, the same reason 

he killed DeStefano: to keep him from talking, from making a 

mistake.” 

Coleman looked across to where Lattimore lay facedown in the 

grass. 

“Did he tell you who he was working for—who else was 

involved? Lattimore didn’t do this on his own.” 

It was the same question the reporters wanted answered. With-

in minutes, they had started to arrive. Standing at the edge of the 

road, a few yards from where Lattimore had forced Hart to park 

the car, Coleman tried to fend them off with a brief description of 

what had just transpired. 

“Henry Lattimore, wanted in the murder of Dieter Shoenfeld, 

and in the subsequent murder of his accomplice, Frank DeStefano, 

has been killed in an exchange of gunfire with the police. Latti-

more abducted Senator Hart from his hotel, forced him at gun-

point to drive out here, just across from the Jefferson Memorial, 

where he planned to kill him. As I’m sure you can all understand, 

the senator has had a difficult—” 

“No, I’m fine,” insisted Hart, turning to the gathering of 

reporters. “I’d be glad to take any questions you might have.” 

But first there was something he wanted to say. 

“This should be all the proof anyone needs that there has been 

an organized attempt to prevent the presidential election from 



R U B I C O N  271 

taking place. Three candidates for the presidency have been killed 

in attacks planned and organized by a domestic conspiracy that 

included among its other participants Henry Lattimore and H. L. 

Harrison. Lattimore admitted to me that he killed Harrison. He 

did so because certain people were afraid that Harrison might get 

caught and tell everything he knew. Lattimore also told me that 

Harrison, far from being one of the principals in this conspiracy, 

was just someone who took orders.” 

Hart’s pulse was still racing. All around him were the flashing 

lights of cameras taking his picture, while the mournful siren of 

the coroner’s ambulance, come to take Lattimore’s body away, 

screamed in his ears. And yet he felt a strange, inner calm. He knew 

exactly what he was doing. He listened to what he was saying as if 

the words were being spoken by someone else. He watched with a 

spectator’s curiosity how quickly the reporters seized on what he 

said, and how easily they were led to the one question he wanted 

to answer. 

“You just said that Harrison was someone who took orders. 

Who gave the orders, Senator? Did Lattimore tell you who else is 

involved in this?” 

Hart did not hesitate. 

“Lattimore told me everything. He was going to kill me, he 

didn’t care what I knew.” He paused. “He told me the names of 

everyone involved.” 

“Who are they?” a reporter shouted. “Who was involved in 

this?” another one demanded. “Aren’t you going to tell us?” yet 

another one cried out. 

“Each of these people will become the subject of an investiga-

tion. It would threaten the integrity of that investigation to release 

their names before I’ve even had a chance to turn them over to the 

proper authorities.” 
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“Were people in the White House involved in this?” 

“I can’t say anything more than I’ve said already. But I don’t 

think you’ll have to wait too long to find out who these people 

are. Once they understand that it’s over, that Lattimore talked, I 

imagine at least some of them will try to save themselves by com-

ing forward with what they know.” 

“Was anyone from the vice president’s office involved?” 

“As I said—” 

“Was the vice president himself involved?” Hart did not say  

anything. “Then the vice president was . . . ? What about . . . ? 

Does it go even higher?” 

Coleman stepped in front, waving his hand to signal that the 

senator had to go. He did not say anything to Hart until they were 

in the car, driving away. 

“Lattimore told you he got rid of Harrison—right?” 

“Right.” 

“And he told you that Harrison only did what he was told?” 

“That’s what he said.” 

“But he didn’t tell you the rest of it, did he? He may have told 

you that this thing went as high as the vice president or maybe 

even the White House, but he didn’t give you any names, did 

he?” 

Hart was not surprised that he knew. 

“How did you know I was lying?” 

“I’m not sure you can call it lying when it may be the only way  

to get to the truth,” said Coleman, pondering what Hart had done. 

“Everyone involved in this thing is going to wake up in the morn-

ing and—if they haven’t seen it on television—read in the paper 

that before he died Henry Lattimore told you who they were.” 

“You still haven’t told me how you knew.” 

“Instinct, I guess. That, and the fact that I knew you were smart  
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enough to figure out how you could take advantage of Lattimore’s 

death.” 

Hart made two phone calls when he got back to the hotel. The 

first was to Helen to tell her that he was all right and that, despite 

what she might see on television or read in the papers, he had nev-

er been in any real danger. 

“Why do you lie to me like that?” she asked after a long pause. 

“It isn’t because you really think I’ll believe it, that I’ll think you 

weren’t in danger. It’s so that I’ll know you’re all right now, that 

you aren’t falling apart because this madman would have killed 

you if the police had not stopped him at the last minute.” 

Sitting on the edge of the bed, his elbows resting on his knees, he 

stared down at the floor. Leonard Coleman knew by some instinct 

when he was lying; Helen knew it by experience. He decided to tell 

her the truth. 

“I wasn’t scared while it was happening; I was scared to death 

when it was over, when I knew I was safe. There’s something else, 

something I want you to know. When I thought I was going to 

die, the only thing I worried about was whether you’d be all right, 

and whether you would know that the last thought I ever had was 

you.” 

The second call was to Charlie Ryan. It was in a different key 

altogether. 

“You know, Hart, you always did have a talent for publicity. No 

one gets the kind of coverage you do.” 

Hart sprang to his feet and went hopping into the other room. 

A smile shot across his mouth. He fought it hard, trying not to 

laugh. 

“I almost get my head blown off and all you can think about 

is how this could change the whole nature of campaigning in 

America?” 
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“Listen,” replied Ryan confidentially, “if it works, you know 

someone will try it.” There was a brief pause, a sudden change of 

mood. “You’re back at the hotel? Pack your things and check out. 

I’ll pick you up in half an hour. You stay here this weekend. We 

need to work anyway.” 

“No,” protested Hart. “The hotel is fine. There isn’t any rea-

son . . .” 

“Do you think Lattimore is the only hired gun these people 

have? I’ll be there in thirty minutes.” 

Ryan had an apartment two blocks from Dupont Circle. It was 

quiet, out of the way. Most of those who lived in the building were 

diplomatic personnel on assignment with their country’s embassy. 

“I get invited to all the best receptions,” remarked Ryan with a 

broad grin as he led Hart inside. 

He tossed Hart’s bag on the bed in the guest room, got each of 

them a beer from the kitchen, and they went to work. They quit at 

two o’clock and were at it again at nine the next morning. 

“They’ll hit us with questions before we get two sentences out 

of our mouths. Turn every question into a variation of the only 

question that counts: what are the limits on the president’s author-

ity. Lopez will argue that in a case like this the president can do 

whatever the president thinks best.” 

It was midafternoon. Bread crumbs on an empty dish, left over 

from a sandwich, and two empty coffee cups had not been moved 

since lunch. With his fingers laced together behind his neck and 

his legs stretched out in front of him, Ryan leaned against the 

straight-backed chair. Hart slumped over the table, his cheek in 

his hand. 

“It’s like being back in law school, isn’t it?” asked Ryan, amused 

at the look of discouragement on Hart’s face. “The day before 

finals, when you suddenly discover that after a whole year you 
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know less than when you started.” He bolted forward. The front 

two legs of the chair crashed hard on the floor as he leaped up 

and stretched his arms. “But you always knew you were going to 

pass, didn’t you? And this time you know you’re going to win.” 

He started toward the kitchen, thought of something, and looked 

back at Hart. “Unless they shoot us first!” 

On a different level, Hart took it seriously. 

“That’s one thing that won’t happen.” He nodded toward the 

newspaper that had been tossed on the far corner of the dining 

room table. “Everyone involved in Rubicon is too worried about 

what’s going to happen to them, to think about getting rid of us.” 

Ryan shook his head in admiration. 

“You really made all that up, just minutes after he was about to 

kill you? And you’re worried about a little hearing, a couple ques-

tions from a few judges?” 

“I didn’t make it up. He as good as told me that it doesn’t stop 

with the vice president, but he wasn’t specific. He didn’t name 

names, he didn’t give me details. He wasn’t going to give me that 

kind of satisfaction. He wanted me to die wondering.” 

Hart got up and walked past Ryan on the way to the kitchen. 

He needed more coffee. He stopped just long enough to give him a 

look that said they both knew what was at stake. 

They worked late into the night again, well past midnight, 

going over every line of the brief, trying to imagine every question 

that might get asked and every answer they wanted to give. On 

Sunday, at Ryan’s insistence, they worked only until the end of the 

afternoon. 

“It comes down to this,” said Hart. “The law, or what there is 

of it, doesn’t matter. The issue is whether the Constitution pro-

vides a remedy for a situation that the framers of the Constitution 

did not foresee.” 
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“Exactly; and the answer . . . ?” 

Hart knew their case backward and forward now; he could have 

answered the question in his sleep. 

“The same answer Lincoln gave.” 

Ryan nodded thoughtfully, full of quiet confidence. He stood 

up, placed his hands on the sides of his hips, and threw his shoul-

ders back. 

“Tell me, when you first ran for Congress, did you ever think 

it would come to this—that it would be up to you to save the 

Union?” 

Hart was thinking of something more immediate. 

“If we lose tomorrow, if the Court doesn’t do what we’re ask-

ing it to do, if there is no election, then they will have gotten away 

with it. Lattimore and Harrison are dead, and despite what I told 

the press, despite the fact we both know damn well that the vice 

president and his people were in this up to their eyeballs, and may-

be the president as well, we’ll never be able to prove it. Worse than 

that, if we lose tomorrow they’ll be on their way to stealing the 

country once and for all.” 



23 

T he chief justice leaned forward. Walter 
Devlin had been on the Court for sixteen years. With high, 

sharp cheekbones and ice-blue eyes, he had the ascetic look of 

the scholar, a man of letters who had spent his life surrounded by 

crumbling manuscripts and dusty books. When he spoke, his voice 

had a kind of creaking sound, like a door, closed for centuries, 

shoved open. He was old and seemed older than he was. Oliver 

Wendell Holmes had been on the Court when he was ninety, but 

seemed remarkably young compared to the venerable Walter Otis 

Devlin who was only seventy-six. Like Holmes, however, Devlin 

lived for the law, and expected everyone who brought a case in the 

Supreme Court of the United States to feel exactly the same way. A 

lawyer who did not know what he was talking about was, for the 

chief justice, no lawyer at all. 

“This is a case brought on behalf of the Congress of the Unit-

ed States,” he announced in a flat tone, “against the president of 
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the United States, asking that the Court set aside as against the 

Constitution of the United States an executive order postponing 

the scheduled presidential election and asking for certain other 

remedial relief as well. Because of the urgency of the matter, we 

depart in certain respects from our usual practice this morning. 

The Court, having read plaintiff’s brief and being fully advised in 

the premises . . .” 

Devlin droned on, threading his way through the tangle of 

jurisdictional issues, until he got to where he thought the argu-

ment should be joined. 

“So, Mr. Lopez, let us begin with the question whether the pres-

ident has authority to delay an election. Under what federal stat-

ute, or under what provision of the United States Constitution, do 

you find a grant of this power?” 

The attorney general rose from the table and went to the po-

dium directly in front of the long, curving bench at which the nine 

black-robed justices sat waiting. 

“The president has declared a state of emergency and imposed 

martial law,” he began in a slightly hesitant voice. He paused, col-

lecting himself. “It is inherent in the executive power, conferred on 

the president by Article II of the Constitution, to do all things nec-

essary to protect the people of the United States. No other branch 

of government can—” 

“That wasn’t what I asked,” Devlin interrupted. “I asked you to 

cite the precise statute, or the specific provision of the Constitu-

tion, that allows the president to decide that an election will not 

be held. It is a simple question, Mr. Lopez. Perhaps you might be 

so good as to try to answer it.” 

“I believe I did, Chief Justice Devlin. Article II of the Constitu-

tion confers the executive power on—” 

“On the president—yes, believe it or not, Mr. Lopez, I was 
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vaguely aware of Article II even before you were kind enough to 

bring it to my attention.” 

The chief justice, who had been bending forward, slowly drew 

back. Crossing his arms in front of his narrow chest, he scowled at 

the attorney general. 

“Humor the Court, Mr. Lopez. Where precisely in Article II do 

you find this authority?” 

“As commander in chief, the president has the exclusive author-

ity in wartime to decide what needs to be done to protect the 

United States. That includes, by necessary implication, the power 

to protect the institutions of government and, in this instance, the 

integrity of the elections by which those who head those institu-

tions are selected. Even were we not in a state of war, the executive 

power of the government can only be exercised by the president. In 

a situation like this, where the candidates for the presidency have 

been murdered and there isn’t time to replace them, and where, 

even if there were time, it would not be safe to do so, someone has 

to decide what to do and that can only be the president.” 

“But, Mr. Lopez,” said Justice Brandes, “you must be aware 

that there is an amendment to the Constitution that specifically 

states that in the event a candidate or candidates cannot serve, the 

Congress is to select a date for the next election.” 

An associate justice for fourteen years, Kathryn Brandes was a 

small, tightly controlled woman with a waspish smile and dark, 

penetrating eyes. She spoke in a slow, measured tone, but in a man-

ner so decisive that she actually seemed to grow larger and become 

the dominant physical presence in the room. Through years of lis-

tening to oral argument, she had acquired a disconcerting habit of 

waiting for an answer with a look of unwavering skepticism. 

“The amendment was intended for what I might call the usual 

case,” replied Lopez, meeting her glance with a look of practiced 
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innocence. “When a candidate, after winning the election, but 

before assuming the office, dies or becomes disabled. It does not 

address the situation in which, unfortunately, we now find our-

selves. The country is under attack. Three candidates have been 

murdered in terrorist attacks, and there is no reason to believe that 

other candidates chosen to run won’t be murdered, too. We have 

to make certain that this won’t happen, we have to—” 

“None of that has anything to do with the issue, Mr. Lopez,” 

insisted Justice Caruso in the cheerful booming voice with which 

he regularly destroyed the arguments, and the confidence, of law-

yers who had taken the wrong approach to constitutional inter-

pretation. “Nothing whatsoever. The issue has nothing to do with 

whether the country is under attack. The issue is whether the 

president has the authority to delay an election, and, if he does, 

whether he also has the authority to decide when that election 

should then be held. The issue, Mr. Lopez, is whether this is part 

of the executive or the legislative power, and, as Justice Brandes 

observed, there is an amendment that would seem to suggest that 

it is up to the Congress, not the president, to determine the date.” 

Lopez seemed stunned. Caruso was an outspoken conservative, 

a strict constructionist, a brilliant if at times belligerent advocate 

for the position that the Constitution could only be read in terms 

of the intentions of the men who wrote it; that the meaning of 

the words, far from changing with the times, never changed at all. 

If Caruso had doubts about this assertion of presidential power, 

Lopez was in trouble. 

“Granted, the Constitution cannot, and should not, be read 

in light of the particular circumstances of a national emergency, 

the Constitution was clearly intended to provide a remedy for any 

such emergency. The president is required to preserve and protect 

the Constitution of the United States. Obviously, that includes the 
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duty to protect the integrity of the method by which the president 

himself is chosen.” 

“I’m not sure I quite agree with Justice Caruso’s suggestion that 

the events creating the present emergency are irrelevant to the issue 

before us,” said Justice William Paulson. 

Cautious in his judgments, Paulson was considered a liberal 

by conservatives, while liberals were never quite certain where he 

stood. But no one, liberal or conservative, had ever doubted the 

almost mathematical clarity of his mind. 

“There is a point that seems to me of particular importance that 

I should like to have you address. As you know, there is in equity 

that well-known principle aptly called ‘clean hands.’ If you ask the 

court for a remedy you must yourself be innocent of blame. Now, 

what I would like to know is this: when you say that the presi-

dent has the authority to postpone the election for his successor 

until a day that he shall determine, and you say this is necessary 

because the candidates for the presidency have been killed in ter-

rorist attacks, would you still insist that the president has the pow-

er under the Constitution if the president himself—or if not the 

president, someone in his administration—had been responsible 

for those deaths? I mean exactly what I say, Mr. Lopez. In your 

view, does the Constitution allow—no, authorize—a president to 

decide at his sole discretion when the election will be held, should 

he in fact have been the cause of the very emergency that brought 

about the necessity that you speak about?” 

The courtroom, crowded to capacity, was, more than silent, sub-

dued, by the terrible possibility that had now for the first time been 

uttered openly. Lopez stood tense with the effort of keeping himself 

under control. With a few well-chosen words, Justice Paulson had 

put him on the defensive, made it seem that the attorney general 

was arguing the case, not for a president, but for an assassin. 
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“If a president were ever to be guilty of such a monstrous crime, 

the Constitution provides a clear remedy: impeachment. The con-

stitutional powers of the executive, however, cannot be limited by 

the possibility that such powers might be abused by a criminal act. 

That would be to argue that no powers could be conferred.” 

There were other questions for the attorney general from oth-

er justices, and then, finally, the chief justice looked up and with 

a bare nod of his ancient head invited the other side to plead its 

case. 

Hart got to his feet; Ryan did not leave his chair. Hart looked at 

him with surprise and then, when he saw that Ryan had no inten-

tion of joining him, with a sudden sense of panic. Ryan’s eyes were 

full of confidence. 

“They only allow one attorney at a time,” he explained. “I 

tossed a coin. You lost.” 

“Mr. Hart, if you’re ready,” said the chief justice in his throt-

tled, threadbare voice. 

“Yes, Your Honor,” said Hart, standing at the lectern. 

The chief justice seemed amused. 

“You’re not a practicing lawyer, are you? Never appeared before 

this Court—or any court—is that correct?” 

“Yes, that’s true; but—” 

Devlin held up his hand as if to make an important 

announcement. 

“Because this is your first time, Mr. Hart, you are subject to the 

two-minute rule.” He was leaning forward, a shrewd, playful grin 

on his thin, desiccated mouth. “It’s the way we show fairness here, 

the way we make sure that the experience of one side does not 

gain an advantage over the inexperience of the other. We give you 

two minutes to make as many mistakes as you like. It is only after 

that—a full two minutes—that we then treat you like we do every-
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one else and begin to crucify you for any, even the slightest, error 

you might make. That seem fair to you, Mr. Hart?” 

“Perfectly fair, Mr. Chief Justice.” 

This was not some peculiar quirk of the chief justice; it had 

been done quite on purpose, a way to cut the tension that had held 

the courtroom in its grip; a way to give a pause, a respite, to the 

forced discipline of oral argument. Hart had understood immedi-

ately from the sparkle in Devlin’s wintry eyes what it was about. 

And he had understood as well the second meaning in what the 

chief justice had done: made him feel that he was as welcome as 

anyone else who had ever made an appearance. 

Devlin sat straight up. 

“Good. Now, what would you like to tell us? We’ve all read the 

brief submitted, but what would you like to say?” 

“That we agree with the attorney general. The Constitution 

does indeed provide a remedy for the situation in which we find 

ourselves. This is a case, perhaps more than any other, where the 

original intent of the founders is the only thing that will save us.” 

Caruso stopped him before he could say another word. 

“We’re aware of the remedy you’re asking for, Senator. The 

question, however, is whether, as part of the inherent power 

of the executive, the president, in time of war, can postpone an 

election.” 

“Our position is that he cannot. It has never been done before. 

It was not done in 1944, during the Second World War. It was not 

done in 1864, during the Civil War.” 

“But in those instances, none of the candidates had been assas-

sinated. There was no reason not to have an election.” Caruso ges-

tured emphatically with his hand. “Assume a situation in which 

the day before an election, both candidates for the office suddenly 

die—murdered, killed in some natural disaster; it doesn’t matter: 
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both are dead. What then? Are you saying that even in that situa-

tion the president could not postpone the election?” 

“That’s exactly what we are saying. Because even in that situ-

ation, the president would have to first consult with the leaders 

of both houses of the Congress before he could postpone it. And 

it would then be the Congress—not the president—that would 

decide the date for the election. The point, Justice Caruso—the 

single, overriding issue—is that we cannot allow, the Constitution 

does not allow, the president or anyone else to exercise an unlim-

ited power to decide not just when, but whether, to hold an elec-

tion for the presidency.” 

“Do I understand you correctly?” interjected the chief justice. 

“You’re saying that the power to determine the date of the election 

is the power to avoid having any election at all?” 

“Yes; exactly. Because the argument isn’t just that the president 

has the authority to postpone the election to another date. The 

argument is that the president, acting as commander in chief, has 

the authority to decide when it is safe to have that election. Which 

means that so long as the president insists that it isn’t safe to have 

an election, we won’t have one; which means that—” 

The chief justice held up his hand. He turned his eye sharply to 

the attorney general, sitting alone at the other table. 

“Mr. Lopez.” 

Startled, Lopez rose from his chair. 

“Mr. Lopez, I want you to respond to this. Yes, I know this isn’t 

the normal way we do things,” he said in answer to the puzzled, 

and slightly irritated, expression on the face of the attorney gen-

eral. “But then this isn’t exactly the normal case, is it? Now, if you 

would: explain precisely what happens if the president is allowed 

to do what you say he should. How long can the president post-

pone the election?” 



R U B I C O N  285 

“Until he determines that it is safe to hold it.” 

“And by safe, you mean safe from the threat of another terror-

ist attack?” asked Justice Brandes, lifting her chin a skeptical half 

inch. 

“Yes, of course; until it’s possible to guarantee that the election 

can be held without the threat of violence.” 

“But that might never happen,” said Justice Paulson. “This war 

on terror might last generations, according to what, if I’m not 

mistaken, you yourself have said in testimony before Congress.” 

Lopez fidgeted with his hands. A nervous smile flickered half 

an instant on his face. 

“I think these are two different issues. The war on terror may 

very well last generations, but the situation we’re dealing with here 

is much more isolated, the work of a single cell, from everything 

we have been able to gather—” 

“Organized and controlled by people inside the government!” 

cried Hart before the chief justice silenced him with a quick glance 

of disapproval. 

But Lopez would not let it pass unnoticed. 

“Whoever is responsible—no matter who it is—is going to be 

prosecuted to the full extent of the law!” 

“Enough!” said the chief justice. “Now, Mr. Lopez, that still 

does not answer the question. If the president refuses to set a new 

date, would we then not be in a position of having no election and 

therefore no one to head the executive branch of government?” 

This was the moment Charlie Ryan had always known had to 

come. It was, as he had told Hart, the secret that, once under-

stood, explained what Rubicon had always been about. 

“That of course would not happen,” said Lopez with complete 

assurance. “The president would continue in office.” 

“Until when?” asked Justice Caruso. His gaze seemed to become 
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more piercing, more intense, as he moved forward, centering his 

shoulders over his hands, kept folded on the bench below him. 

“Just how long, under your theory, does the president remain in 

office?” 

Lopez seemed confused, not by the question, the answer to 

which he thought obvious, but by the fact that anyone, especially a 

conservative justice, would even think to ask it. 

“Until the next election, Justice Caruso. Until his successor is 

chosen. The Constitution does not allow a vacancy in the office.” 

Caruso drew back. He turned to Hart. 

“Would you agree with that?” he asked in a thoughtful voice. 

“That the president would remain in office until his successor was 

chosen?” 

“The Constitution is quite explicit on this point,” said Hart 

without a moment’s hesitation. “Section 1 of Article II sets the 

term of the president at four years. Section 1 of the Twentieth 

Amendment states: ‘The terms of the President and the Vice Presi-

dent shall end at noon on the twentieth day of January.’” His eyes 

moved from one justice to another until he had, for a brief instant, 

looked at all nine of them. “Three candidates for the presidency 

have been killed, along with dozens of their fellow citizens, not 

because a group of terrorists wanted to show that even in America 

democracy could be dangerous, but to make us cross a Rubicon of 

our own, leave behind the Constitution and everything it means, 

and surrender ourselves to the false promise of a kind of elected 

dictatorship in which the president himself decides how long he 

holds office. 

“They argue that it isn’t safe to have an election; they argue 

that the president can be trusted to decide when we should choose 

his successor; they argue—as the attorney general just did—that 

even the Constitution cannot limit the power of the president to 
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do what he likes. The Constitution says that the president leaves 

office at noon on the twentieth day of January; the attorney gen-

eral says the president stays in office because someone has to con-

duct the business of government. Three men were murdered to 

stop us from having an election; and now it is argued that we have 

to get rid of the Constitution so that we can continue to have a 

government. 

“The only legitimate way to interpret the Constitution is the 

way Lincoln said it had to be done: it has to be read in light of the 

principles set forth in the Declaration of Independence, the endur-

ing principles of freedom and the rights of man. The requirement 

of election, the limit on the term of office, these are things meant 

to protect our freedom by preventing the very thing the attorney 

general tells us we should now allow: a government that decides 

for itself what it can do and how long it can do it. 

“When Caesar crossed the Rubicon, the Roman republic died 

and the age of the emperors began. We now stand before a Rubi-

con of our own. Cross it, and the American republic will be dead 

as well.” 





24 

Q uentin Burdick was not sure if Hart was 
telling him the truth. It was not that he thought he was 

lying, but rather that he was not giving himself nearly enough 

credit. 

“And all of it was Senator Ryan’s idea?” he asked with a gra-

cious skepticism. “You argued the case. He didn’t.” 

They were having breakfast across from the White House at the 

Hay-Adams Hotel, the other side of Lafayette Park. Hart laughed 

as he buttered his toast. 

“I didn’t know that was going to happen until I stood up and 

Ryan didn’t.” 

“Are you serious? Did you think—?” 

“That we were going to argue it together? That’s exactly what 

I thought in my ignorance. I thought he would do most of it, and 

that I might just add something once in a while. I’m not sure I 

could have done it, if he had told me in advance that I was going 

to have to do it alone. Which, I suppose, is the reason he didn’t tell 
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me until it was too late for me to do anything about it. I’d never 

argued a case in my life.” 

Burdick’s thin eyebrows shot up. 

“And you ran away with it, made Lopez look like a fool.” 

Hart was not that optimistic. 

“The Court hasn’t ruled yet.” 

“You argued it yesterday. I’m told the lights were on at the Court 

until nearly one in the morning. It’s almost certain there will be a 

decision before the end of the day.” 

Hart took a bite of toast and wiped his mouth with a napkin. 

He wanted to make certain that whatever happened, whatever the 

Court decided, Burdick, and through Burdick the country, knew 

what Ryan had done. 

“I answered a few questions. That was my contribution, and I 

was only able to do that because of what Charlie taught me. Do 

you think I could have come up with . . . ? I could have worked 

until kingdom come and never seen it, never understood how 

remarkably simple it all is once you go back into it, remember how 

the process was supposed to work in the beginning. We all think 

of the electoral college as an anachronism. Charlie Ryan knew 

better than that.” 

Burdick had scarcely touched what was on his plate. He was 

too caught up in the still unfolding story to think about food. 

“However much credit you want to give Senator Ryan, all any-

one is talking about is the argument you made before the Court.” 

Hart finished off his eggs and shoved the empty plate aside. 

Leaning forward on his elbows, he fixed Burdick with a look that 

left no doubt that he was in earnest. 

“Start to finish, this was Charlie Ryan’s case. He drafted the 

brief. He handled all the preparation. I agreed with everything he 

wrote—every line of it. The only reason I was involved was that 
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he thought it important—and I agreed—that on a matter of this 

magnitude, with the stakes this high, the case be brought by rep-

resentatives of both political parties, joined together to fight what 

the president and the vice president were trying to do. This was 

Ryan’s case; it was never mine.” 

A whimsical smile flitted over Burdick’s narrow mouth. 

“He denies it.” 

Hart rolled his eyes and with a helpless grin shook his head. 

“He’s a liar.” He started to look away. Suddenly, he turned back. 

“And you can quote me on that.” 

“He said you were the one who remembered—during oral argu-

ment—the language of the Twentieth Amendment, the fact that 

the term of the president ends at noon on the twentieth day of 

January.” 

Hart waved his hand, dismissing what he had done as 

unimportant. 

“Ryan was the one who understood that under the Constitu-

tion the electoral college chooses the president. It’s become a rub-

ber stamp, a mere formality, and so we hardly think about it. We 

count up the votes in each of the states and we’re done with it. 

But Ryan understood that if we didn’t have candidates able to 

run, if we couldn’t have an election in which people could vote 

for the candidate of their choice, we could still choose electors in 

each of the states to meet together in the electoral college. Only 

this time, instead of deciding who won a majority of the electoral 

votes, they’ll have to decide—as the Constitution intended they 

should—who among us is the best qualified person to become 

president of the United States.” 

“It’s been a while since the electoral college had to do that,” 

noted Burdick dryly. 

“Yes, but the last time they did it we got George Washington. 
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But whatever happens, whoever they select—if the Court gives us 

what we asked—it will be a good deal better than letting the presi-

dent stay in power after his term is over.” 

Hart looked around the dining room, full of lobbyists and pow-

er brokers, part of the Washington establishment that, in the most 

fundamental sense, cared nothing for politics because it traded 

only in favors. Sometimes, watching them in their smug indiffer-

ence to anything but their own small ambitions, he remembered a 

line—“What’s a Constitution among friends”—that had seemed 

to capture more than the mood, the method, of so much of what 

was done here. He turned again to Burdick. 

“What do you think is going to happen? You were there yester-

day. What do you think the Court is going to do?” 

Burdick placed his index fingers together and rubbed them 

against his chin. 

“With that Court—I don’t know. But I can tell you this: the 

White House is worried. No one has admitted to anything—yet— 

but after you were almost killed by Lattimore, after what Lat-

timore told you about Rubicon and who was involved in it . . . 

Everyone I’ve talked to thinks that, depending on what the Court 

does, it may be only a matter of days before someone is arrested 

and the investigations start.” 

“And if the Court decides the president can delay the election 

and decide when we’ll have another one,” Hart reminded him, 

“there won’t be any arrests, and there won’t be any investigations. 

They’ll hide everything behind executive privilege.” 

When Hart was finished at the Hay-Adams, he went directly to 

his office. There were dozens of phone calls, but he did not want 

to talk to anyone. He sat alone, wondering how long it would take 

the Court to decide and what he would do if they lost. There was 

no point to it, he decided after an hour of agonizing. It was like 
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waiting for the election results after the polls had closed. It was 

out of his hands; there was nothing more either he or anyone else 

could do. He might as well go home. 

And that, suddenly, was the only place he wanted to be. 

“Get me on a plane,” he shouted into the phone to David Allen. 

“The next one there is.” 

Allen had him on the next plane to Los Angeles. Helen met him 

at the airport after the short connecting flight to Santa Barbara. 

He did not say very much as she drove along the narrow winding 

road through the tan-colored hills. His mind was still on what had 

happened, and on what might happen next. When they reached 

the house, he turned on the television just long enough to find out 

that the Court had not yet announced a decision. 

He did not know what to do with himself. He insisted that 

they go out to eat, then, two minutes later, changed his mind and 

suggested they stay in. He sat down on the sofa, then got up and 

started to walk aimlessly around. He sat down again, shook his 

head at his own impatience, jumped to his feet and swore out 

loud. 

“Sorry,” he said, embarrassed. “I don’t have any idea what I’m 

doing.” 

Helen looked at him and smiled. 

“Charlie called me last night.” 

“And what did Charlie have to say?” 

“He called to tell me that he had been a lawyer all his life, but 

that what you did at the Supreme Court was the finest thing he 

had ever seen. He said he had never been as proud of anyone as he 

was of you. Now, why don’t you just sit down—I’ll get you some-

thing to drink—and you can tell me all about what happened yes-

terday. And then I’ll tell you why you’re going to win.” 

She had always been able to make him forget everything but her. 
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He talked, and she listened, and all he heard of what he said was 

what he saw said back to him in her lovely, gentle eyes. At the end 

of it, after he had told her everything that had happened, he had 

forgotten all the anxiety, all the misgivings and the doubt, about 

what he had done and how it might turn out. 

They ate a quiet dinner and went to bed early. When the tele-

phone rang at seven in the morning, he had already been up for an 

hour. It was Charlie Ryan. 

“The Court has a decision. It will be announced in two hours, 

at noon, nine A.M. out there. We won, Bobby. I got a call a few min-

utes ago from someone I know over there. They gave us everything 

we asked for. They ruled that the president doesn’t have author-

ity to delay or schedule an election, and that the electoral college 

has the responsibility to choose the president, whether or not can-

didates are available to run in an election. The phrase they used 

was ‘The Constitution of the United States does not just apply 

when people find it convenient, or even safe, to follow it.’ There’s 

something else,” said Ryan in a confidential tone. “The decision is 

going to be announced as the unanimous opinion of the Court. It 

was not. The vote was five to four. Devlin, the chief justice, insist-

ed that once they had a majority, whatever that majority was for, 

there would be only one opinion and that everyone had to sign it. 

He told them a divided Court would divide the country. But that’s 

how close it was, how close these people came to getting away with 

it, taking over the government. If it had not been for you, for what 

you did in Court, we would have lost.” 

“I didn’t do anything, Charlie, and you know it. You won this 

thing. You won it all by yourself.” 

Two hours later, Hart sat next to Helen on the sofa and watched 

on television the formal announcement that the Supreme Court 

had ruled against the president, and that the presidential election 
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would now proceed in the manner prescribed by the Constitution. 

An hour later, Charlie Ryan called again. 

When he hung up, Hart walked over to the glass doors that 

opened onto the patio. For a long time he stared out at the ocean 

shimmering blue and silver in the distance, wondering at the van-

ity of men, driven by dreams of glory that almost always ended 

badly. 

“What is it, Bobby? What happened?” 

“The vice president’s chief of staff. They found him in a parked 

car near the Potomac. It looks like a suicide, but Ryan thinks it’s 

murder. We weren’t the only ones who were told in advance about 

the Court’s decision. They’re covering their tracks now, or trying 

to; making sure that no one who knew anything about Rubicon 

will ever tell what they know.” 

“But doesn’t that mean that it’s over, that Rubicon is finished?” 

He remembered what Ryan had told him about how close the 

decision was on the Court. 

“They almost got away with it. Another attack, a real one; 

enough fear, a few people who have power and want to keep it . . .” 

“Don’t give up, Bobby. Don’t leave the Senate. I don’t want 

you to. This used to be a great country. It can be a great country 

again.” 

Bobby Hart put his arm around her, grateful that she still loved 

him, grateful for the strength he had not known she had. 
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