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Willard Intercontinental Hotel

Washington, D. C. 

February 8, 2014


T



he sound of 250 chairs moving away from 25 tables filled the huge, lavishly decorated hall as everyone stood the moment the doors opened. The applause started at the sight of Cyrus in the doorway. Then the Master of Ceremonies began to sing the traditional birthday song and everyone joined in. The singing continued as Cyrus’s favorite granddaughter, Barbara, wheeled him into the room. She stopped when they reached the table where Cyrus’s immediate family was waiting. 

His two younger sisters, followed by his two daughters, took turns to greet him with a kiss on the cheek and murmurs of good wishes.

His son shook his hand but still leaned down for a cheek kiss. Cyrus looked up at his granddaughter. He held his hand in the air and twirled a finger as a signal. “Turn me around, Babs. Let me face my adoring audience,” he said.

His granddaughter turned the wheelchair to face his admirers. As the singing ended, Cyrus softly applauded and held his arms out encouraging his guests to approach. A line formed and filed past him. Cyrus couldn’t help thinking, the next time these same people form a line to see me, I’m sure I won’t be looking back at them.

After shaking hands with the men, and enough cheek kisses with the women, Barbara was wiping the various shades of lip paint with a damp napkin. Cyrus Brentworth, at 80 years of age, still enjoyed the attention and respect of the Washington elite. Why the hell not, he thought, most of them owe their careers to me.

Cyrus’s political career took off in 1964 at age 30. He had already spent several years in Washington after graduating from the same Harvard College as John F. Kennedy. Cyrus always knew he was special. He was content with the title, ‘Assistant this’, the ‘Assistant that,’ which amounted to the office lackey for whichever politician he worked for, and he chose carefully.

Cyrus was special in a host of different ways. Besides his above-average intelligence, he could integrate himself with associates in his chosen field, politics. There wasn’t a politician Cyrus had worked for who didn’t miss him when he moved on. He possessed the ability to foresee upcoming obstacles in any of his political mentors’ paths to glory and the means to surmount those obstacles. Cyrus Brentworth was a very valuable employee and the adversary one couldn’t afford to have. 

The orchestra played a fox trot for their audience as Cyrus turned his attention to his family. He lifted the small glass containing his daily allotment; four ounces of non-fat milk and a reasonable splash of 18-year-old Glenlivet Scotch.

“A toast is in order,” he proclaimed.

All at his table stood with glasses in hand.

Cyrus gave his approval as he looked up at his gathered clan and nodded.

“I have to say, I’ve been blessed.” He reached one hand up to his granddaughter, and she grasped it. He continued, “All the success this family has had...” he looked at his two daughters, “a senator, a congresswoman...” he turned to his son, “a governor... and now, after this coming election,” he shifted and looked up at his granddaughter, “it’ll be the next generation’s turn. I propose a toast to ‘Babs’ Brentworth, the new junior senator from New York.”

All cheered and sipped from their glasses. With a surprised look on her face, Cyrus’s granddaughter leaned down and kissed her grandfather on his forehead.

“Oh, Gramps, you are too much. This is your day.”

“Our day, Babs, our day,” he replied displaying a rare smile. 

Most at the table sat, except for Cyrus’s son. He looked past his father and stood transfixed at what he was witnessing.

Two black-clad figures held open the two large doors where his father had entered. Both wore black helmets with full-face visors obscuring their features. Each displayed machine pistols attached to a band worn around their necks. The visibly shaken son leaned forward, placed his two hands on the table, and muttered in a voice slightly higher than a whisper, “A SWAT team...here? What the hell?”

Everything happened at once. There were gasps from other guests who witnessed the first intrusion, which spread rapidly as the scene repeated itself at the other three exits/entrances of the hall. One of the black-clad figures hurried to the orchestra as he waved his arms and the music ceased. Cyrus became aware as he watched the doorway in his field of vision.  

He seemed to freeze in place, as he recognized the first person who walked in between two black-clad figures. It was an old friend who Cyrus earned the right to call by his nickname, Butch. It was Cy and Butch when they cruised the nightlife of Washington’s lower areas, looking for whatever pleasure would be available. The rest of the crowd knew him also; Frank Hamilton, and his title: Attorney General of the United States.

Frank wore a dark suit and a dark tie, as did the other man, FBI Special Agent Jack King, who followed close behind. Two of the black-clad figures accompanied them. It was when the last two people came through the door that Cyrus’s body unfroze and the trembling began. Dressed in hospital whites, from all appearances, it was a doctor and an aide.

Cyrus was confused, but far from being dumb. He knew these unexpected visitors had come for him. The flashbacks began as they have so many times in the past.

The limousine carrying the President of the United States had just passed the book depository building in Dallas, Texas when the first shot echoed through the plaza. The crowd’s cheers were still lingering in the still air as brain matter splattered in and on the rear deck of the limousine.

As Cyrus waited for the uninvited visitors who invaded his celebration and walked rapidly toward his table, he shook and mumbled uncontrollably, “How the fuck... it can’t be... not after all this time.”

The entourage of men stood around Cyrus’s table as the Attorney General stood over Cyrus. He unfolded a document and began to read.

“Cyrus Brentworth, I have a warrant for your arrest for the conspiracy and murder of the President of the United States, John F. Kennedy, on November 22, 1963, in Dealey Plaza, Dallas, Texas. You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say can be used against you in a court of law. You have the right. . .”

The rest of Miranda’s rights were lost in the loud protesting of the shocked family members. The Attorney General instructed one officer to handcuff the accused to the arm of the wheelchair. The doctor and his aide attempted to commandeer the suspect and were only successful when the same police officer restrained the granddaughter. Agent King physically blocked Cyrus’s son from interfering as he pushed and yelled.

“This is crazy. You’re talking about an assassination that took place more than 50 years ago... my father didn’t have anything to do with that.”  

Agent King left a card with a phone number where the family could call for further information. He didn’t miss the fact the card landed alongside an unopened bottle of Jameson Irish Whiskey.  
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Walter Reed Medical Center  

Washington D. C. 

1941

Seventy-Three years earlier


T



he quietness of the hospital’s nursery ward was disturbed when the elevator doors opened unexpectedly at 1 a.m. at the Walter Reed National Military Medical Center in Bethesda, Maryland. The hospital’s administrator, followed by a tall white-haired man in a tan suit, wearing wire-rim glasses, and two nurses stepped out. One nurse carried a small black bag. The administrator approached the head nurse’s station while his companions stood a distance away.

After a brief conversation, the head nurse held a phone to her ear as the administrator rejoined his companions. He led them toward the nursery. As they approached, four nurses exited, nodded to the administrator, and scurried toward the head nurse’s station. The administrator stood outside the nursery as the others entered.

A total of 24 cribs were neatly arranged in 6 rows of 4 cribs. There were no empty cribs. The collective breathing of the sleeping infants inter-spaced with the soft wails of the awake created its own unique symphony.

The three visitors circled the closest crib in the first row. The white-haired man looked toward the large viewing window that separated the room from the hallway. He said something and one nurse approached the window and drew the curtain across.

The threesome spent perhaps 3 minutes at the first crib before moving to the next in line. They would repeat this ritual 23 times.

At the head nurse’s station, all five nurses watched on the inaudible closed-circuit monitor. Except there was nothing to see. With their backs facing the camera, the visitors effectively blocked whatever was taking place. Later, the names of those infants would be noted in a database.

Whitehall Induction Center  

One Year Later  

The volunteers of mostly young men lined the street surrounding the 8-story brick and granite building at 39 Whitehall Street in Lower Manhattan, better known as the Whitehall Induction Center. Young men and women, eager to quench their thirst for revenge following Pearl Harbor, shuffled through 5 hours of interviews, and medical and aptitude tests. Their goal was the swearing-in ceremony of their military choice that followed.

The line of shirtless male volunteers patiently waited for their turn in the inoculation area. A tall white-haired man wearing wire-rim glasses in the distinctive white coat of a doctor oversaw a dozen nurses responsible for the administration of the various vaccines.
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February 6, 2014

Two days before the arrest at the Willard Hotel 


F



BI Special Agent Jack King sat his morning coffee on the desk as his cell phone rang.

He removed his phone from the inner pocket of his suit jacket, punched a key, and held it to his ear. 

“Jack King,” he announced.

Bill: “Jack, it’s Bill. I don’t have time for pleasantries. I have to get right to the point.”

William ‘Bill’ Howell, director of the FBI and Jack’s boss.

Jack: “Sure, Bill.”

Bill: “Remember Anthony Gatto?”

Jack: “Oh, yeah, ‘Big’ Tony, what about him?”

Bill: “I received a call from him less than 10 minutes ago.”

Jack: “Okay,” Jack said and sat down.

Bill: “Jack, he’s dying.”

Jack: “I knew he was sick, but why call you?”

Bill: “Because he’s keeping his word, Jack. He promised me a deathbed confession.”

Jack heard the excitement in Bill’s voice as he continued. 

Bill: “Big Tony could close a lot of cases. He’s been a high-level figure in the organization for the past 60 years.”

Jack: “Where do I come in here?” Jack asked.

Bill: “I need you to meet me at Joint Base Andrews within the hour. We have a private waiting at location six, to take us to Boston. Gatto is in the ICU at Boston General, under our security. Jack, you’re to be a witness at the deposition. Oh, and bring a tape recorder.”

Jack: “I’m on the way, Bill.”

He stood and gulped his coffee down.  “I take it you’re on the move.” It was Lenny, his desk-mate and occasional barstool partner, who just arrived and caught the end of the phone conversation. 

“Heading to Boston, I’m to be a witness at a deposition. That is if the source doesn’t die first. Lenny, would you have a car in front? I need to stop at procurement to sign out a tape recorder.”

“You got it, pal,” Lenny replied, and picked up his phone.

The two men met while in the academy and were fierce rivals on the athletic field and the academic side. It was when Jack came to his rival’s aid on the streets of Washington, involving a group of toughs, that the two became close.

Similar body types, 6 feet 2 inches tall, athletic builds from the weight training both enjoyed. Both clean-shaven, Jack carried a scar on his left cheek because of a long-ago incident during the first of his two deployments in Iraq. He wore his blond hair longish and combed straight back, while Lenny’s black hair was cropped short.

They both enjoyed early promotions in their career through skill, daring, and more than their share of luck. Jack had entered a bank while a robbery was in progress. He persuaded the three gunmen to let the 12 hostages go. The hostages were released, but one enraged gunman turned on him and there was a shootout. Jack was the only one to walk out of the bank.

Lenny accompanied a sheriff and three deputies, serving an arrest warrant on a known violent criminal. While the sheriff, with his men, approached the front of the suspect’s house, Lenny entered through the back. The suspect swiftly opened the front door while the officers were coming up the stairs. They froze, facing the front end of the shotgun the suspect held. Lenny quietly sneaked up and disarmed the suspect.

Less than 40 minutes later, Jack was strapped in a seat facing his boss as the small plane taxied toward the runway. Besides the pilot and co-pilot, a female aide sat in a seat outside the cabin’s door.

“Our companion informed me she’ll serve coffee when we’re airborne,” Bill said.

“That is good news. My first one was interrupted by a phone call,” Jack replied with a hint of a smile.

Bill knowingly nodded. “Same here when the call from Gatto came through. I was on the way to a meeting at the White House and my driver had just pulled into the drive-thru and had to pull right out. Let’s hope Tony’s still breathing when we get there.”

When the aide brought the coffee, Jack was putting the tape recorder back into its case.

“Everything looks good. I had fresh batteries put in and another set in the case.”

“Good, Jack, better to be prepared.”

Bill sipped twice at his coffee before placing his cup in the cup holder of the specially built table between the two of them. He removed a folder from his briefcase and opened it.

“I have a list of cases dating back to the early 60s, the ones we are most interested in. We don’t know his state of mind so, we need to home in on what is important to us. Here, look, familiarize yourself.” Bill passed the folder to Jack. 

“I listed them in order of importance.”

Jack opened the folder and sat back. 

“Wow. This is a hell of a list.” Jack turned a page. “You’re looking to hit the jackpot.”

“He was there, Jack, for everything you’re looking at. Either he was involved or knows who was.”

“You believe he’s going to give us straight info?” Jack asked.

“Sure, why not? He has nothing to lose, and I’m sure he’s planning some payback to a few of his cronies. Besides, Jack, the info will only be good as the proof he gives us.”

“True, Bill, without proof, the info is useless.”

“To be honest with you, Jack, I felt guilty calling you this morning. I know it was 2 years today that Lois is gone.”

“I appreciate what you’re saying, Bill. Still, the best therapy is me keeping busy.”

Boston Logan Airport  

The private aircraft taxied to a hangar, where the two passengers exited and entered a black SUV. Bill’s phone rang before the SUV exited the hangar.

“Bill Howell,” he answered.

Two minutes passed before Bill spoke again.

“I understand. I’ll be in touch.”

He made eye contact with Jack as he put his phone in the inside pocket of his suit jacket.

He shook his head from side to side. 

“I don’t understand, but the word from the White House is I am to execute the deposition on my own, no witnesses.”

Jack hesitated, digesting what Bill had said. 

“A deposition without a concurring witness, that’s a new one.”

“Sorry, Jack. Seems I dragged you along for no reason.”

“We don’t make the rules, Bill, we just follow them.”

“That was Walter, Walter Hanson, my assistant director. The White House reached out to him. I believe Walter was your mentor when you joined the agency.”

“He sure was. A good man, Walter. I learned a lot from him. He was more a father figure than a boss.”

“He’ll be your boss again one day, Jack.” Bill chuckled. “Not anytime too soon, I’m fine and feeling great, but one day.”

“Why would the White House go through Walter? Why not just call you?

“I’ll let you know the answer to that question after I ask it.”

The SUV pulled up to the front entrance of the hospital. Jack followed Bill to the reception desk. Bill identified himself and a security officer escorted them to the patient’s 5th-floor room. The hospital administrator ended the conversation he was having with the FBI officer on duty and introduced himself.

“This is new to me, so tell me what you need. Whatever we can do to help,” the administrator said.

“Is there anyone else in there with him?” Bill asked.

“One nurse. She finished checking on the patient and now is double-checking the readings on the monitor equipment. I expect she should be done soon.” 

The administrator opened the door as the nurse responded to the patient.

“You’re welcome,” she said as she passed the small group outside the door.

“Billy,” Anthony Gatto called out in a raspy voice. “You old son-of-a-gun, I knew you would come.”

Bill turned to his companions. 

“No one enters until I say so. Jack, let’s get the recorder set up.” Bill approached the bed. 

He reacquainted himself with the elderly gangster while Jack set the machine and clipped a small mic to the patient’s garment.

“Okay, all done. I’ll be right outside,” Jack said and left the room.

Three hours passed before Bill exited the room.

The tape recorder was in its case with the shoulder strap hanging from Bill’s shoulder.

“Here, let me,” Jack reached out.

“It’s good, Jack. I’ve got it.”

Bill had his phone in his hand and punched at the keypad, obviously sending a text.

The two of them headed toward the elevator.

Reaching the main floor, Bill exchanged nods with two men in black suits who entered the elevator as they exited.

Outside, their SUV was waiting except now, a second, similar SUV led the way back to the airport. 

Extra security for the recordings? Jack thought.

There was no conversation between the two men as Bill fielded at least seven phone calls, one incoming, and six outgoings, all short.

Jack knew it wasn’t his place to inquire concerning the success of their mission. He would wait.

It was when they were airborne. 

Sipping at his just-served coffee, Bill addressed Jack.
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