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			Preface

			In his Gettysburg Address, Abraham Lincoln pleaded that America represent “a new birth of freedom . . . and that government of the people, by the people, for the people, shall not perish from the Earth.” Sadly, Lincoln’s beloved America is perishing. Unlike at any other time in history, Americans are confused, conflicted, contentious, troubled, and fearful. What is happening today, if left unchallenged and unchecked, is a disaster in the making that could destroy much if not all of what is considered great about America.

			The inevitable fact about this fictional story is that nobody knows if it will become a reality or not. Among the great things about freedom of thought and expression in the United States, however, is that they are baked into its DNA, and have been since its outset. The existential question is: Will such freedoms exist in the future?

			Before continuing, I would like to disclose a few things that may influence your reading or opinion of this story. My mother’s father was a descendant of America’s 2nd and 6th presidents, John Adams and John Quincy Adams, respectively, and a family that arrived on the Mayflower in 1620. I was born in Denver and raised in Colorado, Oklahoma, and Texas. I’m as “American pie” as they come.

			While I was growing up in Midland, Texas, my family knew George H. W. Bush’s family. In fact, I played Little League Baseball against George W. Bush, and while I’m too modest to mention who won, George’s team lost. During my time at the University of Houston in the late 1960s, George was a young oilman living in the same city. We saw each other socially, as we were dating twin sisters, Susie and Beth. When George was governor of Texas, my wife and I visited him at the state capitol, where he told us, with his cowboy boots propped up on his desk, that he was running for president because Colin Powell wouldn’t. George is a fun guy, loves to laugh, and is full of great stories, but over time it has become clear that he and I have very different views on war and peace.

			Admittedly, the chance of what you’re about to read becoming a reality is slim, but if one could know how much longer George W. Bush will live, who will be elected president of the United States during the remainder of his life, if Democrats or Republicans will control the US Congress, if the United States will rejoin the International Criminal Court, and who the ICC prosecutors will be during the remainder of Mr. Bush’s life, then one would be able to make an informed guess. One thing, however, is sad but true: If the leadership of a country is left unchecked and unchallenged by its citizenry, then the opportunity for calamity and the possibility of criminal activity will exist and persist.

		

	
		
			Introduction

			In the wake of World War II, smart men and woman from many nations created the United Nations, which is located today in New York City. In June 1998, under the auspices of the UN, legal experts from around the world gathered in Rome to discuss, debate, and finally draft the Rome Statute of the International Criminal Court, which established genocide, crimes against humanity, war crimes, and the crime of aggression as core international crimes and created the International Criminal Court. The International Criminal Court is meant for those occasions when countries are unable or unwilling to bring perpetrators of these core crimes to justice themselves. Its official seat is located in The Hague, Netherlands. The Rome Statute went into force on July 1, 2002, having reached sixty signatories, the minimum number required for it to enter into force.

			Today, there are one hundred ninety-five countries in the world, one hundred and twenty-three of which are parties to the Rome Statute of the International Criminal Court, meaning these countries have not only signed the statute but also ratified or acceded to it. Why, you may ask, aren’t more countries parties to this important statute, such as the United States? Well, powerful people in non-party countries do not want to be governed by international law because they know they are committing crimes under international law or may do so in the future, and thus would be subject to arrest and trial for these crimes at the International Criminal Court.

			In 2003, yet another destructive and perhaps illegal war occurred, the Iraq War, which resulted in the deaths of thousands of coalition soldiers, including 4,424 US soldiers, and hundreds of thousands of Iraqis.

			The following story is set in the future and is a product of the author’s imagination. While the information relating to the Iraq War is factual, the real people, places, and institutions that appear in the narrative have been fictionalized.

			The president of the United States, with his contrarian personality and disquieting policies and practices, has created a dystopian state. He has withdrawn America from protective treaties with close allies, pulled US troops out of allied countries, negotiated trade agreements with rogue nations, done everything in his power to insulate Americans from the legal liability set forth by international law, and imposed sanctions on individuals with close ties to the International Criminal Court. It is in this contentious state of affairs that our story begins.

			Calculating that bringing a former US president to trial would be more feasible than a sitting or recently retired president, the ICC conducts an investigation of George W. Bush in connection with crimes that may have been committed during the Iraq War. It concludes that the 43rd president of the United States should be brought to trial. Whether or not this fictional story becomes fact is up to brave citizens who can no longer tolerate innocent people being victimized by needless wars, and who insist upon the application of established laws to bring those responsible for the victimization to justice.

		

	
		
			1. Welcome to the International Criminal Court

			“Violence is immoral because it thrives on hatred rather than love. It destroys community and makes brotherhood impossible. It leaves society in monologue rather than dialogue. Violence ends up defeating itself.”

			—Martin Luther King Jr.

			Early on a glorious September morning in St. Andrews, Scotland, former President of the United States George W. Bush approached the first tee of the world’s most famous golf course to play a round of golf he would not finish. Assembled around the first tee were a few hundred local residents and a handful of members of the Royal & Ancient Golf Club. Known simply as the R&A, the club is the governing body and custodian of the rules in all golfing countries except the United States, which has its own governing body.

			Precisely at 8:00 am, George W. Bush and two club members approached the first tee and were greeted by R&A Secretary Harold Maxwell.

			“Gentlemen. Good day to all,” Maxwell said.

			“It’ll be a good day if I don’t chunk it into the Swilcan Burn on the first hole,” Bush said, shaking hands with the secretary, “or yank it into the Road Bunker at seventeen.”

			“I’m sure you’ll do just fine.”

			“You’re more sure than I am.”

			Secretary Maxwell chuckled. “We were very pleased to welcome your father, George H. W. Bush, here as a new member after he had finished his presidency.”

			“Yeah, he loved golf, and he loved St. Andrews, that’s for sure.”

			“There’s a little-known story about your father that says a lot about him as a human being,” Maxwell continued. “In December of the year he played his first round on the Old Course, he sent his caddie a handwritten letter thanking him for making his experience at St. Andrews so special and wishing him a Merry Christmas. I do believe that was a first.”

			“He must’ve been a good caddie.”

			“Must have been.”

			“Guessing you fellows don’t allow mulligans here,” Bush said, looking out at the first fairway.

			“No mulligans here, but we can offer a swallow of Scotch whiskey if that’ll settle your nerves.”

			“Not my nerves I got a problem with; it’s my damn golf swing. Forsakes me every time when I need it the most . . . like now!”

			It would be fair to say that every golfer in the world dreams of playing the Old Course at St. Andrews. George Bush Jr. approached the ball, took his stance, nervously jerked the club away, and swung. Mercifully, the ball curved only slightly to the right and came to rest on the fairway. Bush smiled mischievously.

			“Not too bad for a broken-down old president. What’s the course record around here, anyway?”

			“In the Open Championship, sixty-three,” Secretary Maxwell answered, raising an eyebrow.

			“Sixty-three? Hell, I will’ve hit it that many times by the twelfth hole,” Bush said as he winked at the secretary and stepped aside to allow his playing partners to tee off.

			From a position two hundred yards away on a public footpath that bordered the fairway, a middle-aged man lowered his binoculars and turned to saunter away, whistling as he went. As he reached up to scratch his nose, he spoke quietly into a microphone buried inside the sleeve of his sweater.

			“Target on time and in position.”

			In a secluded wooded area one mile from the golf course, a nondescript brown van and midsize blue car were parked side by side. Sitting inside the van were ten highly trained UN Special Forces commandos, who had been selected from the world’s best militaries to support the activity of the World Court. Each was holding an assortment of weaponry. Inside the car sat Lawrence Archer, a deputy prosecutor at the International Criminal Court, and two more UN commandos. Hearing the description of George Bush’s wardrobe, Archer keyed his radio and responded, “Copy that. How many Secret Service?”

			“Four,” the spy answered, looking through his binoculars again to confirm. “Easy to spot, definitely American, big, fit, wearing earpieces, walking in the fairway close by the target, you can’t miss ’em.”

			“Copy that, thanks,” Archer spoke into his radio. “Okay everybody, Cowboy Justice is a go.”

			The pilots sitting in the cockpits of a Hawker 800XP and a Learjet 85, both with engines idling on a secured runway at Rotterdam The Hague Airport, received the message and answered back in turn.

			“Cowboy Justice is a go. Hawker 1, copy that.”

			“Learjet1, copy that as well.”

			With that confirmation, the drivers of the van and the car exchanged informal salutes, started their vehicles, and headed inconspicuously to their preplanned location next to the seventeenth fairway of the Old Course. The Hawker took off in an angry roar from the airport, followed quickly by the Learjet.

			The most famous hole on the Old Course at St. Andrews is the seventeenth, commonly referred to as the Road Hole. The green sits hard by a cobblestone road bordered by a stone wall, which for centuries has presented unusual and difficult challenges for golfers. George W. Bush, midway through a Cuban cigar, arrived at the seventeenth tee along with his playing partners and the caddies. Bush put his cigar aside and considered his options as his caddie, Oliver Croft, offered a word of encouragement.

			“Nice and easy does it, sir,” Croft said.

			“Nice and easy is not my strong suit, but I’ll try,” Bush said before slicing his tee shot into the right rough and providing his own commentary. “More or less like Jack Nicklaus did it.”

			“More ‘less’ than ‘more,’ sir, I’m afraid,” Croft responded with a wink.

			Bush winked back, put his cigar back into his mouth, and headed down the fairway, saying, “Let’s go see if we can birdie this bad boy.”

			Simultaneously with Bush’s tee shot, the brown van and blue car pulled into the parking lot of the Jigger Inn, a famous watering hole located to the right of the seventeenth fairway. As the vehicles pulled to a stop, UN Special Forces inside readied their weaponry in compliance with carefully scripted orders.

			As Bush approached his ball on the seventeenth fairway and his Secret Service agents began to create a ten-foot perimeter around him, the UN commandos rushed onto the fairway, firing tranquilizer rounds at the agents, who suddenly dropped to the ground, incapacitated and in a state of semi-consciousness. Seeing his Secret Service protection lying immobile on the ground and realizing he could do nothing, George W. Bush turned to his playing partners and said, “Stay calm. Don’t say anything, don’t move, and don’t try to be a hero. They’re here for me.”

			Lawrence Archer approached the former president and handed him an arrest warrant.

			“Mr. George W. Bush, I am Lawrence Archer, deputy prosecutor of the International Criminal Court. I hereby serve you with this arrest warrant and place you under arrest for immediate conveyance to the ICC in The Hague to stand trial for crimes against humanity and war crimes of which you are accused. Upon arrival at the ICC you will have ample opportunity to communicate with your country’s government and with legal counsel of your choice. You will not be harmed if you do not resist.”

			“I don’t care who you are or where you’re from, but I do know you are in deep shit for doing this,” Bush said, ripping up the arrest warrant and flinging it back in the deputy prosecutor’s face.

			Ignoring the threat, Archer nodded at the UN commandos, who quickly slipped a black felt hood over Bush’s head and escorted him unceremoniously off the golf course and into the van, which immediately sped away. The stealth abduction of a former president of the United States from the world’s most famous golf course against his will in less than eight minutes was in stark contrast to the serene peace and quiet of the ancient town of St. Andrews, Scotland, the resting place of Saint Andrew the Apostle.

			Six miles from St. Andrews, in the hamlet of Leuchars, the Hawker and Learjet landed at an RAF airfield. With clockwork precision, the van carrying Bush pulled up alongside the Learjet and four UN commandos transferred the former president to the plane. Simultaneously, other commandos secretly escorted a man who looked remarkably like George W. Bush—about the same age, height, weight, facial features, and hair color, and wearing the same clothes—onto the Hawker. Inside the jet, the commandos sat the Bush look-a-like in a window seat, and two minutes later the Hawker sped down the runway and lifted off, headed west to Glasgow. Seconds later, the Learjet carrying the real George W. Bush took off in a southeasterly direction, destination unknown.

			* * *

			Inside the R&A clubhouse, the secretary was on the phone with Scotland Yard, explaining what happened as best he could. Behind the eighteenth green of the Old Course, Scottish police were questioning Bush’s playing partners and the caddies. What they knew would fill a thimble. What they didn’t know would fill a novel.

			In the sky over Scotland, two RAF jets flew up to and then alongside the Hawker. The pilots spotted a man they thought was George W. Bush, radioed that they had found the former president, and requested a convoy of military aircraft to help escort the Hawker to Glasgow. Headed in the opposite direction, the Learjet carrying George W. Bush flew close to the ground to avoid conventional radar. Aboard the plane, UN commandos removed the hood from Bush, who immediately assessed the situation and protested, “Who the hell are you guys?”

			“You will understand soon enough, Mr. Bush,” the attending commando responded. “You do not need to worry. You will not be harmed.”

			“You’re British, aren’t you?”

			“Yes.”

			“Then what the hell are you doing?” Bush erupted in anger. “You’re supposed to be our friend.”

			 “No, Tony Blair is your friend,” the commando shot back. “Most people hated your war.”

			Minutes later, the Learjet landed at its destination, Rotterdam The Hague Airport, and taxied to a stop next to a waiting chopper, the rotary blades of which were already spinning. UN security forces quickly and silently escorted Mr. Bush off the jet and into the chopper, which took off immediately.

			At the same time, the Hawker, now boxed in by four escort jets flying in close proximity, was forced to land at Glasgow Airport and taxi to a stop. Police cars with red lights spinning and sirens screaming quickly circled the plane to create a three hundred and sixty-degree barricade. A dozen Scottish police officers under the command of Chief Constable Angus Duff aimed their weapons at the plane while government officials positioned themselves behind the police cars for protection. The door opened and the pilot descended the stairs, yelling in protest.

			“What the hell is going on here?” he said.

			“Where is he?” Chief Constable Duff responded over a megaphone from behind the barricade.

			“Where is who?” the pilot answered with noted anger.

			“You know who. Deliver him unharmed or you will be spending the rest of your life in a cold, dark box.”

			“Are you out of your mind? Your jets flew dangerously close to my aircraft in blatant violation of international flight regulations, and now you’re falsely accusing me of having some mythical passenger onboard!”

			Without responding, Chief Constable Duff signaled a dozen Scottish police wearing body armor and carrying machine guns to board and search the plane. A few minutes later, one of the Scottish police officers appeared at the exit door.

			“Sir, George W. Bush is definitely not on this aircraft,” the officer reported.

			“What do you mean?” Chief Constable Duff snapped back.

			“I’m not sure how I could say it any differently, sir,” the officer replied, glancing at his colleagues.

			* * *

			Being first to report important breaking news is the most coveted prize amongst news agencies, and on this occasion it went to the British Broadcasting Company. Standing in front of a camera, microphone in hand and exuding an aura of authority earned over many years on the job, multi-award-winning journalist Elizabeth Reynolds began her report.

			“This is Elizabeth Reynolds reporting from BBC News headquarters in London with a development of huge international importance. We have just learned that, earlier today, former President of the United States George W. Bush was abducted while golfing in St. Andrews, Scotland. At this time, there are more questions than answers.

			 “We know that Mr. Bush and two members of the Royal and Ancient Golf Club, commonly referred to as the R&A, teed off this morning on the Old Course at 8:00 am BST. Three hours later, at approximately 11:00 am, four middle-aged Caucasian men abducted Mr. Bush off the seventeenth fairway. According to our sources, Mr. Bush was placed in the back of a van, which immediately drove away. Mr. Bush’s playing partners abandoned their game and ran straight up the eighteenth fairway to the R&A clubhouse to report the strange and troubling developments.

			“Who are these people that whisked Mr. Bush off the famous golf course in Scotland? Where was Mr. Bush’s Secret Service protection? If former US President Bush has been abducted from a golf course in Scotland, the international importance of the event cannot be overstated, and it presents a myriad of unwelcome questions: Who is responsible for this act of monumental hubris? Will other countries be compelled to beef up security for their former leaders traveling abroad? Where in the world is George W. Bush, and is he alive and well? Stay tuned for continuing coverage.”

			* * *

			The peace and quiet of a sleepy summer afternoon was shattered by the sound of a helicopter landing at the International Criminal Court in The Hague, a city on the western coast of the Netherlands. As the chopper’s blades continued rotating, UN security guards escorted an angry George W. Bush off the aircraft and into the reception area of the ICC Detention Centre. The walls of the smallish but functional room were bare except for a framed copy of the Rome Statute and a portrait of the UN Secretary-General. The guards led the 43rd president of the United States to a desk, where sat ICC guard Mobwana Mochella of Kenya.

			“Hello, Mr. Bush,” she began. “Welcome to the International Criminal Court.”

			“I need a private room with a secure phone that I can use to call the United States,” Bush replied.

			“Yes, you do, Mr. Bush,” Mochella responded compassionately, “and we will ensure that happens as quickly as permitted, but first we need to complete the admission process.” She pushed forward without allowing him any time to object. “Consistent with ICC protocol, I will inform you of your living quarters for the foreseeable future. Each detainee is assigned a private cell that includes a single bed, desk, chair, bookshelves, toilet, hand basin, television, and computer. We provide three meals a day, but detainees also have access to a communal kitchen if they wish to cook for themselves. The ICC provides a variety of recreational opportunities at selected times, including walks in the courtyard, a basketball court, and an exercise gym. You can elect to partake in manual pursuits such as gardening, painting—we hear you like to paint, so that might be of interest—woodcrafts, or other such activities. You will receive medical and dental care as needed. Detainees can have visitors at prearranged times and certain phone calls are permitted; however, you should know that all calls and computer usage will be monitored.”

			Her welcome speech successfully delivered, Mochella reached into a nearby closet and brought out a bundle. “Here are your ICC-approved clothes and pajamas, Mr. Bush,” Mochella said. “Let us know if they don’t fit to your liking or you need anything else.”

			“Is there a Bible in the room?”

			“I’ll make sure there is.”

			“And someone will let me know when I can use a secured phone?”

			“Yes, sir. That is a promise.”

			Now that orientation had ended, Mochella nodded at the prison guards, who escorted a tired and emotional former President George W. Bush to his prison cell. Once inside and alone, he sat on the single bed, looked around the sparsely furnished room that would be his home for the foreseeable future, and buried his face in his hands.

			* * *

			News of the abduction of former President George W. Bush sent America’s top political, legal, and military elite into a tailspin. Not since the 9/11 attacks had so many high-powered meetings been so hastily assembled to discuss such a daunting crisis of international importance. Across the Potomac from Washington, DC, in a secure room in the Pentagon, the day culminated with a late-night strategy session that included Secretary of Defense John Cox and the Joint Chiefs of Staff, representing the Army, Marine Corps, Navy, and Air Force. Secretary Cox entered the meeting room talking.

			“Gentlemen, I just got off the phone with the president and he asked for recommendations within the hour regarding the rescue of George Bush from the ICC. And then, what should we do to those responsible?”

			“Sir, we already have several scenarios ready to engage,” General of the Army T. D. Masterson replied.

			“I hope so,” Secretary Cox said, taking his seat at the head of the table. “Bombs away.”

			“Option one,” General of the Marine Corps Thomas Shackelford began, “is to send in the SEALs from Task Force 64 currently assigned to the 6th Fleet headquartered in Naples. They can fly over the Swiss Alps and be on the ground in The Hague at eighteen hundred hours Zulu time. Minimal collateral damage expected.”

			“Option two,” Navy Fleet Admiral Anderson Harrington stated, “is an amphibious assault. The ICC Detention Centre is two miles inland from the North Sea, easily accessible by Marine forces. The Dutch would not contest a rescue attempt, as their defenses in the area are slight and they would not be expecting an amphibious strike.”

			“Option three,” Air Force General Barry Bledsoe added, “is a stealth Delta Force chopper landing under cover of night. Special Ops forces would breach the Detention Centre and extract former President Bush. This option utilizes ground forces and air assets already stationed in Germany; however, a higher degree of collateral damage is expected with this option.”

			Navy Admiral David Dorling cautioned, “Gentlemen, I understand this is a precarious situation, but if we were to recommend invading the Netherlands, a member of the United Nations and signatory of the International Criminal Court, we would be recommending military aggression that would be in contradiction to the UN Charter and committing international crimes ourselves.”

			* * *

			The events of the day were newsworthy by anybody’s definition, and the biggest and best news organizations in the United States were in an all-hands-on-deck, man-the-battle-stations frenzy. The most respected broadcasters canceled whatever programming had been scheduled to make way for nonstop reporting of the only story anybody in America cared about. Not only would ratings spike to all-time highs but also awards for outstanding news reporting would be on the line, and nobody in the biz wanted to miss out on this once-in-a-lifetime shot at greatness.

			CBS’s Kenneth McLane reported, “We’ve just learned that less than an hour ago, at approximately 11:15 am BST, 6:15 am EDT, former President of the United States George W. Bush was escorted from the world-famous Old Course in St. Andrews, Scotland, by unidentified commandos posing as UN security guards.”

			Jessica Evans stated on ABC, “Sources tell us that Mr. Bush did have the standard allotment of Secret Service agents on site, but obviously they did not provide the requisite protection needed for a former president in a foreign land. No doubt that current protocol will be the subject of much deliberation, after which, presumably, a few heads will roll.”

			NBC’s William Huff offered, “It is believed that Mr. Bush does not travel outside the United States, as he is thought to be in some legal jeopardy in connection with waging the Iraq War, the fear being that he could be arrested and transported to the International Criminal Court in The Hague to face charges for war crimes. But any speculation in that regard would be just that, speculation.”

			On Fox News, Sarah Nichols concluded, “Mr. Bush’s three playing partners and their caddies were not harmed and are reportedly cooperating with local and international law enforcement authorities. So we can only deduce that former President Bush was specifically targeted for the abduction. No doubt the perpetrators of this brazen act will eventually be found and made to pay a hefty price for this crime of international significance.”

			After learning about the day’s events, members of the international press rushed to the International Criminal Court in The Hague like hyenas chasing a wounded animal. First to arrive at The Hague were British teams from the BBC, Sky TV, and ITV. Not long after, media giants from Europe, Russia, the United States, and elsewhere around the world arrived, including, notably, Iraq. Eventually forty-four of the world’s elite news organizations began setting up shop in a park across from the ICC building with giddy anticipation of what was to come, similar to that which accompanies a presidential election, coronation of a Queen, or assassination of a world leader.

			In a cell in the ICC Detention Centre, George W. Bush, wearing prison-issued pajamas, sat slumped on the edge of his bed, chastising himself for venturing outside the United States and not bothering to pay more attention to international criminal laws or the International Criminal Court.

		

	
		
			2. Opening Volleys

			“Justice will not be served until those who are unaffected are as outraged as those who are.”

			—Benjamin Franklin

			The International Criminal Court has eighteen judges in residence of mixed nationality, gender, and race. In international law there are no juries, each case is assigned either one or three judges, and verdicts are rendered accordingly, by the vote of one judge or the majority vote of three judges. In the trial of George W. Bush, three judges were assigned.

			Once assigned to a case, judges work to resolve all procedural matters leading up to the trial, most especially to oversee the Office of the Prosecutor as it carries out its duties to guarantee the rights of the victims and the accused, along with suspects and witnesses in a fair and honest trial. The person overseeing the trial is the chief prosecutor, whose principle function is to assign the prosecuting attorneys most suited to each case. It was not of much surprise that one of the attorneys selected to lead the prosecution in the case against George W. Bush was Michael David McBride, a hard-charging lawyer with top-of-the-class intelligence and an infectious personality.

			Michael was born forty-four years earlier in Denver, Colorado, to parents who were also litigators. His mother specialized in child endangerment, prostitution, and abandonment cases. His father’s beat was corporate law—specifically, corrupt banking claims of fifty million dollars or more. Michael was an outstanding high school basketball player and student body president, became a Rhodes scholar, graduated with honors from Harvard Law, and earned a scholarship to study international law at Oxford. After completing his formal education, Michael moved to London to set up a private practice specializing in international criminal law. Once there, he reconnected with a childhood girlfriend, Cheryl Stapleford, and soon thereafter they were married. When the ICC recruited him to be a prosecuting attorney, Michael quickly accepted, packed his bags, and moved to The Hague, leaving Cheryl in London to fend for herself.

			Michael McBride was selected as one of the prosecutors in the trial of George W. Bush specifically because he was an American. To have a German or an Italian prosecuting a former US president would play into a defense argument regarding the legitimacy of the Court and the audacity of sitting in judgment of decisions made by an American president.

			Co–prosecuting attorney Nadia Shadid was born thirty-nine years earlier and raised in Fallujah, Iraq, by a father who was a schoolteacher and mother who was a well-known and much-respected leader in establishing fundamental human rights for Muslim women. Although Nadia’s family was Sunni, she grew up with an assortment of Shiite, Kurdish, and Christian friends. While studying law at the University of Baghdad, she dated a fellow student who worked at night as a drummer in a local band. According to friends who knew them well, their dreams took divergent paths when Nadia discovered she was happier alone than with a man she did not totally love.

			During her youth, Nadia’s family lived next door to Ibrahim Yasin, one of Iraq’s most respected attorneys specializing in international law. Upon graduating from university, Mr. Yasin invited Nadia to join his prestigious London firm, Alliss, Blankenship & Coe. After six formative years during which she worked in the international litigation division, Nadia applied for and got an entry position in the Office of the Prosecutor at the International Criminal Court in The Hague.

			Nadia and Michael had worked together on several cases and had developed a mutual admiration and fondness. They were two very different people from very different worlds who found a common passion in international criminal law. Now they would bear the honor and burden of prosecuting a case against a former president of the United States. In the late afternoon of a long day of preparation, Michael and Nadia went for an afternoon walk in a park near the ICC. Along the way, Michael challenged his colleague.

			“In order to prosecute this case effectively, wouldn’t it be useful to understand the point of view of the Iraqi people about the Iraq War?” Michael asked.

			“My people are conflicted,” Nadia replied without hesitation. “How one thinks of such things is influenced by one’s religious affiliation: Sunni, Shiite, Kurd, Christian, or whatever. If you are Sunni, as Saddam was, you might be upset that he was forcibly removed from power. If you are Shiite, Kurd, or Christian, you’re probably happy to no longer be living under his rule.”

			Michael pressed for more. “One would think it would simply be a question of the common good for the greatest number of Iraqi citizens,” he said. “Sooner or later, it would seem, there needs to be a common ground of understanding that the majority of Iraqi people could agree upon for the safety and security of all.”

			“Spoken like a true Westerner,” Nadia said with a hint of a smile. “The fundamental differences can be traced back thousands of years, and they are not simple or easy to overcome.”

			“I understand, but take America, there are significant differences in the culture . . . rich/poor, religious/atheist, black/white, Democrat/Republican . . . but in desperate times, Americans pull together as Americans. They seem to put their differences aside with the understanding they will ultimately be stronger together than divided.”

			“A theoretical deduction of which you might have a hard time convincing some Americans.”

			“Maybe so,” Michael said and pivoted to another question. “Do you think the majority of Iraqis are happy we’re bringing Bush to trial?”

			“Some are, not all. Many Iraqis opposed the war and will be happy to see those who caused it face justice—starting with George W. Bush.”
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