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			CAPE COD

			MASSACHUSETTS

			They had been in the water for less than five minutes when they saw two SUVs racing up the beach with their light bars flashing.

			Someone must be drowning, Harvath thought. Looking at Lara, he wondered if she was thinking the same thing too. Then he saw the expression on her face and realized the wave of painful memories that must have been crashing against the rocks of her mind right now.

			Why today? Why did this have to be happening now?

			They both looked up and down the beach, but couldn’t see signs of anyone in distress. Everything looked fine. Then, the emergency vehicles slowed and came to a stop right in front of them.

			Harvath had no idea what was going on, but it was obviously serious, and he led the way out of the water and back onto the beach.

			The windows of the lead police vehicle were down and the officer shouted, “Are you Scot Harvath?”

			He nodded and, handing Marco back to Lara, approached the SUV. “What’s going on?”

			“Someone pretty important has been trying to track you down. I have orders to transport you to Camp Edwards. Apparently, there’s an aircraft waiting for you there.”

			He’d not only turned his cell phone off for the day, he’d pulled the battery out and left it in Lara’s beach bag. That explained why no one had been able to reach him, as well as how the police had been able to find him. The battery itself acted like a GPS transmitter. All someone with the right technology had to do was know that it was his battery and they’d be able to zero in on his location. There was only one person who had access to both of those things and that was the Old Man. Something was definitely up.

			Harvath looked over his shoulder at Lara and Marco. This was not how he wanted their day to end.

			“Don’t worry about your family,” the officer said, “We’ll make sure they get back to where you’re staying.”

			Harvath was about to say something about them not being his family, but stopped himself. He liked the sound of what the man had said and liked even more that they looked like a family.

			“Give me a minute.”

			The officer looked at his watch. “I was told to get you there as quickly as possible.”

			“I understand,” he replied, as he walked over to where Lara was standing, Marco on her hip. “Something’s come up.”

			“I kinda got that impression. Anything you can share?”

			“I have no idea. That officer is supposed to take me to Camp Edwards. The one behind him is supposed to make sure you and Marco get back to the hotel.”

			“Edwards isn’t far from here. It’s part of the Massachusetts Military Reservation. All sorts of things happen out of there.”

			“Are you two going to be okay? I suppose he can fit the bikes in the back of his SUV.”

			“We’ll be fine,” she replied.

			“I’m guessing he doesn’t have a car seat, though.”

			“Go. We’ll be fine.”

			“Are you sure?”

			“I’m sure,” she said, putting her hand around the back of his neck and pulling him in for a long kiss. “Call me as soon as you can.”

			“Will do,” he replied, tousling Marco’s hair and giving the little guy a kiss on the cheek.

			“And be safe,” she added, as he jogged over to their blanket and gathered up his belongings.

			“I’m always safe.”

			Lara doubted that and laughed as she shook her head.

			Picking up all of his things, Harvath gave them each one more kiss and then hopped into the lead SUV. “I’ll call you as soon as I can.”

			As the vehicle sped off down the sand, he reassembled his phone. Instantly, it started blowing up with voicemails and texts—all from the Old Man.

			He dialed his number and Carlton answered on the first ring. 

			“We just got word from Argentina. He’s awake.”

			Phil Durkin had lost a lot of blood and had suffered a bullet wound to the back of the head, which had put him in a coma, but he had survived. Had Harvath and his team not shown up in Tierra del Fuego when they had, William Jacobson might have stuck around long enough to make sure the job was complete. Now, Durkin was talking.

			“He gave up the official in Saudi Intelligence who coordinated everything,” the Old Man continued. “But more importantly, he gave up the plot’s architect—Ahmad Tariki. He’s the Saudi minister of finance and a high-ranking member of the Saudi royal family.”

			Even though he had a feeling he knew the answer, he asked anyway, “What’s waiting for me at Edwards?”

			“A plane. The President wants you to handle Tariki personally.”

			“And the other guy?” Harvath inquired, mindful of the fact that the police officer rushing him toward the base could hear his half of the conversation.

			“The President is giving him to the Jordanians.”

			“How long before they act?”

			“Not long,” said the Old Man. “That’s why you need to get moving. Sloane and Chase are already on their way to Abu Dhabi.”

			“Why? What’s going on there?” said Harvath.

			“They’re arranging a pickup. You, though, are going to Dubai.”

			“Abu Dhabi? Dubai? What’s this all about?”

			The Old Man paused. “How much do you know about the Saudis and their addiction to falconry?”

			DUBAI

			UNITED ARAB EMIRATES

			The Burj Al Arab was the most striking hotel in the world. Seated upon an artificial island a thousand feet from shore, it looked like an enormous sail. Legend had it that the Burj was the only seven-star hotel in the world. Opulent didn’t even come close to describing it. Reminiscent of an Arab ship known as a dhow, it was an iconic structure that rivaled the Sydney Opera House and even the Eiffel Tower itself.

			Falconry was a cultural obsession for many wealthy Middle Easterners. Outsiders referred to their addiction as “feathered cocaine.” There were few falconers as obsessed with their birds as Ahmad Tariki. He had brought his falcons to the world’s premier falcon hospital in Abu Dhabi for their annual checkup and had decided to spend the weekend in Dubai before returning to Saudi Arabia.



OEBPS/font/Cormorant-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/font/excerpt_fonts/Cormorant-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/font/EBGaramond-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/font/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/font/Cormorant-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/font/excerpt_fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/image/title.jpg
EPILOGUE II

A Bonus Chapter to Hidden Order

Brad Thor

EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE

AAAAA





OEBPS/image/cover2.jpg
F1 WEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR
-« - g «

- y

_ A A VA 1 4

- -7
. .J--

A_J.J A S S -t o

r’rl

f//JJ.':j/ Jf’J CIN

UUUUUUU

sssssss
ooooo





OEBPS/font/Cormorant-Italic.ttf


