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  To Teddy




  At age ten, you’ve given me as much pleasure as most people do in a lifetime.




  







  Their blood has washed out their foul footsteps’ pollution. No refuge could save the hireling and slave from the terror of flight, or the gloom of the grave.




  —FRANCIS SCOTT KEY, “THE STAR-SPANGLED BANNER”
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  ASPEN LODGE


  CAMP DAVID


  CATOCTIN MOUNTAIN PARK


  NEARTHURMONT, MARYLAND




  President Rob Allaire sat in a comfortable, red-and-white-upholstered club chair. His worn L.L.Bean boots were untied and propped up on a wood

  coffee table. Allaire wore jeans and a faded long-sleeve red Lacoste rugby shirt. His longish brown hair was slightly messed up, and there was stubble across his chin.




  To his right, Allaire’s yellow Lab, Ranger, lay sleeping. Another dog, an old English bulldog named Mabel, was napping by the fireplace, the sound of her snoring occasionally making

  Allaire look up.




  To most Americans, the sight of the slightly unkempt president of the United States might have been off-putting, perhaps even a little shocking. If Allaire looked as if he hadn’t taken a

  shower in two days and had worn the same pants an entire weekend, during which he chopped half a cord of wood, hiked ten miles, and shot skeet twice, it was because he had done just that. However,

  most Americans would have been pleased to see their president in his element, with his unadorned love of the outdoors, his simple joy in physical labor, his affection for his dogs. And now, at five

  fifteen in the afternoon on a windswept, rainy Saturday in April, his satisfaction at the sight of a bottle of beer, Budweiser to be exact, which one of Camp David’s servants brought him as

  he sat staring into the fireplace.




  “Thanks, Ricko,” said Allaire.




  “You’re welcome, Mr. President.”




  In President Allaire’s six years in office, he’d been to Camp David 122 times. Allaire would not, by his term’s end, set any records in terms of time spent at the presidential

  retreat; that record would still belong to Ronald Reagan, who visited Camp David 186 times during his two terms in office. Still, Allaire loved Camp David just as much as Reagan, both Bushes, and

  every other president since Franklin Roosevelt had the retreat built almost a century before. Allaire loved its rustic simplicity, the quiet solitude, and he loved most the fact that Camp David

  allowed him to escape the backbiting, lying, sycophancy, and subterfuge of Washington. If Allaire was compared to Reagan for his constant escaping to Camp David, and for his conservative politics,

  that was okay by him. Allaire believed it was important to have a set of beliefs and to stick by them, through hell or high water, no matter what the polls or the prevailing wisdom said. It’s

  why America loved Rob Allaire.




  Allaire sipped his beer as he stared down at the iPad, leaning closer to try and see, adjusting his glasses. He looked up. Seated on the far side of the room, reading a book, was John Schmidt,

  his communications director.




  “I can’t read this goddamn thing,” said Allaire.




  “You’re the one who said you wanted one,” said Schmidt. “Remember? ‘It’s the future’ and all that?”




  “Yeah, well, I changed my mind. I’m sick of pretending I like these fucking things.”




  Schmidt nodded.




  “We’ll go back to the daily notebook, sir.”




  “Good. In the meantime, have you read this editorial by our friends at The New York Times? How the hell is The New York Times editorial board aware of what’s

  happening in Geneva?”




  “It’s coming out of the Swiss Foreign Ministry,” said Schmidt. “They’re taking the credit, which is not necessarily a bad thing. To the extent it adds to the public

  pressure on Tehran, it’s helpful.”




  There was a knock on the door and in stepped two men: Hector Calibrisi, the director of the Central Intelligence Agency, and Tim Lindsay, the U.S. secretary of state.




  Calibrisi and Lindsay, who had been out shooting at the camp’s private skeet range, were both dressed in shooting attire. Calibrisi was an expert shot. He came up through the ranks of the

  CIA paramilitary and was deft with most weapons known to man. Lindsay, a retired former admiral in the navy, and lifelong hunter, was even better.




  “Well, if it isn’t Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid,” said Allaire, a shit-eating grin on his face as he watched the two men stomp their boots on the welcome mat and remove

  their Filson coats. “Either of you manage to hit anything?”




  “No, Mr. President,” Calibrisi said politely. “We thought it would be impolite to hit more clays than you.”




  Allaire laughed.




  “Wise guy,” said Allaire as Ricko returned to the sitting area near the fireplace. “Do you two have time for a drink before you leave for D.C.?”




  “Sure,” said Calibrisi. “Same thing as the president, Ricko.”




  “Pappy Van Winkle,” said Lindsay, looking at Ricko, “if there’s any left. A couple rocks. Thanks, Ricko.”




  “Yes, sir,” said the bespectacled servant, who turned and left for the kitchen.




  “Seriously,” continued Allaire. “Who won?”




  “It’s not a contest,” said Calibrisi, his confident smile leaving little doubt as to who hit more clays that afternoon. He moved to one of the sofas and sat down.




  “I’m sixty-four years old, for chrissakes,” said Lindsay, sitting across from Calibrisi, next to Schmidt. “I’m surprised I hit anything.”




  “I’ve heard that one before,” said Allaire, taking a sip from his beer and shaking his head at Lindsay. “Right before you took twenty bucks off me.”




  “That was a lucky day, Mr. President,” said Lindsay as Ricko brought a tray with drinks on it.




  The four men sat talking about skeet shooting and hunting for a long time, the president regaling the others with a story about the time when, as governor of California, he’d gone dove

  hunting with then vice president Cheney just a few months after Cheney had strafed someone with an errant shot. The story, as with most of Allaire’s elaborate and expertly told stories, left

  the other three in laughter.




  Allaire stood and put more wood on the fire, played with the arrangement of the logs for a time, then returned to his chair.




  “Before we take off, Mr. President,” said Lindsay, “we need to discuss the proposal by the Swiss foreign minister.”




  “We’ve already discussed it,” said Allaire. “I gave you my answer two days ago, Tim. I refuse to sit down with the president of Iran. It’s that simple.”




  “Ambassador Veider believes that if we agree to a summit, with you and President Nava meeting one-on-one, that the Iranians will renounce their nuclear ambitions and might even agree to

  begin talks with the Israelis.”




  “I trust Iran about as far as I can throw them,” said Allaire. “They’re lying. I’ve seen this movie before, Tim. I don’t like the ending.”




  Lindsay nodded at the president.




  “We have to consider the larger objective,” said Lindsay. “The Iranian government is reaching out to us. This meeting would be the first step toward normalizing relations

  between our countries.”




  “They’re playing the Swiss and they’re attempting to play us,” said Allaire, nodding across the room at Ricko, indicating he wanted another beer. “President Nava

  has created a distraction which he’s using to get us to take our eye off the ball. So while he makes the world and The New York Times believe he’s had a change of heart, Iran

  continues to pour tens of millions of dollars into Hezbollah and Al-Qaeda. And they continue to build a nuclear weapon.”




  “We don’t have definitive proof the Iranians are constructing a nuclear bomb, sir,” said Lindsay.




  Allaire glanced at Calibrisi. “Here we go again,” said Allaire, shaking his head.




  “We know they are, Tim,” said Calibrisi. “They have enough highly enriched uranium to assemble at least half a dozen devices. They have the uranium deuteride triggers. We know

  that. These are facts. They’re getting close.”




  “Our objective, Mr. President, is to put Iran in a box,” said Lindsay. “We do that by allowing the Swiss to bring our countries together, and then holding our noses and sitting

  down with President Nava. He publicly commits, we get inspectors in there, and the box is complete.”




  Allaire nodded, but said nothing.




  “We have to be willing to be the adults here,” continued Lindsay. “The reward is worth whatever risk we take by virtue of standing on the same stage as Nava. This is a good

  deal. They’ve agreed to on-demand inspections, access to their scientists, and details on their centrifuge supply chain.”




  “Tim, there are certain things that, for whatever reason, you don’t seem to understand,” said Allaire, leaning back. “One of those things is Iran.”




  “I think I understand Iran, sir,” said Lindsay sharply.




  “You understand Iran from a policy perspective. You know the names of the cities, the history of the country. You’ve studied their leadership, their institutions, their culture.

  You’ve been there how many times? Five? Six? A dozen? I know all that. But I don’t think you understand that the Iranians are, quite simply, the most dishonest group of people on this

  planet.”




  “You can’t seriously mean that, Mr. President,” said Lindsay.




  “Yes, I can. And I do mean it. I don’t trust those fuckers one bit. The Supreme Leader, Suleiman, is insane. President Nava is a menace.”




  “You’re misunderstanding me, sir,” said Lindsay. “I don’t trust them either. But you’ll forgive me if I take a slightly more nuanced view of Iran. It’s

  a country ruled by a corrupt group of individuals, but a large majority of the country desires freedom. The Iranians are a good people.”




  Allaire paused and stared at Lindsay. He looked around the room, caucusing Calibrisi and Schmidt for their opinions.




  “I think it would be a mistake,” said Schmidt. “A big mistake. Nava and the president of the United States, on the same stage, tarnishes America.”




  “Hector?” asked the president.




  Calibrisi shook his head in silence, indicating his agreement with the president’s and Schmidt’s negative assessment.




  “For you to extend the olive branch to Iran would send a positive message to the Iranian people and to all people in the Middle East,” said Lindsay.




  “I understand the concept, Tim,” said Allaire, “but my decision is final.” Allaire took a swig from his Budweiser. “I don’t trust Suleiman and I don’t

  trust Nava. They’re pathological liars. I will never step foot on the same stage or shake the hand of Mahmoud Nava.”




  The president arose from his seat. He walked to the large picture window that looked out on the fields, trees, and forests of the Maryland countryside. The rain was coming down hard now,

  slapping atop green leaves that had just started sprouting in the early springtime air. He grabbed a brown coat that was draped over a bench near the door. Ranger, his Lab, awoke and moved quickly

  to the door, anticipating going outside.




  “Come on,” said Allaire. “I’ll walk you guys down to the helipad.”




  “You don’t need to do that,” said Calibrisi, who stood and put his coat on. Schmidt and Lindsay followed suit. “It’s pouring rain out.”




  “Are you kidding?” asked Allaire. “Nothing wrong with a good rainstorm. Besides, Ranger needs a walk.”




  “What about Mabel?” asked Schmidt, nodding to the large bulldog asleep in front of the fireplace.




  “Mabel will be asleep until Christmas,” said Allaire, smiling.




  The four men, followed by the Lab, walked out across the terrace, then down the old road that led past the commandant’s quarters, past the tennis courts. In the distance, they could hear

  the smooth, high-pitched drumming of the helicopter’s blades slashing through the air. As they reached the edge of the tarmac, Allaire turned to the three men. All of them were soaked.

  Allaire smiled.




  “You and your team have done remarkable work,” said Allaire, staring at Lindsay, talking above the din. He placed his hand on the secretary of state’s shoulder. “You, in

  particular, Tim, deserve a great deal of praise and credit. I will speak nothing but positively about the developments in Geneva and the potential for Iran to rejoin the civilized world. But

  they’re going to need to do it without the involvement of the United States. They need to do it because they want to, not because I agree to sit on the stage and legitimize their past

  behavior.”




  “I understand, Mr. President,” said Lindsay. “Thank you for the day of shooting.”




  “See you three in a couple of days,” said Allaire, smiling.




  Allaire shook Lindsay’s, Calibrisi’s, and Schmidt’s hands, then watched as they climbed aboard the dark green and white chopper. A moment later, a uniformed soldier aboard the

  craft pulled the door up and sealed it tight. The chopper lifted slowly into the darkening, rain-crossed sky.




  Allaire stared at the flashing red and white lights as it disappeared into the slate sky. He glanced around the now empty helipad, watching the rain bounce off the dark tarmac. He reached down

  and gave Ranger a pat on his wet head.




  “Good boy,” he said.




  As Allaire started to walk back toward Aspen Lodge, he felt a strange warmth on the left side of his body, emanating from his armpit. He went to take a step but his foot was suddenly stuck in

  place, frozen still. His voice, which he tried to use to call out to the agents, now up the road more than a quarter mile, didn’t work either. As the massive stroke swept down from his brain,

  his body convulsed in a warm, hazy, painless set of moments. He tumbled to the grass, his face striking first, the sound of the spring rain and the dog’s desperate barking the last sounds

  President Rob Allaire would ever hear.
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  MARGARET HILL


  CASTINE, MAINE




  Dewey awoke with the first light. On the other side of the bed, Jessica slept quietly. Her auburn hair was spread across her face as she

  slept. On the table next to her were two cell phones and a specially designed, customized BlackBerry.




  From the duffel bag at the end of the bed, he found a green T-shirt, running shorts, socks. He dressed quietly. He put on a pair of Adidas, then knelt to tie the laces.




  He heard the sheets ruffle. He looked up. Jessica had turned and was looking from the pillow at him.




  “Whatcha doing?” she asked sleepily.




  “Run. You wanna come?”




  “Oh, man,” she said, yawning.




  “You’ll like it.”




  Jessica smiled. She reached out and put her hand gently in Dewey’s hair.




  “Sure,” she said. “How far? This isn’t going to be some sort of Delta training thing, is it?”




  “I thought you played lacrosse at Princeton? You can probably run me into the ground.”




  “Probably,” she whispered. “Princeton girls are tough. Certainly a hell of a lot tougher than Deltas.”




  Dewey smiled.




  Jessica pulled the quilt and sheets aside and climbed out of bed. Dewey was still kneeling next to the bed, tying his shoes. She stepped in front of him, naked, less than a foot from him. She

  was not shy; she didn’t have any reason to be. At thirty-eight, her body was the same sculpted, voluptuous object that had driven nearly every boy at Andover crazy. In silence, Dewey stared

  at Jessica. First at her knees, then, climbing with his eyes, her thighs, then higher and higher until his eyes met hers.




  She’d watched the entire eye scan, and now a slightly scolding, slightly playful look was on her face.




  “Troublemaker,” she said, shaking her head. “After the run.”




  “It might help us get loosened up,” said Dewey, moving his hand to the back of her thigh.




  “After, dirty dog. And only if you beat me.”




  Softly, Dewey’s hand rubbed the back of Jessica’s thigh. She leaned toward him. She was silent; then she put her right hand onto his shoulder to steady herself.




  “Jerk,” she whispered.




  He stood and their lips touched.




  “I suppose we should loosen up,” she whispered, opening her eyes and looking into his. She smiled and pushed him back onto the bed. She giggled as the bedsprings made a loud

  squeaking noise. She climbed on top of him. “I don’t want any excuses after I beat you.”




  The idea for the trip had been Jessica’s.




  “I’m taking a week off,” she’d said. “I want to go to Castine. Meet your parents.”




  “They don’t talk very much. Just warning you.”




  “Gee, I never would’ve expected that,” she said sarcastically.




  “How can you possibly take a week off? You’re the national security advisor. You’re not supposed to take vacations.”




  “Watch and learn, Dewey.”




  “Who’s going to be in charge?”




  “Um, this guy named, wait, what’s his name? Oh yeah, Rob Allaire. He’s the, ah, president of the United States? You may have heard of him?”




  “You know what I mean.”




  “Josh Brubaker,” she had said, referring to her chief of staff. “I told him not to bother me unless it’s a national emergency. If there’s a problem, I told him to

  call Hector.”




  So far, four days in, no calls. The only visible evidence of her job was the FBI agent posted around the clock at the entrance to the farm.




  Dewey and Jessica began the run down the long dirt road to the Castine Golf Club, then went right on Wadsworth Cove Road. After a mile or so, they went left on Castine Road. The small, winding

  road went for several miles. They ran alongside each other, with Dewey on the inside, closest to the road and the traffic, but there was hardly any. When they passed something and Jessica asked

  what it was, who lived there, where does that road go, Dewey would patiently answer.




  At a sagging, moss-covered wood fence, they hopped over and went right. A path opened into a long, rectangular field overgrown with hay grass. The sun was out and it warmed them as they ran

  through the thick grass downhill toward the ocean, Dewey cutting a path, Jessica right behind him.




  At the end of the field, the sea filled a rocky cove with calm blue water and the smell of salt and seaweed. A small dirt path was etched just before the rocks, and they ran along it for several

  more miles, trees to the right, rocky coastline left. Finally, in the distance, a church steeple, the beginning of the town proper. They came to a low, old stone wall, behind which lay row upon row

  of tombstones.




  Dewey stopped, followed by Jessica. They were both drenched in sweat. Dewey leaned over to catch his breath.




  “So,” he said after several minutes. “How was that?”




  Jessica breathed heavily. Her face was bright red.




  “I let you win,” she said.




  Dewey stared at the ocean, then looked at Jessica.




  “Are you hungry?”




  “I like blueberry pancakes.”




  “I know a place,” he said.




  In town, Dewey and Jessica went to a small diner near Maine Maritime Academy called Froggy’s. Jessica ordered blueberry pancakes and Dewey ordered eggs and bacon.




  “When do you go to Boston?” Jessica asked.




  “Day after tomorrow.”




  “Are you nervous?”




  Dewey sipped from his water glass. He was interviewing for a job in Boston, an interview arranged by Jessica, running personal security for a wealthy hedge fund manager named Chip

  Bronkelman.




  “No,” said Dewey.




  “Do you want the job?”




  “Sure,” said Dewey unenthusiastically.




  “You’re the one who said you didn’t want to come back into government.”




  Dewey nodded. She was right. Calibrisi had offered him a job at Langley, and Harry Black, the secretary of defense, had done the same, asking Dewey to join his staff at the Pentagon. Black had

  also offered Dewey a job he came close to accepting, going back to Fort Bragg and becoming a Delta instructor. But Dewey wasn’t ready to make the commitment. He’d already sacrificed

  years of his life for his country, had already risked his life for America more times than he could count, and he knew that if he went back in it would consume him all over again. He didn’t

  want that.




  But with that decision made, he needed a job. Bronkelman, a forty-something billionaire, was a very private man who lived in Wellesley, outside of Boston, and had homes in Manhattan, Palm Beach,

  Paris, Montana, and Hong Kong. Dewey would be well paid and he’d get to travel. But, in the end, he’d be little more than a glorified bodyguard to Bronkelman and his family.




  “Do you want to come down to D.C. after your interview?” Jessica asked.




  “I’m going to New York City,” said Dewey.




  “What for?”




  “I’m meeting Kohl Meir,” said Dewey matter-of-factly, after the waitress brought him a cup of coffee.




  It had been nearly three months since the bloody night at Rafic Hariri Airport in Beirut, when Dewey nearly died following the coup in Pakistan. Dewey had been saved by a team of commandos from

  Shayetet 13, Israel’s equivalent to the U.S. Navy SEALs. Kohl Meir was the leader of that Shayetet team who saved Dewey from near-certain death. Six of the eight-man S’13 team died that

  night.




  Jessica took a sip from her coffee cup and slowly put it down on the Formica table.




  “Why?” she asked.




  “He’s visiting the parents of Ezra Bohr,” said Dewey, referring to one of the fallen Israeli commandos. “He asked if I’d meet him.”




  Dewey’s face remained as blank as stone.




  “Why does he want to see you?” she asked.




  “I don’t know, Jess,” said Dewey.




  “Did he say anything?”




  Dewey looked across the table at Jessica.




  “He said he needs my help,” said Dewey.




  “What for?”




  “I don’t know.”




  “Did you ask him?”




  “Yeah,” said Dewey.




  The waitress brought over the plates of food and placed them down on the table in front of them.




  “And . . . . ?”




  “He said he needed to talk about it in person.”




  She raised her eyebrows.




  “You don’t find that in the least bit unusual?” asked Jessica.




  Dewey smiled at Jessica, then shrugged his shoulders.




  She looked back at him, raising her eyebrows, smiling, expecting him to say something. But he stayed quiet.




  They finished breakfast. When Dewey asked for the check, the waitress shook her head, then nodded toward the counter. Behind the counter, a bald man with a University of Maine Black Bears

  baseball cap smiled, then shook his head.




  “Your money’s no good here, Andreas,” he said.




  “Thanks, Mr. Antonelli,” Dewey said, smiling.




  As Dewey and Jessica walked up the grass-covered dirt driveway from the golf club to the farm, a faint noise caused Dewey to turn around. Jessica’s eyes followed his.

  Above the trees, from out over the ocean, a black object no bigger than a bird moved across the blue sky, followed, a few moments later, by the faint sound of whirring; the telltale rhythm of a

  chopper.




  “Why do I have a sinking feeling?” asked Jessica.
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  APARTMENT OF JONATHAN AND SYLVIE BOHR


  FOURTEENTH AVENUE AND FIFTY-EIGHTH STREET


  BORO PARK


  BROOKLYN, NEW YORK




  The swaying of the white lace curtain, pushed by a soft breeze from the open window, was the only movement in the apartment.




  Beneath the window was a small wooden dining table. On top of the table were two teacups, both filled, tiny clouds of steam rising up from the tea. Two plates; on top of one was a hard-boiled

  egg, cracked open, and a piece of rye toast, a bite missing. On the other plate lay a toasted onion bagel, cream cheese smeared on both sides, one of the pieces missing a few bites. Between the

  plates sat a bowl full of fresh-cut fruit—strawberries, pineapple, tangerine slices, blueberries. Two wooden chairs had been pulled out from the table.




  The only sound in the kitchen came from the open window. The low background noise of Boro Park, of Brooklyn, of New York City—car engines, an occasional distant horn, the voices of

  children outside playing on this warm, sunny spring day.




  The empty kitchen led to an open, arched doorway. Through the doorway was a dimly lit hallway. Across the hall stood another door, slightly ajar, that led to a small, plainly adorned bedroom.

  Above the simple wooden bed hung a small Star of David, made out of wood. Next to it was a framed photograph of a thin adolescent boy with a long round nose, thick black hair in a jagged, uneven

  crew cut, and a gap-toothed smile on his freckled face.




  Outside the bedroom, the long hallway’s walls were covered with watercolor paintings, of various sizes, and photographs. Photos in simple frames; of people, family, engaged in different

  activities, standing in front of recognizable landmarks such as the Eiffel Tower, hiking on mountain passes, snow-covered peaks in the background, or just seated at tables filled with food and

  drink. Most showed the same people: a good-looking couple with their son, a large, striking-looking boy who always seemed to have a big, infectious smile on his face, the same boy as in the bedroom

  photo. The photos showed the progression of time, but what never changed was the sense of family connection, of love.




  Down the long, silent hallway was a living room, high ceilings crossed with thick mahogany beams, two big windows on the far wall partially covered in flowered curtains. The walls were lined

  floor-to-ceiling in bookshelves, every inch filled, and in the corner of the room was a simple desk, neat and orderly, a few piles of paper stacked in the middle, and a small light on. In the

  center of the room, two red sofas faced each other across a large, round glass coffee table. The living room, like the other rooms, sat in virtual silence, the only noise coming through the walls

  from the random clatter of the city.




  At one end of the sofas sat a pair of leather club chairs, behind which hung a large, mesmerizing photograph. Slightly faded, it was an aerial photo of Tel Aviv. At the bottom of the big

  photograph, like paint thrown from a child, a spray of dark red liquid coated the glass; it shimmered, still wet.




  In one of the leather chairs, the one on the right, a man sat, motionless. It was the man from the photos. He was, perhaps, seventy years old, his once thick hair had receded and what remained

  of it was mostly white. He had a thick gray and black mustache that hung down at the edges. He wore brown-framed Coke-bottle-thick eyeglasses. They were slightly askew. Behind the lenses, the

  man’s brown eyes stared out across the room.




  On the chair next to him was an older woman whose beauty was still obvious despite her years. Her long black hair was streaked in white; her simple, aquiline nose appeared as if it had been

  sculpted. She, too, was as still as a statue.




  In the middle of the man’s forehead, just above the bridge of the nose, an inch-wide bullet hole had been neatly blasted through his skull. Beneath it, a rivulet of blood oozed down the

  nose, then dripped in a slow but steady stream into the folds of his shirt.




  The woman’s skull was perforated in the identical spot.




  The bullets had been fired from the same gun: a suppressed Beretta 93, clutched in the same leather-gloved hand by the same woman, who now stood, calmly, silently, as still as stone, against the

  far wall, near the front door.




  The woman had long blond hair. It was a wig, and it covered short black locks that were slightly visible just above her ears. She was no more than twenty-five, simple-looking, a small, plain

  nose. The brown hue of her skin was accentuated and framed by the blond wig, and it made her look exotic. She wore a long-sleeve black Nike running shirt and matching running pants that looked as

  if they’d been painted on her hard, muscled body. She held the silenced .45 caliber weapon in her right hand, at her side. She stood patiently, motionless, waiting near the front door.




  Next to her, on the wall, was the intercom, a black box with a pair of red buttons. Every few seconds, the young killer’s eyes blinked in anticipation. It was the only movement in the

  room.




  Outside the door, on the landing, was a brown mat with the word welcome in Hebrew. The landing sat empty and quiet. To the left, carpeted stairs ran up to the fourth and fifth floors of

  the brown-stone. To the right, the stairs descended toward the ground floor.




  Three floors below was a lobby. A large, antique chandelier dangled in the middle of the chamber, gold leafs wrapped around dozens of slender gold tubes with tiny lightbulbs at the ends; a

  gaudy, ornate, somewhat incongruous central point to the otherwise unadorned lobby. A stainless steel block of mailboxes hung on the wall across from a large glass and wood door. A tan curtain was

  drawn across the glass.




  In the corner, behind the door, against the wall, stood a man. He was dressed in a similar outfit as the woman stationed in the apartment: black running shirt and pants, Adidas running shoes. A

  thin, black cotton ski mask was pulled over his head down to his neckline. Only the man’s eyes were visible, two black embers smoldering, waiting. In his gloved left hand, the man held an

  M-26 Taser.




  It was Sunday afternoon and the streets were busy. The sidewalks were filled with people. The weather was picture-perfect, a warm day, one of the first warm days of spring.

  Every resident of the neighborhood of brownstone apartments was out, sitting on stoops, talking with neighbors, walking young children, enjoying life.




  At the corner, a yellow taxicab pulled over and a young man climbed out. He was big and athletic. His brown hair was slightly long and his face was tan. He wore khakis and a blue button-down

  shirt. He shut the back door then reached into the front window and handed the cabbie some cash.




  He walked down the sidewalk with a slight limp. It didn’t slow him down, but it was noticeable. His face had a hint of sadness to it. His brown eyes, however, told a different story. Their

  deep, blank pools scanned the street with trained suspicion.




  But here, in Boro Park, he was among family. He was greeted by smiles from strangers, who recognized somehow his bloodline, his heritage. He returned the smiles with blank stares. He was here

  for a reason. A visit to the parents of one of his fallen colleagues.




  Except for one, he had visited all the families of the S’13 who had died that day at Rafic Hariri Airport. He wasn’t required to do so, but it was the way he chose to lead. To fly

  half a world away in order to sit down with a dead comrade’s parents and explain to them that their son died fighting for something important, something he had believed in.




  He walked up the wide steps of a pretty brownstone. He nodded to a pair of teenage girls who sat on the steps, both of whom blushed, then giggled back at him.




  Next to the door was a strip of doorbells. He read the names. He reached out and pressed the button of the bottom name: BOHR.




  After a few seconds, the intercom clicked.




  “Yes,” said a woman over the intercom.




  “Hello, Mrs. Bohr, it’s Kohl Meir.”




  At precisely the same moment, less than ten miles away, on the fifteenth floor of a nondescript office building on Second Avenue near the United Nations, a red, white, and

  green flag, with a strange emblem in the middle, stood near a mahogany door. Next to the door, the words were simple, engraved in a shiny gold plaque:




  

    Permanent Mission of the Islamic




    Republic of Iran to the United Nations


  




  In a windowless, locked, highly secure room near the kitchen of the mission, two men stared at a large, flat plasma screen.




  One of the men wore a black three-piece suit, a tan shirt, a gold-and-green-striped tie. His black hair was slicked back. He had a bushy mustache, dark skin, a thin, gaunt face. The other man

  was stocky and had on a simple, denim button-down and khakis. The stocky man sat behind the desk, typing every few seconds into a keyboard in front of him. The man in the suit leaned over the desk,

  a cigarette in his hand. Both men studied the screen intently.




  “It’s him?” asked the suited one, Amit Bhutta, Iran’s ambassador to the United Nations. “You’re sure?”




  “Yes, yes,” said the stocky Iranian. “Crystal fucking sure.”




  On the screen, in fuzzy black-and-white, they watched as Kohl Meir climbed out of the cab, then walked down the sidewalk.




  “And it’s all ready?”




  “Yes, Mr. Ambassador. It could not be any more precisely arranged.”




  On the plasma screen, they watched as Meir walked down the crowded sidewalk, limping slightly. Halfway down the block, he started to climb the steps of a brownstone. He moved past two girls on

  the steps, then put his hand out to ring a doorbell.




  “Just think,” said the stocky man. “The great-grandson of Golda Meir herself. We could not inflict any more damage on the Jew if we dropped a nuclear bomb on downtown Tel

  Aviv.”




  On the screen, the door to the brownstone opened, and Meir stepped through. Then he disappeared from the screen.




  “Imagine,” whispered Bhutta, “when we do both.”
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  WASHINGTON, D.C.




  The chopper ride to Bangor International Airport took fifteen minutes. Jessica stepped off the Black Hawk and walked to a waiting Citation X,

  which flew her to Andrews Air Force Base. En route, she called Josh Brubaker, her deputy at NSC, to find out why she was being brought back early. Brubaker didn’t have a clue. She called

  Calibrisi, the director of the Central Intelligence Agency and her closest friend in government.




  “I haven’t been told,” said Calibrisi.




  “You haven’t?”




  “No,” he said. “Look, it’s probably nothing.”




  “What have I missed?”




  “I’ve read the dailies twice. ECHELON scans. Daily status call with Kratovil,” Calibrisi said, referring to the director of the FBI. “Everything is quiet.”




  “What about Iran?” asked Jessica. “The negotiations?”




  “That’s all on course, Jess,” said Calibrisi. “Would the president call you back to discuss that? Isn’t that a phone call?”




  “I’ve tried calling him twice,” said Jessica. “Control says he’s unavailable.”




  “The daily briefing was canceled this morning,” said Calibrisi. “Then again, it was canceled twice last week so he could play golf.”




  “Have you been summoned to a meeting?” she asked.




  “No,” said Calibrisi.




  “Hector, be honest,” Jessica said. “Do you think he’s firing me?”




  Calibrisi’s laughter echoed over the phone.




  “Are you kidding? You’re the daughter Allaire never had. I’m guessing he’s just lonely without you.”




  “Yeah, I don’t think so.”




  “I don’t either. My honest guess is there’s something larger he’s concerned with. Tell me what he says, will you?”




  “Of course,” she said. “I land in an hour.”




  They hung up and Jessica sat back in her leather seat, alone in the cabin of the jet.




  Less than a minute later, her phone rang. It was Calibrisi.




  “Strike that, I was just summoned,” he said. “I’m meeting you at Andrews. See you in an hour.”




  At Andrews, Jessica stepped off the Citation and walked across the tarmac to a waiting helicopter. She climbed the stairs. Calibrisi was already seated inside.




  “Welcome home, honey,” he said. “How was your trip? Did you get me something?”




  “Not funny,” she said, taking the seat across from him.




  “I just got a call from Mike Ober,” said Calibrisi, referring to Vice President Dellenbaugh’s chief of staff.




  “What about?”




  “He wanted to know what was going on.”




  “What did you say?” Jessica asked.




  “What could I say?” said Calibrisi. “I have no idea what’s going on.”




  “Obviously, it’s something involving the vice president,” said Jessica. “Why else would he call you?”




  The chopper moved across the late-afternoon sky toward downtown Washington. After fifteen minutes, the chopper began to arc left and down, descending. Calibrisi glanced out the window. For the

  first time, he realized they weren’t anywhere near the White House.




  “Captain,” said Calibrisi, yelling into the cockpit over the din, “where are you taking us?”




  “Bethesda Naval Hospital, sir,” said the pilot.




  The chopper moved into a hover, dropping slowly toward the hospital helipad, noted by its large red X.




  Jessica shot Calibrisi a look.




  “Calm down,” said Calibrisi, reaching out and patting her knee. “Maybe a heart attack. We’ll see. But stay calm.”




  Jessica stared at Calibrisi, but her mind flashed to President Allaire. It had been more than two years now since he’d brought her from the FBI, where she’d run counterterrorism,

  appointing her national security advisor at an age—thirty-six—that was unprecedented. He was, far and away, the best boss she’d ever had. She pictured his block of brown hair,

  always neatly combed back. Allaire, at sixty years old, looked younger than his age. He was in good shape. He drank, but not too much, and he didn’t smoke.




  The door to the chopper swung open, the stairs fell to the helipad, and a uniformed FBI agent waved them down.




  “This way, Ms. Tanzer, Mr. Calibrisi,” said the agent, who held a close-quarters combat submachine gun at his side, aimed at the ground.




  Jessica felt as if she was floating now. She stared blankly ahead, at the yellow letters on the back of the agent’s black sweater, ignoring the noises around her, focusing on nothing save

  taking the next step, then the next. She had an overwhelming sense of the fact that the world, her world, was about to change. She tried to breathe.




  They stepped onto a waiting elevator, which descended to the fifth floor. When the doors opened, Jessica’s first sight was the grim face of Mark Hastings, chief justice of the Supreme

  Court. His normally ruddy face appeared gaunt, ashen; haunted.




  Behind him, on his cell phone, stood Vice President J. P. Dellenbaugh, who registered the entrance of Jessica and Calibrisi, nodded at the two of them politely, then turned away.




  A commotion came from down the hallway as Mary Whitcomb, the White House photographer, approached. A uniformed agent attempted to stop her, but she shouted at him, then was allowed past.




  Jessica and Calibrisi were led past Hastings, Dellenbaugh, then through a doorway. Inside, a small sitting room had four chairs, all of which, save one, was empty. Cecily Vincent, the

  president’s assistant, a woman who had worked for Allaire since the time he was governor of California, sat alone, with tears streaming down her face.




  “Oh, Jess,” she whispered through tears, shaking her head, her red eyes revealing utter sadness.




  Jessica felt her own tears begin to roll down her cheeks. She stepped to the door and pushed her way inside.




  The room was a large, modern operating room. She quickly counted four nurses and a pair of doctors. The walls were lined with plasma screens, displaying digital readouts. The steady monotone of

  the heart machine seemed familiar.




  She felt Calibrisi’s hand on her back, calming her, perhaps even holding her up lest she faint. But she didn’t. Something inside her had already told her what she would see, some

  premonition before she left Castine that morning, whispered to her as if in a dream: Nothing will be the same.




  In the center of the room, on a large, elevated steel table, covered in light blue blankets, was the president of the United States, Rob Allaire. His eyes were closed. An oxygen tube protruded

  from his mouth, running down his throat. Three separate IVs ran from his arms.




  The president’s physician, Lyle Cole, was standing next to Attorney General Rickards and White House Counsel Jack Fish. Cole stepped forward and met Jessica and Calibrisi.




  “He had a massive stroke,” said Cole. “Last night, out at Camp David.”




  “How bad is it?” asked Jessica. “People recover from strokes—”




  “Not this one, Jess,” said Cole, interrupting her. “I’m sorry. It was too big. His vitals are good, but his brain is no longer functioning. It never will.”




  Jessica stepped to the operating room table, to the president’s side. She placed her hand on Allaire’s, gripping it as tears fell down her face. The realization of what had happened

  struck her like a lightning bolt, hitting her with a force she couldn’t tame. She held on to his hand for more than a minute, until she felt an arm on her shoulder. She turned to see

  Calibrisi. His eyes were red.




  “Come on, Jess,” he whispered.




  “He had a DNR,” said Fish, referring to a do-not-resuscitate order. “That said, everyone felt it was important for you two to be here.”




  “It was me who insisted,” said Rickards, the AG. “I have no idea what the blowback will be, but I think it’s extremely vital that our intelligence and national security

  infrastructure be prepared for this. Besides, I couldn’t have lived with myself if I hadn’t given you time to say goodbye, Jess.”




  Jessica stared blankly into Rickard’s eyes. She realized, then, the very real implications of what was about to happen, and the work she needed to do immediately in terms of calming

  allies, and doubling down on areas of vulnerability that America’s enemies might seek to exploit in the coming hours and days.




  “How has it not leaked?” asked Jessica.




  “We haven’t permitted anyone to leave the hospital,” said Fish. “We also haven’t let any politicians in, except, of course, Dellenbaugh.”




  “When will you tell the speaker?”




  “He’s en route. So is the senate majority leader. But we’re not going to wait. We need to get Dellenbaugh sworn in immediately.”




  Jessica looked one last time at the president of the United States, a man she respected, a man she loved like a father. Dazed, she turned and stepped out of the OR.
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  BETHESDA NAVAL HOSPITAL


  BETHESDA, MARYLAND




  Chief Justice Hastings swore in J. P. Dellenbaugh as the forty-sixth president of the United States as the sun was setting over the

  nation’s capital. The brief ceremony was performed in the vaulted lobby of Bethesda Naval Hospital, which had been shut down to visitors.




  Jessica didn’t want to be there, but she knew she had to be. She stood with Calibrisi, Rickards, Fish, and a few other key figures from Allaire’s administration, as well as the

  speaker of the house and the senate majority leader.




  As Rickards had correctly guessed, the moment the politicians were summoned to Bethesda, the leaks began. By the time Dellenbaugh had placed his hand on the red leather-covered Bible that

  Hastings held aloft, television trucks and a line of reporters had gathered behind a secure perimeter in front of the hospital. The scene was chaos.




  Dellenbaugh did the best he could to appear confident and presidential as he took the oath of office. Whereas Rob Allaire had a Kennedyesque swagger to his manner, Dellenbaugh’s style was

  different, a more earnest, small-town charm, like Jimmy Stewart in Mr. Smith Goes to Washington. All politicians stay awake at night dreaming of being president. But Dellenbaugh seemed

  different, almost as if he could take it or leave it, but now that he was president, he would give it his best. Still, the sight of him taking the oath of office was like watching a movie for

  Jessica; she still couldn’t process what was happening.




  Dellenbaugh was a former professional hockey player from Michigan, born into a family of union card-toting GM autoworkers, who happened to be a Republican. When Rob Allaire, the conservative

  governor of California, had run for president, the presence of a good-looking working-class kid with a slightly crooked nose from one too many fights had been exactly what Allaire needed to beat a

  popular Democrat in the Rust Belt.




  After Dellenbaugh shook Hastings’s hand, he made a beeline for Mike Ober, his chief of staff, and Tim Sokolov, his press secretary.




  “Wanna lift?” asked Calibrisi, turning to Jessica.




  “Can you drop me by the White House?”




  “Yes,” said Calibrisi. “I assume we’ll be sitting down with him at some point tonight?”




  “We’ll see,” said Jessica. She turned to leave, then heard her name being called. It was Dellenbaugh.




  Dellenbaugh walked to Jessica and Calibrisi. As he approached, he put his hand out.




  “I’m very sorry, Jessica,” he said.




  She took his hand in hers and shook it; his handshake was powerful. He shook Calibrisi’s hand too.




  “I know how close you were to Rob Allaire,” continued Dellenbaugh, looking into Jessica’s eyes. “Like a daughter, everyone said. I’m just very, very sorry. I know

  you must be in shock. I know I am.”




  “Thank you for thinking of me,” said Jessica.




  “Please don’t thank me,” he said, looking at Jessica, then Calibrisi.




  “If I may say something,” said Jessica.




  “Sure,” said Dellenbaugh.




  “The American government is incredibly resilient. It was designed so that the loss of one person wouldn’t destroy it. My point is, Mr. President, government will function without

  President Allaire. It will afford you the time to take your time. I urge you to ease into your role. There are a lot of people, including myself, who will help you in the coming hours and

  days.”




  “Thank you,” said Dellenbaugh. “That was probably the nicest thing anyone has said to me all day. I want us to work together. I need you. I need everyone right now. I have a

  lot to learn. Will you help me?”




  “Of course,” said Jessica. “We need to get you fully up to speed as soon as possible.”




  “Could you two sit down with me tomorrow?”




  “Yes,” said Calibrisi.




  “Let’s meet at the observatory,” said Dellenbaugh, referring to the vice president’s residence at the Naval Observatory in Washington. “I’m going to make a

  brief statement, then head over there. I think it makes sense for me to reach out to foreign leaders. Let’s meet tomorrow night around nine.”




  Back at her office in the West Wing of the White House, Jessica and Calibrisi watched President Dellenbaugh’s statement, delivered on the front steps of Bethesda Naval

  Hospital, as a wall of photographers and cameramen surrounded him.




  “Today, a great American has died,” said Dellenbaugh. “Rob Allaire was more than just a great man. He was more than just a president. He was, if it’s at all possible,

  more than just a great American leader. President Allaire was a friend. A mentor. He took strong stands for what he believed in, and he refused to back down. He inspired people from all political

  backgrounds with his fairness, his sense of righteousness, his wonderful humor, and his kindness. He was as tough as they come. But even the toughest must face their maker, and tonight, God has

  called Rob Allaire to come home.”




  Jessica stared at the screen on her wall, listening to Dellenbaugh’s words. Tears collected in her eyes and she reached up and wiped them away.




  “He’s pretty good,” said Calibrisi, looking at Jessica. She said nothing.




  “To America’s allies,” continued Dellenbaugh, “I say this to you: nothing has changed. America remains there for you, with you, by your side. And to America’s

  enemies, I say this: nothing has changed. Do not mistake the grief of a nation, the passing of a warrior, for something it is not. For it is in grief, in tragedy, and in the hard trials of

  our young democracy that Americans come together, that we become stronger, that we arise in our duty to what is true, what is right, and what is sacred. Thank you, and may God bless President Rob

  Allaire, and may God bless the United States of America.”
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  CIA HEADQUARTERS


  DIRECTOR’S OFFICE


  LANGLEY, VIRGINIA




  Back in Calibrisi’s corner office at CIA headquarters, two men sat in chairs in front of his large glass and steel desk: Josh Isler, the

  head of the CIA’s Intelligence Directorate, and Bill Polk, director of the National Clandestine Service.




  It was early afternoon. Calibrisi was quiet, sipping his Starbucks coffee, as he listened to his two top lieutenants brief him on elevated threats in the wake of Rob Allaire’s death.




  The phone console suddenly buzzed, and Calibrisi’s assistant came on the intercom.




  “Menachem Dayan is on one,” said Jenna, his assistant, referring to the head of Israel Defense Forces.




  “Can I call him back?”




  “He says it’s urgent.”




  “Okay,” said Calibrisi. “Put him through.”




  He held up a finger to Isler, instructing him to stop talking.




  A second later, the phone chimed. Calibrisi reached out and picked up the black handset.




  “General Dayan,” said Calibrisi.




  “Hello, Hector,” said Dayan, his deep, gravely voice booming through the handset. “And since when do you call me ‘General’?”




  “Sorry, Menachem. It’s been a long day.”




  “I can imagine. I am very sorry for your loss. Rob Allaire was a true friend of Israel.”




  “Are you coming to the funeral?” asked Calibrisi.




  “No,” said Dayan. “The prime minister will be there. There’s too much going on here.”




  “What can I do for you?”




  “I apologize if I’m imposing during such a difficult time, but I need your help, Hector.”




  “Name it.”




  “We’re missing a soldier,” said Dayan. “He flew to New York yesterday. He hasn’t been seen or heard from since he landed.”




  “Forgive me, Menachem, but how many Israeli soldiers visit the U.S. on any given day? This is a needle in a haystack.”




  “It was Kohl Meir, Hector.”




  Hector’s mind flashed to a mental picture of Meir. It had been Dayan who ordered the Shayetet 13 team to Beirut to save Dewey’s life.




  “Oh,” said Calibrisi, rubbing his eyes.




  “He was visiting the parents of Ezra Bohr, one of the boys killed in Beirut.”




  “Give me a spelling on that, names too.”




  “B-O-H-R. Sylvie and Jonathan.”




  “I’ll get on it,” said Calibrisi. “Hopefully he met a cute girl and decided to spend a few extra days over here.”




  “I wish you were right,” said Dayan. “But you’re not. I know him. Something has happened.”




  “I’ll report back as soon as we have something.”




  “Thank you, Hector.”




  Calibrisi hung up. He looked at Isler.




  “You want me to throw a couple guys at it?”




  “Yes,” said Calibrisi. “Quiet. We’re on domestic soil.”




  Within ten minutes, Josh Isler was back at Calibrisi’s door. He held a piece of paper in his hand.




  “I’ve already got something,” said Isler.




  “What is it?” asked Calibrisi.




  “Yesterday, a couple was murdered in Boro Park, a Jewish neighborhood in Brooklyn. Slugs to the head, identical, between the eyes.”




  “Bohr?”




  “Yes.”




  Calibrisi sat back, pondering.




  “Did you speak with someone at NYPD?”




  “Yes. And the FBI, who was unaware of it. NYPD doesn’t have a clue. They assigned a detective to it last night. He hasn’t even come to work yet.”




  “What about an autopsy?”




  “I think they figured out how they died, Hector.”




  “That’s not what I’m talking about, Josh. I’m looking for a time of death.”




  “Why?”




  “I’m going to call Piper Redgrave at NSA,” said Calibrisi, reaching for the phone, referring to the National Security Agency’s Signals Intelligence Directorate. “We

  need Jim Bruckheimer at SID to put a couple of his hackers on this and do a little moonlighting for us. They’ll need the time of death.”




  “Let me see what I can do,” said Isler.




  “Gracias.”




  “All kidding aside, Chief, this is on domestic soil,” said Isler. “It’s one thing for us to do a little work on this. Involving Bruckheimer and the SID guys ups the ante.

  You might want to run it by counsel.”




  “It’s Israel,” said Calibrisi. “We bend the rules. As for Bruckheimer, he owes me a favor or three.”




  “You going to call General Dayan?” asked Isler.




  “Not yet. Let’s see if we can figure out who did it first.”




  “You know this means Meir’s probably dead.”




  “Yes,” said Calibrisi. “That had crossed my mind.”
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  NATIONAL SECURITY AGENCY


  SIGNALS INTELLIGENCE DIRECTORATE (SID)


  FORT MEADE, MARYLAND




  Hector Calibrisi’s black CIA-issue Chevy Suburban exited the Baltimore-Washington Parkway, turning at a sign that read NSA EMPLOYEES ONLY. After a short drive down the private road, it went through two consecutive security gates. Beyond the gates, a cluster of black glass office buildings stood,

  somewhat menacingly, in a sea of parked cars. The Big Four, they’re called, the glass infused with copper mesh to prevent eavesdropping. This was the headquarters of the world’s

  foremost cryptologists, eavesdroppers, and hackers: the National Security Agency.




  Josh Isler at the CIA had succeeded in getting an FBI doctor to visit the NYPD morgue in Brooklyn and do a quick and focused autopsy on the Bohrs to determine approximate time of death. Isler

  also had the Bohrs’ phones and Internet activity run through different CIA databases to see if there were any contacts made with suspicious individuals, groups, or Web sites, but that

  analysis came up empty.




  In addition, two witnesses emerged who had both seen a stranger on the morning of the killings, a blond woman in a dark running suit, entering the brownstone.




  After getting clearance from Piper Redgrave, NSA’s director, Calibrisi called Jim Bruckheimer to ask for help, describing the phone call from Menachem Dayan, and summing up the other small

  pieces of information. Bruckheimer had started laughing over the phone.




  “That’s all we got?” he asked.




  “That’s it.”




  “That and five dollars couldn’t get you a coffee at Starbucks.”




  “Yeah, it could,” said Calibrisi. “A small coffee.”




  “I’ll get some people on it, Hector, but I’m not sure we’ll find much.”




  “I know. But it’s Israel.”




  “Look, if there’s something findable, my Einsteins will find it. By the way, I’ll handle the FISA warrant.”




  “Thanks, Jim.”




  On the third floor of the building, in a windowless conference room, Calibrisi was greeted by three individuals who sat around a large rectangular conference table: Jim

  Bruckheimer, director of SID, and two of Bruckheimer’s SID analysts, Serena Pacheco and Jesus June.




  This highly secure room was one of several command centers within the NSA’s Strategic Intelligence Directorate, or SID. Etched into the center of the table was an eagle clutching a pair of

  keys, the NSA insignia, signifying the highly secretive agency’s dual role: protecting America’s secrets and stealing everyone else’s.




  “So you got something?” asked Calibrisi as he sat down.




  “We have something,” said Bruckheimer. “Serena, you good to go?”




  Pacheco, a young blond woman with glasses, suddenly looked up from one of two computers in front of her on the conference table.




  “Yeah,” she said. “Jesus?”




  “I’m good,” said June, the other analyst.




  “Let’s see what you have,” said Calibrisi.




  Pacheco nodded toward a massive plasma on the front wall. The image was still. On it, there was displayed a grainy black-and-white overhead photo of a crowded city sidewalk.




  “What’s that?” asked Calibrisi.




  “It’s the street in front of the Bohrs’ apartment,” said Pacheco.




  “This was taken about forty hours ago,” said June.




  “Where did you get it?” asked Calibrisi.




  “We searched through everything we possibly could from any country who might have wanted to kidnap or kill Kohl Meir—Syria, Iran, Egypt, Lebanon, Saudi Arabia, Iraq, Kuwait, et

  cetera,” Bruckheimer said.




  “I tapped into every signals intelligence data cache from each country,” said June. “It wasn’t hard. With the exception of the Saudis, they’re all

  sloppy.”




  “Who was watching him?” asked Calibrisi.




  “This photo came off Iran’s SIGINT,” said Bruckheimer. “It’s circumstantial evidence, of course. But, it’s damning.”




  “Let me keep going,” said Pacheco.




  The large, grainy black-and-white photo showed a residential street, a spring day, a sidewalk bathed in sunlight and shadows. People in short-sleeved shirts, shorts, sundresses. The sidewalks

  were lined with brownstones. People sat out on the stoops, families, friends, and neighbors.




  “This is Brooklyn,” said Pacheco. “Sunday. Boro Park. Obviously heavy Jewish population. Cue it, Jesus.”




  Suddenly, the video began to roll. There was no sound. The camera focused in on a man walking down the crowded residential sidewalk. The frame moved slowly down onto the individual as he

  walked.




  “This is what they were watching approximately one to two hours after the murders, if the time of death is accurate,” said June.




  Calibrisi stood up and walked to the plasma, standing less than a foot away from the individual who was walking down the street.




  “That’s Kohl Meir,” said Calibrisi, astonished.




  “Yes,” said June. “The limp. I understand he was shot not too long ago.”




  “Great work,” Calibrisi said, turning to June, then Bruckheimer.




  Calibrisi turned back to the grainy, black-and-white image.




  The camera zoomed in on a young, athletic-looking man. He wore khakis, a striped button-down shirt. His muscles pressed against the shirt’s material.




  “What was he doing in Boro Park?” asked June.




  “Meir is commander of an Israeli special forces unit,” said Calibrisi. “He was here to visit the family of a guy in his unit who was killed; the parents of a commando named

  Ezra Bohr.”




  Everyone in the room watched, mesmerized, as the video continued to roll. Kohl Meir walked with a limp down the crowded sidewalk. The scene was simple. The camera tracked him as he maneuvered

  around strollers, old men out talking, a jogger.




  “How the hell did they know Meir was coming?” asked Bruckheimer.




  “My guess is, whoever did this knew he’d visit the Bohrs,” said Calibrisi. “It was only a question of when. The Bohrs mentioned it to someone—a neighbor, someone at

  the synagogue. It would’ve been easy to elicit information from the Bohrs. An innocent question from someone concerned about their fallen son.”




  On the plasma, Meir continued to walk slowly down the crowded sidewalk. About three-quarters of the distance down the sidewalk, he stopped and looked up at a brownstone. He started to climb the

  front steps. A pair of girls, sitting on the steps, looked up at Meir as he passed. They leaned into each other. One of the young girls whispered something to the other, and they both started

  laughing.




  “Hold it there,” said Pacheco, nodding to June.




  The video on the plasma suddenly stopped.




  “Here’s where we pick up the audio,” said Pacheco. “Run it without the audio then back it up, will you, Jesus?”




  The video began rolling once again on the plasma screen. The focus of the overhead camera moved in even closer to Meir, ascending the steps. He looked at the two girls, now giggling, and kept

  climbing.




  At the top of the brownstone’s steps, he studied the nameplate to the side of the door. A few moments later, Meir leaned forward and pressed one of the buttons. After a few seconds, he

  leaned down and spoke into the speaker. A moment or two later, the big glass door opened. Meir stepped in, then the door shut behind him. The screen remained focused on the door for a few moments

  longer, then cut and flashed black.




  “Okay,” said Pacheco. “Move it back.”




  The screen suddenly showed the black-and-white audio being rewound. It stopped at the point at which Meir turned and was about to climb up the steps. The angle zoomed down onto the young

  man’s face. Meir’s eyes were big, set slightly apart, a handsome man, Mediterranean-looking, with high cheekbones.




  “The judge was a pain in the ass on the warrant,” said Bruckheimer. “Because it’s U.S. citizens talking, we have permission to listen to exactly twenty-six seconds of

  tape.”




  “Here’s the audio from the point just before he enters the building. It’s tough to hear. Jesus, punch it up. It’ll be loud at first,” said Pacheco, not looking up

  from her computer screen. “It smooths out, after we isolate the frequency and synthesize out the background noise.”




  The speakers in the conference room made a loud sonic clicking noise. A cacophony boomed through the speakers. The sound of traffic, a loud taxicab horn, blaring several times, the voice of a

  man, a thick New York accent; a question that quickly trailed off into unintelligibility. Then, the clamor evened out, as if someone had adjusted the volume.




  In beat with Kohl Meir’s footfalls up the front steps, the soft scratch of shoes striking each one as he climbed. As the video showed the man passed by the two girls, as one girl leaned

  into the other, the soft giggling of her voice was heard, then the words:




  “Is that Mr. Monochlay’s nephew?” she asked.




  “No,” said the other teenager, leaning in conspiratorially. “But I bet he would kiss you if you ask him.”




  The girl’s comment was followed by giggling from the teenagers.




  “How did you retrieve this?” the CIA director asked, incredulous.




  The plasma screen suddenly froze.




  Pacheco punched a few keystrokes on her laptop. On the big plasma, the view on the screen moved out. The camera angle pivoted, then zoomed in on a man standing across the street, talking on a

  cell phone.




  “Verizon archives phone conversations for a few days. It was easy once we had the precise time he went in the building. We removed the audio of the conversation he was having with his

  bookie along with background echoes.”
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