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For US Capitol Police Officers Brian Sicknick, Howard Liebengood, Jeffrey Smith, Kyle DeFreytag, and Gunther Hashida.






A government of laws, and not of men.

—JOHN ADAMS, ESSAY IN THE BOSTON GAZETTE, 1774
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CHAPTER ONE

— A PERFECT MORNING —

9:07 A.M. SEEING the four white men standing over the dark-skinned woman on the sidewalk a block southeast of the hospital entrance, Hayley Chill stops in her tracks. Recollecting the moment later, she will admonish herself for gawking. For taking too long to act. In fact, she pauses for only two, maybe three seconds to render a series of simple observations.

The men—wearing camo dungarees, flannel shirts, and tactical vests—are from out of town. People who work in Washington, DC, don’t wear tactical vests. Nor do the tourists.

They are beating the white-coated woman because her skin color, education, and ethnicity define her as someone the men are not. And never will be.

The men are racist thugs who are going to kill the woman lying askew on the ground.

Hayley exited George Washington University Hospital less than a minute earlier, where she had visited her friend and fellow deeper state operative, April Wu, who was recovering from severe head injuries incurred in a pedestrian-versus-car accident. Despite the debilitating complications of a hospital-borne blood infection, April was pleased to see Hayley, who had appeared in the doorway, as always, at eight o’clock sharp. They had been friendly rivals in Publius’s training camp in Oregon, a contest Hayley ultimately won. That outcome failed to damage a personal friendship based on mutual admiration and a shared inability to form meaningful relationships outside of their covert lives.

The question neither of them dared ask out loud was whether April would be laid up in a hospital bed if Hayley hadn’t been too busy saving the world instead of her best friend.

The repercussions of Richard Monroe’s cataclysmic presidency continue to thunder across the nation’s capital and country beyond. Political chaos lingers like a thick layer of black smoke in the sky after a warehouse fire. Though a new president occupies the Oval Office, there is little expectation of a return to normalcy. Weeks after the shameful incidents surrounding Russia’s most successful espionage operative ever, Washington, DC, is in a profound state of shock. Hayley, of course, hasn’t set foot in the West Wing since that awful day when her tenure as chief of staff for one of Monroe’s key advisors was brought to an abrupt end.

Her future is in the hands of her direct superior in the deeper state, Andrew Wilde. He is Hayley’s primary contact for the shadowy organization of powerful Washington emeriti—ex-presidents, former Supreme Court justices, retired NSA and CIA directors, senators, and military brass—linked by lifelong government service and unambiguous love of country. There is no formal name for this group. Nor is there a definitive leader or a recognizable hierarchy. All members have retired from their official positions of authority, thereby guaranteeing the purity of their motivations, shorn of self-serving incentives. Few of the participants have ever met one another, their true identities hidden behind pseudonyms. An ultra-secure, cloud-based intranet run from a server farm in north-central Canada facilitates communication between members.

Wilde and other operational members of the organization have come to call themselves Publius, a nod to the Federalist Party formed by Alexander Hamilton, James Madison, and John Jay supporting the still unratified US Constitution. Their foundational principle is the protection of that hallowed document and its tenets, no matter the threat to its preservation.

The deeper state recruited Hayley Chill from the US Army for inclusion in a corps of similarly capable individuals to act as its covert agents. Her first mission was an unqualified success, protecting the president from harm and turning him against his Russian paymasters. The second operation was more problematic. Had it not been for Hayley’s initiative and ingenuity, the entire mission would have collapsed, with the country stumbling into a third world war. But the Kremlin’s successful extraction of their most valued mole tarnished her otherwise sterling reputation within Publius. That Hayley had engineered remote surveillance of the Russian spy was only partial compensation for Richard Monroe having escaped her total control.

The upheaval and, even more, April’s accident took their toll. Subsequent family revelations almost too grotesque to imagine finished the job on Hayley’s emotions, sandblasting them to bare metal.

But none of that matters. Not right now.

What has her full attention on this gorgeous June morning are the four men stomping the GW physician. On a city sidewalk. Without concern for anyone witnessing their cruel and brazen attack.

Hayley stops approximately one hundred feet from the men. From that distance, she can see one of them repeatedly striking their victim with a steel collapsible baton. No telling whether the other thugs are also armed. With their backs to her, the deeper state operative breaks into a run, moving toward the men with remarkable stealth and speed. Her leather-soled shoes make only the slightest sound, as if not quite making contact with the sidewalk at all. Without breaking stride, Hayley rips the radio antenna from the passenger-side hood panel of a jalopy parked at the curb—a 1966 Dodge Coronet 500 of faded and indeterminate color—and charges forward.

Though her familiarity and skill with firearms is pronounced—in the army, Hayley was awarded marksmanship badges for pistol and rifle, both at an expert level—she doesn’t own a gun. Up to now, her missions have required weapons of a far different nature. A near-photographic memory. Cunning. Resiliency. And a relentless determination to protect and preserve the Constitution of the United States.

Not that she wouldn’t mind a fully loaded pistol in her hand at the present moment.

The four men fail to notice Hayley’s advance until it is too late. She launches her attack on the man who has just delivered another blow with the metal baton to his victim’s shoulder.

Raising the car antenna high overhead, the deeper state operative whips it downward in a slashing motion. Wielded with sufficient kinetic force, the improvised rapier’s jagged tip carves an inch-deep groove through the man’s face, a cleaving of skin and muscle that begins at the corrugator supercilii near his left eye and ends at the orbicularis oris that encircles his mouth.

Pain is delayed. The thug ceases his attack on the woman—an endocrinologist from Sri Lanka and mother of three children—and gapes at Hayley with stunned disbelief. He doesn’t realize yet that half of his face has fallen away from the maxilla and zygomatic bones, draped lazily over his lower jaw like a man fallen halfway out of a lifeboat. Only the shocked expressions of his cohorts telegraph a hint of the trauma inflicted upon him. Of the possibility that fate has reshuffled the deck and dealt him the shittiest of hands.

The man feels a slow but steady emergence of acute pain somewhere in the vicinity of his left eye, but broadcasting outward across his face and beyond with alarming speed. He lifts his right hand—miraculously, still clutching the baton purchased in Las Vegas at a gun show—to his destroyed face and spews a stream of nonsensical expletives.

One of his companions retrieves a canister of Sabre Red pepper gel from a concealed holster and takes aim on Hayley. He is too slow by a full second. Before his thumb finds the trigger, the deeper state operative slashes his face, too, with her makeshift sword.

All too familiar with the car antenna’s devastating effectiveness, the second man screams, dropping the pepper gel without unleashing a single burst, and falls to his knees, hands to face.

Hayley retrieves the canister from the ground, raises it, and shoots a stream of the crippling goo into the faces of the third and fourth thugs, appreciating the efficiency of a personal defense weapon that all but eliminates self-contamination.

With all four men out of commission, the deeper state operative turns her attention to their victim.



THE GW PHYSICIAN’S injuries are surprisingly minor, given the malicious intent of her attackers. Bruises and superficial contusions. The men who assaulted her face far worse consequences. Two are taken to GW’s emergency room for treatment, destined to join their comrades later at Metropolitan Police headquarters for processing.

Hayley is sorry about vandalizing the Dodge and leaves a note under the wiper.

Investigating detectives inform the deeper state operative that the men are from Wilkes-Barre, Pennsylvania, in town for a planned demonstration on the Mall. This offhand comment is the first Hayley hears of a gathering of avowed white supremacists in the nation’s capital.

“Today? Now?” she asks the cop.

She wonders how she hasn’t heard news of the demonstration before now. Who approved such a thing? The detectives possess scant details regarding the event but appear unconcerned. How many dedicated racists would take the trouble to journey from their home states to Washington, DC, for a rally on the Mall? Five hundred? A thousand at the most.

“USCP’s problem, not ours,” the detective says with a practiced shrug, referring to the United States Capitol Police. Charged with the responsibility of protecting the US Congress, that federal law enforcement agency has exclusive authority over the Capitol complex and concurrent jurisdiction of the surrounding two hundred blocks.

Hayley glances at the blood spilled on the sidewalk and considers a rejoinder that suggests a gathering of white nationalists in the district is everyone’s problem. But she refrains. The MPD detective doesn’t seem to be the thoughtful reconsideration–type.

Hayley’s original plan was to take an Uber to the Capitol after visiting April in the hospital. She wants to be present when the Senate votes on a resolution that will legislate the harshest sanctions on Russia yet for its latest brazen act of espionage. To bear witness. Is there a connection between the Senate vote and the demonstration by white supremacists? Curious to know more about the affair and the protestors’ intent, Hayley decides to walk eight blocks south to the Mall and see for herself if the MPD detective’s nonchalance is warranted.

With temperatures in the low seventies and a cloudless sky, Washington sparkles in the morning sunshine. The sultry, muggy weather typical of June—due to prevailing winds from the Gulf of Mexico and not the city’s mythical incarnation as a swamp—hasn’t arrived yet. Hayley joins other pedestrians savoring this delayed arrival of summer.

Among the people she expects to find crowding the sidewalks in this part of town on a weekday morning—a mixture of tourists and government employees hurrying to work—Hayley sees several clusters of young men. Almost uniformly white and dressed in the same camo dungarees and flannel shirts worn by the doctor’s attackers, many of the demonstrators carry flags that attest to their affiliation with white nationalist philosophies.

Some of these standards are easily recognizable, such as the Confederate States of America’s “Stars and Bars,” the yellow Gadsden flag depicting a timber rattlesnake coiled and ready to strike over the words “Don’t Tread on Me,” and a plethora of US flags. Other banners, however, display arcane images and symbols, such as a black flag with a red 14/88—signifying the fourteen words in the racist credo “We must secure the existence of our people and a future for white children,” and the eighty-eight signifying the initials for “Heil Hitler”—or a bloodred flag displaying the arrow cross, a symbol derived from the eponymous Hungarian fascist group active during the Second World War.

The demonstrators and their racist messages shock Hayley and other passersby, who stop to gawk at the parade of white supremacists. Relishing the attention, several of the demonstrators begin to chant slogans embraced by their tribe. “Jews will not replace us!” “Unite the right!” “White lives matter!” And, most distressingly, “USA! USA! USA!”

The demonstrators converge where Twenty-First Street NW ends at Constitution Avenue NW and then swing left, streaming along the Mall, toward the Washington Monument. A mile-and-a-half farther east, the US Capitol Building looms. Hayley remains on the north side of the avenue, moving in the same direction as the demonstrators’ growing throng. Even from across the street, she can see that many of them carry baseball bats, ax handles, hockey sticks, and metal batons, similar to the one used against the Sri Lankan endocrinologist. Their numbers are astounding—especially given the MPD detective’s lack of concern—and increase with every block as the group draws nearer to the Mall’s midway point at the Washington Monument.

Not even the crowds of demonstrators streaming east on Constitution Avenue prepare Hayley for the sight that confronts her as she crosses Seventeenth Street. Gathering on the Washington Monument Grounds is a mob that must number in the tens of thousands. From her vantage point across Constitution Avenue, the deeper state operative can’t begin to see the crowd’s boundaries. Racist flags and banners flutter and snap in the wind, joined by the red, white, and blue US standard.

As if the protestors’ conquest of the city is complete.

The stage from which a speaker harangues the assembled throng is positioned in the shadow of the great obelisk, facing north, as if a direct, in-your-face affront to the one-mile-distant White House and its present occupant. Hayley thinks she recognizes the woman onstage as a second-term member of the House of Representatives. The speech is incendiary, a compilation of grievances on a central theme that suggests the nation’s representatives in Congress are undermining the will of the people.

As she pauses to listen to the speech booming from a stack of PA speakers arrayed on either side of the stage, Hayley struggles to comprehend the reality of the situation. Why would a member of Congress attack the very legislative body of which she is a member? And who in the National Park Service issued a permit to a group with such blatant racist leanings?

How is this even happening?
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CHAPTER TWO

— THEY MUST THINK I’M A CRAZY PERSON —

10:23 A.M. AFTER watching the demonstration on the Mall for fifteen minutes, Hayley continues walking east on Constitution Avenue. The mob’s mood, agitated and primed for violence, has unsettled her. Angry denunciations of Congress are met with howls and angry calls for a violent response, a counterpoint to the flags and banners that wave cheerfully in the gentle breeze. As witnessed on her way from the hospital, Hayley sees that many demonstrators hold improvised weapons. How many of them carry firearms inside their jacket pockets and backpacks? The deeper state operative has witnessed violence of many diverse forms in her twenty-seven years; growing up in Lincoln County, West Virginia, was a master-level course in the viciousness of life. But nothing quite prepared Hayley Chill for the shock and awe caused by the mob’s nationalistic hysteria.

Questions nag at Hayley as she walks at a brisk pace toward the grand domed edifice that looms from its perch on Capitol Hill. Why aren’t more law enforcement personnel on-site? Hayley could count on one hand the number of MPD and US Capitol Police officers she sees watching from the fringes of the demonstration. Given the demonstrators’ proclivities and their level of agitation, why aren’t the authorities taking the situation more seriously? And, again, who issued these people a permit to gather?

It’s as if someone wants a riot to occur.

Reaching the Capitol Grounds at Third Street, Hayley observes that authorities have made at least some minimal preparations to protect the hallowed building and the nation’s business conducted within its walls. USCP has erected steel “bike-rack” barricades at all entry points into the grounds of the fifty-eight-acre park surrounding the building, manned by uniformed officers wearing bicycle helmets. No riot-control presence. No backup from Metro Police.

At present, the situation is quiet. Peaceful even. Few of the protestors have left the demonstration at the Washington Monument, one and a half miles to the west. The Capitol Police officers standing guard at the barriers appear bored, idly scrolling on their phones.



HAYLEY ENTERS THE building through the visitor center located beneath the East Front Plaza. Admission to the building is temporarily closed to the general public because of the demonstration on the Mall, another security measure of absolute necessity. A Capitol Hill staffer meets Hayley in the deserted reception hall with a laminated visitor’s pass.

Connor Thompson is a twenty-eight-year-old graduate of Reed College in Portland, Oregon, who wrote his undergraduate thesis on Marx’s preference for Epicurus over Democritus in the great political thinker’s doctoral dissertation. Something about a “philosophy of internal relations.” Thompson’s tragic premature hair loss has not slowed him one iota in a fast and furious race to climb atop the young DC social set. With generous compassion, a lightning grin, and a wealth of insider knowledge, Connor Thompson is considered a prized lunch date by anyone eager for the latest Capitol Hill gossip.

They were set up by a mutual acquaintance several months after Hayley first arrived in town. But after a few drinks and a single haphazard hookup, they decided to be friends, free of the slightest recriminations. Thompson will take to his grave the secret of his eternal regret that he failed to ignite in Hayley Chill stronger emotions than mere fondness.

The deeper state operative remains shaken by the vicious attack on the GW doctor and all that she has witnessed since.

“My God, have you seen what’s happening out there?”

“Natives getting restless?” asks Thompson.

“ ‘Restless’? I’m not sure that’s the right word to describe it.”

He shrugs, unconcerned. His nonchalance irks Hayley.

“Connor, twenty-five thousand white supremacists are gathered on the Mall, a thirty-minute stroll from the Capitol, screaming for the house leader’s head.”

The elevator doors ding open.

He is busy checking messages on his phone. “Someone’s taking care of it.”

Hayley seethes as they ride the elevator to the third floor. She has encountered this tendency in her friend before, a failure to find interest in ideas and issues that don’t originate with him. Raised as an only child by two lavishly compensated corporate attorneys in San Francisco, the young man is hamstrung, ironically, by his enormous privilege. Hayley has never held this arrogance against Connor Thompson, but today is different. His roguish charm feels trivial to her and out of place.

A sense of foreboding persists. Hayley cannot comprehend why no one shares her concern. She considers calling Andrew Wilde but recognizes the situation requires a far more immediate, on-the-ground response than what Publius can provide.

Thompson stops at one of the doors that leads into the Senate gallery.
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