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When you catch a terrorist and look at the map in his or her pocket, it is always a map of New York; it’s not a map of some other place.


—Mayor Michael Bloomberg, July 2006


Fidelis ad mortem


—Official motto of the New York City Police Department
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PROLOGUE







The winter air is cold and the light hard-edged as the unmarked New York City Police Department helicopter meanders through the winds above the five boroughs. The morning is clear in a way—in that way—that is always a little heartbreaking if you were here on September 11, 2001. There were police choppers in the New York sky then, too, but not like this one, which can see so much from so far. It is a state-of-the-art crime-fighting, terror-busting, order-keeping techno toy, with its enormous lens that can magnify any scene on the streets almost one thousand times, then double that digitally; that can watch a crime in progress from miles away, can look in windows, can sense the body heat of people on rooftops or running along sidewalks, can track beepers slipped under cars, can do so very many things that the man in the helmet watching the screens and moving the images with the joystick in his lap, NYPD Detective David Zschau, is often a little bit at a loss for words. “It really is an amazing tool,” he keeps saying. On the left-hand screen is a map of Manhattan. He punches in an address on the Upper East Side, my address. The camera on the belly of the machine swivels instantaneously, focuses, and there on the second screen is my building seen from more than a mile way now, but also up close and personal from this surprising astral angle. The cameras and sensors are locked on to it, staying with it as the chopper turns and homes in.


I am glad that I am up here looking, and not down there looked at unknowingly. There is always an uneasy tension between the right to security and the right to privacy and this morning I can feel it, can see it in bold relief as we fly only a few hundred feet above the city’s highways and avenues, parks and alleys, museums, monuments, skyscrapers, train stations, hotels, stores, stadiums, stock markets, churches, synagogues, mosques, schools, and homes—all those homes. A city is not an abstraction like “homeland,” it is home, full stop, to millions of people. And if you live here, and are part of it, what would you be willing to do to defend it? What wouldn’t you be willing to do? New York City is the most target-rich environment for terrorists imaginable, a dense metropolis waiting to be ground zero. Yet from this height it seems so peaceful. And this morning in January 2007 it is, and for the rest of this year it will be.


How is that possible? What does it take to make a city safe in the twenty-first century? And what, in particular, does it take to secure this city, which was for so many generations a maelstrom of crime and always an inviting target for mass destruction? Thirty years ago, the placid cityscape beneath us was written off as an urban wasteland, bankrupt financially and morally. A blackout on a single summer night in 1977 brought on riots and led to three thousand arrests. By the 1980s, the homicide toll had soared and paranoia with it. People were killing one another at the rate of six a day; babies were taking stray bullets; all strangers were suspect. The city seemed out of control, a cloaca pulsing with chaos and danger—and it was.


The rest of the country turned its back on Gotham, writing it off in a long series of grim caricatures. In 1970, country singer Buck Owens thrummed a nationwide hit with the refrain, “I wouldn’t live in New York City if they gave me the whole dang town.” A steady stream of police films showed the sleazy underside of the urban world—The French Connection, Serpico, Dog Day Afternoon, Fort Apache: The Bronx—until by 1981, Hollywood director John Carpenter was imagining Manhattan as one vast prison island in Escape from New York. When President Gerald Ford said he wouldn’t cough up the federal funds to ease its deepening financial crisis in October 1975, the Daily News ran the iconic headline: “Ford to City: Drop Dead.”


But more than thirty years later, there the city was beneath the lenses and sensors of the police chopper, which showed it very much alive: a city of survivors, and then some. Above Ground Zero the lacuna left by the World Trade Center loomed, an aching emptiness that anyone could see. But only those who had been immersed for years in the annals of terror would notice the other places on the grid where saboteurs and mass murderers had struck the city. In July 1916, on a spit of New Jersey land that juts into New York Harbor, German saboteurs blew up a munitions dump and created a blast so powerful it sent shrapnel into the Statue of Liberty, shattered windows throughout Manhattan, and rumbled like distant thunder hundreds of miles away. In September 1920, a huge bomb in a horse-drawn cart exploded in front of the J.P. Morgan building at 23 Wall Street, killing thirty-three people and injuring hundreds. The scars it left in the stone are still visible. In the 1940s and early 1950s, “Mad Bomber” George Metesky, a disabled and disgruntled electrical worker, planted explosives at dozens of vulnerable, high-profile targets, including Radio City Music Hall, the New York Public Library, Penn Station, Grand Central, and several movie theaters.


In the three decades I’ve been reporting on guerrilla wars and terrorist conspiracies, the fanatical hatred of countless groups has focused on New York City like a compass needle quivering toward magnetic north. Puerto Ricans and Palestinians, the Japanese Red Army, crazed Islamists and radical Jews, all have schemed to bring terror to the city’s streets, and the shock of September 11 did not stop the threat for a second. “There’s a plot taking shape on New York City every day of every week since 9/11,” NYPD Intelligence chief David Cohen told me when I started the reporting that led to this book. “What that plot consists of, who’s doing it, and where it’s percolating from can change, but there’s someone out there every day of the week thinking about that.”


The job of securing any big city seems at first glance almost impossible; the results obtained in New York almost a miracle. What’s required is an incredibly sensitive equilibrium among disparate and contradictory forces: coercion and finesse, political expediency and public interest; basic cop-on-the-beat police work and sophisticated intelligence gathering; respect for the law but a willingness to bend rules; ostentatious spectacle and secret surveillance; lots of police on the street, but maybe a few outside the country; cooperation with federal agencies, but also competition. And, then, there’s the matter of personalities like Cohen’s or that of his boss, Commissioner Raymond Kelly.


As I came back to New York from years in the Middle East and Europe, what fascinated me about the NYPD was that it offered an alternative to the dangerously ill-conceived, mismanaged, and highly militarized “global war on terror” that had taken the United States into the gruesome occupation of Iraq and helped inspire a violent loathing for Americans around the world. (When Commissioner Kelly says the acronym as a single word, “the GWOT,” it’s with a twinge of irony that makes it sound almost obscene.)


Invading faraway lands is the worst and should be the last option when fighting to make ourselves safe at home in this twenty-first century. Having blasted our way into Baghdad to stop a terrorist threat that was largely hypothetical, Americans found themselves trapped, trying to hold together a failed state where real terrorists proliferated locally to fight globally. As the menace from organized enemies operating behind definable borders declines, the threat grows from what French criminologist Alain Bauer calls “world chaos,” the symbiotic cooperation of crime and terror mutating opportunistically and metastasizing wherever there is a weakness. The most pragmatic responses are effective diplomacy and espionage abroad, including covert action; reliable real-time intelligence on every front; and a strong police presence with solid public and, indeed, neighborhood support. “Cops are it,” the Rand counterterrorism expert Brian Jenkins wrote in 2006. “We are going to win this at the local level.”


Ray Kelly had known that for a long time. A Marine reserve colonel and night-school lawyer, he held every rank in the NYPD before serving his first tour as commissioner in 1992 and 1993. It was on his watch that the murder rate first started falling. It was also on his watch that the group later known as Al Qaeda first attacked the World Trade Center, and then tried again to hit tunnels and monuments all over the city.




After Kelly left the NYPD at the end of 1993, he served with the United Nations in Haiti, the Treasury Department in Washington, which is where I met him, and eventually became security chief for the Wall Street firm Bear Stearns. In November 2001, weeks after Al Qaeda’s devastating assault on New York and Washington, and days after he learned he’d be brought back as police commissioner by newly elected Mayor Michael Bloomberg, Kelly sketched out a plan on a piece of butcher-block paper that would begin transforming the way cops everywhere fight their own war on terrorists. There would never be time to just wait for the slow-moving Feds. “In policing, you’ve got to act quickly every day,” says Kelly. “It’s the 911 culture, the nine-one-one call-for-help culture.” But now you had to do much more, and much faster.


“What’s the difference between a soldier and a cop?” I asked Kelly one morning in his office at One Police Plaza.


“When you talk about a military person,” said the Vietnam veteran, “particularly at the entry-level position, we teach them, and teach them well, to fight and to kill. That’s their job.” But “a policing job,” said Kelly, “is more complex. We expect a lot more of them. They have to be diplomats, they have to be social workers, they have to be in physical condition to stop violence, and they have to know about other parts of government so they can direct people to the right services. We ask modern-day, big-city police officers to be aware of the possibility of a terrorist attack all the time and in everything that they do: normal traffic stops, normal interaction with people. We say, ‘Look at your world through the prism of September 11. Everybody’s life changed. Your life changed. Look at the conditions that you encounter; the situations that you encounter. Is there anything of a suspicious nature?’ So the life of a cop has become a lot more complex.”


A lot of the job is about real-time information, some of which is held by a federal government reluctant to share it. That’s why Kelly pushed up the number of NYPD detectives working with the Federal Bureau of Investigation at the Joint Terrorism Task Force. There were only seventeen when he took over as commissioner in January 2002. There are about one hundred and thirty now. That’s why Cohen created a seat-of-the-pants intelligence organization in a hidden Chelsea loft and pushed to station his men in more than ten countries overseas. That’s also why Cohen maintained a direct channel to his old employer, the Central Intelligence Agency, so he could be read into anything that might touch on New York City, including whatever information captured members of Al Qaeda spilled as they gagged and choked on the CIA interrogators’ waterboards at “black sites” on the far side of the world.


Would all this preparation and awareness and intelligence have stopped the attack on New York that clear-skied Tuesday in September? Probably not. But, then, that was the last war. The NYPD under Kelly and Cohen focused on stopping the next attack, and, so far, the strategy has worked. So people get used to peace in the streets of the city, there beneath the long lenses of the police helicopters. But always the questions come back: What would you do to make your home safe? What wouldn’t you do?















SECTION I


THE SCRAMBLE FOR SAFETY




































THE COP


The Rise of Ray Kelly







He had seen war, Ray Kelly. In 1966, when the United States began to make Vietnam’s front lines its own, he was a twenty-four-year-old first lieutenant serving with the Second Battalion, First Marines. Up until about the time Kelly arrived, the Americans had been leery of pitched battles against the Vietcong, leaving that job to South Vietnam’s army as much as possible. But now the escalation had begun. Washington was pouring in troops, pushing them out into the rice paddies, ferrying them by helicopter from the bases at Da Nang and Phu Bai. Then Kelly was moved up to Khe Sanh as the enemy began closing in on that highland outpost near the Laotian border. In 1968, Khe Sanh would make headlines around the world as a symbol of American troops under siege. But Kelly was there and gone before that, “before the big Khe Sanh,” as he puts it. No need to embellish. He saw plenty of combat as a forward artillery observer, calling in barrages of high-powered munitions on real and suspected enemy positions. He took plenty of risks at Khe Sanh just flying in and out of the base, where planes running down the short airstrip seemed to drop off the mountain before gaining speed and peeling away toward safety. The war was what it was. He did his duty.




Even then, Kelly’s career was running on two tracks, the military and the police force. Three of his older brothers were Marines, and it had seemed natural to him to earn his commission while working his way through Manhattan College studying business administration. But Kelly also joined a police cadet program for students and got a job manning the switchboard at police headquarters. There were no cops in his family; his father had been a milkman and then worked for the Internal Revenue Service, his mother worked at Macy’s (and so did he, from time to time, to earn his tuition). His high school sweetheart, Veronica Clarke, was the daughter of a cop, but she insists that fact played no role in Ray’s career choice. Her father left the force after twenty years. Ray wanted to make it his life. When he graduated from Manhattan College, in short order he married Veronica, served five days on duty with the NYPD, then went away for three and a half years on active duty with the Marines.


When Kelly returned to New York City in 1968, it had become a kind of war zone, too. The Bronx was burning. Police recruits who had only fired fifty rounds at a pistol range put on blue uniforms and went into the streets alongside more experienced cops to face riots in the crumbling city. “I felt equipped for it coming from Vietnam,” Kelly remembers. “You know it was just funny, I felt relatively comfortable having paint cans and bricks coming down off the roof. It was like…it didn’t faze me. It was exciting!” He thought back as he sat in the commissioner’s office almost forty years later. “It was exciting,” he repeated. Even now, Kelly has the powerful frame and the battered face of a fighter. Seen on TV talking crime, his expression is grim, almost threatening. But one-on-one he smiles often and easily, with a kind of Popeye twist to his grin. “There were shootings. But I just remember a lot of airmail coming down. Yes…” He sort of chewed the idea. “I had to keep looking up.”


Kelly was multitasking before anybody ever used the word, working on a law degree and serving in the Marine reserves. (He was at Camp Lejeune, North Carolina, during the 1977 blackout and riots.) He went on to spend a year at Harvard’s Kennedy School and get a master’s in public administration. But he was hooked on the adrenaline rush of policing. “I fell in love with running over the rooftops.” At the age of twenty-seven, he was already a police sergeant. He had studied for the test and passed it even before he entered the academy.


 


Kelly did a lot of his early crime fighting in East Harlem. One night, many years later when he was working in the private sector for Bear Stearns, we drove through some of his old haunts and he pointed out the street corners he used to stake out. At the time, early 2001, he thought he’d never be a cop again, and the nostalgia for those rooftops and those mean streets was running strong. “I had a lot of patrol experience. I was a CO, commanding officer, for four precincts,” said Kelly. “I was in twenty-five different commands in the department, so, you know, I was all over the organization.”


But the organization was falling apart during Kelly’s first years as a cop. Corruption scandals in the early 1970s already had done much to destroy the NYPD’s reputation. Then in 1975, with the city bankrupt, Mayor Abe Beame laid off five thousand members of the police force. One of the things cops had counted on was job security. Kelly, by then a lieutenant in the Tenth Precinct, was solid, but he had to let go a lot of his guys. The force was demoralized, and so was he. “After that, it always seemed like we didn’t have enough cops to do anything,” said Kelly. One night he was on duty on West Twentieth Street in the Tenth when someone came into the station, saying a woman was being stabbed a few blocks away. There was no one but Kelly and a clerk in the station, so he started running. It was maybe two a.m. He found the scene between Eighth and Ninth avenues. “Blood was all over the place.” The woman was on the floor, unconscious, a gash in her cheek. The perp was still there, rifling through her bag. “He was drunk. He was easy enough to arrest.” But there was no one to pick him up. An ambulance came for the woman, and left. Still, Kelly was left waiting for a radio car as if alone in a sea of crime.


What was bad for the force in those days wasn’t always bad for Kelly. He was the senior officer who kept getting called on to fix things. The breaks that led to his first turn as commissioner, by his own account, began when an ugly scandal—a torture scandal—shook the department in 1985. Officers from the 106th Precinct, Ozone Park in Queens, had used a stun gun to work over a suspected drug dealer. These were lawless times, even for lawmen. Crack cocaine ruled the streets, the murder rate was soaring, police corruption was rampant. And this was a neighborhood where the rule of law was a loose concept to begin with. It was famous as the home turf of big-time Mafia bosses like John Gotti. But there was nothing big-time about this case. It was just sadistic, ugly, stupid, and seemed emblematic not only of a bunch of cops and a precinct, but a department and a city out of control.


A thirty-seven-year-old physical education instructor named Mark Davidson had been grabbed by a car full of narcotics cops, who said one of them had bought a bag of marijuana from him with a ten-dollar bill. Maybe that was true, maybe not, but they couldn’t prove it because they couldn’t find the bill that they wanted for evidence. The cops started working Davidson over with a stun gun, searing the flesh up and down his torso with fifty-thousand-volt shocks. They never did get the ten, but Davidson got a lawyer, who eventually forced the city to pay the victim $700,000. Two of the cops went to jail.


Ben Ward, the police commissioner at the time, “stormed into the 106th,” as columnist Jimmy Breslin wrote afterward. “Everybody from sergeant up to the Queens chief of patrol was knocked off the job.”1 Then Kelly was assigned to clean up the mess. He was a deputy inspector of police and a lieutenant colonel in the Marine reserves, and his mission was “to take charge of this precinct,” he said. By his own reckoning, Kelly drew a lot of attention in the process, and Ward soon promoted him and assigned him to a succession of administrative posts, including special operations, which in those days included everything from horses to helicopters. “Then Ward took me back here”—to headquarters—“because he missed me,” Commissioner Kelly said with that lopsided smile.


In the 1980s the New York of Fort Apache: The Bronx had given way to Tom Wolfe’s Bonfire of the Vanities. On Wall Street, greed was good; masters of the universe and social X-rays partied in the penthouses of Park Avenue. But out on the pavement everybody was still afraid. Gangs all over the city were fighting for control of the crack cocaine trade. In 1985, 1,384 people were murdered and each year that figure kept rising until, in 1990, New York City counted 2,245 homicides.


The force had never fully recovered from the firings in the 1970s, although Mayor Ed Koch had slowly tried to build up the numbers. (He won the first of his three terms in office in 1977 after saying he would have called out the National Guard to restore order during the blackout riots.) But the problem was always money. Mayor David Dinkins, who took office in 1990 after beating the hard-charging, law-and-order candidate Rudy Giuliani, couldn’t find the tax dollars to pay for the cops that were needed, and many politicians questioned whether more cops could do the job anyway.


Dinkins brought in Lee Patrick Brown, famous in law enforcement circles as “the father of community policing” in Houston and Atlanta, to be the new commissioner. But neither Brown nor his approach were a good fit for New York. With his wife sick and dying and his roots in Houston (where later he was elected mayor), the new commissioner became known as “Out-of-Town Brown.” Kelly, the quintessential New York cop, was named Brown’s “number two guy: first deputy commissioner,” a job that Kelly understood “takes care of administrative things” but isn’t in the direct chain of command.


Random gunfire killed more than forty children in New York City during the first six months that Dinkins was in office. “Dave, Do Something!” screamed the front-page headline of the New York Post.2 “‘Another five thousand cops!’ became the mantra,” says Jeremy Travis, now president of John Jay College of Criminal Justice, and a deputy police commissioner in the early 1990s. “But Lee Brown couldn’t say how many he needed.” Instead, Brown asked Kelly to pull together a study for what would be called the “Safe Streets, Safe City” program. With a team of about seventy people, Kelly set about rethinking manpower for a police department held in such low esteem that some critics charged it was actually too big and bloated. Kelly begged to differ. If the report’s conclusions were couched in the language of community policing, there was nothing theoretical about its bottom line: “You need the bodies,” said Kelly.


But none of this was in place on the night of Monday, August 19, 1991, when a three-car motorcade for Lubavitcher Rebbe Menachem Mendel Schneerson raced through an intersection in Crown Heights, Brooklyn. The last car didn’t make it, crashing into another vehicle, then careering out of control onto the sidewalk, where it pinned two young black children. The mostly Caribbean-American and African-American neighborhood erupted. Shouts of “kill the Jews” rang through the streets. The violence lasted through that night, then into the next, and the police seemed almost helpless.


Brown had organized his administration so that Kelly had no direct command over cops on the street. But Kelly knew Crown Heights. He had been commander of the Seventy-Seventh Precinct there, or “the Seven-Seven” in cop speak. That week in August 1991, “I had no operations role,” said Kelly, “but I had seen some things that had gone wrong.” Finally on Wednesday afternoon Brown asked Kelly to take charge. Among the forces he quickly brought to bear were fifty mounted police. By the end of the night, the riots were over.


“These things were kind of on my résumé,” said Kelly. Then Lee Brown resigned to take care of his dying wife, and in October 1992, Dinkins appointed Kelly commissioner. Over the next several months, he would start to reestablish order in the city. The crest of the crack wave was passing. The homicide rate began to stabilize. But a whole new threat was just beginning to take shape.


 


There had been some sort of explosion at the World Trade Center, maybe a transformer; nobody was sure, but something big. Kelly was in his office at One Police Plaza four months after taking charge and only a few hundred yards away from the scene of the blast. He decided to go look at the damage for himself. “I saw this sea of flashing lights. Smoke was coming out of the building.” People were pouring out of the doors of the towers. Helicopters hovered high above, evacuating terrified office workers who had fled to the roof.


At first no one realized the extent of the damage. The police set up a command center at the Vista Hotel, right next to the Twin Towers, but it had only been in operation a few minutes when an engineer from the Port Authority warned Kelly the building where he was standing might collapse. The blast had opened up an enormous cavern reaching down through five levels of the subterranean parking garage.


Neither Kelly nor anyone with him really understood what they were looking at that day. As the investigation unfolded, it might have alerted the police to the growing threat of what were then called “the Arab Afghans.” These were fanatical veterans of the war against Soviet troops in Afghanistan in the 1980s who, in the early 1990s, looked to turn their skill as guerrillas and terrorists against new targets—first, their own dictatorial governments in countries like Egypt and Algeria, then the United States, “the far enemy,” which supported so many of the forces they hated in their midst, whether Arab tyrants or Zionist occupiers.


But back in 1993 as the FBI and the NYPD detectives on the World Trade Center case began to connect the dots, the picture that emerged of ragtag groups with no state sponsors and little clear-cut organization came to seem at once improbable and ineffectual as a threat to the city.


 


Two days after the blast, a New York cop searching the rubble found the van’s differential with a serial number on it and the FBI traced that quickly to a Ryder truck rental agency in New Jersey. Amazingly, the man who had rented it, a Jordanian named Mohammed Salameh, was fool enough to go back to the agency, claiming the van was stolen and asking for his deposit back. Instead, the FBI arrested him and quickly tracked down the rest of the conspirators. It turned out several of them were linked to the murderer of radical Jewish activist Meir Kahane, gunned down in New York’s Marriott Hotel one night in 1990. Some also had ties to a blind sheikh from Egypt who preached at mosques in Brooklyn and Jersey City and raised money for the fight in Afghanistan. But the mastermind of the bombing was a recent arrival, a strangely flamboyant figure known as Ramzi Yousef, born in Kuwait to parents from Pakistani Baluchistan and educated in England.


Yousef was attracted to terrorism, not least, by his love of spectacle. In 1993 he wanted to bring one of the World Trade Center towers crashing down onto the other. He laced the bomb with cyanide, hoping that toxic fumes would kill people who managed to survive the initial blast. But the towers had remained standing, and, unlike the Vista Hotel, never appeared likely to collapse. “This building could never come down,” the Port Authority’s engineer told Kelly at the time. The cyanide burned up when the bomb went off, and poisoned no one. The blast did kill six people and injured almost a thousand, but somehow that small death toll heightened the sense of disconnect between the plotters’ ambitions and what they achieved. Even the discovery a few months later of a related conspiracy targeting the city’s tunnels, several landmarks, and the United Nations building did not seem to be the kind of threat that—well, that it turned out to be.


“There was the assumption that the federal government was taking care of business, and, you know, that was true in ’93,” said Kelly. The investigations moved quickly, with a clear focus. “That gave us, I think, a false sense of security that we really had this threat under control.”


The hunt for Yousef lasted almost two years. The Feds tracked him to the Philippines, where he plotted to murder Pope John Paul II and to blow up airliners flying across the Pacific to the United States. An accidental fire in the makeshift lab where he concocted explosives thwarted his plans and he managed to flee again, but left behind a laptop computer that revealed some of his plans. (Other files were encrypted, and never have been opened.) U.S. officials put a price of two million dollars on Yousef’s head. Finally, they tracked him to Pakistan, where an informer fingered him for the reward in early 1995.


A few days later Yousef was flown back to New York City in shackles. One of the FBI agents with him pulled up the prisoner’s blindfold and nudged him as they flew in a helicopter over Manhattan. The lights of the World Trade Center’s Twin Towers still glowed in the clear night. “Look down there,” the agent told Yousef. “They’re still standing.”


“They wouldn’t be,” said Yousef, “if I had enough money and explosives.”3


It seemed the bravado of a man facing execution or a lifetime in jail. But, in fact, there were other members of Yousef’s family who shared his taste for spectacular terror. Soon they were building ties to a veteran of the Afghan war occasionally mentioned in the press as “renegade Saudi billionaire Osama bin Laden.” Money would no longer be a problem. A little more than six-and-a-half years after Kelly left his job as police commissioner—after his tours with United Nations peacekeepers and in Washington—he had landed his lucrative job overseeing security for the international banking firm Bear Stearns. He was happy to be back in New York, and happy that it was a much safer city than the one he had left in 1994, even if it rankled that the credit had gone mainly to his successor, Commissioner William Bratton, and to the headline-grabbing mayor, Rudy Giuliani.


Ray and Veronica Kelly had turned the page. Their two sons were grown. One of them was a television correspondent for the local cable news station NY1. They had a comfortable apartment at the lower end of Manhattan in Battery Park. They traveled when they could, especially to France. On this particular day, in fact, Veronica was in Paris, and Ray had gone early to the Bear Stearns headquarters in midtown to have breakfast in the executive dining room. When he got up to his office a little before nine in the morning, the first airliner had blasted into one of the World Trade Center towers. Then Kelly and his colleagues watched on television as the second plane hit at 9:03.


Bear Stearns had just built a new glass-and-steel tower of its own near Grand Central Terminal, a block away from the old headquarters. It was tall enough to have a view of the burning Trade Center buildings at the far end of the island, and in the few offices that were occupied, people were panicked by what they saw, not on television, but with their own eyes. There was something at once more immediate and more surreal when you could watch the apocalypse for yourself. There was no question now that New York was under attack, and no one had any idea how many more planes were on their way, how many other explosions were about to erupt.


“I calmed people down,” said Kelly, “and then I went up to the thirty-sixth floor.” Kelly was talking to workers there at 9:59 when one of them shouted, “Look! It’s falling!” The first tower cascaded in on itself as they stared. An enormous column of smoke and dust rose into the sky. “I remembered the conversation that I had with that engineer,” said Kelly, thinking of the bombing in 1993. “It came right back to me. He said, ‘This building can never fall.’ And I was shocked, amazed that the building fell. It was something that was just totally…” Even years later, describing that morning, Kelly was at a loss for words. “When I saw it, I was just dumbfounded. First one building, then the other, I saw looking out the window with my own eyes. And I just kept thinking: Jesus! How many people have died in this thing!”


 


I was in New York City that Tuesday, watching as the columns of ash and dust soared into the sky and trying to write for Newsweek everything I had ever learned about Osama bin Laden, his people, and his ideas. I’d been reporting on him and his networks for almost ten years at that point. I thought one of his aides named Abu Zubaydah, who masqueraded as a honey merchant and acted as a gatekeeper to Bin Laden’s organization, could be especially important to tracking down the plotters. I pored over my notes from the 1993 attack on the Trade Center, and from the trials of other conspirators arrested afterward, including a terrorist who had planned to bomb Los Angeles International Airport. When I could get the phones to work, I called Jordan and Egypt, following up possible leads on the conspiracy. And that afternoon when I glanced at the television, I saw Ray Kelly. When the segment was over, I dialed his cell phone, and to my surprise got through.


“Nice suit,” I said to ease the tension. Kelly was always as dapper as Jimmy Cagney playing George M. Cohan.


“You like this suit?” he said. “Good, because it’s the only one I’ve got.” The whole area around the Trade Center, including Kelly’s apartment in Battery Park, was cut off by the police lines. The former commissioner had no credentials to cross them anymore. In fact, he had no place to stay until CNN offered to put him up in a fleabag hotel near Penn Station. When he went on TV that night, he felt like he was singing for his supper.


“It was really such a lonely feeling, you know,” Kelly remembered. “I stayed there for a couple of nights. I went to work the next day—I felt that I had to somehow take care of the universe of people in Bear Stearns. Very few people showed up.”


When Kelly was at the Treasury Department running the Customs Service in 2000, businessman Michael Bloomberg went down to Washington to have lunch with him. They’d known each other in passing over the years, but now Bloomberg was thinking of running for mayor of New York, and Kelly had the feeling he was being sized up either as a potential rival, or as a backer.


The terror attacks of September 11 had interrupted the 2001 race for mayor in its closing weeks. When the campaigning resumed, Bloomberg had Kelly’s endorsement, but Kelly had few expectations. “People were calling me: ‘What? Are you out of your mind?’ Conventional wisdom was ‘this guy can never win.’”


 


The mood among Bloomberg’s people was pessimistic on election night. He told campaign staffers he hoped they all had jobs they could go back to. “Then the returns started coming in, and things started to look very good,” said Kelly.


To celebrate late that night, Kelly went to the cigar bar Club Macanudo, a favorite hangout for Giuliani’s crowd. They were all there. Everyone was pleasant and polite, as Kelly recalls the evening. Everybody knew Ray Kelly would be headed to his old office on the fourteenth floor of One Police Plaza. And now, as Kelly’s former deputy Jeremy Travis put it, “He came back with a vengeance.”















THE SPY


The Unusual Career of David Cohen







David Cohen may not have been the perfect spy, but by the time he retired from the Central Intelligence Agency in 2000 he was one of the most well rounded. His career path was never quite the same as anyone else’s. He eventually became the head of all the Agency’s overseas operations, but never once did a tour in a foreign country. He served as the acting head of all analysis, but in a shop full of country specialists—Sovietologists, Sinologists, and so on—Cohen never had a country he could call his own. He was always, in a sense, the outsider on the inside. “I rose fairly rapidly in the Agency,” he likes to say with good-humored false modesty. “No one could ever figure out why.”


When Cohen joined the CIA in 1965, he still had the rough edges of a street-smart Jewish kid from Boston, and he never did lose the dropped-r accent. He had gone to Northeastern University and gotten a master’s degree in international relations from Boston University, but those weren’t the kind of credentials that commanded a lot of respect among the Ivy League elites at the CIA. In those days, aging spies who had served with William “Wild Bill” Donovan in the Office of Strategic Services during World War II still worked at Langley and in the field. Donovan had recruited academics and labor organizers, socialites and Socialists to “the most brilliant yet motley group of peacocks ever assembled in a Washington agency,” as one of his biographers put it.1 But the Central Intelligence Agency created in 1947 also assumed a particular Waspish allure. (Cohen noted in passing many years later that Donovan, a Catholic, could not find a place in the new organization and “ended up being the ambassador in Thailand” instead of director of Central Intelligence as he’d wanted.)


When Cohen joined the CIA, only eighteen years had passed since its founding, only nine since it incited a disastrous uprising in Hungary, and only four since the debacle at the Bay of Pigs. In Cuba, not only had the rebel army trained by the old-boy network failed to overthrow Fidel Castro and been shot up badly from the moment it landed on the beach, the Agency had deceived itself, arrogantly and utterly, about the support the invasion might have among the Cuban people. The failure was analytical as well as operational, the humiliation absolute. As Cohen began his rise, the organization, by some estimates, already had begun a long period of decline. In fact, his whole thirty-five-year career was spent navigating among the multiple disasters, many of them self-inflicted, that are the modern history of the CIA.


“In the fifties, an intelligence agency was an exciting place to go if you were interested in the outside world,” says Admiral Bobby Ray Inman Jr., who served throughout the U.S. intelligence network, including as deputy director of the CIA. But when Cohen settled in behind his first desk at Langley in 1965 the Agency’s field of vision was narrowing. President Lyndon Johnson wanted to focus resources on Vietnam (this was the same year Ray Kelly’s contingent of Marines deployed to Phu Bai) while cutting back information gathering elsewhere. According to Inman, the CIA curtailed in-depth coverage of Latin America in 1966, of Africa in 1967, and of Western Europe in 1968.


And then came the scandals of the 1970s: the CIA-sponsored military coup in Chile, revelations of hare-brained assassination plots against Castro, the Senate investigations, the reorganizations. The rot ran deep. The Agency’s ultimate patrician, the intellectual, inscrutable, and unstable counterintelligence chief James Jesus Angleton, who was master of and mastered by the mind-rattling process of double-think and triple-think, had become obsessed with the presence of a Soviet mole that he could not admit he could not find—if indeed the mole existed at all. As Cohen entered his second decade in the CIA, the old gods were overthrown; the old focus on human intelligence sources and covert action—the old romance of coups and countercoups—was fading to black. The new emphasis was on big-ticket big birds, satellites and planes taking pictures and sucking up signals intelligence. They could accumulate vast quantities of information that was often as much about the volume of communications as the content, and some of it was an analyst’s dream.


Cohen thrived in the new environment. Although assigned for a while to work on Japan and what was then called “the Far East,” he had never gone native, never developed clientitis, never “fallen in love,” as they say at the Agency, with any particular part of the world. “Most of the people in the CIA’s analytical arm were regional experts or country experts,” he would remember. “You knew Latin America and that’s what you spent most of your career on. You might have moved around in it. You might have gone out. But you came back to Latin America.” Not Cohen. “I worked on world commodity markets; I worked on international oil issues.” And while he learned about what in the world interested, or ought to interest, his bosses, Cohen also learned about the world that was Washington.


Much later, I met Cohen one morning in the office of the Intelligence division at Police Headquarters in New York City. He apologized for the lack of china in which to offer me a coffee, pouring mine in a Styrofoam cup, and his, black with no sugar, into a mug that bore the eagle and the compass rose that are the great seal of the CIA. “By the mid-1970s,” he said, “I had risen to a high enough level to know that on any given day you were going to see the Agency in a political vortex.”


 


In 1980, Americans elected the former Hollywood actor and California governor Ronald Reagan to be president, not least because the CIA under President Jimmy Carter had failed to foresee the fall of the Shah of Iran and, even worse, was unprepared for the 1979 seizure of the U.S. embassy in Tehran. Its diplomats and its CIA operatives were held for 444 days. Diligent student revolutionaries pieced together their shredded files. To this day the embassy building in the Iranian capital is called “the Den of Spies.”


Reagan appointed William J. Casey as director of Central Intelligence. The old men were back, or at least one old man was. Casey had run the London operations of the Secret Intelligence Bureau of the OSS in World War II, mounting an operation recruiting German prisoners of war and sending them back to the Fatherland to spy for the Allies. He’d gone on to build an influential New York law practice and become chairman of the Securities and Exchange Commission, but never lost his passion for espionage. Historian Arthur Schlesinger, who knew Casey in the OSS and maintained a cordial if wary friendship with him, wrote in his journal in 1984 that “Bill loves power, and covert action has apparently become his baby…Should one dislike people who do evil? Probably.”2


Before Casey’s death in 1987, he helped drag the Agency into yet another and still more devastating scandal, the Iran-Contra fiasco in which arms were sold to the Islamic revolutionaries and hostage takers in Tehran to win the freedom of Americans seized in Lebanon while the proceeds were sent to anti-Sandinista rebels in Nicaragua to circumvent a ban on funding for them imposed by Congress. Casey must have felt like the master of a magnificent game, until it all went wrong.


Yet there was a time early on in his tenure when Casey did focus on analysis. “There was a major restructuring of the Directorate of Intelligence,” Cohen remembers. “And out of that they created an Office of Global Issues. It was the odds and ends of the analytical arm of the CIA. It was the things that didn’t fall into Latin America or the Soviet area or Africa or things like that. And I became the deputy director of that for four years, and then I headed it for two.”


 


Terrorism, which had been one of those odds-and-ends kinds of issues, suddenly loomed front and center in the 1980s. Public paranoia was fueled by fiction, like the bestselling thriller The Fifth Horseman in which Libyan dictator Muammar Qadhafi3 plants a nuclear bomb in New York City, and also by semi-fact: journalist Claire Sterling argued in her book The Terror Network that Moscow aided, abetted, and incited just about all the terrorism in the world. Casey loved that idea, and he did everything he could to squeeze a National Intelligence Estimate out of the CIA that confirmed Sterling’s conspiracy theory. The effort met with so much internal resistance that he had to commission an outside academic to write it.


The real world of terrorism that Cohen had been watching was much more subtle and complex than the one Sterling portrayed or Bill Casey wanted to believe in. And among the pros in the Agency in the early 1980s, Beirut became the crucible where their thinking about terrorism was tested and refined. In the midst of Lebanon’s long-running civil war, Israel launched a full-scale invasion of its northern neighbor in hopes it could wipe out the forces of the Palestine Liberation Organization who operated there. As Israel laid siege to Beirut in the summer of 1982, its Christian-Lebanese militia allies massacred Palestinian refugees. The United States, France, and Italy sent soldiers to stabilize the situation but Lebanon’s blood-drenched kaleidoscope of cynical alliances and savage betrayals quickly drew the peacekeepers into the war.


In April 1983, a suicide bomber blew up the U.S. embassy on the Beirut seafront, murdering more than sixty people, including seventeen Americans. Almost all the CIA operatives in the country were killed by that blast, along with Robert Ames, the national intelligence officer for the Near East, who was visiting from Washington. Ames was a legendary figure who had recruited agents from within the terrorist ranks of the Palestine Liberation Organization itself. A Catholic convert and college basketball star whose father was a factory worker in Philadelphia, Ames had nonetheless outclassed the Ivy Leaguers in the Agency. “He was a real hero to many of us,” says Cohen. “He came out of the Directorate of Operations, and in those days for someone to go from the Directorate of Operations to become a national intelligence officer, which is really the senior community analyst in many respects, was very unique. And Bob did it and he did it with brilliance. It was a tremendous loss to all of us that very fateful day. I remember like it was yesterday.”


Six months after the attack on the embassy, another suicide bomber blew up the U.S. Marine barracks near Beirut airport, killing 241. And four months after that, the American military pulled out of Lebanon for good. But the CIA stayed, and became increasingly vulnerable. In March 1984, the same Iranian-backed faction in Lebanon responsible for the earlier bombings—which called itself Islamic Jihad but was in fact part of the Shiite militia Hizbullah—kidnapped veteran operative William Buckley. He had replaced the station chief killed by the embassy bombing, and now it was his turn to die, but not so quickly. His captors tortured Buckley for more than a year before he succumbed. His remains were not found until 1991, in a plastic bag by the side of a road near the airport, which is near the Hizbullah-dominated southern suburbs of Beirut.4


“There was a burning element inside of us at that time—at least me, I can’t speak for anybody else,” says Cohen. “We lost a lot of people in Beirut to terrorism,” and Cohen’s Office of Global Issues was “just swept forward,” he recalls. Cohen created a “terrorist analysis program” and a “counterinsurgency analytical element.” These were the seeds of what would become the federal government’s Counterterrorist Center (CTC) later in the decade, which pulled together analysts and operatives from all over the Agency. Its first director, Duane “Dewey” Clarridge, was a self-styled man of action. He had been one of the architects of the covert “Contra” program, where one little war against Communists in Nicaragua was played off against another one waged by Communists in El Salvador. Clarridge liked to play spy vs. spy, terror vs. terror. But Cohen in those early days saw his own main interest as “how to think about these things.” His Office of Global Issues would be “a thinking person’s organization.”


 


Cohen’s reputation as a capable analyst and competent manager kept growing. “He made decisions,” says one of his Agency colleagues. “There wasn’t a lot of second-guessing.” In the late 1980s, Robert Gates, the deputy director of Central Intelligence at the time, tapped Cohen to head up the national collection program inside the United States. That is, he took Cohen the analyst from DI and put him on the other side of the towering bureaucratic wall to work in the DO, the Directorate for Operations. Cohen was going from his ivory tower to some very mean bureaucratic streets, where even a job well done can have fearsome consequences. “Bob Gates called the DO the heart and soul of the agency,” as one longtime operative explained, “but Gates would also say it’s the one part that can put you in jail.”


Until Cohen took over, CIA activities inside the United States had two faces: a public one that was fairly straightforward, debriefing college professors or businessmen who might have traveled in countries that interested the Agency; and a more secretive side that aimed to recruit foreigners who were in the United States to work as American spies in their homelands or help recruit others who would. Cohen’s task was to fold the two operations into one, and in the process try to ease the inevitable frictions with other federal agencies, notably the FBI, which saw any CIA presence in-country as out of bounds. “The FBI, very irrationally, hates anything the Agency does inside the United States,” says one of Cohen’s admirers in the CIA. “He was recognized in the Agency as having done a great job, but for two or three years he was eyeball-to-eyeball with the FBI at the level just below director, and he had constant problems, constant turf battles.”


 


Abroad, the CIA kept getting blindsided by enormous events. It failed to predict the fall of the Berlin Wall in November 1989 and failed to anticipate Saddam Hussein’s invasion of Kuwait in August 1990, but Cohen’s unique career trajectory left him largely untainted by these world-shaking lapses, which tended to accrue to the regional specialists. As others faltered, he moved up another couple of rungs in the Agency hierarchy, assuming the title assistant deputy director for Intelligence. For all practical purposes, he wound up running the show while his boss, Doug MacEachin, focused on efforts to vindicate the Agency’s reporting on the by-now-defunct Soviet Union.


But the bad times at the CIA just kept getting worse. In early 1994 the FBI arrested the first known mole in the Agency’s history: Aldrich Hazen Ames (the son of another operative, but no relation to Robert Ames, who was killed in Beirut). Aldrich Ames had been selling secrets to Moscow for almost nine years. From the beginning of his treachery, the Agency’s networks were exposed, its agents captured and executed, yet it would not or could not discover the reason; this, even though the binge-drinking Ames lived way beyond his declared means, driving a Jaguar and buying a half-million-dollar house with cash.


The mole’s treachery had also cost the FBI at least two of the double agents it was running in the United States. Both were called back to Moscow and executed, so from 1991 onward, the two agencies had formed an uneasy and deeply suspicious partnership to look for the man who was causing all their problems. Ames became a prime suspect, but still nobody could nail him. Finally a former navy lawyer turned FBI agent, Leslie G. Wiser Jr., decided to have his counterintelligence team search Ames’s garbage one dark night in September 1993. A torn-up Post-it with scrawled notes about a meeting in Bogotá sealed the mole’s fate.


During the cleanup at the Agency in the Ames aftermath, Director James Woolsey, under pressure from Congress, “turned the CIA over to its worst enemy in Washington—the FBI,” as one former field operative put it.


“The executioner the FBI picked for the task was Ed Curran, a serving FBI agent,” recalled Robert Baer, one of the Agency’s swashbuckling field operatives with a reputation that was part spy and part pirate.5 In fact, a few salty stories were attached to Curran, too, a lanky father of four who reportedly had run a counterintelligence squad in New York City during the cold war that tried all sorts of tricks to turn Soviet agents and diplomats, even using call girls.6 But Baer saw Curran as the enemy, pure and simple, and the feeling may well have been mutual. “From the day he took over the counterespionage group, Curran made it clear that he intended to run the place like a behind-enemy-lines commando unit,” Baer wrote. “His first act was to fire anyone who knew anything, especially the little old ladies in tennis shoes—the CIA’s institutional memory on Soviet espionage.” By late 1995 more than three hundred people were under suspicion.7 According to Curran, that many had failed their lie-detector tests. Today, Curran says he was ruthless because he knew there were other moles still at work in the CIA and the FBI. And indeed there were.


In a sense it was thanks to Special Agent Wiser and Special Agent Curran that CIA analyst David Cohen was about to get an extraordinary promotion, although he certainly wouldn’t have seen it that way at the time.




 


Since Casey’s death in 1987, directors of Central Intelligence—William Webster, Robert Gates, James Woolsey—had come and gone amid such turmoil and recrimination inside and outside the agency that it got hard to find anyone in Washington willing to take the job. For any shark who could scent a bleeding institution, and there are plenty of those inside the Beltway, the CIA smelled like it might be in its last throes. Former Senator Daniel Patrick Moynihan argued it ought to be put out of its misery altogether. But such a bureaucracy doesn’t really die; like an old soldier, it just starts to fade away. Other, stronger bureaucracies start to whittle down its functions and prerogatives until at last they’ve been amputated.


The Pentagon created its own agency for human intelligence collection. The CIA had been master of the skies in the cold war days of the U2 spy plane in the 1960s and the Big Birds of the 1970s and ’80s, but that function and the attendant enormous budget was shifted to Pentagon bureaucracies, too. And then to add insult to injury, the Feds began stationing agents, or “legal attachés” in embassies “from Moscow to Tallinn, Estonia, to Riyadh and Islamabad and Almaty in Kazakhstan,” as FBI Director Louis J. Freeh put it. The former altar boy Freeh liked to say his agents would have nothing to do with recruiting spies in the places where they served overseas. Recruiting was somehow deemed dirty business, and might make the FBI look too much like the discredited CIA in those countries: “We were actually trying to help their law enforcement agencies, not penetrate them” and “to build a global network of trust.”8 The CIA’s veterans, those that were left, figured this was all so much smarmy subterfuge. Those offices in embassies around the world “one day will displace the CIA,” warned Bob Baer.9


In the spring of 1995, President Clinton finally leaned on Deputy Secretary of Defense John Deutch, a former provost at the Massachusetts Institute of Technology whose academic background was in chemistry, to assume the poisonous mantle of DCI. Deutch brought in Nora Slatkin, a former House staffer once described by Business Week as a “data-devouring, Diet Coke-swilling workaholic,” to be the executive director with the Augean task of reorganizing the Agency.10 Deutch named as his number two another former staffer from the Hill and from the National Security Council, George Tenet. And as deputy director for Operations—the head of all the clandestine services—he picked David Cohen in August 1995.


Among the embittered elite who had made their careers recruiting agents in the field, those who had in some cases made their reputations risking their lives in hostile corners of forgotten countries, to name an analyst to run their lives was an insult and an injury. Bob Baer, in his score-settling memoir See No Evil: The True Story of a Ground Soldier in the CIA’s War on Terrorism, rails against Cohen as someone “who had never met or recruited an agent,” and who appointed inexperienced if not incompetent officers to run the vital CIA stations in Riyadh, Tel Aviv, and Nairobi.11


“At the DO, his first name wasn’t David, it was ‘Fucking Cohen,’” recalls another operative. “I remember the first time I saw him was in the men’s room. He was standing there at the urinal, holding up a classified document, a cigarette dangling from his lip. He used to smoke four packs a day. He was in this cloud of smoke, peeing and reading, and I thought, This is the guy?” “A lot of people hated him in the DO—hated him—I mean despised him,” says another former operative, even as he now praises Cohen for creating “the best counterterrorism center in the world” at the New York Police Department.


“People forget that in 1991, the Agency’s personnel budget was reduced by twenty-five percent over eight years,” said Cohen as we talked over this old history one afternoon. “That’s an astounding change, because the Agency was not large to begin with. You know, it had a pattern of building itself up through contract employees during Vietnam, then coming down. The Casey years were very heavy in covert action, but much of that was staffed by contract personnel. So in 1991, when the budget comes out and it’s a twenty-five percent reduction…how do you manage that? It’s short of taking a knife and sticking it in your heart, but it’s pretty darn close. When I became the DDO, there were seven people in clandestine service training. Seven! That’s in effect saying, ‘You guys are going out of business.’ And that’s what we were contending with. Try to run a restaurant when you tell the maitre d’ that you’re cutting his staff by twenty-five percent.”















THE DARK SIDE


Cohen Among the Clandestines







In August 1996, when David Cohen had been DDO for just a year, Osama bin Laden issued his first “declaration of war” against Americans and Jews or, as he put it, against “the Zionist-Crusader alliance.”


What to make of such a man? In those days, most Americans had never heard of him. But he was part of a history the CIA knew well. After the holy war against the Soviets that the United States had backed in Afghanistan in the 1980s, many Arab veterans of the fight went looking for new jihads. They turned against American allies, trying to overthrow the regimes in Algiers and Cairo, and this guy Bin Laden was funding them and coordinating some of their movements. He didn’t command them so much as encourage them in much the same way the high-tech entrepreneurs of Silicon Valley ran incubators for Internet start-ups: people came with ideas and dedication; Bin Laden helped turn those into reality.


The 9/11 Commission Report gives Cohen credit for focusing on Bin Laden’s methods and his madness when very few others in the government were paying attention: “In 1996, the CIA set up a special unit of a dozen officers to analyze intelligence on and plan operations against Bin Laden. David Cohen, the head of the CIA’s Directorate of Operations, wanted to test the idea of having a ‘virtual station’—a station based at headquarters but collecting and operating against a subject much as stations in the field focus on a country.” (This was classic Cohen, of course.) “Taking his cue from National Security Advisor Anthony Lake, who expressed special interest in terrorist finance, Cohen formed his virtual station as a terrorist financial links unit. He had trouble getting any Directorate of Operations officer to run it; he finally recruited a former analyst who was then running the Islamic Extremist Branch of the Counterterrorist Center.” (That was Michael Scheuer, subsequently the anonymous author of Imperial Hubris: Why the West Is Losing the War on Terror.) “This officer, who was especially knowledgeable about Afghanistan, had noticed a recent stream of reports about Bin Laden and something called al Qaeda, and suggested to Cohen that the station focus on this one individual. Cohen agreed. Thus was born the Bin Laden unit.”1


And yet—this gaunt, ascetic son of a billionaire who styled himself a knight of Islam still seemed more than a little quixotic. The Saudis had stripped him of his citizenship. The terrorists he’d supported in Algeria and Egypt were defeated by ruthless government repression. The Sudanese had forced Bin Laden out of their country and he wound up seeking shelter in Afghanistan among the radical Taliban, who were just then sweeping to power with the help of money, guns, training, and air support from Pakistan’s intelligence service, which had very close ties to the CIA. So even there, Bin Laden’s welcome was uncertain. He was on the run, not the offensive. He had no forces of his own to speak of, and he was struggling to forge alliances with other exiled radicals like the Egyptian Islamic Jihad leader Ayman al-Zawahiri. When Bin Laden issued his “declaration of war” in 1996, it was from the remoteness of Khurasan in the Hindu Kush mountains.





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/Images/crlogo.jpg





OEBPS/Images/colophon.jpg





OEBPS/Images/titlepage.jpg
SECURING
THE CITY

INSIDE AMERICA'S BEST
COUNTERTERROR FORCE—
THE NYPD

Christopher Dickey






OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
SECURING
THE CITY

INSIDE AMERICA'S BEST
COUNTERTERROR FORCE—
THE NYPD

Christopher Dickey

SIMON & SCHUSTER
New York London Toronto Sydney





