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ONE

	12 September

	Brooklyn, New York

	 

	Jake heaved the wheeled metal cart into the Religion section, rolled out his shoulders, then started reshelving the books the morning’s customers had left strewn all over the café and lounge. He smiled at the great cosmic joke this section told—Christian Inspiration across from Eastern Religions, Buddhism and Hinduism next to Islam. Nothing burning and nobody dying. Try that in the real world.

	He didn’t have to pull shelf duty—he was the manager, he could get one of the kids to do it—but it let him have some contact with the books as something other than entries on a spreadsheet. Even after six years of ten- or twelve-hour days, he still loved the smell of new books, crisp paper, and glue promising new ideas or new worlds.

	His phone chirped. He pressed the switch on his headset. “Yeah?”

	“Jake, um, could you come down here?” Gwyneth sounded jumpier than usual. “Some kinda scary guys wanna talk to you.”

	“Sure.” Jake sighed, wrestled the overloaded cart out of the aisle, and parked it next to the endcap. What set off Gwyneth this time? To her, “scary” meant someone wearing a tie.

	He spotted them the moment the escalator brought him within sight of the register counter. Two men, dark suits, safe ties, short hair, watchful eyes. Cops, he figured. What do they want? Gwyneth cowered behind her register a few feet to the right of the cops, wrapping herself tight in her black knit cardigan, as if waiting for the men to bite her.

	Jake closed with the men and gave each a scan. One fair-haired white, one semi-dark Latino, clean-shaven, thirties, serious. “You looking for me?”

	The white one returned the examination. “Jacob Eldar?”

	“Yeah.”

	The cop pulled a flat leather folder from his inside coat pocket, letting it fall open. “Special Agent Johanssen, FBI. This is Special Agent Medina. There someplace we can talk?”

	“Uh, sure, come on.” Jake led them upstairs to the edge of the mostly-empty café. Why would the FBI want to talk to him? Subversive books? Sure, like those would make the buy list.

	They sat at a red laminate two-top next to the windows overlooking the street, Jake on one side, both the agents crowded around the other. Kelli, the new girl on coffee duty, took one look at the three of them and skittered to the café’s far end to wipe down tables.

	Medina began before Jake could think of anything to say. “Do you still hold dual citizenship, Mr. Eldar? American and Israeli?”

	“Yeah.”

	“Are you in contact with anyone in Israel? Other than your parents.”

	Something scurried around Jake’s gut. The FBI knew about his parents? “Couple friends, an army buddy. Why?”

	“Have you been approached by anyone with the Israeli government, or, say, an Israeli company?”

	He hadn’t had any contact with the Israeli government since he’d dragged Rinnah here to get away from the place. He hoped he never would. “No, nobody. What’s this about?”

	Johanssen leaned his forearms on the table. “Read the paper, Mr. Eldar?”

	“Yeah.”

	“You see about that terrorist guy got killed in Qatar couple weeks back?”

	“I saw it happened. Didn’t spend a lot of time on it.”

	“Well.” Johanssen tapped the table with two fingers. “Someone using your passport and your name may have been involved. You lend your passport to anyone, Mr. Eldar?”

	Jake glanced between the two agents. When would they break out laughing? Would some guy with a video camera pop out from behind the espresso machine? “Are you serious? Why would I do that?”

	Medina pulled a paper from inside his coat, unfolded it, smoothed it on the middle of the table. “Do you know this man?”

	A man in his forties stared at him from the grainy, blown-up passport photo. Triangular face, broken nose, straight black hair, moustache, sober glasses. Darkish skin; he could be any kind of Mediterranean, even Latino. “Never saw him before.”

	“According to Qatari Immigration, that’s Jacob Eldar of 475 18th Street, Brooklyn.”

	Shit. Jake looked into the fixed dark eyes in the photo. His name, his address. But why him? What else did this guy take? “Who is he really?”

	Johanssen shrugged. “Don’t know. Smart money’s on Mossad right now. You know, the Israeli CIA.”

	“I know who they are.” And wished he didn’t, but the Feds didn’t need to know about that. “Can’t help you. Sorry.”

	The two agents exchanged are you done? glances. Medina flashed Jake a polite smile, then snapped a business card down on the table. “Thank you for your time, Mr. Eldar. If you think of anything, please call.” They stood; so did Jake.

	He shook hands with them both. “Buy some coffee while you’re here. We need the business.”

	Jake drifted downstairs to the customer service desk while the agents confused Kelli with their orders. He slumped on the stool, staring at the company screen saver bouncing across the computer monitor. Mossad used my name? Why? It couldn’t be random; Mossad didn’t do random.

	Payback?

	He braced his elbows on the green laminate desktop and lowered his face into his hands.

	Mossad did payback.

	 

	 

	

TWO


	12 September

	Tel Aviv, Israel

	 

	Refael Gur’s morning coffee hadn’t yet kicked in when he got the call to report to the chief’s office. This, he didn’t need. He needed to dedicate his first day back at Mossad headquarters to his expense vouchers and the mission report. The accountants probably already flagged him late with his receipts.

	He threaded his way through the narrow hallways, returning nods, ignoring the whispers as he passed. Komemiute was a small operation; it didn’t take an intelligence analyst to figure out who’d done the Doha job. At least he was finally rid of that damn moustache.

	Chaim Orgad glanced up from the paper he was signing when Gur knocked on his doorframe. “Raffi.” He pointed to the chrome-framed chair in front of his desk. Gur didn’t have to be told to close the door behind him.

	Orgad tossed the morning’s Yediot Aharonot in Gur’s lap. Gur already knew what the front-page headline said: the same as every other newspaper in Israel that morning. He skimmed the story to see if this bunch knew anything more than Haaretz.

	 

	DOHA, Qatar – The Qatari National Police revealed today that Masoud Talhami, who was discovered dead of an apparent heroin overdose in his luxury hotel room on August 30, may have been killed by an Israeli assassination squad.

	Talhami, 53, a ranking member of Hezbollah’s military committee, was one of the instigators of the second Palestinian intifada…

	 

	“I’ve seen it.”

	“Good. So?”

	“So what? We knew they’d figure it out. I told you this would be a repeat of Dubai. I guess the P.M. didn’t care?”

	“Perhaps. We’d get blamed even if the bastard cooked himself, so perhaps the P.M. decided it was worth being rid of him.” Orgad slapped closed a folder and flapped it into his plastic outbox. “What did they find? What do they have on you?”

	Gur shrugged. “Lots of video, I’m sure. We took out the camera covering Talhami’s door, but it’s not even worth trying to get them all. It’s not like when you were in the field anymore.” It was hard to picture this gray-fringed, paunchy, bald old man as a trained killer, but Gur knew better. Menachem Begin hadn’t looked much like an assassin, either. “Nothing physical in the hotel. We didn’t stay there except for the couple of hours around the job, and I made sure the team kept their gloves on. The Qataris will eventually find the rooms we stayed in, but the maids will have taken care of anything we left behind there. So, probably nothing.”

	Orgad nodded and folded his hands over the faded windowpane-plaid shirt stretched across his belly. “At least you didn’t look into the cameras, like those idiots in Dubai.” He pointed to the newspaper. “Still, there you are, on the front page. I have a meeting with the Director at ten. He’ll want to know why we can’t manage a simple job without becoming media stars. What do I tell him?”

	“Tell him we can’t do this shit anymore.” Gur twirled the newspaper onto Orgad’s desk blotter. “1972 was a long time ago. There’s too damn many cameras now. There’s biometrics in the passports. There’s watch lists. You can’t use cash anymore. It’s over, Chaim. Let’s just build ourselves some more drones and kill these bastards from a thousand miles away, like the Americans.”

	Orgad frowned as he eyed Gur across the cheap laminate desk. Gur avoided him by roving his gaze around this monk’s cell of an office. The only wall decorations were the President’s and Prime Minister’s official photos. In this line of work, you don’t accumulate a lot of pictures of yourself with your co-workers, far less with the high and mighty.

	Finally, Orgad stopped nodding. “Those are the words of a tired man.”

	Gur flashed back two weeks: the nighttime view of Doha from the twelfth floor. That miserable prostitute-addict they’d dredged out of the guest-worker slums at the city’s southwest fringe, a jumble of skin-wrapped bones dead on the bed from an overdose of pure Afghan heroin. That bastard Talhami, drugged and stuffed full of vodka before he followed the whore to hell. His team watching the scene unfold, surrounded by the beige luxury of yet another high-end hotel in yet another city he’d never wanted to see. This is how I serve my country. Would the man whose name he’d used—Jaakov Eldar—be proud of what they’d done?

	“Raffi?”

	“I can’t stop being tired,” he sighed. “We do this”—Gur pointed toward the paper—“over and over, and it doesn’t help. We’re not winning the war. We can’t kill our way to victory.” He knew he shouldn’t say these things to his boss, but he didn’t care anymore. He’d be happy to sit a desk for the next ten years until he retired. Maybe he could try to build another life if he wasn’t always a visitor to his own homeland.

	Orgad nodded again, then folded his arms on the desktop. “Well. You need a rest. Things always look dark after a nasty job. Tsach Voydievsky just left for embassy duty in Brazil, so the Director needs an interim day chief in the Watch Center. I’ll give him your name. With your face all over the news, you’ll have to stay home anyway.”

	Whatever home was. “Thanks. We should keep an eye on those people whose names we used, just in case. We’ve put them in harm’s way; it’s the least we can do.”

	“In case Hezbollah decides to go after them? You know that’s not how they play the game. Stay out of nightclubs and cafes for a couple of weeks, wait for the bombing, then we move on, yes?”

	Gur tried not to grimace. They had an obligation to those people. “Yes, of course.” He stood, turned to the door, then stopped. “When did you know it was time to get out of the field?”

	“When I almost shot my wife sneaking into the bedroom with breakfast for me on my birthday. But you?” Orgad squinted at Gur, as if looking into his skull. “I think you’re close. We’ll talk in a few days. Shalom, Raffi.”

	 

	

THREE


	13 September

	Haret Hraik, South Beirut, Lebanon

	 

	Fadi Alayan stood on the seventh-floor balcony with his face turned to the buttery afternoon sun. Happy traffic sounds pinged off the apartment-block canyon to bless his ears. Car and truck horns, engines revving, squawks from tires spinning too suddenly or stopping too fast. Arabic rap, Lebanese pop, Nelly Furtado. An ambulance siren, the neighbors’ television turned too loud.

	Noise was a good thing, a happy thing. After the 2006 war with the Zionists, this area lay destroyed, the streets piled with concrete rubble and torn-apart cars. You could hear from a block away the women crying in the night for the innocent dead. Among those dead were his wife and parents. He could still see their ruined bodies when his mind went to the wrong places.

	Now the martyrs were buried, the apartments rebuilt, and the markets open again. Kids played in the alleys and went to school. Alayan watched the people stream by on the sidewalks below his balcony. His pride stood tall inside him; in his own little way, he’d helped bring this area back to life.

	Him, and the Party of God. Hezbollah.

	“Fadi.” Alayan glanced over his shoulder to Kassim, who stood in the open sliding door. He looked himself again: carefully dressed, hair neatly cut, the dark circles gone from around his large eyes. The last job had been hard on them all. “Rafiq finally showed up. They’re all here.”

	Alayan nodded, took one last look at the street parade, then followed his lieutenant into the white-walled apartment. He detoured to the kitchen, grabbed a bottle of Raya water from the humming refrigerator, then straddled the wood-frame chair at the little living room’s center. Two overused blue sofas met in the opposite corner. Two of his team sprawled on the sofa to his right; three, including Kassim, filled the one to his left, under the yellow-and-green martyr poster Ziyad had taped up the day before. Masoud Talhami gazed at him from the poster, clean and sober and serious in a dark business suit and kaffiyeh. The stupid son of a whore.

	“All right,” Alayan said. “You men are doing okay? You’re rested?” He looked from face to face. Each nodded in his turn. Kassim lit one of his wretched Byblos cigarettes. Rafiq, as usual, looked like he’d just rolled out of bed. “Are you getting any sleep, Rafiq?”

	“Trying not to, sidi.”

	Alayan shook his head, bemused. “Well, stay out of the clubs tonight. Get your lives in order. Shave. We have work, and we’ll  be gone a while.”

	His team woke up, sat up straighter, watched with sharper eyes. He could hear the speculation whir in their brains.

	He nodded toward the poster. “The Qataris are certain the Zionists killed Talhami. The Mossad. So far they’ve released the names of twelve people on the country team, and they’re still digging. Knowing it’s Mossad, eight to sixteen’s the usual number.”

	“I knew it,” Ziyad said. “Who else, except maybe the Americans?”

	Alayan took a swig of water as he thought about how to say this next part. “Sayyid Nasrallah pledged our revenge for this on al-Manar. The Council has decided we’re the ones to deliver it.”

	Now they all leaned forward, elbows or forearms on their knees, eyes locked on his face. Gabir smiled like a hungry dog, his dark head bobbing over his tight green, long-sleeved t-shirt. “We finally get to drive a bomb into the Dizengoff mall?”

	“No.” Gabir frowned; Alayan knew he’d pout now. “No, we’re not doing anything like that. That’s just what the Jews expect, and that’s not what the Council wants this time.” He folded his arms on top of the chair’s back. “Think about the Mossad for a moment.”

	“Bastards,” muttered Ziyad.

	“Maybe. But think of their reputation. Why does the world think they’re the best intelligence service?”

	“Because fucking Spielberg made that movie about them,” Sohrab snarled.

	“Yes, but why? Because they’ve got balls the size of melons. They tracked down Black September after Munich and wiped them out. They went at it for twenty years. They went all over Europe to do it. Even when they failed, like they did in Norway, they got through it with sheer balls.

	“How many Hamas men have they killed? How many of our people have they martyred? I can’t keep track. They do it, and everybody knows they do it, and they still almost never get caught. Yes, Ziyad, they’re bastards, but, think about it.” Alayan watched the team’s faces harden. “I’m not praising them, don’t think that. But look at what they did to Talhami. He didn’t just die; he died a drunken heroin addict in bed with a Western whore. The Mossad didn’t just kill him, they destroyed his reputation. They used his own weaknesses against him. That’s what they do best.”

	Ziyad and Sohrab looked away, not so willing to be indignant now. Good. Alayan needed these men to think, not just be mad. Anger would make them sloppy, and he couldn’t afford that, not this time.

	“How would we have done a job like that? We’d get righteous and pledge our lives to Allah and blast the face off a hotel and kill dozens of people. All the Western news programs would show video of bloody women and dead babies and talk about ‘terrorists’ and ‘murderers.’” He watched Kassim nod; they’d talked about this. “We probably wouldn’t even kill the man we’re trying for. That’s what the Jews expect. They expect us to be stupid.”

	Ziyad’s eyes crinkled as if he would cry. “How can you say these things about our martyrs, sidi?”

	“Because it’s true. Yes, we revere them, we pray to Allah to take them into his heart and reward them in Paradise, but we’re not winning the war. So we’re going to use Mossad’s rules.” He drained his water bottle and set it on the tiled floor beside the chair leg, waiting for the puzzlement to settle on the men’s faces. “The Mossad country team used American and European passports belonging to real people in those countries. They’ve been doing that for years. They did the same thing in the Dubai job, with Mabhouh. In that one, most of the people lived in Palestine. This time, they all live in other countries.” Alayan paused to let them think. “We’re going to find them and kill them.”

	Gasps. Wide eyes.

	“Wait, wait, wait.” Rafiq leaned forward, holding up his hand to signal stop. “They’re not Mossad. They weren’t in the Gulf. Why are we wasting our time?”

	“Because it’s what the Zionists would do if they were us.” He stood, rotated his bad left shoulder, then stepped around the chair. “What do we want to do? Kill Mossad agents? Who would care besides the Zionists? We want to send a message to the rest of the world. ‘Mossad is killing your people too. They brought this on you. They’re the real terrorists.’”

	Alayan did another face check: five pairs of eyes stared back. Kassim and Sohrab seemed to be getting the point. He focused on Gabir. If the dullest one of them understood, they all would. “Remember, the Jews used to ask before they used other people’s passports. If these people let Mossad use their identities, they’re part of the same gang. If they didn’t, then they’re innocent victims of Mossad’s murderers. Look at the reaction after Dubai. Australia almost recalled their ambassador. The British started saying things we usually do. Now imagine if their citizens die because of something those Mossad bastards did.” He let them imagine. Even Gabir nodded now. “Rafiq, if it makes you feel any better, they’re all Zionists, just living outside Palestine.”

	He watched them absorb the terms of this new mission. He’d prepared them for this over the past eighteen months, so their surprise didn’t last long. It wasn’t time yet for them to know the rest of the Council’s orders. With any luck, that time may not come.

	Sohrab, the slightest and youngest-looking of them, awash in a too-large blue track suit, put on the most evil smile. “When do we start?” His heavy Persian accent made his Arabic sound mumbled even when he spoke up.

	“We pick up our documents tomorrow. Once we enter Europe, we’ll travel on European passports. Gabir, how’s your French these days?”

	“Tres bon.”

	“Good. You’ll be French Moroccan again. If you weren’t so dark, we could do something else with you.” A couple of the others chuckled. Kassim ruffled Gabir’s shaggy black hair. “We’ll fly into different airports at different times and meet in Amsterdam in four days. We’ll make contact in the usual way. Save your questions until tomorrow. Now go get ready.”

	 

	 

	

FOUR


	15 September

	Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

	 

	Miriam had just returned to her desk when her intercom buzzed. “Ms. Schaffer? Could you come here for a moment, please?”

	“Yes, sir.” She took a deep breath, straightened her charcoal suit skirt, gathered her notepad and pen, then stepped into her boss’ office.

	The high-backed leather chair put a great halo of black around Clark Dickinson’s blond, white bread-handsome head. He twisted a heavy silver pen in his hands. “Close the door, please.”

	Now what have I done? Miriam shut the door silently, then turned and stood at attention. The office could double for a squash court. It always made her feel small, no matter how hard she tried to ignore everything but the big, modern tropical-hardwood desk.

	“Carla at Reception tells me those were FBI agents who came to see you. Is that true?”

	Miriam made a note to strangle Carla the next time they were alone together. “Yes, sir.”

	“Is there something I should know about?”

	All the firm’s partners thought they needed to know everything about everybody; Dickinson was no different. “It’s all a mistake, sir. The people who killed that terrorist in the Middle East a couple weeks ago used other people’s names. Mine was one of them.”

	Dickinson swiveled left and right, over and over. His eyes never stopped examining her. “Why would they use your name?”

	“I don’t know, sir. I’m wondering the same thing myself.”

	“Is it because you’re from Israel?”

	“It could be.” That would explain a lot. But why her? The woman who’d used her name was maybe in her mid-thirties like Miriam, but looked nothing like her. How do things like this happen? Haven’t I paid enough already?

	“I see. And you knew nothing about this.”

	She recognized the accusation in his voice. Miriam knew Mossad used to ask permission to borrow people’s identities; her stepfather had let them do that once. But they’d never given her the opportunity to tell them no. “No, sir, I didn’t. It’s a surprise to me, too.”

	Dickinson flexed his shoulders. He probably thought it made him look tougher, but to Miriam it just made him look like a squirming little boy. “Is this going to become a problem, Ms. Schaffer?”

	A problem? “Well… no, sir, I can’t think why it would.”

	“Really.” Dickinson tossed his pen onto the open case file in front of him. “This firm has a number of important clients from the Gulf region. You know that, right?”

	“Yes, sir, I know that.” It also had a few Jewish clients, but she knew he wouldn’t go into that.

	“So now some of your people killed one of theirs, and used your name to do it. You can’t see how that could be a problem?”

	She almost blurted, “My people?” but swallowed it. Then she nearly led with, “That man was a terrorist!” but cut that off, too. She had no comeback that wouldn’t result in “you’re fired.”

	“Sheikh Saleh has already mentioned your attitude to me. This could upset him further.”

	That weasel Saleh probably funneled his zakat straight to Hamas. “Sir, I’m perfectly polite to the Sheikh, just like I am with every other client. Mr. Henshaw never had any issues with my work or my attitude, and I haven’t changed a thing.”

	Dickinson put on his you-poor-dear smile. “Miriam, Saleh’s a sheikh. He expects more than ‘perfectly polite.’ And I have different standards than Henshaw did. I can’t allow your feelings about Moslems to harm this firm or its clients. Understand?”

	“With Arabs, not Moslems.” She wanted to grab the words and stuff them back into her mouth the moment they escaped, but too late. Then the regret turned to contempt. He simply had no idea. What would this Main Line rich boy do if he had to sit through a rocket attack, like she had? Piss his two-thousand-dollar suit?

	Calm down, she reminded herself. You need the job. “Yes, sir.” She just couldn’t fawn over that toad Saleh the way her boss did, no matter how many billable hours the man was worth.

	“All right, then. As good as you are at your job, you’re just a secretary and secretaries are replaceable. For now, please take your nameplate down. The Sheikh will be visiting tomorrow, and I don’t want to have to explain any of this to him. Is that clear?”

	Miriam squared her shoulders and jaw. She knew it made her look taller. “Is there anything else, sir?”

	“That’s all.”

	She turned a crisp about-face and marched from the office. She could still do that after all these years, even in heels. She tried very hard not to slam the door on her way out.

	 

	 

	

FIVE


	23 September

	Rotterdam, The Netherlands

	 

	Albert Schoonhaven pedaled carefully down the red asphalt bike path along Prins Alexanderlaan. He’d been overheated in the pub, but now the damp evening chill clawed through his trouser legs and down his neck. He took one hand off the handlebars to pull his rough wool coat collar tighter around his throat.

	He knew he’d had too much to drink. Everyone was having such a good time, though, with plenty of fun at his expense. Pieter had bought a bright yellow water gun for him and waved it at everyone at the pub. “For your next secret mission!” he crowed.

	It had been that way for two weeks, ever since the Qataris announced the names of the people who killed that Arab. Albert awoke one day to find his name in the Algameen Dagblad. He hadn’t even thought about the Mossad in the twelve years since he’d left Israel, and now he was linked to some spy adventure. How crazy the world was.

	The humming streetlights wore amber mist halos and flashed off the oncoming cars’ windshields. Apartment-block windows glowed softly on the other side of the tram line to his right; offices sat dark on his left, with the occasional lit house or flat in between. Even at night, everything was very Dutch—clean and orderly and a little cold.

	He rolled past the blocky brick-and-concrete De Nieuwe Unie building—the glass lobby dark and still—and braked at the intersection with Kralingseweg. He obediently waited for the green light, got a wobbly start in the crosswalk. He bumped over the tracks by the Schenkel tram station. Almost home.

	Traffic was just a rumor off the main street. Not many people were out at this hour. Albert noticed a man crossing the little bridge over a night-black fragment of the Hollandse Ijssel, just past the bus shelter. The man moved slowly, as if he had no place to go. Albert registered blue jeans and a gray pullover with a hood that shadowed the man’s face.

	They passed each other at the bridge’s end.

	Albert Schoonhaven didn’t notice the man turn. He never heard the shot that killed him.

	[image: Image]

	Alayan watched the Jew tumble backward off his bicycle, bounce off the bike path, and roll against the curb. The bike glanced off the bridge railing, clattering onto its side. He tucked the still-warm pistol under his sweatshirt. He always took the first kill of every mission to show the men he could do the work, not just plan it.

	He glanced toward the tram station’s car park. A couple dozen meters away, Sohrab held up their compact black video camera and smiled. All on tape.

	Just as we’d planned, Alayan thought. He quickly dragged the body onto the grass next to the bridge, tugged out the man’s wallet, then rolled him into the canal. Gabir jogged out of the nearby bus shelter, grabbed the bike, and dropped it over the railing. Two minutes later, they headed north on Prins Alexanderlaan toward the A20 and, eventually, Amsterdam.

	Perfect. Alayan leaned into his seat and sighed. Eleven to go.

	 

	 

	

SIX


	1 October

	Staten Island, New York

	 

	“Well, look who’s here! It’s James Bond!”

	Jake shook his head in exasperation. If he’d had a buck for every time he’d heard that over the past three weeks… “Hello to you too, Gene.” He stepped back to allow room for the screen door, then walked into his uncle’s beefy arms.

	“Hey, kid, don’t let it get to you.” Gene Eldar pounded Jake’s back, then held him out at arm’s length. “Glad you could make it way out here in the country.”

	“Like we’d miss Petey’s birthday.” He held out the present wrapped in shiny blue paper. “Where’s the monster grandson, anyway?”

	“Out back, with all the other little monsters.” Gene took the box, let Jake through the door, then threw his arms open again. “Rinnah! Come here, beautiful!” He buried Jake’s wife in a hug, trading loud cheek-kisses with her. “You’re way too good for this nut. Ready to run away with me?”

	Rinnah pulled back to aim a deadly eyebrow at him. “Monica says you can go now?”

	Gene turned her loose and clapped a hand to his heart. “The way you do me, it’s good you’re gorgeous.” His white dress shirt threatened to split across his back when he leaned over the little girl hanging back at the step’s edge. She was all pink dress and wild black curly hair, with a Princess Jasmine doll clutched to her chest. “There’s my Chava! Look at you! Say, will you marry me? Your mama won’t take me.”

	Eve smiled and stuck an index finger in her mouth. “No. I’m gonna marry Petey.”

	Gene let her hug his neck. “Your future husband is out back, go get him.” Eve burst past and charged down the hall. “Come on in, you two. Chava’s grown, what, a foot since last month?”

	“It’s Eve,” Jake said, “and yeah, we can’t keep clothes on her.”

	Jake knew his uncle’s two-story Colonial wasn’t large by neighborhood standards, but compared to the apartment in Brooklyn, it was a palace. Cream-colored walls covered with framed photos, crown molding, wall-to-wall carpet, rooms the size of nightclubs; was this even the same city?

	Short-haired men wearing loose, untucked shirts or light windbreakers overflowed the house. Bulges that weren’t cell phones appeared at waistbands and the smalls of backs. Cop parties. Jake never knew whether to believe he was incredibly safe or one drink away from a firefight.

	Gene ushered them into the crowded family room overlooking the back yard. “What can I get you to drink?”

	Rinnah broke away from admiring the grassy back yard. “Wine?”

	“Out back, with the women.”

	She uncorked one of her neon-white smiles. “I’ll talk to Monica about that trip to Tahiti you keep promising to me.” Rinnah gave Jake a quick kiss, then sauntered through the milling cops to the open patio slider.

	Gene said, “Love that accent of hers.”

	“I can get her to swear at you in Hebrew, like she does to me. That oughtta really turn you on.”

	Gene snorted and shook his head. “Beer?”

	“Sure.”

	Bottles in hand, they pulled up a corner of the kitchen counter overlooking the yard. A swarm of little kids charged around like multicolored locusts, laughing and squealing and falling down.

	“Never thought I’d see an INTERPOL Red Notice on any nephew of mine,” Gene said. “Seriously, kid, how you doing?”

	Jake shrugged. “Okay. Crank calls have petered out. Since that jumper on the D line, I’m old news. Reporters aren’t ambushing me outside the apartment anymore. Now it’s just little stuff, people calling me ‘James Bond.’”

	Gene held up his hands in a silent what can you do?

	Jake shook his head. “There’s a regular at the store, Mrs. Daumberg. Sweet old gal, comes by every day. She’s volunteered to babysit Eve if I have to go off and kill bad guys again.”

	A shaved-bald hulk slid by, draped in an aloha shirt that fit like a tarp. He slapped Jake hard on the bicep. “Hey, Jake, good going with that terrorist fuck.”

	“Yeah, thanks.” Jake sighed. “See that, Gene? That’s my life now.”

	“Could be worse. Your name could be Talhami.” Gene angled his stoutness closer to his nephew. “You, um, haven’t had any trouble? No guys hanging around who shouldn’t be, anything like that?”

	“Nooo. Why?”

	Gene held up his hand. “Nothing. Just wondering.”

	“Bullshit. What?”

	Jake watched with a tinge of alarm as his uncle began to look uncomfortable. Gene ran his thick fingers through his wavy gray hair. “Okay, look. Shit like this brings out the crazies, you know? The religious fanatics, the bush-league holy warriors, the skinheads, the Trilateral Commission cranks, all the wingnuts.”

	The beer soured in Jake’s mouth. “What are you saying?”

	“I’m saying whoever did this hung a sign around your neck. I don’t want to see some wanna-be Johnny Jihad or some cut-rate Nazi take a crack at you.”

	“You seriously think anyone’ll bother?”

	“Look, kid, I’m a Jew. I worry, it’s in my DNA. Just keep an eye out, that’s all.”

	“I live in Brooklyn. You think I don’t pay attention when I go outside?”

	They fell silent, nursing their beers and thoughts. Jake watched the kids run around outside, Eve in the middle of the pack. He could handle whatever came his way, but what if someone went after his wife or daughter? The shadow of that thought ran a shiver up his neck.

	“I hope this is serious man talk, because the women are arguing about wallpaper.”

	Jake turned, looped an arm around Rinnah, and pulled her against his hip. She fit well with him; she always had. Her touch made him feel warm and safe again. He cranked up a reassuring smile. “You gave up wallpaper for us?”

	“Just shop talk,” Gene said. He waved his beer bottle toward her wine glass. “Refill?”

	“No, thank you.” She put down her glass, swiped the bottle from Jake’s hand and took a long pull. “Police talk or book talk? I hope police talk. Bookstore gossip is really boring.”

	“Oh, thanks,” Jake groused. Rinnah popped up and kissed his chin. Eight years together, and her kisses still lit him up. The wind had scattered her dark-brown pixie-cut hair, and her olive skin glowed. Was it from the wine or the early-autumn tang in the air? Maybe it was just from being someplace green and spacious and quiet. He wished he could give her quiet. It was never quiet in the city, and green came in pots on windowsills.

	“Actually”—Gene pushed a new beer in Jake’s direction—“I was telling my favorite nephew here we’re hiring analysts in the Intel Division again. I can talk to the deputy there, put in a word.”

	Jake snorted. “So it’s true—you’ve started talking to yourself.”

	“Hey, sometimes I’m the only person I can have an intelligent conversation with.” Gene stood so he could look squarely at both of them. “Seriously. Your background, you’d be perfect. Starts at seventy. You know our benefits are bulletproof.”

	Almost half again what he earned at the bookstore, plus benefits only the executives got. But it would mean plunging back into the swamp he’d climbed out of over ten years ago and sworn never to go near again.

	He glanced down to see Rinnah’s huge, dark eyes watching him. He knew what she was thinking. Larger apartment. Save something for Eve’s college. Go out for something nicer than cheap Thai every once in a while. Another round of the same discussion.

	“NYPD’s family,” Gene said. “We take care of each other. Protect each other. Know what I’m saying, kid?”

	“Yeah. I’ll think about it.”

	Family. That’s what they’d said in the army, too. They’d lied.

	 

	 

	

SEVEN


	15 October

	Dearborn, Michigan

	 

	Al-Shami was already connected to the computer in his home’s spare bedroom when the Skype call came in. “Majid?”

	“Yes. Altair.”

	Codewords exchanged, al-Shami’s handler asked, “Are you well? Any problems?”

	“No problems. The weather here is miserable and this city is worse than you can imagine.”

	“So everything’s normal. Jayed.” Even on the muddy voice-over-IP connection, al-Shami could hear the man in Lebanon sigh. “The Council is activating Muhunnad for 17 Muharram.”

	It took al-Shami a few moments to convert the Islamic date to something useful. The 23rd of December. First day of Hanukkah. “Target?”

	“Yasir.”

	Al-Shami let out a whistle. Finally, they were serious this time.

	“Are your shuhada ready?”

	“Yes, of course.” For months, waiting for the Council to make up its mind. He leaned back into his black armless office chair and swiveled, staring at a mental checklist. He had nearly everything he needed—a vehicle, electronics, detonators, a payload. He had work ahead of him to assemble everything for this particular target, but that’s why the Party paid him.

	Yasir. The Party had finally decided to stop sparing the nation that made the Zionist terror possible. The Americans would experience the 1983 Beirut Marine barracks attack all over again. But this time, it would happen in a place they couldn’t ignore.

	“Right. I’ll get started.”

	 

	 

	

EIGHT


	16 October

	Beverly, New Jersey

	 

	Miriam brushed a few tattered leaves from the lawn, sat, then wrapped her arms around her knees. She turned her face to the sun for a few moments, taking what warmth she could from the pale blob fighting the chill and losing. Only a murmur of voices a few rows of markers away broke the ringing silence.

	Fifteen times she’d come here, once a month. She’d seen the place from summer humidity through autumn’s flaming trees to the still of blanketed snow, spring rain and green, back to summer and fall. Now another winter snapped at autumn’s heels. The first winter was cold and dark and empty, a perfect mirror for her moods. What would this one be like?

	She brushed the grass over the grave with her fingertips. Cool, a little damp, but still springy for a few more weeks until the first snow. Then she traced the engraved cross on the headstone with her eyes and read the inscription. It was a ritual; she knew the words by heart.

	 

	WILLIAM

	JAMES

	SCHAFFER

	GYSGT

	US MARINE CORPS

	JUL 18 1974

	JUL 20 2010

	SILVER STAR

	PURPLE HEART

	OPERATION

	IRAQI FREEDOM

	OPERATION

	ENDURING FREEDOM

	 

	“Hi, darling,” she said. “It’s getting cold early. Most of the leaves are down by now. Last month they were just turning color. Remember how pretty they were?”

	She waited to hear his voice. When she’d first visited here—back when the grass over his grave was just rectangles of fresh sod—she could hear him talking so clearly. But his voice had slowly faded and now it was gone, just like that. Just like one day he was gone.

	“You’ll love this. The Mossad used my name in some assassination plot over in the Gulf. I guess they had a female agent, and she was me for a while. Can you believe it? So now I’m wanted by INTERPOL, or at least my name is. I think the woman’s prettier than I am. The FBI came to talk to me—that was exciting.” She’d like to hear Bill chuckle at the situation, but imagining was all she could do.

	“Dickinson’s still being an ass, as usual. He wanted me to take down my nameplate so that damn sheikh wouldn’t be upset by my name, since I used it to kill some terrorist. Well, I didn’t. Honestly, I forgot. Well, that pompous Arab jerk comes strolling in with his entourage, and he takes one look at my nameplate and says, ‘I hope you won’t kill me, too, Mrs. Schaffer.’ Ha ha ha, everybody had a big laugh. So I said, ‘Not as long as you have an appointment, sir.’ And they laughed.” She pulled up a few blades of grass and hurled them away from her. “He complained to Dickinson, who read me out, so now I’m on some kind of probation. I’m really getting to hate that place.”

	No answer. She didn’t expect one, but an answer would’ve been nice.

	“Listen to me complaining. That’s what you get for marrying a Jewish girl.” In the first few months, this was when Miriam would start to cry. She ran out of tears sometime last winter. In a lot of ways, she’d run out of feelings, too. She could go two or three weeks without noticing she hadn’t laughed at anything. True, she wasn’t sad so often anymore, but neither was she happy. Angry, she could still do.

	“Look, there’s this guy at the gym. Really nice, a couple years older than you. His wife died of leukemia last year. We’ve talked a few times.” She swallowed. “Well, he’s asked me out. On a date.” She stroked the grass covering her husband, feeling like a traitor. “I want to go, Bill. I’m lonely. All my friends are married and have kids and I’m tired of them being nice to poor Miriam the widow lady. I want someone to talk to. Someone who’ll talk back. Someone who can hold me.”

	Miriam stared at the skeletal trees a few yards away, slate gray against a sky the blue of skim milk. She had to admit to herself the Mossad thing had made her feel more alive than she had for a year. A little scared, yes, but also a little excited. Someone had noticed her. She’d been something other than the grieving widow to someone.

	An unexpected flash of anger hit. You left me, damn you. “I’m not asking for permission. I just want to tell you what I’m doing and why.” She swallowed the little burst of flame before it grew too hot. He wasn’t the one to blame. “I hit my ‘pause’ button when you died, and I think it’s time to press ‘play’ again, don’t you? I’m tired of feeling like I belong down there with you instead of up here, living.”

	She stood, brushing the grass and leaf bits from the seat of her jeans. She took a round, white pebble from her pocket and placed it on the marker. “I’ll always love you, darling. Always. And I’ll still visit. But I want to live now.” She kissed her fingertips, pressed them to the marble, then slowly paced away.

	 

	 

	

NINE


	17 October

	Tel Aviv

	 

	Orgad looked up from the paper Gur had handed him. “Three of them?”

	“In the past month.”

	“Hm. A robbery in Rotterdam, a fall down stairs in Hamburg, and a mugging in Paris.” Orgad carefully laid the paper on his desk. “Not exactly uncommon events.”

	Gur had expected this reaction. If he’d been on the other side of the desk, he might say the same thing. “We used twelve names. Ten were on the Qatari list. Massarani and Nussberger aren’t ours. Now three of them are dead in a little less than a month. What are the odds?”

	“To live as an Israeli is to beat the odds every day.” Orgad folded his hands on his belly. “The Watch Center belongs to the Director. Why are you telling me this?”

	“I trust you.”

	“Ah. So, what do you propose?”

	“Have Kaisarut tell the Police Nationale and the Carabinieri. If the pattern holds, they’ll go to Marseille next, then Italy. They can say we’ve noticed a pattern, or we’re hearing chatter, or whatever they think they can sell. Someone needs to look out for the other nine.”

	Orgad pooched out his lips, pushed the summary around the blotter with his finger. “We call the French and the Italians and tell them their citizens whose identities we borrowed are now being killed by—who? Hezbollah?” He held out a hand, palm up. “Do we have proof? No. We have a hunch. But we have very good hunches, trust us.” He dropped his hand to the desk. “The French just cancelled a cultural exchange program the P.M.’s wife was sponsoring. The Italians recalled their ambassador. All this, and we haven’t admitted we’re behind Doha. So imagine if we do.” Orgad shook his head. “Raffi, what are you doing to me here?”

	Gur rubbed the throbbing in his right temple. “We should tip them off somehow. We could work the Mishteret connection, do a cop-to-cop warning. But there’s something else we need to think about.”

	“That is?”

	“If someone’s working the list, they’ll run out of Europeans pretty soon. You know what happens then.”

	“Then they move on to America.”

	“And you’re worried about the Italians?”

	Orgad sighed, shaking his head as if it was swollen and painful. “Thank you for ruining my day. But there’s no proof. It’s three people in three different countries, victims of street crime or accidents. Tragic, but not a pattern yet. I need more, you know that.”

	Gur set his elbows on his knees and rubbed his eyes. “Yes, I know that.”

	Orgad nodded slowly for a few moments, taking all this in. Then he cleared his throat. “No warnings. One loudmouthed cop in Milan can turn this into a total disaster for us. Keep an eye on the situation. Let me know what happens.”

	Gur didn’t know why he’d expected anything different. Above all else, the Institute looked after itself. “All right. For everybody’s sake, I hope I’m wrong.”

	“That would be good.”

	 

	 

	

TEN


	17 October

	Brooklyn

	 

	Eve giggled and belted out, “Jia yow! Jia yow!”

	“Shh!” Jake shifted under Eve’s weight on his thigh. “You don’t have to yell.”

	“Kai-lan did.”

	“Yeah, well, her neighbors don’t mind. Okay, click on the next one.”

	Eve strained against his arm holding her against his chest. Her four-month-old, pink Dora the Explorer pajamas were already too small. She wrapped her little hand around the laptop’s mouse and clicked on the picture of anime-eyed Kai-lan tugging a cart. “La!”

	“That’s too easy,” Eve said. When she crinkled her nose, she looked just like her mother.

	Rinnah appeared at Jake’s right shoulder, in sweat pants and an olive sleep shirt. “No more Chinese tonight. Time for bed, ahrnavon. Say goodnight to Daddy.”

	“Ai ya, Mommy!”

	“It’s time. No whining.” Rinnah made a face at Jake, switched to Hebrew. “You could teach her Hebrew, you know.”

	He answered in Hebrew, “At least she can use this.” He poked the fidgeting little girl on both sides of her waist, then returned to English. “Sleepy time, Bunny.”

	Eve threw her arms around Jake’s neck and peeped, “Bao-bao!”

	He did as he was told and hugged her back. Every time he held his daughter, he understood the old phrase “bundle of joy.”

	“Night-night, Daddy.”

	“Night-night. Love you.” He kissed her forehead, then helped her slide off his leg. She snatched Princess Jasmine off her perch on the desk and shuffled to Rinnah’s side. The only two people in the world he’d gladly die for padded from the little living room hand-in-hand.

	With Eve gone, Jake could hear the rain flit against the curtained window in front of him. He closed the Nick Jr. tab on his Web browser and brought up www.interpol.int. At the top of the index page splashed the headline “INTERPOL issues Red Notices to assist in identification of 12 Qatar murder suspects.”

	Jake clicked on “See all photos and Red Notices.” Twelve faces appeared in three columns, some partly obscured by the holographic overprinting some nations stamp on their passport photos. He scrolled to the third row and clicked on the triangular-faced man whose picture the FBI had shown him over a month before. A new window opened.

	 

	WANTED

	Alias ELDAR, Alias Jacob

	Present family name: ALIAS ELDAR

	Forename: ALIAS JACOB

	Sex: MALE

	Date of birth: (unknown)

	Nationality: USA

	 

	Jake let out a long, pained breath. Even with the wrong picture, seeing his name on an international wanted poster made him vaguely ill. Who decided to steal his name? Who set up the credit card in his name? That had taken hours on the phone with Visa to get shut down. How long did this asshole pretend to be me? How many places is my address floating around?

	He closed “his” Red Notice, opened the document he’d started a couple of weeks ago, and scrolled down to the fourth row, second picture. The second of the two women. This one was sort of but not quite pretty, with good cheekbones and a graceful neck. She was blond in the picture, but it didn’t look like her real color; her skin was a shade darker than Rinnah’s and her eyebrows were brown. He clicked on the photo.

	 

	WANTED

	Alias SCHAFFER, Alias Miriam

	 

	He started another tab, Google this time, typed “Miriam Schaffer” in the box, and punched ‘enter.’ Forty-six hundred hits. Shit. He quickly scanned the excerpts, dismissing the wanted-list repostings or interviews with the Qataris or recountings of the hit on the terrorist. On the third page, he found what he was looking for: “Cherry Hill Woman to Qatar: ‘It’s Not Me’” on the Philadelphia Inquirer’s website.

	 

	Miriam Schaffer, suspected of being an Israeli spy, is blond and wanted for murder.

	Miriam Schaffer from Cherry Hill is neither. “It’s not me,” she wants everyone to know.

	Schaffer, 35, a secretary for downtown Philadelphia law firm Canby Matheson & Phelps, says she was just as surprised as anyone when she discovered she was connected with the murder of Hezbollah terrorist Masoud Talhami in Qatar on Aug. 30…

	 

	Jake brought up his document and started taking notes.

	“Is that your new Internet girlfriend?” Rinnah wrapped an arm around his neck and rested her chin on top of his head. “I think you don’t like blondes.”

	Busted. He sighed, let his shoulders sag. He hadn’t wanted to let Rinnah know he was doing this; it might upset her. “I don’t. She’s one of the others.”

	“You mean, like you? With your name stolen?”

	“Uh-huh. I’m trying to find them, see who they are, see if we have anything in common. I’ve nailed down eight of the eleven I’ve looked at so far.”

	Rinnah didn’t say anything for longer than he liked. Was she reading his notes—name, city, profession, all biographical info he’d found? Between Facebook, LinkedIn, newspaper articles, blogs, and all the other electronic footprints people had left behind, he’d put together a scary amount of data on each of them. He had actual photos of five so far.

	“Why?”

	“Like I said, I want to see who they are. Near as I can figure, we all have a connection with Israel. Maybe that’s how Mossad picked us—they already have our data.” He started closing the windows on his screen. “I’m sorry, I’ll stop. It’s a little weird, I know.”

	“No, it’s okay.” She stroked his chest through his undershirt. “Is all this going to make you crazy?”

	“No.” Jake took her hand and kissed it. “It’s fine. Don’t worry.”

	Rinnah pressed her cheek against his hair. “Yakiri? Are you still thinking about Gene’s offer?”

	The interest in her voice made him squirm. “I guess. I never thought I’d get back into that world. I was so glad to get out.”

	“It won’t be the same world.” She swung around and straddled him, trailing her fingers through his hair. “It’ll be gangsters, not Palestinian teenagers. Real bad guys for you to find. It isn’t Yahmam. No one shoots at you.”

	She’d lost her sweats since she’d collected Eve for bed. The warmth of her legs burned through his thin warm-up pants. He stroked her bare thigh, grew hard at the thought of everything she wasn’t wearing under her sleep shirt. “I know. You really think I should do it?”

	Rinnah kissed the corner of his mouth. “I think a change is good for you. The bookstore was someplace to work when we came here, not a career, not your life. I see you do this”—she gestured over her shoulder at the laptop—“and I think this is what you should do. You’re good at it, and you can help people. You always want to do that.”

	He ran his fingers under the hem of her shirt, caressed her bare hip and rear. “I don’t know. I know the bookstore was supposed to be temporary, but I really like the place. I can help people there, I can make them happy—”

	“But think about the future. Our future. Eve’s. I just want us to all be happy.”

	“I want that, too.”

	“I know.” She kissed his lips, tenderly, for a wonderfully long time. When she pulled away, she glanced down for a moment, unsure, then looked deep into his eyes. “If you’re going to decide, a good time would be now.” Rinnah showed him her left hand, the one not caressing his chest. It held a white plastic wand.

	Jake didn’t have to look for the little blue plus sign to know what it said. The huge smile that spread from Rinnah’s lips to her eyes told him all he needed to know. “You’re…”

	“Yes! We’re going to have another baby!” She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him again, hard.

	He held her tight against him, rocking them both. Another baby! They’d talked about it since Eve was a toddler, and now it had finally happened. A brother (he hoped) or sister for Eve, the second child they’d always wanted.

	Another baby. They hadn’t been trying to get pregnant, but they hadn’t been not trying. As each year passed, it seemed ever less a possibility, that they’d had their chance. But now…

	Another baby? They were just getting by now. Clothes, diapers, baby food. The pediatrician on speed dial. Shots, colic, earaches. Even with Rinnah’s job at the hospital, it would cost a fortune.

	She leaned back, brushing hair off his forehead. “You are happy?”

	“Can’t you tell? Yeah, I’m, jeez, this is great.” He felt the way he had when that mortar round had gone off a few yards behind him—dazed, deaf, happy to be alive, unsure what just happened. “How long have you known?”

	“For certain? Ten minutes maybe. I’m a few days late, I thought I should check.” She laughed, scrunched her nose. “I’m numb a little. I think I don’t believe it yet.”

	Jake squeezed her to him again. “God, I love you,” he murmured.

	“Ani ohevet otkha.”

	They’d make it work. He didn’t have a choice, now; he’d have to take his uncle’s offer. It couldn’t be too bad, could it? Maybe this time he really could help people.

	Rinnah’s body flowed against his. Her heat, the beat of her heart, her breath on his cheek, the smell of her hair enveloped him. He wanted to press this moment into his mental scrapbook so he could hold onto it forever, as he had with all those other moments with her.

	But when he closed his eyes, he felt like he’d just stepped off the roof of a skyscraper.

	 

	 

	

ELEVEN


	6 November

	Modena, Italy

	 

	Kassim and Alayan turned a corner off the Via Castellaro into the Piazza Grande and jerked to a stop simultaneously. Alayan let out a low whistle. “Spectacular.”

	A vast thunderhead of a building thoroughly dominated the piazza. Modena’s Duomo was not so much taller than the ocher stone buildings surrounding it, but the cathedral dared everyone to look at anything else. Marble blocks in hundreds of shades of gray made up its arches and gables and turrets, arctic white to dove gray to the near-blush of a china-doll face. From a nearby corner loomed the massive hundred-meter-tall campanile, the Ghirlandina, punctured at steady intervals by arched and columned windows.

	The Christians seemed to have a knack for the grand gesture, Kassim mused. He’d seen the Ayasofya in Istanbul—a former Christian basilica—the Imm Ridh in Mashhad, the Jama Masjid in Delhi. They were close to the same idea. But so many mosques were low and sprawling—practical, perhaps, but hardly the embodiment of Allah’s work on Earth. Not like Cologne’s cathedral, or St. Paul’s or Winchester in England, or the Duomo in Milan.

	“Kassim? Are you still here?”

	He broke out of his thoughts and smiled at his friend. “Sorry. I was just thinking. How does a little market town like this end up with something like that?”

	“They’re everywhere in Italy,” Alayan said. “Let’s look closer.”

	They drifted clockwise around the cathedral, pausing to peer at the bas reliefs of saints and biblical scenes, the stone lions and elaborate Corinthian capitals. “Thank you for letting the men take the day off,” Kassim said. “We miss so many of the holidays. At least we can celebrate Eid this year.”

	Alayan arched his eyebrows. “I didn’t think I had a choice. You were pretty insistent. I’ve never known you to be so worked up over a religious festival.”

	“It’s not about the festival.”

	“I know. Maybe you’ll tell me what it’s really about.”

	Kassim paused to light a cigarette and measure Alayan’s mood. Though his face was lighthearted, his eyes were weary, and the fatigue showed in his voice from time to time. Little wonder. Five days in Rotterdam, eight in Hamburg for the German woman Grusst, then those eleven endless days in Paris before they’d finally caught Dujardin in the open. After that, they’d made Jules Krosner disappear from Marseilles after seven eighteen-hour days of surveillance. The gas explosion that killed Elia Sabatello in Milan had taken another seven days to engineer. The only rest any of them had had was on the train between cities.

	“You’re driving the men hard. We’ve been at it nonstop. They’re tired, and so are you.”

	“That’s nothing new.” Alayan shrugged. “We always work hard in the field.”

	“But not like this. We need to be careful, Fadi. Careful takes time. Mossad took twenty years to finish with Black September, remember? It’s not like we’re on a deadline or schedule.”

	Alayan paced to the church’s front and pointed up. “Look at that rose window.”

	Kassim’s scalp prickled, not from the chill. “We’re not, are we?” No answer. “Fadi?”

	“They call this Romanesque. It came before Gothic, very straight, plain forms, but look how they go together.”

	Alarms pulsed in the back of Kassim’s brain. “Answer me!”

	“Speed makes us think harder. The gas explosion in Milan—that just came up, but it worked, didn’t it?”

	“That’s not the point. We’re going too fast. We’ll make mistakes, like when Ziyad ran into the police in Milan. You keep saying we can’t afford mistakes. Fadi, what—”

	Alayan finally spun to frown at him. “We need to do it quickly, that’s all. We can do it. We… we can do it.” His voice had turned anxious, as if trying to convince himself.

	The bottom fell out of Kassim’s stomach. “What have you done? What did you promise them?” Alayan spent far too much visible effort to keep his eyes trained on the carved marble procession over the cathedral doors. “You’ve been pushing the men every day since we left. Why, Fadi? Why are we in such a hurry?”

	The few tourists were far enough away to be only a rustle of sound. Kassim and Alayan were alone, and a good thing it was. Kassim stared at his friend, his mind stacking up a nasty pile of bad possibilities, his chest constricting as the pile grew higher. “Please tell me I’m wrong,” he pleaded. “Please tell me we don’t have to work a miracle.”

	Alayan took a deep breath, then heaved it out in something resembling a sob. “Hanukkah.”

	“What about Hanukkah?”

	“The Council expects us to be done in time to announce our victory on the first day of Hanukkah.” He kept rubbing his hands together slowly, as if washing them in a ritual. “Our present to the Jews for their festival of light.”

	The pile of bad outcomes collapsed in Kassim’s gut. “And when is that?”

	“The 23rd of December.”

	No. No. Not so soon. We can’t do it, no…

	“You know, the prayers they say during Hanukkah thank God for delivering the strong into the hands of the weak and the wicked into the hands of the righteous. It’s perfect if you think about it, really. We ought to have a prayer like that. So we—”

	“A month and a half?” Kassim didn’t even try to keep his voice from cracking. “Seven more in a month and a half? Are you insane? Why did you agree to that? We can’t possibly work that fast! We’ll make mistakes! We’ll get caught or killed!”

	“It’s settled. We don’t have a choice.”

	The words’ meaning took a few moments to reach Kassim, like hearing an echo. “We don’t have…”

	“If we don’t finish, they’ll do it the old-fashioned way, with car bombs. They’re moving people into place right now. If all twelve targets aren’t dead by the 22nd, on the 23rd the bombs will hit Jews in all five countries. Dozens, maybe hundreds will die, and it’ll set the cause back a decade. I tried to tell the Council, but they wouldn’t listen.”

	“Wait. You told us they wanted us to do the job the way we’d planned.”

	“I convinced them they wanted that. I told them we don’t have to act like animals. But we’re an experiment, and you know how much patience they have for experiments.”

	Kassim closed his eyes and offered up a silent prayer. Allah, the great, the merciful, please protect and deliver us from the stupidity of our leaders. “What happens…to us?”

	No answer for an eon. Then, “You know how they feel about failure.”

	 

	 

	

TWELVE


	8 November

	Modena

	 

	Carlo Massarani thanked the Virgin for her kindness as he slipped his emerald-green Maserati Quattroporte into a rare open parking spot across from the Teatro Communale. He didn’t know how much farther he could drive. He quieted the engine’s throaty purr and flopped into the glovelike Poltrona Frau leather seat. Another riff of pain spiked from his upper chest and sprinted up the side of his thick neck, the third in twenty minutes. Merda, it hurt. No matter how he shifted his bulk in the seat, he couldn’t drop the boulder from his chest.

	He fumbled for the switch to roll down his window. The cool air didn’t stop the sweat rolling down his forehead. His lunch had begun to eat him.

	The next shock of pain ripped through his upper chest and down his left arm, a searing flame of agony lodged deep in his heart. He battled for a breath but couldn’t get air past the growing balloon of fire inside him. He tried to call for help but only a gurgle escaped his throat. His hand flapped on its own against the center armrest to his right.

	Massarani’s vision shrank to the size of a saucer, then a button, then was gone forever.

	[image: Image]

	Sohrab forced himself to walk normally, not stiffen or rush as he drew near the beautiful green car drawn up on the curb. He wanted to appreciate the flowing, almost feminine curves, but his mind clamped onto the mission to the exclusion of all else. He fingered the syringe in his jacket pocket.

	He reached the driver’s door. The window was down. The target had made this so easy; all he’d have to do is reach in, inject the scoline into the man, and the overdose of muscle relaxant would stop the target’s heart. Fat as Massarani was, nobody would think twice about him having a heart attack.

	Sohrab glanced into the car, then stared. The target slumped in his seat, collapsed against the door, his face an unhealthy purple. This beached whale looked at best like a distant relative of the younger, thinner man in the passport photo.

	Sohrab checked both ends of the street, saw no one, then probed the man’s throat for a pulse. Nothing. He felt a spike of wariness, stepped back, and scanned the area again. An old woman in black hobbled down the sidewalk two blocks away. No one in the windows or the parked cars.

	He approached the Maserati again, checked the target’s body. No blood, no wounds, skin still warm. No, this is too good. He pressed his radio’s transmit button. “Sidi? He’s dead.”

	Alayan’s voice answered a moment later. “Good work. Come back.”

	“No, you don’t understand. I didn’t touch him. He’s dead. It looks like… well, like he had a stroke or his heart gave out.”

	“Truly? You didn’t do it?”

	“No, sidi. Allah took his soul before I could.”

	Long silence. Finally, Alayan chuckled. “Well, Allah is great, then. Come back, we’re done here. Six down, six to go.”

	 

	 

	

THIRTEEN


	10 November

	Tel Aviv

	 

	In a Hollywood movie, the Mossad Watch Center would be full of dark glass and steel and dramatic lighting and high-tech toys. Gur had been to the watch centers of many of the world’s intelligence agencies and had never seen anything like that, even in America. The Institute would never spend money on that kind of foolishness, anyway.

	No, his Watch Center—after less than two months, it was already his—was a middling-sized room with small beige half-height cubicles lining the two long walls and a third set running down the middle. Various news programs played on four flat-screen televisions hung on the walls. His cubicle squatted at the end of the room nearest the main entry.

	Gur leaned back in his chair and watched his analysts pore over their message traffic. He could get used to this. Regular hours, his own desk, sleeping in his own bed every night. The luxury of being himself, not having to remember a cover identity. No tension every time he saw a policeman or had to hand over identification. No running routes, no checking for tails. No one trying to kill him. Was this what “normal” felt like? If so, he rather liked it.

	Where was Kelila? She usually came by the Watch Center to visit him every morning around this time. She was late. His heart drooped in a way that told him just how much he’d come to look forward to seeing her.

	They’d met two years before, when she first transferred from the Paris embassy into Komemiute. Ever since they’d been training, preparing for a mission, working a mission, or debriefing, and as she worked for Gur, he’d been careful not to notice too much how attractive she was. Perhaps not classically pretty, but strong and proud and healthy in a way that made men look twice or more.
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YOUR NAME CAN KILL YOU

“..breathtaking cat and mouse pursuit...”
Ellis Shuman, The Times of Israel
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