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  For Charlie. 
 You make me proud every day.










  The thunderbolt falls before the noise of it is heard in the skies, prayers are said before the bell is rung for them; he receives the blow that thinks he himself is giving it,

  he suffers who never expected it, and he dies that looked upon himself to be the most secure; all is done in the night and obscurity, amongst storms and confusion.




  —GABRIEL NAUDÈ
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  Prologue




  JINNAH INTERNATIONAL AIRPORT


  KARACHI, PAKISTAN




  ONE YEAR AGO




  With every plane descending from the sky at Karachi’s Jinnah International Airport, the enormous crowd gathered behind the high barbed-wire

  fence at the airport’s perimeter became fanatical, screaming and shouting at the top of their lungs.




  CNN estimated the crowd to be more than 800,000; Al Jazeera, which had several reporters and cameramen on the scene, estimated the crowd to be at least 1.5 million.




  They had begun gathering at the airport the night before, after the polls closed. Already, more than a hundred Pakistanis had died from the heat and more than a dozen had been trampled to

  death.




  Each arriving plane led to a frenzied, almost panicked roar from the crowd. It didn’t matter where the plane was arriving from; every thobe-clad man and burqa-clad woman gathered in the

  scorching afternoon sun knew that sooner or later one of the planes would be the one. Every few minutes, as a PIA, Air Arabia, Etihad, Iran Air, or another airline’s jet began its descent,

  the crowd began screaming and waving small makeshift white flags with a black dot in the middle.




  In the distant azure, a white jumbo jet appeared.




  Inside the chartered Airbus A321, the rows of seats were mostly empty. The first six rows had exactly one person per row, all Pakistani, all male. They were part of a security detail and wore

  military uniforms. In the overhead compartments, automatic weapons were stored. As the plane descended, each man moved to the window at the end of the row and tried to get a glimpse of the crowd

  they knew would be waiting.




  A few rows behind the security detail, more men were dispersed. They were all campaign staff members. There were a dozen men, mostly in suits, a few in ties. Some of them chatted quietly, while

  others typed on laptops. Several pored over newspapers.




  More than twenty-five rows back, separated by row after row of empty seats, two men sat quietly across the aisle from each other in the last row. Both men were dressed in bishts. The man on the

  left, Atta El-Khayab, had on a dark blue bisht with white piping. His beard was flecked with gray. His eyes darted about nervously, belied somewhat by the infectious smile on his wrinkled, kindly

  face. The other man, in the aisle seat of the right-hand row, wore a plain white bisht. On the chest was a black circle the size of a tennis ball; similar to the flags being waved by the waiting

  Pakistanis on the ground below. This man also had a beard, though his was completely white. He was taller than his companion, his dark skin deeply creased and covered in hideous black moles. His

  blind eyes were covered by large black-lens glasses. He did not smile. This man was Omar El-Khayab.




  “We’re going to land soon,” said Atta. He reached his hand across the aisle and patted the back of El-Khayab’s hand. “I’m told there will be a

  crowd.”




  El-Khayab took his right hand and moved it on top of his brother’s hand, gently patting it. But he said nothing.




  “It’s been a long flight, Omar,” said Atta.




  “Tell me, Atta, will you miss Paris?” asked El-Khayab quietly. El-Khayab reached up and removed his glasses. Beneath, the sight was grotesque. The eyeballs were balls of murky green

  and rolled around in the sockets like fish eyes. The skin around both sockets was badly scarred despite the more than sixty years since the accident, the fire, that had destroyed Omar

  El-Khayab’s vision forever.




  “Yes, I will,” said Atta, looking away from his brother’s face and trying to smile. “I’ll miss the food. But I’m happy to go, Imam.”




  “I’m glad to hear it.”




  “Will you miss Paris, Omar?”




  “No.” He reached his hand up and stroked his white beard. “The French are a vile filth. But I will miss the madrasa. I will miss the boys. I will miss the moment.”




  “The moment?”




  “There is a moment when it happens,” said El-Khayab. “When the education of a young boy truly begins.”




  “What do you mean?”




  “There is a moment when a boy accepts jihad for the first time. When Allah turns a young boy’s blood into an angry fever. I cannot see it in their eyes, of course, but I’ve

  learned to recognize it in their voices. Once it happens, there is nothing that can bring them back. It’s unstoppable. That moment, for me, is like nirvana. That is what I will miss the

  most.”




  The plane arced left as the rumble of the landing gear being lowered could be heard.




  “But instead of a few hundred boys, brother, you now have a nation of more than two hundred million,” said Atta. “You have been elected president of Pakistan!”




  A smile creased El-Khayab’s lips. He nodded his head up and down while stroking his beard.




  “Yes,” said El-Khayab calmly. “Allah works in wondrous ways, does he not?”
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  HARDWICK’S CAFÉ AND BISTRO


  JAMISON CENTRE


  MACQUARIE, AUSTRALIA




  Josiah Glynn walked briskly through the air-conditioned suburban mall, calmly surveying the shops, restaurants, and people. Jamison Centre was a

  dump. Out-of-the-way, tired, lousy, lower-middle-class shops; half-empty, badly lit restaurants. The only people he saw ambling about the musty-smelling, windowless mall were blue hairs, too old to

  remember what good food tasted like.




  That was the point though. Out of the way.




  Glynn felt a patch of cold sweat beneath his armpits, but less than he had anticipated. Certainly less than he had envisioned when he got dressed that morning. Despite his precautions, or

  perhaps because of them, he was nervous. He breathed deeply. He was fifteen minutes late, but that was intentional.




  “These fuckers can wait,” he whispered to himself as he ambled casually past a shoe store. Glynn knew it was false bravado, but he needed the bravado, the confidence, to get him

  through the next ten minutes.




  The drive to Jamison Centre from the Customs and Border Protection Service had taken three hours. If he’d driven straight there, it should have taken fifteen minutes. But Glynn had taken a

  slow, circuitous, out-of-the-way route through the far-flung suburbs of Canberra. A random route. The entire drive, he’d kept one eye glued to the rearview mirror, looking for anyone who

  might be following him. As far as he could tell, no one was.




  Glynn’s job was to oversee quality assurance for Australia’s Customs and Border Protection Service’s e-commerce site, where Australian citizens could apply online for passport

  renewals. Glynn tested the servers and databases, running various checks on the site to get rid of bugs, broken links, algorithmic anomalies, and other malfunctioning lines of code. Because he

  spent all of his working hours in the bowels of the Customs’ databases and IT infrastructure, Glynn also had access to any and all information about people coming into or out of

  Australia.




  As he strode toward the bench directly in front of Hardwick’s Café, he heard the faint ding-dong of his iPhone telling him he had a text message.




  

    P4 not logged out. where are you jg? MM


  




  Glynn’s supervisor, Megan McGillicuddy, looking for him. He tapped her a quick text:




  

    Forgot. pls sign off for me. CU in am. sorry!


  




  God, how he despised Megan. If all went according to plan, in approximately ten minutes he would never have to speak to the bloated, cantankerous sow ever again.




  He stepped to the empty bench and sat down. He scanned the crowd at Hardwick’s. He saw only senior citizens and a single woman with stringy red hair, stuffing a burger into her mouth.




  Then, standing in the checkout line of a pharmacy across the way, he noticed someone staring at him. A white-haired man. Or was it blond? They made eye contact. The man paid and exited the small

  storefront. In his left hand, he carried a large paper shopping bag. He walked casually across the mall and sat down on the bench.




  “Mr. Glynn,” the man said. “I’m Youssef.”




  Up close, Glynn saw that he had a mop of bottle-dyed blond hair and olive-toned skin.




  “You don’t look Arab,” said Glynn. “Well, I suppose your skin does.”




  “Shut the fuck up. It doesn’t matter what I look like. You’ll never see me again. Do you have the information?”




  “Yes, but can we talk? Why do you need the information?”




  Youssef looked at Glynn, incredulous that he would be asking questions. His casual, laid-back manner turned venomous.




  “Stop asking questions,” he said slowly and menacingly. “To your left, past my shoulder: do you see the two men sitting at the Thai restaurant?”




  “Yes.”




  “The one with the red baseball hat has a silenced handgun aimed at your skull right at this very moment. Can you see it?”




  Glynn looked over. He caught the sight of a silencer, aimed at his head.




  “So tell me the information,” continued Youssef, a threat in his soft voice. “I am more than happy to pay you, Mr. Glynn. I don’t care about the money. But if you ask me

  any more questions, or if you ever speak of this transaction, you will die a quick and bloody death. I can’t guarantee that it will be painful but if I could, I’d make it really fucking

  painful. It’s up to you whether you die right here, right fucking now, or live to spend some of that beautiful money sitting in the bag at my fucking feet.”




  Glynn gasped.




  “Sorry,” Glynn muttered, his eyes darting about. “I’m very sorry.”




  “Calm down and relay the information. When you have done so, I will stand up and walk away. I will leave behind this bag. Inside, there is a million gorgeous dollars with Josiah

  Glynn’s name written all over it.”




  “Dewey Andreas entered Australia February twelfth, almost exactly one year ago,” said Glynn.




  “Port of entry?” demanded Youssef.




  “Melbourne. That’s in Victoria, in the south, on the coast.”




  “I know where the fuck it is, jackhole. Purpose of visit?”




  “He listed tourist. But he didn’t fill in the return-by date.”




  “The return-by date?”




  “He didn’t say when he was leaving Australia,” explained Glynn. “And we have no record of him leaving.”




  “Is that all you have? That’s worthless dogshit.”




  “There’s more,” Glynn whispered conspiratorially. “After three months, he filed a work permit at the Cairns Customs office.”




  “Where’s Cairns?”




  “It’s in the northern part of Queensland. Way up on the coast.”




  “Is that it?”




  “There’s something else. He was required to list his job on the form. He’s working at a station.”




  “ ‘Station’?”




  “Ranch. He works on a ranch.”




  “What’s the name of the ranch?”




  “He didn’t write it down. He’s not required to.”




  Glynn felt his heart pounding like a snare drum, the palms of his hands sweating.




  Youssef stood up, stared hatefully down at Glynn, and then, as if by magic, his face transformed itself into a warm smile that nearly made Glynn forget about it all.




  “Not bad, Mr. Glynn. I feel as if my money has been well spent today. Remember my warning.” He nodded at the Thai restaurant. Then he held his index finger up against his temple,

  pretending it was a gun.




  “Yes, of course.”




  “Good luck to you,” said Youssef. He turned and walked away from the bench.




  Glynn eyed the green and red paper shopping bag sitting on the linoleum floor next to him. He reached for the bag, opened it up, and stared down at the bricks of cash stacked inside.




  “You too.”




  But Youssef was already gone.
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  SEMBLER STATION


  COOKTOWN, AUSTRALIA




  The stallion kicked up clouds of dust as he galloped along the dry country path. Deravelle’s muscles rippled across his broad haunches, the

  line between shoulder blade and hip straight despite the weight now on his back; a worn leather saddle, on top of that a large man, who leaned forward on the horse’s sinewy incline. After

  more than an hour at a gallop, the rider eased up and pulled back on the horse’s reins. Deravelle slowed. The rider let the big horse catch his breath at a slow trot. Soon, the horse’s

  rapid, heavy exhale was the only sound that could be heard across the plain.




  The rider paused and looked around. Low hills covered in grass, stub wheat, and cypress. Empty vistas of blue sky. Untouched ranch land in every direction. A barbed-wire fence running north in a

  rickety line as far as he could see.




  The afternoon sun blazed down dry but viciously hot. The man’s shirt was off and a day’s worth of dirt was layered on top of a rich brown tan. Thick muscles covered the man’s

  chest, torso, back, and arms. On his right bicep, a small tattoo was hard to see beneath the dark tan; a lightning bolt no bigger than a dime, cut in black ink. But what stood out the most was a

  jagged scar on the man’s left shoulder. It ran in a crimson ribbon down the shoulder blade and stuck out like a sore thumb. Most of the other ranch hands suspected it was a knife wound but no

  one knew for sure.




  The terrain was empty and lifeless for as far as the eye could see. A few large, bulbous clouds sat lazily to the west, just seeming to rest off to the side of the light blue sky. It was almost

  silent, with only the occasional exhale from Deravelle, or a light whistle from time to time as a slow wind brushed across the dirt veneer of the plain.




  Sembler was the largest cattle ranch—or “station” as they were referred to in Australia—in Queensland. More than 18,000 head. Out here, however, in the northwest quadrant

  of the 12,675-acre ranch, the rider couldn’t see a single head. On hot days like today, the cattle stayed south, near King River, at the southern edge of Joe Sembler’s property.




  Dewey glanced down at the last post of the day. It was almost seven o’clock. He sat up in the saddle, lifted his hat, and ran his hand back through his hair. It had grown long now, having

  not been cut in the year since he’d arrived in Australia. He reached down and took a beer from the saddlebag. Cooler than one might’ve supposed, the thick leather insulating the bottle

  from the scorching heat. He guzzled it down without removing the bottle from his lips. He put the empty back in the saddlebag.




  When Dewey first arrived at Sembler Station, the temperature would sometimes reach a hundred and ten degrees. Some days he thought he wasn’t going to survive the heat. But he did. Then

  fall and winter came and the weather became idyllic in Cooktown, temperatures in the sixties, cool nights. In winter, green and yellow grass carpeted the land for as far as you could see.




  When Dewey’s second summer rolled around, he once again feared he wouldn’t survive the heat. But now, as he felt the power of the tropical sun on his back, felt the first warmth of

  the beer, as he appreciated the utter solitude of a place where he didn’t have to see another human being for hours on end, he realized he was starting to like the Australian summers.




  Dewey reached into the saddlebag, took out a second beer, and took a sip. For the first time in a long time, he let thoughts of the past come into his head. He glanced down at his scar. After

  more than a year, he was used to it by now. It was part of him. When the other ranchers asked about the scar, Dewey didn’t answer. What would they think if he told them the truth? That he got

  it from a Kevlar-tipped 7.62mm slug from a Kalashnikov, fired by a terrorist sent to Cali to terminate him? How, in a shabby motel bathroom, he’d cut back the skin with a Gerber combat knife,

  then reached into the wound with his own fingers and pulled the bullet out? How he’d sutured the cut with a needle and thread from a traveling salesman’s sewing kit, then turned, Colt

  .45 caliber handgun cocked to fire, as a terrorist kicked the door in, machine gun in hand?




  Who would believe that this quiet American with the long hair and the jagged scar had been, at one time, a soldier? That he’d been First Special Forces Operational Detachment—Delta.

  That he loved the feeling that came next that day in that Cali motel room, the feeling he got as he fired his .45 and blew the back of the terrorist’s skull across the motel room wall.




  He remembered the look of fear on the terrorist’s face as he kicked the door open only to find Dewey standing in front of him, weapon in hand, aimed at his skull. It was a look of pure

  terror. It was a look of realization—realization that there would be no way for him to sweep the UZI across the air in time.




  Dewey could have gunned him down that very second, but he waited one extra moment to let him experience the awful knowledge that he had lost and was about to die.




  Those were the memories that formed like crystals in Dewey’s mind, which opened a flood of emotion. These were the memories he ran to Australia to erase. It was hard to believe it had been

  a whole year. His life was monotony now. Riding the line. Sleeping, eating, drinking, riding the line. But he needed monotony to remove the memory of being hunted.




  Slowly, Dewey closed his eyes, let the silence wash over him, the smell of soil and horse, the sounds of nothing. He thought about Maine. Summers in Castine, working on his father’s farm.

  There, it had been his job to walk down row after monotonous row of tomato stalks, a pair of clippers in his hand, cutting off any brown or yellow leafing. So many rows, so many hours of endless

  walking those summers. Then it had been the thought of the ocean that always got him through. That at the end of the day, he would race his brother Jack from the farm, down Wadsworth Cove Road for

  a mile and a half, through town to the dock, where they would jump into the cold water and wash off a day’s worth of sweat before heading home for supper.




  He took a few more sips from the beer, reached forward, and rubbed the soft, wet neck of the black stallion.




  “There we go, Deravelle. Almost time.”




  Deravelle turned his head to the left. Dewey followed the stallion’s sight line.




  In the distance, across the barbed-wire fence, the land spread out flat. He watched the land as far as he could see, but saw nothing. He tucked the empty beer bottle back in the saddlebag and

  prepared to head back to the stables. He looked back one last time and in the far-off distance, he saw movement. He waited and watched. A cloud of dust was the first thing he could see for sure,

  followed, a few minutes later, by the outline of a horse galloping toward him.




  Deravelle perked up, lightly kicking the ground, but Dewey calmed him with a strong pat on the shoulder. The horse was running at a full gallop across the plain and, as it came closer, Dewey saw

  it was a mostly white horse; judging from its slender size a mare, with speckles of black and an empty saddle across her back.




  He climbed down and stepped through the barbed-wire fence. He walked toward the rapidly approaching horse. He held his hands up, waving them, so the horse wouldn’t run into the barbed-wire

  fence.




  “Whoa there!” Dewey yelled as the horse approached.




  She approached directly toward him, stopping just feet in front of him. She was a muscular horse, a jumper with a white face and black spots across her coat. She stepped trustingly toward Dewey.

  He raised his hands at the horse then took the reins, which were dangling from the horse’s neck, securing her.




  “Hey, pretty girl. It’s all right. Calm down.”




  He let the horse smell his hand then ran his right hand along the under part of the horse’s neck. It was warm and sopping with sweat.




  “You’re a beauty. Now what are you doing way the hell out here?”




  He inspected the saddle. It was slightly worn, with a single, scuffed brass “H” affixed to the front. Beneath the back edge, HERMÈS—PARIS was branded into the leather.




  Deravelle stood at the fence. Behind him, the sky was turning gray as nightfall approached.




  The horse likely belonged to someone at the neighboring station, Chasvur. Perhaps she’d run away or else taken off during a ride, and someone, somewhere was walking around without a

  horse.




  He patted the pretty horse. It wasn’t a ranch hand’s ride, that was clear. The saddle alone told you that. So did the horse; she was expensive-looking. None of the typical scars,

  scuff marks, scratches, or wear and tear from working. This was a leisure horse; a woman’s horse.




  Dewey took a pair of wire cutters from his belt and cut the wire near the post, then wrapped the loose wire around the post. Dewey pulled the mare through the cut in the fence line, over the low

  wire. Holding the mare’s reins, he climbed back on top of Deravelle.




  Dewey glanced at his watch: 7:35 P.M. To the east, the sky was turning into a purplish shade of black. Night was coming. If someone had fallen off the mare, or had been

  left behind on a ride, there wouldn’t be enough time to ride back to Sembler and notify Chasvur. Whoever was out there would have to spend the night in the outdoors.




  For Dewey, a night out in the middle of the Queensland nowhere wouldn’t be a big deal. For someone else, it might. Especially a woman, or, God forbid, a girl. Besides, what if she was

  hurt? What if the mare had pulled up and the rider had been thrown off the saddle?




  Behind him, a low grumble vibrated somewhere in the sky; distant thunder. Turning his head, Dewey realized that what he had thought was the night sky was much more than that. A black shroud of

  storm clouds intermingled with the coming night.




  He smiled, and casually shook his head back and forth.




  “This could get interesting.” He looked at Deravelle, then the other horse, as if they could understand him. Dewey found his shirt in the saddlebag and pulled it over his head.




  He gently kicked Deravelle’s side and the horse stepped across the low wire, followed by the mare. Soon, they were trotting toward the west, tracking the path of crushed wild grass left

  earlier by the mare, illuminated by the last remaining light of the setting sun, trying to find whoever was out there before the black storm clouds opened up around them.




  When the first drop of rain fell from the sky onto Dewey’s left arm, he smiled the way only a former Delta—or an adventurous farmboy from Castine, Maine—could.




  “You two don’t mind getting a little wet, do you?”
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  IMAM KHOMEINI INTERNATIONAL AIRPORT


  TEHRAN




  The white Maybach Landaulet sped along the sun-beaten tarmac at Tehran’s Khomeini Airport, breezing behind a long line of parked commercial

  airliners.




  In one respect, the sight of the luxury car was incongruous. A gleaming white million-dollar limousine in a place where the only other vehicles were catering trucks, airport operations vehicles,

  fuel trucks, baggage dollies, military vehicles, and the occasional police car. Yet there it was, moving along untouched, airport security having already received the orders that the limousine was

  not to be stopped or disturbed during the three days it was in Tehran.




  The back compartment of the Maybach was open to the sky. Aswan Fortuna’s shoulder-length black and gray hair was tousled by the wind. Despite his seventy-five years of age, Fortuna seemed

  young. With chiseled features, he looked like an aging movie star, and his expensive clothing and dark Tom Ford sunglasses would be more appropriate in Cannes than Tehran. Seated next to him was a

  stunning beauty in a sleeveless baby blue sundress. Candela was only twenty-three years old and she looked like a model. Her jet-black hair framed a pair of expensive Prada sunglasses that were

  wrapped perfectly across her light brown skin.




  The limo pulled into a long, private hangar across from the main terminal, separated by a half mile of tarmac, and stopped in front of a shining silver Gulfstream G500. Aswan and Candela climbed

  out of the Maybach and ascended the Gulfstream’s stairs.




  Inside, the plane looked like a low-ceilinged suite at the Four Seasons; big white leather captain’s chairs, a large plasma screen on the back wall, a pair of long, red leather sofas,

  custom-built into the contours of the jet. In the back was a small mahogany doorway, behind it a well-appointed kitchen, then a stateroom with its own bathroom, including a shower.




  “Hello, ladies and gentlemen.”




  The words were spoken by a man sitting peacefully on one of the red leather sofas, dressed in a gray suit, mustached, a block of black hair cut like a bowl on his oversized head. He was

  overweight and his body pushed against the suit’s material, which was too small by at least two sizes. Khalid el-Jaqonda did not look like he belonged on the $75 million airplane.




  “Aswan,” said el-Jaqonda, rising and stepping toward him with his hand outstretched.




  “Thank you for coming,” said Fortuna, shaking el-Jaqonda’s hand.




  “Of course,” said el-Jaqonda, laughing heartily. “When you say jump, Aswan, I say, ‘How high?’”




  “I know the summit isn’t over,” said Fortuna, “but I need to talk to you about something before we return to Broumana.”




  “Miss Candela,” said el-Jaqonda, “I trust you enjoyed your visit?”




  Candela smiled. “If I never come back to Tehran, it will be too soon.”




  “Give us a minute, will you?” Fortuna said to Candela.




  “Of course,” she said. She opened the dark mahogany door at the back of the private jet, then disappeared.




  Fortuna sat down on the leather sofa across from el-Jaqonda.




  “Sit down, Khalid. Would you like something to drink?”




  “No, thank you.”




  “When will you return to Islamabad?”




  “Tomorrow. President Iqbar is hosting a dinner tonight at Sa’dabad Palace for the entire Pakistani delegation.”




  “Of the two leaders, I found President El-Khayab to be far sharper and more articulate than President Iqbar,” said Fortuna. “You were right to encourage El-Khayab’s

  candidacy.”




  “He would not be president of Pakistan without your financial support,” said el-Jaqonda.




  “I hope it was money well spent.”




  “You hope? What do you mean?”




  “That is what I want to talk to you about.”




  “Were you not impressed by the meetings with the two leaders, Aswan? I worked very hard to set these up.”




  “I found the president of Iran to be an idiot,” said Fortuna. “Always joking around. Does he not realize the historic opportunity that lies before us? For the first time, we

  have Islamists at the helm of two of the largest nations in the Middle East. One has oil, the other nuclear weapons. There should be nothing that stops us now. Yet both of them are doing

  nothing.”




  “Nothing?”




  “Iqbar is content to crack jokes,” said Fortuna. “At dinner last night he told joke after joke, none of them funny.”




  “I know President Iqbar,” said el-Jaqonda. “I assure you he’s as serious about spreading Islam as Omar El-Khayab.”




  “So what?” said Fortuna. “El-Khayab seems happy to do nothing. Since his election there has been nothing but talk. If there’s one lesson from the past two decades,

  it’s that Islam is borne on a river of jihad. Violence is a necessary means to the end. Yet not once in the two days of meetings did I hear any discussion of activities intended to destroy

  Israel and America. What about India, Khalid? Your hated neighbors, the Hindu? Not once did Omar El-Khayab or Mahmoud Iqbar, or any of their ministers, mention the importance of eliminating our

  enemies. What was it all for?”




  “Iran and Pakistan pledged funding to send Lashkar-e-Taiba into India.”




  “Blowing up some buildings in New Delhi?” asked Fortuna derisively. “Is that all we aspire to? We have two elected presidents of major countries! And yet all we aspire to is

  blowing up some buildings and maybe some trains in Mumbai? I feel as if I’ve wasted my money.”




  “It wasn’t a waste, Aswan.”




  “Why did I spend twenty-five million dollars helping elect Omar El-Khayab if all he’s going to do is sit there, living peacefully, not making waves? It’s time to attack,

  Khalid! It’s time to use some of the weapons we’ve earned the right to use!”




  “All in good time,” said el-Jaqonda. “El-Khayab has only been president for a year. Besides, despite the precautions of the Iranian security people, we have to assume we were

  being listened to. We have to be careful what we say, even perhaps here.” El-Jaqonda glanced around the cabin of the jet.




  “Not here,” said Fortuna, shaking his head. “State of the art. We can’t be heard inside this cabin.”




  “Yes, of course.”




  “I’m getting old, Khalid,” said Fortuna, reclining on the sofa. “Last week, I turned seventy-five. I’ve given a son’s life to jihad. The Fortuna family has

  invested literally hundreds of millions of dollars toward the downfall of the United States and the West. Why am I the only one who seems impatient to take this battle to the next level?”




  “And what would you have us do?” asked el-Jaqonda.




  “Fight!” yelled Fortuna, slapping his fist on the arm of the sofa. “Drop one of the hundred-plus nuclear weapons in Pakistan’s arsenal on someone—on Israel

  or India—or at the very least give one to someone who is willing to make use of it.”




  “I’m sorry you’re disappointed,” said el-Jaqonda. “It takes time. Trust me when I tell you that President El-Khayab is as committed as you are to the destruction of

  our enemies. Just this morning, Pakistan agreed to sell Tehran five thousand centrifuges.”




  “Centrifuges, so what. Why not simply give Iran a dozen or two devices?”




  “Omar El-Khayab is not a terrorist, and if that’s what you thought you were getting, you were mistaken. What he is, Aswan, is an Islamist willing to use violence to spread the word

  of Allah. That’s different than being a terrorist. I believe it’s a hundred times more powerful. He has the people of Pakistan behind him. He’s not some sort of maniac sending

  suicide bombers into pizza parlors in Jerusalem. El-Khayab is the real deal. I’ve heard him preach. I’ve never seen someone able to stir such emotion in people.”




  “But is he a fighter?” asked Fortuna.




  “El-Khayab believes in the Ummah. That someday the world will be divided between China and Islam, and that Islam will eventually triumph under a caliphate. Give us time. It’s a chess

  game. The opportunity will come.”




  “You must create the opportunity,” said Fortuna. “You and Osama Khan must create the opportunity. Then, you must convince El-Khayab.”




  El-Jaqonda smiled, then stood up.




  “You have given me this opportunity,” said el-Jaqonda. “You pressured Khan to make me his deputy and I will not forget it. I will not disappoint you, Aswan. I thought that

  including you in the summit meetings would make you happy.”




  Fortuna abandoned his anger, and a smile appeared on his face. He stood up.




  “I am happy.” He reached both of his hands out and took el-Jaqonda’s hands into his own. “To be included was an honor, Khalid. I know it would not have happened

  had it not been for you.”




  Fortuna hugged el-Jaqonda.




  “You’re a good friend,” said Fortuna.




  “Thank you, but it was my pleasure to have you as my guest. Perhaps next time we can do it in a place more to Miss Candela’s appetite, yes?”




  Fortuna smiled.




  “To think that we have gone from secret meetings in basements,” said Fortuna, “to summits in presidential palaces is an amazing thing. I’m just . . . impatient, Khalid.

  That’s all. I don’t want to be a witness to Islam’s victory. I want to be a part of it.”




  “You’re already a part of it. Be patient. The opportunity we’ve all been waiting for is just around the corner.”
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  YAGULUNG


  LADAKH DISTRICT


  INDIA-CONTROLLED KASHMIR TERRITORY


  FOURTEEN MILES FROM THE LINE OF CONTROL




  An old man sat quietly on the ground. His brown face was deeply creased by nearly a century of wind and sun. They had left its markings on him, and

  he almost appeared as part of the land, so still this morning. To his right, a brown dog lay sleeping. The old man’s right hand rested atop the skinny dog’s back. The pair was seated

  against a low windowless hut made of mortar and stone, similar to the other small huts that sat sporadically on the grassy incline.




  It was just after lunchtime in the small village of Yagulung. Men and women were in the fields below the village, working in the walnut groves or taking care of the two-hundred-head herd of yak.

  Those women not in the fields were in their mountainside homes at this hour, some with young children, cleaning up after lunch.




  The old man’s eyes appeared shut, so thin were the dark slits and so craggy the tan wrinkles surrounding the lids, but they weren’t. He’d long ago lost his interest in sleep.

  He looked now, as he always did at this hour, at the deserted dirt road that meandered through the small mountain village. Soon, he knew, she would come.




  Yagulung had been carved onto the side of the small mountain in the Ladakh Range called Kyrzoh nearly a thousand years ago. It was not that unusual or exceptional a village, just another

  collection of families, generations upon generations now, farmers mostly, Buddhists all, who grew walnuts, wheat, and stub corn in pebbly flatland their ancestors had been able to carve in stepped

  shelves on the side of the mountain, just below a smattering of small huts that sat close by one another in the rocky, windswept recesses above.




  If there was something special about Yagulung, it was the village’s location. For if its inhabitants were peaceful, farmers lost in time, their location was at the center of one of the

  most sensitive political territories on earth, a place where two wars had been fought in the past half-century. Yagulung was one of the northernmost villages in a part of Kashmir Territory

  controlled by India. It sat fourteen miles from the Line of Control that separated India from its bitter enemy Pakistan. The Line of Control, or LOC, as it was commonly referred to by everyone on

  both sides of the border, was a random line on a map, drawn by a British cartologist in 1947 when Britain decolonized and Pakistan and India were formally separated, the beautiful Jammu and Kashmir

  region split in two between the countries.




  If the Line of Control ran just north of this small village, not a man or woman in Yagulung knew its exact location. The occasional visit by Indian soldiers was usually noted with taciturn

  indifference by the villagers of Yagulung. After so many years of watching different governments and warlords come through, it was almost as if a people becomes immunized. Learns to not care which

  color the uniforms are, or which language is spoken by the visitors. They would always be there in the small village; the others would come and go as they please.




  At a quarter past two in the afternoon, the old man sat and watched the door to the village’s only establishment, a small café and market known as Satrin-ele. As usual around this

  time, the door opened. Through the door walked a young woman, a village girl who worked at the café. The old man didn’t move. He sat still and watched as the young woman opened the

  wooden door and stepped out into the sunshine. Her long black hair lay halfway down her back, braided neatly in two thick strands. Her face was lighter than most of the villagers. She was the most

  unusual, beautiful woman he’d ever seen. In all his years, for all of the young, innocent beauty he had seen walk through the village, never had he seen such a stunning individual as this

  one. As she shut the door behind her, she glanced over at the old man.




  “Hello,” she said to him, smiling.




  He tried to move, but could not. He was so old now, the lifting of his hand was such an effort. Still, if she could see, if she could understand, what her small gesture did to him every day, how

  it made his old heart tingle. Her kindness so gentle, the power of such a small gesture to a decrepit man in his dying days.




  A noise startled the old man. The sound of talking came from the other direction, down the dirt road, to the west. He heard loud words, then laughter. Strangers. He turned his head and looked

  down the road, down the brown gravel to the west. Two faces appeared. Soldiers.




  The soldiers were young. On their heads were helmets. He recognized the soft imprint of their Urdu. Pakistan. They laughed as they walked up the street. In front of each soldier, aimed up

  the road, were large rifles. The old man had seen different governments come and go, but there was one thing he did know: the Pakistani soldiers were not supposed to be here.




  “Miss,” one of the men yelled out as he walked. “Are you closed for the day?”




  The young woman, who had just shut the door to the café, looked at the approaching soldiers.




  “I’m sorry,” she said quietly. Her eyes stayed focused on the ground. “We’re shut for the day, officers.”




  “Just a sandwich,” one of the soldiers said. He took a step toward the woman. He towered over her. “One sandwich.”




  “I’m sorry.”




  “Do you disobey us, little bitch?”




  She stood in silence, a look of fear on her pretty face.




  The old man recognized the colors of the Pakistani Army, dark green khaki, red piping. He felt his chest tightening. He knew he was powerless to do anything. Yet, he felt the words arise from

  somewhere in the back of his throat.




  “Leave her alone,” he said, a faint bark that made the soldiers heads turn. “Closed!”




  “Shut up, old man,” one of the soldiers laughed. He turned to the woman. “We are hungry. One sandwich from the whore, then we will be gone.”




  The brown dog awoke at the words from the soldier. He was a thin mutt, curly tail, brindle coat thick from six winters outdoors in the foothills of the Ladakh Range. The dog stood and began

  barking. He moved toward the soldiers, his small white teeth forming a vicious smile. The dog barked and ran toward the Pakistani soldiers, who were across the street.




  The taller soldier turned. He pulled the trigger on his rifle. A thunder crack echoed in the thin air as a bullet tore into the dog’s small head, quieting the mutt, killing him instantly.

  Blood spurted along the ecru wall of the hut. The woman let out a small cry, a gasp really, at the violence. The old man glanced slowly around him, his heart tightening in fear.




  Yagulung’s dirt road was deserted except for the two soldiers, the girl, and the old man. The young beauty looked at the old man, then at the soldiers, glancing at the nozzle of the

  Kalashnikov rifle that was aimed at her head.




  She nodded in resignation. What she was about to do was against the law, she knew. Yet fear had gripped her bones.




  “I’ll be back with two meals,” she said, her soft voice trembling.




  The soldiers did not answer.




  She walked to the café. She unlatched the door, then went inside.




  The old man watched as the two soldiers looked at each other. One of the men whispered something. Then they both smiled. They moved to follow her inside the doorway to the café.




  The old man felt fire in his veins. He lifted his right hand, raising it to the small wooden post next to where he sat. He slowly lifted himself up, feeling pain down his left side, in his feet.

  Such pain, the debilitation of the arthritis, the visiting doctor had told him so many years ago, that would gradually make it so that he could not walk.




  But he did walk, slowly now, step by pained step, the bolts of discomfort tearing up through his legs and back.




  He walked down the gravel road, in a southerly direction, toward the walnut groves. He tripped and fell at the turn that went down the stone walkway to the water hole. He stopped his skull from

  striking the ground with his old hands. Blood appeared on both hands, where the skin scraped off like tissue paper, but he raised himself up. He saw the topping green of the leaves. The rainbow

  headdress of one of the woman of the village. But she was so far away. Looking down, he saw that his feet now bled from the soles, so long had it been since he had moved more than a few feet in one

  day.




  But he kept moving. He walked more than two hundred feet down the rough, rock-strewn path. At the bend near the first grove of walnuts, he saw a young teenage boy. He waved at him.




  “You’re bleeding!” the boy said, running to him. “Your nose is bleeding. So is your mouth. What happened?”




  “Get them,” the old man whispered, pointing toward the fields with his blood-covered hand.




  The boy ran down the line of tall, green stalks. His high-pitched voice, screaming now, wailed across the valley. Soon, the old man could see someone approaching, Aquil-eh, his

  great-great-nephew, then others behind.




  “No!” screamed Aquil-eh as he sprinted up the stalk line. “What is it? Who has done this to you?”




  Aquil-eh made it to the old man, then grabbed him, lifting him in his arms and laying him on the ground.




  The old man shook his head.




  “Leave me,” the old man whispered. “Arra. She’s in trouble.”




  By now nearly a dozen farmers stood behind Aquil-eh. A large man with a beard and mustache stepped forward, his eyes bulging. His name was Tok. At the words from the old man, he pushed the

  others aside and sprinted in a crazed dash up the path toward the village.




  The fields emptied as the farmers poured into the pathway. One of the men rang a small iron bell at the beginning of the steppe. At this hour, that would bring the others, the yak herders as

  well, knowing that the bell meant that something was wrong.




  Tok ran up the crooked gravel path, his arms flailing at his sides. Soon he rounded the steppe shift and was on the village road. The others, now more than two dozen, followed, running in a

  frenzy. Dust was thrown up by the tumult of footsteps.




  Across from the small café, the men ran past the dead dog, lying now in a pool of its own blood. Tok reached the door to the café, followed by the throng.




  Everyone in the small village of Yagulung knew Arra. Many were related to her. Tok, the large man who now grabbed the latch to the wooden door, was her father.




  He pulled the door open. To the left, a young Pakistani soldier, helmet on the table in front of him, calmly ate a plate of corn mash. On the ground, the other soldier was on top of Arra, raping

  her.




  Tok reached the marauder, slamming a hard fist down atop his head. He knocked the soldier off of his daughter, knocked him down to the dirt floor, then set upon him. Tok, despite being a peasant

  farmer, was a brick shithouse of a man, his arms strong from decades of hard labor in the fields. He set on the soldier and began to hit him furiously, pounding away at his head from above.




  Arra covered herself, running into the back room.




  The other Pakistani soldier barked out at the gathering horde of villagers, but it was no use. Another man, carrying a large rock, stood above the soldier and raised the rock above his head.




  “Stop!” the other Pakistani soldier yelled again. He fired the Kalashnikov. The rifle cracked. A slug tore through the man’s chest as he held the rock, knocking him off

  his feet and backwards. Blood splattered in a red gob across the wall of the café. The villager careened into a small wooden table near the iron stove, dead instantly, blood everywhere.




  But if the shot was intended to still the farmers now crowded into the small café, it did just the opposite. Another peasant, who had also armed himself with a rock, hurled it at the

  Kalashnikov-wielding soldier. The stone struck him in the head, at the top of his right cheekbone, hard enough to knock him backwards. Two other farmers leapt at the soldier and wrestled him to the

  ground. They were soon pounding viciously at the soldier.




  Within minutes, the faces of the Pakistani soldiers would not have been recognizable by even their own mothers. The villagers unleashed themselves upon the soldiers in a fury, hitting and

  kicking their corpses long after they were dead.




  Eventually, from the back room, the young woman, Arra, appeared. Tears covered her cheeks as she stepped into the ruined room. Blood was everywhere. The villagers swarmed like locusts. Men

  she’d grown up with, her father, brothers, uncles, friends; they hovered over the soldiers they’d just killed, their hands covered in blood.




  “Stop!” she implored. She looked at her father, who knelt on the ground over one of the dead soldiers. His fists were coated in blood.




  The room fell silent. Finally, from the back of the small café, a voice interrupted the silence.




  “Pakistan will wonder where their patrol has disappeared to,” an elderly man said. “They will come for their soldiers.”




  “We must go to Indian Northern Command,” another villager said. “Before it’s too late.”










  5




  OVAL OFFICE


  THE WHITE HOUSE


  WASHINGTON, D.C.




  The two seven-foot-long chesterfield sofas had been custom-made in England. They were identical leather sofas that faced each other and were each

  big enough to accommodate three people comfortably. The light tan sofas were manufactured by a company called George Smith and cost $65,000 apiece, an expense covered by a fund set up three

  administrations ago to pay for renovations and various projects around the White House. President Allaire’s wife, Reagan, had selected them herself. She did not live to see the finished

  product, but as with everything she did, there was understated perfection and beauty to them.




  This morning, and every morning at 7:15 A.M., each sofa had three individuals on them, members of the president’s national security team, here for the daily

  briefing of security flash points around the world. The briefing was run by Jessica Tanzer, the national security advisor. Also present were Bill Winter, the director of the FBI; Harry Black, the

  secretary of defense; John Nova, secretary of Homeland Security; Hector Calibrisi, director of the CIA; Piper Redgrave, director of the National Security Agency; and Jeffrey Elm, director of

  National Intelligence.




  In the opening at the end of the sofas, a pair of light blue Federal wing chairs held two more individuals, Retired Admiral Tim Lindsay, the U.S. secretary of state, and President Rob Allaire,

  who on this morning seemed temporarily distracted by the snow that fell in thick white flakes outside the glass-paned French doors that led to the Rose Garden, just outside the Oval Office. The

  president stared at the endless panes of glass as the snow drifted down, his thoughts temporarily leaving the room as he looked into the distance. Everyone knew the president had stopped paying

  attention. Everyone knew why too. All eight attendees of the briefing understood that when a man loses his wife to cancer, at such a young age, it’s going to tear you away, even from a

  discussion as critical as this.




  As usual these past few weeks, it was the youngest member of the president’s national security directorate, the only person in the room who had never been married, Jessica Tanzer, who

  brought the president back around.




  “Mr. President,” said Jessica. “We’re almost done here. I’d like to discuss Canada, Pakistan, and Iran. These are the only open points left.”




  President Allaire turned from the window. A smile was on his face. Not the kind of smile that a man has when he is happy. Rather, it was the smile of someone who is among friends, when he knows

  that they know something is wrong, when he knows they know, furthermore, that he needs their help, support, friendship, and they give it to him, in this case by remaining silent as he drifts away

  from arguably the most important meeting anywhere on earth, taking a moment to think about his dead wife.




  “Yes, Jess,” said the president, returning. “Canada. Let’s get to Canada, eh. What have those crazy bastards done now?”




  The room erupted in laughter as the president leaned forward to pick up his coffee cup.




  “Keep it brief,” said Jessica, looking at John Nova, the secretary of Homeland Security. “We need to spend some time on Islamabad this morning.”




  “Will do,” said Nova. “This is a quick update. As everyone knows, we completed the border protocol last week. Intercountry penetration tests; random, urban-rural,

  scenario-based. The Canadians failed virtually everything. They managed to flag some altered passports in Montreal, Ottawa, Edmonton, but that was it. Frankly, if Hezbollah and Al-Qaeda

  didn’t hate the cold so much we’d be in serious trouble. Anyway, we’re dealing with that.”




  “How?” asked the president. “We’ve spent how much money on this? It’s unacceptable.”




  “Last night, just after midnight, we picked up a minivan carrying two Kenyans in Newport, Vermont,” continued Nova. “They had clear passports but one of them popped the TSDB.

  He turned out to be ex-Gitmo. The other’s unknown.”




  “We pushed out a cross-border alert,” said Bill Winter, the director of the FBI.




  “Is it an operation?” asked the president. “What are we doing about it?”




  “We need to do some work, Mr. President,” said Winter. “The Canadians reluctantly agreed to raise the border threat to red.”




  “Why was he at Guantánamo?” asked Lindsay.




  “He was on a cell list of one of the tertiaries in the Dahab, Egypt, bombings in ’06,” said Calibrisi. “Nothing proven, just a phone number. Your predecessor freed him,

  Mr. President.”




  “That was nice of him,” said President Allaire. “What’d we find in the minivan? Explosives?”




  “The car was clean,” said Nova.




  “Which means what?” asked Lindsay, the secretary of state.




  “It could mean anything,” said Nova. “It’s too early to know.”




  “Where is he now?” asked Jessica.




  “We flew him to Amman,” said Calibrisi, the director of the CIA. “We conducted a pharma package aboard the C-130, but he stayed silent. Obviously, we need to find out if

  there’s an imminent threat here.”




  “Is he talking?” asked President Allaire.




  “Not yet,” said Calibrisi. “Jordanian intelligence is working the prisoner. I’ll report back if they surface anything material.”




  “Let’s go to Pakistan,” said Jessica.




  Jessica nodded to Calibrisi, the CIA chief, who was seated across from her.




  “The summit in Tehran ended three hours ago,” said Calibrisi. “This was the first meeting between Pakistan’s new president, Omar El-Khayab, and Mahmoud Iqbar,

  Iran’s president.”




  “What came out of it, other than the usual rhetoric?” asked the president.




  “Iqbar and El-Khayab signed a treaty,” said Elm. “They’re calling it the ‘Mutual Cooperation and Permanent Friendship Document.’ It’s an economic and

  military alliance between Pakistan and Iran, technology sharing, planned war games, et cetera.”




  “We expected this, right, Jeff?” asked President Allaire.




  “Yes. In fact we’d already seen a draft of the ‘treaty,’ if you want to call it that, thanks to NSA. But there is a material alteration between that draft and what came

  out. For the first time, Pakistan has agreed to assist the Iranians in the development of their nuclear program.”




  “This isn’t a surprise,” said President Allaire.




  “We’ve worked very hard to prevent this from occurring,” said Secretary of State Lindsay. “The significance lies in the public statement. They’re flouting the

  Russians. The Pakistanis and Iranians are asserting themselves. It is a new and emboldened stance. We have no way of knowing where a unified, radicalized Middle East could go, especially with

  nuclear weapons and the knowledge and infrastructure to supply chain warheads.”




  “The Iranians now have enough yellowcake to manufacture thirty to forty weapons,” said Calibrisi.




  “Where’s Musharraf when we need him?” remarked the president, shaking his head.




  “What are we picking up?” asked Jessica, looking at Piper Red-grave, the NSA chief.




  “We picked up one significant thread involving India, a conversation at a restaurant on the third evening of the summit,” said Redgrave. “Two high-level Pakistan security

  officials. We’ll need to brief New Delhi as soon as possible. Lashkar-e-Taiba has two large kill cells, one in New Delhi and the other in Mumbai. There was significant discussion among the

  Pakistanis about targets, infrastructure and people. It’s clear they’re planning a strike using Lashkar-e-Taiba.”




  “I’ll call Indra Singh after the meeting,” said Jessica.




  “There’s something else,” said Calibrisi. “Aswan Fortuna was seen at the conference, inside Tehran. We confirmed that one of his Gulfstreams was at the airport. They

  parked it in a hangar but one of the Reapers we had overhead snapped a photo of it before they got it under cover.”




  Jessica leaned forward in her seat. “Obviously, it couldn’t have been coincidental.”




  “Definitely not,” said Calibrisi. “Fortuna was apparently involved in several meetings between El-Khayab and Mahmoud Iqbar, the president of Iran. He’s close to

  El-Khayab. As we all know, he helped to organize and fund the radical cleric’s run for the Pakistani presidency. He spent at least twenty-five million dollars to get him elected last year. He

  believes El-Khayab is the Second Coming of Ayatollah Khomeini.”




  “How old is Aswan Fortuna?” asked President Allaire. “I mean, not to sound too blunt here, but shouldn’t he be dying one of these days?”




  “He’s seventy-five years old,” said Calibrisi. “And if we had any luck, he’d be dead already, sir. It would be a crying shame if this guy died from old

  age.”




  “How much of his son’s fortune is still floating around?” asked Lindsay.




  “When we killed Alexander Fortuna, we were able to freeze more than twenty billion dollars that he had scattered about in various accounts,” said Jessica. “Switzerland, Abu

  Dhabi, England, even the




  U.S. But he had at least ten billion more than that. Most, if not all, is controlled by Aswan now.”




  “Why would we not have taken the opportunity to, well, to reduce his presence?” asked Lindsay.




  “You mean to kill him?” asked Calibrisi. “There’s a presidential directive allowing us to target and remove Fortuna as well as his son, Nebuchar. We’re allowed to

  say that, Mr. Secretary.”




  “You had him pinpointed in Tehran?” asked Lindsay.




  “We took the photos by drone,” said Calibrisi. “This has been the debate. Kill Aswan Fortuna and what happens next? I would happily order one of my kill teams to take him out

  or have one of my Reapers turn him into an ink stain. But we had all better be prepared for the consequences.”




  “We have significant tracking measures in place,” said Jessica, looking at Lindsay, then the president. “We know where most of his money is, where it’s going. If we kill

  Aswan Fortuna there is no way of knowing what will happen next. It will be chaos. Look at what bin Laden did with two hundred million. Aswan Fortuna has somewhere between eight billion and twelve

  billion dollars.”




  “That’s fine, Jess,” said the president. “But we can’t just sit back and watch him spend it. That’s tantamount to not knowing about it.”




  “Jessica’s right, Mr. President,” said Calibrisi, looking at Jessica. “If we take out Fortuna right now it will be chaos, especially when you look at Yemen, Iraq, and

  Afghanistan. He is a cheap fuck, excuse my language. He’s sprinkling the insurgents and various jihadist splinters with a few million here, a few million there. If he’s gone, we could

  be talking about fighting against an enemy, in both Iraq and Afghanistan, with as much money in the theater as the U.S. And remember, these nut jobs don’t need cotton sheets and flush

  toilets like we do. They can go a lot farther on a buck. Right now, we’re better off with an avaricious Aswan Fortuna alive than with ten billion on the street. His largest investment to date

  was in El-Khayab’s election.”




  “We now have a radical Islamist as the democratically elected president of the sixth most populous country in the world,” said President Allaire. “A country with a nuclear

  weapons arsenal. A strong ally of China. Next to a country they’ve vowed to destroy, India, which, by the way, is a U.S. ally and a key piece of our regional strategy to thwart radical jihad.

  If Fortuna had been killed a year ago, El-Khayab wouldn’t be president of Pakistan.”




  “It would’ve been hard to kill Aswan Fortuna a year ago, Mr. President,” said Calibrisi. “Just to remind everyone, he went dark following his son’s death. We

  would’ve had to invade Lebanon to find the guy. Even now it wouldn’t be a straightforward operation. He moves around the hills above Beirut on a nightly basis. He has a series of

  tunnels and safe houses spread over a couple hundred square miles. He’s guarded by a small battalion of Al-Muqawama. We would have to just saturate those hills with bombs. The toll in

  civilian casualties would be tremendous.”




  “But it sounds like we could’ve killed him in the past twenty-four hours,” said John Nova, the secretary of Homeland Security. “Is that right?”




  “Yes, John,” said Jessica. “But El-Khayab would still be president of Pakistan. Iqbar would still be president of Iran. It wouldn’t change a thing.”




  “The point is,” said the president sharply, looking at Jessica, “there was no discussion. No debate. I should have been told we had the guy in the crosshairs. We could’ve

  still determined not to take him out.”




  “So that’s how we want to conduct strategy against the terrorists?” asked Jessica, not backing down an inch, looking first at John Nova, then the president. “Seat of the

  pants? ‘Hey, Mr. President, I’ve got Aswan Fortuna on radar. Should I kill him?’ Is that what you want?” Jessica paused, held the floor, looked around the Oval Office.

  “We have a policy. That policy is established. The policy is: leave Fortuna alive. Listen to him. Watch him. Track him. Avoid the potentially greater danger of his substantial resources being

  dispersed across the jihad infrastructure. We can change the policy. We can change it right here, right now. But we shouldn’t change the policy just because we suddenly have the guy in the

  crosshairs.”




  The room was silent. The president, slightly chastened, looked at Jessica sternly. Then, a slight grin came across his face.




  “You’re right, Jess,” said President Allaire. “As usual. We do have a policy. It’s the correct policy, for now. But I would like to review it. I want to know where

  Fortuna’s money is. If we can identify the location of enough of it, isolate it, build contingency around what happens if he’s gone, does it make sense to reassess the policy and remove

  him?”




  “The timing for a review makes sense,” said Jessica.




  “For the first time in nearly a year we are tracking him in real time,” said Calibrisi. “Thanks to the sighting in Tehran, we now have redundancy between the air and ground. We

  should be able to keep him under tight surveillance.”




  The president nodded. “Anything else?” he asked, looking at Jessica.




  “Nothing urgent,” she answered.




  “Okay, that’s a wrap,” said Allaire. He stood up. “See you at noon.”




  The daily briefing broke up, and everyone except the president left the Oval Office.




  In the hallway outside the Oval Office, Jessica felt a tap on her shoulder. She turned. Hector Calibrisi, the CIA director, looked at her. He nodded, indicating he needed to speak with her. When

  the rest of the national security directorate passed by, she stepped forward and stood in front of Calibrisi.




  “I need to talk,” said Calibrisi. “I have some information I think you need to hear. It won’t take long.”




  “Let’s go to my office,” said Jessica.




  Calibrisi followed Jessica down the low-ceiling hallway to her office suite in the West Wing. Jessica’s corner office had large windows that looked out onto West Executive Avenue and the

  Old Executive Office Building. Snow fell in wind-driven gusts against the windows.




  “What is it?” Jessica asked as she stepped around her desk and sat down. “Sit down.”




  Calibrisi remained standing. “It’s about Dewey.”




  Jessica leaned back in her chair. She smiled at Calibrisi. She looked down at her desk. Then her eye drifted to the mint-green-colored wall behind Calibrisi’s head. A framed photo hung of

  her standing next to Dewey as the president hung the Medal of Freedom around his neck. She hadn’t seen him or talked to him in more than a year. In the days and weeks following Dewey’s

  killing of Alexander Fortuna, she had tried to convince him to join her at the White House, or the CIA. But he didn’t want any of it.




  Jessica, about to take a sip from her coffee cup, paused. “Yeah, what about him?” she asked as she took a sip. “He’s gone. I don’t know where he is.”




  “We both know he’s in Australia, Jess. I’m not a fucking idiot. Someone on Aswan Fortuna’s security team in Tehran said more than he should have to an informant we have

  inside VEVAK. Fortuna has men in Australia. They’re looking for Dewey and they’re getting closer. I thought you’d want to know. What you do with it is up to you.”




  Jessica was silent for a moment. “When you say men . . .”




  “Kill teams. Highly trained operatives. Al-Muqawama, the paramilitary wing of Hezbollah. They’re scouring the earth for Dewey. Fortuna wants revenge for the death of his son,

  Alexander. We know he’s posted a bounty of a hundred million dollars, but that’s old news. This is new. I read Echelon scans going back a month. The information from the Iranian

  informant corroborates an unexplained incident a week ago. Australian Federal Police arrested two Arabs in a car driving outside of Melbourne on the seventeenth. They were weaponed up and they had

  a bunch of biograph on Dewey; photos, news clips. They literally had four million dollars in cash in the trunk of the car they were driving.”




  “Where are they now?”




  “It was a shit show: one of the men popped a cyanide pill before they could even get the cuffs on. They got some information out of the other one but when they gave him a bathroom break he

  garroted himself with an electrical wire he tore out of the wall.”




  “My God,” Jessica gasped.




  “They don’t know where he is yet,” said Calibrisi. “They spent some money in Sydney buying what turned out to be false information. They know he’s in Australia and

  they have a lot of money. It’s only a matter of time before they find him.”




  “How many are there?”




  “AFP doesn’t know. That was one team. There could be others. There probably are others. By the way, I didn’t let AFP know Dewey was even in-country. If Fortuna’s

  offering suitcases full of cash for information, I didn’t want to run the risk of inadvertently helping them.”




  Calibrisi noted the look of concern on Jessica’s face.




  “I haven’t spoken with him in over a year, Hector,” she said.




  “Well, maybe it’s time you did.”




  “Yeah, sure. If I called and told Dewey that Fortuna had men looking for him he’d laugh. It would make him happy.”




  Calibrisi showed no facial expression. Like the gentleman he was, he didn’t wait around to try and read her emotions.




  “I just wanted you to know, Jess. That’s all.” Calibrisi turned and moved toward the door. He paused and looked at the photograph on the wall, of Dewey, Jessica, and President

  Allaire.




  “Do you know where he is?” she asked as his hand touched the doorknob.




  “He’s working on a ranch in Queensland.”




  “Do you know which one?”




  “You do remember what I do for a living, right?” Calibrisi asked, grinning. “You want a phone number?”




  “Sure.”




  “You got it. I’ll shoot it over to you.”




  “Thank you, Hector.”




  When Calibrisi left, Jessica stood up and walked to the door, shut it, then stood for a moment and leaned against the door. She shut her eyes and stood still. Then she walked back to her desk.

  She sat down and stared at the phone. She leaned down and opened the middle drawer of her desk. She pulled a small frame from the desk. It was a sterling silver frame. Inside the frame was a

  photograph of her and Dewey, his arm around her shoulders. They were both smiling. It had been taken outside the Carlyle Hotel in New York City just before he left. Jessica stared at the

  photograph. She wondered what Dewey looked like now. Was his hair long? Did he have a beard? Was he happy? Did he, well, did he love someone, someone else, that is?




  Jessica stared for a moment longer, then shut her eyes. She fought to keep the emotion from taking over her thoughts. Sometimes she wished she had never met Dewey, because at times like this,

  for no reason, he would enter her thoughts and just not leave them, sometimes for days. How many times had she been set up on dates, the beautiful, single national security advisor; dates with

  diplomats and corporate heavyweights, congressmen, and even a recently divorced senator. Each date, every chauffeured limousine, every starlit evening as she sat miserably across from one of them

  at a restaurant, or next to them at the Kennedy Center, every time, all she could think about was him. Why? she asked herself. But she knew the answer.




  Jessica felt her eyes becoming moist. She bit down on her lip. She wiped her eyes with her hands. She returned the frame to her desk drawer. Shutting her eyes, she steeled herself away from her

  feelings. She leaned forward and pressed the green button on her phone console.




  “Yes, Jessica,” the voice of her assistant said over the speakerphone.




  “Get me Indra Singh, India’s minister of defense. He’s at his beach house in Goa. Tell him it’s urgent.”
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  CHASVUR STATION


  COOKTOWN




  By midnight, the rains had thoroughly drenched Dewey, Deravelle, and the runaway mare. Dewey had lost all sense of where he was, with the stars

  hidden behind lightning-crossed clouds.




  The rain had begun more than four hours before and, except for one brief ten-minute stretch, had not let up. He’d put on his long wax raincoat, but was, nevertheless, soaked from head to

  toe. The water poured down off the brim of his cowboy hat in an unremitting deluge. The one saving grace was the warm temperature, which remained in the eighties. A little cooler and he would have

  had to pull up somewhere beneath a rock outcrop and build a fire.




  He had led Deravelle and the mare straight north to the long granite butte during the last light of dusk. As the first torrential rains began to pour down from the sky, Dewey moved around the

  butte to a wide-open valley to the north. There he’d searched in the square mile west of the canyon for any signs of life by moving in parallel lines, east to west, then back again, using the

  lightning strikes to illuminate the area in front of him. The rain had erased any vestiges of the mare’s tracks into the canyon and the ground was a wet, shapeless mess of wild grass and mud,

  rivulets of dirt forming into small streams.




  The one fact Dewey recalled about Chasvur was that it was north of Sembler. It was a well-known station, an estate really, a gentleman’s ranch, beautiful stone with white pillars and a

  stunning green lawn that swept down to the ocean a few dozen miles above Cooktown. Dewey had seen photographs of it in Cooktown—framed and hanging at different restaurants and bars, showing

  off it and the other landmarks of Queensland. In the early hours, Dewey had focused his search toward the north. But after a time, he came up against the ineluctable fact that Mother Nature had

  outgunned him. Without the stars, he didn’t know which direction was actually north.




  By midnight, he found himself capable of focusing on three things and three things only: calming Deravelle and the mare every time the lightning crossed the sky and sent panic through the

  horses; searching the two-foot arc visible in front of him; and, in the moments just after a lightning strike, doing a quick scan of the terrain, searching for something, for someone, for anything

  that might be out there.




  In retrospect, perhaps he should have gone back to Sembler Station, called over to Chasvur and let them handle the whole affair. By the time the people at Chasvur realized their horse and rider

  had gone missing, it would have been too late to do anything. Maybe an earlier call from Dewey would have let them get a decent-sized search party out before all visibility was lost. Then again,

  maybe the fact that Dewey hadn’t encountered a search party meant the horse was alone and the rider was safe. That’s at least what he hoped for.




  The odd thing was, the more overwhelming the odds of finding someone, the more convinced Dewey became that someone was out there.




  He thought back to his training, first Ranger school, then the year and a half he spent training to be Delta. Survival, they taught you, was about perseverance, calm, and self-reliance.

  Outsiders always thought that being Delta had to do with what you were capable of doing with a weapon and a team. It was the opposite: being Delta was about what you did when you had nothing.




  If you think you have nothing, then you do, and that’s when you’re defeated.




  Day one at Fort Bragg: Dewey and twenty-nine other young, carefully selected GIs were assembled in a windowless conference room.




  “Welcome to Delta,” a man in plainclothes he never saw again said. “Put everything you have in your locker and be at the tarmac in five minutes.”




  An hour flight in the back of a Hercules to south Florida, dropped into the Everglades, separated from the others by miles of gator and snake-filled swamp, armed with a knife and nothing

  else.




  Twelve of the thirty recruits in Dewey’s class had to be rescued. One got bit by a cottonmouth snake. Another broke his femur trying to get away from an alligator. One of his classmates

  drowned. Of the ten who made it through, four more dropped out the day they got back to Fort Bragg.




  Dewey spent the week in the crotch of an eucalyptus tree, staring at alligators. During the day, he speared the occasional fish with a harpoon he’d carved out of a branch. By day four, he

  was so hungry and tired that he would eat sunfish, mullets, and shiners raw. At night, he’d tie his wrist to a branch with one of his shoelaces and try to sleep; the lace acted like an alarm

  clock, waking him up if he started to fall off the tree branch into the dark, alligator-infested water below.




  Then, as now, it wasn’t about stratagem. It was about buying time and hunkering down.




  A huge lightning strike exploded in the sky, turning the black air into white light. To the left of him, he saw the edge of a giant slab of gray, black, and white rock.




  Was it the north side of the butte that he’d passed so many hours ago?




  He pushed Deravelle forward as blackness returned.




  The lightning exploded again. He looked at the ground. For a moment, he saw the same empty plot of land, the lifeless plain of mud dotted with small green shrubs as far as the light allowed him

  to see. Then, it all changed. As if in a dream, a small, white ghostlike apparition arose in a hillock just a few feet in front of Dewey and the horses. What he saw caused him to jerk backwards in

  his saddle. There in front of him, less than ten feet away, was a body lying on the muddy ground.




  Dewey climbed down from the saddle. He stepped toward the body, then got down on his hands and knees. He crawled, sweeping his hands along the ground as the rain poured down on top of his back.

  He felt the heel of a boot, then a small, thin leg beneath wet denim, bare skin above the waist, a thin T-shirt, then the back of a head. It was a young girl, long hair, facedown in the mud. Dewey

  turned her over and brushed the mud from her face. She was cold to the touch.




  “Atta girl.”




  She had to be dead, yet despite that he spoke again.




  “It’s gonna be okay.”




  Lightning hit again, a distant strike. In the light he saw the face of the young girl. She had a long, pretty nose. A deep gash cut across her forehead, down to bone.




  He felt her neck for a pulse. There was nothing there. He moved his ear to her chest; then he heard it: the faint rhythm of a heartbeat.




  He unzipped his coat, reached down, picked up the girl, and pulled her against his chest. For several minutes, Dewey remained on his knees, clutching the cold body against his chest, trying to

  warm her.




  He had to think. She needed help. She needed the kind of help Dewey couldn’t provide out here. She needed a hospital and a surgeon. Yet Dewey didn’t even know where he was or what

  direction was home. He knew he needed to go east, to the coast. But if he guessed wrong and went west, any chance of saving her would be lost.




  The rain fell in horizontal sheets. He glanced at his watch. One A.M. He was more than five hours away from the first light of day.




  He held the child’s damaged head against his heart, her wispy torso pressed against his big chest, trying to warm the young girl’s body, trying to think.




  For the next twenty minutes, Dewey cradled the young girl in his arms, covering her in the folds of the wax coat. She now had a faint pulse and was breathing, but she was in deep shock. Her body

  felt lifeless and cold.




  The rain continued to pour down. With each lightning strike, Dewey searched for a landmark in the distance, but saw nothing to guide him. In every direction, the quick snapshot the lightning

  allowed was shrub-covered flatland and the tall butte looming over them.




  He knew staying there wasn’t an option, not if the little girl was going to survive.




  “Think, goddamn it, think,” he whispered to himself.




  The lightning struck again. This time Dewey looked behind him, searching for something, anything, to help guide him. Instead of looking at the valley this time, Dewey found himself studying the

  tall stone butte. He stared at it as the lightning faded. He realized what he needed to do to save the girl.




  Dewey climbed back on top of Deravelle, holding the girl tightly against his chest with his left hand. He pressed his boots into Deravelle’s side. They moved forward until, a few minutes

  later, in the ambient light, Deravelle stopped just inches from the edge of the butte. Looking up, Dewey saw a wall of craggy rock in the dim light.




  He climbed down from the stallion. Holding the girl against his chest, he knelt down and searched along the base of the butte for a place to put the girl. He found an overhang, big enough to

  keep water from falling onto her. He took off his coat, wrapped her inside it, then placed her on the ground. It was raining more heavily than it had all night.




  A furious smash of lightning tore across the sky and Dewey’s eyes shot up. He surveyed the side of the rock; gray and black, craggy, reaching up into the black sky. Then darkness came

  again, followed by a low, loud thunderclap a few miles away.




  Dewey placed his right hand out in front of him and felt the rock face. He found a short seam in the granite a couple of feet above his head. He put the fingers from both hands into the seam,

  and with his right boot felt for a hard edge. He found one waist-high, a couple of feet to the right. He stepped onto the edge while he lifted himself up with his fingers. He stood on the small

  edge, all his weight on his right foot, holding the seam of rock with both hands. He removed his left hand and searched for a higher crack in the rock to grab on to. He found one a foot and a half

  directly above the first seam. Then he felt with his left boot for another hard edge. He found a small cut-in and put his left toe on it. He took another step up the rock face as water poured down.

  Standing for a moment on his left foot, holding himself aloft with his left hand, he searched with his right hand. He found a sharp piece of rock jutting out like a dull knife. He tested the rock

  to make sure it would hold. He lifted himself up the rock face yet again.




  He didn’t think about the butte. He didn’t think about how tall it was, how much farther he had to climb, how long it would take to climb, or how he would get back down. He

  didn’t even think about the little girl, dying a slow death inside his Filson wax coat. He thought only about the next step, the next hard edge, the next foot and a half up the rock face.




  Methodically, Dewey ascended the jagged wall of rock. His arms and legs burned. His fingers became raw. But he ignored the pain and moved up the rock face, knowing that one slip and he would

  fall to his death, knowing that a little girl’s life depended on him.

OEBPS/html/docimages/tp.jpg
COUP d’ETAT

BEN COES

MACMILLAN





OEBPS/html/docimages/cover.jpg
. #|NTERNATIONAL BESTSELLING
AUTHOR OF POWER DOWN.

COU
ETAT

BEN COES

He knows they will find him.
/ He just doesn’t know when. ..






OEBPS/html/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/html/docimages/image1.jpg
~Bagram

*Kabul G
2 peshawar
b 5 Line of
N Islamabad Gontrol

s Ao |

: PAKISTAN
;
& Laoree

INDIA

New Delhi+

100mies

o0 kometers






