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Author’s Introduction

 

Retired generals. Air Force and commercial pilots.  Demolition experts. Architects and engineers. Metallurgists. Ground zero first responders and eye witnesses. Geopolitical scholars. Intrepid investigative journalists. Historians. This is who we should have been listening to instead of berating them along with the conspiracists. Instead of trusting the administration.  Reading planted stories in the NYTs. Voting for endless war against people without a shred of evidence and a cup half full of conjecture. Buildings suffering impossible complete structural collapses with or without planes hitting them. Debris strewn from a crash in a field farther than what was found after the bombing of Hiroshima. Rivers of molten steel winding through the basements for weeks. A BBC reporter reading a report she’d just been handed about Building Seven having fallen while we see it still standing right behind her through the window 25 minutes before it actually did collapse. The magnitude of the destruction was so mind numbing and the death toll nearing 3,000, that we let most of this pass as each administrative response was simply to repeat “That’s not true. Where did you get that conspiracy from?”

 

Professionals who spoke publicly offering their insights found themselves being called peddlers of conspiracy theories. Some had their careers ended for doing us a favor by telling us how jet fuel is not hot enough to weaken steel and planes are too lightweight to do much of anything requiring heavy force. The impacts were essentially slams against buildings made to withstand such forces and fires that could burn for weeks without danger to the overall structure. 

 

As a daughter and granddaughter of civil engineers, I had just enough engineering genes not to be fooled. I could only take so many harebrained claims coming over the television. I had a still living, breathing civil engineer of a father who wasn’t being fooled either. While the growing subterfuge made me anxious and agitated, it made him conflicted, torn as a civil servant but loyal as a former Marine. He became quiet and resigned and eventually stopped watching the news after decades of loyal viewership. Everywhere I looked, at neighbors across the street or at strangers in the grocery line, I watched this phenomenon happen. I felt they were shutting down because there was no where to go with their questions to get a truthful answer. 

 

If I remained still, which for me equated to being passive, I would give up. So I began researching the professionals because I wanted to help solve the puzzle in my own mind as the crisis deepened into wars. Each piece I found led to another. At some point I knew I’d have to do something with this accumulating understanding from so many brilliant and brave professionals still telling truth to the Bush administration and NIST. The big guys had the bull horn. We had fledgling internet forums. Not very even. So it goes. We still did the Good Work anyway because it will matter somewhere someday. Researchers still research and refine their theories. Engineers still work their models opened to the world to see and question. And I wrote and polished this book until I didn’t know how to make it shine any better, be more alluring to readers, rise above the river of denial. It is about the pieces I took from the hard working professionals solving the puzzle of 9/11.

 

These fine people wear pens in their pockets and talk in code. But they make public appearances and allow for ample questions so us laypeople can get the gist. I’ve woven their knowledge as best I know how into a narrative, a story that we can all understand. That is the purpose of this book. I hope it helps make a difference.

 



The Storyline

 

First we listen in on two of the 9/11 conspirators using cell phones to communicate as they develop their plans and shore up their will to carry out what they see as their noble and necessary mission. The transcripts of their conversations becomes denser as their plot develops. Skip ahead if you are feeling bogged down by the detail. Much of it shows up again in the body of the narrative. You can always return to it later to increase your hindsight, which is often a good perspective.

 

Then we accompany an out-of-employ demolition expert who is one of a group of blasters who travelled through the underground network of undocumented workers in Eastern Europe to America. We listen to his strange tale as he meets his fate on the attempted journey home.

 

Next, we join a retired U.S. military pilot who once flew over the jungles of Vietnam dropping parachuted soldiers and supplies, now desperate to save the hijacked plane he had boarded earlier that morning.

 

And, finally, we observe the purported mastermind himself as he tries to work out who the actual culprit is as the certainty of war comes to his neighbors’ mountains.

 

At the back of the book is a list of resources and links to the theories and some of the lines of thought used in this book. Any mistakes or misrepresentations of the hypotheses brought to life in these pages are unintended and are completely my own. 

 

MVN   Fall 2025

 

** *** **

 

If there is no other reason to be curious or come to reassess what you think you know about the events that created 9/11, consider this — if planes filled with jet fuel can pulverize tall skyscrapers into fine dust mid air, it would have been repeated scores of times since September 11, 2001 somewhere in the world between conflicting nations, especially less well militarily armed ones, who for the sake of cost, efficiency, and a lack of technology could, at relatively little expense, wildly succeed. No one need have access to a single military grade weapon. One need only have acquired a plane by any means. In the case of 9/11, one need not even know how to fly it. 



The Conspirators I


Chapter 1 Piggyback

 

A small signal light began to flash on an electronic listening device in a nearby basement apartment as a young man took the call on a cellular flip phone he’d slipped into his coat pocket earlier that morning. He was automatically identified as Leg 2 of the call by the eavesdropping program. The caller had already been identified as Leg 1, the first leg of the cellular communication. Despite the fact that the voices on the line were encrypted, the capture device had no problem recording every word of the ensuing conversation with precision. Once a week, someone would come in to collect any recently filled cassette tapes labeled with the date of that week's recordings.

 

Leg 2: Thank you for your time, Sir. We've become aware of something very interesting.

Leg 1: Go ahead, Lieutenant.

Leg 2: We've learned of a desire by some Saudis to hijack planes in the U.S.

Leg 1: Al Qaeda always has a desire to hijack planes in the US, Lieutenant. 

Leg 2: Sir. They're not Al Qaeda. Not strictly speaking, Sir. A new cell with what sounds like more than a desire, Sir. More like they're courting Al Qaeda to get some support, like cash or weapons. There's communication going on, but no promises so far.

Leg 1: Who, then?

Leg 2: Some group whose name I can't even pronounce, Sir? Abudabadaba something, Sir. Sorry. It's apparently a very small cell.

Leg 2: They after passenger planes?

Leg 2: Yes, Sir. Several at once.

Leg 1: What?

Leg 2: That's what we're hearing, Sir. Several. This cell got noticed last year. I think over a weapons shipment. One of them was recognized, at least, as having moved some weapons into Syria. Some crates with RPGs and missiles, I think, Sir. Their caravan was hit but Defense never went back to pick up the pieces. Small fish and we blew up the shipment. Now this same fellow is seen at this cell meeting. At least, what we think is him, and maybe another leader of this group just had a face-to-face in Europe with some seasoned jihadists, and a few members from Al Qaeda who attended that meet-up, too. In an outdoor cafe of all places, Sir.

Leg 1: Fewer ears.

Leg 2: I see. Makes sense, Sir. Apparently, they want a go at America. They're maybe looking for cash. That's probably where Bin Laden could come in.

Leg 1: Who got first wind of this? MI6?

Leg 2: The Germans, Sir. This is all happening in Hamburg. That's what we know so far.

Leg 1: Ever alert, those Germans. Hmm. Rather a tall order to seize several planes don't you think?

Leg 2: It'd take tremendous confidence and planning, not to mention lots of backing to carry out such a plan, Sir.

Leg 1: They could be full of shit. Just bragging to draw new recruits their way.

Leg 2: Without more details, we'll never know, Sir.

Leg 1: Any official speculation? 

Leg 2: Just the picked-up meeting, Sir. And some notes they left scribbled on a napkin, Sir.

Leg 1: Amateur hour. 

Leg 2: Maybe some younger members wanting to make their mark.

Leg1: So why tell me, Lieutenant?

Leg 2: Sir, this could be our fuse.

Leg 1: Hmm. You think it's solid?

Leg 2: Our own people show that someone here in the States vetted the intel, or at least thinks it's worth watching to see how it unfolds. 

Leg 1: Vetted by whom?

Leg 2: FBI maybe. Maybe the Brits, too. Someone here is keeping an ear open. I'm not sure about the CIA.

Leg 1: Whoever is?

Leg 2: Point taken, Sir. Someone in security is watching, Sir. Could be all smoke and no fire. It's interesting all the same. It's still being considered a very low probability, Sir. The cell, itself, might be worth paying attention to even if their plan is flawed.

Leg 1: Hmm. Maybe. So what's up? What's going on that could make it worth their while to come all the way over here and try to attack us, Lieutenant?

Leg 2: Sir?

Leg 1: I mean, what put the fire into these guys?

Leg 2: Maybe Russia's crackdown in Chechnya, is my own thinking, Sir. The administration did support that. Quite vocally.

Leg 1: Yeah. That's right. That sure stirred up the hornets' nest. Yeltsin's just a drunk. But that KGB son of a bitch, Putin, is ruthless to his Russian core. Cunning, too. There's no question he was more brutal than what was being reported. That makes sense, then. But, still, why come after us? Lot's of other nations backed Yeltsin going into Chechnya, too. Or, at least, looked the other way.

Leg 2: Unsure, Sir. Meddling isn't something new. I expected that we'd back anyone trying to break away from the old Soviet regime. But we didn't. It looks like our strategy there is clear as mud, Sir.

Leg 1: Well, we've been all over the Balkans meddling our asses off, pissing off the Serbs. The Chechen Muslims. The Croatians? Who else?

Leg 2: The Croatians aren't Wahhabi, Sir. I think they're Sunni or something. Like Saddam Hussein's sect, I think. But we let Russia crush Chechnya's Muslim revolt plain and simple. They're the Wahhabi over there, like the Saudi's. Maybe some Saudi extremists took offense?

Leg 1: Too many fucking sects and factions to keep track of, for chrissakes.

Leg 2: Well, rooting for all sides, Sir, could be bringing us trouble.

Leg 1: Clinton's an idiot. He's one of those—what do you call it?

Leg 2: Sir?

Leg 1: Oh, yeah. I got it. A pragmatic idealist. Not too much this way. Not too much that way. Not too serious. Not too cheery. Everyone hates him because he's on everybody's side. What the hell is that about, Lieutenant?

Leg 2: Letting the gays into the military was the beginning of his downfall, Sir?

Leg 1: Damn straight. It was his first big misstep. The twat should have been a bit more pragmatic where he was putting his own dick, too. We'd still have our respect. What an embarrassment.

Leg 2: He's a lame duck now, Sir.

Leg 1: It's like watching paint dry, counting the days. Anyway, so the point is that he, or someone we pay, probably ticked off some Saudi's enough that they want to come kill some Americans because they can't kick Russia's butt at the moment?

Leg 2: That's about it, Sir, as I see it.

Leg 1: And, uh, these guys showed up on German surveillance having a meeting about executing a shit plan that is about as smart as that group with the blind sheik trying to blow up one of the World Trade Center towers in New York from the damn basement with a goddamn van full of explosives?

Leg 2: That brings us up to now, Sir.

Leg 1: Well, U.S. security will probably continue to track this, Lieutenant. They'll most likely leave the operatives in place. See how it plays out before doing anything about it. If anything. They'll watch and determine if it's a threat or just a bunch of hot air.

Leg 2: I expect so, Sir.

Leg1: Well, then that gives us a way to watch these fine fellows, if we want. See what's what. You're thinking these guys could be the impetus that we've all been waiting for?

Leg 2: That's how I'm seeing it, Sir.

Leg 1: Go on, please.

Leg 2: Well, Sir. I have a feeling that these Saudi's really are serious. Largely inexpert. But determined. It's a bold plan for an unestablished cell. They are naive. Unaffiliated at this point. Looking for something.

Leg 1: They could just be flexing.

Leg 2: They could, Sir. But, at least, one of them does have involvement with other operatives.

Leg 1: Hmm.

Leg 2: Facial I. D. at best, Sir. But a trusted source.

Leg 1: Huh. I guess we’ll see, won’t we. So you think they could pull something off?

Leg 2: Even without much detail, as I understand their plan, they really couldn't do all that much damage could they, Sir? NORAD would have them out of the air in no time. Still, lives would be lost, of course, depending on how many planes they managed to take over. 

Leg 1: Any sense they're advertising mayhem while actually planning to negotiate? A stupid way to extract cash from us, but it'd be one hell of a bluff. Alright. Keep your eyes on this and your ears open. Let me know if anything develops. Doesn’t seem like much of a fuse to me, son.

Leg 2: Understood, Sir. Nothing may ever come of it. But it has my attention. I’ll let you know, Sir.

Leg 1: Thank you. Do that.

 

The lieutenant realized he hadn’t had much of a fish after all. He told himself it was still worth bringing it to his boss, who’d be furious if he’d let this off their radar. They needed a break…something to give, he thought, trying not to feel deflated. Give it some time. Maybe there’d be something to reel in after all, he mused more hopefully.

 

The lieutenant closed the phone and dropped it back into his suit pocket, looking around him as he began his return to the office.

 

** *** **

The lieutenant stood restlessly beneath a solitary tree in the park where he could easily see in all directions from where he stood waiting for his call. He was just finishing his sweep when the cell phone buzzed. 

 

Leg 1: Alright, Lieutenant, I’m ready for my update. Give me the low down, please.

Leg 2: Yes, Sir. Everything still points to the Saudi cell wanting to take over several planes to fly them into landmarks or bridges. Even buildings. I think that the days of hostage negotiations are over, Sir.

Leg 1: Hmph.

Leg 2: It’s still a preposterous plan, really. They couldn't get past our defenses. They'd be better off taking over a single plane. More planes just makes detection that much more likely.

Leg 1: But maybe not the show they want?

Leg 2: Apparently not, Sir. 

Leg 1: It’s pretty damn grandiose. You’re a planner, son. You think any of their chest thumping could become feasible if done right? Maybe they’ve got more balls than brains.

Leg 2: Which is about as smart as just swinging it in the air, Sir. 

Leg 1: Heh.

Leg 2: I’ve given this some thought, Sir, before asking for this meeting.

Leg 1: I expected as much.

Leg 2: Well, as I see it, one of the weakest parts of their plan, Sir, is that these guys would have to coordinate from the cockpits of the planes using the radios if they wanted to carry out a scheme that involved all the planes. Using the radios would doom them. 

Leg 1: We’d have them in our sights in no time. 

Leg 2: But, still, it's a very logical explanation to board several flights on the same day, Sir. To carry out some tandem plan.

Leg 1: Yeah. Why else go to all that trouble?

Leg 2: Yes, Sir. Why else? It sure implies coordinating with each other. Unless it's actually just each man for himself, Sir. Maybe similar, but separate missions?

Leg 1: Hmm. Like salmon up the stream? They all go, but, few make it. 

Leg 2: Yes. Something along those lines, Sir. They could merely be trying to increase their odds, hoping one of them makes it. We're guessing at this point. But, to answer your question, Sir, if they had a shared target or something like a coordinated plan, they'd have to communicate on the ground before boarding, and then fly silent to avoid using the planes’ radios. If something went wrong, then they couldn't afford to signal one another. If they did, they'd be triangulated and shot out of the air the minute they approached any of their targets, Sir. It'd be over in minutes. They may just be ignorant of U.S. security, Sir. Or, maybe they're just really poor planners.

Leg 1: Hmm. Possibly.

Leg 2: Or, Sir, I've also wondered if maybe being shot down is the whole point.

Leg 1: Ah. Jesus!

Leg 2: Or, a mix of whatever contingencies arise, Sir.

Leg 1: Please, go on.

Leg 2: They might hope to board their respective flights, then take control and head towards whatever target they think they have a chance of hitting before being shot down. If they're downed in the process, maybe that's okay with them. 

Leg 1: Back to our salmon hypothesis. Some will make it. Others will get eaten by the bear.

Leg 2: Exactly, Sir. Or, maybe a chaos and carnage hypothesis? Once they have a plane, it doesn't matter to them how it gets destroyed just so long as it does. It's possible they just want to be blown out of the sky.

Leg 1: Holy crap. A bunch of commercial planes all shot out of the sky in one day. Maybe they're not so naive after all.

Leg 2: Or, crash into anything before we get the chance. Either way, anything counts as success. They'd have to basically be willing to just crash into whatever was right there the moment they were discovered. Any plan like that is much harder than it sounds, Sir. Simply becoming the target themselves makes much more sense to me. But, again, we just don't know at this point, Sir.

Leg 1: Jesus. They could do that. Not exactly like falling off a log. But they wouldn’t need any skill.

Leg 2: Exactly, Sir, if they could get control of the planes, which is not an easy feat. Especially with all the security now. But, if they did and it looked like they were threatening to ditch them into a populated area, for instance, NE Air Defense Sector might not have any other choice than to shoot them down. Passengers and all. A simple plan as far as it goes. Fly around threatening to crash the planes hoping to be shot out of the sky, crashing to the ground in a fiery heap. 

Leg 1: Not bad for amateurs. They’d hook NEADS like a fish.

Leg 2: They sure would, Sir. It’s NEADS’s duty. Although it seems to me that makes having a preferred strike-list of targets pretty pointless. And a target list is precisely what they have. See what I mean, Sir? It doesn't add up.

Leg 1: I do, son. Good point. Why bother with a list. You don't need it. It just complicates things.

Leg 2: That's it, Sir. They’re better off without it. Hijack a bunch of commercial planes that become targets to be shot from the sky. It would be a horrendous event. Having to attack ourselves would be demoralizing, Sir.

Leg 1: Pretty shitty. Shooting Americans right out of the sky. They get those planes and they win whatever they do. Hijack even just one. Fly into some fucking sacred target. Or, fly around until their shot down. Demoralizing us completely would be an understatement. 

Leg 2: Exactly. Which is why this may be what we’ve been waiting for, Sir. At least, a start in the right direction.

Leg 1: A sea change?

Leg 2: That’s always our hope, Sir. But, congress would likely just tighten security on commercial planes another notch or two. Make better cockpit doors. But we'd not likely go start a war with Saudi Arabia over it. They're our allies. 

Leg 1: Yeah. They’re our oil. 

Leg 2: Sir.

Leg 1: Hmm. We might put down some sanctions. It wouldn't be our smartest move. Avoid any major legislation. No shift in priorities. Given time, both the government and the public would soon move on.

Leg 2: Exactly, Sir. The hijackers will have died and the threat would be gone for the moment. The Saudi's would have publicly disavowed the attack.

Leg 1: Commercial flying would take a hit, but they'd get a bailout to shore them up until the worst passes. People would be more vigilant for a time. But that is probably all. No sea change for our purposes. So do we even bother? What are we doing here, son, worrying over these wannabes?

Leg 2: Well Sir, it goes back to that list. I think those targets matter to them, Sir. Hitting those targets would provide a lasting reminder to the entire world, which is why I think they've chosen them. I'm certain of it.

Leg 1: Why, Lieutenant?

Leg 2: They all look to be national monuments or, like you said, places we hold sacred or take a great deal of pride in, Sir. I think they want to send a bigger message than flying can be hazardous to your health. I think they want to say that they can get to us wherever we feel at home, Sir. Safe on the ground. Enjoying our national treasures. Conducting commerce. Taking a walk. Getting to work. Whatever, Sir.

Leg 1: Hmm. Interesting conjecture, Lieutenant. You’ve got very good instincts, son. You smell something, don’t you?

Leg 2: Well, my nose tells me that the list of targets is what this is all about. Not just murder and mayhem. It's a revenge killing, Sir. They're hungry to hurt us. We can exploit their hunger. 

Leg 1: Enough?

Leg 2: Sir, the government and military would be chomping at the bit to use such a disaster. That’s what could become our call to action. An undeniable call…to a necessary build up. Not just making the friendly skies safer. Or a monument. But a justified expansion of our presence around the world. And we stay this time. Our  fuse, Sir.

Leg 1: Finally get the damn ball rolling.

Leg 2: Like pushing a boulder downhill, Sir. We just need a little foreign leverage and the rest—.

Leg 1: Is history.

Leg 2: Sir.

Leg 1: Well, we've thought other things would be our lever, son, and those didn't pan out. We have to keep that in mind.

Leg 2: We will, Sir. We’ll simply be watchful at this point. But it has lots of potential. If these guys want those targets bad enough, maybe we can use them, Sir.

Leg 1: Remind me what’s all on that list anyway?

Leg 2: LAX, the Brooklyn Bridge—. 

Leg 1: The fucking Brooklyn Bridge?

Leg 2: It is a major American icon of success, Sir. Nostalgic.

Leg 1: Hmm.

Leg 2: The WTC. Probably going for one of the towers again. This time with a plane. Several more sites, Sir, like Mount Rushmore.

Leg 1: Jesus! They are ambitious. Maybe they're a few cards short of a full deck.

Leg 2: Maybe, Sir. It depends on what they're after. Do they want to hit a target or become the target?

Leg 1: As you said, son, either will do.

Leg 2: If they can fly a commercial jet, that is.

Leg 1: Can they?

Leg 2: Uncertain, Sir. They'd have to know how in order to hit a target, of course. Maybe even to just crash.

Leg 1: You think they couldn't crash them without some kind of formal pilot training? Couldn't they just force the pilots to dive?

Leg 2: Well, Sir, they'd still need to override the onboard flight computers after they took control. Without formal training, that's not very likely. That's why everyone assumed that Muslim American pilot ditched his plane and passengers on purpose, Sir. The one off the Atlantic Coast? Screaming Ali Ackbar or something just before hitting the water nose-first.

Leg 1: Allahu Akbar.

Leg 2: Sir.

Leg 1: Hell of a thing. I remember that. Of course he did it on purpose.

Leg 2: Woke some people up, Sir.

Leg 1: About time, too.

Leg 2: So, Sir, without some solid commercial flight training—or at least some time in a cockpit simulator—these guys couldn't figure out how to deactivate the autopilot or the collision warning. You just can't wing something that complicated, Sir.

Leg 1: I agree.

Leg 2: Well, Sir, back to trying to destroy the controls and letting the plane plunge. That's about it, Sir.

Leg 1: Well, that's something, at least. Let's say they could hit their targets somehow. Let's say that they recruited some retired Arab pilots, for the sake of argument, and brought them along. Closet jihadists like our solo pilot you just mentioned.

Leg 2: In that case, I think it'd be Pearl Harbor, Sir. Ticks off all the boxes. Even for the jihadists’. Everyone's in a way, Sir.

Leg 1: Yes indeed, Lieutenant. Yes, indeed. I think you've hit the nail right on the head, son.

Leg 2: It's like the hand of God laying this right in front of us, Sir.

Leg 1: Yes, I can see how someone might think that. Thank him for me.

Leg 2: Sir?

Leg 1: We don't talk much.

Leg 2: Sir. I'd be happy to.

Leg 1: Good. Now, what if they’re more than successful, son?

Leg 2: They'd achieve substantial property damage and loss of life. 

Leg 1: Are any of their targets really worth it?

Leg 2: Maybe, Sir. But targets can be changed.

Leg 1: To something more suitable for us?

Leg 2: Yes, Sir. If we could get them to try for locations of our own choosing.

Leg 1: Such as?

Leg 2: Anything we think they had a chance of actually hitting with a little help, Sir, that would make for a lot of damage…a lot of smoke and fire. I'm thinking that the casualties could even be kept low if the optics were big enough.

Leg 1: Like a building. Not a goddamn landmark or fucking bridge. Maybe one of the Towers, after all. 

Leg 2: Or, even both, Sir.

Leg 1: Jesus! Now that’s dark, son. You’re very dark sometimes. But very brilliant!

Leg 2: I’m a soldier, Sir. 

Leg 1: That you are, Lieutenant. That you are. This would bring a sea change of sea changes. 

Leg 2: Hope through tragedy, Sir. Like resurrection…in a way.

Leg 1: Yes. Of course. And truly tragic. An unprovoked attack.

Leg 2: Unprovoked attack on civilians, Sir.

Leg 1: God, yes! Like fucking Operation Northwoods on steroids.

Leg 2: I haven't heard about Northwoods, Sir. Should I have been briefed?

Leg 1: Way before your time, son. It was very hush-hush. It wasn't operational. Kennedy shut it down before it got off the drawing board. Damn coward. Cuba would probably have full statehood by now instead of junk cars and empty Russian missile silos. That island is so close, you could swim there. It should be under us. Not that arrogant bearded commie-lover.

Leg 2: Castro has to be on his last leg by now, Sir. Isn't he ancient?

Leg 1: He's tough as nails. Don't be fooled, son. His grip is as tight as ever. Then there's his brother to contend with if anything happens to Castro. Raul. Spared us the beard. That's saying something. But he's still not to be trusted.

Leg 2: No, Sir.

Leg 1: Northwoods was a false flag operation. DoD had done up a plan. Actually several versions on the same theme. Shoot up something and pin the blame on Fidel Castro. One was to shoot down a passenger plane over Cuban waters. One of our commercial planes filled with tourists on their way to Cuba. Even the joint chiefs were on board with the idea. The goal was to have it look like Castro's military had done it. Remember, we saw the Soviet Union as our biggest threat back in those days.

Leg 2: Yes, Sir. 

Leg 1: Now, there was some argument over whether to have the plane actually filled with vacationing Americans or send a painted military decoy with just a load of luggage. Point the plane towards Cuba and let the pilot eject. Not a bad plan, if it could work. But, without obvious casualties, it wasn't likely to be very convincing. There was no guarantee that the Cubans would bite. They could conceivably just let it fly passed.

Leg 2: That could be awkward, Sir.

Leg 1: Shit! You're telling me. But, in the world of subterfuge, it was way ahead of its time. Maybe a bit too callous. Oh, many liked the deviousness of the idea. Just not the more pragmatic dispensing of life and limb…American life and limb, that is. Even putting prisoners on board to account for bodies sounded pretty coldblooded for most. It crossed a line.

Leg 2: It is a hard line to cross, Sir. I mean—.

Leg 1: It should be, Lieutenant, or for expedience's sake, we'd do it every day.

Leg 2: Yes, Sir.

Leg 1: Of course, it was almost childish compared to what we're talking about today, Lieutenant. But I still wish we had done it. That was a lost opportunity. It would have gotten things going our way. Nipped things right in the bud. But Kennedy's sensibilities were too delicate. Had he backed the idea, things would have been different.

Leg 2: Sir.

Leg 1: And like I said, not everyone at the department was on board. This was just a small group, you understand. Realistic men. Nothing delicate about them. But there were rules of engagement. There are always rules. False flags are frowned upon. There's a certain disdain about them.

Leg 2: Because they're illegal, Sir?

Leg 1: That. But mostly because if you're caught—well, I don't have to tell you.

Leg 2: No, Sir.

Leg 1: You only get one shot. You never get two. It's not like in war. You miss? You might still have a chance to readjust your aim and fire again if you're quick enough. Subterfuge is a big risk because if you're discovered, all hell breaks loose from your own side. You're done. Finished. The risk really has to be worth it. But sometimes the rules need to be broken. For the greater good. Of course, you know that, Lieutenant. Kennedy didn't. Few people do.

Leg 2: No, Sir, most people don't.

Leg 1: A waste of that kind of agency, if you ask, me. The operation was to drum up public support, congressional support, for invading Cuba.

Leg 2: I see, Sir. They were thinking just like we are now. How do you wake up a sleeping public.

Leg 1: Back to finding yourself a new Pearl Harbor. Or, make one if you have to.

Leg 2: Sir. We've got a little bit of both here. Like I said, Sir, God's hand.

Leg 1: But who's God, son?

Leg 2: Sir? 

Leg 1: An unholy God, son.

Leg 2: Oh. Yes. Yes. I see where you're going with this, Sir. That's right. An unholy God. A false god.

Leg 1: A Muslim God. This really could be played out many ways, Lieutenant.

Leg 2: It's almost too good to be true, Sir.

Leg 1: Can you write up a tentative proposal? Include what we've covered today. I'll pass it by the committee, then let you know. 

Leg 2: Happy to, Sir. 

Leg 1: Okay. This is very, very interesting. Thank you for bringing it to my attention. 

Leg 2: I knew you would appreciate the information, Sir, for its full potential. 

Leg 1: Alright. I'll see if I can find out who all is doing the cloak and dagger, Lieutenant. I'd really like to get someone close to that team who can be helpful to us.

Leg 2: A mole, Sir?

Leg 1: Just an ear, son.

Leg 2: Got it. 

Leg 1: How soon could you get me your initial analysis?

Leg 2: I'm already on it, Sir. By Friday?

Leg 1: Friday it is. Good man.

Leg 2: Sir.

Leg 1: As usual, no copies to anyone but me, please. 

Leg 2: Of course, Sir.

Leg 1: Alright, Lieutenant. I have to get to a meeting. I look forward to reading your report. Oh. And, son, throw away your phone.

Leg 2: Sir?

Leg 1: Destroy it. Toss it in the Delaware. Burn it. Drive over it. I don't care. I'll send you a new one by tonight.

Leg 2: Alright, Sir. Thank you.

Leg 1: And never call me at this number again. We've got to go completely dark, Lieutenant. Discretion isn't enough anymore. I'll get an encryption lattice in place. 

Leg 2: My team could do that, Sir. 

Leg 1: No. It's already expected for me to want that level of security, Lieutenant, so I'll handle it. You wait to hear from me. Keep thinking this whole thing over. Especially that damn list. I want every damn stone turned over twice, which is what you do so well, son. I'll call you.

Leg 2: Understood, Sir.

 

With that, the caller disconnected.

 



Chapter 2 Providence

 

As usual, a surveillance device in the backroom of a discreet private security firm came to life when its designated phone number became active. At the request of the client, it still simply identified the incoming phone number as Leg 1, the originator of all the calls the device had ever recorded. The recipient of the call at the other end of the line was still given the equally nondescript identification of Leg 2 of the cell phone transmission. The surveillance apparatus immediately began recording both sides of the conversation.

Standing under the now red and gold leafed tree at the edge of the park, the young lieutenant looked around him seeking out any anomalies from the usual morning activities. He took in the familiar park goers walking their dogs or jogging along the asphalt path. Not far off mothers chased their bundled toddlers riding a squeaking merry-go-round, the children's excited voices calling for them to push them around faster and faster. Then he glanced along the street and also into the windows of a row of nearby late eighteenth-century red brick townhouses. He quickly took note of the location and activities of all of the various people, the many parked cars, and a few scattered utility vans. Everything looked secure to him. Normal, he assured himself. Satisfied, he quietly answered a greeting into the phone.

The firm voice on the other end of the line offered that it was a fine brisk morning. Pleasantries completed, the two men got down to the purpose of their call.

 

Leg 1: Our boys still rearing to go, Lieutenant?

Leg 2: They are, Sir. Except rumor has it from our gal that they're about to be turned down by their own cell leaders, Sir. Total shutdown. They might be thinking twice about wanting to be affiliated with Al Qaeda.

Leg 1: Shit.

Leg 2: We expected this, Sir.

Leg 1: I know, son. I just preferred a subtle touch. Now we'll have to put our hand in deeper. That elevates our risk substantially.

Leg 2: Yes, Sir. But that's also our opportunity to really influence these actors. If the Al Qaeda council gave them the green light, it would be that much harder for us to pull them towards our own goals, Sir.

Leg 1: Good point, Lieutenant.

Leg 2: So, once again, God's hand blesses us.

Leg 1: Son?

Leg 2: Providence, Sir, given that this is actually a development in our favor. If they are turned down, then we have a very disgruntled group of jihadists intent on mayhem with nowhere to go and no one to help them get where they want to be.

Leg 1: Until our perfect offer comes along.

Leg 2: Their only offer, Sir, I’m certain. It will look mighty good to them.

Leg 1: I'm feeling better already.

Leg 2: I'm happy that you are, Sir. 

Leg 1: Well, we won't be able to do this waiting on the sidelines. What you got in mind? How do we get them onboard with us without then knowing?

Leg 2: Cash is always a good place to begin, Sir. Enough cash and some ego stroking so they feel they can do this on their own. Theirs needs met. Rent. Food. Entertainment. Cars. Whatever. Forget needing Al Qaeda. 

Leg 1: They’d never get all that out of Al Qaeda anyway.  Maybe enough to buy a truckload of fertilizer and the truck rental. Cheap bastards. They don’t have that kind of cash. 

Leg 2: Really? I didn’t know that. I thought the Saudi’s had endless cash.

Leg 1: The Saud family. Many others. They’re not Al Qaeda. It’s thought that some support Bin Laden. Maybe some cousins do. Al Qaeda are zealots. Not financiers. But the trope sticks to them anyway.

Leg 2: Well, Sir. I think this sounds like your area. I can only come up with drug dealing. Having them sell drugs we get to them.

Leg 1: Not a bad idea unless they get caught. Then we’re out of jihadists.

Leg 2: What about protection. Look-outs, maybe.

Leg 1: Hmm. Hired to keep watch on something not so kosher?

Leg 2: Like that, Sir. A drug house. Or, maybe a shipyard or warehouse? They wouldn’t even have to know there’s nothing to be watching. Just pay them well.

Leg 1: Let them think it’s illegal. And lucrative for them.

Leg 2: Exactly, Sir.

Leg 1: See, son, you’re better at this than you think. And we don’t even need to sell drugs for guns. We’re stepping up.

Leg 2: The Iran thing, Sir? I thought they got away with that pretty well, Sir.

Leg 1: You call all those public hearings and Poindexter and North in prison getting away with it? That could have unraveled all the way, Lieutenant. It was a lesson in carelessness. They got away with the hostage deal during the election. It made them reckless. Thought they walked on water. Invulnerable.

Leg 2: I can’t disagree with you there, Sir. I just mean, they got away with the plan.

Leg 1: What’s your point?

Leg 2: My point, Sir, is that despite all the screw-ups, despite all the hearings and the press, they got a slap on the wrist.

Leg 1: Because?

Leg 2: Because the nation had sympathy for their cause. What’s to feel bad about dope coming up from a third rate country and being sold to a bunch of junkies in LA, when weapons were needed to support freedom fighters? I believe that’s the reason they got off light, Sir.

Leg 1: Fucking televised hearings. Keep going.

Leg 2: Yes, Sir. The higher the involvement goes, the less anyone really pays. Someone has to fall on their sword. That’s a soldier’s duty, Sir. They did. It worked.

Leg 1: Okay. I’m starting to see your argument, Lieutenant. But how’d that work out for Nixon? You got a better one?

Leg 2: President Nixon was surrounded before he knew it, Sir. And he didn’t do it for a cause. Not like us. He did it to win an election. He was willing to take down senators and congressmen with him. They got him first. We will not be so careless, I assure you. And we will definitely not turn on each other when it gets tough.

Leg 1: They’ll be plenty of swords to fall on if we mess up.

Leg 2: I’d be happy to be the first, Sir.

Leg 1: I know you would, son. I know you would.

Leg 2: Sir, if America learned anything from Watergate, it was that they forgot to build the moat around the castle. First rule of battle, Sir. They should have protected their king with their lives. Instead, he was put in the crosshairs. It was open season on him.

Leg 1: It sure fucking was.

Leg 2: Iran-Contra was a very close call, Sir. But the moat held for them because a real U.S. hero stepped in front of the flying bullets. 

Leg 1: I don’t want anyone taking that kind of risk. I’m not sure how far loyalty goes anymore, Lieutenant, in today’s world.

Leg 2: We won’t have to, Sir. No one’s about to believe the mujahideen are working for us. 

Leg 1: Well, you got me there. It keeps us quite removed, as long as they’re not caught. If they are…well, no point in keeping anyone that vulnerable around. You get my meaning.

Leg 2: I do, Sir. Agreed. They’d think the same thing. Leg 1: Good point. Now, think about this idea. We have more than enough cash to just set this up ourselves. Use our own people. Is that an option we should consider?

Leg 2: Sir?

Leg 1: I'm thinking it's fine using them for surveillance only. Not for any actual interactions, Lieutenant. Especially with nervous characters that might still be beholden to others than us. Thinking about it, I believe we should play those roles ourselves. 

Leg 2: You mean we'd be the warehouse owner? Or, whatever?

Leg 1: Yeah. All of it. I mean, a total con job from start to finish on these boys. We don’t need to own it. Just say that we do. And show the cash.

Leg 2: Like an undercover operation? With our own people?

Leg 1: Yep. I think it's prudent to have total control over this.

Leg 2: Sir.

Leg 1: These idiots just need to believe they are dealing with legit players. It keeps things tight and under wraps for us.

Leg 2: What an excellent idea, Sir. They're probably too inexperienced to tell the difference anyway. 

Leg 1: They're all gung-ho and no smarts, Lieutenant.

Leg 2: I completely agree with you, Sir. So, what about adding to the mujahideen cell, if they do break away? Put some of our own in there just to keep closer tabs? They’d be recruiting.

Leg 1: Not a chance. They're being watched. Let me rephrase that. They're being careless and they're being watched by at least two intelligence gathering outfits here and in Germany. Running a ruse is a lot easier than infiltrating, son. We'd draw whoever’s watching our watchers, so to speak. We're just background noise so long as we don't get someone else’s attention. Some shipyard night watchman wanting some extra cash, so is hiring some lowlife. The Germans and whoever would ignore it. That would keep our cover. If we put people inside? Then we’d become the quarry. The moment we step inside, we're in someone's sights. I don’t want that. 

Leg 2: I don’t know how I even missed that, Sir. Bad idea.

Leg 1: No, Lieutenant. A very reasonable idea. Whoever is observing will be tasked with identifying everyone who enters the room or makes a call.

Leg 2: I apologize, Sir. Maybe you'd be better off finding someone more suited for this particular task, Sir.

Leg 1: On the contrary, Lieutenant, you are the man, the soldier, for this job. You don't lack imagination, son. You just don't have a conniving bone in your whole body. Me? That's practically the only kind I've got.

Leg 2: Now really, Sir.

Leg 1: You don't think duplicitously, son. You think strategically. That’s what we need from you. Straightforward planning. Not schemes. Not to worry. We've got plenty of people who do. They'll be working for you. Completely separate from your team, understand? No cross over. No leaking. Completely Need To Know, Lieutenant.

Leg 2: I understand, Sir. Thank you for your trust in me. But all the same, I'd feel better if I could think more like…ah—.

Leg 1: Me? That's why you have me. And why I have you for that matter. So I don't have to think like you either. We focus our separate genius, as it is, in what we each do best.

Leg 2: Sir. Thank you.

Leg 1: Good man. Now. Take this to the next stage. Let's make contact. I'll select our bad actors, Lieutenant, and have them report to you with their orders. 

Leg 2: Yes, Sir.

Leg 1: Keep it tight.

Leg 2: I will, Sir. Very tight.

Leg 1: I'll want more frequent updates, Lieutenant.

Leg 2: Sir.

Leg 1: Alright. And Lieutenant, kill your phone. I’ll send another.

Leg 2: Sir.

 

The young man looked down at the small telephonic device that he held, thinking it was a shame to butcher such a marvel. It was better than the first one he’d had to take apart and throw away. But he was a soldier and followed orders, so he began trying to pry the back cover off with a blunt fingernail. He finally reached into his pants pocket for the Swiss Army knife that he had carried with him since childhood and managed to jimmy the tip of the blade enough to where the cover popped off. He could now see the small circuit board, which he then pried out with the sturdier screwdriver tool and snapped the plastic board in half with his large, bare hands, discarding the halves along with the useless casing into a trash can at the corner of the park he passed on his way out. 
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