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FBI Headquarters, Washington, D.C.

“I’m done here. You’re free to go but I don’t know what awaits you out there. Do you?” the examiner asks as he reaches across, detaching the constricting belt from my torso, then deflating and releasing the blood pressure cuff on my upper right arm. 

Finally, he removes the finger clamp.

“My destiny,” I say almost nonchalantly, looking up at him but seeing only the top of his head. He’s still busying himself, probably thinking of the next appointment as he positions the items neatly back into his case, everything in its rightful place.

“Huh? What was that?” 

Just as I surmised, he clearly wasn’t listening, leaving me to ponder the value of asking anything in the first place. Why even bother?

The final piece of equipment now back in his case, he snaps shut its twin latches.

“Nothing,” I say, now standing to put on my sport coat, then I walk over to the lock box outside the examination room to retrieve my weapon—a semi-automatic Glock pistol—as well as my handcuffs and FBI credentials. As I open the main entrance door, I emerge into brilliant sunlight, automatically delving into a coat pocket for my sunglasses. 

It’s already late afternoon by now, but the sun is still beating down harshly on the concrete sidewalk, the hot humid air hitting me upon turning the corner away from that cold granite building. It’s one of those unbearably hot and breezeless summer days in Washington, D.C., but I don’t care. In fact, I sort of like the oppressiveness, the intensity of it all. 

Anything is better than the relentless cold and darkness of winter. 

I stop and glance back once clear of the building, reading the inscription carved into the granite facade above the entrance: ‘Federal Bureau of Investigation Headquarters.’ 

I have survived the day, and I’m still an agent, an FBI Special Agent to be exact. 

There is a lot more work waiting for me out there, but it can continue to wait until tomorrow. For today, one thing is certain: the polygraph exam is over, and it has cleared me. 

The thought brings the slightest hint of a smile as I gradually leave the building behind me, my pace quickening, stepping swiftly along the crowded sidewalk on the approach to the Metro entrance. There, I will board the train to carry me far away from FBIHQ, away from the district and toward my hotel in Pentagon City, to whatever fates may greet me there. 
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New York Police Department Archives, 1992

“Ms. Jennifer, did you find what you were looking for?” asks the elderly well-dressed gentleman attired in a suit and tie that could date from the 1930s or 40s. 

The young lady doesn’t look up. Instead, she continues to fixate on a microfiche reel of 1930s New York City newspaper articles. 

“Yes, I think so. But if I may ask, how did you know him? My grandfather, Thomas Cosgrove. Did you work with him? What was he like as a detective? I need ...” 

The young lady finally looks up from the screen to find the man has gone, as if he were never there. She narrows her eyes as if momentarily confused, evaluating. 

The desk in the NYPD archives where she sits is littered with papers, energy bars, and water bottles. She appears to have been there for some time, perhaps all day since it opened. 

Another voice startles her. “Ms., you do understand we are closing in a few minutes? You can come back tomorrow,” the woman tells her.

“What? But the gentleman who knew my grandfather said there was no rush, that I could stay and should feel free to continue my work, my research. I don’t know when I can come back here again,” she says politely, but not pleading despite her slightly urgent tone.

“Huh, what gentleman are you talking about?” the woman says, glaring. “There’s me, and that’s it. There is no gentleman working here.”

The young lady looks back to the screen, frantically copying and compiling what she has gathered. “OK. Well, I will leave as soon as I can put my things together. Thank you for the access. I would like to come back sometime, and I ...”

The woman employee has already turned and is walking away, her purposeful stride making it all too apparent she wants to close up the place and head home.

Jennifer quickly gathers up her papers and belongings and runs toward a waiting taxi. The driver checks out the young woman, athletic and sharply dressed, as she enters his cab.

Like all drivers, he at first attempts small talk with his attractive fare. 

She shuts him down immediately. No, she is having none of that.

She puts her reading glasses on, looking intently at one of the printed-out news articles, focusing on a grainy black-and-white photo which looks to be some sort of beach scene. 

New York City, August 1937

A search party has been scouring every inch of the beach for evidence of little four-year-old Joan Kuleba, vacationing with her aunt. 

It has been a grueling day with nothing to show but a small pair of shoes and a neatly folded beach jacket reposing on the sand, the only trace that little Joan was even here earlier in the day. Her aunt was making lunch when Joan ventured out onto the sandy beach to play, and no one has seen the girl since. 

The search party, exhausted, and drenched in sweat from their heavy wool uniforms and the heat of another New York summer day, accept no other conclusion than that Joan must have wandered into the rough surf and drowned; her small body will almost certainly wash up along the shore in a few days’ time, so goes the consensus.

“There is just nothing here to pursue. We’ve exhausted our search,” is the short statement of defeat given by the police to Joan’s aunt and the news thirsty press.

Off in the distance, Detective Thomas Cosgrove, a tall, and stern-looking Irishman in his mid-thirties, is trudging through high marsh and swampy waters toward an abandoned looking dilapidated plank board bungalow. 

The search party has already left, with the sun slowly setting. 

Cosgrove finds himself alone. He slowly draws his service revolver from underneath his suit jacket as he is nearly at the door of the abandoned bungalow. With one powerful kick, the paper-thin door flies open, and he forcefully charges into the darkening room.

Something isn’t right. Suddenly, there is a flash of movement in the shadowy and broken-down bungalow, movement from another room. A figure emerges out of the darkness. 

Cosgrove doesn’t wait. He lunges at the figure, throwing him to the ground, and quickly cuffing him, all over in seconds. The killer, a fifty-seven-year-old painter, grabbed the four-year-old from the beach where she was playing alone, immediately silencing her screams by strangling her before taking her body to the basement of the bungalow. 

This is what the perpetrator, Simon Elmore—now in custody—has confessed to Lt. Cosgrove, according to the newspaper accounts. 

Little Joan Kuleba isn’t the only young girl to have been killed in New York this summer. Yet, no one even considered the possibility that there was a serial killer on the loose, preying on young, innocent children. No one except Detective Cosgrove.
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Monterey Beach, California, 1992

The magic of the beach is an illusion, its secrets never revealed. I am the lone runner left on the sand there, cassette player in my grip, listening to a Russian language tape. I quicken my pace to finish the long but exhilarating run. The sun is setting; I need to get off this beach.

My attention shifts from the cassette player, my eyes abruptly caught by the motion of someone in the distance in the empty beach parking lot. 

There is one vehicle with someone familiar, someone dressed in suit and tie, standing next to it; his arms are folded, and both the driver and passenger doors are fully open. 

It’s FBI Special Agent Paul Campo, a seasoned veteran agent assigned to the Monterey Bay Field Office. He says nothing upon my approach. 

There are no words at my side either; we both know how it is.

Simply, I remove my headphones and enter the vehicle. 

The driver and I, his only passenger, remain silent as if understanding one another instinctively, despite the unexpected nature of the veteran agent and his vehicle appearing in the beach parking lot. He waits there for me to finish my run, or so it appears.

I am an FBI Special Agent, temporarily assigned to Monterey Language School, studying Russian. After a few minutes, I break the silence to ask, “Paul, what is it?” 

“Kidnapping. Last night in Mountain View; it’s all hands on deck for this one. You won’t be back in language class until this is over. The director’s called the boss, and he’s mobilized everyone, no exceptions. When we arrive at our command post in Palo Alto, they’ll brief us; there’s more than one already set up.”

Upon arrival at the Bureau’s office in Palo Alto, over thirty agents and support personnel are busy setting up phones, computers, whiteboards. Campo and I enter the room almost unnoticed. Finally, a senior agent approaches us, giving us the background of the case and that of the kidnapped victim. “Strap in,” he tells us at the end of the briefing. “I don’t think we’ll be getting any sleep until this is over.”

Campo turns to me. “Your handcuffs, keep them with you.” 

Though my head nods, there’s nothing to say. More than a hundred agents have been assigned to this case, and Campo knows what he wants. 

But why will I need handcuffs? For what? 

It’s better to say nothing, out of respect for the veteran agent.

Charles Geschke, owner and founder of Adobe Systems, vanished without a trace from his Mountain View, California residence a couple of days prior, with no leads, no suspects, no information as to his whereabouts, or even if he’s still alive. 

Some unknown suspect has been making phone calls to Geschke’s only daughter from random telephone booths throughout the San Francisco Bay area. 

The suspect is demanding the daughter delivers $675,000 in unmarked banknotes to a location he’ll soon relay. The kidnappers are not allowing the daughter to hear her father’s voice as proof of life, something that’s always troublesome; why hand over such a hefty sum when the victim may be dead already for all we know? But there’s no delicate way to deliver this view to Geschke’s family, of course. A small team of agents is now working out of the Geschke home, trying to keep the wife and daughter calm. While the family is very wealthy, they drive modest vehicles, also living in an unassuming home in Mountain View.

One thing is for certain: they were not expecting any of this.

The Bureau has assigned Campo, me, and three other agents to cover the southern reaches of its San Francisco Field Office territory. So, we receive orders to go to the town of Santa Cruz and wait for further instructions. We have already raced in unmarked Bureau vehicles to several phone booths from which our suspects made calls in the previous days, but the kidnappers were long gone by the time we arrived. We are always too late, and meanwhile, the clock is still ticking.

Day Four begins with the agents growing weary. Exhaustion, frustration, and boredom set in. We need a break, and more than a modicum of luck. 

With each day, the chances of finding Geschke alive grow dimmer.  

Finally, on this fourth day, Campo receives a call from the Command Post. 

He briefs our small team, explaining that the SF Office, and its head Special Agent in Charge Richard Held, are under intense pressure to find Geschke alive. 

A kidnapping of Exxon executives on the East Coast, New Jersey, took a bad turn, the Bureau arriving too late and finding the victims buried alive, suffocated to death. 

There can be no repeat of that abysmal occurrence; no matter what it takes, Geschke must be found and rescued, breathing. We cannot have a second failure, and another dead victim.

Unexpectedly, as the sun sets over Monterey Bay on Day Four, the Bureau radio comes to life, informing us to race as quickly as possible toward the Monterey area where the ransom drop will occur. With an agent hidden in the vehicle's trunk and a surveillance team in hot pursuit, the victim’s daughter races to the assigned location in her car, transporting the requested bag of banknotes. There are stacks of them to be exact, all $675,000 drawn from a simple check written by the daughter out of her own bank account. 

Predictably, hidden inside the bag are tracking devices.

Campo tells me he’ll drive his Bureau vehicle, a meticulously clean and well-maintained Pontiac Trans-am. He watches me closely as I enter the passenger side. 

I already know he detests dirt and grime, bearing a reputation of being a bit OCD. No one dares comment to him or to anyone else about this quirk out of respect for the older agent.

As we listen to the chatter on the Bureau car radios, Campo and I realize we’re heading to Marina Beach where three days earlier, I commented to Campo that Geschke was probably being held in our area. In a half-joking manner, I’d said to him, “We’ll be back here in a few days dealing with this shit. Mark my words. We’ll be seeing this place again soon.”

Campo says nothing, seeing my head shake in disbelief as the news comes over the radio. “A beach, it just had to be a beach,” I say, sighing under my breath.

“Doesn’t matter. Just be ready,” he tells me.

It is now dark, a typical cold, foggy night along the Monterey Bay coast but this time, there’s extreme tension as the most critical phase of the kidnapping is about to begin. 

The suspects have given precise instructions for the money drop, and the SWAT and surveillance teams must carry out their jobs with extreme caution to prevent arousing suspicion and scaring away the perpetrators. Geschke’s life is on the line.

This is the time to get it right.

Campo and I stay on the perimeter, parked along a quiet service road close to the highway which runs along the coastline, toward the city of Monterey.

“What now Paul?” My voice breaks the silence of our vehicle as we stare out, pensive.

“What now?” He pauses. “We wait, and hope,” he finally responds.

As all good plans go, this one is no different. But good plans don’t necessarily lead to successful outcomes, do they? Good plans often do go awry, unfortunately.

Who could have predicted this? From the radio chatter, the money drop has been made, but there’s been a massive hitch; the surveillance teams weren’t in position. 

So, the bag of money is gone, vanished, our best chance of pursuing the kidnappers already lost because of the surveillance team’s poor execution of what we all agreed.

There are no signs of the suspects, and even worse, the small tracking devices concealed inside the bag are not functioning. Even a malfunction of the trackers would have been better than this, but these devices appear wholly flat, perhaps as if they haven’t been charged. 

The radio chatter is frantically reporting on the missing bag. 

No suspects, no bag, no money and worst of all, no victim.

Campo remains strangely calm in spite of it all, and I can only look at him, perplexed at his demeanor, yet simultaneously impressed. This guy just doesn’t get rattled.

While we could sit mulling over how this could have gone so badly wrong—and filling the air with blame and expletives—we have no time or inclination to give to such thoughts.

“Time to get to work,” I say to Campo. “This is our area, so let’s get the Sheriff’s Office guys out here with their tracking dogs and find this guy. He, or they, are out there somewhere in those dunes. Or they’ve already made their escape by water, which is unlikely.”

Minutes later, now nearly midnight, Monterey County Sheriff’s Deputy Sgt. Vance Stevens shows up with his tracking dog. I set off immediately with them. 

On our own, Sgt. Stevens and I scour the vast expanses of the dunes, a sand factory and several adjoining abandoned structures requiring thorough checking and clearing. 

Stevens, a former Army Ranger, is soft-spoken and not easily unsettled; and I like him immediately. Although he’s a bit of a loner in his department, and an outcast of sorts, I’ve already heard he’s competent and cool under pressure, exactly how I find him to be.

Meanwhile, the SWAT Team, kitted out with all their latest equipment, is low crawling along the dunes. Though there’s no sign of our stealthy fugitive(s), we manage to spot these SWAT guys with no trouble at all, bringing a wry smile and an inward groan. In the distance, they look almost comical as they move across the sand in unison, with their inching bug-like movements as they follow each other so closely. The moonlight silhouettes me and Stevens from our high vantage point, allowing us to survey the area from the top of the largest dune. 

The SWAT Team is a well-trained group accustomed to working as a team. 

Despite this, however, they are clearly out of their element in the vastness of the expansive beach and sand dunes, all moving too slowly and cautiously for my liking. As for me, I feel comfortable working like this, and alone. Here, it’s only me, Stevens, and Argo, his obedient Belgian Shepherd. I glance over at Stevens, his facial expression showing a cool, confident, but not arrogant operator. There is something familiar about the entire scene. 

I shake it off as déjà vu, thinking, SWAT will find this kidnapper or the ones who picked up the ransom package. I hope. I turn to Stevens and remark, “Vance, it’s the first time we’ve worked together but it’s not our last. I can feel it.”

He looks back at me, trying to process my words, and only shrugs. We need to focus on the mission for now and clear the sand factory and its adjacent buildings.

Stevens, his tracking dog, and I continue searching alone, heading through the vast dunes through the night which offers us no break, no time to rest, no letup. 

God knows, losing $675,000 of the family’s money is bad enough; if we also let our victim slip through our grasp, that will not be good. 

Geschke’s life is on the line. We are his only chance.
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After the all-night exhausting search, the sun is finally rising, illuminating Monterey Bay and its spectacular coastline with the City of Monterey off in the distance, several miles from the sand dunes. Out among those dunes, agents and several sheriff deputies are still working.

Campo and I return to his vehicle, unsure about the next step. We are both exhausted, as are all the law enforcement officers, having spent the night in what seems to have been a fruitless exercise. Still, we have no one in custody, and the victim’s whereabouts are unknown. To say things are not looking good would be a grievous understatement.

Several Bureau vehicles are scattered around the area, with agents talking among themselves; their primary supposition is along the lines that our suspect(s) may have hunkered down somewhere in the dunes, perhaps waiting for us to leave.

Finally, the radio crackles to life. There is hope. 

A SWAT agent has found a guy hiding in a tree, clinging to its limbs. 

The guy is exhausted, disoriented, and shaking from enduring so many hours in the damp night. It doesn’t take much to get a confession out of a person in such a state. 

So, he soon tells the agent that his name is Mohammed Albulkari. 

He admits, along with one accomplice, to having kidnapped Geschke.

With agents and vehicles scattered across many miles, there’s no time for meetings; the race is on. As soon as Campo and I hear the news on the radio, we jump into his vehicle and race toward the small town outside of Gilroy, a quiet bedroom community. The town of Hollister, mostly Hispanic, is but a short drive south of San José. There, the SWAT team will make the entry to the house where Geschke is being held, and we’re told we should stay well clear, several blocks away on the perimeter. We must wait, told not to move.

Campo surveys his vehicle as he drives, finding it not as clean as he likes, but at least the sand and rough terrain didn’t inflict any damage, something for which he is thankful.

He adjusts the windows, opening them slightly, then closing them a bit, before opening them some more. Up, down, up, down, the fragmented and jolting dance of panes of glass tries to soothe his OCD but is unsuccessful; they are electric windows, so they move too fast and too suddenly for his precise requirements, leaving him sighing. Achieving the correct fractional opening is impossible, especially as he is also the one doing the driving. 

Luckily for me, I am able to doze off in the passenger seat and feign ignorance of it all, resting in a sort of semi-unconscious mode from the lack of sleep over the past days and from the extreme physical exertion in those wretched dunes. Resting my elbow on the now open window, my scream pierces the night, abruptly awoken by a long stab of excruciating pain.

That goddamn glass has just closed, taking my hand with it! 

Campo realizes, frantically searching and fumbling for the window control, sending our car swerving erratically across lanes of traffic. My eyes are wide as the vehicle careens hard, seeking to avoid colliding with an oncoming agriculture truck. 

Finally, Campo regains control, somehow setting us back on the right side of the road. 

He doesn’t say a word to me as if it’s not happened, and in return, there’s nothing I can really say to it either, except for, “Well, at least I’m awake now.” 

And he just carries on driving as my heartbeat resettles to its normal pace.

Soon, Campo finds a quiet residential street a few blocks away from the house which is thought to be where Geschke is being held. Campo seems at ease, almost as if he’s on a pleasurable road trip. “Get your popcorn. SWAT will finish this thing,” he casually remarks. I feel my hand still throbbing a bit. I’m not so sure about SWAT for some reason ...

“You think so? This is how it ends? With us just sitting in this car, not even bystanders. I suppose it’s all right as long as they get him out in one piece,” I remark.

It’s the only fragment of hope remaining.

In a fashion not unlike most so-called “tactical” teams that in theory are supposed to react quickly, effectively, and in a stealth mode, the operation gets bogged down in the planning phase, all while the clock is ticking. Campo and I, both veterans of SWAT teams from prior assignments, figure as much as there’s an eerie silence on the radio. 

Akin to how the jungle falls silent when a predator creeps through the dense trees, all radio chatter has stopped. Something is telling me the planning side of things could be better. The greater the stark silence, the higher the likelihood of a mess-up.

Call it intuition, a sixth sense if you like. Or simply borne of experience. 

“Experienced street agents could have done this on the fly without this BS,” I tell Campo, finally needing to let it out. He just nods and says nothing, but we both know something is wrong, even though we’re no longer exchanging words. 

Well, what can we do? What will more talk achieve?

Finally, the radio crackles to life, shattering the silence. The SWAT team has finally made entry. The on-scene Bureau commander, frustrated at the SWAT team’s delay in acting, sends the suspect into the house alone, to convince his accomplice to surrender. 

It’s a high-risk and unwise decision and sure enough, the SWAT team leader, furious and screaming over the radio, now realizes one suspect has already fled, vanished. 

The description over the Bureau radio is vague and unhelpful. A bodybuilder type, white male, twenties, wearing a dark jacket. Not much to go on in this mostly Hispanic town of thirty thousand population, in a neighborhood clustered with small single-family homes, residents going about their business, walking on the sidewalks, children playing.

“Paul, who is that guy?” I point to a lone white male walking down the street at a normal stride; catching his appearance, he doesn’t look Hispanic, nor is he particularly athletic looking. He just looks out of place, shining to me like a beacon in the dark.

Campo spots him. “Yeah, I see him.”

I look at Campo. “Well? Shall we?”

Campo’s OCD kicks in. His vehicle is parallel parked tightly on the narrow street. A sudden acceleration out of the carefully placed vehicle could cause bumper damage, and that would mean endless Bureau paperwork, something that would greatly complicate his life.

“Paul!” I scream at him. “We need to go, now!”

By the time he maneuvers the vehicle out of the tight space in a several-point maneuver, the figure is gone, vanished. A hundred yards from where we first saw him, we spot a parked Bureau car with two agents who seem oblivious and offer no help. 

But Campo and I both know the territory and we’re sure that guy just doesn’t fit.

Seconds later, there’s the same figure again. “Paul, there he is!” 

Campo guns the vehicle, racing toward the unsuspecting individual.

Time slows and I bail out although we’ve barely stopped, drawing my weapon, a Smith and Wesson 357 revolver. Campo also bails but now, there are many bystanders. We’re not alone on these busy streets and we’re wearing civilian clothes.

No raid jackets, nothing to identify ourselves as law enforcement. 

My torn jeans and a frayed, dirty shirt, don’t go far toward making me convincing as an FBI Special Agent. The unknown individual continues walking, not sparing us a glance.

“FBI, put your hands in the air!” I scream at him.

Tunnel vision. Campo’s gone. I don’t see him! 

He is outside of my narrowing vision, my focus on the threat while Campo is fully occupied keeping shocked bystanders away. 

His voice is there, but where is he?

A few bystanders encircle us, our vehicle having stopped in the middle of a busy intersection. The people in this close-knit community take care of one another. 

We are outsiders. They don’t want the likes of us around this place. And they need to know every small thing we’re intent on doing, despite the fact that our perpetrator is getting away. Why did they not encircle him instead? Is he known to them?

Did they just not see him?

Campo confronts the bystanders to stop them from moving closer but he’s only audible to me, screaming at them to stand back and stay away.

The individual, now the suspect, isn’t complying with my commands either. 

By now, he has slowed his stride but continues to walk away. 

I yell the command again, focusing my weapon’s sights on the suspect’s body mass. It will be two shots, and I’m ready despite being oddly calm. But the adrenaline rush has given me tunnel vision, the threat the only thing I can see. There is no one else in my world right now. 

At any moment, the suspect—who has his back to me, his hands now on his front waistline—will likely reach for a weapon. He will turn and fire at me. 

There’s no cover, no opportunity to conceal myself. No, it’s one on one here, in the open street. Slowly, I take the slack out of the trigger. This will be over quickly. 

I will kill the suspect as he turns with his weapon. 

What takes maybe a few seconds appears much longer, the suspect raising his hands slowly above his head in surrender, so it appears. I secure my weapon in its holster, now about ten yards from the suspect. The gap closes as I sprint, bringing him forcefully face down on the ground. Campo, too, is right there beside me, appearing out of nowhere. 

Reaching behind, there they are, just as Campo ordained. My handcuffs. 

Soon, the suspect lies cuffed on the ground and it’s over, the handcuffs clicked into place. 

Campo, for reasons I don’t understand, verbally gives the suspect his Miranda rights right there, the suspect prone and face down in the middle of the street. 

My head shakes, nonplussed. It’s not Bureau protocol ... 

But what the heck, who even cares at this point? We have him.

Pulling the wallet from the man’s front pocket, my eyes squint to read the California Driver’s License name: Jack Sayed. My mind is whirring. 

“Jack, what are you doing here?” I ask.

“I am living here. I am studying at the local community college. Why have you arrested me?” he answers in perfect, unaccented English.

“Sayed, you are Palestinian?”

“No, Jordanian,” he responds.

“Sure, and you live in Hollister,” I comment with more than a hint of sarcasm.

Campo radios in the arrest. The Command Post acts incredulous. “No, you don’t have the right guy. We told you, he’s a bodybuilder, and your clothing and physical description are all wrong. You’ve arrested an innocent bystander. Let him go immediately.” 

Campo’s response travels back over the Bureau car radio. “Fat chance on that. We will bring him to you. Let Geschke decide whether this is his kidnapper or not.”

Geschke has been freed in the interim, so we can hear it from his own mouth.

We transport Sayed in the vehicle, handcuffed, and present him to Geschke, who is currently standing in front of the house where he’s been held as a prisoner for five grueling days, chained in a closet. Bureau agents, police officers, vehicles, and SWAT are everywhere, plentiful news crews also descending on this small, generally quiet town which has probably never seen as much action all at one time. 

Geschke, looking surprisingly fresh and well, positively IDs Sayed as one of the two kidnappers. We feel vindicated, though not smugly triumphant; there’s no place for being self-satisfied in this job. Regardless, our agents’ intuition and street sense have paid off. 

The kidnapping is over and our man Geschke is alive, which is all we wanted. My thoughts drift to his family, to the reunion they will shortly enjoy, hugs and tears. The small matter of the $675,000 is something we will need to look at in due course, retrieving what we can for them, if it has not already been funneled away someplace.

Both kidnappers are now in Bureau custody.

My attention fades momentarily, my mind floating away, back to a sudden realization that I need to return to language school. The Russian language course is beyond intense and losing time from it far from ideal since catching up will be difficult, if not impossible. 

No matter. My handcuffs were there when I needed them, and now they are clasped around the wrists of a kidnapper. It’s over. 

For now at least.
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Chapter 4
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Monterey, California

Campo drives me back to my bureau vehicle still parked on the beach, and I somehow stay awake long enough to drive back to my residence. 

On arrival, I can barely step out of the vehicle, so exhausted and flat am I. 

My clothing is in a torn and tattered state. I am finally home but at times like this, the body has an uncanny ability to keep on and stay on its feet while the brain seems to have shut down long ago, dwelling in the strange twilight zone of neither sleep nor waking.

My shoulders slump, my lower back aching, my neck stiff, and my mind lost in a haze.

“Well, you’ve got them now. I have to get to work, and I’m already late,” screams my wife from the bedroom as she hears me enter the house. There is no interest in what we have just done, the stress and the pressure of it. In her head, it’s a job, like any other. She is thinking of her need to leave and to hand over the responsibilities of childcare to Dad.

And why should she think any differently? She doesn’t know, can’t know. But sometimes, it would be nice to return to peace and calm, to a welcome and a ‘put up your feet.’

Not today. No chance. There’s not even an ounce of strength in me to argue back, a sense of acquiescence and resignation overtaking everything, my body ready to fall.

There’s a plaintive murmuring in the air; I realize it’s my own voice.

“I need to sleep a little. I can’t do it. Can you wait, just give me an hour?” I plead with her. “The kidnapping’s over. Campo and I arrested one kidnapper. Did you see it on TV?”

“No, no time for TV. You got him. Good, but now you have the kids to take care of. And what the heck did you do to your shoes? I just threw them in the trash. They were ripped, wet, and dirty. Where have you been?”

I don’t answer, can’t answer, can’t give more. My body collapses onto the bed, the alarm set for one hour, asleep before my head manages to hit the pillow.

***
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“DAD, DADDY!” CRIES the mischievous little girl’s voice right in my ear, waking me, tugging me from the arms of much-needed sleep, from the comforting REM phase in which I dream and nurture myself into a form of renewal. My eyes open slowly, begrudgingly, seeing my four-year-old daughter, Kristin, tugging at me, laughing and squealing, ignorant of the fact that her father appears awake but still lost in a slumber state, somehow. 

What the hell is that? 

Something sticky adheres to the side of my face. 

A note from my wife, something I’ll read when my eyes can focus again. 

I call my sister. “Hey. Thanks for the heads up. Sometimes, you scare me. But you were right again.” A few days earlier, she told me the kidnapping was going to take me to a beach.

“Do you know where I’ve been and what’s happened? No, never mind. Why were you in New York? You saw Mom and Dad?” I ask. It sometimes seems odd and alienating that while I am searching for perpetrators of crime, enmeshed in a world my family don’t know and are not a part of, they are continuing their normal lives, doing everyday things.

For a while, my mind dwells in a headspace between two lives, so it seems. It takes time to return to this reality and to be a useful part of the family, to be truly back with them.

Jennifer cuts me off. “I was right, huh? Actually, I was in the NYPD archives. You won’t believe what I found; it fits perfectly in my thesis. I need to discuss this with my professor but I don’t know where to begin. She’s really awesome, you know. The Bureau—you—could use her. Oh, and I’m going to the lake tomorrow.”

“Jennifer, I’m exhausted, and I don’t want to talk about the past. Leave it be and stay away from the lake. Focus on your future, your career. You’ve just moved to Florida, and you’re already back in New York? I don’t understand. And the Bureau’s going to solicit the advice of some wacko psychologist professor? Are you kidding me?” 

Irritated and aggrieved by our conversation, I hang up the phone.

Sometimes, I wonder why I bother to make these calls.

––––––––
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CRANBERRY LAKE, NEW Jersey

The vehicle comes to a halt in the tight gravel parking area, and Jennifer steps out. She knows the place but stops to survey her surroundings before walking toward a path leading to a cluster of modest homes in the small lake cove. She has been here before. As opposed to her intensity and pace exhibited at the NYPD Archives just days before, she is pensive, reflective, not sure of herself as she walks up the stairs and steps leading to a house.

She freezes on the steps, her head throbbing with intense pain. The flashback is coming, and what’s worse, there is no way to stop it.

A young girl of perhaps five or six is playing on the steps, rising to pull open the entry door of the lake house where she sees her mother Linda with Aunt Debby in the kitchen.

Linda looks to be in her late twenties or early thirties, thin, attractive, but with an edginess to her today. Jennifer can hear her mother speaking to Aunt Debby. Linda turns to her sister, saying in a raised voice, “They took everything. The place is cleaned out, Debby. Not a single decent pan left. I know for a fact there were cast iron skillets but now — gone. Who does that?”

Aunt Debby’s softer voice tries to calm the tension. “Linda, maybe we’re just not seeing everything. It’s possible they didn’t take anything...we don’t know for sure.”

She’s trying to diffuse the situation, smiling at her as she speaks.

Jennifer walks through the kitchen, sort of skip-walking into the living room where she spots an enormous book, picking it up from its resting place on the end table of the couch. 

She sits on the couch and looks at the cover, turning pages, trying to sound out the words. 

The book she holds is the family Bible. Still happily seated, she stays engrossed in the meaty tome, slowly and deliberately turning the pages until she stops on one, handwritten. 

She sounds out the words, pleased that she can make sense of the words in this weighty book.

A minute into her reading aloud, Linda enters the living room. 

“What are you doing? What do you have there, Jennifer?”

“A book. I’m reading it. This was Grandma’s?” she asks her mother.

“No, it wasn’t and it doesn’t belong to you.” Linda takes the book out of her daughter’s hands forcefully, placing it high on a shelf out of her daughter’s reach.

“Can’t I have it? It was Grandma’s. I want it. I can read the words, and there were lots of names, and I can read them!” she pleads with her mother, but it is not the kind of whining most children would do. She somehow identifies with the book, feeling it belongs with her.

“No. It’s not yours. It’s not a book for children anyway.”

As Linda walks back toward the kitchen, Jennifer’s eyes linger on the book. She wants to ask her mother why it matters so much to her. A little sadly, Jennifer leaves the living room, heading outside toward the lake.

Her aunt’s soft voice says, “Jen, please don’t go near the lake, will you? And I’ve said before, stay away from the dock. I’ll come with you in a minute, OK?” 

“OK, Aunt Debby, I’ll wait outside.” Jennifer smiles, a little sad, and hugs her aunt as the door behind her closes.

***
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AND WITH THIS, JENNIFER is back from her flashback which hit her without warning. 

How long was she standing there?

A few minutes perhaps, but now she has returned to the present.

Jennifer has reached the house where she almost knocks on the door but doesn’t want to alarm the strangers who may be living there. Instead, she walks down to the dock, smiling and recalling when she was just a small child, her older brothers fishing from this spot and jumping into the water, also her cousins playing in the yard. Lost, she feels, gazing out to the swimming raft in the cove, the place which seemed so far away when she was small.

A voice startles her. “Ms., can we help you? What are you doing? Are you OK?” 

The woman appears to be in her late sixties, with an older looking husband standing next to her. They are well-dressed, the man attired in a weathered sports coat, with a tie. 

It looks as though they’ve never updated their wardrobes, typical of older people who live modestly or feel themselves too old to bother renewing their clothing. Perhaps they are spendthrifts, seeing their garments as non-essentials, saving and making do when they can.

“I’m OK! Sorry! I didn’t think anyone was home. When I was a child, I used to come here, you know,” she says, her voice full of enthusiasm and excitement. “You see, it was my grandparents’ home. So, my brothers and I, my cousins, we came here. But we stopped when I was quite young, when my grandmother passed away. It was a long time ago.”

“You are a Cosgrove?” the woman asks in a New York accent, but closer to a New England one. It seems familiar to Jennifer, but from another time long ago, perhaps.

Jennifer begins, “I’m a Cosgrove. My father ...” 

The woman interrupts her, lifting her hand in a stopping motion.

“I know who you are. In fact, I knew your family, your grandfather, everyone. Stay as long as you like, as long as you need to.” 

The woman, not waiting for a reply, walks away with the man, her husband.

Jennifer turns her gaze abruptly back to the lake where some geese have landed near the dock, making an enormous splash. She turns back to respond to the elderly woman and man. 

But they have disappeared from view.

She takes her camera out of the handbag, putting it up to her face, intending to take photos. Instead, she stops and puts it slowly away, then meanders back, this time all the way past the house, down the steps, and toward her parked vehicle.

A woman, perhaps forty years old and dressed in business attire, now heads toward her.

“Ms., are you interested in the house? In seeing it? You might like it as a vacation house, perhaps?”

Jennifer looks at her, perplexed. 

“Huh? The house is for sale? I didn’t see any signs, and just spoke with the people living here. They said nothing about wanting to sell it. I’ve only just come from them ...”

The woman cuts her off, her face caught in a frown as if she’s confused too. 

“Excuse me. What people? They can’t have come from this house because it’s been unoccupied for some time. There was a couple here, but they moved out years ago. Well, the woman did. Her husband died, and she had to go into a nursing home. Anyway, I’m the listing agent, trying to sell the place for the family. So, are you interested? It’s been on the market for a while. Needs work, but it’s a very pleasant location on this quiet cove.”

“I don’t know. Let me think about it.” 

Jennifer appears distracted and off balance, processing what’s happened, wondering who she earlier spoke with, and how they could have known her grandparents and cousins.

The agent hands her a business card and Jennifer departs in her vehicle, gazing into the rear-view mirror as the small gravel parking area and house fade away. 

She wipes away a tear as she turns onto the main road.

***
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SAN JOSÉ, CALIFORNIA 1992

Campo and I are sitting in the State Prosecutor’s office in San José.

The powers that be have decided to try the kidnappers in State Court, and if convicted, they could face a severe sentence ranging from twenty years to life. The prosecutor, a youthful but seemingly competent and experienced sort, goes over the arrest of the suspect. 

“So, you guys had the clothing description, physical description, etc., and based on that information, you arrested Sayed. Is that how it went?”

I look at Campo, unsure how to respond.

Campo speaks up. “Well, sort of. He didn’t fit.”

The prosecutor stares, says nothing until finally, he manages, “Huh?”

Campo continues on, “You see, we both know Hollister, we know the streets, we know who belongs and who doesn’t. And Sayed, well, he just didn’t fit in. He wasn’t Hispanic, walked a bit too fast for our liking too. He wasn’t a Caucasian either.”

The prosecutor stops him. “OK, agents. Enough of this. One of you is going to have to testify in the preliminary hearing; it’s a sort of mini trial before the actual one, an oddity of the State of California, but not so unique. One of you needs to testify that Sayed fit the description you had, and that you stopped him based on that. Your voodoo, intuition, street-smart shit won’t hold up, so you can’t possibly testify to that. The judge, and then if we make it to trial, the jury, will think you’re reckless cowboys. You do understand this, right?” 

We say nothing, looking at one another briefly.

He continues, “I get it. I appreciate your gypsy or tracker dog instincts, sixth sense, intuition, whatever you want to call it. But this is a court of law. We have laws, we have procedures, and just because an individual doesn’t ‘fit’ according to your standards, that doesn’t mean you can draw down on him, pile on, handcuff and arrest him. Jesus, you almost shot him as I understand. Were you guys fucking losing it?”

Campo has had enough, about to boil over, barely able to contain himself. I find myself sort of amused by the whole thing, but say nothing, eyeing them both.

Campo stands up, as if about to leave. He turns to the prosecutor. “OK. This is how it will go. Cosgrove will testify that Sayed fit the description of a bodybuilder, etc., and that is why we stopped him. We cuffed him for safety reasons, his and ours.”

The prosecutor nods. 

Campo turns to me. “Is that OK with you?”

I nod too; yes, it makes sense. “Fine, and what about this Miranda warning problem?” 

The prosecutor looks down at his file. “Yeah, the interviewing agents never mirandized Sayed. Not sure why, but I understand that you, Campo, verbally did so during the arrest. Is that accurate?”

“Yes, I did,” Campo responds.

“Well, it’s a damn good thing since Sayed’s confession would likely be inadmissible without it. I am so glad you guys did that. That is all for now. Oh, no, one more thing. What if you were wrong? What if you arrested an innocent bystander on the street; what would you have done then?”

Campo is quick in response. 

“If we’d been wrong? Probably buy him a steak dinner. But we don’t make mistakes like that. We are Special Agents of the Federal Bureau of Investigation. Have a nice day, prosecutor.”

With that, Campo ends the meeting, and we walk out of the office.
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Chapter 5



[image: ]




San José, California, 1993

The Bureau car radio crackles and comes to life as the dispatcher summons me back to the office. There is no reason given. Just, “Get back here.” I don’t allow my mind to wander, speculating why the sudden need to return. There could be a thousand reasons, though most of them not good. Best to just get back there and deal with whatever’s waiting for me.

I pass through the doorway into the reception area, finding a young, attractive, well-dressed woman sitting there alone. 

Buzzed through into the Bureau’s inner offices, I head to the office of the agent on duty.

He says, “That woman out there, the one you just walked by, she wants to speak with a Russian-speaking agent. You’re it. Good luck.”

“Did she say what she wants? Did you run a background check on her?”

“Nothing came up. You’re experienced and the only Russian speaker in this office. She doesn’t look too dangerous to me.” 

He seems preoccupied with other matters, either that or he’s downright disinterested.

“OK. Then I’ll talk to her in the interview room. Shouldn’t take long. I’ve got plenty of other things to deal with and really don’t need this. She could be a nut, but I’ll talk to her.”

The agent on duty just stares as if he has no time for this preamble. Or for anything.

But I carry on making my views known, regardless. 

“When I walked by, she was sitting quietly, sort of staring or meditating. Not sure.” I head back to the reception room to meet the young lady and pay heed to her story or her complaint.

“You speak Russian?” are her first words when she sees me entering the reception room. 

She looks at me with an intensity and stare I haven’t experienced in a while.

“Yes.”

“Good,” she says, intensifying her hard gaze. “Can you protect me?” 

With this question, her piercing amber eyes seem to brighten, forbidding me to look away.

Escorting her past the metal detectors, I lead her into the interview room.

“Protect you from what?” I ask her. As soon as the words are out of my mouth, I realize this is no way to start an interview. I am already losing control and she, the woman calling herself Annie Nazari is now interviewing me. I need to regain control of this right away.

“From powerful and dangerous people,” is all she adds as if she has released me from her hypnotic, superpower stare, turning to look out of the office window. 

Yet, she still seems the one firmly in control of the room, and of me.

My mind races. Haven’t I traveled down this road before in another time and place? 

Yes, my first office of assignment, Kansas City, on the case that nearly broke me. Two confidential sources murdered, police corruption, a serial killer, and a violent drug trafficking ring at the center of it all. So, this is a déjà vu moment, but the kind of déjà vu that brings only stress and regret, nothing more. This woman, perhaps Afghan, Tajik or Uzbek, judging from her appearance, is mysterious and cunning. She is in no rush. Not desperate, not needy. Assertive.

She exudes independence and sophistication. 

And she knows men, that much is apparent to me. Control of this interview still eludes me.

“So, Ms. Nazari, why exactly are you here? Why come to an FBI office, asking to speak with a Russian-speaking agent?” My words seek to wrestle back control of our exchange.

She is sizing me up. I am certain of that. But Nazari is going to reveal nothing until she has a sense of my character, or at least until she feels comfortable enough to reveal to me what she knows. For her, the information she possesses has value; it is a commodity so she isn’t simply going to hand it over as she would a piece of chocolate or a slice of cake.

“What do you know about diamonds?” she asks, reengaging me with those piercing amber eyes, also swiveling her chair back to me. It is now my turn. She is playing a game, determined to stay in the lead, unwilling to allow me to control the interview. She has the knowledge after all, having voluntarily come to the office. She is in charge, not me.

This will not be easy, nor will it be a quick interview. That much I can figure with her question, and the sense I’m already developing about her. On the brink of pausing the interview to summon another agent to the room with me, another thought comes. 

No, I can deal with this woman alone. Besides, there aren’t many agents in the office on this sunny afternoon. They’re out on the street. So, I’m on my own, just Ms. Nazari and me.

“I know nothing about diamonds. So, tell me, Ms. Nazari, tell me your story. You’re taking my time while there are other cases and other things to do. But you have my attention for now. Go ahead, or please go on your way. You have come here voluntarily, asking to speak with a Russian-speaking agent. Here I am. Now, tell me what brings you to me.” 

Honestly, I’ve had enough already. With a heavy caseload weighing on me, I am wasting valuable time. The days are long enough in the Bureau, seemingly endless. 

There has been a hiring freeze for the past few years, with the obvious result that we have far fewer agents to handle an ever-growing workload. 

Agents experience burnout and remain in a constant state of exhaustion.

“OK. I will tell you. Only you. But you need to listen. Are you listening?” 

This Annie Nazari—Nazari as I think of her—is no ordinary woman, that much I am fast coming to realize. The story this mysterious woman reveals seems incredulous, a tale involving the looting of the Russian treasury.

Diamonds, gold, priceless art, and other valuables. 

If what she is saying is true, it will not be easy to investigate or to prove. 

Nazari tells me she has access to individuals running a company called Golden ADA in San Francisco, the company receiving and selling these purportedly looted treasures. 

Two Armenians founded Golden ADA, their names Ashot and David Shagirian. 

She explains they are brothers who immigrated a few years earlier from Yerevan, entering the country along with a third person, a Russian national. Nazari only knows him as Andrey.

It turns out that Andrey is involved too. 

Hailing from Moscow, Andrey’s intent was to move to the United States to oversee the operation. Nazari tells me the Russian mafia and corrupt government officials from the Kremlin are behind the whole thing. She knows a lot about it all, so it appears. 

But I also know she is holding back, not surprising. Whatever her game or intent, it will take time for it to play out, and for Nazari to reveal more of what she knows. So, as I mentioned earlier, I have been down this road before, back in Kansas City. Due to certain events there, it’s imperative to avoid repeating mistakes in dealing with female sources. 

That’s if I can avoid it. If even half of what Nazari is telling me is true, then this investigation is set to be complex, consuming, challenging, and dangerous.

I later write up the interview into an FD-302 format, the standard report form for the FBI, filing it away in a locked drawer in my desk, the details too sensitive to upload into the Bureau’s case file system for now. If this woman is eventually going to work with me, her identity and information will need to be protected just as she requested. 

I also need to know more about this Ms. Nazari. Who is she exactly, what does she do for a living, and what is her motivation in coming to the Bureau’s San José office?

The Golden ADA company is based in San Francisco, with their offices at the prestigious Transamerica Pyramid building. So, why wouldn’t Nazari go to the Bureau’s offices in San Francisco instead? Why make the effort to come to San José office? 

No matter, I have plenty of work before meeting with her again. 

The next time, I will be ready for her, also better able to stay in control. Hopefully.

Nazari’s last words as she is leaving are still playing on my mind, troubling me more than they should as I pull into the garage of my home in the Monterey area. 

“Can you keep this between us? I will work for you, no one else,” she says as she rolls up the window of her vehicle and spins out of the office parking lot. 

It causes a flashback to my experiences with such sources in Kansas City. 

There, two young, attractive female sources, both with drug addictions and working the streets, ended up brutally murdered. Several weeks later, authorities discovered their bodies in a park but I would soon find out that no one cared much about their fate. 

Not Quantico, not the Bureau, no one. 

I am determined not to have Nazari meet the same gruesome and untimely fate, although she seems capable of taking care of herself. Yet so did those women, and it’s not my place to consider how capable they are of looking after themselves. Nobody knows for sure.

As I close the Bureau vehicle door, my two young children already come to greet me, happy to see their father. Work fades away instantaneously at their bright faces and incessant lively chatter, filled with enthusiasm at me having finally escaped from work. 

My wife is in the backyard, tending to our garden. 

Bureau wives are accustomed to not asking their husbands about their day and what they’ve been up to, an unspoken rule. Besides, with the classified nature of some of the work, there is nothing much to share, not even with my spouse. The rare exception is if the case has made it into the media, in case of an arrest, search warrant or trial. 

Even then, they do not share the details, the spouse being an outsider.

The Bureau is everything, and the organization demands unconditional loyalty, acting as a “jealous mistress” as one of my FBI Academy instructors at Quantico used to tell the class. 

“You can keep secrets from your spouse or family, but never can you do it to the Bureau. The Bureau never forgets and never forgives.” 

These words stay with me, a warning to all of us and not to be taken lightly.

At the kitchen table on this evening, I stare out the window in thought. My wife Lenore has seen this kind of behavior before from me, so she knows what it means. 

Something has happened today at work. “So, what’s up? You have a fresh case and you’re thinking about it, aren’t you?” she asks, trying to elicit a reaction.

“Yeah. It’s getting overwhelming. I sort of wish I were back in Russian language school. It’s just that I’m juggling a lot. Drug trafficking cases, money laundering, frauds, sources, helping other agents, surveillances, and today, a new person came into the office with a story. Well, I really don’t know what to make of it. With this hiring freeze going on nearly two years, and no new agents coming on board, we’re all suffocating. It’s oppressive, you know? Sixty plus hours a week plus commuting time, I don’t know how much longer I can do this. But we’re all in the same situation. No matter. One day at a time, I suppose.”

“So, this person who came to your office ... A female, right?” 

My wife had a sense or intuition, something like that, not much different from my sister. Maybe that was why they got along so well.

“Yeah. She was or is.”

“And she’s pretty but mysterious. You’re intrigued by her. She probably has you all figured out. You better never meet her alone, and please don’t give her any of my clothing this time,” Lenore says with an icy stare.

Women. 

They will all drive me crazy, eventually—my sister, wife, mother, even my daughter and my past and present female sources. I’m better off staying away from the lot of them.

“I have no intention of doing that, never again. Look, that woman, that source, Lenore, we talked about it, didn’t we? I’m sorry. She had nothing left, nothing, and I already had two murdered sources. I didn’t want a third. We had to move her away as quickly as possible for her safety. Let’s drop this discussion, please. Enough, it’s in the past. It’s over, gone.” 

I want my wife to drop it forever, but even now, she periodically raises it. 

This time, I should have seen it coming, needing to accept the fact she’ll never let it go. The only way to understand it is to tell myself it must hold a deeper significance for her, deeper than I can fathom or recognize.
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Chapter 6
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The typical workday in the Bureau office begins early, agents beginning to arrive from six o’clock in the morning, while eight o’clock is considered late. 

There is plenty of paperwork to catch up on, plus squad meetings, informal chats between agents, case strategy discussions, a lot going on. It seems to never let up.

Yet, there are compartments. The Bureau compartmentalizes information, people, and squad areas, limiting access, and sometimes completely closing it off unless you have business being there. Not everything, or everyone, is privy and fair game for display or discussion, or for sharing in the office. 

There’s always something going on behind the scenes.

As an agent, you accept that fact. We work the entire socio-economic spectrum in our cases, just as I was told in my first office. You can meet with a street-level drug dealer, and in the next moment, can be in the office of an elected official, sometimes in a highly confrontational and imposing setting. You have to hold your own, regardless of the environment. It’s that kind of job, one in which you have to maneuver, work, and move along this wide spectrum, seamlessly. Otherwise, you will never be successful as an investigator in the FBI, it’s that simple. You have to be capable of handling all kinds of people. Subjects, witnesses and sources from diverse backgrounds, cultures, and life experiences.

This is a day-in, day-out challenge, and some agents are good at it, others, not so good. 

I believe I am good. Not claiming to be the best, but far from the worst. 

As a midshipman, then naval officer, eventually ending up with the Bureau as a Special Agent, I have traveled extensively on top of having grown up in a tough New York City neighborhood. I have seen a lot, maybe too much in certain ways.

My commute to the San José office turns out to be longer than most. 

My wife and I have stayed in the Monterey area after Russian language school, and I manage the commute, with my wife working nights at the local hospital. It’s not an easy arrangement, but still, it’s one that will benefit our son and daughter for the next few years.

I arrive in the office that morning before seven, remove my weapon from the holster and place it in a locked desk drawer and begin work. My work inbox is nearly full. Most agents have routine leads and a few unusual tasks in theirs. The challenge for us is to juggle everything and not become overwhelmed, particularly at the start of the workday. 

The nature of the work as an agent also varies; it depends upon your squad assignment, your seniority, and the level of your ambition. Some agents happily sit back and wait for work to come to their inbox while others are more aggressive, getting out on the streets, developing informants and sources. But sometimes, in the pursuit of good contacts and cases, it’s easy to forget a couple of important popular sayings. 

Early in my career, a seasoned agent used to tell me, “Big cases bring big problems, little cases bring little problems, and no cases bring no problems.”

The second saying was, “Be careful what you wish for.”

So, some agents hustle for cases, preferring the presence of at least some problems over the chance of staying idle, i.e., picking up no cases. However, on occasions, a hustled large case will turn out to bring more than its fair share of those aforementioned problems.

“Hey Sharon, can you come over to my desk when you’re free?” I ask Sharon Austin, an intelligence analyst supporting the work of street agents. Everyone in the office knows her as one of our best analysts. Sharon worked under Director Hoover, the Bureau’s longest serving director with forty-seven years of service under his belt by the time he died in 1972. 
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