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AUTHOR’S NOTE

This book is a reconstruction of real events.

All dialogue, all the people, meetings, and descriptions are based on a comprehensive collection of documentation.

Central in this context are more than three hundred previously unpublished emails and private letters sent from the man at the center of the story, David Headley, during the period from 2008 to 2009.

In addition, this book builds on the material from several comprehensive interrogation reports, secret audio recordings of the terrorism suspect’s discussions in vehicles and offices, comprehensive electronic wiretapping of mobile phones in several countries—including 284 calls from the terrorist attack in Mumbai, from November 26 to November 29, 2008—court transcripts and materials from several trials in the United States, Pakistan, India, and Sweden; internal documents from American embassies, witness statements, military reports and analyses, newspaper articles, recordings from surveillance cameras, hotel receipts, and old boarding passes, passport stamps, journals, martyr videos, and the author’s own interviews with eyewitnesses, lawyers, intelligence officers, experts, and others.

Most sources are described in detail at the end of this book, though some wish to remain anonymous, either because they possess confidential information or because they fear for their lives.


PREFACE

Before a terror attack becomes an item on a breaking news ticker or social media, before the first shot is fired, even before the attackers pack their weapons, you will find a guy like David Headley.

He could be the person sitting next to you in the hotel lobby or at a bar in any major city in the world. And he would fit in.

Headley knows the secret about terror. It’s not about death. Not even close. Even though that is exactly what we’ve seen again and again in attacks over the past several years: Tourists with a drink in their hand shot dead at a concert in Paris. Cartoonists in the same city killed at their place of work. Men and women from all over the world blown to pieces with deadly bombs at the airport and in a subway station in Brussels. A British soldier stabbed, then hacked to death while walking on the streets of London.

A fresh incident preceded by the words “mass casualty” and all too often a number so high it is almost impossible to comprehend.

Yet, for modern-day Islamic terrorists the number of dead and wounded doesn’t really matter. Killing is part of the mission, of course, but the ultimate goal is something else. It’s about the creation of fear. Fear that will spread like an airborne virus from news anchors to the world. And, over time, will force us to change the very nature of our societies.

David Headley is one of these creators of fear. He is the designer.

And Headley is special. He is one of very few Americans who have become involved in Islamic terror at the absolute highest levels and gained access to some of the world’s most sought-after men.

This book is a journey through David Headley’s chaotic life. It’s a journey through his thoughts and ideas. His actions. The killings. And why it all happened. In part, in his own words.

In order to combat fear, we first need to understand. And in order to understand, we need to get inside the mind of a terrorist.


PART 1

MUMBAI
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A BEGINNING

Mumbai, India
Saturday, April 12, 2008, 3:00 a.m.

He had wasted his time.

The tourist ferries were packed with two decks of overweight Americans and Brits who had ventured out from their luxury hotels for a few hours before quickly returning to the pool to pour themselves yet another drink.

Pathetic. Just pathetic.

He had taken the ferries twice, but it didn’t help much. Harbor cruises couldn’t give him the kind of answers he was looking for.

Instead, he now stood on the deck of a little fishing boat as it traveled quickly out into the darkness, the smell of fish and warm seawater filling his senses. He exchanged a few words with the fisherman who had agreed to take him along on this special night cruise in the Arabian Sea, and he sensed that he was on the right path.

Like all the other big modern cities in the world, Mumbai lit the darkness behind him even now, at three in the morning on a random Friday night. They were still partying there. Letting loose. Breaking the rules. Even here, from nearly three miles out, the huge city resembled an impressive, unconquerable fort. Too large to really shake. A city that never went totally dark, though on the ocean darkness was everywhere.

They had no idea.

How did he get here, anyway?

Was it hate for India that had brought him on this deck in the dark of night? That time they bombed his school, more than thirty-five years ago? Was it because of his stint as a drug smuggler? Or as an agent for the Americans? Was it the women? The pictures from Abu Ghraib, the Qur’an thrown into the toilet at Guantánamo, or the cartoons of Muhammad in Denmark?

Or was it something greater?

That day, it was for Allah, the only true God that had ever existed. He had no doubts. He was here because he needed to be right here. He was a soldier in an army assembled by Allah. His life had been a bit of a mess, sure, he knew that, but his mission wouldn’t have been possible without his past.

Everything had led up to this trip.

The day before, he had gone down to the fishermen’s village and found the fisherman, who lived in a weathered hut near a small Hindu temple. He introduced himself as David Headley. That had been his name for some years now, and he was getting used to it. It sounded American. That was the whole idea.

He’d taken his video camera down to the fisherman’s hut and done his best to look like nothing other than an ordinary, adventure-seeking American tourist. He kept his Muslim background, his thoughts about Indians, and his true reasons for the trip to himself.

It was the fisherman who suggested that Headley come back the following night and sail with him, if he wanted a genuine experience of the sea around Mumbai. Headley quickly said yes.

He was searching for the perfect site to make landfall. A place from which everything could be set in motion. And a route there without reefs or other undersea dangers. If there was anybody who knew a safe way through the waters around Mumbai, it had to be this fisherman. He’d give Headley answers without even knowing it. All he had to do was sail.

According to the original plan, the Gateway of India monument, on the eastern side of the peninsula that splits Mumbai from the mainland, was to be the starting point. It sits right across from the majestic Taj Hotel. Headley had to admit that it was an iconic location for beginning a terrorist attack.

To reach the old harbor, though, you have to travel around the southern tip of Mumbai, where the coast guard could be a little too watchful. Headley saw far too many gunboats with uniformed guards on board for that plan to work. The fashionable area along the Cuffe Parade on Mumbai’s west side would be better. Much better. The men would be coming from the west, down from Pakistan.

The little fishing village by the beach seemed just right—unlike the rest of the area, it was dirty and often chaotic. There might occasionally be a fair number of people around, but the poor fishermen weren’t the kind to complain or call the police if they noticed anything unusual. On the contrary, if there was a crowd, it would be the perfect cover. At the same time, the village was centrally located, and you could quickly go straight up to the main road, hail a taxi, and be wherever in the city you wanted to be within a few minutes.

The outing with the fisherman had convinced Headley: it was possible to go from international waters to the coast and onto land without encountering any significant obstacles.

The men would turn up right in the left atrium of Mumbai’s heart, and nobody would realize until it was too late.

He saved the beach’s coordinates on his GPS.

It would begin here. Right here.
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LIGHT THE FIRE, MY BROTHER

Mumbai, India
Wednesday, November 26, 2008

18° 55' 11.80", 72° 49' 32.30".

The handheld GPS device showed the position on its large screen inside the waterproof rubber case.

They were there.

The black-and-yellow inflatable dinghy reached the shore, and eight of the ten young men quickly jumped out onto the beach with their backpacks. They were silent. The remaining two members of the group fired up the powerful Yamaha outboard motor once more and disappeared into the darkness with the boat, to make landfall elsewhere.

The eight young men stepped over paper, discarded food scraps, and brightly colored old plastic bottles as they made their way up the beach in the poor fishing village.

They split up into four groups of two without a sound.

A few of the vendors were surprised at the sight of men with big backpacks in a place normally frequented only by the local fishermen, but they were told to “mind their own business.”

Other witnesses who noticed the young men in T-shirts and worn-out jeans got the same message.

“And what about you? Mind your own business!” said the men, who told other curious bystanders that they were students from a university in Hyderabad, another large Indian city.

In their pockets they carried student IDs with Indian names like Samir, Naresh, Arjunkumar, Dinesh, Raghubir, Arun, and Rohit in case anyone questioned their cover story.

But no one stopped them.

Nazir and Arshad were both twenty-three years old and anything but students. It was years since they’d even opened a book. Apart from the Qur’an, that is.

Walking calmly, they proceeded the short distance from the shore to the busy highway and hailed one of the many taxis available at all hours at the taxi stand.

In the backseat, one of the men fished a little brick of what looked like modeling clay out of his bag. The brick, which weighed about eleven pounds, was connected to a timing device and a stopwatch, and there were instructions in Urdu to ensure that, in the heat of battle, they wouldn’t attach the five loose wires incorrectly.

Nazir and Arshad connected the wires and hid the first bomb under a seat in the taxi.

The mission had begun.

In a hotel room less than half a mile away sat a Danish man by the name of Jesper Bornak, phone in hand.

An Indian business contact had first postponed and then canceled a dinner, so Jesper now weighed his options for how to spend the remainder of the evening.

As a thirty-four-year-old independent businessman with his own freight company, a little daughter, and an almost-newborn son back home in Denmark, he always made good use of a free evening. There was always a mountain of emails that needed a reply. And always a considerable sleep deficit to work down.

When was the last time he’d simply thrown himself on the bed, relaxed, and read a book?

The big cities in his travels were just scenery for the long meetings filled with negotiating tactics, shipping containers, and stacks of paper. Singapore, Jakarta, Mumbai. It was all the same.

After a few days of negotiations with Indian customs officers about some containers in various far-flung parts of India, Jesper felt his curiosity about the big city grow.

“Jesper Bornak has returned to ‘civilization’ in Mumbai,” he had written on Facebook page not long before.

He called Gitte at home.

“Everything is great. Yes, I’m headed out to eat. I’ll call later. I love you,” he said and put on a jacket.

Jesper left his wallet and passport at his hotel, the Oberoi-Trident. He stuffed two credit cards, two hundred dollars, and about two thousand Indian rupees in his pants pocket and, taking his black Nokia N95 out of its charger, left room 2735 for the last time.

Near the popular Leopold Café in central Mumbai, Nazir and Arshad—the group’s first two-man team—got out of their taxi. They paid, apparently in American dollars, and were quickly stopped by a merchant who thought they were tourists.

“Want a T-shirt?” he asked.

“No,” they replied, and pointed at the café instead. “Is the Leopold Café famous?”

The merchant replied yes.

The two stood for some time with an arm around the other’s shoulder, smiling. They both seemed in high spirits.

Perhaps they were remembering the words instilled in them by the men in Pakistan over the past weeks and days:

“This is a struggle between Islam and the unbelievers. We’re the people God has chosen to defend our religion against the unbelievers.”

Some of the women who happened to be there noticed that the two men were in excellent shape physically and were good-looking too.

Jesper Bornak hopped into a taxi for the short drive to Leopold Café. He paid far too much for the trip, but that didn’t matter much to him. It amounted to less than a dollar, and he was in a good mood.

In a corner of the café, he got a seat at a table where four stewardesses and a steward from Lufthansa were enjoying a free evening before they would once again serve drinks and airplane food all the way back to Germany.

Thirty-eight-year-old Thomas ran in his free time, so he and Jesper quickly got on well with each other. They spoke of marathons and Jesper’s plans to run, cycle, and swim his way through a triathlon sometime next year. It happened that the group from Lufthansa was staying at the same hotel as Jesper.

“It’s a small world,” they said with a smile, as Jesper ordered chicken tikka masala, garlic naan, and a much-needed, tall, cold draft beer.

Leopold truly lived up to the description in Gregory David Roberts’ cult novel Shantaram—a gathering place for Western businesspeople, Indian drug dealers, and happy world travelers with blue Lonely Planet books in hand and credit cards in their pockets.

On the wall hung little messages of greeting from tourists from all over the world, honoring the author.

Behind Jesper sat two Indian men drinking the café’s specialty: more than seventy ounces of freshly brewed beer from a sort of glass column with its own tap. To his right sat Line Kristin Woldbeck, a Norwegian woman in an Indian dress and with a prominent nose ring; her husband, Arne Strømme; and their Indian friend, Meetu.

The big TV screen was transmitting live from the large city of Cuttack, about nine hundred miles away, where India was playing the fifth cricket match this month against England. Most of the country was following the match, truly a life-and-death matter. Leopold Café was no exception.

Jesper had finished the spicy chicken and was talking with the Lufthansa group about trips they’d made to Tehran. He was in the middle of a cup of coffee when he first heard the sound of small explosions from the street outside. It lasted just a few seconds and sounded a lot like firecrackers or some other fireworks. Completely normal in that part of Mumbai.

Jesper and Thomas continued talking.

Then, something was tossed through the door into the restaurant.

It was 9:28 p.m. when a young German man, twenty-six-year-old Benjamin Matthijs, saw a small oval-shaped object about the size of a fist roll along the floor to his table, when it unexpectedly made a small jump and rolled off to the right, under the neighboring table where a rugged-looking British man was eating his dinner.

I shouldn’t be here right now. Something is very wrong. There shouldn’t be a hand grenade in a café, Benjamin managed to think as he reached for his bag.

In the next second, the windows of the café were blown out with a deafening bang.

The explosion left a hole in the floor more than an inch deep, and shrapnel flew through the air, killing several people and boring into Benjamin’s leg, foot, and face. He was thrown through the air and landed on the floor four or five yards from his seat, nearly at the other end of the café.

Jesper responded instinctively.

That’s an explosion. And this is terrorism, was his immediate thought.

A few years earlier, he and Gitte had been on vacation in Bali. An American tourist had recommended a good restaurant that sounded like a romantic place with a view, but it just happened that they never made it there. The day after they returned home, the restaurant was bombed, and at least twenty people were killed.

That had left a strong impression on both of them.

But Jesper Bornak had military experience. He had been with the Danish forces in Croatia in 1995, where two of his comrades were killed and fourteen injured in a Serbian artillery attack. Jesper was familiar with explosives and had no doubt that the explosion in the café was a controlled one. And thus, most likely a terrorist attack.

Suicide bomb, he thought, instinctively pushing his chair back and throwing himself under the table in case there was another explosion.

Opposite Jesper sat Desiree, the stewardess he had been speaking to just seconds before. He took hold of her legs with both hands and dragged her to cover under the table.

She was screaming loudly. For Desiree had seen what Jesper could not, since he had been sitting with his back to the door: a young man with a backpack, in dark clothing, a tight scarf, and with a raised firearm was shooting indiscriminately around the room.

It was either Nazir or Arshad entering the café.

From his cover under the table, Jesper heard several screams and the noise of chairs being overturned and glass breaking. People falling to the ground. The smell of gunpowder was inescapable.

The central railway station in Mumbai, Victoria Terminus, also called Chatrapati Shivaji, is constantly teeming with people.

That Wednesday evening was no exception, with the station filled with travelers returning from weddings, workers on their way home to Mumbai’s huge suburbs, and Muslim men still in transit from celebrating Eid al-Adha, the Feast of the Sacrifice, a few weeks earlier. Two million passengers either board or disembark there from more than 1,200 trains every day.

In the crowd stood two young men with large backpacks, looking like travelers among so many others.

Ismail was the most eye-catching of the two. He was twenty-five years old, tall, and, with his background and experience in Pakistan’s northwestern border province, the natural leader for the ten terrorists who had reached the shores of Mumbai just a short while ago.

At his side was his polar opposite: the short, dark-haired twenty-one-year-old Mohammed Ajmal Amir, who would become known as “Kasab,” Urdu for “butcher.” Kasab came from Faridkot in the Okara district of Pakistan’s Punjab province—a small, isolated rural town with only 478 registered voters and an autocratic mayor who issued orders to the inhabitants by means of the loudspeakers in the city mosque.

GO FOR JIHAD, GO FOR JIHAD, said a large sign right outside of Faridkot.

Kasab, though, didn’t take the direct route to jihad.

A few years earlier, he often bickered with his poor parents, Amir Shahban and Noor Elahi, and he apparently left home after an argument about some clothing. Kasab found the world outside Faridkot disheartening, though. He could find nothing but difficult, underpaid work and all his efforts met with resistance. He was a young man with too much energy in his body, but without the means to make good use of it.

To make money, he fell into a criminal career: first with a bit of theft, some break-ins, and then armed robberies.

One day, Kasab met a group of Muslim men on the street. They offered to change his life, make him wiser, and free him from everyday misery. They had him watch movies and look at pictures of violent attacks and murders of Muslims all over the world, many of them in the disputed Kashmir region between Pakistan and India. Right around the corner.

Perhaps this was indoctrination, but Kasab was a willing student. He longed for meaning in his life, and here he had found it.

In the following months, Kasab arrived in some of the world’s most secret and most feared terrorist camps hidden in the mountains in northern Pakistan. There he was trained in close-quarters combat, the making and use of bombs, swimming, and willpower. And it was there that he was carefully selected to be among the ten who would break and humble India with the attack in Mumbai.

In his backpack, Kasab was carrying an AK-47, six or seven magazines with thirty rounds each, a 9mm pistol with a couple magazines, eight to ten hand grenades, a water bottle, and about five pounds of nuts and dried fruits. He was ready.

The two men entered the station’s restrooms together and then returned to the busiest area near line thirteen. At 9:53 p.m., they took their weapons out of their backpacks.

An Indian woman was one of their first victims. She was struck in the head by bullets and fell on the floor, while her husband took the family’s children behind a post, where they hid and pretended to be dead.

Bullets and explosions from the hand grenades filled the large building in seconds. When a thirteen-year-old Indian boy by the name of Afroz Ansari regained consciousness, he was in the local hospital. It wasn’t until several days later that he came to learn that his father, mother, uncle, two of his cousins, and his brother-in-law had been killed in the attack.

Kasab and Ismail showed no sign of fear. They behaved like children playing a computer game, just firing away and stopping only to reload their AK-47s with fresh ammunition.

A man yelled a few words to an elderly Muslim Indian scholar. When the attackers heard him yell, he was shot on the spot. A baby on the ground began to cry. When his mother went to pick him up, she too was shot.

Somewhere between fifteen and twenty officers were stationed outside the station, but none of them dared to intervene.

“We froze up. We just stood there, petrified,” as policeman Sudahm Pandakar later said. When he and his colleagues finally began their counterattack, Pandakar was equipped with only an old rifle with five rounds in it, and it didn’t even work.

Others had wooden batons as their only weapons.

Pandakar was struck in the ribs, while his colleagues, Abmadas Pawar and Shashank Shinde, were killed then and there.

The firefights lasted barely an hour before Kasab and Ismail left Victoria Terminus on foot, running out onto the street where they shot officers and random passersby in the dark.

At this point, they had already killed more than fifty. Several of the hundred plus who were injured at the train station later died of their wounds.

Desiree lay underneath Jesper, who had draped himself over her to protect her. Seeking cover, the steward Thomas had then thrown himself on top of Jesper. They lay under the table in a heap. Completely still.

Jesper lay with his head against the wall; he couldn’t see much in the café. So he listened intently. And every time Desiree made the slightest sound, Jesper squeezed her side to get her to be quiet.

It was now completely silent in Leopold Café. No screams, no moans, no yells.

There’s something very wrong, thought Jesper.

He could hear glass breaking under boots. Tables suddenly being yanked aside. And then came the gunfire. Jesper recognized the sound of automatic weapons fire from his time in Croatia. Two or three shots to make sure the victims were dead, but no more, in order to save ammunition. And then on to the next body. It was every bit a military operation.

Yelling in a language unknown to Jesper could be heard in the room, but the voices were cold and devoid of excitement or fear. It sounded like commands between soldiers.

There must be at least two men, thought Jesper, as the sound of boots on broken glass came closer.

We’ll be shot now. I’ve got one on top of me, and I have my head against the wall, so I’ll either be shot in the legs or my lower body. If I can avoid being shot in the head, I can survive. I actually have a chance to survive, thought Jesper as he tensed his abdomen.

And then shots rang out once again.

The exact sequence of events at the Café Leopold is still uncertain, but most of what we know seems to indicate that it was these shots that struck the Indian woman Meetu, who had been sitting near Jesper at the adjacent table, in the back of the head.

The Norwegian woman, Line, lay hiding on the ground holding the hand of twenty-six-year-old Meetu when it happened. She remembers her friend’s hand giving a quick jerk before going completely limp. Meetu died instantly.

Meetu had written on Facebook a short time earlier: “Looking forward to meeting Line and Arne. It’s gonna be wonderful!”

Line’s husband, Arne, was bleeding from his head. He’d raised his hand in front of his face when shots were fired at him a few minutes earlier, and miraculously, the rounds had grazed his forehead and nose without killing him. The shot had broken three of his fingers. There was blood everywhere.

The terrorists had reached the door to the kitchen in their sweep to make sure that everyone in their way was either already dead or would be killed now.

“Run! Run!”

Jesper heard the words in his head as if they were spoken in English, but it was likely the German steward Thomas yelling, “Raus! Raus!” Regardless, Jesper knew his life would be determined by what happened in the next few seconds.

He leaped up with the six from Lufthansa. Several of them had bloodied hair and faces, but all of them were able to run.

On his way out, Jesper stepped over several lifeless bodies. His brain wouldn’t allow him to see them properly, so he registered only that there were corpses in front of him. Outside the café, an Indian man sat doubled over, the front of his blue shirt drenched in the blood pouring from his stomach.

On the normally very busy main street, Colaba Causeway, everybody else had disappeared.

Desiree ran to the right, along with three of the other Lufthansa stewardesses. Thomas and Rita ran off instinctively to the left. There was no time to gather the group together or agree on a direction.

Jesper followed Thomas and Rita to the left quickly. His legs ran as fast as they possibly could. Past deserted stands, men’s clothing stores, and empty cars. They stopped at a street corner and looked at each other.

“Are you okay?” they all asked each other, as they simultaneously nodded and shook their heads. They could hear the sound of gunshots, but they didn’t know where it was coming from.

Then they gave each other a good hug.

An hour and a half earlier, Jesper hadn’t even known that Thomas and Rita so much as existed. Now he was so happy they weren’t among the eleven dead and twenty-eight injured lying on the café floor.

Meanwhile, the two terrorists, Nazir and Arshad, trotted out of the Leopold Café and continued to the next part of their mission on foot.

That evening in November, more than a thousand guests were in the hotel rooms and restaurants at the Taj Mahal Palace and Tower, Mumbai’s finest and most famous hotel. Twenty of them were killed in a few minutes, when the barely twenty-year-old Soheb and his age-mate Abu Ali began their part of the attack.

The young men were firing with such abandon that they nearly killed Nazir and Arshad when the two arrived from Leopold a few minutes later.

Now, the four terrorists were gathered at the hotel, the main target of the attack.

On the sixth floor, the men went room to room, questioning the hotel guests with their weapons raised and asking those with a British or American passport to identify themselves. Those who did were either shot immediately or taken hostage.

As the initial assault came to an end, the men took out their phones and called a preprogrammed number.

“Pile up the carpets and mattresses from the room you’ve opened. Douse them with alcohol and set them alight. Get a couple of floors burning. And when we ring, make sure you answer,” said a voice almost five hundred miles away.

“Yeah, yeah,” they answered.

The phone rang again later.

“Peace be with you.”

“How are you getting on? Have you started the fire yet?”

“No, we haven’t started it yet.”

“You must start the fire now. Nothing’s going to happen until you start the fire. When people see the flames, they’ll start to be afraid. And throw some grenades, my brother. There’s no harm in throwing a few grenades. How hard can it be to throw a grenade? Just pull the pin and throw it.”

Despite having killed so freely just moments ago, the men had a difficult time focusing on the task.

“There is so much light in here. So many buttons. There are computers with thirty-inch screens!” they said on the call back home to Pakistan.

This was the first time the young men had been to a foreign country. None had ever been around so much luxury in their lives. They came from some of the poorest conditions in the world. Before today, only a few of them had experienced anything other than their hometowns, where only the mayor or the local businessman might have a fancy car. Nothing like one of the world’s most beautiful hotels.

“Computers? Haven’t you set fire to them?”

“We’re just about to. You’ll be able to see the fire any minute.”

“We can’t watch if there aren’t any flames. Where are they?”

“The entrance to this room is fantastic. The mirrors are really grand. The doors are massive too. It’s fabulous. The windows are huge, but it feels very safe. There’s a double kitchen at the front, a bathroom and a small shop. And mirrors everywhere,” replied one of the four.

Then came another call.

There were still too few flames, said a man who called himself Wasi. The young men apparently couldn’t find any axes, but Wasi was well-acquainted with the hotel’s layout.

“My brother, there will be an ax hanging next to each fire extinguisher in the hotel. On every floor in every corridor. Now you must start the fire. Nothing will happen until you start the fire. When people see the flames, it will cause fear outside.”

Wasi then asked if the men had set fire to the rooms they’d ransacked.

“No, they’re right next to each other. We’ll set the fire on our way out. We don’t want the fire to spread too quickly in case we can’t get out.”

“No, burn everything as you go along. The bigger the fire, the more pressure you will bring to bear. We’re watching it on TV. If you start the fire it will put pressure on the security forces. They won’t come up.”

“Listen. We don’t even walk around our own houses as freely as we do here. We own the third, fourth, and fifth floors, thanks be to God.”

“Start the fire, my brother. Start a proper fire, that’s the important thing.”

The men searched for guests to execute. The doors to more rooms were kicked in; women and men alike were put through painful humiliations before finally being shot. Their naked corpses were later found in contorted positions.

Several seem to have been tortured, for example by shooting them in the genitals.

After some time, in the various rooms where the door had been kicked in, the carpets were soaked with alcohol and were set on fire.

Taj—as the hotel was popularly called—stood in flames. Soon Indian TV was broadcasting images of the smoke-filled, burning icon to the whole nation, and later to most of the world.

“My brother, yours is the most important target. The media are covering your target, the Taj Hotel, more than any other,” came the telephone message from Pakistan.

“They’re saying that there are many, many killed and injured. They’re saying there are fifty gunmen, the whole city has been shot up. Fires are burning everywhere. People are dying all over the place. With God’s blessing, you’ve done a brilliant job!

“You’re very close to heaven, brother. Today’s the day you’ll be remembered for, brother.”

Jesper Bornak was keenly aware of his own heartbeat.

In the side streets they could hear more gunfire, and the otherwise safe big city had suddenly become an inferno of fear. Everything had the potential to be a threat. Everyone had the potential to be a terrorist, ready to take a rifle out of a bag at any moment.

Where can we find someplace safe? thought Jesper.

They hadn’t run more than seventy or eighty yards from Leopold Café down Colaba Causeway.

A burly, balding Indian man in his forties appeared in a small doorway.

“Come in here,” he said in broken English. “Come now, come now.”

Jesper and Thomas and Rita from Lufthansa looked at each other, reached a quick decision, and ran after the man toward a rear stairway that smelled of urine. The man’s apartment consisted of two rooms: one with bunk beds built from some planks, worn-out mattresses, and a washbasin. In the other room, there were mattresses spread out on the floor, a burner, a refrigerator, and a television. An old woman sat on the floor with a large group of terrified children around her.

Jesper quickly began to inspect the apartment.

If the terrorists come up here, how will we get out? he asked himself.

He found a small hole in the wall where he could see down to the street. The street was still completely empty. Everyone was hiding.

Normally, Jesper charged his mobile phone only at night, but that day he had put his Nokia in the charger while he made a foray down to the hotel pool. It was pure luck that he now had tons of battery life.

He dialed Jens Svendsen’s number. A childhood friend from Denmark since the two of them were boys of about twelve or thirteen years old, Jens had also been a soldier in Croatia, and he’s one of those guys you can call if your car breaks down, your girlfriend is breaking up with you, or you’re going to be a father. Or when you’re in the middle of a terrorist attack in a foreign city.

“It’s absolutely crazy,” Jesper said on the poor connection to Denmark.

He asked Jens to find the number for the Danish consulate in Mumbai so he could get help.

Three thousand miles to the northwest, Jesper’s childhood friend was confused.

“I can’t hear you well, Jesper. I’ve got some laundry to do for my parents. Can I call you back later?” Jens asked as he hung up.

Jens didn’t think anything of it. He often heard from Jesper when he was traveling in other countries and along with that came a certain amount of experience with bad mobile phone coverage. It was still an hour before news of the attack would make it to mainstream Danish media. And several more hours and days before the attack in Mumbai was known to most everyone.

On the way to his parents’ house, Jens received several text messages.

“Will you call soon? It’s very important,” wrote Jesper.

Once the laundry had been delivered to his parents’ house, Jens got hold of Jesper in Mumbai.

“They’re firing with handguns. They’re throwing grenades.” Jens managed to understand despite the terrible connection, and he realized the seriousness of the situation.

“Stay where you are. I’ll figure something out,” said Jens.

It was about 10:40 p.m. when the first taxi bomb exploded without warning, causing panic in the suburb of Ville Parle, not far from the international airport in Mumbai. The taxi driver and a passenger were killed in the explosion; two others were injured.

Among what remained of the car was the license plate, MH01G779. Some months later, it became clear that this was the airport taxi that had brought Kasab and Ismail to the train station. They had left a time bomb in the taxi. Kasab had slipped it under the driver’s seat, while Ismail had distracted the driver with conversation.

Fifty-five-year-old Laxminarayan Goel had taken the taxi from Victoria Terminus en route to the airport, since he had arrived too late for his train to Hyderabad. It ended up costing him his life.

As for the police, news of the bomb led initially to the arrest of the taxi’s innocent owner, while various other cars were stopped and people were either detained or arrested on the slightest suspicion.

Everywhere, there seemed to be chaos.

In the media, the situation wasn’t any clearer. There were reports of new explosions with exaggerated death tolls, and images of burning buildings gave the sense of one big mess.

“Is this a terrorist attack planned by some large group? We don’t know. Was it planned by organized crime? We don’t know. What do they want? We don’t know,” recounted a journalist on one local TV station.

The perpetrators didn’t make so much as a single demand or explain why innocent people needed to be killed.

They simply continued their attack.

“The enemy must fear us. When this is over, there will be much more fear in the world.”

That was the line from Karachi in Pakistan, where everything was going according to plan in the terrorists’ control room. They could make calls to the ten terrorists—who had now formed four teams—without any problem at all and thereby control them, as if they were remote-controlled robots.

The team consisting of Fahadullah and Rahman had taken the inflatable dinghy farther up the Mumbai coast, then headed directly to the Oberoi-Trident hotel complex. Once there, they wasted no time. In the lobby they killed all nine employees and three guests by the same method as their colleagues, hand grenades and bullets.

Esperanza Aguirre, the president of the Spanish region of Madrid, was about to check in at the front desk as she heard shots fired. She threw herself down behind a table, then hid in the kitchen and then in a storage room before she was helped into an office. Finally, she fled, barefoot, out onto the street.

Meanwhile, fear spread throughout the hotel. Several people crawled out windows and clung to the walls, yelling for help.

In a sushi restaurant in the hotel, thirteen were killed. One woman was badly injured but played dead. She lay for sixteen hours before help arrived.

The two men detonated a bomb in a tea room and dragged fifteen hotel guests out into a stairwell. Fahadullah was about to execute the men when one of the wives—Meltem Muezzinoglu—suddenly yelled, “We’re from Turkey. We’re Muslims.”

She and her husband, Seyfi Muezzinoglu, were allowed to live. The other men were shot.

Later, the women in the group were executed too. Among them was the twenty-eight-year-old lawyer Lo Hoei Yen from Singapore, who was in Mumbai for a day trip. She was forced up against a wall and executed.

Out of the entire group of hotel guests taken prisoner, only Meltem and her husband survived—likely because the terrorists heard them reciting a Muslim prayer over the dead. It was the only prayer the married couple knew by heart in Arabic.

“No kill. You brothers. Go in,” said Fahadullah to the couple.

A good mile from the Oberoi-Trident, Kasab and Ismail were walking around on the street with their weapons raised. They had apparently gotten lost after the attack on Victoria Terminus and were now simply trying to cause as much havoc as possible.

This was not part of the plan; they improvised.

In several locations, they kicked doors in and killed random people. An elderly man received two cuts to his throat but escaped with his life. Another was shot and killed as he sat eating in a small shed by the side of the road.

They jumped over a fence and made a beeline to a hospital where 450 patients and staff had recently seen the first warnings on TV that there were terrorists in the area.

An Indian woman was in the midst of giving birth, but the doctors and nurses tried to get her to quiet down so she wouldn’t attract attention.

She banged her head against the floor in frustration.

“Do something! Do something!” she yelled.

At one point, a group of police officers arrived at that Cama Hospital in a Toyota Qualis. They called for reinforcements by radio, but by that time the command structure of the Mumbai police force had effectively collapsed. Many high-ranking officers and patrolmen had gone home to protect their own families, while others hung back in defeat, not daring to go out to fight the terrorists. They had already lost too many colleagues.

Lacking reinforcements, the officers were attacked, and three of them were immediately killed in the exchange of fire.

Kasab and Ismail probably never discovered that one of their victims was Hemant Karkara, the leader of Mumbai’s anti-terrorism unit. His loss did nothing to help the police form a comprehensive picture of the attacks under way.

The two terrorists proceeded to drag some of the corpses out onto the road, where they commandeered the police jeep. In the backseat lay officer Arun Jadhav, shot three times in the left shoulder and twice in the right elbow. He played dead in order to survive.

At one point, a mobile phone rang from a pocket somewhere near Jadhav. Kasab turned toward the backseat and fired at the presumably already dead officer. By pure chance, Jadhav was not hit.

He lay completely still.

They drove around for fifteen to twenty minutes, until the vehicle got a flat tire. The two men then forced three women out of a Škoda Laura and continued on their way. Jadhav was nearly shot when his colleagues later surrounded the abandoned Toyota. But he survived and was able to give the first detailed description of the perpetrators. And where they were off to.

The attack had now been in progress for a few hours.

While the majority of the attacks that night had the purpose of drawing as much attention as possible, one attack was initially conducted in almost complete silence.

In southern Mumbai there was a Jewish studies center known as Chabad—carefully concealed in a five-story building called Nariman House along with, among other things, a synagogue and a few small rooms where mainly young Israeli and American backpackers in India stayed a night before continuing on their journey to Goa or other Indian cities. There was often a sizable crowd of people in the building.

The two young men, Akasha and Umer, were the only ones from the team on the beach who did not take a taxi that evening. Instead, they followed a precisely planned route about five hundred yards from the beach and up to exactly this building. While on the way, they placed a bomb in a gas station.

Using their mobile phone—a simple, cheap Nokia 1200 bought in Pakistan—Akasha and Umer made contact with Karachi.

“As I told you, every person you kill where you are is worth fifty of the ones killed elsewhere,” came the message from the other end.

In the house, the twenty-nine-year-old rabbi Gavriel Holtzberg heard shots ring out or something suspicious that caused him to call the Israeli consulate from his mobile. He had been born in Israel, lived many years in New York, and then moved to Mumbai six years earlier to lead the five-thousand-odd Jews in the city.

“The situation is bad,” he managed to say before the connection was cut off.

Shortly after that, he and his pregnant wife, Rivka Holtzberg, were overwhelmed and killed by gunfire as they attempted to stop the men from entering the building. Several guests were also killed, while two were taken hostage.

While the men slaughtered everyone around them with abandon, a young girl by the name of Sandra Samuel hid. She didn’t lock the door to her room, and that probably saved her life, as the men obviously had no reason to suspect anyone was in a room with an unlocked door. She later left the building carrying the son of the Holtzbergs, who was barely two years old and had found his parents dead on the ground. He was soaked in their blood.

Through his childhood friend Jens, Jesper Bornak had gotten in touch with the consular service in the Danish foreign ministry. They’re the people you call if, as a Dane, you’ve been in some sort of accident while outside Denmark.

The consular service hadn’t heard anything about an attack in India.

“Just stay where you are,” they said.

But Jesper didn’t feel safe in the Indian man’s apartment and went down to the street, where the first military jeeps were arriving. A police commander reached the same conclusion: “It’s not safe to remain in this area. Get back to your hotel instead and stay there.”

None of them knew that the Oberoi-Trident—the hotel where Jesper, Rita, and Thomas were staying—had been under attack for about an hour.

Almost at the same time the three left for the hotel in a taxi, another taxi exploded in Mumbai’s Wadi Bunder district. Three were killed and fifteen were injured.

At the Oberoi-Trident, Jesper saw smoke, and now there was a checkpoint that prevented them from going further.

“Leave. The hotel has been attacked. There are terrorists on the street. It’s not safe to be here. Head that way,” said a soldier in English, pointing toward a park where several hotel guests had gathered.

Not on my life, thought Jesper. If the terrorists come storming out of the hotel, they’ll attack any place where a lot of people have gathered. I just need to get away.

The three ran down a street that went along the hotel, where a TV crew from the local CNN station, IBN, stopped them.

“What’s happened? Have you seen anything?” the journalists asked, still having a hard time keeping track of which places had actually been under attack.

Jesper and Thomas explained to the camera about the attack on Leopold. How they got away. And how they now feared for their lives.
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