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  “Just now and then a new thriller comes along that knocks your socks off, a book that fizzes with energy and comes complete with a

  plot to die for, characters that you care about and a denouement that forces that breath out of your body. Lee Vance’s second novel does exactly that. Taut as a wire, it’s the best

  debut thriller I’ve read this year – by a country mile.” Daily Mail




  “The picture he paints is engrossing, though far from appealing. His cast includes a rapacious senator and his sleazy assistant, grasping middlemen, contract

  killers, a dying and duplicitous Mr Fix-it and, unusually for nowadays, a team of Mossad agents who are both humane and efficient… remarkably convincing… Mr Vance pulls it off

  with style, providing thought-provoking entertainment.” The Economist




  “Spiralling complications… ripsnorting action… relentlessly readable. Vance plays on his own excruciatingly complex game with great finesse.”

  New York Times




  “This stunning debut certainly doesn’t lack soul. Written by a former head of the energy trading desk at Goldman Sachs in New York, who gave up the

  megabucks to become a writer, it’s filled with smart geopolitical insight but also characters you can care about. This book announces his arrival as a major talent.” Daily

  Mail (Books of the year, 2010)




  “The Garden of Betrayal is a skilfully crafted, highly intelligent, page-turning thriller, even better than Vance’s fine debut novel,

  Restitution (2007). It’s filled with arresting characters: hedge-fund sharks; a wise, kindly OPEC insider; an overly ambitious senator; his odious fixer; Czech killers; Mossad agents;

  a dazzling Latina petroleum engineer; and Mark’s daughter, Kate, whose computer skills help keep her family alive and her parents’ marriage intact. The tension mounts

  relentlessly. Every short chapter offers a jolt. Plausible red herrings abound.” The Bookseller




  “Intelligent, intense, gripping… marks the beginning of a long illustrious, adrenaline inducing career as a wordsmith.” Chicago Tribune
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  Judas, his betrayer, knew the place because Jesus and the disciples went there often. So Judas led the way to the garden…




  JOHN 18:2–3
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  PROLOGUE




  New York City, 2003




  Snow settled on a dark, open-air parking lot. A large man wearing slick leather shoes and a new camel-hair overcoat shuffled carefully across the slippery surface, arms

  extended for balance. He kept his head down, cognizant of the security camera on a tall pole at the far end of the lot. The red BMW was parked where it was supposed to be, and the freshly cut key

  opened the door with ease. Still warm, the engine started instantly. Driving slowly across the lot, the man edged the car into traffic beneath a pink neon motel sign. He turned right and then

  pulled up to the curb. Two more men wearing navy watch caps and oilcloth jackets opened the rear doors and got in, sinking low in the seats.




  “Nice coat,” one sneered at the driver. “Looks real good on a putz like you.”




  “Somebody owes me three hundred bucks,” the driver replied irritably. “The only use I got for this thing is to shammy the car.”




  “Knock it off,” the third man ordered. He mumbled slightly, speech impeded by a decade-old facial burn that had left him with a shiny, puckered band of grafted skin stretched taut

  from the corner of his mouth to his right ear. “Take Tenth all the way, and don’t speed.”




  “We got diplomatic plates,” the driver said. “We can do whatever we want.”




  “You’ll do what I tell you,” the scarred man said. “Don’t speed.”




  “Stop,” Claire said, lifting her hands from the piano’s keyboard for the fifth time in as many minutes.




  Kate lowered her violin. Dark like her mother, and still carrying her baby fat at ten, she looked like a sullen Raphael cherub.




  “Play it for her again, please, Kyle.”




  Kyle turned from the living-room window, where he’d been watching snow swirl through the treetops in Riverside Park below. He was tall for a twelve-year-old, and had his own violin cradled

  in his arms. Looking from his mother to his sister, he saw Kate’s lower lip protruding tremulously, the way it always did when she was getting upset.




  “I’m kind of hungry,” he said. “Maybe we should take a break.”




  “I’d like to hear Kate play this passage correctly first,” Claire insisted. “You’re neither of you babies anymore.”




  Kate drew back her arm and threw her violin bow the length of the room.




  “I don’t have to practice all night just because you’re angry at Daddy,” she shouted, bare feet booming on the parquet floor as she stomped away.




  Claire closed her eyes and exhaled loudly. Kyle took a step toward her and then glanced after his sister. Yolanda was in the front hall. She was dressed to go home, with a brightly patterned

  scarf tied over her hair, but she pocketed her gloves with a sigh and started after Kate, motioning for Kyle to go to his mother. He nodded gratefully and turned away.




  Claire was slumped forward from the waist, forehead touching the music on the rest. Ebony hair, gathered in a bun, shone blue above her delicate neck. Setting his violin aside, Kyle moved behind

  her and began massaging her shoulders gently, the way he’d seen his father do.




  “There’s no reason for you to cancel your performance,” he said. “You’ve still got plenty of time to get to the theater. I can look after Kate.”




  “I know,” she murmured. “But your father’s on a plane. It’s one thing for me to call in sick. It’s another to get up from the piano and walk out in the second

  act of Giselle because I have to rush home for some reason.”




  The muscles in her upper back felt as if they were carved from stone. He pressed a little harder, using the heels of his hands. He didn’t want to hurt her.




  “You worry too much,” he said. “We’re neither of us babies, you know.”




  She laughed, and he felt her relax a bit.




  The man in the camel-hair coat dropped off his companions, circled the one-way system, and then parked the BMW in front of a hydrant on Eighty-sixth Street between Riverside

  Drive and West End Avenue, nose pointed toward the park and the Hudson River beyond. He lifted a walkie-talkie from the passenger seat and squeezed the transmit button.




  “Check,” he said.




  “Check,” came the reply.




  A block north, on the corner of Eighty-seventh and Riverside, the man with the burn dropped an identical walkie-talkie into an exterior pocket of his jacket. Reaching into the opposite pocket,

  he removed a Christmas card and held it out to his companion.




  “What?”




  “Look at the picture.”




  “I’ve got the goddamned picture memorized.”




  “Look at it again.”




  The second man took it, careful to mask his resentment. Tilting the card to the streetlight overhead, he studied the glossy photo glued to the front. A family of four gathered in front of a

  piano, the woman and boy almost the same height. It was the woman they were interested in.




  “How much longer?” he asked.




  “Fifteen minutes,” the man with the burn said. “Twenty at the outside. She’s punctual.”




  Snow melted on the picture, and the second man rubbed it dry against his pants. His pulse quickened as he imagined the evening ahead. The woman was good-looking.




  “Kate’s taking her bath,” Yolanda announced, bustling into the living room with her coat on. “And now I really do have to get going.”




  Claire rose from the piano bench and kissed Kyle on the cheek. He’d gained an inch on her in the last month or two, and she had to tip up her chin.




  “Thanks,” she said to him. “Now scoot so I can talk to Yolanda.”




  Both women watched as he walked away. Kyle had a high, serious forehead like his father, and pale, watchful eyes.




  “Skinny as a pole,” Yolanda observed. “I remember the same about my Guillermo. They get all stretched at that age.”




  “He wears his pants half a dozen times and he’s outgrown them.” Claire dropped her gaze and began toying with her wedding ring. “Is Kate okay?”




  “She’s fine.”




  “I didn’t mean to be so tough on her.”




  “Tough,” Yolanda scoffed. “My abuela taught me my catechism with her Bible in one hand and her stick in the other. Kate’s trouble is that she’s

  simpática, like her brother. I’m not even through the front door and they both know whether I got a seat on the bus or had to stand the whole way. Any bother in the house and

  the two of them are as miserable as wet cats.”




  Claire winced at the mention of bother, cheeks flushing slightly. Yolanda pulled her scarf from her sleeve and began retying it over her head.




  “Now, you listen to me for one minute. You need someone who can stay late if you’re going to be working nights now. I’ll ask around if you want. It won’t be any trouble

  at all for me to find another situation.”




  “God forbid,” Claire said, shocked. “You’re part of the family.” She hesitated and then covered her face with a hand, her voice choked. “I’m just

  feeling so frustrated. It’s really hard to make the transition from teaching back to performing, and this job is a big opportunity for me. But nobody’s ever going to hire me again if I

  get a reputation for being unreliable.”




  “Mark didn’t know he had to travel?”




  “A colleague in London got sick. He’s flying over to deliver his speech at their big European energy conference.”




  “And what was it that other time, a few weeks ago?”




  “Vienna,” she responded, a note of defensiveness in her voice. “An unscheduled meeting with some people from OPEC.”




  Yolanda’s worn brown face creased as she smiled.




  “Seems like it’s always going to be something. I been with you eight years and I never know if he’s coming or going.”




  “So, maybe it was a mistake for me to start performing again,” Claire said tentatively. “Maybe I should have waited until Kate was older.”




  “Maybe this and maybe that. Work’s important. For a man, and a woman.” Yolanda caught Claire by the wrist and shook her arm gently. “You’re lucky. You got a good

  man, and good kids, and a good job. The only mistake you made was not finding someone who could stay late.”




  “You’re half right,” Claire said, smiling and leaning forward to embrace Yolanda. “I’m lucky—with Mark, and with the children, and with this opportunity. But

  Kate and Kyle would never forgive me if you left us. I’ll figure something out.”




  More than an hour had passed, and the man in the camel-hair coat fidgeted restlessly behind the wheel of the BMW. The weather worked in their favor, limiting the number of

  pedestrians who might get a good look at him, but it was well past time for them to be gone. He yearned for a cigarette. Whoever owned the car was a smoker, and the smell was driving him to

  distraction. He’d had to quit after Desert Storm, when weeks spent in the burning oil fields had permanently damaged his lungs. But nothing eased a long wait like a smoke.




  A hundred yards north, his companions were equally impatient. Only two people had come out of the apartment building on the opposite corner: an older Hispanic woman with a scarf tied over her

  hair and a black man with a German shepherd on a leash. The man with the burn looked at his watch again. She hadn’t ever been this late before. He’d checked her performance

  schedule—curtain-up was in less than half an hour. He wondered if she might have left early because of the weather.




  “Ten more minutes,” he said.




  The second man stamped his feet against the cold and swore. Bad beginnings made bad endings, and the woman was only the first of two jobs they had that evening.




  “No,” Kate and Kyle screamed together, heaving couch pillows at the TV while Claire laughed. They’d finished dinner and snuggled up on the couch to

  watch Titanic, but the opening credits had barely finished rolling when the picture changed to a Latin man in a white tuxedo, lipsyncing a song in Spanish as he danced on top of a taxicab in

  Times Square. Much as they’d begged Yolanda not to change the channel on the cable box when the VCR was recording, she frequently forgot.




  “I’ll run to the store and rent it,” Claire said, setting aside the blanket on her lap.




  Kyle glanced outside. The wind was blowing harder, raising long plumes of spindrift from the snow-laden window ledges.




  “Let me,” he said, getting to his feet.




  Claire looked over her shoulder to check the time on the kitchen clock. Kyle had started moving around the neighborhood by himself only in the last year.




  “I could use the fresh air,” she said.




  “Liar,” he teased. “You hate the cold. And you said it yourself—I’m not a baby anymore.”




  Claire bit her lip and nodded.




  “Take your phone.”




  “I’ll be right back.”




  An iron-and-glass door swung open on Riverside Drive, and Kyle emerged from his apartment building. He was wearing a green knit school hat that rode high on his head and a

  Gore-Tex parka that belonged to his father. The sleeves were bunched behind the elastic cuffs and the shoulders drooped, but he liked wearing it. Digging his hands into the pockets, he touched a

  folded piece of paper and removed it. A list was jotted in his father’s hand: Rashid, Azikiwo, Statoil, Petronuevo. Some of the words he recognized, and some he didn’t. Rashid was an

  old friend of his dad’s who worked for OPEC, and Statoil was the Norwegian state oil company. Azikiwo and Petronuevo were unfamiliar to him. He mouthed the words, liking the sounds.

  Everything about his dad’s job was cool. He wanted to be just like his father when he grew up.




  He put the paper back into the pocket, stepped out from beneath the building’s awning, and headed south. Two men were standing on the corner of Eighty-seventh Street. The streetlight

  overhead illuminated the side of his face as he hustled past, head down against the wind. One of the men turned, staring at Kyle as he walked away.




  “That’s the boy,” the man with the burn said.




  “What boy?” the second man asked.




  “The son, you fucking idiot. I thought you memorized the picture.”




  “Her,” the man protested. “Not the kid. You never said anything about a kid.”




  “But she didn’t show. Now we have to improvise.”




  The man with the burn took the walkie-talkie from his pocket, whispered into it urgently, and hurried after Kyle. His companion hesitated a moment and then followed. He was in too deep to

  object.




  The driver of the BMW lowered his passenger window as Kyle approached. Woman or kid, he didn’t see any difference.




  “Excuse me,” he called politely.




  Kyle took a step toward the car and bent forward uncertainly.




  “Yes?”




  The man with the burn closed in from behind and tapped Kyle behind the ear with a sap. The second man caught him as he sagged, his green hat falling to the ground. When the BMW drove away a

  moment later, the boy was wedged between the two men in the rear.




  The wind caught the hat and sent it tumbling down the mouth of a storm drain. It reached the river an hour later, where the tide was running toward the harbor and the Atlantic Ocean beyond. Come

  daybreak, the hat was miles offshore, never to be seen again.




  


 





  SEVEN YEARS LATER




  


 





  1




  I woke early and listened to Claire breathe. She had her back to me, but she didn’t sound like she was sleeping, so I rolled onto my side and used one hand to gently

  massage her neck and shoulders. Some mornings she ignored me, some mornings we made love, and some mornings she wept. After a few minutes of no response, I got up and got ready for work.




  The kitchen was dark and cold. I flipped on the under-counter lights, opened the valve on the softly clanking radiator, and then set out the usual weekday breakfast for Claire and

  Kate—fruit, cereal, and yogurt. On Fridays I add a chocolate croissant, cutting it in half for the two of them to share.




  Frank, the night doorman, had a taxi waiting by the time I got downstairs. He said good morning and solemnly handed me a few pieces of mail addressed to my son. It was a shock when I first

  received mail for Kyle about a year after he disappeared—a solicitation from some preteen magazine. I spent the day thinking about it and then knocked on the door of the building super, Mr.

  Dimitrios. Tears in his eyes, he admitted that he’d been intercepting junk mail addressed to Kyle for the past twelve months and turned over a shoe box full. I made myself go through

  it—Reggie Kinnard, the detective working with us, had mentioned that the psychopaths who kidnap children will occasionally amuse themselves by sending mail to the victim’s family. There

  wasn’t anything unusual in the box. A friendly representative of the Direct Marketing Association, who I spoke to on the phone, suggested I simply scrawl the word “deceased” on

  everything and return it to the post office. Instead, I had Mr. Dimitrios continue intercepting it, so Claire and Kate wouldn’t see it, and arranged for Frank to pass it along. These days,

  it’s all solicitations for acne products and CD clubs and summer-job programs and magazines like Maxim and Outside. The kind of stuff any nineteen-year-old might receive. The

  kind of stuff Kyle might actually be interested in, if he’s still alive somewhere.




  I stopped to pick up the papers at an all-night newsstand on Seventy-second Street and then went to work. There’s always someone at the office when I arrive, no matter the time—the

  hedge fund I rent space from trades twenty-four hours a day. There are only about sixty employees, but they occupy an entire floor of a Midtown office building, the northern half of which is a

  single large unpartitioned trading room. One corner of the room is taken up by the fund’s namesake, a midnight blue 1966 Ford Shelby AC Cobra that sits on a low dais, halogen spotlights

  reflecting off its mirrorlike finish. The car had proved too large for the elevators, so Walter Coleman, the fund’s founder, had arranged to have it hoisted by a crane after workers cut a

  garage door-sized opening into the side of the building.




  When Walter’s son, Alex, first suggested setting me up as an independent energy analyst a year and a half after Kyle vanished, I was hesitant. I needed the money, but I didn’t know

  if I was capable of committing to a job the way I had before, or if I could be successful as a freelance pundit even if I did. My entire career had been on the sell side, peddling research on oil

  companies to clients of the investment bank I worked for. Eighteen months out of the market, and lacking the institutional connections that had made people want to talk to me, I was afraid I

  wouldn’t be able to deliver anything of value. Save one or two old friends, I was right to think that my former sources would abandon me but wrong to worry that it would matter. Cobra was the

  granddaddy of the hedge-fund community, progenitor of multiple generations of firms that gossiped and fought and generally behaved like an extended family. Alex and his father made a few calls on

  my behalf, and suddenly I had a dozen clients, all funds that Wall Street was clamoring to do business with. Pretty soon there wasn’t a sell-side guy on the Street who wouldn’t drop

  everything for me, anxious for a favorable mention to my clientele. And as I grew more influential, my old sources started reaching out to me again. Business prospered. Even the recent market crash

  had been a blessing in disguise, the clients who went under replaced by newly de-levered and deeply chastened survivors desperate for genuine ideas and analysis to supplant their soured credit

  strategies.




  The biggest plus was that I rarely had to travel anymore. The traditional asset managers I’d covered had kept me on the hop across America and Europe, demanding my physical presence as an

  act of fealty, and dinner and a nice bottle of wine as tribute. It had been tough with a young family. I regularly kissed Claire and the kids good-bye on a Sunday night, knowing I was committed to

  spending the rest of the week in a series of barren hotel rooms and that I was leaving her to deal with most of the parenting alone. I missed being with them and felt bad about abandoning Claire,

  but—God help me—I never backed away from an assignment, craving the success, and the recognition, and the monetary reward. My new job let me be home most nights, my hedge fund clientele

  indifferent to face time and insistent on buying their own meals, but the sad reality was that no amount of time now would ever make up for what I’d lost.




  My office is on the southern half of the floor, around the corner from the trading room. After grabbing a cup of coffee from the kitchen, I settled in at my desk and went through the business

  and international news. I pay attention to bylines and keep track of reporters who seem particularly insightful or well connected; I’m wary of Wall Street group-think, and journalists are

  surprisingly easy to cultivate. There’s always something they haven’t been able to write, or want to write, or already wrote but don’t feel they fully understand. And with more

  than twenty years’ experience with the energy markets, I’m a great guy to bounce things off. I understand the industry upside down, am free with information, and never publish anything

  of my own—although I can be cajoled into dictating the odd market piece when a friendly reporter is in a bind. GAS PRICES SET TO SOAR AGAIN or TEN OIL

  STOCKS SMART INVESTORS OWN NOW. In return, they ask questions of people my Wall Street connections might not have access to, feed me tidbits they haven’t figured out how to hang a

  story on yet, and give me early warning of big stories that might have market impact. Everyone wins.




  At about eight, I banged out a two-page market update to my client base, telling them what they should be watching out for. I stood, stretched, and gave myself fifteen minutes to stare out the

  window next to my desk. The window was what made me decide to co-locate with Alex and Walter. It might even have been what persuaded me to try life as an independent analyst. It faces due south

  onto Park Avenue, and at almost any time of day I can see hundreds of people on the street below.




  I was on a plane to London the night Kyle vanished. As we taxied to the gate at Heathrow, a stewardess bent forward and told me that a customer service manager would be meeting me on the jetway.

  I was too groggy to suspect anything other than the faux-warm handshake and stilted chitchat that airline management occasionally bestow on frequent business travelers. I recall hoping he’d

  brought a courtesy cart so I wouldn’t have to make the long walk to Immigration.




  The next twelve hours are pretty much a blur. I remember the physical impact of hearing that Kyle was missing, as if I’d had the wind knocked out of me and couldn’t recover. I

  remember sitting hunched in my seat on the long flight back to New York, feeling as if I were falling and falling, with the ground nowhere in sight. Most of all, I remember the look on

  Claire’s face when we met at the police station—the grief that persuaded me the nightmare was true, and the guilt that’s never vanished. It wasn’t until later that I began

  wondering what might have happened differently if I’d been home.




  Amy, my assistant, walks in on me occasionally when I’m staring out my office window and makes gentle fun of me for being so entranced. It helps me think, I tell her, feeling bad about the

  lie. The truth is something I can only just bear to admit to myself. Claire and I never discussed the evening Kyle vanished in any detail, but I read the statement she made to the police and the

  description she gave of the clothes he was wearing. Despite all the years that have passed, I’m still searching the crowd below for a tall twelve-year-old in an oversized parka and a green

  knit school hat.
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  I was reading an industry rag at my desk when Amy stopped in to say good morning. She was holding a manila envelope in her hand and smiling.




  “Guess what I have?”




  “Hmm . . .” I said, tapping my finger against my chin. Amy’s forty, married, and on the vestry of her church. She was wearing a simple navy dress and had her auburn hair done

  up in a prim bun. “A ticket to Vegas. You’re leaving me to take a job dealing blackjack at the Bellagio.”




  “As if,” she scoffed. “The only job I’d be willing to take in Las Vegas would be at a mission.”




  “Like what’s-her-name in Guys and Dolls. The one who ends up with Marlon Brando.”




  “Jean Simmons,” she said, reddening slightly. Amy was a big fan of old movies. “I liked her better in Elmer Gantry. And Guys and Dolls was set in New York. None

  of which has anything to do with anything.” She reached into the envelope and extracted a BlackBerry with a dramatic flourish. “Ta-da!”




  “My new phone?” I asked, puzzled by the flourish.




  “Better. Your old phone.”




  I’d been feeling like a dope all weekend because a bike messenger had half knocked me down outside my office on Friday as I returned from a late-afternoon meeting, and a stranger had

  caught my arm to steady me. It hadn’t occurred to me to check my pockets until I was riding the elevator upstairs. I figured the stranger had mistaken the bulky device for my wallet and

  lifted it.




  “You’re kidding. Where’d it come from?”




  “Lobby guard gave it to me on my way in. Some guy came in off the street Saturday afternoon and turned it in. Said he spotted it under the newspaper machine on the corner and saw your

  business card taped to the back.”




  I took the BlackBerry from her and examined it. It looked fine. I pressed the power button. The screen lit up for a moment, flashed a low-battery warning, and then went dark again.




  “Amazing,” I said, snugging the unit into its charging cradle. “Maybe it just fell out of my pocket when I stumbled. Hard to believe someone actually returned it.”




  “Not so hard to believe,” Amy chided. “New York is full of nice people.”




  “You get the guy’s name?” I asked, thinking I should send him a bottle of scotch.




  “Guard said he didn’t leave it.” She leaned forward and dropped her voice to a husky whisper. “This is when you thank your assistant for having remembered to tape your

  business card to the back of your three-hundred-dollar phone.”




  “Geez,” I said loudly. “It sure is lucky that I have an assistant terrific enough to remember to tape my business card to the back of my three-hundred-dollar phone. Thanks so

  much, Amy. I don’t know what I’d do without you.”




  “Waste half a day trying to load your contacts onto a new phone before losing your temper and yelling at me to call the tech guys.” She sniffed. “I’ll call AT&T for

  you and get it reactivated. You need anything from the storage room?”




  “Nothing, thanks.”




  She left, head shaking in mock disapproval. I made a mental note to buy her some flowers when I went out to get lunch, thinking I could pick up something for Claire at the same time. Claire

  loved flowers.




  I’d settled back in with my magazine when my desk phone rang. Amy wasn’t back yet, so I picked it up and said hello.




  “As-Salāmu ‘Alaykum,” a reedy voice said. Peace be upon you.




  “Wa ‘Alaykum As-Salām,” I responded, recognizing the caller immediately. And on you be peace. It was Rashid.




  “You’re well?” he asked.




  We’d spoken less than twelve hours previously, but Arabs are big on ritual. The first lesson of doing business with Middle Easterners is that nothing can ever be rushed.




  “Very. And you?”




  “Alive, al-Hamdulillah.”




  It was the answer I expected. Rashid was in acute renal failure, the result of a lifelong battle with diabetes and lingering complications from a kidney and pancreas transplant a few years back.

  He was being treated as an outpatient at New York-Presbyterian. His Viennese doctor’s first suggestion had been a hospital in Houston, but Rashid was uncomfortable taking up residence in the

  first city of the American energy industry. He’d been head of the office of the secretary-general of OPEC for going on twenty years before his recent medical leave, and there was no love lost

  between his employer and the Texas oil and gas tycoons whose overseas reserves had been nationalized by OPEC’s membership. New York had been the obvious second choice.




  “Praise God,” I said, echoing him.




  “I’m hearing word of a problem at Nord Stream.”




  Nord Stream was a pipeline that was being built beneath the Baltic Sea to deliver Russian natural gas to Germany. I checked my news screen and didn’t see anything.




  “What kind of problem?”




  “I don’t know.”




  I hesitated, wondering if he was being completely honest. Rashid was my oldest and best source, as well as a close friend, but he routinely held back more than he shared. He usually let me know

  when he had information he couldn’t discuss, though. I was about to press him when a sudden beeping caught my attention. A headline had scrolled up on my screen: EXPLOSION

  REPORTED AT NORD STREAM PIPELINE TERMINUS. The terminus was in Russia, near Saint Petersburg.




  “Reuters just now posted a story saying there was some kind of explosion,” I said.




  “I see it.”




  I clicked on the headline, but there weren’t any details yet.




  “Let me make a few calls. I’ll get back to you when I know more.”




  “Thanks. Me salama.”




  “Alla y’salmak.”




  I punched another line on my phone and called Dieter Thybold, a friend at Reuters in London.




  “It’s Mark,” I said when he answered. “What’s up with this pipeline explosion?”




  “No idea yet,” he replied tersely. “I can’t even confirm that there was an explosion. But something strange is going on.”




  “Strange how?”




  “Today’s the day of the terminus construction completion ceremony. A lot of reporters and dignitaries are visiting. The whole site went quiet twenty minutes ago. Nobody can get hold

  of their people. And we just got word a moment ago that the Russians have closed their airspace between Saint Petersburg and the Finnish border, and that there’s been a huge increase in

  encrypted radio traffic out of their military bases at Pribilovo and Kronstadt.”




  “So, how do your people know there was an explosion?” I asked, my adrenaline beginning to pump.




  “There was a camera crew shooting the ceremony. The footage should be on air any minute. You can see the tiniest hint of a flash in the last frame of the video before it goes

  dark.”




  “Satellite views?”




  “Too cloudy. I’ve got to go.”




  “Wait. You’re thinking terrorism?”




  “It’s hard not to, isn’t it? But we haven’t got any facts yet.”




  “Stay in touch.”




  I turned on CNN after I hung up, listening for updates as I speed-typed an e-mail to my clients and Rashid. The newly completed terminus was doing only light duty while the attached pipeline was

  still under construction, a bare fraction of the capacity used to route gas locally, but an attack there would rattle the markets, an ominous portent for the future. Energy infrastructure was a

  soft target. A systematic campaign against refineries or pipelines or storage facilities could do an enormous amount of economic damage. The likely reactions were a knee-jerk spike in energy

  prices, weakening global equity markets, a steeping yield curve, and a declining euro. I wrote urgent in the subject line and hit the send button. Alex Coleman was in my office thirty seconds

  later.




  “You think this is serious?” he demanded.




  Alex looked terrible, rough patches of psoriasis visible on his hairline and bluish circles beneath his eyes. He’d had a difficult time during the recent market turmoil. In truth,

  he’d been having a difficult time for years. I could guess what his positions were from the sweat soaking his shirt beneath his arms.




  “I don’t know anything more than what I put in my e-mail.”




  “You have a hunch?”




  “Half the countries that used to make up the Soviet Union are furious about this pipeline, and they’d all like to see Russia take it in the neck. I think this is bad.”




  “Shit.”




  He rushed out just as CNN cut to a special report. It took only a few seconds to figure out that they didn’t know anything more than I did. I grabbed my phone and started dialing.




  Two hours later I was holding my phone to my ear impatiently, waiting for Dieter to pick up again. Equity markets were tanking and oil prices had gapped higher, but nobody knew

  a damned thing. Rashid was unavailable, having responded to my original e-mail with a note of his own saying that he’d be at the hospital all day and asking to be kept up to speed

  electronically. My phone turret was lit up like a Christmas tree, every one of my clients frantic for information, and I had nothing to tell them.




  I stood to relieve my cramped muscles and turned to face the window. It was snowing, fat, lazy flakes drifting from a gunmetal sky and melting as they touched down. I’d come to hate the

  snow, just as I’d come to hate everything else about New York, the occasional cell phone-returning Good Samaritan regardless. But Claire and I could never move. Our apartment on Riverside

  Drive was the only home Kyle had ever known—the only home he’d know to come back to.




  “Mark,” Dieter said into my ear, sounding rushed. “I’m sorry, but I still don’t have anything else to tell you.”




  “Don’t hold out on me,” I insisted. “You must have twenty guys working on this. You’ve got to know something.”




  “The Russians have everything shut down, but the prevailing wind is from the west, and we were able to get a stringer south of Vyborg before he hit a police roadblock. There’s a lot

  of smoke in the air. That’s all I’ve got.”




  I started to ask another question, but he was already gone. I hung up and smacked one hand down on my desk in frustration.




  CNN had obtained the footage Dieter referred to in his first call. I watched on one of my desktop monitors as they began running it for the twentieth time. It opened with an establishing shot:

  frozen marshes, snow, and the bleak gray waters of the Gulf of Finland. The shot tightened as it panned to the terminus. It was nothing much to look at—squat scrubbing and absorption towers,

  low brown buildings to house the compressor equipment, an antennae-festooned central control station on tall stilts, and endless miles of dull blue pipe and valves. There was no

  housing—according to the CNN commentator, the workers commuted from Vyborg, thirty miles to the east, or from Hamina, in Finland, thirty miles to the west. The shot tightened further as a

  group of heavily bundled dignitaries began emerging from a building that was probably a dining hall. Jacques Pripaud, the head of Banque Paribas, was one of the first out the door. His expression

  seemed consistent with having eaten at a Russian cafeteria. He was closely followed by his counterpart at Deutsche Bank. I pulled my yellow pad closer and turned the volume up a little, hoping the

  commentator might identify more of the unknown faces this time around. I already had twenty-two names written down, including the chairmen of four of the largest banks in Europe, a Russian deputy

  prime minister, the mayor of Saint Petersburg, and the German foreign minister. The pipeline had been hugely controversial in Europe, implying an energy dependence on Russia that made people old

  enough to remember the Cold War queasy. All the businessmen and politicians who’d supported it had turned out to wave the flag.




  The camera followed closely as the men trooped across an icy parking lot to a white canvas tent. Inside was a gang of valves, one of which had a gilded control wheel attached to it. The diameter

  of the attached pipe was way too small to be anything other than some kind of secondary line, but then the entire act of turning a valve by hand was pure theater—everything in the facility

  was automated. A microphone on a stand stood to the left of the pipe gang. The Russian deputy prime minister tapped on the microphone a few times to settle the crowd, took a sheaf of folded papers

  from his pocket, and opened his mouth. The screen flared orange for a tenth of a second and then went black.




  “Shoot.” I drummed my fingers on my head, trying to think of who else I could call. CNN had frozen the last frame of the footage on the screen, and my attention drifted to the small

  yellow credit on the bottom-right corner that read courtesy of euronews. I didn’t usually bother with broadcast journalists, but I remembered that someone I knew had gone to work at Euronews

  a few years back. I willed my mind blank and the name suddenly popped into my head: Gavin Metcalfe. He was a Brit who’d worked at the Economist, but he’d quit to take a job as a

  producer with Euronews because they were headquartered near the French Alps. He and his wife were big skiers. Typing the name into my address book, I saw two numbers, both with U.K. country codes.

  I punched the intercom button on my phone.




  “Amy, have you got an updated number for Gavin Metcalfe? M-e-t-c-a-l-f-e. Used to be in London, but I think he’s in France now.”




  I heard her fingers clicking on her keyboard.




  “I have a work and a cell, but they’re both U.K.”




  “Same. Do me a favor, please. Call the main switchboard at Euronews in Lyon and ask for him.”




  “Will do.”




  I hung up and dialed the cell phone number anyway, figuring there was some chance he’d kept it. The call kicked directly into voice mail, a generic prompt suggesting I leave a message.

  Hoping the number hadn’t been reassigned, I explained why I was getting in touch and then followed up with a quick text from my own cell. My intercom flashed as I pressed the send button.




  “It’s weird,” Amy said. “No one’s answering—”




  “Hang on,” I interrupted. My BlackBerry was ringing. I picked it up and checked the display, seeing the London number I’d just tried. “Gotta hop. This might be

  him.”




  I hung up the intercom and lifted the BlackBerry to my ear.




  “Mark Wallace.”




  “Open a browser window on your computer,” a voice answered. There was a rushing sound in the background that I couldn’t identify.




  “Gavin?”




  “Don’t interrupt. I’m in a car, and I haven’t got much time. You want to know about Nord Stream, right?”




  “Right,” I confirmed, my excitement building.




  “So, do what I tell you. Open a browser window and type this in the menu bar: F-T-P colon backslash backslash euronews dot net back-slash . . .”




  I pecked carefully at the keyboard as he dictated a URL that was about fifty characters long, interrupting several times when I wasn’t sure what he’d said. Gavin had some kind of

  impenetrable northern accent that made all his vowels sound the same. He told me to press enter, and I did.




  “It wants a username and password,” I said.




  “The username is extérieur, all lowercase. Password baiselareine. Bloody frogs having a go at me every time I turn around.”




  I entered both, my high school French sufficient to translate the juvenile slur. I heard someone else on his end of the line as I pressed the enter key. It sounded like a child.




  “I see a bunch of folders. You’re with your family?”




  “On our way to the airport. Click the folder labeled archive, and then click the one inside that with today’s date, and then click the one inside that named Nord

  Stream.”




  “Done.”




  “You’ll see two files—EsatIIB135542 and EsatIIC141346. Clicking on either will download it to your desktop. They’re big files, but our server’s hooked directly to

  the Internet backbone, so the limitation will likely be on your side.”




  “What are they?”




  “Video. The first is the raw footage you’ve been seeing on television. The second is something else entirely.”




  I clicked the second. We were connected to a dedicated fiber-optic cable as well. A dialogue box indicated that I had ten minutes to wait, the file transfer speed a number I’d never seen

  before.




  “Give me a hint,” I said, wondering what the hell was going on. “I’m under a lot of pressure here.”




  “You?” he sneered. “I’ve had the effing DGSE in my face all afternoon.”




  “Remind me who the DGSE are?”




  “French foreign intelligence creeps. Jackbooters. They turned up just after we released the first footage and put a lid on us. I went out for a cigarette and kept going. If I wanted to

  work for fascists, I would have taken a job with Murdoch.”




  “So, what’s the second file?”




  “It’s what it isn’t that bears thinking about. It isn’t our footage. We had one cameraman and one reporter on the ground, and we lost them both in the initial blast.

  I’m inside the airport now, on the ring road. I’m going to have to hang up in a moment.”




  I scribbled the words “initial blast” on my yellow pad. I had to stay focused.




  “Who shot the footage, then?”




  “Our satellite truck kept running after our lads went off the air. Someone pirated one of the frequencies, and their feed uploaded automatically. We didn’t even realize we’d

  received it until an hour ago.”




  “Does it show what happened?”




  “Yes.”




  “Is it bad?”




  “It makes the guys who did 9/11 look like a bunch of shit-arsed kids. Be sure to watch the whole thing.”




  “Will do,” I agreed, wondering fearfully what I was about to see. There was just one more question I had to ask. “Has anyone else got this yet?”




  “No. I hadn’t figured out who to give it to. I want it distributed, but I don’t want my name mentioned. You understand?”




  “You’re fleeing the country, Gavin,” I said, feeling obliged to point out the obvious. “It’s not like they aren’t going to figure it out.”




  “There’s a difference between suspecting and knowing. I have your word?”




  “Of course.”




  “Fine, then. And listen, Mark—I’m going to need a job. Something in Dubai might be nice. I’m sick of the bloody winters. You know people there?”




  “I do. Give me a shout when you want me to make some calls. And thanks.”




  He hung up without saying good-bye. The dialogue box indicated that I had seven minutes to wait. I typed another urgent e-mail, warning my clients and Rashid that I’d had tentative

  confirmation of a major terrorist action and that full details were to follow shortly. The Dow was down one hundred points when I hit the send key. By the time Alex and Walter showed up in my

  office, it was down two hundred and fifty, and my phone turret was pulsing like it was going to explode.




  “What the hell is going on?” Walter demanded. He had a raptor’s profile—aquiline nose, deep-set eyes, and short-cropped white hair. Part of his legend was that pressure

  only ever made him meaner. Alex looked as if he’d been run over.




  “Two minutes,” I said, bristling at Walter’s tone. Gratitude for his professional help had never reconciled me to his habit of acting as if the entire world should jump when he

  spoke. I nodded toward my screen. “I have video of what happened. The guy who gave it to me said that it’s bad. He mentioned an ‘initial explosion,’ implying there’s

  been more than one.”




  Amy stuck her head in again.




  “Sorry,” I said, before she could open her mouth. “I can’t speak to anyone right now. E-mail bulletins only for another half hour at least. Hang on.”




  The file completed downloading, and I dragged a copy to the folder where I kept documents for client access.




  “I’m writing a big video file to the public drive. As soon as it finishes, e-mail the address to Rashid and then to everyone else on the prime distribution list.”




  “Right,” she said, closing the door.




  “Can we get on with this?” Walter snarled.




  I clicked on the file irritably. My media player opened, and a second later the screen filled with an image I couldn’t identify, the lower half shiny gray metal and the upper a blurry blue

  tube. The field of view began shifting smoothly upward, and suddenly I got oriented.




  “The camera’s mounted on one of the scrubbing towers,” I said. “It was pointed straight down, maybe so nobody would notice it.”




  “Whose camera?” Walter asked.




  “My contact didn’t know. Pirates, he said.”




  The camera scrolled up until the Gulf of Finland was just visible at the top of the screen and then began tracking to the right. Alex pointed to the screen.




  “What’s that?”




  Four metal struts reached skyward, the ends blackened and twisted. Dark smoke was spewing up between them.




  “The control tower,” I replied, horrified. Even with the terminus performing only minimal duty, there would have been at least three or four guys in the control tower.




  The camera kept panning, and the white marquee where I’d last seen the Russian deputy prime minister about to speak—or what was left of it—came into view.




  “Jesus Christ.” Alex gasped.




  Flaming scraps of canvas surrounded a charred rectangular area that looked like an airplane crash site. Burned corpses and scattered body parts became distinguishable as the camera zoomed in. A

  few survivors crawled on the ground, blood seeping from appalling wounds. Alex grabbed hold of my garbage can and threw up. I felt I wouldn’t be far behind him. Walter started to leave.




  “Wait,” I managed to say. “My contact said I should watch until the end.”




  “Why?”




  “I don’t know.”




  “Can you speed it up?” Walter asked impatiently.




  “I think so.”




  I clicked my mouse on the appropriate button and the video began playing at ten-times speed. Walter lifted my phone without asking, reeling off a litany of crisp orders while I tapped out yet

  another urgent e-mail with trembling fingers. Six minutes later—an hour of elapsed real time—the Russians had four military helicopters and fifteen or twenty fire trucks and ambulances

  on the ground, and another pair of helicopters circling overhead. The parking lot I’d seen earlier had been converted into an emergency triage zone, with dozens of coveralled medics working

  on the injured.




  “Stop,” Walter ordered.




  I’d already moved my mouse to the pause button. A pale red X had suddenly appeared in the center of the screen, a column of similarly colored numbers superimposed to the far

  left.




  “Play,” Walter said. “Half speed.”




  I watched curiously as he bent closer to the screen. The camera swung slowly toward the helicopters and the emergency vehicles. Walter tapped the changing column of numbers on the left with one

  finger.




  “Distance and azimuth,” he declared crisply. Walter had been an army officer in Vietnam. I hadn’t, but I had a sudden dread of what to expect. “Speed it up

  again.”




  The camera lingered fractionally on each of the landed helicopters and on the larger pieces of emergency equipment, the central X blinking repeatedly. Each time the X blinked, it

  left behind a red dot. The camera pulled back for a wide view, and I felt my heart in my throat. The blow wasn’t long coming.




  Every one of the emergency vehicles and helicopters exploded simultaneously. A fraction of a second later a rolling wave of synchronized explosions took out the triage zone. No one on the ground

  had a chance. Alex retched again.




  “Mortars,” Walter announced. “Some targeted, some pre-positioned. Probably on the roof of one of the buildings. They must’ve anticipated where the emergency workers would

  set up. Who the hell are these guys?”




  I shook my head numbly as the camera rose higher, pointing at the sky. The pale red X changed to blue, as did the column of numbers on the left. It panned left until it located a hovering

  helicopter and then zoomed in. The blue X began flashing.




  “I don’t believe it,” Walter said, sounding amazed for the first time since I’d known him.




  A streak of white smoke appeared on the lower-right side of the screen. The helicopter burst into flames, heeled over onto its side, and fell from the sky. The camera swung left again with the

  same terrible mechanical precision. A second helicopter came into view, fleeing to the east. A second later, it too fell out of the sky in flames, taken down by a second missile. Walter rapped his

  knuckles on my desk, and I looked up at him, stunned.




  “There’s nothing we can do from here. We need to focus. What’s the opportunity?”




  I forced myself to look at my market screens. The Dow was down five hundred points, oil was up eight dollars a barrel in the front month, the long bond was getting crushed, and the euro had

  fallen three percent against the dollar.




  “Short second month oil and buy back two-year,” I said, surprised to discover that my brain was still functioning. “This has no immediate impact on energy supply, and

  short-term demand’s only going to be forecast weaker if the market keeps tanking this hard.”




  “Good,” he said, turning to Alex. “What are your exposures?”




  Alex didn’t respond. He was still staring at my computer screen. The camera had zoomed all the way out and was doing a slow pan. The horizon was empty, save for bellowing plumes of black

  smoke, and the ground was a sea of fire.




  “Alex,” Walter repeated sharply.




  “I’m the wrong way around,” Alex confessed dazedly, running one hand through his hair. “I was positioned long the market and I’m short volatility.”




  “So, what are you going to do?”




  “I don’t know, Dad.”




  “I see.” Walter turned on his heel and walked out. Alex hesitated a moment and then followed him.




  I began typing another e-mail, searching for words to describe what I’d just seen.
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  I was on a conference call with a group of fund managers late that afternoon, going over pretty much the same points I’d been covering all day. My voice was hoarse, and I

  was scanning headlines while half listening to repetitive questions, struggling to stay in front of the news. Everything I knew was already in my written bulletins, but I’d learned long ago

  that people are more likely to believe things if they hear you say them.




  “It depends,” I said, in response to a question about who might be responsible. “If the completion ceremony was just a target of opportunity, with the primary intent of killing

  a bunch of diplomats, then your guess is as good as mine. It could have been Islamic fundamentalists seizing the moment, Chechens working off old grievances, or some other terrorist organization.

  But if the goal was to make a statement about the pipeline per se, then it seems reasonable to ask who has motive. The countries most unhappy about the Nord Stream pipeline are Ukraine, Poland, the

  Czech Republic, Belarus, and Slovakia. They all stand to lose the transit fees they’ve been earning from the existing pipelines that pass through their territory, and—more to the

  point—they all become significantly more vulnerable to energy blackmail from Russia.”




  “Natural gas is cheap now,” one of the listeners interrupted. “Why can’t the Ukrainians and the Poles and the rest of them just buy from someone else?”




  I stifled a sigh. My clients were financiers, accustomed to moving money and securities around the world at the tap of a computer key. Logistics was as esoteric a subject to them as

  mortgage-backed securities had been to everyone else prior to the housing meltdown.




  “First,” I said, intent on correcting as many misapprehensions as possible, “natural gas is only cheap now because the economy tanked. And because it’s cheap now, a lot

  of companies have canceled exploration and development projects. All of which means that prices are likely to go to the moon as soon as demand picks up again.”




  “Is that a prediction, mate?” an Australian voice asked.




  “Absolutely. Second, the ex-Eastern Bloc countries can’t buy from someone else, because gas moves most economically through pipelines, and the only producer their pipelines connect

  with is Russia. Nobody’s going to invest the money to change that anytime soon, because pipelines are expensive, and eastern Europe isn’t that big a market. The Russians have been over

  a barrel for the last decade, because the routing of the existing pipelines meant that they couldn’t interrupt delivery of gas to eastern Europe without also interrupting delivery to western

  Europe. The Nord Stream pipeline changes that by making a direct connection to Germany under the Baltic Sea. And the Ukrainians and the Poles and all the other former Soviet clients and republics

  that have been trying to put distance between themselves and their former master are keenly aware of the fact that it’s difficult to ignore a neighbor who can turn off your lights and

  heat.”




  “The speaker of the Russian Duma accused the Ukrainians on Moscow radio,” someone else said. “How likely does that seem to you?”




  “Russia bit the bullet on western exports and turned off Ukraine’s gas twice in the last five years, once in January 2006 and once in March 2008, because of arguments over subsidized

  pricing. The ultranationalists in the Ukrainian coalition government made some ugly threats at the time. That puts them at the top of everyone’s suspect list.”




  “So, you think they did it?” the same voice demanded.




  “My opinion is that who actually did it isn’t important in the short run. What matters is how the Russians react. They’re going to be under enormous pressure to hit back hard

  and fast, and as the United States learned to its detriment in Iraq, intelligence has a way of providing the answers politicians want. Which raises the question of how NATO will respond if Russia

  threatens military action against one of the former Soviet republics.”




  A message from Alex popped up on my screen as two callers began arguing with each other about the likelihood of the Ukrainians having sponsored the attack. Drink? it read. I checked my

  watch. It was only a little past four, and I still had a huge amount of work to do. I hadn’t been out with Alex in a while, though, and I knew how he must be feeling. There are no secrets on

  trading floors—Alex had gotten creamed. I wavered a moment and then typed back: Fifteen minutes.
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