
        
            
                
            
        

    


Op-Center 6 State Of Siege

By Tom Clancy And Steve Pieczenik

United Nations--The Security Council Put The Final Touches

Yesterday On A Written Demand That Iraq Co-Operate With

International Arms Inspectors-But Threatens No Force If

Baghdad Fails To Comply. Associated Press, November 5, 


1998

Prologue Kampong Thorn, Cambodia 1993

She Died While He Held Her Under A Bril iant Dawn. Her

Eyelids Closed Softly, A Faint Breath Rose From Her Delicate

Throat, And Then She Was Gone. Hang Sary Looked Down At

The Pale Face Of The Young Woman. He Looked At The Grass

And Dirt In Her Wet Hair And The Cuts In Her Forehead And

Across Her Nose. 

He Felt Revulsion When He Saw The Red Lipstick On Her

Mouth, The Rouge That Had Smeared Across Her Cheek, And

The Charcoal-Gray Mascara That Had Run From Her Eyes To

Her Ears. This Wasn't How It Was Supposed To Be. Not Even

Here, In A Land Where The Concept Of Innocence Was As

Foreign As The Dream Of Peace. Phum Sary Should Not Have

Died So Young, And She Should Not Have Died Like This. 

No One Should Die Like This, Lying In A Windy Rice Field, The

Cool Water Muddy-Red With Their Blood. But At Least Phum

Had Died Knowing Who It Was That Held Her In His Arms. At

Least She Didn't Die As She'd Probably Lived Most Of Her

Life, Alone And Uncherished. And Though The Search That

Hang Had Never Quite Abandoned Was Over, He Knew That

Another Was About To Begin. 

Hang's Knees Were Raised And His Sister's Head Was In His

Lap. He Lightly Touched The Cold Tip Of Her Nose, The Fine

Line Of Her Jaw, Her Round Mouth. A Mouth That Always Used

To Smile, Regardless Of What She Was Doing. The Girl Felt So

Smal  And Fragile. He Pul ed Her Arms From The Water And

Laid Them On The Waist Of Her Tight Blue Lame Dress. He

Cuddled Her Closer. He Wondered If Anyone Had Held Her

Like This In Ten Years. 

Had She Lived This Horrible Life The Entire Time? Had She

Final y Had Enough And Decided That Death Was Preferable? 

Hang's Long Face Tightened As He Thought About Her Life. 

Then It Exploded In Tears. How Could He Have Been So Near

And Not Have Known It? 

He And Ty Had Been In The Vil age, Undercover, For Nearly A

Week. Could He Ever Forgive Himself For Not Having Seen

Her In Time To Save Her? Poor Ty Would Be Inconsolable

When She Learned Who This Was. Ty Had Been In The Camp

Reconnoitering, Trying To Find Out Who Was Behind This. She

Had Radioed Hang To Let Him Know That One Of The Women

Had Apparently Tried To Escape Shortly Before Sunrise, When

The Watch Changed. She'd Been Chased And Shot. Phum Had

Taken The Bul et In The Side. 

She'd Probably Run, Then Walked Until She Could No Longer

Move. Then She Must Have Lain Down Here To Look At The

Waning Night Sky. Phum Used To Look At The Sky A Great

Deal When She Was A Little Girl. Ty Wondered If That Sky, The

Memories Of A Better Time, Had Given His Little Sister Any

Peace At The End. Hang Slipped His Trembling Fingers

Through His Sister's Long, Black Hair. He Heard Splashing In

The Distance. That Would Be Ty. He'd Radioed His Partner

That He'd Spotted The Girl And Saw Her Go Down. She Said

She'd Be There Within A Half Hour. They Had Been Hoping, At

Least, That She Could Give Them A Name, Help Them Break

The Monstrous Union That Was Destroying So Many Young

Lives. 

But That Didn't Happen. Seeing Him, Phum Only Had The

Strength To Say His Name. She Died With Her Brother's Name

And The Hint Of A Smile On Her Bright Red Lips, Not The

Name Of The Creature Who Had Done This. Ty Arrived And

Looked Down. Dressed Like A Local Peasant, She Stood

There With The Wind Whispering Around Her. 

And Then She Gasped. She Knelt Beside Hang And Put Her

Arms Around Him. Neither Of Them Moved Or Spoke For

Several Minutes. Then, Slowly, Hang Stood With His Sister's

Body In His Arms. He Carried Her Back Toward The Old Station

Wagon That Served As His Field Outpost. He Knew They

Shouldn't Leave Kampong Thorn Now. Not When They Were

So Close To Getting What They Needed. But He Had To Take

His Sister Home. That Was Where She Should Be Laid To

Rest. The Sun Quickly Warmed And Then Baked His Damp

Back. Ty Opened The Back Of The Station Wagon And Spread

A Blanket Amid The Cartons. Inside The Boxes Were Weapons

And Radio Equipment, Maps And Lists, And A Powerful

Incendiary Device. Hang Wore The Remote Trigger Hooked

Around His Belt. If They Were Ever Caught, He Would Destroy

Everything In The Car. Then He Would Use The .357 Smith And

Wesson He Carried To Take His Own Life. Ty Would Do

Likewise. With Ty's Help, Hang Placed The Body Of His Sister

On The Blanket. Gently, He Folded Her Inside. Before Leaving, 

He Looked Out Across The Field. It Had Been Made Sacred

With Her Blood. But The Land Would Not Be Clean Until It Was

Washed With The Blood Of Those Who Had Done This. 

It Would Be. However Long It Took, He Vowed That It Would Be. 

Paris, France Monday, 6:13 A.M. 

Seven Years Ago, During Training For Service With Untac --

The United Nations Transitional Authority In Cambodia-Brash, 

Adventuresome Lieutenant Reynold Downer Of The Ilthst28Th

Battalion, The Royal Western Australia Regiment, Learned That

There Were Three Conditions That Had To Be Met Before A

United Nations Peace-Keeping Operation Could Be Sent To

Any Nation. It Wasn't Something He'd Ever Wondered About Or

Wanted To Be A Part Of, But The Commonwealth Of Australia

Felt Differently. 

First, The Fifteen Member Nations Of The Un Security Council

Had To Approve The Operation And Its Parameters In Detail. 

Second, Since The United Nations Does Not Have An Army, 

Member Nations Of The General Assembly Had To Agree To

Contribute Troops As Wel  As A Force Commander, Who Was

Put In Charge Of Deployment And Execution Of The

Multinational Army. Third, The Warring Nations Had To Consent

To The Presence Of The Pko. 

Once There, The Peacekeepers Had Three Goals. 

The First Was To Establish And Enforce A Cease-Fire While

The Warring Parties Sought Peaceful Solutions. The Second

Was To Create A Buffer Zone Between The Hostile Factions. 

And The Third Was To Maintain The Peace. This Included Mil

Itary Action When Necessary, De-Mining The Terrain So

Civilians Could Return To Homes And To Food And Water

Supplies, And Also Providing Humanitarian Assistance. 

Al  Of That Was Careful y Explained To The Light Infantry Troops

During Two Weeks Of Training At Irwin Barracks, Stubbs

Terrace, Karrakatta. Two Weeks That Consisted Of Learning

Local Customs, Politics, Language, Water Purification, And

How To Drive Slowly, With One Eye On The Dirt Roads, So You

Didn't Run Over A Mine. Also Learning Not To Blush When You

Caught A Glimpse Of Yourself In A Powder Blue Beret And

Matching Ascot. 

When The Un Indoctrination Was Done-"The Gelding," As His

Commanding Officer Quite Accurately Described It--The

Australian Contingent Was Spread Among The Eighty-Six

Cantonment Sites In Cambodia. 

Australia's Own Lieutenant General John M. Sanderson Was

Force Commander Of The Entire Untac Operation, Which

Lasted From March 1992 To September 1993. 

The Untac Mission Was Careful y Designed To Avoid Armed

Conflict. Un Soldiers Weren't Supposed To Shoot Unless Fired

Upon, And Only Then Without Escalating The Hostilities. The

Deaths Of Any Enlisted Personnel Were To Be Investigated By

The Local Police, Not By The Military. Human Rights Were To

Be Encouraged Through Education, Not Force. Apart From

Serving As A Buffer, Distributing Food And Offering Health

Care Were The Pko's Top Priorities. To Downer, Being In The

Field Seemed Less Like A Military Operation Than A Carnival. 

Come On, You Warring Or Downtrodden Third World Peoples. 

Get Your Bread Here, Your Penicil in, Your Clean Water. The

Circus Feeling Was Enhanced By Tents That Were Topped

With Colorful Banners And Local Gawkers Who Weren't Sure

What To Make Of It Al . Though Many Of Them Took What Was

Offered, They Looked Like They Wished It Would Just Go

Away. 

Violence Was An Expected And Understood Part Of Their Daily

Lives. Outsiders Were Not. 

There Was So Little To Do In Cambodia That Colonel Ivan

Georgiev, A High-Ranking Officer In The Bulgarian People's

Army, Organized A Prostitution Ring. They Were Protected By

Officers Of Pol Pot's Renegade National Army Of Democratic

Kampuchea, Who Needed Foreign Currency To Buy Arms And

Supplies And Were Paid 25 Percent Of The Take. Georgiev

Ran The Ring From Tents Erected Behind His Command Post. 

Local Girls Came For What Were Supposed To Be Radio

Untac Language Courses And Stayed For An Infusion Of

Foreign Currency. That Was Where Downer First Met Both

Georgiev And Major Ishiro Sazanka. 

Georgiev Said That The Soldiers Of Japan And Australia Were

His Best Customers, Though The Japanese Tended To Get

Rough With The Girls And Had To Be Watched. "Polite

Sadists," The Bulgarian Had Cal ed Them. Downer's Uncle

Thomas, Who Had Fought The Japanese As Part Of The 7Th

Australian Division In The Southwest Pacific, Would Have

Quarreled With That Description. He Didn't Find The Japanese

At Al  Polite. 

Downer Helped To Recruit New "Language Students" For The

Tents, While Georgiev's Other Aides Found Different Ways Of

Getting Girls To Work For Them--Including Kidnapping. The

Khmer Rouge Helped Gather New Girls Whenever Possible. 

Except For This Sideline, Downer Found Cambodia A Bore. 

The United Nations Guidelines Were Too Soft, Too Restrictive. 

As He'd Learned Growing Up On The Docks Of Sydney, There

Was Only One Guideline That Mattered. Did Some Son Of A

Bitch Deserve A Bul et In The Head? If He Did, Pul  The Trigger

And Go Home. If He Didn't, What The Hel  Were You Doing

There? 

Downer Took A Last Swal ow Of Coffee And Pushed The Heavy

Mug Back Along The Vinyl-Covered Card Table. 

The Coffee Was Good, Black And Bitter, The Way He Drank It In

The Field. It Made Him Feel Energized, Ready To Act. Maybe

That Wasn't A Good Idea, Here And Now, Where There Was

Nothing To Act Against. But He Liked The Feeling Anyway. 

The Australian Looked At The Watch On His Sun-Darkened

Wrist. Where The Hel  Were They? 

The Group Was Usual y Back By Eight O'clock. How Long Did It

Take To Make A Videotape Of Something They'd Videotaped

Six Times Already? 

The Answer Was That It Took As Long As Captain Vandal

Needed It To Take. Vandal Was In Charge Of This Phase Of

The Operation. And If The French Officer Weren't So Efficient, 

None Of Them Would Be Here. Vandal Was The One Who Got

Them Al  Into The Country, Had Acquired The Hardware, Had

Supervised The Recon, And Would Get Them Out Of Here So

They Could Start Phase Two Of The Operation, Which Would

Be Run By Georgiev. 

Downer Fished A Graham Cracker From An Open Box And

Snapped At It Impatiently. The Taste, The Crispness, Brought

Him Back To His Arms Training In The Outback, The Unit Lived

On These Things There. He Looked Around The Smal , Dark

Apartment As He Chewed. 

His Soft Blue Eyes Moved From The Kitchen On The Right To

The Tv Across The Room To The Front Door. Vandal Had

Rented This Place Over Two Years Before. The Frenchman

Admitted That Luxury Was Not A Consideration. 

The One-Room, First-Floor Flat Was Located On A Crooked

Little Street Just Off The Boulevard De La Bastil e, Not Far

From The Large Bureau De Poste. 

Apart From The Location, The Only Thing That Was Important

Was That They Be On The First Floor Of The Building For A

Window Escape If Necessary. As Vandal Had Promised When

The Five Of Them Pooled Their Savings For This Operation, 

He Would Spend Extravagantly Only On Forged Documents, 

Surveil ance Gear, And Weapons. 

As The Tal , Powerful y Built Downer Brushed Crumbs From His

Faded Blue Jeans, He Glanced At The Oversized Duffel Bags

Lying In A Row Between The Tv And The Window. He Was

Baby-Sitting The Five Lumpy Bags Fil ed With Weapons. 

Vandal Had Done His Job There. Ak-47'S, Hand-Guns, Tear

Gas, Grenades, A Rocket Launcher. Al  Of Them Unmarked

And Untraceable, Bought Through Chinese Arms Dealers The

Frenchman Had Met While The Pko Was In Cambodia. God

Bless The United Nations, Downer Thought. Tomorrow Morning, 

Shortly After Dawn, The Men Would Load The Bags Onto The

Truck They'd Bought. 

Vandal And Downer Would Drop Sazanka, Georgiev, And

Barone At The Factory Helipad And Then Time Their Departure

So Everyone Could Meet Again Later At The Target. The Target, 

Downer Thought. So Ordinary Yet So Vital To The Rest Of The

Operation. The Australian's Eyes Returned To The Table. There

Was A White Ceramic Bowl Sitting Beside The Phone. The

Bowl Was Fil ed With Black Paste-Burned Diagrams And

Notes Soaked In Tap Water. The Notes Contained Everything

From Calculations About Approximate Tail Winds And Head

Winds At One Thousand Feet Up At Eight In The Morning To

Traffic Flow To The Police Presence On The Seine. Ashes

Could Stil  Be Deciphered; Wet Ashes Were Useless. Just One

More Stinking Day Of This, He Told Himself. When The Rest Of

The Team Returned, There'd Be One More Afternoon Of

Studying Videotapes, Making Sure They Had Everything

Covered For This Phase Of The Operation. 

One More Night Of Drawing Maps For This Part Of The

Operation, Then Calculating Flight Times, Bus Schedules, 

Street Names, And The Location Of Arms Dealers In New York

For The Next Phase. Just To Make Sure They'd Memorized

Them Al . And Then There'd Be One More Dawn Of Burning

Everything They'd Written So The Police Would Never Find It

Here Or In The Trash. 

Downer's Eyes Drifted Across The Room To The Sleeping

Bags On The Floor. They Sat In Front Of A Sofa, The Only Other

Piece Of Furniture In The Room. There Was A Big Window Fan

In The Room's Only Window, And It Had Been Running

Constantly During This Heat Wave. Vandal Assured Him That

The Hundred-Plus Temperatures Were Good For The Plan. The

Target Was Vented, Not Air-Conditioned, And The Men Inside

Were Going To Be A Little More Sluggish Than Usual. Not Like

Us, Downer Thought. He And His Teammates Had A Goal. 

Downer Thought Of The Four Other Ex-Soldiers Who Were

Involved In The Project. He'd Met Them Al  In Phnom Penh, And

Each Of Them Had A Very Different, Very Personal Reason For

Being Here. A Key Rattled In The Front Door. Downer Reached

For His Type 64 Silenced Pistol, Tucked In A Holster Hanging

From The Back Of The Wooden Chair. He Gently Pushed The

Graham Cracker Box Aside So He Had A Clear Shot At The

Door. He Remained Seated. The Only Person Other Than

Vandal Who Had A Key Was The Superintendent. In The Three

Times Downer Had Stayed At The Apartment During The Past

Year, The Old Man Only Came By When He Was Cal edand

Sometimes Not Even Then. If It Were Any One Else, They Didn't

Belong Here, And They'd Die. Downer Half-Hoped It Was

Someone He Didn't Know. He Was In The Mood To Pul  The

Trigger. 

The Door Opened And Etienne Vandal Walked In. 

His Longish Brown Hair Was Slicked Back And He Was

Wearing Sunglasses, A Video Camera Carrying Case Slung

Casual y Over His Left Shoulder. He Was Fol owed By The

Bald, Barrel-Chested Georgiev, The Short And Swarthy Barone, 

And The Tal , Broad-Shouldered Sazanka. Al  Of The Men Were

Wearing Touristy T-Shirts And Blue Jeans. They Also Wore The

Same, Flat Expressions. 

Sazanka Shut The Door. He Shut It Quietly, Politely. Downer

Sighed. He Slipped The Firearm Back In Its Hol-Ster. "How'd It

Go?" The Australian Asked. Downer's Voice Was Stil  Rich With

The Tight Gutturals Of Western New South Wales. 

"Ewed Ih Gow?" Barone Said, Mimicking The Australian's Thick Accent. 

"Stop That," Vandal Told Him. 

"Yes, Sir," Barone Replied. He Threw The Officer A Casual

Salute And Frowned At Downer. 

Downer Didn't Like Barone. The Cocky Little Man Had

Something None Of The Other Men Possessed: An Attitude. He

Acted As Though Everyone Were A Potential Enemy, Even His

Al ies. Barone Also Had A Good Ear. He'd Worked As A

Custodian At The American Embassy When He Was A

Teenager And Had Lost Most Of His Accent. The One Thing

That Kept Downer From Lashing Out At The Younger Man Was

They Both Knew That If The Little Uruguayan Ever Crossed The

Line Too Far, The Six-Foot-Four-Inch Australian Could And

Would Pul  Him In Two. Vandal Put The Case On The Table And

Popped The Tape From The Camera. He Walked Over To The

Tv. 

"I Think The Surveil ance Went Fine," Vandal Said. "The Traffic Patterns Appear To Be The Same As They Were Last Week. 

But We'l  Compare The Tapes, Just To Make Sure." "For The

Last Time, I Hope," Barone Said. "We Al  Hope," Downer Said. 

"Yes, But I'm Anxious To Move," The Twenty-Nine-Year-Old

Officer Said. He Did Not Say Where He Wanted To Move. A

Group Of Foreigners Meeting In A Rundown Flat Never Knew

Who Might Be Eavesdropping. Sazanka Sat Silently On The

Sofa And Untied His Nikes. He Massaged His Thick Feet. 

Barone Tossed Him A Bottled Water From The Refrigerator In

The Kitchenette. The Japanese Grunted His Thanks. 

Sazanka's Command Of English Was The Weakest, And He

Tended To Say Very Little. Downer Shared His Uncle's View Of

The Japanese, And Sazanka's Silence Made Him Happy. Ever

Since Downer Was A Child, Japanese Sailors, Tourists, And

Speculators Had Been Al  Over The Harbor In Sydney. If They

Didn't Act As Though They Owned It, They Acted As Though

One Day They Would. Unfortunately, Sazanka Could Fly A

Variety Of Aircraft. The Group Needed His Skil s. Barone

Handed A Bottle To Georgiev, Who Was Standing Behind Him. 

"Thank You," Georgiev Said. 

They Were The First Words Downer Had Heard The Bulgarian

Speak Since Dinner The Night Before-Even Though He Spoke

Nearly Perfect English, Having Worked For Almost Ten Years

As A Central Intel igence Agency Contact In Sofia. Georgiev

Hadn't Talked A Lot In Cambodia, Either. He'd Kept An Eye Out

For Their Khmer Rouge Contacts As Wel  As Undercover

Government Police Or Un Human Rights Observers. The

Bulgarian Preferred To Lis Ten, Even When Nothing Was Being

Discussed. Downer Wished He Himself Had The Patience For

That. Good Listeners Could Hear Things In Casual

Conversation, When People Had Their Guard Down, That Often

Proved Valuable. "Want One?" Barone Asked Vandal. The

Frenchman Shook His Head. 

Barone Looked At Downer. "I'd Offer You A Bottle, But I Know

You'd Refuse. You Like It Hot. 

Boiling." "Warm Beverages Are Better For You," Downer

Replied. "They Make You Sweat. Cleans The System." "As If We Don't Sweat Enough," Barone Commented. "I Don't," 

Downer Said. "And It's A Good Sensation. Makes You Feel

Productive. 

Alive." "When You're With A Lady, Sweating Is Great," Barone Said. "In Here, It's Self-Punishment." "That Can Be A Good Feeling, Too," Downer Said. 

"To A Psychotic, Maybe." Downer Grinned. "And Aren't We, Mate?" "Enough," Vandal Said As The Videotape Began To

Play. 

Downer Was A Talker, Too. In His Case, The Sound Of His Own

Voice Comforted Him. He Used To Talk Himself To Sleep When

He Was A Kid, Tel  Himself Stories To Drown Out The Sound Of

His Drunken Dockworker Father Slapping Around Whatever

Cheap Woman He Was With In Their Rickety Wooden

Apartment. Talking Was A Habit Downer Never Gave Up. 

Barone Walked Into The Room. He Popped The Seal On His

Own Water Bottle, Chugged It Down In A Long Swal ow, Then

Pul ed Up A Chair And Sat Beside Downer. He Snatched A

Graham Cracker And Chomped It Down As They Al  Watched

The Nineteen-Inch Tv Set. He Leaned Toward Downer. 

"I Don't Like What You Said," Barone Whispered. 

"A Psychotic Is Irrational. I Am Not." "If You Say So." "Ah Dew, Was Barone Said, Imitating Downer, This Time With An Edge. 

Downer Let It Go. Unlike Barone, He Realized That He Only

Needed The Man's Skil s, Not His Approval. 

The Men Watched The Twenty-Minute Tape Through Once, 

Then Watched It Again. Before Watching It A Third Time, Vandal

Joined Downer And Barone At The Rickety Table. Barone Had

Gotten Himself Focused. 

He Was A Former Revolutionary Who Had Helped Found The

Short-Lived Consejo De Seguridad Nacional, Which Had

Ousted The Corrupt President Bordaberry. His Expertise Was

Explosives. Downer's Experience Was Firearms, Rockets, And

Hand-To-Hand Combat. Sazanka Flew. 

Georgiev Had The Contacts To Obtain Whatever They Needed

Through The Black Market, Which Was Tapped Into Al  The

Resources Of " The Former Soviet Union, Its Clients In The

Middle And Far East, And In The United States. Georgiev Had

Recently Returned From New York, Where He Spent Time

Arranging For Weapons Through A Khmer Rouge Arms

Supplier And Working With His Intel igence Contact, Going

Over The Target Itself. Al  Of That Would Be Needed During The

Second Part Of The Operation. 

But Part Two Was Not On Their Minds Right Now. First Part

One Had To Succeed. Together, The Three Men Single-Framed

Through The Tape, Making Sure That The Explosion They

Planned Would Get Them Through The Target Zone Without

Destroying Anything Else. After Spending Four Hours On The

Tape And The Rest Of The Afternoon Meeting In The Field With

Vandal's Local Contacts To Review The Truck, Helicopter, And

Other Equip Ment They'd Be Using Here, The Team Ate At A

Sidewalk Cafe. Then They Returned To The Room To Rest. 

As Anxious As The Men Were, They Al  Slept. 

They Had To. Tomorrow, They Would Begin To Inaugurate A

New Era In International Relations. 

One That Would Not Only Change The World By Cal ing

Attention'to A Big Lie But Would Also Make Them Rich. 

As Downer Lay On Top Of His Sleeping Bag, He Enjoyed The

Gentle Breeze Of The Open Window. He Pictured Himself

Being Somewhere Else. His Own Island, Perhaps. Maybe Even

His Own Country. And He Calmed Himself By Listening To The

Voice In His Head Tel ing Him Al  The Things He Could Do With

His Share Of Two Hundred And Fifty Mil ion Dol ars. 

Two Andrews Air Force Base, Maryland Sunday, 12:10 A.M. 

When He'd Ended His Tenure As The Mayor Of Los Angeles, 

Paul Hood Decided That Cleaning Out One's Desk Was A

Misnomer. 

What You Were Real y Doing Was Mourning, Just Like At A

Funeral. You Were Remembering The Good And The Sad, The

Bittersweet And The Rewards, The Accomplishments And The

Unfinished Business, The Love And Sometimes The Hate. 

The Hate, He Thought, His Hazel Eyes Narrowing. 

He Was Ful  Of It Now, Though He Wasn't Sure At Whom Or

What Or Why. Hate Wasn't The Reason He'd Resigned As The

First Director Of Op- Center, The U.S. Government's Elite

Crisis Management Team. He'd Done That To Spend More

Time With His Wife, His Daughter, And His Son. To Keep His

Family Intact. But He Was Ful  Of It Just The Same. 

At Sharon? He Wondered Suddenly, Half-Ashamed. Are You

Mad At Your Wife For Making You Choose? 

He Tried To Sort Through That As He Cleaned Out His Desk, 

Dropping Declassified Memories Into A Cardboard Box--The

Classified Files And Even Personal Letters Therein Had To

Stay. He Couldn't Believe He'd Only Been Here Two And One-

Half Years. That Wasn't A Long Time Compared To Many Jobs. 

But He'd Worked Cockpit-Close With The People Here And He

Was Going To Miss Them. There Was Also What His

Intel igence Chief Bob Herbert Once Described As "A

Pornographic Excitement" In The Work. Lives, Sometimes

Mil ions Of Them, Were Affected By The Wise Or Instinctive Or

Occasional y Desperate Decisions He And His Team Had

Made Here. 

It Was Like Herbert Had Said. Hood Never Felt Like A God

Making Those Decisions. He Felt Like An Animal. Every Sense

Hair-Trigger Alert, Nervous Energy At A High Boil. 

He Was Going To Miss Those Feelings, Too. He Opened A

Smal  Plastic Box That Held A Paper Clip General Sergei Orlov

Had Given Him. Orlov Was The Head Of The Russian Op-

Center, A Facility Code-Named Mirror Image. 

Op-Center Had Helped Mirror Image Prevent Renegade

Russian Officers And Politicians From Throwing Eastern

Europe Into War. The Paper Clip Had A Fiber-Thin Microphone

Inside. It Had Been Used By Colonel Leonid Rossky To Spy On

Potential Rivals Of Minister Of The Interior Nikolai Dogin, One

Of The Organizers Of The War Effort. 

Hood Put The Plastic Box In The Cardboard Carton And

Looked At A Smal , Black Piece Of Twisted Metal. The Shard

Was Stiff And Light, The Ends Bubbled And Charred. It Was

Part Of The Skin Of A North Korean Nodong Missile It Had

Melted When Op-Center's Military Unit, Striker, Destroyed The

Weapon Before It Could Be Launched At Japan. Hood's

Second-In-Command, General Mike Rodgers, Had Brought

The Fragment Back For Him. 

My Second-In-Command, Hood Thought. 

Technical y, Hood Would Be On Vacation For Two Weeks

Before His Resignation Took Effect. Mike Would Be Acting

Director Until Then. Hood Hoped The President Would Give

Mike The Job Ful  Time After That. It Would Be A Terrible Blow

To Mike If He Didn't. 

Hood Picked Up The Nodong Fragment. It Was Like Holding A

Piece Of His Life. Japan Was Spared An Attack, One To Two

Mil ion Lives Saved. 

Several Lives Lost. This Memento And Others Like It Were

Passive, But The Memories They Triggered Were Anything But. 

He Put The Fragment Back In The Carton. The Hum Of Air

Coming From The Overhead Vents Seemed Unusual y Loud. 

Or Maybe The Office Was Just Unusual y Silent? The Night

Crew Was On, And The Phone Wasn't Ringing. Footsteps

Weren't Coming To Or From His Door. Hood Quickly Went

Through The Other Memories Tucked In The Top Drawer Of His

Desk. 

There Were Postcards From The Kids When They Vacationed

At Grandma's--Not Like This Last Time, When His Wife Took

Them There While She Decided Whether Or Not To Leave Him. 

There Were Books He'd Read On Airplanes With Notes

Scribbled In The Margins, Things He Had To Remember To Do

When He Got Where He Was Going Or When He Returned. 

And There Was A Brass Key From The Hotel In Hamburg, 

Germany, Where He Bumped Into Nancy Jo Bosworth, A

Woman He'd Loved And Planned To Marry. Nancy Had Walked

Out Of His Life Over Twenty Years Before Without An

Explanation. 

Hood Held The Brass Key In His Palm. He Resisted The Urge

To Slip It Into His Pocket, Feel Like He Was Back At The Hotel, 

Just For A Moment. 

Instead, Hood Placed The Key In The Box. 

Returning To The Girl, Even In Memory, Who'd Walked Out Of

His Life, Wasn't Going To Help Save His Family. 

Hood Shut The Top Drawer. He'd Told Sharon That He Would

Take Her On One Big Last-Night Of Having-An- Expense-

Account Dinner, And There Was No Excuse To Miss It. He'd

Already Said His Last Good-Byes To The Office Workers, And

The Senior Staff Had Thrown Him A Surprise Party That

Afternoon--Even Though It Wasn't Much Of A Surprise. When

Intel igence Chief Bob Herbert Had E-Mailed Everyone The

Time And Date, He'd Forgotten To Remove Hood's E-Mail

Address From His List. Paul Had Pretended To Be Surprised

When He Walked Into The Conference Room. He Was Just

Glad That Herbert Didn't Make Mistakes Like That As A Rule. 

Hood Opened The Bottom Drawer. 

He Took Out His Personal Address Book, The Crossword

Puzzle Cd-Rom He'd Never Gotten To Use, And The Scrapbook

Of Daughter Harleigh's Violin Recitals. He'd Missed Too Damn

Many Of Those. The Four Of Them Would Be Going To New

York At The End Of The Week So Harleigh Could Perform With

Other Young Washington Virtuosi At A Function For United

Nations Ambassadors. 

Ironical y, They Were Celebrating A Major Peace Initiative In

Spain, Where Op-Center Had Been Involved In Helping To

Prevent A Civil War. 

Unfortunately, The Public-Parents Included-Were Not In- Vited. 

Hood Would Have Been Curious To See How The New

Secretary- General, Mala Chatterjee, Handled Her First Public

Affair. She Had Been Chosen After Secretary-General

Massimo Marcel o Manni Had Suffered A Fatal Heart Attack. 

Though The Young Woman Wasn't As Experienced As Other

Candidates, She Was Committed To The Struggle For Human

Rights Through Peaceful Means. 

Influential Nations Like The United States, Germany, And

Japan--Which Saw Her Strong Stand As A Means To Tweak

China-Helped Her Get The Appointment. 

Hood Left The Government Phone Directory, A Monthly

Terminology Bul etin--The Latest Names Of Nations And Their

Leaders-And A Thick Book Of Military Acronyms. Unlike

Herbert And General Rodgers, Hood Had Never Served In The

Military. 

He'd Always Felt Self-Conscious About Never Having Risked

His Life In The Service, Especial y When He Had To Send

Striker Into The Field. But, As Op-Center's Fbi Liaison Darrel

Mccaskey Once Pointed Out, "That's Why We Cal  This A

Team. Everyone Brings Different Skil s To The Table." Hood

Paused When He Came To A Stack Of Photos In The Bottom

Of The Drawer. He Removed The Rubber Band And Looked

Through Them. Among The Pictures Of Barbecues And Photo-

Ops With World Leaders Were Snapshots Of Striker's Private

Bass Moore, Of Striker Commander Lieutenant Colonel Charlie

Squires, And Of Op-Center's Political And Economic Liaison

Martha Mackal . Private Moore Died In North Korea, Lieutenant

Colonel Squires Lost His Life On A Mission In Russia, And

Martha Had Been Assassinated Just A Few Days Before On

The Streets Of Madrid Spain. Hood Replaced The Rubber

Band And Put The Stack Of Pictures In The Carton. 

He Closed The Last Drawer. He Picked Up His Wel -Worn City

Of Los Angeles Mousepad And Camp David Coffee Mug And

Placed Them In The Box. As He Did, He Noticed Someone

Standing To His Left, Just Outside The Open Office Door. 

"Need Any Help?" Hood Smiled Lightly. He Ran A Hand

Through His Wavy Black Hair. "No, But You Can Come In. What

Are You Doing Here So Late?" "Checking The Far Eastern

Newspaper Headlines For Tomorrow," She Said. 

"We've Got Some Disinformation Out There." "About?" "I Can't Tel  You," She Said. "You Don't Work Here Anymore." "Touchd," 

He Replied, Smiling. 

Ann Farris Smiled Back As She Walked Slowly Into The Office. 

The Washington Times Once Described Her As One Of The

Twenty-Five Most Eligible Young Divorcees In The Nation's

Capital. 

Nearly Six Years Later, She Stil  Was. 

Op-Center's Five-Foot-Seven-Inch-Tal  Press Liaison Was

Wearing A Tight Black Skirt And White Blouse. Her Dark Rust

Eyes Were Large And Warm, And They Softened The Anger

Hood Was Feeling. 

"I Promised Myself I Wasn't Going To Bother You," The Tal , 

Slender Woman Said. 

"But Here You Are." "Here I Am." "And It's Not A Bother," He Added. 

Ann Stopped Beside The Desk And Looked Down At Him. Her

Long, Brown Hair Fel  Along Her Face And Over The Front Of

Her Shoulders. Looking At Her Eyes And Smile, Hood Was

Reminded Of Al  The Times During The Past Two And A Half

Years That She'd Encouraged Him, Helped Him, Made No

Secret That She Cared For Him. "I Didn't Want To Bother You," 

She Said, "But I Also Didn't Want To Say Good-Bye At A Party." 

"I Understand. I'm Glad You're Here." Ann Sat On The Edge Of The Desk. "What Are You Going To Do, Paul? Do You Think

You'l  Stay In D.C.?" "I Don't Know. I Was Thinking About Going Back To The Financial World," He Said. "I've Arranged To See A Few People After We Get Back From New York. If That

Doesn't Work Out, I Don't Know. Maybe I'l  Settle In Some Smal

Rural Town And Open An Accounting Practice. 

Taxes, Money Market, A Range Rover, And Raking Leaves. It

Wouldn't Be A Bad Life." "I Know. I Lived It." "And You Don't Think I Can." "I Don't Know," She Said. "What Are You Going To Do When The Children Are Gone? My Own Son's Scratching

On Teenagerhood And I'm Already Thinking About What I'l  Do

When He Leaves For Col ege." "What Wil  You Do?" Hood

Asked. 

"Unless Some Wonderful, Middle-Aged Guy With Black Hair

And Hazel Eyes Carries Me Off To Antigua Or Tonga?" She

Asked. "Yes," Hood Said, Flushing. "If That Doesn't Happen. 

"I'l  Probably Buy A House Somewhere In The Middle Of One Of

Those Islands And Write. Real Fiction. Not The Stuff I Give The

Washington Press Corps Every Day. There Are Some Stories I

Want To Tel ." The Former Political Reporter And One-Time

Press Secretary To Connecticut Senator Bob Kaufmann Did

Indeed Have Stories To Tel . 

Tales Of Spin-Doctoring, Affairs, And Back-Stabbing In The

Corridors Of Power. 

Hood Sighed. He Looked At His Depersonalized Desk. "I Don't

Know What I'l  Do. I've Got Some Personal Things To Work On." 

"With Your Wife, You Mean." "With Sharon," He Said Softly. "If I Succeed, Then The Future Wil  Take Care Of Itself." Hood Had

Made A Point Of Saying His Wife's Name Because It Made Her

Seem More Real, More Present. He Did That Because Ann

Was Pushing More Than Usual. This Would Be Her Last

Chance To Talk To Him Here, Where The Memories Of A Long, 

Close Professional Relationship, Of Triumph And Mourning, 

And Of Sexual. Tension Were Suddenly Very Vivid. 

"Can I Ask You Something?" Ann Said. "Sure." Her Eyes Lowered. So Did Her Voice. "How Long Wil  You Give It?" "How Long?" Hood Said Under His Breath. He Shook His Head. "I

Don't Know, Ann. I Real y Don't." He Looked At Her For A Long

Moment. "Now Let Me Ask You Something." "Sure," She Said. 

"Anything." Her Eyes Were Even Softer Than Before. He Didn't Understand Why He Was Doing This To Himself. "Why Me?" He

Asked. 

She Seemed Surprised. "Why Do I Care About You?" "Is That What This Is? Care?" "No," She Admitted Quietly. "Then Tel  Me Why," He Pressed. "It Isn't Obvious?" "No," He Said. "Governor Vegas. 

Senator Kaufmann. The President Of The United States. You've

Been Close To Some Of The Most Dynamic Men In The Nation. 

I'm Not Like Them. I Ran From The Arena, Ann." "No. You Left It," She Said. "There's A Difference. You Left Because You

Were Tired Of The Smears, Of The Political Correctness, Of

Having To Watch Every Word. Honesty Is Very Appealing, Paul. 

So Is Intel igence. So Is Keeping Cool When Al  Those

Charismatic Politicians And Generals And Foreign Leaders Are

Running Around Swinging Their Sabres." "Steady Paul Hood," 

He Said. 

"What's Wrong With That?" Ann Asked. 

"I Don't Know," Hood Said. He Stood And Picked Up The

Carton. "What I Do Know Is That Something's Wrong

Somewhere In My Life, And I Need To Find Out What It Is." Ann

Also Rose. "Wel , If You Need Any Help Looking For It, I'm

Available. If You Want To Talk, Have Coffee, Dinner Just Cal ." "I Wil ," Hood Smiled. "And Thanks For Stopping By.,, "Sure," 

She Said. 

He Motioned With The Carton For Ann To Go First. She Left

The Office Briskly, Without Looking Back. 

If There Was Sadness Or Temptation In Her Eyes, Hood Was

Spared Both. He Shut The Office Door Behind Him. It Closed

Gently But With A Solid, Final Click. 

As He Walked Past The Cubicles To The Elevator, Hood

Accepted Good Wishes From The Night Team. He Rarely Saw

Them, Since Bil  Abram And Curt Hardaway Ran Things After

Seven. There Were So Many Young Faces. So Many Go-

Getters. Steady Paul Hood Was Definitely Feeling Like An

Antique. 

Hopeful y, The Trip To New York Would Give Him Time To Think, 

Time To Try And Fix His Relationship With Sharon. He Reached

The Elevator, Stepped In, And Took A Last Look At The

Complex That Had Taken So Much Of His Time And Spirit-But

Had Also Given Him Those Adrenaline Jolts. There Was No

Point Lying To Himself: He Was Going To Miss It. Al  Of It. 

As The Door Shut, Hood Found Himself Getting Angry Again. 

Whether He Was Angry At What He Was Leaving Or What He

Was Going To, He Just Didn't Know. 

Op-Center Psychologist Liz Gordon Once Told Him That

Confusion Was A Term We'd Invented To Describe An Order Of

Things That Was Not Yet Understood. 

He Hoped So. He Truly Did. 

Three Paris, France Tuesday, 7:32 A.M. 

Every Section Of Paris Is Rich With Something, Be It History, 

Hotels, Museums, Monuments, Caf6'S, Shops, Markets, Or

Even Sunshine. Just Northeast Of The Seine, Beyond The Half-

Kilometer- Long Le Port De Plaisance De Paris De 1'Arsenal-

A Canal For Recreational Boating-Is A Region Rich With

Something A Little Different: Post Offices. There Are Two Of

Them A Few Blocks Apart On The Boulevard Diderot And A

Third Building Between Them, Just To The North. Other Post

Offices Are Scattered Throughout The District. Most Of Them

Derive The Bulk Of Their Business From The Tourists Who

Come To Paris Year Round. 

Each Morning At Five-Thirty, An Armored Truck Operated By

The Banque De Commerce Begins Its Rounds Of These Post

Offices. It Carries An Armed Driver And One Armed Guard Up

Front And Another Armed Guard In Back, Along With Postage

Stamps, Money Orders, And Postal Cards To Deliver To The

Five Post Offices. When It Completes Its Rounds, The Armored

Truck Is Carrying Canvas Sacks Loaded With The Counted, 

Banded Cash Col ected By Each Post Office The Day Before. 

Typical y, The Cash Is International Currency Equivalent To

Three-Quarters Of A Mil ion To One Mil ion U.S. Dol ars. The

Truck Fol ows The Same Route Every Day, Making Its Way

Northwest And Then Turning Up The Heavily Traveled Boulevard

De La Bastil e. 

Once The Armored Car Is Past The Place De La Bastil e, It

Deposits Its Cargo At. A Bank Building On The Boulevard

Richard Lenoir. The Policy Of The Banque De Commerce, Like

Many Armored Car Companies, Is To Adhere To The Same

Path Every Day. 

That Way, The Drivers Wil  Know The Route And Its Character

And Recognize Any Changes. If There's An Electrical Team

Working On A Streetlight Or A Road Crew Working On A

Pothole, The Driver Is Informed Ahead Of Time. A Two-Way

Radio Is Always Turned On In The Cab And Is Monitored By A

Dispatcher At The Banque De Commerce Office Across The

River On The Rue Cuvier Near The Jardin Des Plantes. 

The One Constant-Paradoxical y, The One Constant That

Always Changes-Is Traffic. The Men Watch From Behind

Bul etproof Windshields As Faster-Moving Cars And Trucks

Weave Around The Heavily Armored Four-Ton Vehicle. Along

Le Port De 1'Arsenal, Boat Traffic Is Also Constant, Mostly

Motorboats From Fourteen To Forty Feet In Length. 

They Come Here From The River So That Crews Can Dine, 

Rest, Take On Fuel, Or Undergo Repairs At The Docks. The

Men In The Armored Truck Did Not Notice Anything Unusual On

This Sunlit Morning Except For The Heat, Which Was Even

Worse Than It Had Been The Day Before. And It Wasn't Even

Eight A.M. 

Yet. Though Their Dark Gray Caps Were Hot And Snug, The

Men Wore Them To Keep The Sweat From Dripping Into Their

Eyes. The Driver Wore An Mr F1 Revolver; The Guard In The

Passenger's Seat And The Man In The Back Both Carried

Fama Assault Rifles. 

Traffic Was Heavy At This Hour, As Trucks Made Deliveries And

Smal  Cars Maneuvered To Get Around Them. 

None Of The Men In The Armored Car Thought Anything Was

Out Of The Ordinary When A Truck In Front Of Them Slowed To

Let A Citroen Pass. The Truck Was An Old Rig With Battered, 

Dirty-White Metal Siding And A Green Canvas Curtain In The

Back. The Driver's Eyes Drifted To The Left, Toward The Canal. 

"I Tel  You," He Said. "I Would Like To Be Out There Today On My Little Whaler. The Sun, The Rocking Of The Waves, The

Quiet." The Other Man's Eyes Snapped Over As Thecom Masts

And Trees Rushed By. "I'd Be Bored." "That's Because You Like To Hunt. Me? I'd Be Content To Sit In The Breeze With My

Cassette Player And Fishing-Was The Driver Swal owed The

Rest Of The Sentence And Frowned. Neither The Caps Not The

Weapons Nor The Open Radio Nor The Familiarity Of The

Route Mattered When The Old Truck In Front Stopped

Suddenly, And The Curtain In Back Was Pul ed Aside. 

A Man Stood In The Back. Another Man Walked Around From

The Passenger's Side. Both Wore Camouflage Uniforms, 

Bul etproof Vests, Gas Masks, Equipment Belts, And Thick

Rubber Gloves. Each Man Held A Shoulder-Mounted Rocket-

Propel ed Grenade Launcher. The Man In The Truck Leaned To

The Passenger's Side Slightly, Angling Himself So That The

Back Of The Rpg Was Facing Away From The Cab Of Their

Truck. The Other Man Stood On The Street, The Rpg Angled

Upward Slightly. 

The Guard In The Truck Reacted Immediately. 

"Emergency!" He Said Into The Open Microphone. 

"Two Masked Men In Truck, License 101763, Have Stopped In

Front Of Us. They Are Armed With Rocket Launchers." A

Heartbeat Later, The Men Fired. 

There Was A Faint Whoosh As Twin Spikes Of Yel ow Orange

Flame Shot From The Rear Of The Grenade Launchers. At The

Same Time, A Smooth, Steel Jacketed, Pear-Shaped

Projectile Rocketed From The Barrel Of Each Tube. The

Grenades Hit The Windshield On Either Side And Exploded. 

The Guard In The Passenger Seat Raised His Gun. 

"The Windshield Held!" The Guard Cried Triumphantly. The

Driver Looked Into The Right And Left Side Mirrors. Then He

Started To Nose To The Right, Into Oncoming Traffic.., 

"Attempting Evasive Maneuver To The North Lanes-Was He

Said. 

Suddenly, Both Men Screamed. 

High-End Bul etproof Glass, Made Of Plastic Laminate, Is

Designed To Withstand Even Close-Proximity Blasts From

Hand Grenades. It May Shatter In A Single-Hole Or Web

Pattern, But It'l  Hold Without Fragmentation For One Or

Possibly Two Assaults. After That, There Are No Guarantees. 

Whoever Is Behind The Glass-The Driver Of An Armored Car

Or Limousine, The Employee At A Bank, Prison, Parking Or

Transit Booth, Or Federal Office Building-Is Supposed To Cal

For Backup And Evacuate The Target Area If Possible. In The

Case Of An Armored Car, Even If The Occupants Can't Drive

Off, The Driver And Passenger Are Both Armed. In Theory, 

Once The Glass Is Breached, The Attackers Are Equal y At

Risk. But The Grenades That Had Been Fired From The Truck

Were Two- Chambered. 

The Front Chamber Contained An Explosive. 

The Larger Back Chamber, Which Was Shattered In The Blast, 

Contained Disulphuric Acid. 

The Windshield Had Broken The Same Way In Two Spots, A

Sunburst Pattern Caused By High-Velocity Fragmentation: A

Nearly Inch-Wide Crater At The Center With Filament-Thin

Cracks Radiating From It. Some Of The Acid Had Been Blown

Through The Hole, Splattering The Driver And Passenger In The

Face And Lap. The Rest Of The Acid Ate Through The Cracks

By Dissolving The Non-Chemical y Inert Polymers That Were A

Component Of The Glass. 

Etienne Vandal And Reynold Downer Slung The Grenade

Launchers Over Their Shoulders. Downer Jumped From The

Back As The Armored Car Slammed Into The Right Rear

Corner Of The Truck. The Truck Skidded To The Right, The

Armored Car To The Left, And Both Came To A Stop. Vandal

And Downer Jumped Onto The Hood Of The Armored Car. Al

They Had To Do Was Kick The Windshield To Knock It In. It

Came Apart Just As Vandal Had Said It Would. The Glass Was

Thicker And Heavier Than Downer Had Expected, And The

Acid Residue Caused The Rubber Heel Of His Boot To Smoke. 

But He Only Had A Moment To Think About That. 

The Australian Pul ed An Automatic From A Holster He Wore

On His Right Hip. He Was Standing On The Passenger's Side. 

As Cars In The Other Lanes Slowed And Watched And Then

Sped Away, Downer Fired A Single Shot Into The Forehead Of

The Guard. Vandal Did The Same On The Other Side. 

The Lone Guard In The Sealed Cargo Compartment Cal ed The

Dispatcher From His Own Secure Radio In The Back. 

Vandal Had Known He Would Do That Because, After Leaving

The Military With An Impeccable Record, The Lieutenant Had

Easily Landed Work As A Security Guard For The Banque De

Commerce Armored Cars. He Had Served On An Armored

Vehicle Just Like This One For Nearly Seven Months. Vandal

Also Knew That At This Point In The Journey, With Traffic As

Heavy As It Was, It Would Take The Police Emergency

Response Team At Least Ten Minutes To Get There, And That

Was More Than Enough Time To Finish The Job. 

From Studying The Videotapes, The Men Had Ascertained

That The Armor Used In The Cars Hadn't Changed In The

Months Since Vandal Had Left His Post. In The Military, 

Upgrades Of Vehicles Were Ongoing In Order To Keep Up With

New Ammunition Ranging From Armor-Piercing Plasma Jets

To More Powerful Land Mines, As Wel  As Strategic Needs

Such As Lighter Weight For Greater Speed And Mobility. 

However, The Private Sector Was Slower To Make Changes. 

Careful To Avoid The Acid That Was Stil  Burning Through The

Dashboard, Reynold Downer Slid Into The Cab. 

Between The Seats, On The Floor, Was A Deep, Narrow Wel

That Was Used To Store Extra Ammunition. It Was Accessible

From Both The Front And Back Of The Armored Car, Downer

Pushed The Dead Guard Against The Cab Door And Opened

The Panel That Accessed The Ammunition Chamber. Then He

Reached Down To His Belt And Removed A Smal  Chunk Of C-

4 From One Of The Pouches. He Snaked His Right Hand Into

The Wel , Fixed The C-4 To The Panel That Opened Into The

Rear Of The Van, And Plugged In A Smal  Timer. He Set It For

Fifteen Seconds, Then Dropped A Tear Gas Canister Behind It

And Shut The Door. Climbing Over The Dead Guard, He

Opened The Door And Stepped Onto The Roadway. While

Downer Was Doing That, Vandal Knelt On The Hood. He Took

A Pair Of Tin Shears From His Equipment Belt And Pul ed

Back The Driver's Right-Hand Sleeve. The Key That Unlocked

The Back Of The Van Was On A Metal Band Attached To The

Driver's Wrist. Vandal Pul ed The Man's Forearm Toward Him

And Snipped Through The Band. As He Did, The C-4

Exploded. It Not Only Ripped A Hole In The Rear Panel, It

Destroyed The Container Of Tear Gas. Though Some Of The

Gas Leaked Into The Cab, The Bulk Of It Poured Into The Back. 

Traffic Had Stopped Wel  Behind The Armored Car. 

The Road Was Clear And The Backup Would Slow Police Even

More. When Vandal Was Finished, He Slid From The Hood

And Joined Downer Around Back. Neither Man Spoke. There

Was Always A Chance That The Open Radio Would Pick Up

Their Voices. As Downer Stood Watch, Vandal Unlocked The

Door. Gas Rol ed Out As He Opened It, Along With The

Gasping Security Guard. He Had Tried To Get The Gas Mask

That Was Stored In A Chest In The Back. Unfortunately, The

Mask Had Been Placed There With The Expectation That A

Gas Strike Would Be Made Outside The Van, Not Inside. He

Never Reached The Chest, Let Alone The Mask. The Guard Hit

The Asphalt And Downer Stomped Hard On The Side Of His

Head. The Man Stopped Moving, Though He Was Stil

Breathing. As Vandal Climbed Inside, Downer Heard The

Distant Hum Of An Approaching Helicopter. The Black Hughes

500Do Swung In From Over The River, Which Was Where

Sazanka's Family Owned A Waterfront Shipping Facility. The

Japanese Pilot Had Stolen The Helicopter So It Couldn't Be

Traced To Them. He Slowed As He Flew Over The Boulevard. 

The Hughes Has Exceptional Flight Stability In Slow And Hover

Modes, As Wel  As A Tolerable Downdraft. It Also Has Room

For Five People And Cargo, Which Was Perhaps The Most

Important Consideration. 

Barone, Who Had Been Driving The Truck, Ran Back. As The

Uruguayan Pul ed On His Gas Mask, Georgiev Opened The Aft

Door Of The Helicopter. He Lowered A Line With A Hook. 

Attached To The Iron Hook Was A Twelve-By-Seven-Foot Metal

Platform With Large Nylon Nets Along The Sides. While

Downer Made Certain That No One Interfered, Vandal And

Barone Stood In The Thinning Clouds Of Tear Gas And Loaded

The Sacks Of Money Onto The Platform. At Five Minutes Into

The Operation, Georgiev Hauled Up The First Load. Downer

Glanced At His Watch. They Were Running Slightly Behind

Schedule. "We Need To Speed Things Up!" He Shouted Into

The Special y Built-In Mask Radio. 

"Calm Down," Barone Said. "We're Within The Safety Net." 

"That's Not Good Enough," Downer Said. 

"I Want To Be Dead Center, In The Sweet Spot." "When You're In Charge, Then You Give The Orders!" Barone Said. "Same

Goes For You, Mate," Downer Snapped. Barone Shot Him A

Look Through The Faceplate Of His Gas Mask Just As The

Platform Came Back Down. The Men Threw In A Second

Batch. 

They Heard Police Sirens In The Distance, But Downer Wasn't

Worried. If Necessary, They Had The Unconscious Guard As A

Hostage. Fifty Feet Above, Sazanka Watched The Skies. The

Only Event That Would Cause Them To Abort The Mission And

Move Out Was The Arrival Of A Police Helicopter. 

Sazanka Was Looking Out For That With The Cockpit Radar

Unit. Downer Was Watching Sazanka. If There Was A Blip, 

Sazanka Would Signal, And They'd Move Out. 

The Second Load Of Bags Went Up. There Was One More To

Go. Traffic Had Backed Up Nearly A Quarter Mile When People

Realized What Was Going On. There Was No Way To Get

Through. The Police Would Have To Respond Either With

Members Of La Brigade Tquestre Or By Air. 

The Men Continued To Work Quickly But Efficiently. There Was

No Sense Of Panic. 

The Third Load Went In. Suddenly, Sazanka Raised His Finger

And Moved It Around In A Quick Circle. 

Then He Pointed To The Left. There Was A Police Helicopter

En Route From The West. Georgiev Lowered The Platform

Again. 

As They'd Planned, Barone Climbed In, Fol owed By Vandal. 

The Bulgarian Didn't Reel The Net In. Instead, The Men Al

Removed Their Gas Masks, Hooked Them To Their Equipment

Belts, And Began Climbing The Line. When The Men Were

Respectively Twenty And Ten Feet Up, Downer Hopped Onto

The Platform. Now Georgiev Began Reeling It In. While It Rose, 

Downer Steadied Himself By Holding The Net Siding With One

Hand While With The Other He Pul ed The Grenade Launcher

From His Shoulder. 

Then He Pul ed Off His Gas Mask So He Could See More

Clearly, Lay On His Side, Removed A Projectile From The

Grenade Pouch On His Belt, And Loaded The Weapon. Above

Him, Georgiev Helped Barone And Vandal Climb Back Into The

Helicopter. 

Sazanka Climbed, Quickly Pushing The Chopper To Its

Maximum Cruising Speed Of 160 Mph. As He Did, Downer

Made Sure That Both The Barrel And The Exhaust Of The

Launcher Were Poking Through The Mesh Siding. 

He Didn't Want To Incinerate The Net And Fal  To His Death. 

Georgiev Secured The Platform With Cables Run Through Two

Eye Hooks On The Front And Back Side Nearest The

Helicopter, But He Left It Hanging Three Feet Below The Open

Door Of The Helicopter's Aft Compartment. From Here, Downer

Could Cover Pursuit From Any Direction. Being Close To The

Underbel y Would Also Keep Him From Being Knocked Around

By The Winds And By The Down-Draft From The Rotor. And It

Would Be Much More Difficult For A Sharpshooter On The

Ground Or In The Air To Notice Him In The Shadow Of The

Chopper. 

While They Waited For A Possible Pursuit, Sazanka Held Them

To One Thousand Feet And Took Them Northwest Along The

River. A Smal  Plane Was Waiting For Them At A Tiny Airstrip

Outside Of Saint-Germain. 

Once The Men And Money Bags Had Been Transferred From

The Chopper, They Would Fly South Into Spain. There, The

Chaos Of The Simmering Civil War Would Make It Easy For

Them To Buy Their Way In And Then Out Of The Country. "There

It Is!" Georgiev Shouted Down. The Big Man Was Pointing

Toward The Southwest. 

Downer Didn't Have To Look Up To See Where The Bulgarian

Was Pointing. He'd Also Just Spotted The Police Helicopter. It

Was About Two Thousand Feet Up And A Half Mile Away. As

Vandal Had Expected, It Was From The French Gendarmerie's

Special Intervention Group. 

The White And Blue Police Chopper Flew Toward Them In A

Sweeping, Downward Arc. The Sig Team Would Fol ow Their

Usual Operating Procedure. They'd Attempt To Raise The

Fleeing Chopper By Radio, Which They Were Probably Doing

Now. When The Men Didn't Respond, The Police Chopper

Would Stay In Constant Radio Contact With Ground Forces. 

Even If They Had Medium-Range Weapons, The Police

Wouldn't Attempt To Shoot The Chopper Down. Not As Long As

It Was Over A Populated Area And Carrying A Mil ion Dol ars In

Currency. When The Hughes Landed, Both Air And Land Units

Would Close In On It. 

Vandal Knew That The Paris Police Department Relied On

Radar From The Two Nearby Airports To Monitor The Skies

Over The City. They Used Charles De Gaul e To The Northeast

In Roissyen-France And Orly To The South. Vandal Also Knew

That When An Aircraft Dropped Under Two Hundred And Fifty

Feet, Radar Was Ineffective Due To Interference From

Surrounding Buildings. He Had Sazanka Keep The Hughes At

One Thousand Feet. 

The Police Chopper Came Closer. The Hotels Of The Northern

Bank Of The River Passed Beneath Them In Quick Succession. 

To His Right, Across The River, Downer Saw The Eiffel Tower, 

Dark And Spidery In The Misty Morning. They Were Flying Level

With The Top Of The Structure. 

The Pursuing Helicopter Closed To Within A Quarter Mile. They

Were Stil  Several Hundred Feet Higher Than The Vehicle They

Were Pursuing. The Range Of The Grenade Launcher Was

One Thousand Feet. According To The Read-Out On The

Digital Sight, The Chopper Was Just Out Of Range. Downer

Looked Up At Georgiev. 

Vandal And Georgiev Had Both Agreed That Conversation

Over Radios And Cel ular Phones Was Too Easy To Intercept. 

Thus, Once Their Gas Masks Were Off, Communication Had To

Be Muscular And Old-Fashioned. 

"I Need To Be Closer!" Downer Yel ed. 

The Bulgarian Cupped His Thick Hands Around His Mouth. 

"How Much Closer?" He Shouted. 

"Two Hundred Feet Higher, Three Hundred Feet Back!" 

Georgiev Nodded. A Door Separated The Cockpit From The

Aft Cabin. The Bulgarian Leaned Through It And Told Sazanka

What Downer Needed. The Japanese Pilot Slowed And

Climbed. Downer Watched The Police Chopper Through His

Sight. The Ascent Brought Them Level With The Other

Helicopter, And The Decrease In Speed Narrowed The

Distance Between Them. The Platform Was Jiggling Up And

Down From The Force Of The Rotor While The Wind Caused It

To Bump Toward The Stern. Aiming Was Difficult. 

Downer Sighted The Cockpit Of The Police Chopper. 

The Optics Of The Grenade Launcher Did Not Magnify The

Target. Even So, Downer Could See That Someone Was

Standing In The Cockpit, Leaning Between The Pilot And

Copilot And Watching Them With Binoculars. Now That The

Two Helicopters Were Level, They Would Final y Be Able To

See Downer. There Was No Time To Wait For The Police To

Get Closer. The Australian Hunkered Down On The Platform, 

Curling As Tight As Possible Against The Far Side Brace For

The Recoil. Again He Sighted The Cockpit Of The Pursuing

Aircraft. The Shot Didn't Have To Be Pretty; Al  He Had To Do

Was Hit The Enemy Vehicle. He Pul ed Hard On The Heavy

Trigger. 

The Grenade Left The Barrel With A Rush Of Air And A Very

Loud Pop. The Launch Knocked The Platform Backward With A

Sharp Jolt, Causing Downer To Slide Against The Mesh Siding. 

He Lost The Grenade Launcher, Which Hit The Platform With A

Ringing Thunk. But He Kept His Eye On The Projectile As It Cut

A Thin, Offwhite Contrail Through The Sky. 

The Grenade's Flight Took Three Seconds. 

It Struck The Cockpit On The Port Side And Exploded. There

Was A Bright Cotton-Bal  Burst Of Red And Black Smoke, With

Slivers Of Fire Close To The Core. The Smoke And Glass That

Blew Upward Were Dispersed By The Main Rotor. A Moment

Later, The Helicopter Listed To The Starboard Side And Began

To Rol  Over. There Was No Secondary Explosion. 

Then, With The Crew Dead Or Disabled, The Helicopter Simply

Nosed Down And Plunged Earthward. It Reminded Downer Of

A Shuttlecock With Busted Feathers On One Side. The Police

Helicopter Spun In A Lopsided Way As The Tail Rotor Pul ed It

First To One Side And Then Another. It Was Almost As Though

The Smal  Propel er Were Single-Handedly Trying To Keep The

Crippled Chopper Aloft. Meanwhile, Georgiev Had Reactivated

The Pul ey That Raised The Cable Holding The Platform. 

Downer Finished His Journey To The Open Door. He Handed

The Bulgarian The Grenade Launcher, And Then Barone

Extended A Hand To Help Him Back In. Vandal Helped

Georgiev Pul  The Platform Inside. 

Barone Continued To Hold Downer's Hand. The Uruguyan's

Expression Was Taut With Anger. 

"I Should Have Pushed You The Other Way," Barone Said. 

Downer Glared At Him. "What You Should Have Done Was Say, 

"Nice Shooting, Mate." "You Broke My Concentration Down There With Al  Your Talk!" Barone Cried. He Angrily Released

Downer's Hand. "Didn't Take Much, Did It?" Downer Said. "I Know Soldiers Who Can Do Your Job In Their Sleep." "Then I

Suggest You Work With Them Next Time," Barone Snarled. 

"Enough!" Vandal Said Over His Shoulder. 

Georgiev And Vandal Had Been Watching As The Police

Helicopter Crashed Into A Block Near The River. There Was A

Smal , White Explosion. A Muffled Boom Reached Them A

Moment Later. They Began To Shut The Door. 

"An Arrogant Ass," Barone Muttered. "That's What I'm Working With. An Arrogant, Australian Ass!" Before Georgiev And

Vandal Could Finish Closing The Hatch, Reynold Downer

Suddenly Slapped Both Hands On The Front Of Barone's

Uniform. The Australian Grabbed It So Tightly That His

Fingertips Sank Into The Meat Of The Smal er Man's Chest. 

Barone Screamed In Pain As Downer Swung Him Around And

Pushed Him Toward The Stil -Open Hatchway. He Leaned

Barone Back So That His Head And Shoulders Were Hanging

Over Paris. "Jesus!" Barone Yel ed. 

"I've Had Enough Of This!" The Australian Shouted. 

"You've Been Riding Me For Weeks!" "Stop It!" Vandal Shouted. He Ran Over To The Men. "I Spoke My Mind Is Al  I

Did!" Downer Said. "I Also Did My Job And Took Down The

Bloody Damn Chopper, So Climb Off!" Vandal Forced Himself

Between Them. "Get Away!" He Said As He Grabbed Barone's

Arm With His Left Hand. 

At The Same Time, He Used His Right Shoulder To Nudge

Downer Back. 

Downer Pul ed Barone Inside, Then Stepped Away Wil ingly. He

Turned And Faced The Bags Stacked Against The Other Side

Of The Cabin. Behind Him, Georgiev Quickly Shut The Door. 

"Everyone Calm Down," Vandal Said Quietly. "We're Al

Excitable Right Now, But We've Accomplished What We Set

Out To Do. Al  That Should Matter Now Is Finishing The Job." 

"Finishing It Without Any More Complaints," Barone Said. He

Was Shaking With Anger And Fear. 

"Of Course," Vandal Said Calmly. 

"It Was A Bloody Observation," Downer Said Through His

Teeth. "That's Al  It Was!" "Al  Right!" Vandal Said. He Remained Between The Men And Glanced Back At Downer. "I

Would Like To Remind You, Both Of You, That In Order To

Complete This Part Of The Mission And Move On To The Next, 

We Need Every Member Of The Team. Now, We Al  Did Our

Jobs Here, And Did Them Wel . If We Take A Little Extra Care

In The Future, We'l  Be Fine." He Looked Back At Barone. 

"Even If Anyone Heard His Voice, I'm Confident That We'l  Be

Out Of The Country Before Anyone Can Figure Out Which

Australian That Accent Belongs To." "Which Australian With

Commando Experience To Pul  Off A Job Like This," Barone

Shot Back. 

"They Stil  Won't Find Us In Time," Vandal Said. 

"If They Heard Him, The Police Wil  Stil  Have To Go To Interpol, Which Wil  Check With Authorities In Canberra. We'l  Be Long

Gone Before They Even Have A List Of Possible Suspects." 

Cautiously, He Moved From Between The Men. He Looked At

His Watch. 

"We'l  Be Landing In Ten Minutes, And We'l  Be Airborne Again

Before Nine O'clock." He Forced A Smile. "Nothing Can Stop

Us Now." Barone Was Glaring At Downer. He Looked Away

And Angrily Smoothed The Front Of His Uniform. 

Downer Took A Long Breath And Then Smiled Back At Vandal. 

The Frenchman Was Right. They Did Do Wel . They'd Gotten

The Money They Needed To Pay For Bribes, For The Plane, 

And For The Documents They'd Need For The Next Part Of The

Operation. The Part That Was Going To Make Them Wealthy. 

The Frenchman Relaxed And Walked Toward The Cockpit. 

Barone Turned His Back Toward Downer And Kept It There. 

Downer Sat Down On A Stack Of Money Bags And Ignored

Baroneonce More. 

When The Australian Reached The Combustion Stage, He

Burned Hot But Fast. He Was Cool Again, No Longer Angry At

Barone Or At Himself For Having Screwed Up. 

Georgiev Locked The Door And Walked Over To The Cockpit. 

He Didn't Make Eye Contact With Downer As He Walked Past. 

It Wasn't An Intentional Snub, Just Another Habit That Came

From Years Spent Working For The Cia. Always Try To Remain

Anonymous. Vandal Was Once Again In The Copilot's Seat, 

Monitoring The French Police Radio Communications. 

Georgiev Stood Behind Him In The Open Cockpit Door. Barone

Was Looking Out The Window In The Sliding Cabin Door. 

Downer Shut His Eyes. He Enjoyed The Soothing Vibration Of

The Floor. He Enjoyed The Soft Bed Of Money Beneath His

Head. Even The Slamming Loud Noise Of The Rotor Didn't

Bother Him. 

He Al owed Himself The Pleasure Of Forgetting The Details

They'd Had To Remember For This Morning. The Armored

Car's Route, The Timing, Alternate Plans In Case The Police

Got Through, An Escape By The River In The Event The

Chopper Didn't Make It. A Deep Feeling Of Satisfaction Came

Over Him, And He Savored It The Way He Had Never Enjoyed

Anything In His Life. 

Four Chevy Chase, Maryland Friday, 9:12 A.M. 

Under A Bright Sky, Paul Hood, His Wife Sharon, Their Just-

Turned- Fourteen-Year-Old Daughter Harleigh, And Their

Eleven-Year-Old Son Alexander Eased Into Their New Van And

Set Out For New York. 

The Kids Were Hooked To Their Respective Discmans. 

Harleigh Was Listening To Violin Concerti To Get Herself In The

Mood For The Concert; Every Now And Then, She Would Sigh

Or Mutter A Mild Oath, Awed By The Composition Or

Discouraged By The Bril iance Of The Performance. She Was

Like Her Mother In That Respect. Neither Woman Was Ever

Satisfied With What She'd Accomplished, Harleigh On The

Violin, Sharon With Her Passion For Healthy Cooking. For

Years, Sharon Had Used Her Charm And Sincerity To Lure

People Away From Bacon And Doughnuts On A Half-Hour

Weekly Cable Tv Show, The Mcdonnel  Healthy Food Report. 

She Had Left The Show Several Months Before To Devote

More Time To Putting Together A Healthy-Eating Cookbook, 

Which Was Nearly Finished. She Had Also Wanted To Spend

More Time At Home. The Kids Were Getting Older Faster, And

She Felt They Should Al  Spend More Time Doing Things As A

Family, From Having Dinner Weeknights To Taking Vacations

Whenever They Could. 

Dinners That Hood Had Missed More Often Than Not And

Vacations That He'd Had To Cancel. Alexander Was Much

More Like His Father. He Liked Personal Chal enges. He

Enjoyed Computer Games-The More Complicated, The Better. 

He Liked Crossword Puzzles And Jigsaw Puzzles. As They

Drove, He Listened To Some Flavor-Of-The-Month Singer And

Worked On An Acrostic Puzzle. Beneath The Puzzle Book, On

His Lap, Was A Short Stack Of Comic Books. To Alexander, 

There Was No Outside World Right Now. There Was Just What

Was In Front Of Him. Paul Couldn't Help But Feel Proud Of The

Kid. Alexander Knew His Own Mind. 

Sharon Hood Was Sitting Quietly By Her Husband's Side. She

Had Left Him A Week Before, Taken The Children, And Gone

To Stay With Her Parents In Old Saybrook, Connecticut. She'd

Returned For The Same Reason That Hood Had Resigned

From Op-Center: To Fight For Their Family. Hood Had No Idea

What He'd Do Next In His Career, And He Wouldn't Be Putting

Out Feelers Until They Returned To Washington On

Wednesday. He'd Cashed In Some Stock He'd Bought During

His Years As A Broker, Enough To Run The Household For Two

Years. 

Income Wasn't As Important As Satisfaction And Banker's

Hours. But Sharon Was Right. The Wholeness Of What He Felt

In The Car, Imperfections And Al , Was Something Very Special. 

One Of Those Imperfections-The Largest One-Was Stil

Between Hood And His Wife. Though Sharon Took His Hand

And Held It As They Started The Trip, He Had The Feeling That

He Was On Probation. 

There Was Nothing He Could Pinpoint, Nothing That Seemed

Different From Any Other Drive They'd Taken. But There Was

Something That Stood Between Them. A Resentment? 

Disappointment? 

Whatever, It Was The Reverse Of The Sexual Tension He Felt

With Ann Faros. 

Paul And Sharon Talked A Little At First About What They Were

Going To Do In The City. Tonight Was An Official Dinner With

The Families Of The Other Violinists. Maybe A Walk Through

Times Square If They Got Done Early Enough. On Saturday

Morning, They'd Drop Harleigh Off At The United Nations And

Then Do What Alexander Had Requested: Visit The Statue Of

Liberty. The Boy Wanted To See Up Close How It Was

"Erected," As He Put It. At Six They'd Head For The Soiree, 

Leaving The Young Man In The Sheraton With Its Built-In Video

Game System. 

Paul And Sharon Wouldn't Be Permitted To Attend The United

Nations Reception, Which Was Being Held In The Lobby Of The

General Assembly Hal  Building. 

Instead, They'd Be Watching The Concert On Closed-Circuit

Televisions In The Second-Floor Press Room Along With The

Other Parents. On Sunday, They'd Take In An Afternoon

Performance Of The Metropolitan Opera Orchestra Doing

Vivaldi Sharon's Favorite--At Carnegie Hal , After Which, At Ann

Farris's Recommendation, They'd Head Up To Serendipity Iii

For Frozen Hot Chocolates. Sharon Wasn't Happy About That, 

But Hood Pointed Out That This Was A Vacation, And The Kids

Were Looking Forward To The Dessert Stop. Hood Was Sure

She Was Also Unhappy About The Fact That Ann Had

Suggested It. On Monday, They'd Drive Out To Old Saybrook To

Visit Sharon's Parents-This Time As A Family. That Had Been

Hood's Idea. He Liked Sharon's Folks, And They Liked Him. He

Wanted To Regain That Stability For The Family. Because It

Was A Friday, Traffic Thickened Going Into And Out Of

Baltimore, Philadelphia, And Newark. They Final y Reached

New York At Five-Thirty And Checked Into The Hotel On

Seventh Avenue And Fifty-First Street. The Tal , Busy Hotel Was

A Sheraton Now; Hood Remembered When It Was The

Americana Years Before. They Arrived Just In Time To Join The

Other Families For Dinner Up The Street At The Carnegie Deli. 

The Meal Was Rich With Pastrami, Roast Beef, And Hot Dogs. 

The Only Couple The Hoods Knew Was The Mathises, Whose

Daughter Barbara Was One Of Harleigh's Closest Friends. 

Barbara's Parents Both Worked For The Washington Police

4Partment. There Were Also A Few Mothers-Two Of Them

Attractive, Single Parents-Who Recognized Paul From His

Tenure As Mayor Of Los Angeles. They Treated Him With

Celebrity-Worthy Smiles And Asked What It Was Like To "Run" 

Hol ywood. He Said He Wouldn't Know. 

They'd Have To Ask The Screen Actors Guild And The Other

Motion Picture Unions. 

Al  Of It, The Food And The Attention, Made Sharon Uneasy. Or

At Least It Brought Out Whatever Discomfort She Had Been

Feeling Since They Set Out. Hood Decided To Try To Talk To

Her About It When The Kids Went To Bed. 

There Was One Thing Sharon Had Been Right About, Though. 

Paul Had Been Away From Home Too Much. 

As He Watched Harleigh Interact With The Other Teenagers

And Their Parents, He Realized He Was Observing A Young

Woman And Not A Girl. He Didn't Know When The Change Had

Happened, But It Had. And He Was Proud Of Harleigh In A

Different Way Than He Was Of Alexander. She Had Her

Mother's Charm Along With The Acquired Poise Of A Musician. 

Alexander Was Focused On His Plate Of Wel -Done Potato

Pancakes. He Would Press The Back Of His Fork On Them, 

Wait For The Grease To Rise From The Top, And Then Watch

To See How Long It Took For The Grease To Soak Back. His

Mother Told Him To Stop Playing With His Food. Hood Had

Reserved A Suite On An Upper Floor. After Alexander Had A

Look Around The City With His Binoculars-Marveling At What

He Could See On The Street And In Other Windows-The Kids

Went To Sleep On Cots In The Living Room, Giving Him And

Sharon Some Privacy, Privacy And A Hotel Room. There Was A

Time When That Would Automatical y Have Meant Lovemaking, 

Not Talk Or Uncomfortable Silence. Hood Found It Disturbing

How Much Time And Passion Over The Last Few Years Went

To Other Things, Like Guilt Or Holding Their Individual Ground

Instead Of Holding Each Other. How Had Things Gotten To That

Point? And How Did A Couple Get Them Back To Where They

Should Be? Hood Had An Idea, Though It Would Be Tough

Convincing His Wife. 

Sharon Slid Into Bed. She Curled On Her Side, Facing Him. 

"I'm A Mess," She Said. 

"I Know." He Touched Her Cheek And Smiled Lightly. "But We'l Get Through This." "Not When Everything Is Pissing Me Off," 

She Said. 

"Apart From The Food, What Else Bothered You?" Hood

Asked. "I Was Angry At The Parents We Were With, At The

Table Manners Of Their Kids, At The Way The Cars Raced

Through Red Lights Or Stopped In The Crosswalks. Everything

Got To Me. Everything." "We've Al  Had Days Like That," He Said. 

"Paul, I Can't Remember When I Wasn't Like That," Sharon

Said. "It's Just Been Building And Building, And I Don't Want To

Spoil Things For Harleigh Or Alexander This Week." "You've

Been Through Some Rough Times," Hood Said. "We Both

Have. But The Kids Aren't Stupid. 

They Know What's Been Happening With Us. What I Wanted, 

What I Hoped For, Was That We Not Let Anything Get To Us

While We're Here." Sharon Shook Her Head Sadly. "How?" 

"We're Not In A Rush," Hood Said. "The Only Thing We Have To Do Over The Next Few Days Is To Build Some Good Memories

For Ourselves And The Kids. 

Start To Pul  Ourselves Out Of This Funk. Can We Focus On

That?" Sharon Placed Her Hand On His. There Was A Hint Of

Garlic From Something She'd Cooked The Night Before. That

Didn't Do A Hel  Of A Lot For Passion Either, Hood Had To

Admit. The Routine Of Life. The Smel s That Became More

Familiar Than That Unforgettable First Scent Of A Woman's

Hair. The Chores That Turned The Tip Of Your Angel's Wing

Back Into A Hand. 

"I Want Things To Change," Sharon Said. "I Felt Something In The Van Driving Up" "I Know," Hood Said. "I Felt It, Too. It Was Nice." Sharon Looked At Him. Her Eyes Were Moist. "No, 

Paul," She Said. "What I Felt Was Scary." "Scary?" Hood Said. 

"What Do You Mean?" "The Whole Ride Up, I Kept

Remembering The Drives We Used To Take When The Kids

Were Smal . 

Out To Palm Springs Or Big Bear Lake Or Up The Coast. We

Were So Different Then." "We Were Younger," Hood Said. "It Was More Than That." "We Were Focused," Hood Said. "The Kids Needed Us More Than They Do Now. It's Like Monkey

Bars. 

You've Got To Stand Close Together When Their Reach Is

Smal . Otherwise They Fal ." "I Know," Sharon Said. Tears Began Trickling From Her Eyes. "But I Wanted To Feel That

Togetherness Today, And I Didn't. I Want Those Good Times

Again, Those Old Feelings." "We Can Have Them Now," Hood Promised. 

"But There's Al  This Crap Inside," Sharon Said. 

"Al  This Bitterness, Disappointment, Resentment. I Want To Go

Back And Do Things Over So We Can Grow Together, Not

Apart." Hood Looked At His Wife. Sharon Had A Habit Of

Looking Away Whenever She Was Confused And Of Looking

Directly At Him When She Was Not. She Was Looking Straight

Into His Eyes. "We Can't Do That," Hood Remarked. "But We Can Work On Fixing Things, One At A Time." He Pul ed Her

Closer. Sharon Moved Across The Bed, But There Was No

Warmth In Their Proximity. He Didn't Understand This At Al . He

Was Giving Her What She Had Wanted, What She Said She

Needed, And She Was Stil  Withdrawing. Maybe She Was Just

Venting. She Hadn't Real y Had A Chance To Do That. He Held

Her Silently For Several Minutes. 

"Hon," Hood Went On, "I Know You Haven't Wanted To Do This Before, But It Might Be A Good Idea If The Two Of Us Talked To

Someone. Liz Gordon Said She'd Give Me Some Names, If

You're Interested." Sharon Didn't Say Anything. Hood Held Her

Closer And Heard That Her Breathing Had Slowed. 

He Craned Back Slightly. She Was Staring At Nothing And

Fighting Back Tears. 

"At Least The Children Turned Out Al  Right," She Said. 

"At Least We Did That Right." "Sharon, We Did More Than Just That Right," He Said. 

"We've Made A Life Together. Not Perfect, But A Better Life

Than A Lot Of People. We've Done Okay. 

And We'l  Do Better." He Pul ed Her Close Again As She

Began To Sob Openly. Her Arms Went Around His Shoulders. 

"That Isn't What A Girl Dreams Of When She Thinks Of The

Future, You Know?" She Wept. 

"I Know." He Cradled Her Tighter. "We'l  Make It Better, I Promise." He Didn't Say Anything Else. He Just Held On As

Passion Sent Sharon's Regret Into A Power Dive. She Would

Bottom Out And Then, In The Morning, They'd Start The Long

Climb Back. It Would Be Difficult To Take Things Slow And

Easy, As He'd Said. But He Owed That To Sharon. Not

Because He'd Let His Career Dictate His Hours But Because

He'd Given His Passion To Nancy Bosworth And Ann Farris. 

Not His Body, But His Thoughts, His Attention, Even His

Dreams. That Energy, That Focus, Should Have Been Saved

For His Wife And His Family. 

Sharon Fel  Asleep Snuggled In His Arms. This Wasn't How He

Wanted To Feel Closeness, But At Least It Was Something. 

When He Was Sure He Wouldn't Wake Her, He Released Her

Gently, Reached Over To The Night Table, And Snapped Off

The Light. Then He Lay Back, Staring At The Ceiling And

Feeling Disgusted With Himself In The Hard, Unforgiving Way

You Can Only At Night. 

And He Tried To Figure Out If There Was A Way He Could

Make This Week-End A Little More Special For The Three

People He'd Somehow Let Down. 

Five New York, New York Saturday, 4:57 A.M. 

Standing Outside The Rundown, Two Story Brick Building Near

The Hudson River Made Lieutenant Bernardo Barone Think Of

His Native Montevideo. 

It Wasn't Just The Dilapidated Condition Of The Body Shop

That Reminded Him Of The Slums Where He Grew Up. For

One Thing, There Were The Brisk Winds Blowing From The

South. The Smel  Of The Atlantic Ocean Was Mixed With The

Smel  Of Gasoline From Cars Racing Along The Nearby West

Side Highway. In Montevideo, Fuel And The Sea Wind Were

Ever Present. Overhead, A Steady Flow Of Air Traffic Fol owed

The River To The North Before Turning East To La Guardia

Airport. Planes Were Always Criss-Crossing The Skies Over

His Home. 

Yet It Was More Than That Which Reminded Him Of Home. 

Bernardo Barone Had Found Those In Every Port City He'd

Visited The World Over. What Made It Different Was Being Out

Here By Himself. Loneliness Was Something He Felt In

Montevideo Whenever He Returned. 

No, He Thought Suddenly. Don't Get Into That. 

He Didn't Want To Be Angry And Depressed. Not Now. He Had

To Focus. He Backed Up Against The Door. It Felt Cool On His

Sweaty Back. The Door Was Wood Covered With A Sheet Of

Steel On Both Sides. There Were Three Key Locks On The

Outside And Two Heavy Bolts On The Inside. The Sunfaded

Sign Above The Door Read Viks" Body Shop. The Owner Was

A Member Of The Russian Mafia Named Leonid Ustinoviks. 

The Smal , Bony, Chain-Smoker Was A Former Soviet Military

Leader And An Acquaintance Of Georgiev'"S Through The

Khmer Rouge. Barone Had Been Informed By Ustinoviks That

There Wasn't A Body Shop In New York That Was Exclusively A

Body Shop. By Night, When It Was Quiet And No One Could

Approach The Building Unseen Or Unheard, Either They Were

Chop Shops Sel ing Stolen Cars, Drug Or Weapon

Dealerships, Or Slavery Operations. The Russians And Thais

Were Big In This Arena, Sending Kidnapped American

Children Out Of The Country Or Bringing Young Women Into The

United States. In Most Cases, The Captives Were Put To Work

As Prostitutes. Some Of The Girls Who Had Worked For

Georgiev In Cambodia Had Ended Up Here, Moving Through

Ustinoviks's Hands. The Size Of The Crates Used To Ship

"Spare Parts" And The International Nature Of The Trade Made These Businesses A Perfect Front. 

Leonid Ustinoviks's Business Was Arms. He Had Them

Brought In From Former Republics Of The Soviet Union. The

Weapons Came Into Canada Or Cuba, Usual y By Freighter. 

From Them, They Were Slipped Into New England And The

Middle Atlantic States, Or Into Florida And The Other Gulf Coast

States. Typical y, They Were Moved Piecemeal From Smal -

Town Storehouses To Places Like This Body Shop. That Was

To Prevent Losing Everything If The Fbi And The Nypd's

Intel igence Division Caught Them In Transit. Both Groups

Quietly Monitored The Communications And Activities Of

Persons From Nations Known To Sponsor Il icit Trade Or

Terrorism: Russia, Libya, North Korea, And Many Others. The

Police Regularly Changed Signs Along The Riverfront And In

The Warehouse Districts, Altering Parking Restrictions And

Hours When Turns Could Be Made On Certain Wel -Traveled

Corners. This Gave Them An Excuse To Stop Vehicles And

Clandestinely Photograph The Drivers. Ustinoviks Had Told

Him To Keep An Eye Out For Anyone Who Turned Off The

Highway Or Any Of The Side Streets. If Anyone Came Here, Or

Even Slowed Down While Driving By, He Was To Rap Three

Times On The Body Shop's Door. 

Whenever A Deal Was Taking Place, Operations Like This

Always Had Someone Who Would Come Out And Demand

That A Search Warrant Be Read To Him-A Right, By New York

City Law-While Anyone Inside Escaped By The Roof Onto An

Adjoining Building. Not That Ustinoviks Was Expecting Trouble. 

He Said There Had Been A Flurry Of Raids Against Russian

Gangsters Two Months Ago. The City Didn't Like To Give The

Appearance Of Targeting An Individual Ethnic Group. 

"It's The Vietnamese's Turn," He Quipped When They Arrived

Here From The Hotel. 

Barone Thought He Heard A Sound Off To The Side Of The

Building. Reaching Into His Windbreaker, He Withdrew His

Automatic. He Walked Cautiously To The Darkened Al ey To

The North. There Was A Club Behind A High Chain-Link Fence. 

The Dungeon. The Doors, Windows, And Brick Wal s Were Al

Painted Black. 

He Couldn't Imagine What Went On There. It Was Odd. What

They Had To Do In Secret In Cambodia, Sel  Girls For Money, 

Was Probably Done Openly In Places Like This. 

When A Nation Stands For Freedom, He Thought, It Has To

Tolerate Even The Extremes. 

The Club Was Closed For The Night. A Dog Was Moving

Behind The Fence. That Must Have Been What He Heard. 

Barone Slid The Gun Back Into Its Shoulder Holster And

Returned To His Post. Barone Pul ed A Hand-Rol ed Cigarette

From His Breast Pocket And Lit It. He Thought Back Over The

Past Few Days. Things Were Going Wel , And They'd Continue

To Go Wel . He Believed That. He And His Four Teammates

Had Reached Spain Without Any Problem. They Split Up In The

Event That Any Of Them Had Been Identified, And Over The

Next Two Days, Flew To The United States From Madrid. They

Met At A Times Square Hotel. 

Georgiev Had Been The First To Arrive. He Had Already Made

The Connections Necessary To Obtain The Weapons They

Needed. The Negotiations Were Going On Inside While Barone

Stood Guard. 

Barone Drew On The Cigarette. He Tried To Concentrate On

The Plan For Tomorrow. He Wondered About Georgiev's Other

Al y, The One Known Only To The Bulgarian. Al  Georgiev Would

Tel  Them Was That It Was An American Whom He Had Known

For Over Ten Years. That Would Be About The Time They Were

In Cambodia Together. Barone Wondered Who He Could Have

Met There And What Role They Could Possibly Be Playing In

Tomorrow's Action. But It Was No Use. Barone's Mind Always

Went Where It Wanted To Go, And Right Now, It Didn't Want To

Think About Georgiev Or The Operation. It Wanted To Go Back. 

It Wanted To Go Home. To The Loneliness, He Thought Bitterly. 

A Place Familiar To Him Strangely Comfortable. 

It Wasn't Always That Way. Though His Family Had No Money, 

There Was A Time When Montevideo Seemed Like Paradise. 

Located On The Atlantic Ocean, It's The Capital Of Uruguay And

Home To Some Of The Most Spacious And Beautiful Beaches

In The World. Growing Up There In The Early 1960'S, Bernardo

Barone Couldn't Have Been Happier. When He Wasn't In

School Or Doing His Chores, He Used To Go To The Beach

With His Twelve-Years-Older Brother Eduardo. The Two Young

Men Would Stay There Long Into The Night, Swimming

Endlessly Or Building Forts In The Sand. They Would Light

Campfires When The Sun Set And Often Went To Sleep Beside

Their Forts. 

"We'l  Rest In The Stables With The Magnificent Horses," 

Eduardo Would Joke. "Can You Smel  Them?" Bernardo Could

Not. He Could Only Smel  The Sea And The Fumes From The

Cars And Boats. But He Believed That Eduardo Could Smel

Them. The Young Boy Wanted To Be Able To Do That When He

Grew Up. He Wanted To Be Like Eduardo. When Bernardo And

His Mother Went To Church Every Weekend, That Was What

He Prayer For. 

To Grow Up Just Like His Brother. Those Were Bernardo's

Happiest Memories. Eduardo Was So Patient With Him, So

Friendly With Everyone Who Came By To Watch Them Build

The Tal , Creael ated Wal s And Moats. 

Girls Loved The Handsome Young Man. And They Loved The

Handsome Young Man's Cute Little Brother, Who Loved Them

Right Back. 

Bernardo's Beloved Mother Was A Baker's Assistant And Their

Father Martin Was A Prizefighter. Martin's Dream Was To Save

Enough To Open A Gym So His Wife Could Quit Her Job And

Live Like A Lady. From The Time Eduardo Was Fifteen, He

Spent Many Days And Nights Traveling With The Elder Barone, 

Working As His Corner Man. Often They'd Be Gone For Weeks

At A Time, Participating In The Rio De La Plata Circuit. 

Groups Of Fighters Traveled Together By Bus From Mercedes

To Paysandu To Salto, Boxing One Another Or Ambitious

Locals. Pay Was A Share Of The Gate, Less Fees For The

Doctor Who Traveled With The Fighters. Eduardo Learned

Basic Medical Skil s So They Could Save The Price Of The

Doctor. 

It Was A Difficult Life, And It Put A Terrible Strain On The Boys" 

Mother. She Worked Long Hours Over A Hel ishly Hot Brick

Oven, And One Morning, While Her Husband And Eldest Son

Were Away, She Died In A Fire At The Bakery. Because The

Family's Credit Was Bad, The Woman's Body Was Brought To

The Barone Apartment, And Bernardo Had To Sit With It Until

His Father Could Be Contacted And Funeral Arrangements

Could Be Made And Paid For. 

Bernardo Was Nine. 

During His Travels With Their Father, Eduardo Had Learned

Other Things, As Wel . Quite By Chance, In A Smal  Tavern In

San Javier, He Discovered The Marxist Movimiento De

Liberacion Nacional Tupamaros. The Guerril a Group Had

Been Founded In 1962 By Raul Antonaccio Sendic, Leader Of

The Sugarcane Workers Of Northern Uruguay. The Government

Had Been Unable To Control Inflation, Which Went As High As

35 Percent, And Laborers Were Particularly Hard Hit. In The

Aggressive Sendic Movement, Eduardo Saw A Means By

Which He Could Help Others Like His Father Who Had Lost

The Love Of Their Life And The Wil  To Dream. In Eduardo, The

Group Saw Someone Who Could Fight And Administer

Medical Treatment. It Was A Good Fit. With His Father's

Blessings, Eduardo Joined The Mln-T. In 1972, The Despotic

Juan Maria Bordaberry Arocena Was Elected President. 

Bordaberry Had The Backing Of The Wel -Trained, Wel -Armed

Military. And One Of The First Orders Of Business Was To

Crush The Opposition, Including The Mln-T, Which Eduardo Had

Recently Joined. There Was A Bloody Shoot-Out In April; By

Year's End, Members Were In Jail Or In Exile. Eduardo Had

Ended Up In Prison, Where He Died Of "Unknown" Causes. 

Bernardo's Father Died Less Than Two Years Later. He Had

Taken A Severe Beating In The Ring And Never Recovered. 

Bernardo Always Felt That His Father Wanted To Die. He Had

Never Been The Same After The Loss Of Those Who Had

Been So Precious To Him. 

The Death Of His Family Turned Bernardo Into P Angry Young

Firebrand Who Hated The Government Of President

Bordaberry. Ironical y, The Military Also Became Disenchanted

With The New President And Staged Its Own Coup In February

1973. They Established The Consejo De Seguridad Nacional. 

Bernardo Enlisted In 1979, Hoping To Become Part Of A New

Order In Uruguay. But After Twelve Years Of Being Unable To

Deal With Economic Hardship, The Military Simply Returned

Rule To The People And Literal y Faded From The Political

Scene. The Economic Situation Hadn't Changed Markedly. 

Once Again, Bernardo Felt Betrayed By A Cause. The Young

Man Remained In The Military. As A Tribute To His Father, He

Had Become Skil ed In Al  Forms Of Hand-To-Hand Combat; 

He Was Suited For Nothing Else. But He Never Stopped

Hoping That He Would Find A Way To Re-Kindle The Spirit Of

The Mln-T. 

To Work For The People Of Uruguay, Not The Leaders. 

Serving With The United Nations In Cambodia, Barone Found

A Way To Do Just That. To Raise Money And Get Attention

From The World Press, Al  At The Same Time. 

Barone Finished His Cigarette. He Crushed It On The Sidewalk

And Stood Looking At The Traffic On The West Side Highway. 

That Was One Difference Between Montevideo And New York

City. In Montevideo, Except For The Tourist Hotels And The

Bars, Everything Shut Down At Sunset. Here, The Roads Were

Busy Even At This Hour. It Had To Be Impossible For Authorities

To Monitor Al  Of It, To Keep Track Of Who Was Coming And

Going, Of What Was In The Trucks And Vans. Lucky For Us, He

Thought. 

It Was Also Impossible For The Police To Watch Every Plane

That Came Into The Smal  Airstrips That Surrounded The City. 

Airports And Even Open Fields In Upstate New York, 

Connecticut, New Jersey, And Pennsylvania Were Perfect For

Smal  Planes To Slip In And Out Unnoticed. 

Waterways In Those States Were Also Ideal Spots. A Deserted

Bay Or Riverbank In The Smal  Hours Of The Morning. Crates

Quickly And Quietly Loaded From Boat Or Seaplane To Truck. 

Easy Entry, And So Close To New York. That, Too, Was Lucky

For The Team. An Hour Passed, Then Another. 

Barone Had Known This Was Going To Take A While, Since

Downer Needed Time To Examine Each Of The Weapons. 

Though Arms Dealers Could Usual y Get A Client What He

Wanted, That Didn't Necessarily Mean The Weapons Would Be

In Perfect Working Order. Like Refugees, A Hot Weapon Never

Got To Travel First Class. The Wait Didn't Bother The

Uruguayan. 

What Mattered Was That The Weapon Work When He Aimed

And Fired. Something To The Left Caught His Eye. He Turned. 

Near The Mouth Of The River, The Statue Of Liberty Was Just

Catching The First Rays Of Dawn. 

Barone Hadn't Realized The Monument Was Out There, And

Seeing It At First Surprised And Then Angered Him. He Had No

Gripe With The United States And Her Cherished Notions Of

Freedom And Equality. But There, In The Harbor, Was A Giant

Idol Celebrating A Spiritual Concept. It Seemed Sacrilegious. 

The Way He Was Raised, These Things Were Very Personal. 

They Were Celebrated In The Heart, Not In The Harbor. 

Final y, Shortly Before Seven A.M., The Door Behind Him

Opened. Downer Leaned Out. "You're To Come Around Back," 

The Australian Said, Then Shut The Door. 

Barone Didn't Feel Like Making Fun Of Downer's Accent. Since

The Incident In The Helicopter Over Paris, He Hadn't Felt Like

Talking To The Unrepentent Mercenary Downer At Al . Barone

Turned To His Left And Walked Around The Side Of The

Building. His New Boots Had Deeply Treaded Rubber Soles

That Squeaked On The Asphalt As He Made His Way Along

The Driveway. To His Right Was A Tire Shop Surrounded By A

High Chain-Link Fence. A Guard Dog Slept In The Shadows. 

Earlier In The Evening, The Soldier Had Tossed Him Some Of

His Hamburger-American Meat Tasted Funny To The

Uruguayan-And The Animal Became His Best Friend. 

Barone Walked Past A Pair Of Green Trash Bins To Where The

Rented Van Was Parked. There Were Seventeen Weapons-

Three Guns For Each Man And A Pair Of Rocket Launchers-

Plus Ammunition And Bul etproof Vests. Each Weapon Was

Swaddled In Bubble Wrap Sazanka And Vandal Were Already

Carrying Them From The Body Shop As Barone Hopped Into

The Open Side Door Of The Van. As The Men Handed The

Weapons Up, Barone Careful y Placed Them In Six Plain

Cardboard Boxes. Downer Watched From The Back Door Of

The Body Shop, Making Sure None Of The Weapons Were

Dropped. It Was The First Time Barone Had Ever Seen The

Australian So Quiet And Professional. As He Worked, The

Sense Of Loneliness Left The Uruguayan. Not Because He

Was With His Teammates But Because He Was Moving Again. 

They Were Close To Their Goal Now. 

Barone Had Always Believed In The Plan, But Now He Believed

They Might Actual y Pul  This Off. Just A Few Smal  Steps

Remained. Months Before, Georgiev Had Obtained A

Counterfeit New York State Driver's License. Since Rental Car

Companies Routinely Checked Police Records Before Letting

Cars Off The Lot, The Bulgarian Had To Pay Extra To Have It

Entered Into The Motor Vehicle Department Computer System. 

He Even Gave Himself A Traffic Ticket A Year Before, Not Just

To Show Residency But Because People Who Drove In Big

Cities Usual y Got One. A Clean Record Might Arouse

Suspicions. 

Al  The Team Had To Do Now Was Make Certain They Didn't

Run Any Lights Or Have An Accident Before Reaching The

Hotel. They'd Drawn Straws Earlier, And Vandal Would Be

Sleeping In The Van While The Others Went Up To The Room

To Rest. Georgiev Didn't Want To Risk The Van Being Stolen

By Ustinoviks. 

Then, At Seven P.M., They'd Leave The Hotel Garage And

Head To Forty-Second Street. They'd Drive East, Across Town, 

And At First Avenue They'd Turn North. Once Again, Georgiev

Would Drive Careful y. 

Then, Suddenly, He Would Speed Up. He Would Approach The

Target At Between Sixty And Seventy Miles An Hour, And In

Less Than Ten Minutes, The Target Would Fal . 

The United Nations Would Be Theirs. And Then The Third And

Final Part Of Their Plan Could Commence. 

Six New York, New York Saturday, 6:45 P.M. 

The League Of Nations Was Formed After World War I, 

Conceived, In The Words Of Its Covenant, "To Promote

International Cooperation And To Achieve International Peace

And Security." Though President Woodrow Wilson Was A

Fierce Advocate Of The League, The American Senate Wanted

No Part Of It. Their Key Objections Involved The Potential Use

Of United States Troops To Help Preserve The Territorial

Integrity Or Political Independence Of Other Countries, And

Acknowledging The Jurisdiction Of The League In Matters

Pertaining To North, Central, Or South America. President

Wilson Col apsed And Suffered A Stroke As A Result Of His

Ceaseless Efforts To Promote American Acceptance Of The

League And Its Mandate. 

Housed In A Spectacular, Six-Mil ion-Dol ar Palace Built For It In

Geneva, The League And Its Noble Intentions Proved

Ineffectual. They Were Unable To Prevent The Japanese

Occupation Of Manchuria In 1931, Italy's Taking Of Ethiopia In

1935, And The German Conquest Of Austria In 1938. It Was

Also Notably Ineffective In Preventing World War Ii. It's A Matter

Of Ongoing Debate Whether An American Presence In The

League Would Have Changed The Unfolding Of Any Of These

Events. 

The United Nations Was Formed In 1945 To Try To Ac Complish

What The League Of Nations Had Failed To Do. This Time, 

However, Things Were Different. The United States Had A

Reason To Be Actively Involved With The Sovereignty Of Other

Nations. Communism Was Perceived As The Greatest Threat

To The American Way Of Life, And Each Nation That Fel  Gave

The Enemy Another Foothold. The United Nations Chose The

United States As The Home Of Its International Headquarters. 

Not Only Had The United States Emerged From World War Ii

As The World's Dominant Military And Economic Force, But It

Had Agreed To Provide One-Quarter Of The United Nations's

Annual Operating Budget. Moreover, Because Of The Despotic

Tradition Of Many European Nations, The Old World Was

Deemed Unacceptable As A Site For A World Body Promoting

A New Era Of Peace And Understanding. New York Was

Selected Because It Had Become The Hub Of International

Communications And Finance And Was Also The Traditional

Fink Between The Old World And The New. 

Two Other Potential Sites In America Were Rejected For Very

Different Reasons. San Francisco, Which Was Favored By The

Australians And Asians, Was Vetoed Because The Soviet

Union Did Not Want To Make Travel More Convenient For The

Hated Chinese Or Japanese. And Rustic Fairfield County, On

The Long Island Sound In Connecticut, Was Disqualified When

New Englanders, Opposed To What They Perceived As The

Onset Of "World Government," Stoned United Nations

Prospectors Who Were Looking At Possible Locations. A

Large Parcel Of Land For The New United Nations

Headquarters-The Site Of An Abattoir On The East River-Was

Bought With $8.5 Mil ion Donated By The Rockefel ers. The

Family Was Granted A Tax Exemption For Their Gift. The

Rockefel ers Also Benefited From The Develop Ment Of Land

They Stil  Owned Al  Around The New Complex. Offices, 

Housing, Restaurants, Shopping, And Entertainment Came To

The Once-Dilapidated Neighborhood In Order To Service The

Thousands Of Delegates And Workers Who Staffed The United

Nations. The Limited Acreage Made Available For The Project

Caused Two Things To Happen. First, The Headquarters Had

To Be Designed In Skyscraper Form. The Skyscraper Was A

Uniquely American Invention Created To Maximize Space On

The Smal  Island Of Manhattan, And The Look Of The Complex

Would Make The United Nations Even More American. 

However, This Limitation Suited The Founders Of The United

Nations. It Gave Them An Excuse To Decentralize Key

Functions Of The Organization, From The World Court To The

International Labor Organization. These Were Located In Other

World Capitals. The Un's Principal Ancil ary Headquarters Was

Established At The Old League Of Nations Palace In Geneva. 

This Was A Pointed Reminder To The United States That A

World Peace Group Had Been Tried Once Before And Failed

Because Not Every Nation Was Committed. 

Paul Hood Remembered Some Of That From Junior High

School. He Also Remembered Something Else From Junior

High School. Something That Had Permanently Shaped His

View Of The Building Itself. He Had Come To New York From

Los Angeles For A Week During The Christmas Vacation With

Other Honor Students. As They Drove To The City From

Kennedy International Airport, He Looked Across The East

River And Saw The United Nations At Dusk. Al  The Other

Skyscrapers He Saw Were Facing North And South: The

Empire State Building, The Chrysler Building, The Pan Am

Building. But The Thirty-Nine-Story Glass-And-Marble United

Nations Secretariat Building Was Facing East And West. He

Happened To Mention That To James Lavigne Who Was In The

Seat Next To Him. 

The Thin, Bespectacled, Very Intense Lavigne Looked Up From

The Mighty Thor Comic Book He Was Reading. The Magazine

Was Hidden Inside A Copy Of Scientific American. 

"You Know What That Reminds Me Of?" Lavigne Said. Hood

Said He Had No Idea. 

"It's Like The Symbol On Batman's Chest." "What Do You

Mean?" Hood Asked. He Had Never Read A Batman Comic

Book And Had Only Seen The Popular Tv Show Once, Just To

See What Everyone Was Talking About. 

"Batman Wears A Bright Gold-And-Black Bat Symbol On His

Chest," Lavigne Said. "Do You Know Why?" Hood Said That He Did Not. "Because Batman Wears A Bul etproof Vest Under

His Costume," Lavigne Said. "If A Criminal Starts Shooting At Him, That's Where Batman Wants Him To Aim. At His Chest." 

Lavigne Returned To His Comic Book. The Twelve-Year-Old

Hood Turned Back To The United Nations Building. Lavigne

Often Made Bizarre Observations, His Favorite Being That

Superman Was A Retel ing Of The New Testament. But This

One Made Sense. Hood Wondered If New York Had Built It That

Way On Purpose. If Someone Wanted To Attack The United

Nations From The River Or Airport, It Was A Big, Fat Target For

A Cuban Or Chinese Secret Agent. Because Of That Vivid

Childhood Impression, Paul Hood Always Thought Of The

United Nations As New York's Bul 's-Eye. And Now That He

Was Here, He Felt Surprisingly Vulnerable. Intel ectual y, He

Knew That Made No Sense. The United Nations Was On

International Territory: If Terrorists Wanted To Strike At America, 

They Would Attack The Infrastructure-The Railroads, Bridges, 

Or Tunnels-Like The Terrorists Who Blew Up The Queens-

Midtown Tunnel And Forced Op-Center To Work With Its

Russian Counterpart. Or Monuments Like The Statue Of

Liberty. When He Was On Liberty Island That Morning, Hood

Was Surprised How Accessible The Island Was From The Air

And Sea, Coming Over On The Ferry, He Was Disturbed To

See How Easy It Would Be For A Pair Of Suicide Pilots In

Planes Loaded With Explosives To Reduce The Statue To Slag. 

There Was A Radar System Located In The Administration

Complex, But Hood Knew That The Nypd Harbor Patrol Had

Only-One Gunship Stationed On Nearby Governor's Island. Two

Planes Coming From Opposite Directions, With The Statue

Itself Blocking The Gunship's Fire, Would Enable At Least One

Terrorist To Reach The Target. 

You Stayed At Op-Center Too Long, He Told Himself. Here He

Was On Vacation, Running Crisis Scenarios. 

He Shook His Head And Looked Around. He And Sharon Had

Arrived Early And Gone Down To The Gift Shop To Get

Alexander A T-Shirt. Then They Went Up To The Vast Public

Lobby Of The General Assembly Building, Near The Bronze

Statue Of Zeus, To Wait For The Un Youth Arts Representative. 

The Lobby Had Been Closed To The Public Since Four O'clock

So Employees Could Set Up For The Annual Peace Reception. 

Because It Was A Clear, Beautiful Night, Guests Would Be Able

To Eat Inside And Chat Outside. They Could Roam The

Northside Courtyard, Admiring The Sculptures And Gardens, Or

Walk Along The East River Promenade. At 7:30, The New

Indian United Nations Secretary-General Mala Chatterjee

Would Go To The Security Council Chambers With

Representatives Of Member Nations Of The Security Council. 

There, Ms. Chatterjee And The Spanish Ambassador Would

Congratulate The Members For The Massive United Nations

Peace-Keeping Effort Being Mounted To Prevent Further Ethnic

Unrest In Spain. 

Then Harleigh And Her Fel ow Violinists Would Play "A Song Of

Peace." The Composition Had Been Written By A Spanish

Composer To Honor Those Who Died Over Sixty Years Before

In The Spanish Civil War. Musicians From Washington Had

Been Selected To Perform, Which Turned Out To Be

Fittingeabecause An American, Op-Center's Martha Mackal , 

Had Been The First Victim Of The Recent Unrest. It Was A

Coincidence That Paul Hood's Daughter Was Among The Eight

Violinists Chosen. The Twelve Other Parents Had Al  Arrived, 

And Sharon Had Scooted Off Downstairs To Find The Rest

Room. The Musicians Had Come Down To Say A Brief Hel o A

Few Minutes Before She Left. Harleigh Had Looked So Mature

In Her White Satin Gown And Pearls. Young Barbara Mathis, 

Who Was Standing Beside Harleigh, Was Also Calm And

Poised, A Diva In The Making. Hood Knew That Harleigh's

Appearance Was The Reason Sharon Excused Herself. She

Didn't Like To Cry In Public. 

Harleigh Had Been Studying Violin Since She Was Four And

Wearing Overal s. He Was Used To Seeing Her That Way, Or In

Her Track And Field Clothes When She Was Earning Al  Her

Ribbons. To See Her Walk Upstairs From The Dressing Room, 

An Accomplished Musician And A Woman, Was Overwhelming. 

Hood Had Asked His Daughter If She Were Nervous. She Said

No. 

The Composer Had Done The Hard Part. Harleigh Was Poised

And She Was Smart, Too. 

Now That Hood Thought About It, The Old Bul 's-Eye Image Of

The United Nations Probably Wasn't What Made Him Feel

Vulnerable. It Was Now. This Moment, This Point In His Life. 

Standing In The Open Four-Story-Tal  Lobby, Hood Felt Very

Much Alone. He Felt Detached From So Many Things. His Kids

Were Growing, He'd Ended A Career, He Felt Estranged From

His Wife In So Many Ways, And Hood Would No Longer Be

Seeing The People H Less-Than Do Worked With So Closely

For Over Two Years. Is That What He Was Supposed To Feel

Halfway Through His Life? Vulnerable And Adrift? 

He Didn't Know. Everyone He'd Associated With At Op-Center-

Bob Herbert, Mike Rodgers, Darrel  Mccaskey, Computer

Genius Matt Stol , And Even The Late Martha Mackal --Were

Single. Their Job Was Their Life. The Same Was True Of

Colonel Brett August, Head Of The Striker Team. Had Being

With Them Made Him Like This? Or Was He Drawn To Them

Because He Wanted That Life? If The Latter Were True, He

Was Going To Have A Very Difficult Time Making His New Life

Work. Maybe He Should Talk To Psychologist Liz Gordon About

This While He Was Stil  Eligible For Office Perks. Although She

Was Single, Too, And Worked About Sixty Hours A Week. Hood

Saw Sharon Come Up The Winding Staircase On The Other

Side Of The Lobby. She Was Dressed In A Smart Beige

Pantsuit And She Looked Terrific. He'd Told Her So Back At

The Hotel, And That Had Put A Little Bounce In Her Step. The

Bounce Was Stil  There. She Smiled At Him, And He Smiled

Back As She Approached. Suddenly, He Didn't Feel Quite So

Alone. 

A Young Japanese Woman Walked Toward Them. 

She Was Wearing A Navy Blue Blazer, A Laminated Id Badge

On Her Breast Pocket, And A Big, Welcoming Smile. She

Came From A Smal  Lobby Located On The Eastern Side Of

The General Assembly Building. Unlike The Main Lobby, Which

Was Located On The Far Northern End Of The Building, The

Smal er Lobby Adjoined The Main Plaza In Front Of The

Towering Secretariat Building. In Addition To The Offices Of The

Member Nations, The Secretariat Building Housed The Hal s Of

The Security Council, The Economic And Social Council, And

The Trusteeship Council. That Was Where They Were Headed. 

The Three Magnificent Auditoriums Were Situated Side By

Side, Overlooking The East River. The United Nations

Correspondents Club, Which Was Where The Parents Would

Be Taken, Was Located Across The Hal  From The Security

Council. 

The Young Guide Introduced Herself As Kako Nogami. As The

Visting Parents Fol owed Her, The Young Lady Went Into An

Abbreviated Version Of Her Tour-Guide Speech. 

"How Many Of You Have Been To The United Nations Before?" 

She Asked, Walking Backward. 

Several Parents Raised Their Hands. Hood Didn't. He Was

Afraid Kako Would Ask What He Remembered About It, And

He'd Have To Tel  Her About James Lavigne And Batman. 

"To Refresh Your Memories," She Went On, "And For The

Benefit Of Our New Guests, I'd Like To Tel  You A Little About

The Area Of The United Nations We'l  Be Visiting." The Guide

Explained That The Security Council Is The United Nations's

Most Powerful Body, Primarily Responsible For Maintaining

International Peace And Security. "Five Influential Countries

Including The United States Sit As Permanent Members," She

Said, "Along With Ten Others, Elected For Two-Year Terms. 

Tonight, Your Children Wil  Be Playing For The Ambassadors Of

These Nations Along With Their Executive Staffs. "The

Economic And Social Council, As The Name Implies, Serves

As A Forum For The Discussion Of International Economic And

Social Issues," The Young Woman Went On. "The Council Also

Promotes Human Rights And Basic Freedoms. 

The Trusteeship Council, Which Suspended Operations In

1994, Helped Territories Around The World Attain Self-

Government Or Independence, Either As Sovereign States Or

As Part Of Other Nations." For Just A Moment, Hood Thought It

Would Be Fascinating To Nun This Place. Keeping The Peace

Inside, Among The Delegates, Had To Be As Chal enging As

Keeping The Peace Outside. As Though Sensing His Thoughts, 

Sharon Slipped Her Fingers Between His And Squeezed

Tightly. 

He Let The Idea Go. 

The Group Passed A Large, Ground-Floor Window That

Looked Out Onto The Main Plaza. Outside Was The Shinto-

Style Shrine That Housed The Japanese Peace Bel . It Was

Cast From Coins And Metal Donated By People From Sixty

Nations. Just Past The Window, The Lobby Fed Into A Wide

Corridor. Straight Ahead Were Elevators Used By Un

Delegates And Their Staff. 

To The Right Was A Series Of Display Cases. The Guide Led

Them Over. The Cases Contained Relics Of The Atom Bomb

Blast That Razed Hiroshima: Fused Cans, Charred School

Clothes And Roof Tiles, Melted Bottles, And A Pocked Stone

Statue Of Saint Agnes. The Japanese Guide Described The

Destructive Force And Intensity Of The Blast. 

The Exhibit Wasn't Moving Hood Or Barbara's Father Hal

Mathis, Whose Father Had Died On Okinawa. Hood Wished

That Bob Herbert And Mike Rodgers Were Here. Rodgers

Would Have Asked The Guide To Show Them The Pearl Harbor

Exhibit Next. The One About The Attack That Happened When

The Two Nations Weren't At War. At Twenty-Two Or Twenty-

Three Years Old, Hood Wondered If The Young Woman Would

Have Understood The Context Of The Question. Herbert Would

Have Raised A Stink Even Before They Got This Far. The

Intel igence Chief Had Lost His Wife And The Use Of His Legs

In The Terrorist Bombing Of The United States Embassy In

Beirut In 1983. He Had Gotten On With His Life, But He Did Not

Forgive Easily. In This Case, Hood Wouldn't Have Blamed Him. 

One Of The Un Publications Hood Had Browsed Through At

The Gift Shop Described Pearl Harbor As "The Hirohito

Attack," Tacitly Absolving The Japanese People Of Guilt In The

Crime. Even The More Political y Correct Hood Found The

Revisionist History Disturbing. After Finishing At The Hiroshima

Exhibit, The Group Went Up Two Flights Of Escalators To The

Upstairs Lobby. To Their Left Were The Three Auditoriums With

The Security Council Chambers Located On The Far End. The

Parents Were Led To The Old Press Bul  Pen Across The Hal . 

There Was A Guard Outside, A Member Of The United Nations

Security Forces. The African-American Man Was Dressed In A

Powder Blue Short-Sleeve Shirt, Blue Gray Trousers With A

Black Stripe Down Each Leg, And A Navy Blue Cap. His Name

Tag Read Dil on. 

When They Arrived, Mr. Dil on Unlocked The Bul  Pen Door And

Let Them In. 

Today, Reporters General y Work In The High-Tech Television

Press Rooms Situated In Long, Glass Booths On Either Side

Of The Security Council Auditorium. These Booths Are

Accessible By A Common Corridor Between The Security

Council And The Economic And Social Council. But In The

1940'S, This Spacious, Windowless L-Shaped Room Was The

Heart Of The United Nations's Media Center. The First Part Of

The Room Was Lined With Old Desks, Telephones, A Few

Banged-Up Computer Terminals, And Hand-Me-Down Fax

Machines. In The Larger Second Half Of The Room-The Base

Of The L-Were Vinyl Couches, A Rest Room, A Supply Closet, 

And Four Tv Monitors Mounted On The Wal . Ordinarily, The

Monitors Displayed Whatever Discussion Was Going On In The

Security Council Or Economic And Social Council. By Putting

On Headsets And Switching Channels, Observers Could Listen

In Whatever Language They Wished. Tonight They'd Be

Watching Ms. 

Chatterjee's Speech Fol owed By The Recital. A Pair Of Card

Tables At The End Of The Room Held Sandwiches And A

Coffeemaker. There Were Soft Drinks In A Smal  Refrigerator. 

After Thanking The Parents For Their Cooperation, Kako Very

Politely Reminded Them What They'd Been Told By Letter And

By The United Nations Representative Who Had Met Them At

The Hotel The Night Before. For Security Reasons, They Must

Remain In This Room For The Duration Of The Event. She Said

She Would Be Returning With Their Children At Eight-Thirty. 

Hood Wondered If The Guard Had Been Posted To Keep

Tourists Out Of The Press Room Or To Keep Them In. Hood

And Sharon Walked Over To The Sandwich Table. S Ohie Of

The Men Pointed To The Plastic Plates And Utensils. "See

What Happens When The U.S. Doesn't Pay Its Dues?" He

Cracked. The Veteran Washington Police Officer Was

Referring To The Nation's Bil ion-Dol ar Debt, A Result Of The

Senate's Unhappiness With What It Characterized As Chronic

Waste, Fraud, And Financial Abuses At The United Nations. 

Key Among These Charges Was That Money Al ocated For Un

Peacekeeping Forces Was Being Used To Bolster The Military

Resources Of Participating Nations. Hood Smiled Politely. He

Didn't Want To Think About Big Budgets And Big Government

And Greenback Diplomacy. He And His Wife Had Had A Good

Day Today. After Their Tense First Night In New York, Sharon

Tried To Relax. She Savored The Pleasant Fal  Sunshine At

Liberty Island And Didn't Let The Crowds Get To Her. She

Enjoyed Alexander's Excitement At Learning Al  The Technical

Facts About The Statue And At Being Left Alone With His Video

Games And Less-Than-Nutritious Takeout From A Salad Bar

On Seventh Avenue. Hood Wasn't Going To Let Imprisonment

Or America-Bashing Or Cheap Utensils Ruin That. Harleigh

May Have Been The Catalyst For Al  These Good Feelings, But

Neither Their Daughter Nor Alexander Was The Glue. There's

Something Here, Hood Told Himself As They Fil ed Their Plates

And Then Sat On One Of The Old Vinyl Couches To Await Their

Daughter's New York City Debut. He Wanted To Hold Onto That

Feeling In The Same Way That He Had Held Sharon's Hand. 

Feeling In The Same Way That He Had Held Sharon's Hand. 

Tightly. 

New York, New York Saturday, 7:27 P Dism. 

Traffic In Times Square Is Extremely Dense After Seven Pm. On

Saturday Night As Theatergoers Arrive From Out Of Town. 

Limousines Clog The Side Streets, Garages Have Cars Lined

Up Waiting To Get In, And Cabs And Buses Inch Through The

Center Of The Theater District. 

Georgiev Had Al owed For The Delay When He Planned This

Part Of The Operation. When He Final y Turned East On Forty-

Second Street And Rol ed Toward Bryant Park, He Was

Relaxed And Confident. So Were The Other Members Of The

Team. But Then, If He Hadn't Served With Them, Seen That

They Were Cool Under Pressure, He Never Would Have

Recruited Them For This Mission. 

Apart From Reynold Downer, The Forty-Eight-Year-Old Former

Colonel Of The Bulgarian People's Army Was The Only Truly

Mercenary Man On The Team. Barone Wanted Money To Help

His People Back Home. Sazanka And Vandal Had Issues Of

Honor Dating Back To World War Ii. 

Issues That Money Would Clear Away. Georgiev Had A

Different Problem. He'd Spent Nearly Ten Years As Part Of The

Cia'-Financed Underground In Bulgaria. He'd Fought The

Communists For So Long That He Couldn't Adapt To An Era

That Had No Enemy. He Had No Trade Apart From Soldiering, 

The Army Was Not Paying Its People With Regularity, And He

Was Much Poorer Now Than He'd Been Taking American

Dol ars And Living Under The Shadow Of The Soviet Empire. 

He Wanted To Open A New Business: Financing Petroleum

And Natural Gas Exploitation. He Would Do That With His

Share Of The Take From Today's Mission. 

Because Of Georgiev's Familiarity With Cia Tactics And His

Fluency In American English, The Others Had No Trouble With

Him Leading This Half Of The Operation. Besides, As He'd

Proven When He Organized The Prostitution Ring In

Cambodia, He Was A Natural Leader. 

Georgiev Drove Slowly, Careful y. He Watched Out For

Jaywalking Pedestrians. He Didn't Tailgate. He Didn't Shout At

Taxi Drivers Who Cut Him Off. He Didn't Do Anything That

Would Cause Him To Be Stopped By The Police. It Was Ironic. 

He Was About To Commit An Act Of Destruction And Murder

That The World Would Not Soon Forget. Yet Here He Was, The

Model Of Tranquil, Lawful Motoring. There Was A Time, 

Growing Up, When Georgiev Wanted To Be A Philosopher. 

Maybe When Al  Of This Was Over, He Would Final y Get To

Take That Up. Contrasts Fascinated Him. 

When He Had Driven This Route The Day Before, He Noticed A

Traffic Camera On A Streetlight At The Southwest Corner Of

Forty-Second Street And Fifth Avenue. The Camera Faced

North. There Was Another On Forty-Second Street And Third

Avenue Facing South. Vandal, Who Was Sitting In The

Passenger's Seat, And Georgiev Both Adjusted Their Sun

Visors To Cover Those Windows. 

They'd Be Wearing Ski Masks When They Went Into The Un. 

The Nypd Would Probably Review Al  The Cameras In The

Area, And He Didn't Want Anyone To Have A Photographic:

Record Of Who Was In The Van. The Traffic Cameras Would

Tel  Them Nothing. And While Police Might Find A Few Tourists

Who Had Videotaped The Van, Georgiev Had Intentional y

Approached The Target From The Setting Sun. Al  Any

Videotape Would See Was Glare Off The Windshield. God

Bless The Things He'd Learned From The Cia. 

They Passed The New York Public Library, Grand Central

Station, And The Chrysler Building They Reached First Avenue

Without Incident. 

Georgiev Timed His Approach So They'd Stop At The Light. 

He'd Made Sure He Was In The Right-Hand Lane. When They

Made The Left Turn, He Would Be On The Same Side Of The

Street As The United Nations, On The Right. He Glanced

Toward The North. 

The Target Area Was Just Two Blocks Away. Almost Straight

Ahead Was The Secretariat Building, Set Back Behind A

Circular Courtyard And A Fountain. A Seven-Foot-High Iron

Fence Fronted The Complex For Its Four-Block Length. There

Were Three Guard Booths Spaced Along The Gates, Behind

Them. 

Nypd Officers Patrol ed The Street. Across First Avenue, On

The Corner Of Forty-Fifth Street, Was An Nypd Command

Booth. 

He Had Reconnoitered Al  Of This The Day Before. And He'd

Studied Photographs And Videotape He'd Taken Months

Before That. He Knew This Area Completely, From The

Location Of Every Streetlight To Every Fire Hydrant. 

Georgiev Waited Until The Don't Walk Sign Began Flashing To

His Left. That Meant They Had Six Seconds Until The Light

Changed. 

Georgiev's Black Ski Mask Was Tucked Between His Legs. He

Pul ed It Out And Slipped It On. The Other Men Did Likewise. 

They Were Already Wearing Thin White Gloves So They

Wouldn't Leave Fingerprints But Could Stil  Handle Their

Weapons. The Light Turned. So Did Georgiev. 
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Etienne Vandal Pul ed On His Ski Mask. Then He Turned To

Receive His Weapons From Sazanka, Who Was In The Back

Of The Van Along With Barone And Downer. The Seats Had

Been Removed And Piled In A Corner Of The Hotel Garage. 

The Windows Had Been Painted Over. The Men Were Able To

Prepare In Total Secrecy. Barone Holstered His Own Two

Automatics And Picked Up The Uzi. He Would Also Be

Wearing The Backpack Containing Tear Gas And Gas Masks. 

If It Became Necessary To Fight Their Way Out, They'd Have

The Gas As Wel  As Hostages. It Was Difficult To Twist Very Far

Because Of The Bul etproof Vest, But Vandal Preferred

Discomfort To Vulnerability. The Japanese Officer Handed Him

Two Automatics And An Uzi. Downer Was Kneeling Beside The

Door On The Driver's Side Of The Van. He Placed His Own

Weapons On The Floor. A Swiss-Made B-77 Missile Launcher

Lay Across His Shoulder. He Had Requested An American M47

Dragon, But This Was The Closest Ustinoviks Could Come. 

Downer Had Examined The Short-Range, Lightweight Antitank

Missile And Had Assured The Team It Would Do The Job. 

Vandal And The Others Hoped So. 

Without It, They'd Be Dead In The Street. Barone Was

Crouched Beside The Side Door, Ready To Pul  It Open. 

Vandal Had Already Checked His Weapons At The Hotel. Now

He Sat And Waited As The Van Continued To Accelerate. It

Was Here At Last. The Countdown They'd Been Working For, 

Going Over Again And Again For More Than A Year. In Vandal's

Case, It Was A Moment He'd Been Awaiting For Even Longer

Than That. He Was Calm, Even Relieved, As The Target Area

Came Into View. 

The Other Men Also Seemed Calm, Especial y Georgiev. Yet

He Always Came Across As A Big, Cold Machine. Vandal

Knew Very Little About The Man, But What He Did Know, He

Didn't Like Or Respect. 

Until Bulgaria Drafted A New Constitution In 1991, It Was

Among The Most Repressive Nations In The Soviet Bloc. 

Georgiev Helped The Cia Recruit Informants Inside The

Government. Vandal Would Have Understood If The Man Had

Struggled To Overthrow The Regime For Principle. But

Georgiev Had Worked For The Cia Simply Because They Paid

Wel . Though The Goals Were The Same, That Was The

Difference Between A Patriot And A Traitor. As Far As Vandal

Was Concerned, A Man Who Would Betray His Country Would

Certainly Betray His Partners In Crime. That Was Something

Etienne Vandal Knew About. His Grandfather Was A Former

Nazi Col aborator Who Died In A French Prison. It Wasn't Only

That Charles Vandal Had Betrayed His Country. He'd Been A

Member Of The Mulot Resistance Group, Which Had Been

Responsible For Stealing And Hiding Art And Treasures Before

The Germans Could Plunder Them From French Museums. 

Charles Vandal Not Only Turned Over Mulot And His Team, But

He Led The Germans To A Cache Of French Art. 

They Had Less Than One Block To Go. A Few Tourists Who

Were Stil  Out At This Hour Turned To Look At The Speeding

Van. The Vehicle Shot Past The Un Library Building On The

South Side Of The Plaza. 

Then Georgiev Raced Past The First Guard Booth With Its

Green-Tinted Bul etproof Glass And Bored-Looking Officers. 

The Booth Was Located Behind The Black Iron Fence, Which

Was Separated From The Avenue By Twenty Feet Of Sidewalk. 

There Were Extra Guards For Tonight's Soiree And The Gape


Was Closed, But That Didn't Matter. The Target Area Was Less

Than Fifty Feet To The North. Georgiev Passed The Second

Guard Booth. Then, Clearing A Fire Hydrant Just Beyond, He

Swung The Van To The Right And Floored The Gas Pedal. The

Vehicle Shot Across The Sidewalk, Hitting One Pedestrian And

Running Him Under The Driver's-Side Wheel. Several Others

Were Knocked To The Side. A Moment Later, The Van Ripped

Through A Yard-High Chain-Link Fence. The Sound Of The

Metal Scraping The Sides Of The Van Drowned Out The

Screams Of Injured Pedestrians. The Vehicle Plowed Through

A Smal  Garden Fil ed With Trees And Shrubs, Georgiev

Steering Clear Of The Large Tree On The South Side Of The

Garden. A Few Low-Hanging Branches From Other Trees

Smashed Against The Windshield And Roof. Some Branches

Snapped, Others Whipped Back As The Van Pushed Ahead. 

To The North And South, Un Police, Members Of The Nypd, And

A Handful Of White-Shirted State Department Police Were Just

Beginning To Respond To The Breach. Guns Drawn, Radios In

Hand, They Ran From The Three Guard Booths Along First

Avenue, From The Booth Inside The Courtyard To The North, 

And From The Police Outpost Across The Street. 

It Took Just Over Two Seconds For The Van To Dril  Through

The Garden And The Row Of Hedges At The Far End. 

The Men In The Back Of The Van Braced Themselves As

Georgiev Crushed Down On The Brake. The Garden Was

Separated From The Circular Plaza By A Concrete Barrier Just

Over Three Feet High And Nearly One Foot Thick. The

Flagpoles, Which Flew The Flags Of The 185 Member Nations, 

Stood In A Row Beyond The Barrier. Georgiev And Vandal

Ducked Low. They Were Expecting To Lose The Windshield. 

Barone Slid The Van Door Open. Sazanka Lay Down, 

Prepared To Spray Covering Fire If Necessary. Downer Leaned

Out Over Him And Pointed His Missile Launcher At The Thick

Wal . He Aimed Low To Make Sure He Didn't Leave Anything

Close To The Ground. Then He Fired. 

There Was An Ear-Ringing Roar, And Then A Seven-Foot-Wide

Section Of The Concrete Barrier Was Gone. Several Large

Chunks Flew Across The Plaza Like Cannonbal s, Some

Landing In The Fountain, Others Bouncing Across The Drive. 

But Most Of The Wal  Rose In A Wide, Fifty-Foot-High Plume Of

Jagged White Shards, Then Rained Down Like Hail. Behind

The Wal , Five Of The Tal  White Flagpoles Snapped Near The

Bases. They Fel  Straight And Hard And Landed On The

Asphalt With A Loud Clang. Vandal Could Hear It Even Though

His Ears Were Stil  Clogged From The Explosion. Even As The

Bits Of Concrete Were Stil  Fal ing, Georgiev Gunned The

Engine And Pushed The Van Ahead. Timing Was Critical. They

Had To Keep Moving. He Roared Through The Breach In The

Barrier, Clipping The Driver's Side On An Outthrust Of

Concrete, But Didn't Stop. Downer Had Ducked Back Into The

Van, But Sazanka Continued To Lie In The Open Side Door, 

Ready To Fire At Anyone Who Shot At Them. No One Did. 

While They Were Part Of The Pko And First Conceived Of This

Idea, The Men Had Easily Obtained A Copy Of The United

Nations Police Guidelines. They Were Very Explicit: No One

Was To Act Individual y Against A Group. The Threat Was To Be

Contained, If Possible, By Whatever Personnel Were On Hand, 

But Not Chal enged Until Sufficient Units Were Made Available. 

It Was Pure United Nations Philosophy. It Didn't- Workin The

International Arena, And It Wasn't Going To Work Here. 

Georgiev Headed Northeast Across The Plaza. Though The

Windshield Had Shattered, It Was Stil  In The Frame. 

Fortunately, There Wasn't Much The Bulgarian Needed To See. 

The Van Shot Across The Exit Lane Of The Courtyard And

Hopped Onto The Lawn That Led To The General Assembly

Building. Georgiev Sped East Around The Japanese Peace

Bel . As Vandal Ducked Again, The Van Crashed Through The

Large Plate Glass Windows That Opened Onto The Courtyard

From The Smal  Lobby. The Van Slammed Into The Statue Of El

Abrazo De Paz, A Stylized Human Figure "Embracing Peace" 

That Stood Just Inside. The Statue Fel  Over, And The Van

Rode Up On It; That Was As Far As The Van Was Going. But

That Was Also As Far As They Needed The Van To Go. By The

Time Guards And Attendees At The Delegates' Soiree First

Became Aware Of The Disturbance, The Five Men Were

Already Out Of The Van. Georgiev Fired A Short Burst At The

Guard Who Was Posted Outside The Corridor That Led To The

Staff Elevators. The Young Man Spun And Fel , The First Un

Casualty. Vandal Wondered Whether He'd Get A Peace Statue

In His Honor As Wel . 

The Five Men Ran Down The Corridor And Swung Onto The

Escalators. The Escalators Had Been Shut Down By Security

Personnel. That Was Something They Hadn't Anticipated, Not

That It Mattered. They Quickly Ran Up The Two Flights, Then

Turned To Their Left. 

The Stal ed Escalator Was The Only Form Of Resistance They

Met. What Germany Had Proved In Poland In 1939, What

Saddam Hussein Had Proved In Kuwait In 1990, Is That There

Is No Effective Defense Against A Wel -Planned Lightning

Strike. There's Only Recovery And Then A Counterattack. And In

This Case, Neither Would Be Of Any Use. Less Than Ninety

Seconds After Turning Off First Avenue, The Five Men Were

Inside The Heart Of The Secretariat Building. They Ran

Alongside The Tal  Windows That Overlooked The Courtyard. 

The Fountain Had Been Shut Down To Al ow Clear Visbility Into

The Secretariat Windows. Traffic Had Been Stopped, And

Tourists Were Being Herded Onto Side Streets. Police And

Security Forces Were Everywhere Now. 

Seal Off The Building, Contain The Problem, Vandal Thought. 

They Were So Damned Predictable. 

There Were Also Several Guards Running Toward Them. The

Three Men And One Woman Were Wearing Bul etproof Vests

And Listening To Their Radios. They Had Their Guns Drawn

And Were Obviously Headed Toward The Security Council

Chamber, Which Was On Their Right. They Had Probably Been

Sent To Evacuate The Delegates In Case That Was The Target. 

The Young Guards Never Made It. Upon Seeing The Intruders, 

They Stopped. Then, Like Any Soldier Or Police Officer Who

Had Never Been In Combat, They Snapped Into The Only Thing

They Knew: Training Mode. 

From The United Nations Security Force Manual, Vandal Knew

That In A Showdown Situation, They Would Attempt To Spread

Out And Present A Less Concentrated Target, Take Cover If

Possible, And Attempt To Disable The Enemy. Georgiev And

Sazanka Didn't Give Them The Chance. 

Firing Their Uzis From The Hip, They Sliced Across The

Guards' Thighs And Dropped Them Virtual y Where They

Stood. Guns And Radios Clattered On The Tile Floor. As The

Wounded Guards Moaned, The Two Men Walked On, Firing A

Second Burst Into The Head Of Each One. They Stopped A

Few Yards From The Bodies. 

Georgiev Picked Up Two Of The Radios That Had Skidded

Across The Floor. "Come On," Vandal Said And Hurried On. 

Barone And Downer Joined Him, And The Five Men Continued

Forward. Now The Only Things That Stood Between Them And

The Security Council Chambers Were Four Dead Guards And

A Blood-Slicked Floor. 
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Al  The Parents In The Correspondents' Area Heard And Felt

The Crash Downstairs. Since There Were No Windows In The

Room, They Couldn't Be Sure Exactly Where Or What It Was. 

Paul Hood's First Thought Was That There Had Been An

Explosion. That Was Also The Conclusion Of Several Parents

Who Wanted To Go And Make Sure The Children Were Al

Right. But Mr. Dil on Walked In Then. The Guard Asked

Everyone To Stay Where They Were And To Remain Calm. 

"I Just Went Across The Hal  To The Security Council," Dil on Said. "The Children Are Fine. Most Of The Delegates Are Also

There Waiting For The Secretary-General. Security Personnel

Are On The Way To Evacuate The Kids, The Delegates, And

Then You Folks. If You Stay Calm, Everyone Wil  Be Fine." "Do You Have Any Idea What Happened?" One Of The Parents

Asked. "I'm Not Sure," Mr. Dil on Said. "It Looks Like A Van Ran Through The Barrier And Into The Courtyard. I Could See It Out

The Window. But No One Knows)" He Was Interrupted By

Several Pops From Below. It Sounded Like Gunfire. Dil on Got

On His Radio. 

"Station Freedom-Seven To Base," He Said. 

There Was A Lot Of Yel ing And Noise. Then Someone On The

Other End Said, "There's Been A Breach, Freedom-Seven. 

Intruders Unknown. Go To Everest--Six, Code Red. Do You

Have That?" "Everest-Six, Code Red," Dil on Said. 

"I'm On My Way." He Clicked Off The Radio And Headed

Toward The Door. "I'm Going Back To The Security Council

Chambers To Wait For The Other Guards. Please, Al  Of You

Just Stay Here. His "How Long Until The Other Guards Arrive?" 

One Of The Fathers Shouted. 

"A Few Minutes," Mr. Dil on Replied. 

He Left. The Door Shut With A Solid Click. 

Except For Shouts From Somewhere Outside The Building, 

Everything Was Quiet. Suddenly, One Of The Fathers Started

Toward The Door. "I'm Going To Get My Daughter," He Said. 

Hood Stepped Between The Larger Man And The Door. 

"Don't," Hood Said. 

"Why?" The Man Demanded. 

"Because The Last Thing Security, Medics, And Fire Personnel

Need Is People Getting In The Way," Hood Said. "Besides, 

They Cal ed This A Code Red Situation. 

That Probably Means There's Been A Major Security Breach." 

"Al  The More Reason To Get Our Kids Out!" One Of The Other

Fathers Said. 

"No," Hood Replied. "This Is International Soil. American Laws And Niceties Don't Apply. The Guards Wil  Probably Shoot

Unidentified Personnel." "How Do You Know That?" "I Worked For A Federal Intel igence Agency After I Left Los Angeles," 

Hood Told Them. 

"I've Seen People Down For Being In The Wrong Place At The

Wrong Time." The Man's Wife Came Over And Took His Arm. 

"Charlie, Please. Mr. Hood Is Right. Let The Authorities Handle

This." "But Our Daughter Is Out There," Charlie Said. "So Is Mine," Hood Said. "And Getting Myself Kil ed Isn't Going To

Help Her." It Hit Him Just Then That Harleigh Was Out There, 

And She Real y Was In Danger. He Looked At Sharon, Who

Was Standing To The Right, In The Corner. He Walked Over

And Hugged Her. "Paul," She Whispered. "I-I Think We Should Be With Harleigh." "We Wil  Be, Soon," He Said. 

There Were Footsteps In The Hal  Fol owed By The Distinctive

Phup- Phup-Phup Of An Automatic. 

The Shots Were Fol owed By Clattering, Cries, Shouts, And

More Footsteps. Then The Hal  Was Silent. "Whose Side Was

That?" Charlie Asked No One In Particular. 

Hood Didn't Know. He Left Sharon And Walked Toward The

Door. He Crouched Low In Ease Someone Fired And Motioned

For Everyone In The Room To Stand Back, Clear Of The Door. 

Then He Reached Up And Slowly Turned The Silver Knob. He

Eased The Door Open. 

There Were Four Bodies Lying In The Corridor Between The

Correspondents' Room And The Security Council. 

They Belonged To Un Security Personnel. 

Whoever Had Shot Them Was Gone, Though They'd Left

Bloody Tracks In Their Wake. Tracks That Led To The Security

Council. 

Hood Experienced A Strange Flashbackcom He Felt Like

Thomas Davies, A Firefighter He Used To Play Softbal  With In

Los Angeles. One Afternoon, Davies Had Gotten A Cal  That

His Own Home Was Burning. The Man Knew What To Do, He

Knew What Was Happening, Yet He Couldn't React. Hood Shut

The Door And Walked Toward The Desks. "What Is It?" Charlie

Asked. 

Hood Didn't Answer Him. He Was Trying To Get Himself

Moving. "Dammit, What Happened?" Charlie Shouted. Hood

Said, "Four Guards Are Dead, And Whoever Shot Them Has

Gone Into The Security Council Chambers." "My Baby," One Of The Mothers Sobbed. 

"I'm Sure They're Al  Right For Now," Hood Said. "Yeah, And You Were Sure They'd Be Al  Right If We Stayed In Here!" Charlie

Yel ed. 

Charlie's Rage Brought Hood Out Of His Shock. 

"If You'd Been Outside, You'd Be Dead Now," Hood Said. "Mr. 

Dil on Wouldn't Have Let You Into The Chambers, And You'd've

Been Kil ed With The Guards." He Took A Breath To Calm

Himself. Then He Slipped His Cel  Phone From The Pocket Of

His Blazer. He Punched In A Number. "Who Are You Cal ing?" 

Sharon Asked. 

Her Husband Finished Entering The Number. He Looked At Her

And Touched Her Cheek. "Someone Who Won't Give A Shit

That This Is International Territory," He Replied. "Someone Who Can Help Us." Ten Bethesda, Maryland Saturday, 7:48 P.M. 

Mike Rodgers Was Going Through A Gary Cooper Phase. Not

In His Real Life But In His Movie Life --Though At The Moment, 

The Two Lives Were Entirely Codependent. 

Op-Center's Forty-Five-Year-Old Former Deputy Director, Now

Acting Director, Had Never Been Confused Or Insecure. He

Had His Nose Broken Four Times Playing Col ege Basketbal

Because He Saw The Basket And Went For It, Damning The

Torpedoes-As Wel  As The Badgers, The Ironmen, The

Thrashers, And The Other Teams He Played. When He'd

Served Two Tours Of Duty In Vietnam And Commanded A

Mechanized Brigade In The Gulf War, He Was Given Objectives

And Had Met Them Al . Every Damn One Of Them. On His First

Mission With Striker, To North Korea, He'd Kept A Fanatical

Officer From Nuking Japan. When He Returned From Vietnam, 

He'd Even Found Time To Get A Ph.D. In World History. But

Now- It Wasn't Just Paul Hood Resigning That Depressed Him, 

Though That Was Part Of The Problem. It Was Ironic. Two And

A Half Years Ago, Rodgers Had Found It Difficult To Report To

The Man--A Civilian Who Had Been Attending Fund-Raisers

With Movie Stars While Rodgers Was Chasing Iraq Out Of

Kuwait. But Hood Had Proven Himself A Steady, Political y

Savvy Manager. Rodgers Was Going To Miss The Man And His

Leadership. 

Dressed In A Loose-Fitting Gray Sweat Suit And Nikes, 

Rodgers Shifted Careful y On The Leather Sofa. He Slumped

Back Slowly. Just Two Weeks Before, He'd Been Captured By

Terrorists In The Bekaa Val ey In Lebanon. The Second- And

Third-Degree Burns He'd Suffered During Torture Were Stil  Not

Completely Healed. Neither Were The Internal Wounds. 

Rodgers's Gaze Had Wandered. He Looked Back At The Tv, 

Profound Sadness In His Light Brown Eyes. He Was Watching

Vera Cruz, One Of Cooper's Last Films. He Was Playing A

Former Civil War Officer Who Went South Of The Border To

Work As A Mercenary And Ended Up Embracing The Cause Of

Local Revolutionaries. Strength, Dignity, And Honor-That Was

Coop. 

That Used To Be Mike Rodgers, He Reflected Sadly. He'd Lost

More Than Some Flesh And His Freedom In Lebanon. Being

Strung Up In A Cave And Burned With A Blowtorch Had Cost

Him His Confidence. And Not Because He'd Been Afraid To

Die. 

He Believed Passionately In The Viking Code, That The

Process Of Death Began With The Moment Of Birth, And That

Death In Combat Was The Most Honorable Way Of Reaching

One's Inevitable End. But He Was Nearly Denied That. 

Extreme Pain, Like A High Fever, Robs The Mind Of

Orderliness. The Calm And Col ected Torturer Becomes The

Voice Of Reason And Tel s The Mind Where To Touch Down. 

And Rodgers Was Perilously Close To That Point, To Tel ing

The Terrorists How To Operate The Regional Op-Center They'd

Captured. 

That's Why Rodgers Needed Gary Cooper. Not To Heal His

Soul-He Didn't Think That Was Possible. 

He'd Seen His Breaking Point, And He Could Never Lose That

Knowledge, That Awareness Of His Own Limitations. It

Reminded Him Of The First Time. He Twisted His Ankle Playing

Basketbal  And It Didn't Heal Overnight. The Sense Of

Invulnerability Was Gone Forever. A Broken Spirit Was Worse. 

What Mike Rodgers Needed Now Was To Try To Prop Up The

Confidence His Captors Had Taken From Him. Fortify Himself

Enough To Run Op-Center Until The President Decided On A

Replacement For Paul Hood. Then He Could Make Decisions

About His Own Future. Rodgers Looked Back At The Tv

Screen. Movies Had Always Been A Haven For Him, A Source

Of Nourishment. When His Alcoholic Father Used To Punch The

Bel  Out Of Him-Not Just Hit But Punch, With His Yale Class

Ring Young Mike Rodgers Would Get On His Bicycle, Go To

The Local Movie Theater, Pay His Twenty-Five Cents, And

Crawl Into A Western Or War Film Or Historical Epic. Over The

Years, He Modeled His Morality, His Life, His Career After The

Characters Played By John Wayne And Charlton Heston And

Burt Lancaster. He Couldn't Remember A Time When Any Of

Them Came Close To Breaking Under Torture, Though. He Felt

Very Alone. Coop Had Just Rescued A Mexican Girl Who Was

Being Abused By Renegade Soldiers When The Cordless

Phone Rang. 

Rodgers Picked It Up. 

"Hel o?" "Mike, Thank God You're In-Was "Paul?" "Yeah. 

Listen," Hood Said. "I'm Inside The United Nations

Correspondents' Room Across From The Security Council

Chambers. 

Four Guards Have Just Been Gunned Down In The Corridor." 

Rodgers Sat Up. "By Whom?" "I Don't Know," Hood Said. "But It Looks Like The People Who Did It Went Inside." "Where's

Harleigh?" Rodgers Asked. 

"She's In There," Hood Said. "Most Of The Members Of The Security Council And The Entire String Ensemble Were In The

Chambers." Rodgers Grabbed The Remote, Switched Off The

Dvd, And Turned On Cnn. Reporters Were Live At The United

Nations. It Didn't Sound As If They Knew Much About What Was

Going On. "Mike, You Know What The Security Setup Is Here," 

Hood Said. "If This Is A Multinational Hostage Situation, 

Depending On Who The Perpetrators Are, The Un Could Argue

About Jurisdiction For Hours Before They Even Address The

Issue Of Getting The People Out." "Understood," Rodgers Said. "I'l  Cal  Bob And Put Him On This. Are You On Your Cel

Phone?" "Yes." "Keep Me Apprised When You Can," Rodgers Said. 

"Al  Right," Hood Replied. "Mike-Was "Paul, We're Going To Take Care Of This," Rodgers Assured Him. "You Know There's

Usual y Some Kind Of Cooling-Down Period Immediately After

A Takeover. Demands Stated, Attempts To Negotiate. We

Won't Waste Any Of That Time. 

You And Sharon Just Have To Try And Stay Calm." Hood

Thanked Him And Hung Up. Rodgers Turned Up The Volume

On The Tv, Listening As He Rose Slowly. The Newscaster Had

No Idea Who Had Driven The Van Or Why They'd Attacked The

United Nations. There Had Been No Official Announcement, 

And No Communication From The Five People Who'd

Apparently Gone Into The Security Council Chambers. 

Rodgers Shut Off The Television. While The General Headed To

His Bedroom To Dress, He Punched In Bob Herbert's Mobile

Phone Number. 

Op-Center's Intel igence Chief Was At Dinner With Andrea

Fortelni, A Deputy Assistant Secretary Of State. Herbert Hadn't

Dated Much In The Years Since His Wife Was Kil ed In Beirut, 

But He Was A Chronic Intel Col ector. Foreign Governments, 

His Own Government, It Didn't Matter. 

As In The Japanese Movie Rashomon--Which Was The Only

Thing Besides Sushi And The Seven Samurai That Rodgers

Enjoyed From Japan-There Was Rarely Any Truth In

Government Affairs. Just Different Perspectives. And

Professional That Herbert Was, He Liked Having As Many

Perspectives As Possible. 

Herbert Was Also A Man Who Was Devoted To His Friends

And Coworkers. When Rodgers Cal ed To Tel  Him What Had

Happened, Herbert Said He'd Be At Op-Center Within The Half

Hour. Rodgers Told Him To Have Matt Stol  Come In As Wel . 

They Might Need To Get Into Un Computers, And Matt Was A

Peerless Hacker. 

Meanwhile, Rodgers Said That He'd Cal  Striker And Put Them

On Yel ow Alert, In Case They Were Needed. Along With The

Rest Of Op-Center, The Elite, Twenty-One-Person Rapid-

Deployment Force Was Based At The Fbi Academy In

Quantico. They Could Get To The United Nations In Wel  Under

An Hour If Necessary. 

Rodgers Hoped The Precautions Would Not Be Necessary. 

Unfortunately, Terrorists Who Started Out With Murder Had

Nothing To Lose By Kil ing Again. Besides, For Nearly Half A

Century, Terrorism Had Proven Impervious To Conciliatory, 

United Nation Sstyle Diplomacy. 

Hope, He Thought Bitterly. What Was It Some Play Wright Or

Scholar Had Once Written? That Hope Is The Feeling You Have

That The Feeling You Have Isn't Permanent. Rodgers Finished

Dressing, Then Hurried Into The Fading Light And Climbed Into

His Car. His Own Concerns Were Forgotten As He Headed

South Along The George Washington Memorial Parkway To

Op-Center. To Help Rescue A Girl From Renegades. 

Andrews Air Farce Base, Maryland Saturday, 8:37 P.M. Forty

Years Ago, At The Peals Of The Cold War, The Nondescript, 

Two-Story Building In The Northeast Corner Of Andrews Air

Force Base Was A Ready Room. It Was The Staging Area For

Elite Flight Crews Known As The Ravens. In The Event Of A

Nuclear Attack, It Would Have Been The Job Of The Ravens To

Evacuate Key Government And Military Officials From

Washington, D.C., And Relocate Them In An Underground

Facility In The Blue Ridge Mountains. But The Ivory-Colored

Building Was Not A Monument To Another Era. There Were

Gardens In The Dirt Patches Where Soldiers Used To Dril , And

The Seventy-Eight People Who Worked Here Were Not Al  In

Uniform. 

They Were Handpicked Tacticians, Generals, Diplomats, 

Intel igence Analysts, Computer Specialists, Psychologists, 

Reconnaissance Experts, Environmentalists, Attorneys, And

Press Liaisons Who Worked For The National Crisis

Management Center. After A Two-Year Tooling-Up Period

Overseen By Interim Director Bob Herbert, The Former Ready

Room Became A High-Tech Operations Center Designed To

Interface Withand Assist The White House, The National

Reconnaissance Office, The Central Intel igence Agency, The

National Security Agency, The State Department, The

Department Of Defense, The Defense Intel igence Agency, The

Federal Bureau Of Investigation, Interpol, And Numerous

Foreign Intel igence Agencies In The Management Of Domestic

And International Crises. However, After Single-Handedly

Defusing The Crises In North Korea And Russia, Op-Center

Proved Itself Uniquely Qualified To Monitor, Initiate, Or Manage

Operations Worldwide. Al  Of That Had Happened During Paul

Hood's Watch. General Mike Rodgers Stopped His Jeep At

The Security Gate. An Air Force Guard Stepped From The

Booth. Though Rodgers Was Not In Uniform, The Young

Sergeant Saluted And Raised The Iron Bar. Rodgers Drove

Through. Although It Was Paul Hood Who Had Run The Show, 

Rodgers Had Been A Hands-On Participant In Every Decision

And In Several Of The Military Actions. He Was Eager To

Handle The Crisis At Hand, Especial y If They Could Work This

In The Way He Knew Best: Independently And Covertly. 

Rodgers Parked And Jogged As Quickly As His Tight

Bandages Would Al ow. He Passed Through The Keypad Entry

On The Ground Floor Of Op-Center. After Greeting The Armed

Guards Seated Behind The Bul etproof Lexan, Rodgers Hurried

Through The First-Floor Administrative Level. The Real Activity

Of Op-Center Took Place In The Secure, Below-Ground Facility. 

Emerging In The Heart Of Op-Center, Known As The Bul pen, 

Rodgers Moved Quickly Through The Checker-Board Of

Cubicles To The Executive Wing. 

The Offices Were Arrayed In A Semicircle On The North Side

Of The Facility. He Bypassed His Own Office And Went Directly

To The Conference Room, Which Attorney Lowel  Coffey Iii Had

Dubbed "The Tank." The Wal s, Floor, Door, And Ceiling Of The Tank Were Al  Covered With Sound-Absorbing Strips Of

Mottled Gray And Black Acoustix; Behind The Strips Were

Several Layers Of Cork, A Foot Of Concrete, And More

Acoustix. In The Midst Of The Concrete, On Al  Six Sides Of The

Room, Was A Pair Of Wire Grids That Generated Vacil ating

Audio Waves. Electronical y, Nothing Could Enter Or Leave The

Room. In Order To Receive Cal s From His Cel  Phone, 

Rodgers Had To Stop And Program The Phone To Forward

Cal s To His Office And Then To Here. 

Bob Herbert Was Already There, Along With Coffey, Ann Farris, 

Liz Gordon, And Matt Stol . Al  Had Been Off Duty But Came In

So That The Weekend Night Crew Could Continue To Attend To

Regular Op-Center Business. The Concern Everyone Felt Was

Palpable. "Thanks For Coming," Rodgers Said As He Swung

Into The Room. He Shut The Door Behind Him And Took His

Seat At The Head Of The Oblong Mahogany Table. There Were

Computer Stations At Either End Of The Table And Telephones

At Each Of The Twelve Chairs. "Mike, You Spoke With Paul?" 

Ann Asked. 

"Yes." "How Is He?" She Asked. 

"Paul And Sharon Are Both Worried," Rodgers Said Curtly. The General Kept His Conversations With Ann As Short As

Possible With As Little Eye Contact As Possible. He Didn't

Care For The Press, And He Didn't Like Spinning It. His Idea Of

Press Relations Was To Tel  The Truth Or To Say Nothing. But

Above Al , He Didn't Approve Of Ann's Fascination With Paul

Hood. It Was Partly A Moral Issue--Hood Was Married-And

Partly A Practical One. They Al  Had To Work Together. Sexual

Chemistry Was Unavoidable, But "Dr." Farris Never Took Off

Her Lab Coat When She Was Around Hood. 

If Ann Noticed, She Didn't React. 

"I Told Paul We'd Let Him Know When We Have Something," 

Rodgers Said. "But I Don't Want To Cal  Unless It's Absolutely

Necessary. If Paul Doesn't Get Evacuated, He May Try To Get

Closer To The Situation. I Don't Want The Phone Beeping While

He's Got His Ear To A Closed Door." "Besides Which," Stol Said, "That Line's Not Exactly Secure." Rodgers Nodded. He

Looked Over At Herbert. "I Phoned Colonel August On The Way

Over. He's Got Striker On Yel ow Alert And Is Checking The Dod

Database For Everything They've Got On The United Nations

Complex." "The Cia Did A Pretty Thorough Job Of Mapping

The Place While It Was Going Up," Herbert Said. "I'm Sure

There'l  Be A Lot On File." Wel -Dressed Attorney Lowel  Coffey

Iii Was Seated To Rodgers's Left. "You Understand, Mike, That

The United States Has Absolutely No Jurisdiction Anywhere On

The Grounds Of The United Nations," He Pointed Out. "Not

Even The Nypd Can Go In There Without Being Asked." "I

Understand," Rodgers Said. 

"Do You Care?" Liz Gordon Asked. 

Rodgers Looked At The Husky Staff Psychologist Who Was

Seated Next To Coffey. 

"Only About Harleigh Hood And The Other Kids In The Security

Council Chamber," He Replied. 

Liz Looked Like She Wanted To Say Something. She Didn't. 

She Didn't Have To. Rodgers Could See The Disapproval In

Her Expression. When He Came Back From The Middle East, 

She'd Talked To Him About Not Taking Out His Anger And

Despair On Other Targets. 

He Didn't Think He Was. These People, Whoever They Were, 

Had Earned His Anger On Their Own. Rodgers Turned To

Herbert, Who Was Sitting To His Right. "Is There Any Intel On

Whoever Did This?" Herbert Sat Forward In His Wheelchair. 

"Nothing," Said The Balding Intel igence Chief. "The Perps Came In With A Van. 

We Got The License Number Off The Tv And Chased It Down

To The Rental Car Agency. The Guy It Was Rented To, Ilya Gaft, 

Is A Fake." "He Had To Show A Driver's License To The Clerk," 

Rodgers Said. Herbert Nodded. "And It Checked Out With The

Department Of Motor Vehicles Until We Asked For His File. 

There Wasn't One. A Counterfeit License Is Pretty Easy To Get." 

Rodgers Nodded. 

"There Was Triple Security On Board For This Soiree," Herbert Said. "I Had A Look At The Comparable Figures From Last

Year's Bash. The Problem Is, They Were Al  Concentrated

Pretty Much At The Three Drive-Through Check-Points And In

The Square North Of The United Nations. These Perps

Apparently Blew Their Way Through The Concrete Barrier

Using A Rocket Launcher, Then Drove Across The Courtyard

And Right Into The Damned.: Building. Shot Everyone They

Came Up Against Before Holing Up Inside The Security

Council." "And There's Been No Word From Them?" Rodgers Asked. "Not A Whisper," Herbert Said. 

"I Cal ed Darrel  Over In Spain. He Cal ed Someone At Interpol

In Madrid Who Is Close To People At Un Security. They Got In

Touch Immediately. As Soon As They Hear Anything About

What's Inside The Van Or The Kind Of Weapons These Guys

Used, We'l  Know." "What About The Un? Have They Said

Anything About This Publicly?" Rodgers Asked Ann. 

"Nothing," She Told Him. "No Spokesperson Has Come Out." 

"No Statement To The Press?" Ann Shook Her Head. "The Un Information Service Is Not A Rapid-Response Force." "The

United Nations's Not A Rapid-Response Anything," Herbert

Said Disgustedly. "The Guy Darrel 's Friend At Interpol

Cal edhe's A Personal Aide To A Colonel Rick Mott, Who's The

Head Of United Nations Security. The Aide Said That They

Hadn't Even Col ected The Spent Shel s From Outside The

Security Council Chamber Yet, Let Alone Checked Them For

Fingerprints Or Provenance. And That Was About Thirty-Five

Minutes After This Whole Thing Started. They Were Just Getting

Themselves Organized To Look At Tapes From The Security

Cameras And Then Go Into A Meeting With The Secretary-

General." "They're Good At Meetings," Rodgers Said. 

"What About Other Tapes?" He Asked Ann. "The News

Services Must've Gone After Every Tourist On The Street, Trying

To Get Video Of The Attack." "Good Idea," She Said. "I'l  Have Mary Make Some Cal s, Though At That Hour, There Probably

Weren't Very Many Tourists Out." Ann Picked Up The Phone

And Asked Her Assistant To Run A Check Of What The

Networks And Cable News Services Might Have Col ected. 

"You Know," Coffey Said, "I'm Pretty Sure The Police Have Surveil ance Cameras On Some Streets In New York. I'l  Cal

The City's District Attorney And Find Out." The Attorney

Reached Inside His Blue Blazer And Slipped Out His Digital

Pocket Address Book. 

Rodgers Was Staring At The Table. Both Ann And Coffey Were

On The Phone. But Not Enough Was Happening. They Needed

To Do More. "Matt," Rodgers Said, "The Attackers Had To Have Accessed The Dmv Computer At Some Point To Put The

Fake License In." "That's A Pretty Easy Hack," Stol  Said. 

"Fine. But Is There Any Way We Can Track The Hack Backward

To Whoever Did It?" Rodgers Asked. 

"No," Said The Portly Stol . "A Trace Like That Is Something You Have To Set Up. You Wait Until They Strike And Then Fol ow

The Signal Back. Even Then, A Good Hacker Can Run The

Signal Through Terminals In Other Cities. Hel , He Can Bounce

It Off A Couple Of Satel ites If He Wants. 

Besides, For Al  We Know, These People Had Someone On

The Inside." "That's True," Herbert Said. 

Rodgers Continued To Stare. He Needed A History, A Pattern, 

Anything They Could Use To Start Building A Profile. And He

Needed It Fast. 

"They've Held These Parties Every Year For Five Years," 

Herbert Said. "Maybe Someone Cased The Thing Last Year. 

We Should Probably Have A Look At The Guest List, See If

Anyone-Was Just Then Rodgers's Phone Beeped. He Grabbed

It, Wincing As He Strained The Bandages Around His Right

Side. "Rodgers Here." "It's Paul," Said The Cal er. 

Rodgers Motioned For Everyone To Be Quiet, Then Punched

The Speaker Button. "We're Here," He Said. "In The Tank." 

"What Are You Hearing?" "Nothing," Rodgers Told Him. "No Statements, No Demands. How Are You Doing?" "The Phone

Rang A Minute Ago," Hood Said. 

"They're Sending Up An Evac Team. Before They Do, I Want To

Try And See What's Going On." Rodgers Didn't Like The Idea

Of Paul Moving Around Unannounced. Skittish Security Forces

Just Arriving On The Scene Could Mistake Him For A Terrorist. 

But Paul Knew That. Paul Also Knew That If Striker Were Going

To Do Anything To Help Get Harleigh And The Other Kids Out, 

They Needed Intel. 

"I'm At The Door," He Said. "I Hear Footsteps Outside. 

Opening- There Was A Long Silence. Rodgers Looked At The

Faces Of The Other People In The Room. Everyone Was

Somber And Staring Down; Ann Was Flushed. She Had To

Know Everyone Was Thinking About How She Was Reacting To

Al  This. Everyone But Rodgers. 

He Was Wishing That He Were There With Hood, In The Thick

Of This. How Did The World Turn Upside Down Like This? The

Manager Was In The Field, And The Soldier Was At A Desk. 

"Hold On," Hood Said Quietly. "Something's Happening., , There Was Another Silence, This One Short. 

"Mike, There's Someone Coming Out Of The Security Council

Chamber," Hood Said. "Oh, Christ," He Said A Moment Later. 

"Christ." Twelve New York, New York Saturday, 9:01 P Dism. 

Reynold Downer Stood In One Of The Two Security Council

Chamber Doorways That Opened Into The Corridor. The

Double Oak Doors Were In The Far Northern Corner Of The

Long, Back Wal  Of The Council. Outside And Just Beyond The

Doors, A Second Wal  Jutted Into The Corridor Perpendicular

To The Security Council Wal . 

Downer Had Opened Only The Far Side Door. The Australian

Was Stil  Wearing His Ski Mask. 

In Front Of Downer Was A Slender, Middleaged Man In A Black

Suit. He Was Swedish Delegate Lddeif Johanson. There Was

A Single Sheet Of Legal-Sized Paper In His Trembling Hands. 

Downer Was Holding A Handful Of The Man's Blond Hair And

Pul ing Backward Slightly. His Automatic Was Pressed To The

Base Of The Man's Skul . The Australian Turned The Man So

That He Was Facing Away From The Corner Formed By The

Two Wal s. 

Ahead Of Them Were A Dozen United Nations Security

Guards. The Men And Women Were Wearing Bul etproof Vests

And Helmets With Thick Visors. 

Their Guns Were Drawn. Several Of The Guards Were Shaking

Slightly. That Wasn't Surprising. Though The Bodies Of Their

Dead Comrades Had Been Removed, Their Blood Was Stil

On The Floor. 

"Speak," Downer Said Into The Captive's Ear. The Man Looked

Down At The Legal-Sized Paper. He Was Trembling Hard As

He Read From It. 

"I've Been Ordered To Inform You Of The Fol owing," He Said

Softly In A Swedish Accent. 

"Louder!" Downer Hissed. 

The Man Spoke Up. "You Have Ninety Minutes To Deliver 250

Mil ion Dol ars U.S. To The Zurich Confederated Finance

Account Veb- 9167681-Epb. The Name On The Account Is

False, And Any Attempts To Access It Wil  Result In Additional

Deaths. You Wil  Also Deliver A Helicopter With Ten-Person

Capacity, Running And Ful y Fueled, In The Courtyard. We Wil

Be Taking Passengers With Us To Ensure Your Continued

Cooperation. You Wil  Notify Us By Radio On The Regular

United Nations Security Channel When Both Are There. No

Other Communications Wil  Be Acknowledged. If You Fail, One

Hostage Wil  Be Kil ed Then And Every Hour Thereafter Starting

With Myself." The Man Stopped. He Had To Wait Until The

Paper Stopped Shaking Before Continuing. "Any Attempt To

Liberate The Hostages Wil  Result In The Release Of Poison

Gas Which Wil  Kil  Everyone In The Room." Downer Quickly

Pul ed The Man Back Toward The Open Door. He Told Him To

Drop The Paper So The Officials Would Have The Bank

Number, Then Ordered Him To Shut The Door As They Stepped

Inside. When It Closed, Downer Released The Man's Hair. The

Swede Stood There Unsteadily. 

"I Should Have Tried To Run," The Swede Muttered. 

He Looked At The Door. He Was Obviously Weighing His

Chances Of Getting Back Outside. 

"Hands On Your Head, And Move," Downer Growled. 

The Swede Looked At Downer. "Why? You're Going To Shoot

Me In An Hour Whether I Cooperate Or Not!" "Not If They

Deliver," Downer Said. 

"They Can't!" He Cried. "They Won't Simply Turn Over A

Quarter Of A Bil ion Dol ars!" Downer Raised The Gun. "It

Would Be A Shame If They Do, And I've Already Kil ed You," He

Said. "Or If I Kil  You And Then Have To Shoot Your Companion

Ninety Minutes From Now." His Defiance Faded Quickly. 

Reluctantly, The Swede Put His Hands On Top Of His Head. He

Started Down The Staircase, Which Ran Along The Southern

Side Of The Gal ery. 

Downer Walked Several Paces Behind The Delegate. 

To The Left Were Green-Velvet Seats Grouped In Two Tiers Of

Five Rows Each. Before The Era Of Heightened Security, 

These Seats Were Used By The Public To Watch The Activities

Of The Security Council. A Waist-High Wooden Wal  Separated

The Bottom Row Of Seats From The Main Floor. There Was A

Single Row Of Chairs In Front Of That Wal . These Seats Were

Reserved For Delegates Who Were Not Members Of The

Security Council. Beyond The Viewing Area Was The Main

Section Of The Security Council Chamber. This Section Was

Dominated By A Large Table Shaped Like A Rounded

Horseshoe. Inside This Table Was A Narrow, Rectangular Table

Facing East And West. When The Security Council Was In

Session, The Delegates Sat At The Outer Table And The

Translators Sat At The Center Table. Tonight, The Children

Were Sitting At The Far Side Of The Circular Table And The

Guests Of The Delegates Were Seated At The Circular Table

And At The Rectangular One In The Center. The Delegates

Themselves Were Sitting On The Floor Inside The Circular

Table. As The Swede Rejoined The Other Delegates, His

Companion, A Striking Young Woman, Looked At Him From

Where She Was Seated At The Table. He Nodded That He

Was Al  Right. 

Beyond The Table, On Either End Of The Chamber, Two Tal

Floor-To-Ceiling Windows Al owed The Members Of The

Security Council To Look Out On The East River. The Glass

Was Bul etproof, And The Green Drapes Were Drawn Now. 

Between Them Was A Large Painting That Depicted The

Phoenix Soaring From The Ashes, The World Symbolical y

Rising From The Destruction Of World War H. On Either Side

Of The Room, One Floor Up, Were The Glass-Enclosed Media

Rooms, Which Had Replaced The Correspondents' Room. 

Barone And Vandal Were Standing In Either Corner Of The

Chamber, By The Windows. Sazanka Was Positioned By The

North Side Door, And Georgiev Was A Floater, Moving Around

And Keeping An Eye On The Five Additional Doors On The

Main Floor. Right Now, He Was Standing In The Opening Of

The Horseshoe Table. Like Downer, The Men Were Al  Stil

Wearing Their Ski Masks. 

As Soon As The Swede Was Seated, Downer Walked Over To

Georgiev. "Who Was Out There?" Georgiev Asked. 

"They Had About A Dozen Ladies In The Corridor," Downer

Said. The Ladies Were The General-Purpose Un Security

Guards, So-Cal ed Because They Usual y Stood Around

Talking. The Guards They Had Shot On The Way In Were Al

Ladies. 

"There Were No Special Forces Personnel," Downer Said. 

"They Can't Even Act Decisively When Their Own Bacon Is

Burning." "That Is Something They Wil  Learn To Do This

Evening," Georgiev Said. 

Georgiev Nodded Toward The Swede. "He Delivered The

Message Exactly As I Wrote It?" Downer Nodded. 

The Bulgarian Looked At His Watch. "Then They Have Eighty-

Four Minutes Left Before We Start Sending Out Bodies." "You

Real y Think They'l  Comply?" Downer Asked Quietly. "Not At

First," Georgiev Said. 

"I've Said That Al  Along." He Glanced Over At The Tables. His Voice Was Matter-Of-Fact As He Said, "But They Wil . When

The Bodies Pile Up And We Come Closer And Closer To The

Children, They Wil ." New York, New York Saturday, 9:33 P.M. 

Paul Hood Did A Quick, Schizophrenic Two-Step. Hood Hadn't

Breathed While He Listened To The Terrorists' Demands. The

Crisis Manager In Him Hadn't Wanted To Miss A Word Or

Inflection, Anything That Might Tel  Him If They Had Any Of That

Wiggle Room Mike Had Spoken About. They Did Not. 

The Demands Were Specific And Time-Sensitive. Now That

The Terrorists Were Finished Addressing The Guards, Hood

Couldn't Breathe. The Crisis Manager Had Been Replaced By

The Father, One Who Had Just Learned The Improbable Price

Of His Daughter's Freedom. 

What Was Improbable Was Not The Amount Of The Demand. 

Hood Knew From His Banking Days That Up To A Bil ion

Dol ars Was Liquid In Banks And In The Local Federal Reserve

Institutions In New York And Boston. Even The Time Frame Was

Manageable If The United Nations And The Federal

Government Put Their Minds To It. But They Wouldn't. In Order

To Get Cooperation From Local Banks And The Federal

Reserve, The United States Government Would Have To

Guarantee The Loan. The Federal Government Might Do That If

The Secretary-General Asked And Agreed To Cover The Loan

With Un Assets. However, The Secretary-General Might Be

Afraid To Do So For Fear Of Offending Nations That Already

Resented American Influence Over The United Nations. And

Even If The United States Wanted To Pay The Money As A

Means Of Settling Part Of Its Outstanding Debt, Congress

Would Be Required To Okay The Expenditure. Even An

Emergency Session Could Not Be Organized In Time. And, Of

Course, Once The Money Was Transferred, The Terrorists

Would Execute Electronic Transfers, Scattering It In Different

Accounts Throughout The System And Into Linked Accounts In

Other Banks Or Investment Groups. There Would Be No Way To

Mark The Funds Or To Stop The Transfer. And There Would Be

No Way To Stop The Terrorists. They'd Asked For A Ten-Seat

Helicopter Because They Intended To Take Hostages With

Them. One Hostage Per Person, Excluding The Pilot. 

That Meant There Were Probably Four Or Five Terrorists. Al  Of

This Shot Through Hood's Mind In The Time It Took Him To Shut

The Door. He Turned Back Into The Room And Managed To

Draw A Low, Shal ow Breath. The Other Parents Had Heard

The Demands And Were Stil  Processing What Had Happened. 

Sharon Was Standing Beside Her Husband. She Was Looking

At Him, Tears Trickling Down Her Cheeks. Suddenly He Was

Someone Else: The Husband. A Husband Who Had To Stay

Steady For His Wife. 

The Door Opened, And Hood Turned. A Guard Leaned Into The

Room While Another Guard Covered The Corridor. "Come With

Me!" The Young Man Barked. 

"Quickly And Quietly," He Added As He Waved Them On. Hood

Stepped Aside As The Parents Filed By. 

Sharon Stepped With Him. He Took Her Hand In His Left Hand

And Just Now Remembered The Phone In His Right. 

He Put It To His Mouth. "Mike?" He Said. "Are You Stil  There?" 

"I'm Here, Paul," Rodgers Said. 

"We Heard." "We're Being Moved," Hood Said. "I'l  Cal  Back." 

"We'l  Be Here," Rodgers Assured Him. 

Hood Closed The Phone And Slipped It Back Into His Pocket. 

As The Last Parent Left The Room, Hood Gave His Wife's

Hand A Gentle Tug. She Went Along, And He Fol owed Her Out. 

The Parents Were Hurried Past The Security Council Chamber, 

Back Toward The Escalators. There Were A Few Sobs And

Shouted Pleas For Their Children's Return, But The Guards

Kept The Group Moving. Hood Was Stil  Holding Sharon's

Hand. She Was Squeezing His Fingers Tightly, Probably

Without Being Aware Of How Hard She Was Gripping Them. 

As They Filed Onto The Escalators, Hood Could See More

Guards Coming Up With Six-Foot-High, Transparent Blast

Shields, Audio Equipment, And What Looked Like Fiber-Optic

Gear. They Were Obviously Going To Try To Get A Look At How

The Hostages Were Being Held And Also Listen For Snippets

Of Conversation That Might Tel  Them Who The Terrorists Were. 

But Hood Knew That This Wasn't Going To Get Their Kids

Back. The United Nations Didn't Have The Tactical Know-How

Or The Personnel To Do That. They Were An Organization Of

Consensus, Not Action. 

"Tel  Me You Have A Plan," Sharon Said Softly As They Rode

The Escalators Down. She Was Weeping Openly. So Were

Several Other Parents. 

"We're Going To Think Of Something," Hood Replied. "I Need More Than That," Sharon Said. "Harleigh's My Girl, And I'm

Leaving Her Alone And Scared Up There. I Have To Know I'm

Doing The Right Thing." "You Are," Hood Said. "We'l  Get Her Out Of There, I Promise." As Soon As The Group Reached The

Main Lobby, They Were Taken Downstairs. A Temporary

Command Center Was Being Set Up In The Lobby Outside The

Gift Shops And Restaurant. That Made Sense. If The Terrorists

Had Accomplices, It Would Be Difficult For Them To Monitor

Activities Down Here. The Press Would Also Have Trouble

Getting Down Here, Which Was Probably Good. Given The

International Scope Of What Was Happening, Press Coverage

Was Inevitable. 

Since The Un Would Want To Keep The Number Of People

Down Here To A Minimum, They Would Probably Select A

Smal  Pool Of Journalists. 

The Parents Were Taken To The Public Cafeteria, Where They

Were Seated At Tables Far From The Lobby. They Were

Offered Sandwiches, Bottled Water, And Coffee. One Of The

Fathers Lit A Cigarette. He Was Not Asked To Put It Out. 

Moments Later, Senior Security Personnel Arrived To Debrief

The Parents About Things They Might Have Seen Or Heard

While They Were In The Press Room. A Psychologist And

Doctor Also Came Down To Help Them Get Through The

Crisis. 

Hood Did Not Need Their Assistance. 

Catching The Eye Of The Security Head, Hood Said That He

Was Going Out To The Rest Room. Rising, He Managed To

Smile For Sharon And Then Walked Around The Tables Into The

Lobby. He Went To The Rest Room, Entered The Rearmost

Stal , And Got Mike Rodgers Back On The Phone. He Stood

There, Leaning Against The Tile Wal . His Shirt Was Cold With

Perspiration. 

"Mike?" He Said. "Here." "The Un People Are Moving In With Av Gear," Hood Said. "We've Been Relocated Downstairs For

Debriefing And Psych Support." "Classic Response," Rodgers Said. 

"They're Setting Up For A Siege." "That Isn't Going To Be An Option," Hood Said. "The Terrorists Don't Want To Negotiate, They Don't Want Anyone Freed From Prison. They Want Money. 

Doesn't The Un Have A Special Response Unit?" "Yes," 

Rodgers Said. "The Unso-Ps Is A Nine-Person Division Of The

Security Force. 

Established In 1977, Trained By The Nypd In Swat Tactics And

Hostage Situations, And Never Field-Tested." "Jesus." "Yeah," 

Rodgers Said. "Why Would Anyone Go After The United

Nations? They're Harmless. 

We've Got Darrel  On Another Line. He Says That Nypd Policy

Is To Contain And Negotiate, To Keep Things From Exploding. 

And If Things Do Blow, To Keep Them Localized. It Sounds Like

The Security Team's Setting Up To Do That Where You Are. 

Hood Felt Like He'd Been Kicked In The Gut. 

This Was His Daughter's Death They Were Talking About

"Localizing "I "Darrel 's Also In Touch With A Contact In The Secretary-General's Office," Rodgers Went On. "Chatterjee Is Getting Together With Representatives Of The Affected

Nations." "To Do What?" Hood Asked. 

"At The Moment, Nothing. There Doesn't Appear To Be Any

Inclination To Accommodate The Terrorists's Demands. They're

Stil  Trying To Figure Out Who These People Are. They Have

The Paper With The Swede's Script, But It Was Obviously

Dictated And Written By The Delegate. 

No Help In Tracing The Terrorists." "So They Just Intend To Sit This Out." "For Now," Rodgers Said. "That's What The Un Does." Hood's Sadness Shaded To Anger. He Felt Like Going

Into The Security Council Chamber Himself And Shooting The

Terrorists One After Another. 

Instead, He Turned And Punched The Bottom Of His Fist Into

The Wal . 

"Paul," Rodgers Said. 

Hood Had Never Felt So Helpless In His Life. 

"Paul, I Have Striker On Yel ow Alert." Hood Leaned The Top Of His Head Against The Wal . 

"If You Send Them In Here, The World--Not Just The Federal

Government-The World Is Going To Chew You Up And Crap You

Out." "I Have One Word For You," Rodgers Said. "Entebbe. 

Publicly, The World Condemned Israeli Commandos For Going

Into Uganda And Rescuing Those Air France Hostages From

Palistinian Terrorists. But Privately, Every Rightthinking

Individual Slept A Little Prouder That Night. Paul, I Don't Give A

Damn What China Or Albania Or The Secretary-General Or

Even The President Of The United States Thinks Of Me. I Want

To Get Those Kids Out." Hood Didn't Know What To Say. The

Jump From Yel ow To Red Alert Wasn't Even His Decision To

Make, Yet Rodgers Wanted His Approval. 

Something About That Touched Him Deeply. 

"I'm With You, Mike," Hood Said. "I'm With You, And God Bless." 

"Go Back To Sharon And Sit Tight," Rodgers Said. "I Promise, We'l  Get Harleigh Out Of There." Hood Thanked Him, Shut The

Phone, And Slipped It Into His Pocket. Mike's Gesture

Triggered Tears He'd Been Fighting Since This Whole Thing

Started. He Stood There Sobbing With His Cheek Pressed

Against The Cold Tile. Af Ter A Minute, The Bathroom Door

Opened. Hood Sniffed Back His Tears, Stood, And Unspooled

Some Bathroom Tissue. He Wiped His Eyes. 

It Was Odd. Hood Had Told Sharon What She'd Wanted To

Hear, That They'd Save Harleigh, Even Though He Didn't

Entirely Believe It. Yet When Mike Said The Same Thing, Hood

Believed Him. He Wondered If Al  Faith Was So Easily

Manipulated. A Need To Believe Given A Firm Push. 

He Blew His Nose And Flushed The Tissue Down The Toilet. 

There Was One Difference, He Thought As He Left The Stal . 

Faith Was Faith, But Mike Rodgers Was Mike Rodgers. And

One Of Them Had Never Let Him Down. 

Quantico, Virginia Saturday, 9:57 The Marine Corps Base At

Quantico Is A Sprawling, Rustic Facility That Is The Home To

Diverse Military Units. These Range From The Marcorsyscom-

Marine Corps Systems Command-To The Secretive

Commandant's Warfighting Laboratory, A Military Think Tank. 

Quantico Is Regarded As The Intel ectual Crossroads Of The

Marine Corps, Where Teams Of Neologistic "Warfighters" Are

Able To Devise And Study Tactics And Then Put Them Into

Operation In Realistic Combat Simulations. Quantico Also

Boasts Some Of The Finest Smal -Caliber Weapons And

Grenade Ranges, Ground Maneuver Sites, Light Armor Assault

Facilities, And Physical Chal enge Courses In The United

States Military. 

Many Of The Base's Key Functions Actual y Take Place At

Camp Upshur, A Training Encampment Located Twenty-Five

Miles Northwest Of The Base Inside Training Area 17. There, 

Delta Company, 4Th Light Armored Reconnaissance Battalion, 

4Th Marine Division, Op-Center's Striker Division, And The

Marine Reserve Support Units Refine The Techniques They

Learned When They Were Recruits. 

Comprised Of Twenty-One Buildings That Range From

Classrooms To Quonset But-Style Squad Bays, Camp Upshur

Can Bil et Up To 500 Troops. 

Colonel Brett August Liked Quantico, And He Real y Liked

Upshur. He Spent His Time Equal y Between Dril ing His Striker

Squad And Giving Classroom Lectures In Military History, 

Strategy, And Theory. He Also Liked To Put His People Through

Rigorous Sports Competitions. To Him, Those Were As Much A

Psychological As A Physiological Workout. 

It Was Interesting. He Had Set It Up So That The Winners Pul ed

Extra Duty. Garbage, Kitchen, And Latrine. Yet No One Had

Ever Tried To Lose A Basketbal  Or Footbal  Game, Or Even A

Weekend Piggyback Fight In The Pool With Their Kids. 

Not Once. In Fact, August Had Never Seen Soldiers So Happy

To Be Doing Drudge Work. Liz Gordon Was Planning To Write

A Paper On The Phenomenon, Which She'd Dubbed "The

Masochism Of Victory." Right Now, Though, It Was August Who

Was Suffering. Upon Returning From Action In Spain, 

Promotions And Long-In-The-Works Transfers Had Cost Him

Some Key Strikers. In The Few Days Fol owing The Depletion, 

He'd Been Working Hard With Four New Warfighters. They'd

Been Concentrating On Night Targeting With 105Mm Howitzers

When The Cal  Came From General Rodgers To Put The Team

On Yel ow Alert. August Had Wanted To Give The New Members

More Time To Integrate With The Old, But It Didn't Matter. 

August Was Satisfied That The New People Were Ready To

See Action If It Became Necessary. Marine Second Lieutenants

John Friendly And Judy Quinn Were As Tough As August Had

Ever Seen, And Delta's Privates First Class Tim Lucas And

Moe Longwood Were Their New Communications Expert And

Hand-To-Hand Combat Specialist. There Was Natural

Competitiveness Between The Two Branches, But That Was

Good. Under Fire, The Barriers Vanished, And They Were Al

On The Same Team. 

Skil wise, The New People Would Fit In Nicely With Sea Soned

Strikers Sargeant Chick Grey, Corporal Pat Prementine-The

Boy-Genius Of Infantry Tactics-Private First Class Sondra

Devonne, Burly Private Walter Pup-Shaw, Private Jason Scott, 

And Private Terrence Newmeyer. 

A Yel ow Alert Meant Gearing Up And Waiting In The Ready

Room To See If The Team Was Going To Take The Next Step. 

The Ready Room Consisted Of A Gunmetal Desk By The Door, 

Which Was Manned Round The Clock By A Desk Sergeant; 

Hard Wooden Chairs Arranged Classroom Style-The Brass

Didn't Want Anyone Getting Too Comfortable And Going To

Sleep; An Old Blackboard; And A Computer Terminal On A

Table In Front Of The Blackboard. In The Event That They Were

Needed, A Bel  Longranger Fifteen-Seat Model 205A-1 Was

Being Fired Upon A Nearby Landing Strip For The Half-Hour

Ride To Andrews Air Force Base. From There, The Team

Would Be Flown By C-130 To The Marine Air Terminal At New. 

York's La Guardia Airport. Rodgers Had Said That Striker's

Potential Target Was The United Nations Building. The C-130

Didn't, Need A Lot Of Runway, And La Guardia, Though Not A

Regular Stop For Military Traffic, Was The Field Closest To The

United Nations. 

The One Thing The Tal , Lean, Thin-Faced Colonel Hated

Above Al  Was Waiting. A Holdover From Vietnam, It Gave Him

A Sense Of Being Out Of Control. Where August Was A

Prisoner Of War, He Had To Wait For The Next Middle-Of-The-

Night Interrogation, The Next Beating, The Next Death Of

Someone He Served With. He Had To Wait For News, Passed

Along In Careful Whispers, By New Arrivals In The Camp. But

The Worst Wait Of Al  Came When August Tried To Escape. He, 

Had To Turn Back When His Partner Was Wounded And

Needed Medical Care. He Never Got Another Chance To Break

Out. His Captors Saw To That. 

He Had To Wait For The Long-Winded, Heel-Dragging, Face-

Saving Diplomats In Paris To Negotiate His Release. None Of

That Taught Him Patience. It Taught Him That Waiting Was For

People Who Had No Other Options. He'd Once Told Liz Gordon

That Waiting Was The Real Definition Of Masochism. 

The United Nations Was On The Water's Edge, So Colonel

August Had The Strikers Bring Their Wet Gear. And Since They

Were Going To Manhattan, They Were Dressed Like Civilians. 

While The Ten Team Members Checked Their Suits And

Equipment, August Used The Ready Room Computer To Visit

The United Nations Home Page. He Had Never Been To The

Building And Wanted To Get An Idea Of The Layout. As He

Navigated To The Web Site, The On-Line News Of The Day

Talked About The Breaking Story In New York, The Hostage

Situation At The United Nations. August Was Surprised-Not

Just That A Nonpartisan Facility Would Be Attacked By

Terrorists But That U.S. Troops Would Be On Cal  To Assist. 

He Couldn't Think Of A Single Scenario In Which American

Armed Forces Would Be Invited To Help Out In A Situation Like

That. 

As He Studied The Web Site Options, Sondra Devonne And

Chick Grey Came Up Behind Him. 

There Were Icons For Peace And Security, Humanitarian

Affairs, Human Rights, And Other Feel-Good Topics. He Went

To The Icon For Databases To Try And Find A Map Of The

Damn Place. Not Only Had He Never Been There, He Had No

Desire To Go. For Al  Their Tub-Thumping About Peace And

Rights, They'd Left Him And His Comrades From Air Force

Intel igence In A Vietnamese Prison For Over Two Years. 

There Were Other Reference Materials In The Databases. 

Video Records Of Security Council And General Assembbly

Meetings. 

Social Indicators. International Treaties. 

Land Mines. Peacekeeping Training Course Database. There

Was Even A Site For A Glossary Of United Nations Document

Symbols, Which Was Itself An Acronym: Unique For Un Info

Quest. 

"I Hope Bob Herbert Is Having Better Luck," August Said. 

"There Isn't A Single Map Of The Compound." "Maybe

Publishing It Is Considered A Security Risk," Devonne

Suggested. Since Joining Striker, The Pretty African-American

Had Been Training For Geo Intel-Geo-Graphic Intel igence-

Which, In Addition To Planning Reconnaissance, Was Being

Used More And More To Target Smart Missiles. "I Mean," She

Said, "If You Posted A Detailed Blueprint, You Could Plan And

Even Run A Missile Attack Without Ever Leaving Your Post." 

"You Know, That's The Problem With Security Today," Grey

Said. "You Can Set Up Al  The Fancy Antiterrorist Protection

You Want, They Can Stil  Get Through The Old-Fashioned Way. 

A Jerk With A Meal Knife Or A Hat Pin Can Stil  Grab A Flight

Attendant And Take Over An Airplane." "That Doesn't Mean You Have To Make It Easy," Devonne Said. "No," Grey Agreed. "But Don't Kid Yourself That Any Of It's Real y Going To Work. 

Terrorists Wil  Stil  Get Anywhere They Want To Go, Just As A

Determined Assassin Can Stil  Get To A World Leader." The

Phone Beeped, And The Desk Sergeant Answered The Cal . It

Was For August. The Colonel Hurried Over. If And When They

Left This Room, The Squad Would Instantly Switch To The

Secure, Mobile Tac-Sat Phone. While They Were Here, They

Stil  Used The Secure Base Lines. "Colonel August Here," He

Said. 

"Brett, It's Mike." In Public, The Officers Observed Formal

Protocol. In Private Conversation, They Were Two Men Who

Had Known Each Other Since Childhood. 

"You've Got A Go." "A Go Is Understood," August Replied. He Glanced Over At His Team. They Were Already Beginning To

Gather Their Gear. "I'l  Give You The Mission Profile When You

Arrive," Rodgers Said. "See You In Thirty Minutes," August Replied, Then Hung Up. Less Than Three Minutes Later, The

Striker Squad Was Buckling Themselves Into The Helicopter

Seats For The Ride To Andrews. As The Noisy Chopper Rose

Into The Night And Arced To The Northeast, Colonel August

Was Puzzled By Something Rodgers Had Said. 

Typical y, Mission Parameters Were Downloaded To The

Aircraft Via Secure Ground-To-Air Modem. 

It Saved Time And Al owed The Process To Continue Even After

The Team Was Airborne. Rodgers Had Said He Was Going To

Give Them The Mission Parameters When They Arrived. If That

Meant What He Thought It Meant, Then This Was Going To Be

A More Interesting And Unusual Evening Than He Had

Expected. 

New Fork, New York Saturday, 10:08 P Dism. 

When The Violinists Had First Arrived In The Security Council

Chambers, They Assembled Behind The Horseshoe-Shaped

Table On The Main Floor. Their Musical Director, Ms. Dom, Had

Just Arrived. 

The Twenty-Six-Year-Old Had Given A Recital In Washington

The Night Before And Had Flown In That Day. 

While Ms. Dorn Reviewed The Score, Harleigh Hood Stood By

The Curtains In. Front Of One Of The Windows. She Peeked

Outside At The Darkening River And Smiled At The Jiggling

Lights Reflected On The Surface. The Bright, Colorful Spots

Reminded Her Of Musical Notes, And She Found Herself

Wondering Why Sheet Music Was Never Printed In Color--A

Different Color For Each Octave. 

Harleigh Had Just Released The Edge Of The Curtain When

They Heard Pops In The Hal way. Moments Later, The Double

Doors On The North Side Of The Chamber Slammed Opera

And The Masked Men Ran In. Neither The Delegates Nor Their

Guests Moved, And The Young Musicians Remained Where

They Were, In Two Tight Rows. Only Ms. Dom Moved, 

Protectively Positioning Herself Between The Children And The

Intruders. The Masked Men Were Too Busy To Notice Her. They

Were Running Down The Sides Of The Chamber, Surrounding

The Delegates. None Of The Intruders Said Anything Until One

Of The Men Grabbed A Delegate And Pul ed Him Off To The

Side. The Intruder Spoke To The Man Quietly, As Though He

Were Afraid Of Being Overheard. The Delegate, Who Had

Been Introduced To The Violinists Earlier In A Receiving Line-

He Was From Sweden, Though She Forgot His Name-Then

Told The Group That No One Would Be Harmed As Long As

They Stayed Quiet And Did Exactly As They Were Told. 

Harleigh Didn't Find Him Convincing. His Col ar Was Already

Sweaty, And The Whole Time His Eyes Were Moving Al  Over

The Place Like He Was Looking For A Place To Run. 

The Intruder Resumed Talking To The Delegate. 

They Sat Down At The Horseshoe-Shaped Table. The Delegate

Was Handed Paper And A Pencil. Two Of The Intruders

Checked The Windows, Opened The Doors To See What Was

Behind Them, Then Took Up Other Positions. When One Of

Them Had Been Standing Beside Her Window, Practical y At

Her Shoulder, Harleigh Had Had To Fight The Urge To Say

Something. She'd Wanted To Ask This Person What He Was

Doing. Her Father Had Always Told Her That A Reasonable

Question, Reasonably Asked, Rarely Provoked An Angry

Response. 

But Harleigh Could Smel  The Tartness Of The Gunpowder-Or

Whatever The Smel  Was-Wafting From The Man's Gun. And

She Thought She Saw Blood Spots On His Glove. Fear Froze

Her Throat And Loosened Her Insides. Her Legs Real y Did Go

Weak, Though At The Thighs, Not The Knees. She Didn't Say

Anything And Then Got Angry At Herself For Having Been

Afraid. Talking Could Have Gotten Her Shot, But It Also Might

Have Made The Intruders Sympathetic Toward Her. Or Maybe

They Would Have Made Her A Spokesperson Or A Group

Leader Or Something That Would Have Taken Her Mind Off Her

Fear. And What If They Al  Got Shot Later? Not Necessarily By

These People But By Whoever Came To Save Them. Her

Dying Thought Would Be That She Should Have Said

Something Before. As She Watched Him Go, She Almost Said

Something Again, But Her Mouth Wouldn't Let Her. 

Shortly Thereafter One Of The Men-Again Speaking Very

Quietly, With An Accent That Sounded Australian-- Began

Col ecting People Around The Table. The Children Were First. 

He Told Them To Leave Their Instruments Where They Were, 

On The Floor, And Come Over. Harleigh's Violin Case Was

Already Open, And She Took The Time To Lay The Instrument

Inside. It Wasn't A Smal , Belated Act Of Defiance. She Wasn't

Even Testing The Man To See What She Could Get Away With. 

Her Parents Had Given The Violin To Her, And She Wasn't

Going To Let Anything Happen To It. Fortunately, The Man Either

Didn't Notice Or Decided To Let It Go. 

As Harleigh Sat At The Circular Table, She Felt Very Exposed. 

She'd Liked It Better By The Drapes, In The Corner. The Fear, 

Which Had Been Liquid, Began To Solidify. Harleigh Began

Trembling As She Sat There And Was Almost Glad When One

Of The Girls Beside Her Began To Shake. Poor Laura Sabia. 

Laura Was Her Best Friend, But She Was A Skittish Girl To

Begin With. She Looked Like She Wanted To Scream. 

Harleigh Touched Her Hand And Caught Her Eye And Smiled At

Her. It's Going To Be Okay, Her Smile Said. The Girl Didn't

Respond To That. She Did Respond When The Masked Man

Began Walking Toward Them. He Didn't Have To Say A Thing, 

Didn't Even Have To Walk Al  The Way Over. Just Coming Over

Scared Her To Silence. Harleigh Patted The Girl's Fingers And

Then Withdrew Her Hand. She Folded Her Hands In Front Of

Her. 

Harleigh Drew A Deep Breath Through Her Nose And Stopped

Herself From Trembling. A Girl Across The Table Saw Her And

Did Likewise. After A Moment, The Girl Smiled. Harlei.Gh

Smiled Back. She Discovered That Fear Was Like. Being

Cold. If You Relaxed, It Wasn't As Bad. The Cavernous Room

Became Quiet. There Was A Feeling Of Tense Resignation At

The Table, An Awareness That The Quiet Was Thin And Could

Be Broken At Any Moment. Inside The Table, The Diplomats

Seemed A Little More Restless Than The Musicians, Probably

Because They Were The Most Vulnerable.. The Intruders

Seemed Very Angry About Somebody Not Being There, But

Harleigh Didn't Know Who. 

Perhaps The Secretary-General, Who Had Been Late. 

Ms. Dom Was Sitting At The Head Of The Table. She Made

Eye Contact With Each Of Her Violinists, Making Sure They

Were Al  Right. Each Girl Responded In Turn With A Little Nod. It

Was Al  Bravery, Harleigh Knew; No One Was Real y Okay. But

In The Absence Of Anything Else, The Sense Of We're Al  In

This Together Was Something To Hold Onto. 

Harleigh Thought She Heard Footsteps Outside The Door. 

Security People Were Bound To Show Up. She Looked Around

For Places To Hide If Something Did Happen, If People Began

Shooting. Behind The Horseshoe Table Looked Like The

Safest Spot. She Could Run Over, Slide Across, And Be On

The Other Side In A Matter Of Moments. She Lifted Her Knees

Very Slowly Against The Bottom Of This Table, Like She Did To

Her Desk At School When She Was Bored--Make It Seem To

Float. The Table Rose Slightly, Which Meant It Wasn't Bolted To

The Floor. They Could Turn It Over And Duck Behind It If They

Had To. 

As Harleigh Thought About Defending Themselves, She

Experienced A Flash Of Terror. She Wondered If This Might

Have Something To Do With Her Father And Op-Center. He

Had Never Talked About Work At Home, Not Even When He

And Her Mother Had Argued. Could It Be That Op-Center Had

Wronged These People In Some Way? She Had Learned In

Civics Class That Except For Israel, The United States Was

The Largest Target Of Terrorism In The World. The Violinists

Were The Only Americans Here. Were They After Her? What If

They Didn't Know Her Father Had Resigned? What If They

Wanted To Control Her To Control Him? 

The Flesh Of Her Neck And Shoulders Grew Warm. 

Harleigh Began To Perspire Along Her Sides. The Gown That

Had Felt So New, So Elegant, Clung To Her Like A Bathing

Suit. This Isn't Happening, She Thought. It Was The Kind Of

Thing You Saw On The News Happening To Other People. 

There Were Supposed To Be Safeguards Here, Weren't

There? Metal Detectors, Guards At The Doors, Security

Cameras. 

Suddenly, The Man Who'd Been Talking To The Delegate From

Sweden Cal ed The Australian Man Over. After A Short

Discussion, The Australian Man Grabbed The Delegate By The

Col ar, Hoisted Him Up And, At Gunpoint, Walked Him Up The

Stairs Toward The Door. Harleigh Wished She Had Her Violin

To Hug Close. She Wished She Could Be Held By Her Mother. 

Her Mom Was Probably Frantic-Unless She Was Trying To Be

Ms. Calm To Other Frantic Mothers. 

She Probably Was. That Had To Be Where Harleigh Got It

From. Then She Thought Of Her Father. When Harleigh's

Mother Had Taken Her And Alexander To Visit Their

Grandparents And Figure Out Their Future, Her Father Decided

To Give Up His Career Rather Than Lose Them. She

Wondered If He'd Be Able To Look At This As Another Crisis

And Think Calmly, Even Though His Daughter Was Involved. 

The Australian Man Returned. After Exchanging A Few Rough

Words With The Delegate, He Took The Paper From Him And

Shoved The Man Along The Stairs. 

Harleigh Assumed That Their Captors Had Just Given

Someone A List Of Demands. She No Longer Thought That

She Might Be The Target. She Felt Her Neck Cool. 

They Were Going To Get Through This. 

The Swedish Delegate Was Seated With The Other Delegates, 

Back On The Floor With His Hands On His Head. Harleigh

Assumed It Was Time To Wait. That Would Be Al  Right. Her

Father Had Once Said That As Long As People Were Talking, 

They Weren't Shooting. She Hoped So. She Decided Not To

Think About It. Instead, Quietly, Very Quietly, She Did What She

Came Here For. 

She Hummed "A Song Of Peace." Andrews Air Force Base, 

Maryland Saturday, 10:09 P.M. After Hanging Up With Colonel

August, Mike Rodgers Looked At The Clock On His Computer

Screen. The Longranger Would Be At Andrews In About Twenty-

Five Minutes. 

The C-130 Would Be Ready To Go By Then. Bob Herbert

Looked Over At The General. The Intel igence Chief Scowled. 

"Mike? Are You Listening?" "Yes," Rodgers Said. "You've Got A Team Working On Mala Chatter Ee's Past To See Who Might

Want To Humiliate The New Secretary-General. Possibly Fel ow

Hindus Who Oppose Her Public Stand On Behalf Of Women's

Rights. You're Also Checking The Whereabouts Of The People

Paul Helped To Stop In Russia And Spain, In Case This Is

About Him." "Right," Herbert Said. 

Rodgers Nodded And Rose Slowly; The Damn Bandages

Were Constricting. "Bob, I'm Going To Need You To Run The

Show Here For A While." Herbert Seemed Surprised. "Why? 

Aren't You Feeling Okay?" "I'm Feeling Fine," Rodgers Said. "I'l Be Going To New York With Striker. 

I'm Also Going To Need A Base Of Operations Once We Get

There. Something Near The United Nations That Could Also

Serve As A Staging Area. 

The Cia Must Have A Shel  In That Neighborhood." "There's

One Right Across The Street, I Believe," Herbert Said. "Eastern Tower Of The Twin Skyscrapers, Un Plaza. The Doyle Shipping

Agency, I Think It's Cal ed. They Keep An Eye On The Comings

And Goings Of Spooks Pretending To Be Diplomats, Probably

Gather Elint As Wel ." "Can You Get Us In?" "Probably." 

Herbert's Mouth Twisted Unhappily. He Glanced Across The

Table At Lowel  Coffey. 

Rodgers Caught The Look. "What's Wrong?" He Asked. 

"Mike," Herbert Said, "We're On Pretty Shaky Ground As Far As Striker Is Concerned." "Shaky In What Way?" Rodgers

Asked. 

Herbert Raised And Lowered A Shoulder. 

"In A Lot Of Ways-Was "Spel  Them Out. Moral y? Legal y? 

Logistical y?" "Al  Of The Above," Herbert Said. 

"Maybe I'm Being A Little Naive Here," Rodgers Said, "But What I See Is A Strike Force With Extensive Antiterrorist

Training Moving Into Position To Deal With Terrorists. Where's

The Moral, Legal, Or Logistical Shakiness?" Attorney Coffey

Spoke Up. "For One Thing, Mike, We Haven't Been Asked To

Help The United Nations With This Situation. That In Itself

Weighs Pretty Heavily Against You." "Granted," Rodgers Said. 

"Hopeful y, I Can Arrange That When I Get There, Especial y If

The Terrorists Start Sending Bodies Out. Darrel  Mccaskey's

Communicating With Chatterjee's Security Staff Through

Interpol--" "At A Very Low Level," Herbert Reminded Him. 

"The Un Security Commander Isn't Going To Put A Lot Of Stock

In What An Aide Tel s Him Secondhand Through An Interpol Guy

In Madrid." "We Don't Know That," Rodgers Said. "Hel , We Don't Know Anything About The Commander, Do We?" "My

Staff Is Reviewing His File," Herbert Said. "He's Not Someone We've Had Any Dealings With." "Regardless," Rodgers Said. 

"He's In A Situation Where He's Probably Going To Have To

Look Outside For Help. For Real, Solid, Immediate Help, 

Wherever It's Coming From." "But Mike, That's Not The Only

Problem," Coffey Said. Rodgers Looked Down At The

Computer Clock. 

The Chopper Would Be Here In Less Than Twenty Minutes. He

Didn't Have Time For This. "Countries That Have No Interest In

The Outcome Of This Situation Wil  Absolutely Not Want A

Covert Team Of Elite, United States Forces Moving Through

The Secretariat Building." "Since When Are We Worried About

Hurting The Feelings Of Iraqis And The French?" Rodgers

Asked. 

"It Isn't A Matter Of Feelings," Coffey Pointed Out. "It's A Question Of International Law." "Christ, Lowel --The Terrorists Broke That Law!" Rodgers Said. "That Doesn't Mean We Can, 

Too," Coffey Said. "Even If We're Wil ing To Break International Law, Every Striker Action To Date Has Been Executed

According To Op-Center's Charter-U.S. Law. Specifical y, 

We've Gotten The Permission Of The Congressional

Intel igence Oversight Committee- "I'm Not Worried About A

Goddamn Court-Martial, Lowel ," Rodgers Interrupted Sharply. 

"This Isn't About Personal Culpability," Coffey Said. "It's About Op-Center's Survival." "I Agree," Rodgers Said. "Its About Our Survival As An Effective, Counterterrorist Force-Was "No," 

Coffey Said, "As A Division Of The United States Government. 

We Were Chartered To Act, And I Quote, "When The Threat To

Federal Institutions Or Any Constituents Thereof, Or To

American Lives In The Service Of Those Institutions, Is Clearcut

And Immediate." I Don't See That Here. What I Do See Is That If

You Go In, Whether You Succeed Or Fail Is Irrelevant." "Not To Paul And The Other Parents." "This Isn't About Them!" Coffey Snapped. "It's About The Larger Picture. The American Public

Wil  Applaud. Hel , I'l  Applaud. But France Or Iraq Or Some

Member Nation Wil  Pressure The Administration To Take Us To

Task For Overstepping Our Mandate." "Especial y If The

Terrorists Turn Out To Be Foreigners And Any Of Them Are

Kil ed," Herbert Said. "American Soldiers Effectively Executing Foreign Nationals On International Territory With Every Media

Outlet In The World Covering The Event Wil  Destroy Us." "And They'l  Do It With American Law, Not International Law," Coffey

Added. "Congress Wil  Have No Choice But To Pul  Everyone In

This Room In Front Of The Cioc. Never Mind Our Careers. If

They Vote To Dissolve Op-Center Or Even Just Striker, How

Many Future Lives Wil  Be Lost? How Many Battles Won't We

Be Able To Fight That Have A Direct Influence On The Security

Of The United States?" "I Can't Believe This," Rodgers Said. 

"We're Talking About Children Being Held Hostage!" 

"Unfortunately," Herbert Said, "As Angry As It Makes Us Al , The Threat To The Delegates And To Paul's Daughter Doesn't Fal

Under Those Parameters. 

Saving Her Is A Luxury We May Not Be Able To Afford." "A

Luxury?" Rodgers Said. "Jesus, Bob, You're Talking Like A

Goddamned Camp Fire Girl!" Herbert Glared At Rodgers. 

"That Was My Late Wife. She Was The Camp Fire Girl." 

Rodgers Looked At Herbert And Then Looked Down. The

Ventilators In The Ceiling Sounded Very Loud. 

"Since The Subject Has Been Raised," Herbert Continued, "My Wife Was Also A Victim Of Terrorists. I Know What You're

Feeling, Mike. 

The Frustration. I Know What Paul And Sharon Are Feeling. And

I Also Know That Lowel  Is Right. The Place For Op-Center In

This Fight Is On, The Sidelines." "Doing Nothing." "Surveil ance, Tactical Assistance, Moral Support-If We Can Contribute

Those, They Aren't Nothing," Herbert Said. Was "They Also

Serve Who Only Stand And Wait," Was Rodgers Said

Solemnly. 

"Sometimes, Yes." Herbert Patted The Arms Of His Wheelchair. 

"Otherwise, You Could End Up Sitting And Waiting. Or Worse." 

Rodgers Glanced At His Watch. Lowel  Coffey Had Made Valid

Legal Points. And Rodgers's Stumble About Yvonne Herbert

Had Given Her Husband The Right To Sermonize. 

But That Didn't Make Either Man Right. 

"I've Got About Fifteen Minutes To Meet The Plane," Rodgers

Said Quietly. "Bob, I've Already Put You In Charge. If You Want

To Stop Me, You Can." He Looked At Liz Gordon. 

"Liz, You Can Have Me Declared Mental y Unfit, Suffering From

Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder, Whatever The Hel  You Want. If

You Do, I Won't Fight Either Of You. But Barring That, I Won't

Stand And Wait. I Can't. Not While A Band Of Murderers Is

Holding Kids Hostage." Herbert Shook His Head Slowly. "This

One's Not That Black And White, Mike." "That's No Longer The Issue," Rodgers Said To Him. "Are You Going To Stop Me?" 

Herbert Stopped Shaking His Head. "No," He Said. 

"I'm Not." "May I Ask Why?" Coffey Asked Indignantly. Herbert Sighed. "Yeah. In The Cia, We Used To Cal  It Respect." Coffey Made A Face. 

"If A Superior Wanted To Bend The Rules, You Bent Them," 

Herbert Went On. "Al  You Could Do Was Try Not To Bend "Em

So Far That They Came Around And Bit You In The Ass." Coffey

Sat Back. "I Expect That From The Cosa Nostra, Not The

Lawful Government Of The United States," He Said Unhappily. 

"If We Were Al  So Damn Virtuous, Lawful Government Wouldn't

Be Necessary," Herbert Said. 

Rodgers Looked At Liz. She Was Not Happy Either. "Wel ?" 

Rodgers Said. 

"Wel  What?" Liz Said. "I'm Not A Brick In Bob's Wal  Of Silence, But I'm Not Going To Stop You. Right Now, You're Being

Headstrong, Impatient, And You're Probably Acting Out, Looking

To Hit Someone Hard For What Your Captors Did In The Bekaa

Val ey. But Unfit? From A Psychological Standpoint, Not A

Legal One, I Can't Say You're Unfit." Rodgers Looked Back At

Herbert. "Bob, Wil  You Try To Get Me Into The Cia Shel ?" 

Herbert Nodded. 

Rodgers Looked At Coffey. "Lowel , Wil  You Go To The Cioc? 

See If They'l  Cal  An Emergency Meeting?" Coffey's Thin Mouth

Was. 

Tight, And His Polished Fingernails Were Tapping The Table. 

But Above Al , The Attorney Was A Professional. 

He Hooked Back His Sleeve And Looked At His Watch. 

"I'l  Cal  Senator Warren On His Mobile Phone," Coffey Said. 

"He's Our Most Sympathetic Ear Over There. But Those People

Are Tough Enough To Reach On A Weekday. On A Weekend, 

At Night-Was "I Understand," Rodgers Said. 

"Thanks. You, Too, Bob." "Sure Thing," Herbert Replied. 

Coffey Was Already Looking Up The Phone Number On His

Electronic Pocket Directory As Rodgers Looked Over At Matt

Stol  And Ann Farris. 

The Technical Genius Was Staring Intently At His Folded Hands, 

And The Press Liaison Was Quiet, Her Expression

Noncommittal. He Thought He Might Get Her Approval Since

He Was Trying To Help Paul Hood, But He Wasn't Going To

Ask. He Turned Toward The Door. 

"Mike?" Herbert Said. 

Rodgers Looked Back At Him. "Yes?" "Whatever You Need, 

You Know You've Got Our Support Back Here," Herbert Said. 

"I Know." "Just Try Not To Destroy The Secretariat Building, Okay?" Herbert Said. "And One More Thing." "What's That?" 

Rodgers Asked. "I Don't Want To Find Myself Running This

Goddamned Place," Herbert Said With The Hint Of A Smile. 

"So Make Sure You Get Your Headstrong, Impatient, Acting-Out

Self Back Here." "I'l  Try," Rodgers Said, Smiling Slightly Himself As He Opened The Door. 

It Wasn't Exactly The Endorsement Rodgers Had Hoped For

But, As He Hurried Through The Cubicles Toward The Elevator, 

At Least He Didn't Feel Like Gary Cooper In High Noon-Alone. 

And Right Now, That Was Something. 

New York, New York Saturday, 10:11 R.M The Short-Lived But

Legendary Office Of Strategic Services Was Formed In June Of

1942. Under The Leadership Of World War I Hero Wil iam

Joseph "Wild Bil " Donovan, The Oss Was Responsible For

Col ecting Military Intel igence. After The War, In 1946, 

President Truman Established The Central Intel igence Group, 

Which Was Chartered To Gather Foreign Intel igence Pertaining

To National Security. A Year Later, The National Security Act

Renamed The Cig The Central Intel igence Agency. The Act

Also Broadened The Scope Of The Cia Charter To Al ow It To

Conduct Counterintel igence Activities. 

Thirty-Two-Year-Old Annabel e "Ani" Hampton Had Always

Enjoyed Being A Spy. There Were So Many Mental And

Emotional Levels To It, So Many Sensations. There Was

Danger And There Was Reward Proportionate To The Danger. 

There Was A Sense Of Being Invisible Or, If You Were Caught, 

Of Being More Naked Than Naked. There Was A Feeling Of

Having Power Over Others, Of Risking Punishment And Oath. 

There Was Also A Great Deal Of Planning Involved, Of

Positioning Yourself Just So, Of Patience, Of Catching

Someone In The Right Frame Of Mind, Of Seducing

Emotional y And Sometimes Physical y. 

It Was, In Fact, A Lot Like Sex Only Better, She Thought. In

Spying, If You Grew Tired Of Someone You Could Have Them

Kil ed. Not That She Ever Had. Not Yet, Anyway. 

Ani Had Enjoyed Being A Spy Because She'd Always Been A

Loner. Other Children Had No Curiosity. She Did. 

As A Child, She Liked To Find Out Where Squirrels Made Their

Homes Or Watch Birds As They Laid Their Eggs Or, 

Depending On Her Mood, Help Wild Rabbits Escape From

Red Foxes Or Help Red Foxes Snare The Hares. She Liked To

Eavesdrop On Her Father's Pinochle Games Or On Her

Grandmother's Teas Or On Her Older Brother's Dates. She

Even Made A Journal Of The News She Picked Up While

Spying On Her Family. Which Neighbor Was "A Prick." Which

Aunt Was "A Bitch On Wheels." Which Mother-In-Law "Should Learn To Keep Her Mouth Shut." Ani's Mother Once Found The

Journal And Took It Away, But That Was Al  Right. Ani Had Been

Smart Enough To Keep A Duplicate Book. 

Ani's Parents, Also And Ginny, Had Owned A Women's Clothing

Store In Roanoke, Virginia. 

Ani Used To Work At Hampton's Fashions After School And On

Weekends. Whenever Possible, She Would Study Everything

About The People Who Came In To Browse. She Attempted To

Hear What They Were Saying, Tried To Guess What They Were

Going To Look At Based On How They Were Dressed Or How

Wel  They Spoke. And Then She Moved In To Make The Sale. If

She'd Been Careful And Smart, She Got It. Usual y, She Was. 

The Spying Ended When Her Parents's Store Went Bankrupt, 

Driven Out Of Business By Larger Discount Chains. Her

Parents Were Forced To Go To Work For One Of Those

Chains. But Ani's Fascination With Understanding And Then

Careful y Manipulating People Did Not Die. She Won A Ful

Scholarship To Georgetown University In Washington. She

Majored In Political Science And Minored In Asian Affairs

Since, At The Time, It Looked Like Japan And The Pacific Rim

Were Going To Be The Hot Spots Of The Twenty-First Century. 

Though Her Parents" Own Hopes Had Died, Ani Never Saw

Them Prouder Than When She Graduated From Col ege

Summa Cum Laude. That Was When She Set Herself A Goal

To Make Them Prouder Stil . Ani Resolved That She Would Not

Only Become A Cia Agent, But Before She Was Forty Years

Old, She Would Be Running The Agency. 

Upon Graduating, The Slender, Five-Foot-Ten-Inch-Tal  Blonde

Applied To The Cia. She Was Hired-Partly Because Of Her

Exemplary Academic Record And Partly, She Later Learned, 

Because Equal Opportunity Guidelines Found The Notoriously

Chauvinistic Agency Short On Women. 

The Reasons Didn't Matter Then. Ani Was In. 

Official y, She Served As A Visa Consultant In A Succession Of

U.S. Embassies In Asia. 

Unofficial y, She Used Her Downtime To Develop Contacts In

The Government And Military. Dissatisfied Officials And

Officers. Men And Women Who Were Hurt By The Asian

Financial Col apse Of The Mid-1990'S. People Who Might Be

Persuaded To Provide Information For Money. 

Ani Was Singularly Effective As A Cia Recruiter. Ironical y, She

Found That Her Greatest Asset Was Not Her Knowledge Of

Asian Culture Or Government. It Wasn't Even The Fact That

She'd Seen Her Parents Lose Their Slice Of The American

Dream And Knew How To Talk To People Who Felt

Disconnected. Her Greatest Asset Was Her Ability To Remain

Emotional y Uninvolved With Her Recruits. 

There Had Been Times When It Was Necessary To Sacrifice

People For Information, And She Had Not Hesitated To Do So. 

She Understood From School, From Life, From Reading

History, That People Were The Coin Of Governments And

Armies And That You Couldn't Be Afraid To Spend Them. In A

Way, It Was No Different From Tel ing Women They'd Looked

Good In Coats Or Slacks Or Blouses When She Knew They

Didn't. The Store Needed Their Money, And She Was

Determined To Get It. 

Unfortunately, Ani Found That Talent And Drive Weren't Enough. 

When She Accomplished What She'd Been Sent Abroad To

Do, The Young Woman Wasn't Given A Promotion Or Higher

Security Clearance. Now The Antifemale Bias Mattered: The

Good Jobs Went To Her Male Col eagues. Ani Was Sent To

Seoul To Col ect Data Submitted By The Contacts She'd

Established. Most Of It Was Transmitted Electronical y, And She

Was Not Even Involved In Interpreting What Came In. That Was

Done By Elint Teams Back At Company Headquarters. After

Six Months Of Sitting At A Computer, Working As An Intel

Shuffler, She Asked To Be Transferred To Washington. 

Instead, She Was Transferred To New York. As An Intel Shuffler. 

Because Of Her Overseas Experience, Ani Had Been Sent To

Work At The Doyle Shipping Agency. The Cia Front Operated

From The Shel  Office On The Fourth Floor Of 866 United

Nations Plaza. Their Mission Was To Spy On Key United

Nations Officials. The Dsa Consisted Of A Smal  Reception

Area With A Secretary-Who Was Off Today, Since It Was

Saturday-An Office For Field Office Director David Battat, And

Another Office For Ani. There Was Also A Smal  Office For The

Two Floaters Who Were Shared By This Office And Another In

The Financial District. The Floaters Trailed Diplomats Who

Were Suspected Of Trying To Meet With Spies Or Prospective

Spies In This Country. The Office Also Stocked Arms, From

Guns To C-4, Which Could Be Used By The Floaters Or

Carried To Agents Abroad In Diplomatic Pouches. Ani's Smal , 

East River-View Office Was Real y The Heart Of The Operation. 

It Was Fil ed With Fake Dsa Files, Books Of Shipping

Schedules And Tax Regulations, Along With A Computer Linked

To High-Tech Equipment Locked In A Broom Closet At The End

Of The Smal  Corridor. 

Ani's Job Was To Monitor The Activities Of Key United Nations

Personnel. She Did This By Using Bugs Developed By The

Cia's Research And Sciences Group And Being Field-Tested In

The Un For The First Time-"To Work The Bugs Out," As Battat

Had Put It. The Bugs Were Literal y Mechanical Bugs The Size

Of A Large Beetle. Made Of Titanium And Extremely

Lightweight Piezoelectric Ceramics-Materials That Caused

Very Little Drain On The Batteries, Al owing Them To Run For

Years Without Being Recal ed-The Bugs Are Electronical y

Attuned To The Voice Of A Subject. 

After Being Set Loose Inside A Building, They Required No

Further Maintenance. The Fleet, Six-Legged Devices Could

Reach Any Point In The Building Within Twenty Minutes And

Fol owed Their Individual Targets By Moving Behind Wal s And

Through Air Ducts; Hooklike Feet Al owed Them To Travel

Vertical y Along Most Surfaces. The Voices Were Transmitted

From The Bugs To The Receiver Attachment To Ani's Computer, 

Which Was Nicknamed "The Hive." Ani Typical y Listened To

The Broadcast With Headphones To Keep Out Extraneous

Office And Street Noises. 

Seven Mobile Bugs Inside The United Nations Complex

Enabled The Cia To Eavesdrop On Influential Ambassadors As

Wel  As On The Secretary-General. Because Al  The Bugs

Operated On The Same Very Narrow Audio Frequency, And

Could Only Access One At A Time. She Was Able To Shuttle

Between Them Using The Computer. The Bugs Also Contained

Sound Generators That Emitted An Ultrasonic Ping Once Every

Few Seconds. The Pulse Was Designed To Frighten Potential

Predators. At Two, Mil ion Dol ars Apiece, The Cia Did Not

Want The Bugs To Be Eaten By Hungry Bats Or Other Insect

Eaters. 

Though Ani Deeply Resented The Transfer And The Grant Work

She Was Doing, There Were Three Bright Spots. 

First, Though The Work Tended To Be Uneventful, She Was

Spying As Clandestinely As Possible. The Voyeur In Her

Enjoyed That. Second, Her Superior Spent Most Of His Time In

Washington Or At The Cia Office At The American Embassy In

Moscow-Which Was Where He Was Now-So She Effectively

Ran This Smal  Office. And Final y, Being Held Back By The

"Chauvinists Institute Of America" Had Reminded Her That

Whether You're Sel ing Women's Clothes Or Sel ing Information, 

You Have To Find Ways Of Making Yourself Happy. Since

Coming To New York, She Had Developed An Appreciation For

Art And Music, For Fine Restaurants And Elegant Clothes, For

Good Living And Pampering Herself. 

For The First Time In Her Life, She Had Been Setting Goals

That Had Nothing To Do With Her Career Or Making Someone

Proud. It Felt Good. Very Good. 

Ani Listened Closely To The Meeting. 

Disappointments Aside, This Situation Required Very Close

Monitoring. And Though The Bugged Conversation Was Being

Recorded, Her Superior Would Want A Concise But

Comprehensive Summary Of What Was Being Said. It Was

Interesting To Know People Only From Their Voices. Ani Had

Come To Listen For Inflection, Pauses, Speed Much More Than

She Did In Face-To-Face Conversation. Finding Out About The

Different People Had Been Fun, Especial y Mala Chatterjee, 

Who Was One Of Only Two Women On Ani's Roster. More Than

Half Of Ani's Time Was Spent With The Secretary-General. The

New Delhi Native Was The Forty-Three-Year- Old Daughter Of

Sujit Chatterjee, One Of The Most Successful Motion Picture

Producers In India. An Attorney Who Had Achieved Dazzling

Victories In The Cause Of Human Rights;, Mala Chatterjee Had

Worked As A Consultant With The Centre For International

Peacebuilding In London Before Accepting A Post As Deputy

Special Representative Of The Secretary-General On Human

Rights In Geneva. She Moved To New York In 1997 To Serve As

Undersecretary-General For Humanitarian Affairs. Her

Appointment As Secretary-General Was Motivated As Much By

Politics And A Tv'-Friendly Appearance As By Her Credentials. 

It Came At A Time When Nuclear Tensions Between India And

Pakistan Were Rising. The Indians Were So Proud Of The

Appointment That Even When The Freshly Appointed Ms. 

Chatterjee Went To Islamabad And Made Overtures To

Pakistan Regarding Disarmament, Indians Supported Her. 

This, Despite A Front-Page Editorial In Pakistan's English-

Language Newspaper, Dawn, Which Chided New Delhi For

"Blinking Cravenly In The Face Of Annihilation." Secretary-

General Chatterjee's Brief Uaited Nations Career Had Been

One Of Confronting Problems Personal y, Head-On, Relying On

Her Intel igence And Charismatic Personality To Defuse

Situations. That Was What Made This Moment So Exciting. 

Ani Was Not Unaware Of The Lives At Stake Or Unmoved By

Their Plight. But Over The Past Few Months, She'd Gotten To

Feel As Though Chatterjee Was A Close Friend And

Respected Col eague. Ani Was Extremely Curious To See How

The Secretary-General Was Going To Handle This. As Soon As

The Cia Had Been Alerted To The Hostage Situation, Ani

Ascertained That None Of The Delegates With Bugs Had Been

Present In The Security Council Chambers. 

Chatterjee Was Meeting With Deputy Secretary-General

Takahara Of Japan, Two Undersecretary-Generals, And Her

Security Chief In The Large Conference Room Off Her Private

Office. The Deputy Secretary-General Of Administration And

Head Of Personnel Was Also Present. He And His Staff Were

On The Phones, Updating Governments Whose Delegates

Were Among The Hostages. Chatterjee's Aide, Enzo Donati, 

Was There As Wel . 

There Had Been Very Little Talk About Actual y Paying The

Ransom. Even If The Sum Could Be Col ected, Which Was

Doubtful, The Secretary-General Would Be Powerless To

Deliver It. In 1973, The United Nations Had Established A

Policy For Dealing With Ransom Demands If Un Personnel

Were Kidnapped. The Security Council Had Proposed, And

The General Assembly Had Agreed By The Requisite Two-

Thirds Vote, That In The Event Of An Abduction, The Affected

Nation Or Nations Would Be Responsible For Pursuing Their

Own National Policy. The United Nations Would Become

Involved Only As Negotiators. 

So Far, Only One Of The Nations Involved, France, Had Agreed

To Contribute To The Ransom Demand. The Other Countries

Either Couldn't Commit Without Formal Authorization Or Had A

Policy Of Not Negotiating With Terrorists. The United States, 

Whose Delegate, Flora Meriwether, Was Among The

Hostages, Refused To Pay The Ransom But Agreed To

Participate If A Dialogue Were Opened With The Terrorists. 

Chatterjee And Her Staff Agreed To Check In Again With The

Affected Nations When The Deadline Had Passed. The

Immediate Problem That Needed A Quick Resolution Was Who

Would Be Responsible For Making Decisions In The Crisis. If

Only Tourists Were Being Held, Then The Military Staff

Committee Of Colonel Rick Mott Would Have Had Sole

Jurisdiction. But That Wasn't The Case. According To The

Charter, Decisions Affecting The Security Council Could Only

Be Made By The Security Council Or The General Assembly. 

Since Security Council President Stanislaw Zintel Of Poland

Was Among The Hostages, And Since The General Assembly

Could Not Be Convened, Chatterjee Decided That As The

Leader Of The General Assembly, The Secretary-General

Should Decide What Moves And Initiatives Should Be Taken. 

Ani Suspected That Was The First Time In The History Of The

United Nations That An Action Had Not Been Decided By Vote. 

And It Had Taken A Woman To Do It, Of Course. 

That Decided, Mott Advised The Officials That Most Of The Un

Police Had Been Pul ed From The Perimeter And Gathered

Around The Security Council Chamber. He Briefed Them About

The Possibility Of Staging An Assault By Un Forces Or With

The Nypd's Emergency Service Unit, Which Had Volunteered

Personnel. 

"We Can't Work Out Any Kind Of Military Response Plan Until

We Have A Better Idea About What's Going On In There," Mott

Said. "I've Got Two Officers Listening In Through The Double

Doors In The Trusteeship Council Chambers. Unfortunately, The

Terrorists Set Up Motion Detectors In The Corridors That

Access The Media, So We Can't Go Up There. They've Also

Disabled The Security Cameras In The Council Chambers. 

Efforts Are Being Made To Look Into The Chambers Using

Wire-Thin Fiber-Optic Lenses. 

We're Going To Use Manual Dril s To Punch Two Smal  Holes

Through The Floor In Closets Beneath The Room. Unfortunately, 

We Won't Have Visuals Until Wel  Past The Ninety-Minute

Deadline. We've Used An Uplink To Send Copies Of The

Surveil ance Camera Videos Of The Kil ers To Interpol Offices

In London, Paris, Madrid, And Bonn, As Wel  As To Law-

Enforcement Agencies In Japan, Moscow, And Mexico City. 

We're Hoping That Something About The Attack May Be

Similar To What Agents There May Have Seen Before." "The

Question Is, Wil  They Real y Execute One Of The Hostages?" 

Asked Secretary-General Chatterjee. 

"I Believe They Wil ," Mott Said. 

"Based On What Intel igence?" Someone Asked. 

Ani Didn't Recognize His Voice Or His Accent. 

"My Own Intel igence," Mott Replied. 

Based On The Way He Said "Intel igence," Ani Could Picture

Him Pointing To His Own Head In Frustration. "The Terrorists

Have Nothing To Lose By Kil ing Again." "Then What Are Our

Options Prior To The Deadline?" The Secretary-General Asked. 

"Militarily?" Mott Asked. "My People Are Wil ing To Go In Without Visuals, If They Have To." "Is Your Team Ready For An Operation Like That?" The Secretary-General Asked. 

Ani Could Have Answered That Question. The Military Staff

Strike Force Was Not Ready For Action. They'd Never Been

Field-Tested And They Were Understaffed. If One Or Two Key

People Went Down, There Were No Reserves. 

The Problem Was That Along With The Rest Of The Un

Secretariat Staff, The Ms Unit Had Been Cut By 25 Percent

Over The Past Few Years. Moreover, The Ablest People Went

Into The Private Sector, Such As Corporate Security And Law

Enforcement, Where Pay And The Opportunities For Promotion

Were Better. 

"We're Prepared To Go In And End The Standoff," Mott Said. 

"But I Have To Be Honest, Ma'am. If We Enter The Chambers

With The Intention Of Removing The Terrorists, There Is A Very

Strong Likelihowil  Of Losses Not Just Of My Team Members, 

But Among Panicked Delegates And Children." "We Can't Risk

That," Secretary-General Chatterjee Said. "Our Chances Would Certainly Be Better If We Waited For Reconnaissance," Mott

Admitted. 

"What About Using Tear Gas Against The Terrorists?" Asked

Deputy Secretary-General Takahara. 

"The Security Council Is A Very Large Room," Mott Said. 

"Because Of That, It Would Take At Least Seventy Seconds To

Deliver Gas Through The Ventilation System, Slightly Less Time

By Opening The Doors And Hurling In Grenades. Either Way, 

That Would Give The Terrorists Time To Put On Gas Masks, If

They Have Them, To Shoot Out The Two Windows To Dilute The

Effectiveness Of The Gas, To Kil  The Hostages When They

Realize What's Happening, Or To Move To Another Locale With

The Hostages As Shields. If They Possess Poison Gas As

They've Said, My Guess Is " That They Probably Do Have

Masks." "They're Going To Kil  Al  The Hostages Anyway," Said One Of The Undersecretaries-General. Ani Believed That It

Might Be Fernando Campos Of Portugal, One Of The Few

Militants Who Had The Secretary-General's Tar. "At Least If We

Go In Now, We May Be Able To Save Some Of Them." There

Was Some Loud Murmuring Around The Table. 

Secretary-General Chatterjee Quieted It And Returned The

Floor To Mott. "My Recommendation, Again, Is That We Wait

Until We Have Some Images From The Chamber," Mott

Concluded. 

"Just So We Know Where The Enemy And The Hostages Are. 

"The Additional Time As Wel  As Your Pictures Wil  Be Bought

With The Lives Of Delegates," Said The Man Ani Thought Was

Undersecretary-General Campos. "I Say We Go In And End

This Matter." Chatterjee Tabled The Military Side Of The

Discussion And Asked If Mott Had Any Other Ideas. 

The Colonel Said That Thought Had Also Been Given To

Shutting Off The Air And Electricity In The Security Council

Chambers Or Of Turning Up The Air-Conditioning To Make The

Terrorists Uncomfortable. 

But He And The Military Staff Committee Had Decided That

Those Actions Would Be More Provocative Than Useful. He

Said That As Yet They Hadn't Come Up With Anything Else. 

There Was A Short Silence. Ani Noted That The Final Half-Hour

Mark Had Come And Gone. 

She Had A Strong Feeling What Chatterjee Was Going To Do:

Just What She Always Did. 

"Although I'm Sympathetic To What Colonel Mott And

Undersecretary-General Campos Have Suggested, We Cannot

Give The Terrorists What They Want," Chatterjee Said At Last, 

Her Husky Voice Lower Than Usual. "But A Serious Gesture

Must Be Made To Acknowledge Their Status." "Their Status?" 

Colonel Mott Asked. 

"Yes," Chatterjee Said. "Such As What, Ma'am?" Mott Demanded. "They're Ruthless Kil ers-Was "Colonel, This Is Not The Time To Express Our Indignation," Chatterjee Said. "Since We Cannot Give The Terrorists What They Want, We Must Offer

Them What We Have." "Which Is?" Mott Asked. "Our Humility." 

"Good Christ," Mott Muttered. 

"This Is Not Your Former Seal's Command," Chatterjee Said

Sternly. "We Shal  "Seek A Solution By Negotiation, Enquiry, Mediation, Conciliation, Arbitration, Judicial Settlement-" Was "I Know The Charter, Ma'am," Mott Said. "But It Wasn't Written

For This Kind Of Situation." "Then We Wil  Adapt It,", She Said. 

"The Sentiment Is Correct. We Must Acknowledge That These

People Have The Power To Kil  Or Release Our Delegates And

Children. 

Perhaps Bowing To Them Wil  Gain Us Time And Trust." "It

Certainly Won't Gain Us Their Respect," Mott Said. "I Disagree, Colonel Mott," Takahara Said. "Submission Has Been Known

To Placate Terrorists. But I Am Curious, Madam Secretary-

General. How Do You Intend To Bow?" Takahara Always

Surprised Ani. Throughout History, Japanese Leaders Had

Never Been Comfortable With Conciliation-Unless They Were

Pretending To Want Peace While Preparing For War. Takahara

Was Not Like That. He Was A Genuinely Pacifistic Man. "I'l  Go

To The Terrorists," Chatterjee Said. "I'l  Express Our Interest In Helping Them And Request Time To Arrange An Opportunity

For Them To Address Their Requests Directly To The Nations

Involved." "You're Inviting A Siege, Was Mott Declared. 

"I Prefer That To A Bloodbath," Said Chatterjee. 

"Besides, We Must Secure One Thing At A Time. If We Can

Achieve A Postponement Of The Deadline, Perhaps We Wil

Be Able To Find The Means To Defuse The Situation." "May I

Remind You," Said Takahara, "The Kil ers In Dicated That No

Communication Would Be Acknowledged Other Than Word

That The Money And Transportation Were Theirs." "It Doesn't

Matter If They Acknowledge," Chatterjee Said. "Only That They Listen." "Oh, They'l  Acknowledge, Al  Right," Mott Said. "With Gunfire. These Monsters Shot Their Way Into The Security

Council. They've Got Nothing To Lose By Shooting A Few

People More." "Gentlemen," Said Chatterjee, "We Can't Pay The Ransom, And I Wil  Not Permit An Attack On The Council

Chamber." It Was Obvious To Ani That The Secretary-General

Was Growing Frustrated. "We Are Supposed To Be The Finest

Diplomats In The World And, At Present, We Have No Options

Other Than Diplomacy. Colonel Mott, Wil  You Accompany Me

To The Security Council?" "Of Course," The Officer Said. 

He Sounded Relieved. Chatterjee Was Smart Going Out With A

Soldier At Her Side. Speak Softly, And Carry A Big Stick. Ani

Heard Coughs And The Sound Of Chairs Being Moved. She

Glanced At Her Computer Clock. The Secretary-General Had A

Little Over Seven Minutes Until The Deadline. That Was Just

Enough Time To Get To The Security Council Chamber. The

Bug Would Arrive Shortly Thereafter. Ani Removed Her

Headphones And Turned To The Phone To Cal  David Battat. 

The Line Was Secure, Run Through An Advanced Tacsat 5 Unit

Inside The Desk. 

The Phone Beeped As She Reached For It. She Picked Up

The Receiver. It Was Battat. 

"You're There," Battat Said. 

"I'm Here," Ani Said. "Canceled My Hot Date And Came Over As Soon As This Broke." "Good Girl," The Forty-Two-Year-Old Atlanta Native Said. Ani's Fingers Went White Around The

Phone. Battat Wasn't As Bad As Some Of The Others, And She

Didn't Think He Meant To Be Demeaning. It Was Just

Something He'd Gotten Used To In The Spy-Club-For-Men. 

"The Attack Just Broke On The News Here," Battat Said. "God, I Wish I Were There. What's Happening?" The Young Woman

Told Her Superior What Secretary-General Chatterjee Was

Planning. After Listening To The Plan, Battat Sighed. "The

Terrorists Are Gonna Waste The Swede," He Said. 

"Maybe Not," Ani Replied. "Chatterjee Is Pretty Good At This." 

"Diplomacy Was Invented To Powder Tyrants' Behinds, And I've

Never Seen It Work For Very Long," Battat Said. "Which Is One Of The Reasons I'm Cal ing. A Former Company Man Named

Bob Herbert Phoned About Twenty Minutes Ago. He's With The

National Crisis: Management Center And Needs A Place For

His Swat Team To Crash. If They Get A Go-Ahead From Above, 

They May Make A Move To Get The Kids Out. The Boys Up

Here Have No Problem With Them Using Dsa As Long As They

Keep Our Noses Out Of It. You Should Expect A General Mike

Rodgers, Colonel Brett August, And Party In About Ninety

Minutes." "Yes Sir," She Said. 

Ani Hung Up And Waited Before Returning To Her

Headphones. The News About The Ncmc Team Was A

Surprise, And It Took Her A Moment To Process It. 

She Had Been Monitoring Secretary-General Chattedee's

Conversations For Three Hours. 

No Mention Had Been Made Of Military Action By The United

States. She Couldn't Believe That The United States Would

Ever Become Involved Militarily In An Action At The United

Nations Compound. 

But If It Were True, At Least She Would Be Here To Watch It

Unfold. Maybe She Could Have A Hand In Organizing The

Attack Plan. Under Ordinary Circumstances, It Was Energizing

To Be At The Center Of What The Cia Euphemistical y Cal ed

"An Event," Especial y When There Was A "Counterevent" In The Offing. But These Were Not Ordinary Circumstances. 

Ani Looked At The Computer Monitor. There Was A Detailed

Blueprint Of The United Nations Along With Icons Representing

The Presence Of Al  The Bugs. 

She Watched The Progress Of The Bug Fol owing Chatterjee. It

Would Catch Up To Her In Less Than A Minute. She Slipped

The Headphones Back On. 

These Were Not Ordinary Circumstances Because There Was

A Group Of People Inside The United Nations-A Group

Depending On Her To Monitor Everything The Secretary-

General Said And Planned. A Group That Had Nothing To Do

With The Cia. 

The Group Was Led By A Man She Had Met While She Was

Looking For New Recruits In Cambodia. A Man Who Had Been

A Cia Operative In Bulgaria And Who, Like Her, Had Become

Disenchanted With The Way The Company Treated Him. A Man

Who Had Spent Several Years Making International Contacts Of

His Own, Though Not To Help Him Gather Intel igence. A Man

Who Didn't Care About A Person's Sex Or Nationality, Only

About His Or Her Ability. That Was Why Ani Had Come To The

Office At Seven O'clock. She Had Not Come After The Attack

Began, As She'd Told Battat. 

She'd Come Here Because She Wanted To Be In Place Before

The Attack. She Would Make Sure That If Georgiev Contacted

Her On His Secure Phone, She Would Be Able To Give Him

Any Intel He Needed. She Was Also Monitoring The Account In

Zurich. As Soon As The Money Was There, She'd Disburse It To

A Dozen Other Accounts International y, Then Erase The Trail. 

Investigators Would Never Find It. Georgiev's Success Would

Be Her Success. And Her Success Would Be Her Parents' 

Success. With Her Share Of The Two Hundred And Fifty Mil ion

Dol ars, Her Parents Would Final y Be Able To Realize The

American Dream. 

The Irony Was, Battat Had Actual y Been Wrong On Two

Counts. Ani Hampton Was Not A Girl. But Even If She Were, 

She Would Not Be What He Had Cal ed Her: A "Good Girl." 

She Was An Exceptional One. 

New York, New York Saturday, 10:29 P.M. 

Mala Chatterjee Stood Just Over Five Feet, Two Inches. She

Barely Reached The Chin Of The Silver-Haired Officer Who

Walked Slightly Behind Her. But The Secretary-General's Size

Was Not A True Measure Of Her Stature. Her Dark Eyes Were

Large And Luminous, And Her Skin Was Swarthy And Smooth. 

Her Fine Black Hair Was Natural y Streaked With White And

Reached To The Middle Of The Shoulder Of Her Sharply

Tailored Black Business Suit. The Only Jewelry She Wore Was

A Watch And A Pair Of Smal  Pearl Earrings. 

There Had Been Some Very Vocal Dissidents Back Home

When She Was Named To This Post And Opted Not To Wear A

Traditional Sari. Even Her Father Was Upset. But As Chatterjee

Had Just Said In An Interview With Newsweek, She Was Here

As A Representative Of Al  People And Of Al  Faiths, Not Just

Her Native Land And Her Fel ow Hindus. Fortunately, The

Disarmament Pact With Pakistan Put The Sari Issue To Rest. It

Also Al ayed The Very Vocal Complaints Some Member

Nations Had Had, That The World Body Had Opted To Appoint . 

A Mediagenic Secretary-General Rather Than An International y

Renowned Diplomat. 

Chatterjee Hadn't Doubted Her Ability To Handle This Job. She

Had Tiever Encountered Any Problem That Couldn't Be

Resolved By Making The First Conciliatory Move. So Many

Conflicts Were Caused By The Need To Save Face; Remove

That Element, And The Disputes Often Solved Themselves. 

Mala Chatterjee Held Tight To That Belief As She And Colonel

Mott Rode The Elevator Down To The Second Floor. Selected

Reporters Had Been Al owed Into This Section Of The Building, 

And She Answered A Few Questions As She Walked Toward

The Security Council Chamber. "We Hope The Matter Can Be

Resolved Peaceably... Our Priority Is The Security And

Preservation Of Human Life... We Pray For The Families Of

The Hostages And Victims To Be Strong.... Was Secretaries-

General Had Said Those Exact Words Or Words Like Those

So Many Times, In So Many Places Around The World, They

Had Almost Become A Mantra. Yet They Were Very Different

Here. This Wasn't A Situation Where People Had- Been

Fighting And Hating And Dying For Years. The War Was New, 

And The Enemy Was Very Determined. The Words Came

From Her Soul, Not From Memory. Nor Were They The Only

Words That Had Come To Mind. After Leaving The Reporters, 

She And The Colonel Walked Past The Sprawling Golden Rule, 

A Large Mosaic Based On The Painting By Norman Rockwel . 

It Was A Gift Of The United States On The Fortieth Anniversary

Of The United Nations. "As Ye Would That Men Should Do To

You, Do Ye Also To Them Likewise. Was Chatterjee Prayed

That That Would Be Possible Here. 

Representatives Of Security Council Nations Were Gathered To

The North Of The Chambers Of The Economic And Social

Council. Between Them And The Adjoining Trusteeship Council

Chamber Were Twenty-Seven Guards, The Entire Force That

Colonel Mott Had Under His Command. There Was Also A

Team Of Emergency Medical Technicians From The Nyu

Medical Center, Which Was Located Ten Blocks South Of The

United Nations, The Technicians Were Al  Volunteers. 

Secretary-General Chatterjee And Colonel Mott Neared The

Security Council Chamber Double Doors. They Stepped A Few

Yards Away. The Colonel Removed The Radio From The Loop

In His Belt. It Was Preset To The Correct Frequency. 

He Switched The Unit On And Handed It To The Secretary-

General. Chatterjce's Hand Was Cold As She Took It. ,She

Looked At Her Watch. 

It Was Ten-Thirty. She'd Gone Over The Words In Her Head As

She Walked Here, Made Them As Concise As She Could. This

Is Secretary-General Chatterjee. 

Would It Be Al  Right If I Came In? 

If The Terrorists Admitted Her, If The Deadline Passed Without

A Death, Then There Would Be Room For Talk. 

For Negotiation. Perhaps She Could Convince Them To Keep

Her There In Exchange For The Children. Chatterjee Wasn't

Even Thinking Beyond That, To Her Own Fate. For A

Negotiator, The Goal Was Everything, The Means Secondary. 

Truth, Deceit, Risk, Compassion, Coldheartedness, Resolve, 

Seductiveness; Everything Was Coin Of The Realm. 

Chatterjee's Slender Fingers Held The Radio Tightly As She

Raised The Mouthpiece Toward Her Lips. She Had To Make

Sure She Sounded Strong But Nonjudgmental. She Swal owed

To Make Sure The Words Didn't Catch. Her Voice Had To Be

Clear. She Moistened Her Lips. "This Is Secretary-General

Mala Chatterjee," She Said Slowly. She'd Decided To Add Her

First Name To Deformalize The Introduction. "Would It Be Al

Right If I Came In?" There Was Nothing But Silence On The

Radio. The Terrorists Had Said They'd Be Listening To This

Channel; They Had To Have Heard. Chatterjee Could Swear

She Heard Colonel Mott's Heart Throbbing In His Chest. She

Could Certainly Hear Her Own, Like Sandpaper Up Around Her

Ears. 

A Moment Later, There Was A Loud Crack From Behind The

Double Doors Of The Security Council Chamber. It Was

Fol owed By Screams From Deep Within The Chamber. An

Instant After That, The Nearest Of The Two Doors Opened

Outward. The Swede Fel  Out, Except For The Back Of His

Head. 

That Was On The Wal  Inside The Chamber. 

New York, New York Saturday, 10:30 P.M. 

Paul Hood Had Composed Himself And Returned To The

Cafeteria. He Reached It Just As Representatives From

Department Of State Security Police Arrived. 

Since The Parents Were Al  U.S. Citizens, The American

Ambassador Had Requested That They Be Moved At Once To

Dos Offices On The Other Side Of First Avenue. The Reason

Given Was Security, But Hood Suspected That Sovereignty

Was The Real Issue. The United States Did Not Want American

Citizens Interrogated By Foreign Nationals About A Terrorist

Attack On International Soil. 

X. Would Set A Dangerous Precedent To Al ow Any

Government Or Representatives Thereof To Hold Americans

Who Were Not Charged With Breaking Foreign Or International

Law. 

None Of The Parents Liked The Idea Of Moving From The

Building Where Their Children Were Being Held. But They

Went, Accompanied By Deputy Chief Of Security Bil  Mohal ey, 

Dos. Hood Made Mohal ey Out To Be About Fifty. From The

Way He Stood, With His Big Shoulders Back, His Manner

Clipped And Commanding, He Had Probably Come To Dos

Via The Military. The Dark-Haired Mohal ey Reiterated That

Their Own Government Could Keep Them Better Protected And

Better Informed. Both Statements Were True, Though Hood

Wondered How Much The Government Would Actual y Tel

Them. Armed Terrorists Had Gotten Through American Security

Systems To Reach The Un. If Anything Happened To The

Children, There Would Be Unprecedented Lawsuits. As They

Were Leaving The Cafeteria And Starting Up The Central

Staircase, The Gunshot From The Security Council Chamber

Echoed Through The Building. 

Everything Stopped. Then There Were A Few Distant Shouts

Among The Otherwise Awful Silence. 

Mohal ey Asked Everyone To Continue Quickly Up The Stairs. It

Took A Long Second Before Anyone Moved. Some Of The

Parents Insisted That They Go Back To The Correspondents' 

Room To Be Close To Their Children. Mohal ey Told Them That

The Area Had Been Closed Off By United Nations Security

Personnel And It Wouldn't Be Possible To Get In. Mohal ey

Urged Them To Go Ahead So He Could Get Them To Safety

And Find Out What Had Happened. They Started Moving, 

Though Several Of The Mothers And A Few Of The Fathers

Began To Weep. 

Hood Put His Arm Around Sharon. Even Though His Own Legs

Were Weak, He Helped Her Up The Stairs. There Had Only

Been One Shot, So He Assumed A Hostage Had Been Kil ed. 

Hood Had Always Felt That Was The Worst Way To Die, 

Robbed Of Everything To Help Make Someone Else's Point. A

Life Used As A Bloody, Impersonal Exclamation Point, One's

Loves And Dreams Ended As Though They Didn't Matter. 

There Was Nothing Colder To Contemplate Than That. When

They Reached The Lobby, Mohal ey Received A Cal  On His

Radio. As He Stepped Aside To Take It, The Parents Filed Into

The Spotlit Park Situated Between The General Assembly

Building And 866 United Nations Plaza. They Were Met There

By Two Of Mohal ey's Aides. 

The Cal  Was Brief. When It Was Finished, Mohal ey Rejoined

The Group At The Head. As They Filed Past, He Asked Hood If

He Could Talk To Him For A Moment. 

"Of Course," Hood Said. He Felt His Mouth Grow Very Dry. 

"Was That A Hostage?" He Asked. 

"The Gunshot?" "Yes, Sir," Mohal ey Said. 

"One Of The Diplomats." Hood Felt Sick And Relieved At The

Same Time. His Wife Had Stopped A Few Steps Away. He

Motioned For Her To Go Ahead, That Everything Was Okay. At

The Moment, Okay Was A Very Relative Term. 

"Mr. Hood," Mohal ey Said, "We Did A Quick Background

Check On Al  The Parents, And Your Op-Center Record Came

Up-Was "I've Resigned," Hood Said. 

"We Know," Mohal ey Told Him. "But Your Resignation Doesn't Become Effective For Another Twelve Days. In The Meantime," 

He Went On, "We Have A Potential y Serious Problem That

You'l  Be Able To Help Us With." Hood Looked At Him. "What

Kind Of Problem?" "I'm Not At Liberty To Say," Mohal ey Told Him. Hood Hadn't Real y Expected Mohal ey To Tel  Him. Not

Here. The State Department Was Paranoid About Security

Outside Its Own Offices, Though Here They Had A Right To Be. 

Every Diplomat, Every Consulate Was Here To Help Their

Country. That Included Being "On The Line," Using Everything From Eavesdropping To Electronics To Listen In On

Conversations. "I Understand," Hood Said. 

"But It's Related To This?" He Pressed. "Yes, Sir. Wil  You Fol ow Me?" Mohal ey Said. It Was Less A Question Than A

Statement. 

Hood Glanced Toward The Courtyard. "What About My Wife" 

"We'l  Tel  Her We Needed Your Help," Mohal ey Informed Him. 

"She'l  Understand. Please, Sir, This Is Important." Hood

Looked Into The Man's Steel-Gray Eyes. 

Part Of Hood-The Part That Felt Guilty About Sharon-Wanted To

Tel  Mohal ey To Go To Hel . 

Lowel  Coffey Had Once Said, "The Needs Of A State Come

Before The Needs Of Estate." Hood Had Gotten Out Of

Government For That Reason. A Delegate Had Just Been Shot, 

And Their Daughter Was Being Held By His Kil ers-Kil ers Who

Had Vowed To Murder Another Person Every Hour. Hood

Should Be With His Wife. Yet There Was Also A Part Of Him

That Didn't Want To Sit Around And Wait For Others To Act. If

There Was Something Hood Could Do To Help Harleigh, Or If

He Could Col ect Intel For Rodgers And Striker, He Wanted To

Be In There Doing It. He Hoped Sharon Would Understand. 

"Al  Right," Hood Said To The Security Head. The Men Turned

And Walked Briskly Toward The Courtyard. They Headed

Toward First Avenue, Which Was Blocked By Police Cars From

Forty-Second To Forty-Seventh Streets. Beyond Them Was A

Wal  Of Glare, The Lights From Tv Cameras. Parked Along The

Avenue Were Three Nypd Emergency Service Unit Radio

Emergency Patrol Trucks With Fat Squads-Fugitive

Apprehension Teams Just In Case The Terrorists Were

Americans. The Bomb Squad From The Seventeenth Precinct

Was Also There. 

Complete With Their Own Van. Overhead Was A Pair Of Nypd

Aviation Unit Blue And White Bel -412 Helicopters, Their

Powerful Spotlights Shining On The Compound. Cleaning

Personnel And Diplomatic Aides Were Stil  Being Evacuated

From The Un And From The Towers Across The Avenue. 

In The Glow Of The White Lights, Hood Could See His Ghostly

White Wife Being Led Across The Street With The Other

Parents. She Was Looking Back, Trying To Catch A Glimpse Of

Him. He Waved, But They Were Immediately Blocked By The

Rep Trucks On The Un Side Of The Street And The Wal  Of

Police On The Other. Hood Fol owed Mohal ey South Toward

Forty-Second Street, Where A Black State Department Sedan

Was Waiting. Mohal ey And Hood Slipped Into The Backseat. 

Five Minutes Later, They Were Headed Through The

Renovated Queens-Midtown Tunnel, Out Of Manhattan. Hood

Listened As Mohal ey Spoke. And What He Heard Made Him

Feel As Though He'd Been Sucker Punched, Pushed Into

Taking A Big Step In The Wrong Direction. 

Twenty New York, New York Saturday, 10:31 P Dism. 

When The Gun Sounded Inside The Security Council Chamber, 

Colonel Mott Immediately Moved In Front Of The Secretary-

General. If There Had Been Additional Gunfire, He Would Have

Pushed Her Back To Where His Security Personnel Were

Standing. The Officers Had Grabbed Blast Shields, Which

Were Stacked Off To The Side, And Were Standing Behind

Them. 

But There Was No More Shooting. There Was Only The Acrid

Smel  Of Cordite, The Cottony Deafness Caused By The

Gunshot, And The Unthinkable Coldness Of The Execution. 

Secretary-General Chatterjee Stared Ahead. 

The Mantra Had Failed. A Man Had Died, And So Had Hope. 

She Had Seen Death Recreated In Her Father's Films. She

Had Seen The Aftermath Of Genocide In Videos Produced By

Human Rights Organizations. 

Neither Of Those Came Close To Capturing The Dehumanizing

Reality Of Murder. She Looked At The Body Lying Chest- Down

On The File Floor. The Eyes And Mouth Were Both Open Wide, 

And The Dead Face Was Like Clay, Flat On Its Cheek And

Turned Toward Her. 

Beneath It, Blood Was Spreading Evenly In Al  Directions. The

Man's Arms Were Twisted Under His Body, And His Feet Were

Turned In Opposite Directions. 

Where Was The Shadow Of The Atman Her Faith Talked About, 

The Eternal Soul Of Hinduism? Where Was The Dignity We

Supposedly Carried With Us Into The Cycle Of Eternity? "Get

Him Out Of Here," Colonel Mott Said After What Was Probably

Just A Second Or Two But Seemed Infinitely Longer. "Are You

Al  Right?" He Asked The Secretary-General. 

She Nodded. 

The Emergency Medical Technicians Came Forward With A

Stretcher. They Rol ed The Delegate's Body On Top Of It. One

Of The Medics Placed A Thick Swatch Of Gauze Against The

Gaping Head Wound. This Was More For Propriety Than To

Help The Delegate, Who Was Beyond Help. 

Behind The Guards, The Representatives Were Stil  And Silent. 

Chatterjee Looked At Them And They Looked At Her. Everyone

Was Ashen. Diplomats Dealt With Horror Every Day, But They

Rarely Got To Experience It. 

It Was A Long Moment Before Chatterjee Remembered The

Radio In Her Hand. She Quickly Composed Herself And Spoke

Into The Mouthpiece. "Why Was That Necessary?" After A Short Silence, Someone Answered. "This Is Sergio Continh" Contini

Was The Italian Delegate. His Normal y Powerful Voice Was

Weak And Breathy. 

Colonel Mott Turned Toward Chatterjee. 

His Jaw Was Tight, And There Was Anger In His Dark Eyes. 

He Obviously Knew What Was Corning. "Go Ahead, Signore

Contini," Chatterjee Said. Unlike Mott, She Was Holding On To

Hope. 

"I Have Been Asked To Tel  You That I Wil  Be The Next Victim," 

He Said. The Words Came Slowly, Unsteadily. "I Wil  Be Shot

Exactly One--" He Stopped And Cleared His Throat "Exactly

One Hour From Now. There Wil  Be No Further

Communication." "Please Tel  Your Captors That I Wish To

Come Inside," Chatterjee Said. "Tel  Them I Want To-Was

"They've Stopped Listening," Mott Informed Her. 

"Excuse Me?" Chatterjee Said. 

The Colonel Pointed To The Smal  Red Indicator Light On Top

Of The Oblong Unit. It Was Off. 

Chatterjee Lowered Her Arm Slowly. The Colonel Was Wrong. 

The Terrorists Never Started Listening. "How Long Until We

Have Pictures From Inside The Chamber?" She Asked. "I'l

Send Someone Downstairs To Find Out," Mott Said. "We're

Maintaining Radio Silence In Case They're Listening." "I

Understand," Chatterjce Said. She Returned His Radio To Him. 

Colonel Mott Sent One Of His Security Officers Downstairs, 

Then Ordered Two Others To Clean Up The Delegate's Blood. If

They Had To Move In, He Didn't Want Anyone Slipping On It. As

Mott Spoke With His Troops, Several Of The Representatives

Tried To Come Forward. Matt Ordered His Guards To Keep

Them Back. He Said That He Didn't Want Anyone Blocking The

Path To The Security Council Chambers. If Any Of The


Hostages Managed To Get Out, He Wanted To Be Able To

Protect Them. While Mott Kept The Crowd Orderly, Chatterjee

Turned Her Back On The Group. She Walked Toward The

Picture Window That Overlooked The Front Courtyard. It Was

Usual y So Active Out There, Even At Night, With The Fountain

And The Traffic, People Jogging Or Walking Their Dogs, Lights

In The Windows Of The Buildings Across The Street. 

Even Helicopter Traffic Was Being Routed Away From

Midtown-Not Just In Case There Was An Explosion On The

Ground But In The Event That The Terrorists Had Accomplices. 

She Imagined That Barge And Pleasure Boat Traffic Was Also

Being Stopped Along The East River. The Entire Enclave Was

Paralyzed. So Was She. Chatterjee Took A Tremulous Breath. 

She Told Herself There Was Nothing They Could Have Done To

Prevent The Delegate's Murder. They Couldn't Have Put

Together The Ransom, Even If The Nations Had Agreed To Try. 

They Couldn't Have Attacked The Security Council Chamber

Without Causing More Death. They Couldn't Negotiate, Though

They Tried. And Then Suddenly It Struck Her: What She'd Done

Wrong. One Thing- One Smal  But Significant Thing. Walking

Over To The Representatives, Chatterjee Informed Them That

She Was Returning To The Conference Room To Notify The

Delegate's Family Of The Assassination. Then, She Said, She

Was Coming Back. "To Do What?" Demanded The Delegate

From The Republic Of Fiji. "To Do What 1 Should Have Done

The First Time," She Replied, And Then Headed Toward The

Elevator. 

New York, New York Saturday, 10:39 P.M. 

Reynold Downer Went Over To Georgiev After Kil ing The

Swedish Delegate. Except For A Few Of The Children Who

Were Crying And The Italian Delegate Who Was Praying, 

Everyone In The Room Was Silent And Stil . The Other Masked

Members Of The Group Remained Where They Were. 

Downer Stood Close Enough So That Georgiev Could Feel

The Warmth Of His Breath Through The Mask. There Were Tiny

Spots Of Blood On The Fibers. 

"We Need To Talk," Downer Said. 

"About What?" Georgiev Whispered Angrily. 

"About Throwing More Logs On The Fire," Downer Snarled. 

"Go Back To Your Post," Georgiev Insisted. 

"Listen To Me. When I Opened The Door, I Saw About Twenty

Or Twenty-Five Armed And Shielded Security Guards In The

Corridor." "Eunuchs," Georgiev Said. "They Won't Risk An Assault. We've Talked About This. It Wil  Cost Them

Everything." "I Know." Downer's Eyes Shifted To A Secure Phone Sitting In A Duffel Bag On The Floor. "But Your

Intel igence Source Said That Only France Agreed To Pay. We

Don't Have The Damned Secretary-General As A Hostage, The

Way We Planned." "That Was Unfortunate," Georgiev Said, 

"But Not Catastrophic. We'l  Manage Without An Advocate." "I Don't See How," Downer Said. 

"By Outwaiting Them," Georgiev Said. "When The United

States Starts To Worry That The Children Are At Risk, They Wil

Pay Whatever The Other Nations Do Not. 

They'l  Charge It To Their Un Debt, Find Some Face-Saving

Way To Give It To Us. Now, Go Back And Do What You're

Supposed To Do." "I Don't Agree With This," Downer Insisted. "I Think We Need To Turn Up The Heat." "There's No Need," 

Georgiev Said. "We Have Time, Food, And Water-Was "That

Isn't What I Mean!" Downer Interrupted. Georgiev Fired Him A

Look. The Australian Was Getting Loud. This Was Exactly What

He Expected From Downer. A Ritualistic, Confrontational Nay-

Saying, As Predictable And Extreme As A Japanese Kabuki. 

But It Was Going On A Little Too Long And Getting A Little Too

Loud. He Was Prepared To Shoot Downer, To Shoot Any Of His

People If He Had To. He Hoped Downer Could See That In His

Eyes. Downer Took A Breath. He Was Calmer When He

Spoke. 

The Message Had Been Received. "What I'm Saying," Downer

Went On, "Is These Bastards Don't Seem To Be Getting The

Message That We Want The Money, That We're Not Going To

Talk. Chatterjaw Tried To Negotiate." "We Expected That, Too," 

Georgiev Said. 

"And We Closed Her Down." "For Now," Downer Grumbled. 

"She'l  Try Again. Talk Is Al  These Bloody Idiots Ever Do." "And It Never Succeeds," Georgiev Said. "We Have Contingencies

For Everything," The Bulgarian Reminded Him Quietly. "They

Wil  Comply." The Australian Was Stil  Holding The Gun He'd

Used To Kil  The Swedish Delegate. He Shook It As He Spoke. 

"I Stil  Think We Ought To Find Out What They're Planning And

Push The Bastards," Downer Said. "I Say That After We Put

Down The Italian Delegate, We Start Serving Up The Kiddies. 

Maybe Torture Them First, Let A Few Screams Drift Through

The Corridors. Like Those Khmer Rouge Guerril as In

Cambodia Who Caught The Family Dog And Cut It Up Slowly

To Draw Out The Family. Put Pressure On Them To Hung

Things Along." "We Knew That It Would Take Several Bul ets To Get Their Attention," Georgiev Whispered Back. "We Knew

That Even If There Is A Wil ingness To Sacrifice Delegates, The

United States Won't Al ow The Children To Die. Not Through An

Attack And Not Through Inactivity. Now, For The Last Time, 

Return To Your Post. We Wil  Fol ow Our Plan." Downer Left

With A Huff And An Oath, And Georgiev Turned His Attention

Back To The Hostages. The Bulgarian Had Also Expected This. 

Reynold Downer Was Not A Patient Man. But Resolve Could

Be Tested And Teamwork Strengthened By Conflict And

Tension. Except In The United Nations, Georgiev Thought

Ironical y. And The Reason For That Was Simple. The United

Nations Promoted Peace Instead Of Gain. Peace Instead Of

Testing Oneself. 

Peace Instead Of Life. 

Georgiev Would Fight It Until He Succumbed To The Peace

There Was No Avoiding, The Peace That Eventual y Came To

Every Man. 

New York, New York Saturday, 11:08 R.M The Large C-130

Was Parked And Idling On The Airstrip Outside The Marine Air

Terminal At La Guardia Airport. Original y Cal ed The Overseas

Terminal When It Opened In 1939, The Marine Air Terminal Was

The Airport's Main Terminal Building At The Time. Constricted

Adjacent To Blustery Jamaica Bay, The Terminal Was Designed

To Accomodate Passengers Of "Flying Boats," The Preferred

Mode Of International Air Travel In The 1930'S And 1940'S. 

Today, The Art Deco Marine Air Terminal Is Dwarfed By The

Central Terminal Building And The Buildings Operated By

Individual Airlines. In Its Heyday, However, The Marine Air

Terminal Had Witnessed History. Though Black, The So-Cal ed

"Silver Tarmac" Had Welcomed Politicians And World Leaders, 

Movie Stars And Celebrated Artists, Renowned Inventors And

World-Famous Explorers. 

Typical y, The Flashing Bulbs Of The Press Had Been On Hand

To Welcome Them To New York. Limousines Had Been Waiting

To Take Them To The City. Tonight, The Marine Air Terminal

Witnessed History Of A Different Sort. Eleven Strikers And

General Mike Rodgers Stood On The Dark Landing Strip

Surrounded By A Dozen Military Police. Paul Hood Was Taut

With Rage When He Saw Them, Literal y Digging His Fingers

Into The Seat Cushion. 

En Route, Deputy Chief Mohal ey Had Told Hood That The Mp's

Had Choppered In From Fort Monmouth, New Jersey, Where

They Were Attached To The Air Mobility Command. 

"According To The Information I Was Given," Mohal ey Had

Explained, "The Congressional Intel igence Oversight

Committee Refused To Give Your Strikers Permission To

Become Involved In The Crisis. Apparently, The Cioc Chairman

Was Concerned About Striker's Reputation For Rule-Bending, 

So He Contacted The White House And Spoke Directly With

The President." Obviously, Hood Thought Bitterly, No One Had

Bothered To Consider Striker's Reputation For Success. 

"When The President Tried To Phone Mike Rodgers," Mohal ey

Went On, "He Was Furious To Learn That Striker Was Already

Airborne. The President's Next Cal  Was To Colonel Kenneth

Morningside, Fort Monmouth Post Commander. I'm Not

Surprised They're Taking Such A Hard Line," Mohal ey Added. 

"About Fifteen Minutes After The Terrorists Went Into The

United Nations, The State Department Issued A General Order

That No Units Of The Security Police Were To Set Foot In The

United Nations Complex. I Understand The Nypd Got A Similar

Order. Any Incursion Had To Be Requested By The Secretary-

General In Writing, And The Parameters Approved By The

Unit's Commanding Officer." Hearing This, Hood Was More

Afraid For Harleigh And The Other Children Than He Was

Before. If Striker Wasn't Al owed To Save Them, Who Could? 

But Hood's Feelings Of Despair Shaded To Rage When He

Saw Mike Rodgers, Brett August, And The Rest Of The Strikers

Being Detained. 

These Men And Women, These Combat Heroes, Didn't

Deserve To Be Treated Like Thugs. 

Hood Got Out Of The Car And Jogged Toward The Group. 

Mohal ey Hurried After Him. A Stiff, Salty Wind Blew In From

The Bay And Mohal ey Had To Hold His Cap To Keep It From

Blowing Off. Hood Didn't Feel It. The Anger Roiled Inside, 

Burning More Intensely Than His Fear And Frustration. His

Muscles Were Cable-Taut And His Mind Was On Fire. Yet His

Fury Was Not Just Directed At This Outrage And At The

Continuing Ineffectiveness Of The Un. Like Oil Feeding Deep-

Smoldering Fires, His Anger Spil ed Everywhere. 

He Actual y Found Himself Mad At Op-Center For Having

Intruded So Much On His Life, At Sharon For Not Being More

Supportive, And At Himself For Having Managed It Al  So Badly. 

Lieutenant Solo, The Military Police; Brigade Commander, 

Walked Forward To Meet Them. The Lieutenant Was A Short, 

Beefy, Balding Man In His Late Thirties. He Had Unyielding

Eyes And A No-Nonsense Face. 

Mohal ey Caught Up To Hood And Introduced Himself To The

Colonel. Then He Went To Introduce Hood. But Hood Had

Already Walked Past The Officers Toward The Ring Of Mp's. 

Frowning, The Colonel Turned And Strode After Him. Mohal ey

Fol owed The Colonel. Hood Stopped Just Short Of

Shouldering His Way Through The Mp's'-But It Was A Very

Short Stop. Enough Common Sense Remained To Remind

Hood That If He Fought These People, He Was Going To Lose. 

The Lieutenant Eased In Front Of Hood. 

"Excuse Me, Sir--" He Said. Hood Ignored Him. "Mike, Are You Al  Right?" "Been In Worse Spots," He Said. 

That Was True, Hood Had To Admit. 

Perspective Joined Common Sense And Hood Relaxed

Slightly. 

"Mr. Hood," The Lieutenant Said Insistently. 

Hood Looked At Him,, "Lieutenant Solo, These Service-Men

Report To Me. What Are Your Orders?" "We've Been Instructed

To Make Certain That Al  Striker Personnel Are Put Back On

Hoard The C-130 And To Remain At Our Post Until The Aircraft

Returns To Andrews," Solo Informed Him. "Fine," Hood Said With Open Disgust. "Let Washington Bench The Only Hope The

Un's Got-Was "This Was Not My Decision, Sir," Solo Said. "I Know, Lieutenant," Hood Said, "And I'm Not Angry At You." He Wasn't. He Was Angry At Everyone. "But I Do Have A Situation

That Requires The Presence Of My Second-In-Command, 

General Rodgers. The General Is Not A Member Of The Striker

Unit." Lieutenant Solo Looked From Hood To Rodgers, Then

Back To Hood. "If That's True, Then My Instructions Do Not

Pertain To The General." Rodgers Stepped Away From The

Strikers And Moved Through The Tight Circle Of Mp's. 

Mohal ey Scowled. "Hold On," He Said. 

"The General Order I Was Given Does Pertain To Al  Security

And Military Personnel, Including General Rodgers. Mr. Hood, 

I'd Like To Know What The Situation Is That Requires The

General's Presence." "It's Personal," Hood Replied. 

"If It Pertains To The Situation At The United Nations--"It Does," 

Hood Said. "My Daughter Is Being Held Hostage There. Mike

Rodgers Is Her Godfather." Mohal ey Regarded Rodgers. "Her

Godfather." "That's Right," Rodgers Said. 

Hood Said Nothing. It Didn't Matter Whether The Dos Security

Officer Believed Him. Al  That Mattered Was That Rodgers Be

Al owed To Go With Him. 

Mohal ey Looked At Hood. "Only Immediate Family Are Al owed

To Go Into The Waiting Room With You." "Then I Wil  Not Go To The Waiting Room," Hood Said Through His Teeth. He'd Had

Enough Of This. He Had Never Hit A Man, But If This

Functionary Didn't Step Aside, Hood Was Going To Push Him

Aside. 

Rodgers Was Standing Directly Beside The Shorter State

Department Officer. The General Was Watching Hood. For A

Long Moment, The Only Sound Was The Wind. 

It Seemed Much Louder Now In The Silence. "Al  Right, Mr. 

Hood," Mohal ey Said. "I'm Not Going To Hold Your Feet To The Fire On This One." Hood Exhaled. 

Mohal ey Looked At Rodgers. "Would You Like A Ride, Sir?" "I Would, Thank You," Rodgers Said. 

Rodgers Was Stil  Looking At Hood. And Hood Suddenly Felt

Like He Did When They Used To Sit In His Office At Op-Center. 

He Felt Reconnected, Tapped Into A Network Of Devoted

Friends And Coworkers. 

God Help Him. In The Midst Of Everything, He Felt Whole

Again. Before Leaving, Rodgers Turned To The Strikers. They

Came To Attention. Colonel August Saluted Him. Rodgers

Saluted Back. 

Then, On August's Command, The Strikers Returned To The C-

130. The Circle Of Mp's Parted To Let Them Through. The

Police Remained On The Landing Strip As Hood, Rodgers, 

And Mohal ey Returned To The Car. Paul Hood Didn't Have A

Plan. He Didn't Imagine That Mike Rodgers Had One, Either. 

Whatever Rodgers Might Have Been Thinking Of Doing Would

Have Involved Striker. But As The State Department Sedan

Turned From The Marine Air Terminal And The Towering C-130, 

Hood Was Slightly Less Anguished Than He Had Been Before. 

It Wasn't Entirely Rodgers's Presence That Comforted Him. It

Was Also A Reminder Of Something He'd Learned From

Running Op-Center: That Plans Made In Moments Of Calm

Rarely Worked In A Crisis Anyway. 

There Were Only Two Of Them, But They Were Backed By The

Strongest Team In The World, And They'd Think Of Something. 

They Had To. 

New York, New York Saturday, 11:11 F.M. 

"I Absolutely Can't Al ow You To Do This!" Colonel Mott Was

Practical y Shouting At Secretary-General Chatterjee. "It's

Insanity. No, It's Worse Than Insanity. It's Suicide! Was The Two

Were Standing By The Head Of The Table In The Conference

Room. Deputy Secretary-General Takahara And

Undersecretary-General Javier Qlivo. Were Standing Several

Feet Away Beside The Closed Door. Chatterjee Had Just Hung

Up With Gertrud Johanson, The Wife Of The Swedish

Delegate, Who Was At Home In Stockholm. Her Husband Had

Attended The Party With His Young Executive Assistant, Liv, 

Who Was Stil  In The Security Council Chamber. 

Mrs. Johanson Would Be Flying Over As Soon As Possible. 

It Was Both Sad And Ironic, Chatterjee Thought, That So Many

Political Wives Ended Up With Their Husbands Only After The

Men Were Dead. She Wondered If She Would Be Doing This If

She Were Married. 

Probably, She Decided. 

"Ma'am?" The Colonel Said. "Please Tel  Me You'l  Reconsider." 

She Couldn't. She Believed That She Was Right. And Believing

That, She Could Do Nothing Else. That Was Her Dhanna, The

Sacred Duty That Came With The Life She Had Chosen. "I

Appreciate Your Fears," Secretary-General Chatterjee Said, 

"But I Believe That This Is Our Best Option." "It Is Not," Mott Said. "We Should Have Video Images Of The Security Council

In A Few Minutes. Give Me A Half Hour To Have A Look At

Them, And Then I'l  Take My Team In." "In The Meantime," The Secretary-General Pointed Out, "Ambassador Contini Wil

Die." "The Ambassador Wil  Die Anyway," Mott Said. "I Don't Accept That," Chatterjee Said. 

"That's Because You're A Diplomat And Not A Soldier," Mott

Said. "The Ambassador Is What We Cal  An Operative Loss. 

That's A Soldier Or Unit You Can't Get To In Time Unless You

Risk The Security Of The Rest Of The Company. So You Don't

Try. 

You Can't. Was "A Company Is Not At Risk, Colonel Mott," 

Chatterjee Said. "Only Me. I'm Going To The Security Council

And Going Inside." Mott Shook His Head Angrily. "I Think You're Doing This To Punish Yourself, Madam Secretary-General, And

You Have No Reason To. You Did The Right Thing Trying To

Radio The Terrorists." "No," Chatterjee Said. "I Did The Shortsighted Thing. I Didn't Think To The Next Step." "That's Easy To Say Now," Deputy Secretary-General Takahara

Suggested. "No One Here Had A Better Idea. And If We Had

Thought Of This Option, I Would Have Argued Against It." 

Chatterjee Looked At Her Watch. They Only Had Nineteen

Minutes Before The Next Deadline. 

"Gentlemen, I'm Going Ahead With This," She Said. 

"They'l  Cut You Down," Mott Warned. 

"They've Probably Got Someone Stationed At The Door To

Shoot Anyone Who Tries To Come In." "If They Do, Then

Perhaps My Death Wil  Count As Their Murder Of The Hour," 

Chatterjee Said. "Maybe They'l  Spare Ambassador Contini. 

Then You, Mr. Takahara, Wil  Have To Decide What To Do Next." 

"What To Do Next," Mott Muttered. "What Else Is There To Do But Move In On These Monsters? And There's Something Else

You Haven't Considered. The Terrorists Told Us That Any

Attempt To Liberate The Hostages Would Result In The

Release Of Poison Gas. We're Dealing With A Hairtrigger

Situation. 

There's A Good Chance They May Interpret Your Attempt To

Enter The Room As An Attack By My Security Forces Or

Perhaps As A Diversion For An Attack." "I'l  Talk To Them

Through The Door," Chatterjee Said. "I'l  Make It Clear That I'm Coming In Unarmed." "Which Is Exactly What We'd Say If We

Wanted To Deceive Them," Mott Told Her. 

"Colonel, In This Instance I Agree With The Secretary-General," 

Deputy Secretary-General Takahara Said. "Remember, It's Not

Just Ambassador Contini's Life That's In Danger. If You Enter

The Security Council With An Armed Security Force, There Wil

Absolutely Be Extensive Casualties Among The Hostages And

Possibly Your Own Personnel, Not To Mention The Risk Of The

Poison Gas. 

Chatterjee Looked At Her Watch Again. 

"Unfortunately, We Don't Have Time To Discuss This Further." 

"Ma'am," Mott Said, "Wil  You At Least Put On A Bul etproof Vest?" "No," Chatterjee Replied. "I Must Go Into That Room With Hope And Also With Trust." The Secretary-General

Opened The Door. She Walked Into The Corridor Fol owed

Closely By Colonel Mott. Despite The Hopes She'd Expressed

In The Conference Room, Chatterjee Knew She Might Be

Walking To Her Death. The Awareness That She Might Have

Just A Few Minutes Left To Live Made Her Senses Hyperalert

And Changed The Otherwise Familiar Complexion Of The

Corridor. The Sights And Smel s, Even The Sound Of The Tile

Under Her Shoes, Were Vivid. And For The First Time In Her

Brief Career Here, She Wasn't Distracted By Talk Or Debate, 

By Pressing Issues Of War, Peace, Sanctions, And

Resolutions. 

That Made The Experience Even More Surreal. 

She And Mott Entered The Elevator. There Were Five Minutes

Left Before The Deadline. 

Only Now Did It Occur To Her How Wickedly Final That Word

Sounded. 

New York, New York Saturday, 11:28 P.M. 

Georgiev Was Standing Near The Opening Of The Circular

Table In The Security Council Chamber. He Had Been Keeping

An Eye On The Delegates And Also On His Watch. The Other

Men Were Stil  Guarding The Doors, Except For Barone. The

Uruguayan Was Kneeling In The Center Of The Room, Just

Before The Gal ery, Looking Down. When Two Minutes

Remained Until The Next Deadline, The Bulgarian Turned And

Nodded At Downer. 

The Australian Had Been Pacing Slowly By The Northern Door

Of The Upper Gal ery. He Had Been Watching Georgiev. When

He Got The Signal, He Started Down The Stairs. 

Several Of The Men And Women Sitting On The Floor Inside

The Table Began To Whimper. Georgiev Hated Weakness. So

He Raised His Automatic And Pointed It At One Of The Women. 

He Used To Do That With His Girls In Cambodia. Whenever

One Or More Of Them Came And Threatened To Expose Him

Because She Was Being Treated Poorly Or Was Being Paid

Less Than He'd Promised, Georgiev Wouldn't Say A Word. 

He'd Simply Point A Gun At Her Head. It Never Failed: Every

Opening In Her Face--Her Eyes, Nose, And Mouth-Would Gape

And Freeze There. Then Georgiev Would Speak: "If You

Complain To Me Again, 1 Wil  Kil  You," He'd Say. "If You Try To Leave, I Wil  Kil  You And Your Family." They Never Complained

After That. Out Of The More Than One Hundred Girls Who Had

Worked For Him During The Year His Ring Operated, He'd Only

Had To Shoot Two Of Them. Everyone On The Floor Stopped

Sobbing. Georgiev Lowered The Gun. 

There Were Stil  Tears But No More Sounds. Downer Was

Nearly At The Bottom Of The Stairs When Georgiev Saw The

Light On The Tacsat Flash. He Was Surprised. 

He Had Spoken To Annabel e Hampton An Hour Ago, When

She Let Him Know That The Secretary-General Intended To Try

To Negotiate. For A Moment, Georgiev Wondered If Downer's

Fears Were Going To Be Realized And Security Forces Would

Try To Move In. But That Wasn't Possible. The Un Wouldn't Risk

It. He Walked To The Phone. 

Annabel e Hampton Had Been Georgiev's Riskiest But Most

Important Acquisition. From The Time They Had First Met In

Cambodia, Annabel e Had Impressed Him As A Determined

And Independent Woman. She Was In Phnom Penh Recruiting

Humint And Personnel For The Cia. Georgiev Provided Her

With Intel igence His Girls Obtained From Their Customers. He

Also Gave Her Intel He Picked Up From His Own Khmer Rouge

Contacts. Though He Was Paying The Rebels And Getting Paid

To Spy On Them, He Actual y Made A Smal  Personal Profit On

The Arrangement. 

When The Untac Operation Ended In 1993, Georgiev Sought

Annabel e Out In Order To Sel  Her The Names Of The Girls

He'd Been Using. Learning She'd Been Transferred To Seoul, 

He Contacted Her There. Annabel e Seemed More Angry Than

Ambitious By Then. When He Mentioned That He Was Leaving

The Army To Go Into Business, She Half-Joked That He Should

Keep Her In Mind If He Heard Of Any Interesting Opportunities. 

He Did. 

Up Until This Afternoon, When Annabel e Gave Georgiev The

Detailed Timetable For Tonight's United Nations Event, He

Wondered If She Was Going To Rack Out. He Was Confident

She Wouldn't Betray Him Because He Knew Where Her

Parents Lived; He'd Made A Point Of Sending Them Flowers

While Annabel e Was Visiting There For Christmas. Stil , The

Final Hours Before Any Mission Are What The Great

Nineteenth-Century Bulgarian General Grigor Halachev Used

To Cal  "The Times Of Gravest Doubt." That's When The

External Plans Are Final y Set, And Soldiers Had A Chance To

Examine Their Internal Condition. 

Annabel e Had Not Backed Down. She Had As Much Steel In

Her As Any Soldier In This Room. 

He Picked Up The Phone. "Speak," He Said. 

That Was The Only Word Annabel e Had Been Told To Respond

To. "The Secretary-General Is On Her Way Again," Ani Informed Him. "Only This Time, She's Planning To Cotta; Into The

Security Council Chamber. She Hopes You'l  Take Her In." 

Georgiev Smiled. 

"Either That," Ani Said, "Or She Hopes You'l  Target Her Instead Of The Italian Delegate." "Pacifists Always Hope You'l  Target Them Until You Real y Do," Georgiev Said. "Then They Cry And Beg. What Are Her Advisers Saying?" "Colonel Mott And One

Of The Undersecretary-Generals Are Encouraging A Strike As

Soon As They Get Video Images Of The Chamber," Ani Said. 

"The Other Officials Have Been Noncommittal." Georgiev

Glanced At Barone. The Security Unit Wouldn't Be Getting Any

Images. When Annabel e Had Informed Them Of The Plan, 

Georgiev Had Sent Barone To The Spot Where They Were

Said To Be Dril ing. As Soon As The Tiny Camera Came

Through, He Would Cover It. "Was There Any Further

Discussion About Paying The Ransom?" Georgiev Asked Her. 

"None," Ani Said. 

"No Matter," Georgiev Said. "No Video Images, More Dead--

They'l  Turn To Our Needs Soon." "There Is One Thing More," 

Ani Said. "I've Just Been Informed By My Superior That A Swat

Team From The National Crisis Management Center Is Coming

Up From Washington." "The Ncmc?" Georgiev Said. 

"Sanctioned By Whom?" "No One," Ani Told Him. "They're Going To Use My Office As Their Headquarters. 

If The Un Gives Them The Goahead, They May Come In." That

Was Unexpected. Georgiev Had Heard That The Ncmc Staged

A Very Creditable Action In Russia During The Coup Attempt

Over A Year Before. Though He Had Poison Gas And Battle

Plans For The Security Council Chamber, He Didn't Want To

Have To Use Either. On The Other Hand, The Un Would Have

To Give The Swat Team Permission To Come In. And If He

Could Get Chatterjee In Here, She Would Give Georgiev The

Means Of Forestal ing That. Georgiev Thanked Annabel e And

Hung Up. 

The Secretary-General Would Be A Welcome Addition To The

Hostages. He Had Always Counted On Having Her As An

Advocate For The Children. Tel ing The Nations Of The World

To Cooperate For Their Release. Now She Would Also Help

Him To Keep The Military Out. And When It Was Time To Go, 

She And The Children Would Make Ideal Hostages. 

Downer Arrived. The Only Question Was What To Do About The

Italian Delegate. If They Shot Him, It Would Undermine The

Secretary-General's Credibility As A Peace-Maker. If They

Spared Him, They'd Seem Weak. 

Deciding That The Secretary-General's Credibility Was Not His

Concern, Georgiev Nodded To Downer. Then He Watched As

The Australian Half-Pushed, Half-Pul ed The Weeping Delegate

Up The Stairs. 

New York, New York Saturday, 11:29 P.M. 

"They're Going To Do It Again." Brown-Haired Laura Sabia Was Sitting On Harleigh Hood's Left. She Was Staring Ahead

Blankly And Shaking Worse Than Before. It Was As If She Were

On A Bad Sugar High. Harleigh Placed Her Fingertips Back On

The Girl's Hand To Try And Calm Her. "They're Going To Kil

Him," Laura Said. 

"Shhhh," Harleigh Said. Barbara Mathis, Who Was Sitting On

Harleigh's Right, Was Watching The Terrorists. The Raven-

Haired Violinist Was Sitting Up Straight And Seemed Very

Intense. Harleigh Knew The Look. Barbara Was The Kind Of

Musician Who Got Irrational y Angry If Someone Made A Noise

That Caused Her To Break Concentration. Barbara Looked

Like She Was Getting To That Point Now. Harleigh Hoped Not. 

The Girls Watched As The Masked Men Led The Delegate Up

The Stairs. The Victim Fel  To His Hands And Knees On One Of

The Steps And Was Crying, Saying Something Fast And High

In Italian. The Masked Man, The Australian, Grabbed Him By

The Back Of His Col ar And Yanked At Him Hard. The Italian's

Arms Crumpled And He Fel  Forward. The Masked Man Swore, 

Crouched, And Put His Gun Between The Man's Legs. He Said

Something To The Italian, Who Grabbed Onto A Chair And

Quickly Struggled Back To His Feet. The Men Continued To The

Top Of The Stairs. Near The Young Violinists, In The Center Of

The Circular Table, A Delegate's Wife Was Comforting Another

Woman. She Was Holding Her Close And Pressing Her Hand

Over Her Mouth. Harleigh Guessed That This Was The Wife Of

The Man Who Was About To Die. Laura Was Literal y Fluttering

Now, As Though There Were An Electric Current Running

Through Her. Harleigh Had Never Seen Anything Like It. She

Closed Her Fingers Around Laura's Hands And Squeezed. 

I "You've Got To Calm Down," Harleigh Said Under Her Breath. 

"I Can't," Laura Said. "I Can't Breathe. I Need To Get Out Of Here." "Soon," Harleigh Said. "They'l  Get Us Out. 

Just Sit Back And Shut Your Eyes. Try And Relax." Harleigh's

Father Had Once Told Her And Her Brother That If They Were

Ever In A Situation Like This, The Important Thing Was To Stay

Centered. Invisible. Count The Seconds, He'd Said, Not The

Minutes Or The Hours. The Longer A Hostage Crisis Went On, 

The Better The Chance For A Negotiated Settlement. 

The Better The Chance For Survival. If There Were An

Opportunity To Escape, She Had To Use Common Sense. The

Question She Had To Ask Herself Was Not, Is There A Chance

I'l  Make It? The Question Was, Is There A Chance I Won't Make

It? If The Answer Was Yes, It Was Better To Stay Where You

Were. He'd Also Told Her To Avoid Eye Contact Wherever

Possible. That Would Humanize Her To Her Captors. It Would

Remind Them That She Was One Of The People They Hated. 

She Should Also Say Nothing, In Case It Was The Wrong Thing. 

Above Al , She Was Supposed To Relax. Think Happy

Thoughts, Just Like They Did In Two Of Her Favorite Musicals, 

Peter Pan And The Sound Of Music. 

"Uura?" Harleigh Said. 

Laura Didn't Seem To Have Heard. "Laura, You Have To Listen

To Me." She Wasn't Hearing Anything. The Young Woman Had

Slipped Into Some Kind Of Weird State. Her Eyes Were

Staring And Her Lips Were Pressed Tight. 

The Two Men Had Reached The Top Of The Stairs. On

Harleigh's Other Side, Barbara Mathis Was The Opposite Of

Laura, Taut As A Violin String. 

She Was Sneering In A Way That Harleigh Knew Wel . 

Harleigh Felt Like The Statue At The Justice Department. Only

Instead Of The Scales Of Justice She Was Between Emotional

Extremes. 

Suddenly, Laura Shot From Her Seat. Harleigh Was Stil

Holding The Girl's Hand. 

"Why Are You Doing This To Us?" Laura Shrieked As She

Stood There. "I Want You To Stop It Now!" Harleigh Tugged

Gently On Her Hand "Laura, Don't Do The Leader Of The Gang

Was Standing Halfway Up The Steps. He Turned And Glared At

The Girls. 

Ms. Dom Was Sitting Three Seats Away. She Rose Slowly But

Remained Behind Her Seat. "Laura, Sit Down, Was She Said

Firmly. "No," Laura Pul ed Away From Harleigh. "I Can't Stay Here!" She Screamed, And Ran Around The Table. She Was

Headed Toward The Door On The Other Side Of The Chamber, 

The Door The Leader Had Been Guarding. 

The Leader Started Down The Stairs As Laura Ran Across The

Carpeted Floor. Ms. Dorn Ran After Laura, Shouting For Her To

Come Back. The Man Who'd Been Standing On The Other

Side Of The Room, Guarding The Other Door, Left His Post

And Ran After The Teacher. The Australian Man At The Top Of

The Stairs Had Stopped And Was Looking Down At Them. 

Everyone Was Watching Laura As The Leader, Ms. Dom, And

The Other Man Al  Reached The Door. The Other Man Grabbed

Ms. Dom Around The Waist, Pul ed Her Back, Swung Her

Around, And Literal y Flung Her On The Floor. The Leader

Reached The Door As Laura Was Pul ing It Open. He Threw His

Shoulder Into It, Closing It, And Pushed Laura Back. The Girl

Stumbled, Fel , Got Up, And Rushed Toward The Stairs. She

Was Stil  Shrieking. 

The Door Isn't Locked. 

The Thought Hit Harleigh Like A Bright Light. Of Course It

Wasn't Locked. The Men Had Opened The Doors And They

Didn't Have The Keys To Lock Them. 

They'd Opened The Door Laura Had Run Toward, And They'd

Opened The Door Behind Harleigh. Harleigh Had Watched

Them Do It. They'd Spent Some Time Putting Equipment Into

The Hal way Down Here. The Door That Was About Twenty

Feet Behind Where Harleigh And Barbara Were Sitting. The

Door The Man Had Just Run From In Order To Catch Laura. 

The Door No One Was Guarding. 

The Leader Was Running After Laura. Ms. Dom Had Had The

Wind Knocked From Her But Was Fighting With The Man

Who'd Thrown Her Down. The Pressure Must Have Gotten To

Her; The Music Teacher Wasn't Thinking. But Harleigh Was, 

Clearly And Confidently. She Was Thinking Not Only Of Getting

Out And Saving Herself, But Of Bringing What "Uncle" Bob

Herbert Cal ed "Intel" To The Outside. The Teenager Turned

Slowly And Stole A Sideways Look At The Door. She Could

Run A Dash Like That Easily. She'd Blue-Ribboned The Fifty-

Yard Dash In High School Two Out Of Four Years. She Could

Certainly Get To The Double Doors Before Any Of The Men

Could Stop Her. 

And Once She Was Out Of Here, There Had To Be A Way To

Get Into The Economic And Social Council Chamber. She'd

Seen The Double Doors On That Side During The Tour They'd

Been Given. 

Harleigh Used The Toe Of Her Right High-Heeled Shoe To Slip

Off Her Left Shoe. Then She Slowly Did The Same With The

Right. Her Fel ow Students Were Watching The Struggle. 

Harleigh Eased The Chair Back. Slowly, Without Rising, She

Pivoted The Chair On One Leg So She Could Turn Her Body

Around Slightly. Have A Clear, Straight Run At The Exit. 

"Don't Do It," Barbara Said From The Side Of Her Mouth. 

"What?" Harleigh Said. 

"I Know What You're Thinking," Barbara Said, "Because I'm Thinking The Same Thing. Don't Go For It. I Am. 

. 'Ationo-[.Thorn] "I'm Faster Than You," Barbara Murmured. "I Beat You Two Years In A Row." "I'm Two Steps Closer," Harleigh Pointed Out. Barbara Shook Her Head Slowly. Her Eyes Were

Angry And Her Mind Was Made Up. Harleigh Didn't Know What

To Do. She Didn't Want To Race Barbara For The Door. They'd

Only Trip Each Other Up. 

The Girls Looked Over As The Leader Caught Laura Mid-Way

Up The Stairs. He Lifted Her Off The Floor And Threw Her

Backward, Down The Stairs. Laura Bounced And Rol ed And

Came To A Stop At The Bottom. She Was Moving Her Arms

And Head Slowly, Painful y. The Leader Hurried Down To Her. 

Barbara Took A Few Slow, Shal ow Breaths. She Put Her

Hands On The Edge Of The Wooden Table. She Waited Until

She Was Sure That No One Was Looking Her Way. Then She

Pushed Off From The Table, Rose, And Ran. 

Her Legs Were Hindered By The Tight Gown She Was

Wearing. Harleigh Heard A Rip Along The Side, But Barbara

Kept Running. Her Arms Churned, She Kept Her Eyes On The

Doorknob, And She Ignored Whichever Of The Terrorists Or

Delegates Or Whoever Was Shouting At Her To Stop. Harleigh

Watched As She Reached The Door. Go! Harleigh Thought. 

Barbara Stopped To Pul  It Open. She Heard The Latch Click, 

The Door Came Open, And Then She Heard A Whip--Loud

Crack. It Stayed Inside Her Ears, Fil ing Them, Like The First

Blast Of Music When Her Walkman Was Turned Too High. 

The Next Thing Harleigh Knew, Barbara Was No Longer

Standing. She Was Stil  Holding The Doorknob, But She Was

On Her Knees. Her Hand Slipped From The Knob, And Her

Arm Flopped To Her Side. Barbara's Body Remained Upright, 

But Only For A Moment. Then She Fel  To The Side. 

She Was No Longer Angry. 

New York, New York Saturday, 11:30 Secretary-General

Chatterjee Stopped When She Heard The Muffled Gunshot. It

Was Fol owed By Shril  Cries, And Then A Few Moments Later

There Was A Second Gunshot, Closer To The Corridor Than

The First. Almost Immediately After That, The Door Of The

Security Council Chamber Opened. Ambassador Contini Was

Thrown Out, And The Door Was Quickly Shut. 

Colonel Mott Ran Over To The Body At Once, His Foot-Steps

Breaking The Utter Stil ness Of The Corridor. He Was Fol owed

By The Emergency Medical Crew. The Delegate's Wel -

Dressed Body Was Lying On Its Side, Contini's Dark Face

Toward Them. His Expression Was Relaxed, His Eyes Shut, 

His Lips Slightly Parted. The Man Didn't Look Dead, Not The

Way Ambassador Johanson Had. Then The Blood Started To

Pool Beneath His Soft Cheek. 

Mott Squatted Beside The Body. He Looked Behind The Head. 

There Was A Single Wound, Just Like Before. 

As The Medical Team Placed The Body On A Stretcher, 

Chatterjee Walked Toward The Doors Of The Security Council

Chamber. She Looked Away From The Body As She Passed. 

Mott Rose And Intercepted Her. "Ma'am, There's Nothing You

Can Gain By Going In There Now," He Said. "At Least Wait

Until We Have The Video." "Wait!" Chatterjee Said. 

"I've Already Waited Too Long!" Just Then, One Of The Security Force Personnel Came From The Economic And Social

Council Chamber. Lieutenant David Mailman Was Assigned To

A Makeshift, Two-Person Reconnaissance Team. He And His

Partner Had Pul ed A Fifteen-Year-Old Remote Infinity

Eavesdropping Device Out Of Storage. 

Designed To Work Over A Telephone Line, They Rigged It To

Pick Up Voices Through The Headphones Of The Translating

Units At Each Seat In The Security Council Chamber. Since The

Range Was Only Twentyfive Feet, They Had To Work From The

Adjoining Room. They Were Situated In The Smal  Corridor

That Led To The Second-Floor Media Center And Was

Common To Both The Trusteeship Council And Security Council

Chambers. "Sir," Lieutenant Mailman Said To The Colonel, "We Think Someone Just Tried To Get Out Of The Security Council. 

We Saw The Doorknob Twist And Heard That Latch Jiggle

Right Before The First Shot." "Was It A Warning Shot?" Mott Asked. 

"We Don't Believe So," Mailman Replied. 

"Whoever Was Back There Moaned After The Report." The

Lieutenant Looked Down. "It--It Didn't Sound Like A Man, Sir. It

Was A Very Soft Voice." "One Of The Children," Chatterjee Said With Horror. 

"We Don't Know That," Mott Said. "Is There Anything Else, Lieutenant?" "No, Sir," Mailman Said. 

The Officer Left. The Colonel Bal ed His Fists, Then Looked At

His Watch. He Was Waiting For Word About The Video

Surveil ance. Secure Phones Had Been Requested From The

U.S. State Department Diplomatic Security Forces; Until They

Arrived, Al  Communications Had To Be Done Person-To-

Person. Chatterjee Had Never Seen A Man Look So Helpless. 

The Secretary-General Was Stil  Facing The Door. 

Ambassador Contini's Death Hadn't Hit Her Like The First One

Did, And That Disturbed Her. Or Maybe Her Reaction Had

Been Blunted By The News Lieutenant Mailman Brought. A

Child May Have Been Shot-- Chatterjee Started Toward The

Door. 

Mott Gently Grabbed Her Arm. "Please Don't Do This. Not Yet." 

The Secretary-General Stopped. 

"I Know That There's Nothing I Can Do From The Outside," She Said. "If It Becomes Necessary To Take Action, You Won't Need

Me Here. But Inside, I May Be Able To Make A Difference." The

Colonel Looked At The Secretary-General For A Long Moment, 

Then Released Her Arm. 

"You See?" She Said With A Soft Smile. 

"Diplomacy. I Didn't Have To Pul  My Arm Away." Mott Seemed

Unconvinced As He Watched Her Go. 

New York, New Yoic Saturday, 11:31 Pm. 

Paul Hood And Mike Rodgers Sat In The Backseat Of The

Sedan While Mohal ey Sat Up Front With His Driver, Manhattan

Seemed Like A Very Different Place As Hood Returned To It. 

The Secretariat Building Stood Out More Than It Had When He

And His Family First Arrived-Was It Only A Day Before? The

Building Was Lit By Spotlights That Had Been Placed On The

Rooftops Of Adjoining Skyscrapers. But The Offices

Themselves Were Dark, Making The Structure Seem

Cadaverous. The Un No Longer Reminded Him Of The Proud

And Hale "Bat Symbol." It Wasn't The Living Chest Of The City But Seemed Like A Thing Already Dead. 

When They Left The Airport Shortly After Eleven P.M., Deputy

Chief Mohal ey Cal ed His Office To Find Out If There Were Any

New Developments. 

His Assistant Informed Him That As Far As They Knew, Nothing

Had Happened Since The First Execution. 

Meanwhile, Hood Had Brought Rodgers Up To Date. 

Characteristical y, Rodgers Listened And Said Nothing. The

General Didn't Like To Reveal What He Was Thinking In Public. 

To Rodgers, Being With People Who Weren't Part Of His

Trusted Circle Was "In Public." Both Men Were Silent As They Crossed Through The Tun Nel Back Into Manhattan. When They

Were Through, Mohal ey Turned To Them For The First Time. 

"Where Wil  I Be Dropping You Off, Mr. 

Hood, General Rodgers?" Mohal ey Asked. 

"We'l  Get Out Where You Do," Hood Said. "I'm Getting Off At The State Department." "That'l  Be Fine," Hood Said. He Said Nothing More. He Stil  Intended To Go To The Cia Shel  At The

United Nations Plaza, Though He Didn't Want Mohal ey To

Know That. 

Once Again, Mohal ey Didn't Seem Happy With That Answer, 

But He Didn't Press It. 

The Car Emerged From The Tunnel On Thirty-Seventh Street. 

As The Driver Made His Way Up First Avenue, Mohal ey

Looked At Mike Rodgers. 

"I Want You To Know I Hate What Happened Back There," The

State Department Officer Said. 

Rodgers Nodded Once. 

"I've Heard About Striker," Mohal ey Said. 

"They've Got Quite A Rep. As Far As I'm Concerned, We

Couldn't Do Much Better Than To Send Your People In And Get

This Thing Over With." "It's Sick," Hood Said. "Everyone Probably Feels That Way, But No One Wil  Authorize It." "This Whole Thing Is A Mess," Mohal ey Said As His Car Phone

Whole Thing Is A Mess," Mohal ey Said As His Car Phone

Beeped. "Hundreds Of Heads And No Brain. It's Almost

Breathtaking, In A Tragic Sort Of Way." Mohal ey Answered The

Phone As The Car Stopped At The Fortysecond Street

Barricade. A Pair Of Police Officers In Riot Gear Walked Over. 

While The Driver Showed Them His State Department Id, 

Mohal ey Listened In Silence. 

Hood Watched The Man's Face Under The Glow Of A

Streetlight. Curiosity Gnawed At Him. He Looked Over At The

United Nations Complex. From This Angle, Looking Up, The

Secretariat Building Seemed Large And Imposing Against The

Black Sky. His Baby Seemed So Smal  And Vulnerable As He

Thought About Her Inside That Blue White Monstrosity. 

Mohal ey Hung Up. He Looked Back. 

"What Is It?" Hood Asked. "Another Delegate Was Shot," 

Mohal ey Told Him. "And Possibly," He Said, "Possibly One Of The Children." Hood Stared At Him. It Took An Instant For "One Of The Children" To Translate As Possibly Harleigh. When It

Did, Life Seemed To Lose Al  Forward Momentum. Hood Knew

That He Would Never Forget Mohal ey's Somber Expression At

That Moment, The Bril iant White Glare On The Windshield, And

The Looming Secretariat Behind It. It Was Now And Forever

The Picture Of Lost Hope. "There Was A Gunshot Prior To The

One That Kil ed The Delegate," Mohal ey Went On. "One Of The Un Security People In The Adjoining Chamber Heard Someone

Trying To Get Out The Side. Door There. There Was A Cry Or A

Groan After That." "Is There Any More Information?" Rodgers Asked As The Police Let The Car Through. 

"There's Been No Communication From The Security Council," 

Mohal ey Said, "But The Secretary-General Is Going To Try To

Get Inside." The Sedan Pul ed Up To The Curb. "Mike," Hood Said. "I've Got To Go To Sharon." "I Know," Rodgers Said. He Cracked The Door And Stepped Out. 

"General, Would You Like To Come With Me?" Mohal ey Asked. 

Rodgers Stepped Aside As Hood Climbed Out. "No," He Said, 

"But Thanks." Mohal ey Handed Hood His Business Card. 

"Let Me Know If You Need Anything." "Thanks," Hood Said. "I Wil ." Mohal ey Once Again Looked Like He Wanted To Ask

Something But Didn't. Rodgers Shut The Door. 

The Car Pul ed From The Curb And Rodgers Stood Facing

Hood. 

Hood Heard The Distant Sounds Of Traffic And The Hum Of

The Helicopters Hovering Over The River And The Un. He

Heard The Shouts Of Police And The Clump Of Sandbags

Being Dropped Behind Wooden Barricades Along Forty-

Second And Forty-Seventh Streets. 

Yet He Didn't Feel Like He Was There. He Was Stil  In The Car, 

Stil  Staring At Mohal ey. 

Stil  Hearing Him Say, "And Possibly One Of The Children. 

Was "Paul," Rodgers Said. 

Hood Was Staring At The Buildings As They Shrank Into The

Darkness Of Upper First Avenue. He Had To Force Himself To

Breathe. "Don't Go Away On Me," Rodgers Said. "I'm Going To Need You Later, And Sharon Needs You Now." Hood Nodded. 

Rodgers Was Right. But He Couldn't Seem To Get Out Of That

Damn Car, Away From Mohal ey's Sad Face And The Horror Of

That Moment. 

"I'm Going Across The Street," Rodgers Went On. "Brett Is Going To Meet Me At The Shel ." That Got Hood's Attention. His

Eyes Shifted To Rodgers. "Brett?" "We Saw The Mp's When We Were Taxiing To The Ter Minal," Rodgers Said. "We Had A

Pretty Good Idea Why They Were There. Brett Told Me He'd

Get Out Somehow And Meet Me Here." The General Found A

Little Smile. "You Know Brett. No One Tel s Him To Run." Hood Came Back A Little. Whoever The Possible Victim Was, There

Were Stil  Lives At Risk. He Looked Over At The State

Department Tower. "I've Got To Go." "I Know," Rodgers Said. 

"Take Care Of Her." "You Have My Cel  Phone Number-Was "I Do," Rodgers Said. "When We Find Something Out Or Have

Any Ideas, I'l  Cal ." Hood Thanked Him And Started Toward The

Redbrick Building. 

New York, New York Saturday, I1:Sz P.M. 

Georgiev Was Carrying The Panicked Girl Back To Her Seat

When Barbara Mathis Went Down. Downer, Who Had Fired

The Shot, Was Running From The Top Of The Gal ery. Barone

Was Also Running Over. It Was He Who Had Shouted For

Barbara To Stop. Heedless Of Her Own Safety, One Of The

Asian Delegates" Wives Had Gotten Up From The Table And

Was Walking Over To Barbara. She Was Smart. She Didn't

Run. She Also Stopped With Her Back To The Door; She Didn't

Intend To Run. The Bulgarian Didn't Order The Woman Back. 

She Set Her Purse Down, Knelt Beside The Girl, And Careful y

Plucked The Blood-Soaked Gown From Around The Wound. 

The Bul et Had Struck The Teenage Girl In The Left Side. 

Blood Was Oozing From The Smal  Opening. The Girl Wasn't

Moving. The Flesh Of Her Slender Arms Was Pale. 

Georgiev Continued"Toward The Circular Table. 

He Wondered If That Whole Thing Had Been Planned: One Girl

Runs Screaming To Get Everyone's Attention While Another Girl

Runs In The Opposite Direction And Tries To Get Out. If So, It

Was A Clever, Dangerous Maneuver. Georgiev Admired

Courage. But Just Like Some Of The Girls Who Used To Work

For Him In Cambodia Some Of Whom Were No Older Than

This Girl-She Had Acted Disobediently. 

And She Had Been Punished. 

Unfortunately, The Lesson Was Probably Lost On The Other

Hostages. They Were Already Getting Surprisingly Bold. Some

Were Pushed By Fear, Others By Outrage Over What Had

Happened To The Girl And The Delegates. A Mob Mentality, 

Even Among Hostages, Had A Way Of Shutting Down Reason. 

If They Turned On Him, He'd Have To Shoot Them. Shooting

Them Would Rob Him Of His Leverage, And The Sound Of

Gunfire And Cries Would Embolden Security Forces To Move

In. Of Course, He Would Shoot Them If He Had To. Al  He Real y

Needed To Get Out Of This Were The Children. Even One Child

Would Do, If It Came To That. 

Suddenly, Two Other Delegates Stood Up. That Was The

Problem With Giving One Person Some Extra Leash. 

Everyone Assumed They Had It, Too. Georgiev Dropped The

Stunned Laura Into Her Seat, Where She Sat Sobbing. He

Ordered The Other Delegates To Sit Down. He Didn't Want Too

Many People On Their Feet Or Someone Else Might Be

Tempted To Run. 

"But That Girl Is Hurt!" One Of The Delegates Said. "She Needs Help." Georgiev Raised His Gun. "I Haven't Selected The Next One To Die. Don't Make My Choice Easy." The Men Sat Down. 

The One Who'd Spoken Looked Like He Wanted To Say

Something Else; His Wife Urged Him To Be Silent. The Other

One Looked Sadly Toward Barbara. 

To Their Right, Contini's Wife Was Sobbing Hysterical y. 

One Of The Other Wives Was Hugging Her Tight To Keep Her

From Wailing. Vandal Brought The Music Teacher Back And

Ordered Her To Sit As Wel . Ms. Dorn Said That She Was

Responsible For Barbara And Insisted That She Be Al owed To

Take Care Of Her. Vandal Pushed Her Back Down. 

She Started To Get Back Up. Angrily, Georgiev Swung Toward

The Woman. He Pointed His Gun At Her Head And Walked

Forward. Vandal Backed Away. 

"One More Word From You Or Anyone Else And They Wil  Die," 

He Said Through His Teeth. "One More Word." Georgiev

Watched As The Woman's Nose Flared And Eyes Widened, 

Just Like The Whores In Cambodia. But She Was Silent. 

Reluctantly, She Sat Down And Turned Her Attention To The Girl

Who'd Tried To Run. 

Vandal Lingered A Moment Longer And Then Returneea1 To

His Post. Downer Reached Georgiev's Side At The Sai: Time

As Barone. Barone Got Very Close To The Australian. "Are You

Insane?" Barone Snarled. 

"I Had To Do It!" He Snapped. 

"Had To?" He Said, Careful To Keep His Voice Low. "We Were Going To Try Not To Hurt The Children." "The Mission Would

Have Been In Jeopardy If She'd Gotten Away," Downer Said. 

"You Heard Me Yel ing, Saw Me Running Toward Her," Barone

Said. "I Would Have Gotten To Her Before She Reached The

Outer Door." "Maybe Yes, Maybe No," Georgiev Said. "The Important Thing Is, She Didn't Get Away. Now, Go Back To Your

Posts, Both Of You. We'l  Care For Her Here As Best We Can," 

Georgiev Said. Barone Glared At Him. "She's A Young Girl." 

Georgiev Glared Back. "No One Told Her To Run!" Barone Was

Furiously Silent. "Now We Have A Door Unprotected, And You

Should Be Watching For The Fiber-Optic Cable," Georgiev

Said, Quietly. "Or Would You Rather See Our Planning And

Effort Lost Because Of That!" He Pointed Toward Barbara. 

Downer Grunted And Returned To The Top Of The Gal ery. 

Barone Huffed, Shook His Head In Frustration, Then Went Back

To The Front Of The Gal ery. 

Georgiev Watched Them Go. Whether He Liked It Or Not, This

Had Changed Things. Crime Is A Mood-Intensifying Effort. 

Close Quarters Heightens Emotions, And An Unexpected

Drama Makes Things Even Worse. 

"You Have To Let Me Send Her Out Of Here." Georgiev Turned. 

The Asian Woman Was Standing Beside Him. He Hadn't Even

Heard Her Approach. 

"No," He Said. He Was Distracted. He Had To Refocus, Get

His Men Back. Push The United Nations Harder. And He

Thought He Knew How. "But She's Going To Bleed To Death," 

The Woman Said. 

Georgiev Walked Toward One Of The Duffel Bags. 

He Didn't Want The Girl To Die Because It Might Incite A

Rebel ion. He Pul ed A Smal  Blue Case From Inside And

Came Back. He Handed Her The Box. "Use This," Georgiev

Said. 

"A First Aid Kit?" The Woman Said. "That Isn't Going To Help." 

"That's Al  I Can Give You." "But There May Be Internal Bleeding, Organ Damage-Was The Woman Said. Downer

Waved And Caught Georgiev's Eye. The Australian Was

Pointing Toward The Door. 

"You'l  Have To Make Do," The Bulgarian Said To The Woman

And Motioned Vandal Over. When The Frenchman Arrived, 

Georgiev Told Him To Make Sure The Asian Woman Didn't Try

To Get Out. Then Georgiev Walked Toward The Stairs. 

He Stepped Up To Downer. "What Is It?" "She's Here," The Australian Whispered Thickly. "The Secretary-General. She

Knocked On The Bloody Door And Asked To Come In." "Is That

Al  She Said?" Georgiev Asked. "That's Al ," Downer Told Him. 

Georgiev Looked Past The Australian. 

Focus, He Told Himself. Things Had Changed. He Had To Think

This Through. If He Let Chatterjee In, Her Efforts Would

Become Focused On Getting The Girl Medical Attention, Not

On Getting Them The Money. And If He Did Let The Girl Out, 

The Press Would Find Out That A Child Had Been Hurt, 

Possibly Kil ed. There Would Be Increased Pressure For

Military Action, Despite The Risks For The Hostages. There

Was Also The Chance That The Girl Might Became Conscious

In The Hospital. If She Did, She Could Describe The

Distribution Of The Men And Hostages To Security Personnel. 

Of Course, Georgiev Could Let The Secretary-General In And

Refuse To Let The Girl Out. 

What Would Chatterjee Do, Risk The Lives Of The Other

Children By Refusing To Cooperate? She Might, Georgiev

Thought. And Just Having Her Chal enge His Authority In Here

Might Embolden The Captives Or Else Weaken His Influence

Among His Own People. 

Georgiev Looked Back At The Hostages. He Had Told The Un

How To Contact Him And What To Say When They Did. His

Instincts Told Him To Go Downstairs, Get Another One, And

Have Him Make The Same Speech The Last Delegate Had

Made. Why Should He Change His Plan, Let Them Think He

Lacked Resolve? 

Because Situations Tike These Are Fluid, He Told Himself. 

Then It Came To Him, Suddenly, Like His Best Ideas Always

Did. A Way To Give Chatterjee What She Wanted Without

Compromising His Demands. He Would See Her. Only Not In

The Way She Expected. 

Washington, D. C. Saturday, 11:33 Part. 

Most Of The Time, Bob Herbert Was An Easygoing Man. Over

A Decade And A Half Before, His Injuries And The Loss Of His

Wife Had Tossed Him Into A Depression That Lasted For

Nearly A Year. But Physical Therapy Helped Him To Overcome

Selfpity, And Getting Back To Work At The Cia Bolstered The

Sense Of Selfworth That Had Been Destroyed In The Beirut

Embassy Explosion. 

Since Helping To Organize And Launch Op-Center Nearly

Three Years Before, Herbert Had Enjoyed Some Of The

Greatest Chal enges And Rewards Of His Career. His Wife

Would Have Found It Very Amusing That The Chronic Grouch

She Had Married, The Man Whose Spirits She'd Always Tried

To Raise, Was Known Around The National Crisis Mangement

Center As Mr. Upbeat. 

Sitting Alone In His Dark Office, Which Was Lit Only By The

Glow Of The Computer Monitor, Herbert Was Neither

Easygoing Nor Upbeat. He Wasn't Only Troubled By The Fact

That Paul Hood's Daughter Was One Of The United Nations

Hostages. It Wasn't Only The Knowledge That Situations Like

This Invariably Ended In Bloodshed. Sometimes It Happened

Quickly, If The Host Nation Or Entity Ousted The Intruders

Before They Could Become Entrenched. Sometimes It

Happened Slowly, Evolving From A Standoff To A Siege, Which

Turned Into An Assault As Soon As A Plan Could Be

Formulated. On Those Rare Occasions When A Negotiated

Settlement Could Be Reached, It Was Usual y Because The

Terrorists Had Only Taken Hostages To Get Attention For A

Cause. When They Wanted Money Or The Release Of

Prisoners-Which Was Most Of The Time-That Was When

Things Got Messy. What Bothered Him Most Were Two Things. 

First, The United Nations Was The Target. It Had Never Been

Attacked In This Way, And It Did Not Have A Record Of Taking

A Hard Line With Hostile Agencies Under Any Circumstances. 

Second, He Was Concerned About The E-Mail He'd Just

Received From Darrel  Mccaskey About The United Nations

Party Roster. What The Hel  Kind Of An Organization Were

Those International Innocents Running? 

Mccaskey Was At The Interpol Office In Madrid. The Former Fbi

Agent Had Recently Helped His Friend Luis Garcia De La

Vega Break Up The Coup Attempt And Had Stayed On To

Spend Some Time With His Injured Associate Maria Corneja. 

Security Camera Images Of The United Nations Assault Had

Been Sent To Interpol To See If Any Attacks In Their Files

Matched The Modus Operandi Of This Team. Interpol Had Also

Been Sent A List Of Delegates And Guests Who Attended The

Security Council Reception. A Half Hour Before, Mccaskey Had

Forwarded That Information To Herbert In Washington. Al  Of

The Attendees Were Legitimate Representatives Of Their

Nations Though That Did Not, Of Course, Make Them

Diplomats. For Over Fifty Years, Innumerable Spies, 

Smugglers, Assassins, And Drug Runners Had Been Slipped In

And Out Of The United States Under The Guise Of Being

Diplomats. 

However, The United Nations Had Set A New Personal Worst

For Not Running Checks On Two Of The Party Guests. 

When They Came To The Un Just Two Days Ago, They Had

Listed Biographical Data That Could Not Be Corroborated In

The Files Of Any Of The Schools Or Businesses They Cited. 

Either There Hadn't Been Time For Their Government To Hack

Those Files And Insert The Data, Or The Two Didn't Expect To

Be In New York Long Enough To Be Found Out. The Question

Herbert Needed To Answer Was, Who Were They? 

Mccaskey Had Obtained Their Id Photos From The Deputy

Secretary-General Of Administration And Head Of Personnel At

The United Nations. When They Were E-Mailed Over, The Op-

Center Intel igence Chief Ran The Photographs Through A

Database Comprised Of Images Of More Than Twenty

Thousand International Terrorists, Foreign Agents, And

Smugglers. 

The Two Attendees Were In That File. 

Herbert Read What Little Personal History Was Available On

The Pairthe Real History, Not The Fake Ones They'd Given The

United Nations. He Didn't Know Anything About The People

Who Had Taken Over The Security Council Chamber, But He

Did Know This: However Bad Those Five Terrorists Were, 

These Two Could Very Wel  Be Worse. Herbert Had Been

Informed By Striker That They Were Returning To Washington

Without General Rodgers Or Colonel August. He Didn't Know

Where August Could Have Gone, But He Knew That Rodgers

Was With Hood. With No. Time To Waste, Herbert Cal ed Hood

On His Cel  Phone. 

New York, New York. Saturday, 11:34 P.M. Not Once In Its Long

History Has Cambodia Known Peace. Prior To The Fifteenth

Century, Cambodia Was An Expansive Military Power. Under

The Martial Rule Of The Mighty Khmer Emperors, The Nation

Had Conquered The Entire Mekong River Val ey, Governing

The Lands That Comprise Modern-Day Laos, The Malay

Peninsula[.Thorngg'and Part Of Siam. However, Armies Arose

In Unconquered Sections Of Siam And In The State Of Annam

In Central Vietnam. 

Over The Centuries That Fol owed, These Forces Slowly

Pushed The Khmer Armies Track Until The Monarchy Itself Was

Threatened. In 1863, The Desperate King Of Cambodia

Agreed To The Formation Of A French Protectorate Over The

Country. A Slow And Steady Arms Buildup Reclaimed Lost

Lands, Though The Gains Were Forefeited When The

Japanese Occupied Indochina During World War H. Self-

Government Was Restored After The War, With Prince

Norodom Sihanouk Leading The Country. Sihanouk Was

Ousted In 1970 In A U.S. Backed Military Coup Led By General

Lon Nol. Sihanouk Formed An Exile Government In Beijing

While The Communist Khmer Rouge Fought A Civil War That

Overthrew Lon Nol In 1975. 

Sihanouk Was Restored To Power As Part Of A Shaky

Coalition Government In What Was Now Known As Democratic

Kampuchea. Sihanouk's Prime Minister Was The Rabidly Anti-

Communist Son Sann. Sann Was A Cold Bastard. But

Sihanouk And His Government Were Soon Replaced By The

More Moderate And Ineffective Khieu Samphan, Who Had As

His Prime Minster The Ruthless And Ambitious Pol Pot. Pol Pot

Was A Maoist Who Believed That Education Was A Curse And

That Returning To The Land Could Transform Cambodia Into A

Utopia. 

Instead, Under His Cruel Hand, Cambodia Became

Synonymous With "The Kil ing Fields" As Torture, Genocide, 

Forced Labor, And Famine Took The Lives Of Over Two Mil ion

People-One Of Every Five Cambodians. Pol Pot's Rule Lasted

Until 1979, When Vietnam Invaded The Nation. The

Vietnamese Seized Control Of Phnom Penh And Established A

Communist Government Led By Heng Sarnrin. But Pol Pot And

The Khmer Rouge Stil  Control ed Vast Areas Of What Was

Now Cal ed The People's Republic Of Kampuchea, And War

Continued To Ravage The Land. The Vietnamese Withdrew In

1989 After Sustained Guerril a Warfare Took A Heavy Tol  On

The Occupation Forces. Their Withdrawal Left New Prime

Minister Hun Sen To Struggle With Groups That Included The

Leftist Khmer Rouge, The Rightist Khmer Bleu, The Sihanouk

National Army Loyal To The Deposed Prince, Lon Nol's Khmer

National Armed Forces, The Khmer Loeu, Which Was

Comprised Of Ethnic Hil  Tribes, And Khmer Viet Minh, Who

Were Supported By Hanoi, And Nearly A Dozen Others. 

In 1991, With The Nation's Economy And Agriculture A

Shambles, The Warring Groups Final y Signed An Accord That

Agreed To A Ceasefire, Widescale Disarmament, And The

Presence Of Un Peacekeeping Forces As Wel  As Un'-

Supervised Elections. A New Coalition With Hun Sen's Party

Was Formed, Which Reestablished The Monarchy And Placed

Sihanouk On The Throne As King. Feeling That They Were

Being Forced To Give Up Too Much Power, The Khmer Rouge

Resumed Fighting. The Battle Lost Some Of Its Momentum In

1998 With The Death Of Pol Pot. 

However, Other Senior Khmer Rouge Officers And Cadres

Remained In The Field And Vowed To Continue The War. 

As A Result Of So Many Political And Military Entities Vying For

Power, Secret Government Police And Rebel Agents Vied

Ferociously For Intel igence And Weapons. Their Needs Gave

Rise To An Unprecedented Underground Network Of Spies, 

Kil ers, And Smugglers. Some Of These Worked For What

They Believed Was The Good Of Their Homeland. Others

Worked Only For Themselves. For Nearly Ten Years, Thirtytwo-

Year-Old Ty Sokha Sary And Her Thirty-Nine-Year-Old Husband

Hang Sary Had Been Counterterrorist Operatives For The

Khmer People's National Liberation Armed Forces, The Military

Component Of The Khmer People's National Liberation Front. 

The Kpnlf Had Been Formed In March 1979 By Former Prime

Minister Son Sann. 

Initial y, Their Goal Was To Oust The Vietnamese From

Cambodia. When That Had Been Accomplished, The Kpnlf

Turned To Cleansing Al  Foreign Influence From The Nation. 

Even Though Son Sann Was Named To The Supreme National

Council, Which Governed The Nation Under Sihanouk, The

Leader Privately Opposed The Involvement Of The United

Nations. Sann Was Especial y Opposed To The Involvement Of

Chinese, Japanese, And French Soldiers. He Did Not Believe

There Could Be Such A Thing As A Benevolent Occupying

Army. Even If The Soldiers Were Engaged In Peacekeeping, 

Their Very Presence Corrupted The Nation's Character And

Strength. 

Ty And Hang Agreed With Son Sann. And In Coming To

Cambodia, One Foreign Officer Had Done More Than Pol ute

Their Culture. He Destroyed Something Very Personal To Hang. 

Ty Sokha Knelt Over The Body Of The Wounded American Girl. 

She Couldn't Be Older Than Fourteen Or Fifteen. 

The Cambodian Woman Had Seen So Many Girls Like Her, 

Wounded Or Dying. And The Dead. She Had Once Helped

Amnesty International Locate A Mass Grave Outside Of

Kampong Cham Where Over Two Hundred Decomposed

Bodies Were Buried, Most Of Them Old Women And Very

Young Children. Some Of Them Had Antigovernment Slogans

Painted Or Sometimes Carved On Their Bodies. Ty Had Also

Caused At Least Three Dozen Deaths By Leading Hang To

Enemy Officers Or Undercover Operatives So That He Could

Strangle Them Or Slip A Stiletto Into Their Hearts While They

Slept. Sometimes Ty Didn't Bother To Lead Hang There. 

Sometimes She Did The Work Herself. 

Like Most Military Operatives Who Worked Alone Or In Pairs, 

Ty Had Been Trained In Field Medicine And Was Experienced

In Wound Debridement. 

Unfortunately, The First Aid Kit She'd Been Given Was

Inadequate For The Task. There Was No Exit Wound, Which

Meant The Bul et Was Stil  Inside. If The Girl Moved, She Could

Cause Further Damage. Ty Used The Antiseptic To Clean The

Smal , Round Hole As Best She Could. Then She Covered It

With Gauze And Strips Of Tape. She Worked Careful y, 

Efficiently, But Less Dispassionately Than Usual. 

Though Ty Had Long Ago Become Desensitized To Terrorism

And Murder, This Girl And The Circumstances Of The Attack

Were Too Painful y Familiar. 

It Was About Phum, Of Course, Hang's Dear Young Sister. 

As She Worked, Ty Thought Back To The Event That Had

Brought Them To Such An Unlikely Place. A Place So Far From

Where They'd Started. 

Ty Had Grown Up In A Tiny Farming Hamlet Midway Between

Phnom Penh And Kampot On The Gulf Of Thailand. Her

Parents Died In A Flood When She Was Six Years Old, And

She Went To Live With Second Cousin Hang Sary And His

Family. Ty And Hang Adored One Another, And It Was Always A

Given That They Would Marry. Eventual y, They Did, Right

Before Leaving On A Mission Together In 1990. They Were

Alone Save For A Priest And His Son, In A Thunderstorm That

Had Blown Away The Priest's Hut. It Was The Happiest Time Of

Ty's Life. Hang's Father Had Been A Very Vocal Supporter Of

Prince Sihanouk, Contributing Articles To The Local Newspaper

About How The Prince's Free Market Policies Had Helped

Farmers. On A Dark, Muggy Summer Night In 1982, While Ty

And Hang Were In The City, Soldiers Of Pol Pot's National

Army Of Democratic Kampuchea Came And Carried Hang's

Father, Mother, And Young Sister Off. Hang Found His Parents

Two Days Later. His Father Was Lying In A Gul y Beside A Dirt

Road. His Arms Had Been Tied Behind His Back, Dislocating

His Shoulders. His Feet And Knees Had Been Broken So He

Couldn't Walk Or Crawl. Then His Mouth Had Been Packed

With Dirt And His Throat Had Been Punctured So That He

Would Slowly Bleed To Death. His Mother Had Been Strangled

Before His Helpless Father. Hang Did Not Find His Younger

Sister. 

Ty And Hang's World Changed. Hang Contacted Son Sann's

Kpnlf, Which Supported The Prince. Hang Told Them He

Wanted To Continue Writing The Kinds Of Articles His Father

Wrote, But Not Just To Promote Sihanouk. He Wanted To Draw

The Nadk Kil ers Out And Repay Them For What They Did To

His Family. Before Al owing Hang And Ty To Use Themselves

As Bait, The Kpnlf's Chief Intel igence Officer Trained Them In

The Use Of Weapons. Two Months Later, The Smal  Band Of

Khmer Rouge Terrorists Came To Their Hut. Hang And Ty Had

Planned Wel  And Cut Them Down Even Before The Kpnlf

Guard Could Summon Help. 

After That, The Two Were Taught Surveil ance Techniques. 

Along The Way, They Also Learned The Art Of Assassination. A

Cia Manual That Had Been Found In Laos Taught Them How To

Use Hat Pins, Rock-Fil ed Stockings, Even Stolen Charge

Cards To Stab Eyes, Break Necks, And Slice Throats. 

They Learned These Skil s To Serve Their Country And Also In

The Hope That One Day They Would Find The Monster Who

Had Ordered Phum's Death. 

The Monster Who Had Eluded Them Because He Was Under

The Protection Of The Khmer Rouge. 

The Monster Who They Had Lost Track Of When He Left

Cambodia, And Who They Had Found Again Only Recently. The

Monster Who Was Somewhere In This Room. 

A Monster Named Ivan Georgiev. 

New York, New York Saturday, 11:35 P.M. 

Hood Felt Lonely And Scared As He Rode The Elevator To The

Seventhfloor Lounge Of The State Department. That Was

Where The Other Parents Were Waiting. 

There Was No One Else In The Elevator; Just His Own Sorry

Reflection, Distorted And Tinted By The Highly Polished Gold-

Colored Wal s. 

If He Weren't Certain That Security Cameras Were Watching

Him And That He'd End Up Getting Hauled Away As A Menace, 

Hood Would Have Screamed And Thrown Uppercuts At The Air. 

He Was Deeply Worried About The Rumors Of A Shooting, And

He Was Miserable Being On The Sidelines. 

The Elevator Door Opened, And As Hood Stepped Toward The

Security Desk, His Cel  Phone Beeped. 

He Stopped Walking And Turned His Back On The Guard

Before Answering. 

"Yes?" He Said. 

"Paul, It's Bob. Is Mike With You?" Hood Knew Herbert's Voice Very Wel . The Intel igence Chief Was Talking Fast, Which

Meant That He Was Worried About Something. "Mike Went To

See That Local Office Manager You Told Him About. Why?" 

Hood Knew That Herbert Would Have To Speak Obliquely, 

Since This Was A Potential y Open Line. "Because There Are

Two People In The Target Zone That He Needs To Know

About," Herbert Said. 

"What Kind Of People?" Hood Pressed. 

"Heavy-Duty Rappers," Herbert Replied. 

People With Rap Sheets, A Long History Of No Good. 

This Was Maddening. He Had To Know More. 

"Their Presence And The Timing Could Be A Coincidence," 

Herbert Said, "But I Don't Want To Risk It. 

I'l  Cal  Mike At The Other Office." Hood Walked Back To The

Elevator And Pushed The Button. "I'l  Be There When You Do," 

He Said. 

"What's The Name?" "Doyle Shipping." "Thanks," Hood Said As The Elevator Arrived. 

He Folded Up The Phone And Stepped Inside. 

Sharon Would Never Forgive Him For This. Never. And He

Wouldn't Blame Her. She Was Not Only Alone Among

Strangers, But He Was Certain The State Department Wasn't

Tel ing The Parents Anything. But If The Terrorists Had

Associates On The Inside That No One Else Knew About, He

Wanted To Be On Hand To Help Rodgers And August Think

Things Through. 

On The Way Down, Hood Pul ed His Op-Center Id From His

Wal et. He Hurried Through The Lobby Back To First Avenue

And Ran Across The Street And Up Four Blocks. He Flashed

The Id To An Nypd Guard Who Had Been Posted Outside The

United Nations Plaza Towers. Though The Towers Were Not

Part Of The Un Complex Per Se, A Lot Of Delegates

Maintained Offices Here. He Went Inside. 

Hood Was Breathless As He Signed The Security Register And

Went To The First Bank Of Elevators That Led To The Lower

Floors. He Stil  Wanted To Scream And Punch The Air. But At

Least He Was Going To Get Involved In What Was Going On. At

Least He Would Have Something To Focus On Other Than

Fear. Not Hope, But Something Almost As Good. 

An Offensive. 

New York, New York Saturday, 11:36 P.M It Was Him. 

The Flat Voice, The Cruel Eyes, The Arrogant Carriage-It Was

Him, Damn His Soul. Ty Sokha Couldn't Believe That After

Nearly Ten Years They Had Found Ivan Georgiev. Now That

She'd Heard His Voice Beneath The Mask, Been Close

Enough To Smel  His Sweat, She Knew Which Of These

Monsters It Was. 

Several Months Before, An Arms Dealer Named Ustinoviks, 

Who Provided The Khmer Rouge With Weapons, Had Been

Asked To Talk To Georgiev About A Buy. An Informant With The

Khmer Rouge Knew That Ty And Sary Hang Were Looking For

Him. The Informant Sold Them The Name Of The Arms Dealer. 

Though They Had Missed The Bulgarian When He Came To

New York To Talk To Ustinoviks The First Time, They Managed

To Get To Ustinoviks After Georgiev Had Gone. The Offer They

Made The Russian Was Simple: Let Them Know When He Was

Coming To Pick Up His Weapons Or They Would Turn

Ustinoviks Over To The American Fbi. 

The Russian Had Let Them Know When Georgiev Was

Scheduled To Pick Up His Purchase With The Provision That

They Didn't Take Him At That Time. They Agreed. As It

Happened, They Didn't Want Him Then. They Wanted Him

Doing Whatever It Was He'd Come Here For, When The Rest

Of The World Could See, When They Could Draw Attention To

Their Own People, Put An End To The Countless Murders In

Which They'd Taken Part As They Tried To Stop The Khmer

Rouge And Undermine The Pathetical y Weak Government Of

Norodom Sihanouk. They'd Watched Georgiev's Team Make

Their Buy From The Roof Of The Club Next Door To The Shop

Owned By Ustinoviks. Ty Couldn't Real y See Him Clearly Then. 

Not As Clearly As She Had When She'd Been At The Un Camp, 

Working As A Cook, Watching For Khmer Rouge Infiltrators And

Seeing The Degrading Things For Which Georgiev Was

Responsible. 

But The Government Couldn't Do Anything Without Proof Of

What Was Going On, And Anyone Who Tried To Get That

Proofor Who Tried To Get Away, Like Poor Phum Had Died. 

After Georgiev And His People Made Their Arms Purchase, Ty

And Hang Fol owed Them Back To Their Hotel. The Adjoining

Rooms Had Been Booked, So They Took The Room Beneath

Theirs. They Ran A Wire Through The Ceiling Fixture To The

Floor Of His Room, Attached A Sound Amplifier, And Listened

As Georgiev And His Al ies Reviewed Their Plans. 

Then They'd Gone To The Permanent Mission Of The Kingdom

Of Cambodia Across The Street And Waited. 

Ty Sokha Turned Her Large, Dark Eyes From The Stricken

Young Girl Lying Beside Her. The One Who Was Barely Older

Than Phum Had Been When She'd Been Murdered By One Of

Georgiev's Thugs. Ty Looked Over At Sary Hang, Who Was

Sitting On The Floor, Inside The Circular Table. The Cambodian

Operative Had Shifted His Position Slightly So That He Could

See Ty Without Seeming To Watch Her. She Nodded. He

Nodded Back. 

When Georgiev Came Back Down The Stairs, It Would Be

Time. 

New York, New York Saturday, 11:37 P Dism. 

Georgiev Stopped When He Reached The Double Doors At

The Back Of The Security Council Chamber. He Was Holding

His Automatic, Though He Didn't Think He Would Need It. 

Reynold Downer Was Standing To The Right Of The Doors. He

Had A Weapon In Either Hand. "Are You Going To Let Her In?" 

Downer Whispered. "No," Georgiev Said. "I'm Going Out

There.". 

Georgiev Could See That Downer Was Surprised, Even

Through His Mask. "In God's Name Why?" "They Need A

Lesson In Futility," Georgiev Explained. 

"Futility? They'l  Take You Hostage!" Downer Said. The

Secretary-General Spoke Again. She Asked To Be Admitted. 

"They Wouldn't Take The Chance," Georgiev Told Downer. "This Wil  Convince Them They Have No Choice But To Cooperate, 

And Quickly." "You're Sounding Like A Bloody Diplomat Now. 

What About Them Recognizing Your Accent?" "I'l  Speak Softly And Deeply," Georgiev Said. "They'l  Probably Assume I'm

Russian." Now That He Thought Of It, He Would Enjoy It If This

Entire Takeover Were Blamed On Moscow Or The Russian

Mafia. 

"I Don't Agree With This," Downer Said. "I Bloody Don't." You Wouldn't, Georgiev Thought. 

Downer Only Knew How To Bul y, Not How To Finesse. 

"I'l  Be Al  Right," Georgiev Said. 

Slowly, He Reached For The Knob On The Left-Side Door. He

Turned And Pushed The Door Open A Crack. Mala Chatterjee

Was Standing There, Her Arms Straight At Her Sides, Her

Shoulders And Head Back. Behind Her Several Paces Was

Her Head Of Security. Beyond Him, Georgiev Could See A Few

Of The Security Guards With Their Blast Shields. 

Chatterjee's Face Was Calm But Resolute; The Officer Looked

As Though He Wanted To Snort Fire. 

Georgiev Liked That In An Adversary. It Kept One From

Becoming Complacent. "I'd Like To Speak With You," 

Chatterjee Said. "Tel  Everyone To Step Back, Past The Council

Chambers," Georgiev Said. He Didn't Feel It Was Necessary

To Add That If Anything Happened To Him, The Hostages Would

Suffer. Chatterjee Turned And Nodded To Colonel Mott. Mott

Motioned For The Rest Of The Security Team To Step Away. 

They Did. Mott Remained Where He Was. 

"Everyone," Georgiev Said. 

"It's Al  Right, Colonel," Chatterjee Said Without Turning. 

"Madam Secretary-- "Go, Please," She Said Firmly. 

Mott Exhaled Through His Nose, Then Turned And Joined His

Security Team. He Stood Nearly Thirty Feet Away, Glaring At

Georgiev. That Was Good, Georgiev Thought. She Had Just

Emasculated Her Chief Of Security. The Colonel Now Looked

Like He Wanted To Draw His Gun And Put A Bul et In Georgiev. 

Chatterjee Continued To Stare At The Bulgarian. "Now, You

Step Back," Georgiev Said. 

She Seemed Surprised. "You Want Me To Step Back?" He

Nodded. She Took Three Steps Back, Then Stopped. Georgiev

Opened The Door Farther. Shields Rose Slightly As Arms

Tensed Behind Them. He Could See A Ripple Of Anxiety Rol

Across The Security Team. He Hoped The Secretary-General

Could See, Could Feel How Impossible Her Position Was. 

Talkers And Poor, Untested Schoolboys Were Al  She Had In

Her Corner. 

Georgiev Holstered His Weapon And Stepped Through The

Open Door. Facing The Security Team, He Shut The Door

Behind Him. Slowly, Fearlessly. He Was Tempted To Scratch

His Head Or His Side And Watch Them Jump. But He Didn't. 

Just Knowing They Would Was Enough. 

And More Importantly, They Knew It, Too. They Knew Who Had

More Courage And Who Was More At Ease. 

Coming Out Here Was The Right Thing To Do. He Looked At

Chatterjee. 

"What Do You Want?" He Asked Her. 

"I Want To Resolve This Situation Without Further Bloodshed," 

She Told Him. 

"You Can," He Replied. "Give Us What We Asked." "I'm Trying," 

She Said. "But The Nations Have Refused To Pay." He Had

Expected That. "Then Someone Else Must Pay," He Told Her. 

"Let The United States Rescue The World Again." "I Can Talk To Them," She Said, "But It Wil  Take Time." "You Can Have It," 

He Said. "The Price Is One Life Every Hour." "No, Please," 

Chatterjee Said. 

"I Would Like To Suggest Something. A Moratorium. 

I'l  Have A Better Chance Of Getting What You Ask If I Can Tel

Them You're Cooperating." "Cooperating?" He Said. "You're The One Who's Wasting Time." "But It Wil  Take Hours, Maybe

Days," She Said. Georgiev Shrugged A Shoulder. "Then The

Blood Is On Your Hands, Not On Mine." The Secretary-General

Continued To Look At Him, Though She Was Less Composed

Than Before. Her Breathing Was Faster, Her Eyes More

Restless. That Was Good. He Wanted Compliance, Not A

Negotiation. Behind Her, Georgiev Noticed The Security Chief

Shifting Uneasily. 

He Must Not Have Come From The Un Command Ranks. He

Had The Bearing Of A Tethered Bul . 

Chatterjee Looked Down. She Shook Her Head Slowly. She'd

Never Had To Deal With Anything Like This Before. 

He Almost Felt Sorry For Her. What Does A Diplomat Do When

You Keep Saying No? "I Give You My Word," She Said. "Stop The Kil ing. I Wil  Get You Everything You Want." "You Wil  Get It For Me Anyway," He Said. 

Chatterjee Looked At Him. She Seemed To Be Searching For

Something Else To Say, But It Had Al  Been Said. Georgiev

Turned Toward The Door. "Don't Do This," Chatterjee Said. 

He Continued Walking. He Reached For The Doorknob. 

Chatterjee Moved After Him. "Don't You Understand? 

No One Wil  Benefit From This," She Said. She Grabbed His

Arm In Desperation. 

Georgiev Stopped And Wrenched His Arm Toward Him. 

The Woman Held On. 

"Listen To Me!" She Implored. 

So The Peacemaker Had Claws. The Big Man Threw His Arm

Back. Chatterjee Fel  Against The Wal  That Stood Out Beyond

The Door. Georgiev Tanned Back Toward The Door. 

There Were Footsteps Behind Him. Georgiev Reached For His

Automatic And Turned Just As An Elbow Came Swinging

Across His Line Of Vision. 

His Vision Swirled Red, The Bridge Of His Nose And His

Forehead Were Numb, And He Was Light-Headed. He Was

Fighting To Stay Alert When A Second Blow Turned Everything

Black. 

New York, New York Saturday, 11:42 Pm. 

"Something Just Happened," Mike Rodgers Said To Paul

Hood. Rodgers Was Sitting At The Computer With Ani

Hampton. Hood Had Arrived Moments Before, Stil  Breathing

Hard From The Run. Am Had Checked Him On The Video

Surveil ance Camera At The Door And Then Buzzed Him In. 

Rodgers Wanted To Know What Had Brought Hood Here, But

What Was Happening With Mala Chatterjee Was What The

Military Cal ed "Breaking News." Ani Had Put The Bug's Audio On The Computer Speakers. Even Though The Sound Was

Being Recorded, He Didn't Want To Miss A Word Of The Very

Faint Conversation Between The Secretary-General And The

Terrorist. 

"Paul Hood, Annabel e Hampton," Rodgers Said, Introducing

Them Now That He Found It Difficult To Hear Anything At Al . Ani

Acknowledged Hood With A Quick Look And A Nod. She

Seemed Extremely Intent On What Was Happening. 

"We Think Something Just Happened Outside The Security

Council," Rodgers Told Hood. "One Of The Terrorists Came Out To Talk With The Secretary-General. 

From The Sound Of Things, She Shouted And Then Someone-

Probably Colonel Mott Of The Un Security Team, Who We

Believe Was Closest To Her-Apparently Attacked The Terrorist. 

It Sounds Like They Have Him, But We Can't Be Certain. 

Everyone Is Being Very Quiet." They Listened Silently For A

Moment More. Then Hood Spoke. "This May Not Have Anything

To Do With What's Going On," He Said, "But I Just Got A Cal

From Bob. 

There Are Two People Inside The Security Council Who've

Spent At Least Eight Years With The Cambodian Khmer

People's National Liberation Armed Forces. They Started As

Coun-Terterrorists Fighting The Khmer Rouge And Then

Became Assassins Working For Son Sann." Ani Fired Him A

Look. 

"They Came Into The Country Two Days Ago With The

Permission Of Someone In Their Government, Though Their

Backgrounds Were Intentional y Obscured," Hood Continued. 

"The Question Is, Are They There By Chance, Are They Working

With The Terrorists, Or Is Something Else Going On That We

Don't Know About?" Rodgers Shook His Head As There Was

Another Buzz At The Door. Ani Put The Surveil ance Image On

The Computer; It Was Brett August. Rodgers Okayed Him And

Ani Reached Under The Table To Buzz Him In. Rodgers

Excused Himself To Greet The Striker Leader. As Rodgers

Hurried To The Office Reception Area, He Reflected On The

Fact That This Was The Kind Of Situation That Hostage

Negotiators In Every Country Encountered Every Day. Some Of

The Crises Were Large-Scale Political Events That Made The

News; Others Were Smal  And Involved No More Than One Or

Two People In An Apartment Or Convenience Store. But Al  Of

Them, Wherever They Were And Whoever. Was Involved, Had

One Thing In Common: Volatility. In His Experience, Battles

Could Change Quickly, But They Tended To Change En Masse. 

They'd Pick Up Inertia And Continue In One Direction As The

Participating Armies Surged And Flowed. 

Hostage Situations Were Different. They Were Subject To

Hairtrigger Fluidity. They Lurched, Stal ed, Jerked, Turned, And

Then Ran In Unpredictable Ways. And The More People That

Were Involved, The More Likely That Things Would Change

Dramatical y At Any Given Moment. Especial y If Those People

Were A Mixture Of Frightened Kids, Fanatical Terrorists, 

Single-Minded Assassins, And Diplomats Whose Only Weapon

Was Talk. 

Colonel August Was Sweaty And Grease-Stained When He

Arrived. He Saluted Rodgers, Then Explained That He'd Done

A Pencil Rol  From The C-130'S Hydraulical y Operated Cargo

Ramp While It Was Being Raised. Since It Was Dark, No One

Saw Him As He Rol ed Tight And Low Down The Ramp. There

Was A Four-Foot Drop From The Lip To The Tarmac, And Apart

From A Few Bruises, The Colonel Was Okay. He Was Wearing

A Kevlar Bul etproof Vest Under His Sweatshirt And That Had

Taken Some Of The Impact. Because August Was A Ful y

Equipped Tourist, He'd Had His Wal et With Him And Enough

Cash For The Cab Ride To Manhattan. 

Rodgers Brought Him Up To Date As They Walked To Ani's

Office. As They Neared, August Stopped Suddenly. "Hold On," 

August Said Quietly. 

"What's Wrong?" "You've Got A Pair Of Cambodian Assassins In The Security Council?" August Asked. 

"That's Right." August Thought For A Moment, Then Nodded

Toward The Offices In Back. "Did You Know That Your Lady

Here Worked For The Cia In Cambodia?" "No," Rodgers Said. 

He Was Openly Surprised. "Tel  Me About It." "I Downloaded Her File On The Flight Over," August Said. "She Recruited

Operatives In Cambodia For Nearly A Year." Rodgers Let His

Mind Run Through Possible Scenarios, Looking For Possible

Connections. "She Signed In Downstairs About Fifteen Minutes

Before The Attack Began. She Said She'd Come Here To

Catch Up On Some Work." "That Could Very Wel  Be True," 

August Said. "It Could," Rodgers Agreed. "But She Got Here Early And She Has The Ability To Eavesdrop On The Secretary-General. She Also Has A Tacsat In The Office." "Not Standard Cia Office Issue," August Said. "No," Rodgers Agreed. 

"Sounds Like A Nice Setup If You Want To Pass Intel To People

Who Are Involved In This Takeover." "But Which Side Of The

Takeover?" August Asked. 

"I Don't Know," Rodgers Said. 

"Is The Tacsat Turned On?" August Asked. "Can't Tel . It's In A Sack." August Snickered. "You Spend Too Much Time Behind A

Desk. Rol  Up Your Sleeves." "What Do You Mean?" Rodgers Asked. 

"Get The Back Of Your Arm Near The Unit," August Said. "I Stil Don't Fol ow." "The Hair. Static Electricity," August Told Him. 

"Shit," Rodgers Said. 

"You're Right." An Insulated Piece Of Equipment, When Active, Would Generate An Electric Discharge-Static Electricity. That

Would Cause The Hairs On His Arm To Stand Up When He Got

Close. 

Rodgers Nodded, And They Continued Toward The Office. 

Neither Man Was An Alarmist. But From The Start Of Their

Careers, With Anywhere From One Life To Thousands Of Lives

Hanging On Any Decision They Made, Neither Man Had Ever

Been Complacent. And As Rodgers Turned Into The Office, He

Reminded Himself Of Something That The Cia Had Learned

The Hard Way. That Volatility Didn't Always Come From The

Outside. 

New York, New York Saturday, 11:43 R.M For A Moment, The

Silence In The Corridor Outside The Security Council Was

Absolute. Then Secretary-General Chatterjee Pushed Herself

Off The Wal  Where She'd Been Flung. She Looked From The

Prone Terrorist To Colonel Mott. 

"You Had No Right To Do That!" She Whispered Harshly. 

"You Were Attacked," He Whispered Back. "It's My Job To Protect You." "I Grabbed Him-Was "It Doesn't Matter," Mott Said. He Pointed To Two Of The Men On The Security Line And

Motioned Them Forward. Then He Turned Back To Chatterjee. 

"We're In This Now." "Against My Wishes!" She Shot Back. 

"Ma'am, We Can Discuss This Later," Mott Said. 

"We Don't Have Much Time." "For What?" She Demanded. 

The Two Men Arrived. "Strip Him," Mott Said Quietly, Pointing To The Terrorist. "Fast." They Got To Work. 

"What Are You Doing?" Chatterjee Said. 

The Colonel Began Unbuttoning His Own Shirt. 

"Going In There," He Said. "As Him." Chatterjee Seemed Stunned. "No. 

Absolutely Not." "I Can Pul  This Off," He Said. "We're About The Same Size." "Not Without My Authority," She Said. 

"I Don't Need Your Authority," He Replied As He Removed His

Shirt And Took Off His Shoes. 

"Section 13Can, Subsection 4, Of The Security Regulations. In

The Event Of A Direct Threat Against The Secretary-General, 

Al  Appropriate Precautions Must Be Taken. He Struck You. I

Saw It. Now The Fiber-Optic Camera Is Not Getting Through

For Some Reason. We're Coming Up On Another Hour, And A

Child May Be Hurt In There. Help Me End This Situation, 

Ma'am. Did He Have An Accent?" "They're Going To Find You

Out." "Not Soon Enough," Mott Said. He Was Aware Of Every Second Passing, Wondering How Long The Terrorists Inside

Were Going To Wait For Their Man To Return. 

Fearing What They Might Do To Get Him Back. "Now Please," 

Mott Pressed. "Did He Have An Accent?" "Eastern European, I Believe," Chatterjee Said. She Seemed Dazed. Mott Looked

Down As One Of His Men Removed Georgiev's Mask. "Do You

Recognize Him?" Chatterjee Looked At The Beefy, Unshaven

Face. There Was Blood On The Thick Bridge Of The Nose. 

"No," She Said Softly. "Do You?" Mott Looked From The Fal en Man To The Security Council Door. "No." Whether It Was His

Own Anxiety Or The Instincts Of An Old Undercover Cop, He

Felt Tension From Inside The Chamber. He Had To Defuse It

Before It Exploded. The Colonel Motioned For His Man To Give

Him The Mask. He Pul ed It Over His Head, Then Stooped And

Wiped Some Of The Blood From Georgiev's Nose Onto The

Mouth Of The Mask. "Now I Don't Have To Do Any Accent," He

Said. Chatterjee Watched As He Quickly Finished Pul ing On

The Man's Sweater, Trousers, And Shoes. 

"Get Everyone Into The Trusteeship Council Chambers," The

Colonel Said To His Second-In-Command, Lieutenant Mailman. 

"I Want You At The Adjoining Doors, Fast But Stealthy. Form

Two Groups: A Defensive Perimeter And A Team To Get The

Hostages Out. Go In When You Hear Gunfire." Mott Picked Up

Georgiev's Automatic And Checked The Clip. It Was Nearly

Ful . "I Won't Fire Until I'm In Position To Take Out One Or More Of The Terrorists. I'l  Try And Stay On The North Side To Draw

Their Fire Away From You. You Know How They're Dressed; 

Take Them Out. Just Make Sure You Don't Shoot The Guy

Who's Shooting At Them." "Yes, Sir," The Officer Replied. 

"Ma'am, I'd Get Interpol In Here To Find Out Who This Individual

Is." Mott Practical y Spit Out The Word. "If Something Goes

Wrong, The Information May Help You Stop Them." "Colonel, I'm Against This," Chatterjee Said. 

The Secretary-General Had Col ected Herself And Was

Growing Angry. "You're Risking The Lives Of Everyone In The

Room." "Everyone In There Is Going To Die Unless We Get

Them Out," He Replied. "Isn't That What This Person Told You?" 

He Indicated Georgiev With His Foot. "Isn't That Why You Tried

To Stop Him From Going Back?" "I Wanted To Stop The Kil ing-

Was "And He Didn't Give A Damn What You Wanted," Colonel

Mott Said In A Raspy Whisper. 

"No, He Didn't," She Agreed. "But I Can Stil  Go In There, Try To Talk To The Others." "Not After This," Mott Said. "They'l  Want To Know Where Their Man Is. What Wil  You Tel  Them?" "The

Truth," She Said. "It Might Persuade Them To Cooperate. 

Perhaps We Can Even Give Him Back In Exchange For

Hostages." "We Can't," Mott Said. 

"We May Need Him For Information. And Whatever Else

Happens, This Bastard's Got To Stand Trial." Mott Had Always

Admired Chatterjee's Persistence. Right Now, Though, It

Seemed More Naive Than Visionary. 

While The Lieutenant Formed His Two Teams, The Colonel

Signaled Over The Emergency Medical Team. They Placed The

Fal en Terrorist On A Stretcher And Used Handcuffs From One

Of The Security Officers To Keep Him There. 

"Take Him Over To The Infirmary, And Keep Him Handcuffed To

The Cot," Mott Told The Head Emergency Medical Technician. 

The Lieutenant Signaled Mott That He Was Ready To Go. 

Colonel Mott Signaled Back Thirty With His Fingers. He

Looked At His Watch As Lieutenant Mailman's Two Teams

Headed Into The Trusteeship Council Chamber. Then He

Started Marking Off Thirty Seconds. "Colonel, Please," 

Chatterjee Said. "I Can't Go In If You Do." "I Know," He Said. 

Twentyfive Seconds To Go. "But This Is A Mistake!" She Said, Raising Her Voice For The First Time. 

There Was A Creak At The Security Council Door, As Though

Someone Had Leaned Against It. 

Chatterjee Immediately Fel  Silent. Mott Looked From The Door

To Chatterjee To His Watch. Twenty Seconds Remained. 

"It's Only A Mistake If It Fails," Colonel Mott Said Quietly. "Now, Please, Madam Secretary-General. There's No Time To

Debate This. Just Step Back So You Won't Be Hurt." "Colonel-

Was She Started, Then Stopped. "God Be With You," She

Said. "God Be With You Al ." "Thank You," Mott Replied. There Were Fifteen Seconds To Go. Reluctantly, Chatterjee Backed

Away. 

Colonel Mott Turned His Attention To What He Was About To

Do. He Could Taste The Terrorist's Blood Through The Mask. 

There Was Something Appropriately Barbaric, Viking About It. 

He Stuck The Terrorist's Gun In His Belt, Where It Had Been

When He Came Out. 

Then He Flexed And Unflexed His Gloved Fingers, Anxious To

Get In There And Do His Job. 

Ten Seconds. 

Twenty-Odd Years Ago, When He Was An Nypd Cadet At The

Academy On Twentieth Street And Second Avenue, A Strategy

And Tactics Instructor Told Him That The Job Real y Came

Down To Dice. Every Police Officer, Every Soldier, Had A Die

With Six Pips. The Pips Were Resolve, Skil , Ruthlessness, 

Ingenuity, Courage, And Strength. 

Most Of The Time, You Practice-Rol ed. You Trained, You

Walked A Beat, You Patrol ed The Street, Trying To Get The

Wrist Action Right, The Finesse, The Feel. 

Because When It Came Time To Rol  For Real, You Had To

Come Up With More Of Those Qualities Than The Other Guy, 

Sometimes In An Instant. Mott Remembered That During His

Twenty Years In Midtown South. He Remembered It Each Time

He Went To An Apartment With No Idea What Was On The

Other Side Of The Door, Or Stopped A Car Without Knowing

What Was Hidden Under The Newspaper Lying Next To The

Driver. He Remembered It Now. He Brought Up Every Reflex

That Was Stored In His Memory, In His Bones, In His Soul. 

And For Good Measure, He Threw In The Words Of One Of The

Original Mercury Astronauts, He Forgot Which One, Who Said, 

As He Waited To Be Launched Into Space: "Dear God. Please

Don't Let Me Screw This Up. Was Five Seconds. 

Alert And Ready, Mott Walked Toward The Door Of The

Security Council. He Moaned, As Though He'd Been Hit And

Was Hurting. He Yanked Open The Door And Stepped Inside. 

New York, New York Saturday, 11:48 P.M. 

Telephones Were Put At The Disposal Of The Parents When

They Arrived At The State Department Lounge. 

Selecting An Armchair In The Corner Of The Brightly Lighted

Lounge, Sharon's First Cal  Had Been To Alexander Back At

The Hotel. She Wanted To Make Sure He Was Al  Right. He

Was Fine, Though She Suspected He'd Stopped Playing Video

Games And Had Accessed The Room's Spectravision

Channel. Alexander Always Sounded Edgy When He Was

Playing Video Games, As Though The Fate Of The Galaxy

Rested On His Shoulders. When She Cal ed Around Eleven

O'clock He Sounded Awestruck And Humbled. 

Like Charlton Heston When He Saw The Burning Bush In The

Ten Commandments. 

Sharon Let Him Be. She Didn't Even Tel  Him What Was Going

On. She Had A Feeling That Alexander Would Be Sleeping

Very Wel  Tonight. 

Hopeful y, It Would Al  Be Over In The Morning Before He Woke. 

Then She Cal ed Her Home Answering Machine. She Wasn't

Going To Cal  Her Parents Unless They'd Seen The News

Report And Left A Message. They Were Not In The Best Of

Health, And They Were Worriers. She Didn't Want To Burden

Them. 

But Her Mother Had Phoned. She Had Seen The News Flash, 

So Sharon Cal ed Her Back. She Told Her Mother What She'd

Been Told, That Officials Were Trying To Negotiate A Solution

And That There Was No Other News. "What Does Paul Think?" 

Her Mother Asked. 

"I Don't Know, Mom," Sharon Replied. 

"What Do You Mean?" "He Went Off With One Of The Military People From The Un And Hasn't Come Back Yet," Sharon

Said. "He's Probably Trying To Help," Her Mother Said. Sharon Wanted To Say, He's Always Trying To Help-Them. Instead, She

Said, "I'm Sure That's What He's Doing." Her Mother Asked

How She Was Doing. Sharon Said That She And The Other

Parents Were Holding Tight To Hope, And That Was Al  They

Could Do. She Promised To Cal  If Anything Else Happened. 

Thinking Of Paul And His Devotion To Them Upset Her. She

Wanted Her Daughter Back And Was Wil ing To Make Any

Sacrifice To Save Her. But She Knew That Paul Would Be

Doing This Even If Harleigh Weren't Inside. Sharon Hadn't

Cried Very Much Since This Began, But That Pushed Her Over

The Rim. 

She Turned From The Other Parents And Wiped Tears Away As

They Formed. She Tried To Convince Herself That Paul Was

Doing This For Harleigh. And Even If He Weren't, Whatever He

Did Would Help Her. But She Felt So Alone Now. And Not

Knowing What Was Happening, How Her Baby Was, Made Her

Angry Again. The Least Paul Could Do Was Cal  Her. Tel  Her

What Was Happening. 

Then She Thought Of Something. Taking A Tissue From Her

Purse, Sharon Blew Her Nose And Picked Up The Phone. Paul

Stil  Had His Cel  Phone With Him. She Punched In His Number, 

Finding Strength In Anger That Had Not Come In Reflection. 

New York, New York Saturday, 11:49 P.M. 

Ty Sokha Continued To Squat Beside The Girl On The Floor. 

There Was Nothing More She Could Do For Her, But Then She

Hadn't Come Here To Save Lives. Taking Care Of The Girl Had

Done One Thing And One Thing Only: It Had Enabled Her To

Establish Which Of These Men Was Ivan Georgiev. Which Of

Them Owned The Voice She Had Heard In The Un Camp As It

Ushered Customers In And Out Of Tents. Which Of Them Had

Ordered His Aide To Pursue And Shoot Phum When She Tried

To Escape. 

In Case Ty And Hang Could Not Get Al  The Terrorists, They

Wanted To Make Sure They Got Him. 

Ty Had A Compact 9Mm Browning High Power Handgun In Her

Purse. Hang Had One In A Holster Hooked To The Back Of His

Belt. The Weapons Had Been Smuggled Past Un Security In

Diplomatic Pouches. Between The Two Of Them, They'd Get

The Bastard In A Cross Fire And Then Take Down The Rest Of

The Terrorists. Not Only Would They Have Their Revenge, Not

Only Would They Be Seen As Heroes For Rescuing The

Hostages, But Their Cause-A Strong, Right-Wing Cambodia

Under Son Sannwd Acquire Worldwide Attention. Injustice

Would End. The Khmer Rouge Would Final y Be Hunted Down

And De Stroyed. 

Cambodia Would Be Free To Become An Asian Political And

Financial Power. 

But Al  Of That Depended On What Happened Next. 

Ty Was Sorry She'd Let Georgiev Go, But She Hadn't Expected

Him To Leave. And She Didn't Want To Fire On Her Own

Without Identifying Him To Hang, In Case The Other Terrorists

Managed To Bring Her Down. Ty Opened Her Purse And

Removed A Silk Handkerchief. She Left Her Purse Open On

The Floor As She Dabbed The Forehead Of The Wounded Girl. 

The Butt Of The Browning Was Pointing Toward Her. 

When She Replaced The Handkerchief, She Took The

Opportunity To Unlock The Safety. She Was Getting Anxious. 

She Hoped The Miserable Creature Didn't Negotiate A Deal

With Secretary-General Chatterjee. Ty Grew Quietly Furious

With Herself For Not Having Taken Him Out When She Had The

Chance. He Had Been Standing Right Next To Her. She Might

Have Died, But She Would Have Died Knowing How Proud

Hang And The Spirits Of His Family Were Of Her. 

Suddenly, One Of The Double Doors Flew Open At The Top Of

The Stairs On The Opposite Side Of The Chamber. The

Terrorist Who Had Been Standing Behind It Jumped To The

Side As Georgiev Stormed Back In. 

The Bulgarian Was Holding The Lower Part Of His Mask. 

He Slammed The Door Shut, Drew His Pistol, And Shook It

Angrily At The Door. Then He Turned And Stalked Past His

Associate. When The Other Man Tried To Fol ow, Georgiev

Motioned For Him To Remain Where He Was. Then He Half-

Walked, Halfstumbled Down The Stairs. He Seemed A Little

Groggy, As Though He'd Been Struck. He Did Not Look Happy. 

That Was Good. According To The Doctrine Of The Elders In

The Theravada Buddhist Faith, A Man Who Died Un Happy

Remained So In The Next Life. 

Ty Felt That Georgiev Deserved No Less. 

The Bulgarian Was Holding His Gun. He Stopped Midway

Down The Stairs And Rubbed His Chin. He Seemed To Waver. 

The Man At The Top Of The Steps Came Toward Him. So Did

One Of The Men At The Bottom Of The Steps. 

Damn, Ty Thought. It Had To Be Now. Soon There Would Be

Three Of Them In One Place; She Might Not Have A Clear Shot. 

She Looked At Hang. He Was Obviously Thinking The Same

Thing. She Reached Into Her Purse As Hang Rose. He Drew

His Weapon From The Holster And Turned Toward His Target. 

Ty Slipped Her Own Handgun Free And Fol owed His Lead. 

Hang Fired First, Putting Three Shots Into Georgiev Before The

Others Arrived. One Bul et Missed, But Two Red Blotches

Popped From His Forehead, And The Bulgarian Was Flung

Backfirst Against The Wal . 

He Slid Straight To The Ground, Dragging Three Long Red

Smears Down The Green And Gold Wal paper. The Couple

Began Running Foward, Seeking Cover On The Stairwel . The

Two Other Men On The Stairs Stopped, Ducked Behind The

Chairs, And Swung Their Guns Toward The Shootists. The Two

Terrorists On The Other Side Of The Chamber Also Ducked

And Aimed At The Attackers. As They Did, The Door That Led

To The Trusteeship Council Chamber Opened. Four Members

Of The United Nations Security Force Rushed In. There Was A

Heart-Stopping Moment When The Only Sounds Were The

Sobbing Of Children. The Two Cambodians Turned To See

Who Was Behind Them, And The Terrorists Paused To Aim At

The Nearest Targets. 

The Distraction Enabled The Terrorists Beside Georgiev Along

The South Wal  To Fire At Ty And Hang. The Cam Bodians

Were Crouched Near The Wal  At The Foot Of The Gal ery And

Went Down. 

Hang Took A Bul et In The Shoul-Der, Ty In The Thigh. Ty

Twisted And Fel  Silently Onto Her Back; Hang Went To His

Hands And Knees And Screamed, Though His Cry Was Cut

Short By A Head Shot. 

The Bul et Came In At An Angle From The Front And Dropped

Him Flat On The Floor. 

Ty Had Lost Her Handgun When She Fel  And Was Reaching

For It When A Second Shot Caught Her In The Upper Arm And

A Third Struck Her In The Bel y. She Reached For Her

Abdomen, Stopping Suddenly When A Fourth Shot Cracked

Through The Top Of Her Skul . It Took Slightly More Than A

Second For The Cambodians To Fal  And Die. But Their

Presence Had Confused The Un Police, Who Weren't Sure

Whether To Fire At Them Or Not. The Delay Enabled The

Terrorists On The North Side Of The Chamber To Turn, Aim, 

And Fire Straight Down The Stairs, At The Door. One Security

Officer Went Down, Shot Through The Leg, And Had To Be

Pul ed Out. The Other Three Who Had Entered Squatted And

Returned Fire To Cover The Withdrawal. 

Noticing The Wounded Girl, One Of The Men Grabbed Her

Under The Arms And Dragged Her Back. 

One Of The Terrorists On The Southern Side Of The Chamber

Went Down. He Rol ed Down Several Steps Before His Head

Struck One Of The Chairs. One Of The Un Officers Was Shot In

The Face And Simply Fel  Over. 

The Room Was An Echo Chamber Of Thundercrack Shots And

Screams As The Terrorists Battled The Un Police And The

Hostages Cried Out. Many Of Those Who Were Screaming

Were Trying To Duck And At The Same Time Attempting To

Keep Other Panicked Hostages From Running Madly Into The

Line Of Fire. The Firefight Ended When The Un Forces

Withdrew And The Door To The Trusteeship Council Chamber

Crashed Shut. The Gunshots Stopped But Not The Screaming. 

Nor The Sense Of Madness That, For A Few Deadly Seconds, 

Seemed To Infect Everyone In The Chamber. 

New York, New York Saturday, 11:50 P.M. 

Reynold Downer Lay Georgiev's Bloody Body Down While

Etienne Vandal Knelt Over Him. 

"You Better Go Back To The Door," Vandal Said. 

"They May Try To Come In Again." "I Wil ," Downer Said. He Pul ed His Bloodred Gloves From Under Georgiev And Looked

Across The Room. The Smal er Of The Two Terrorists Was

Running Down The Stairs. That Meant Sazanka Had Taken The

Hit. Downer Watched As Barone Bent Over Him. The Uruguyan

Stood And Dragged A Finger Across His Throat. Their Pilot

Was Dead. Downer Swore. So Did Vandal. Downer Looked

Down. Vandal Had Removed Georgiev's Mask. Only It Wasn't

Georgiev Who Was Lying On The Landing. 

"Then They've Got Him," Downer Said. 

"I Thought I Heard Noise Out There. The Bastards Have Got

Him." He Spit On The American-Looking Face That Lay

Lifeless On The Carpet. 

Vandal Pul ed Back The Man's Glove And Felt For A Pulse. He

Dropped The Man's Wrist. 

"He's Dead." Vandal Looked Down At The Bodies Lying Near

The Gal ery. "Those Were Un Security Police Who Came In, 

And I'l  Bet This Man Was With Them. But Who Were Those

Other Two?" "Probably Undercover Police," Downer Said. 

"Working Security For The Party." "Then Why Didn't They Move Sooner?" Vandal Wondered Aloud. "Try And Save The

Delegates?" "Maybe They Sent Some Kind Of Silent Signal

For Reinforcements," Downer Said. "They Were Just Waiting." 

"I Don't Think So," Vandal Said. "They Almost Seemed

Surprised When They Saw The United Nations Team Come In." 

Downer Went Back Up The Stairs, And Vandal Turned And

Hurried Down The Steps. He Was Worried About The Doors, 

Though He Didn't Real y Think There Would Be Another Attack

Now. The Un Forces Had Gotten Hurt. They Took Away The

Wounded Girl, But He Didn't Think That Was Their Objective. 

They Came In Looking Like They Wanted To Establish A

Beachhead. Four In With Reinforcements Waiting To Move

Through The Center. Why Didn't The Reinforcements Pul  The

Girl Out? The Firefight Had Put The Hostages Low On The

Floor Or Sent Them Ducking Under The Table. 

Vandal Would Leave Them Where They Were For Now. There

Was A Lot Of Sobbing And Whimpering, But Everyone Had

Been Rattled By The Attack. No One Was Going Anywhere. 

Vandal Reached The Two People Who Had Been Kil ed At The

Foot Of The Gal ery. They Were Asian. He Squatted And

Checked The Pockets Of The Man's Jacket. He Had A

Cambodian Passport. 

There Was A Connection, At Least. Georgiev Was Into A

Number Of Unsavory Businesses During The Untac Operation, 

From Spying To Prostitution. Maybe This Was Supposed To Be

Some Kind Of Payback. But How Did They Know He Was

Here? 

Barone Had Come Over. Vandal Dropped The Passport And

Rose. 

"Is He Dead?" Barone Asked, Nodding Toward Georgiev. "It Isn't Him," Vandal Said. 

,"What?" "They Got Him When He Went Out," Vandal Said. 

"Made A Switch." "Who Would Have Thought They Had The

Cajones?" Barone Said. "That Could Be Why The Security

Team Came In. They Were Fol owing Their Man's Lead." "Very

Possibly," Vandal Said. 

Barone Shook His Head. "If He Gives Them Information About

The Bank Accounts, Then Even If We Get Out Of Here With The

Money, They'l  Take It Right Back." "Agreed," Vandal Said. 

"So What Do We Do?" Barone Asked. 

"We Stil  Have What They Want," Vandal Said, Thinking Aloud. 

"And We Stil  Have The Means To Kil  The Hostages If The

Security Forces Come In Again. So I Suggest We Stick To Our

Plan With Two Differences." "What?" Barone Asked. 

Vandal Turned Toward The Conference Table. "We Tel  Them

We Want Cash," He Said As He Walked Forward, "And We

Speed Up The Clock." His Eyes Moved From The Empty Seat

Where The Girl Who Ran Had Been Sitting. They Settled On

Harleigh Hood. 

There Was Something About Her, Something Defiant, That Hit

Him Wrong. He Told Barone To Get Her. 

New York, New York Saturday, 11:51 P.M. 

The Audio Bug In The Corridor Picked Up The Shots From The

Security Council Chamber. The Reports Were Muffled, As Were

The Shouts In The Corridor, But It Was Clear To Paul Hood And

The Others That One Side Or The Other Had Made A Move. 

The Shouts Continued After The Gunfire Had Stopped. 

Hood Was Standing Behind Ani. Except For Swinging Over To

A Laptop On Another Desk To Try And Boost The Audio Quality, 

She Said-The Young Agent Had Stayed At Her Post. She Was

Calm And Very Focused. August Was Standing To Hood's Left. 

Rodgers Had Removed His Jacket, Rol ed Up His Sleeves, 

And Had Pul ed A Chair From The Other Desk. He Had Asked

For, And Was Given, A Book Of Blueprints Of The United

Nations. Hood Had A Look At The Book Over Rodgers's

Shoulder. The Fbi Had Obviously Assembled The Blueprints In

Order To Plant Primitive Eavesdropping Devices In Structural

Materials Back In The 1940'S. 

Updated Notations On The Pages Suggested That The Cia

Also Used The Blueprints To Program Routes For Their Mobile

Bugs. 

On The Floor Near Where Rodgers Had Pul ed His Chair Was

An Upright Canvas Case. The Zippered Bag Was Open On

Top, And Hood Could See A Tacsat Phone Inside. 

As Hood Stood There Listening, He Heard His Cel  Phone

Beep. He Assumed It Was Bob Herbert Or Ann Farris With

Information. Hood Slipped The Phone From His Pocket. Mike

Rodgers Rose And Came Over. "Hel o?" Hood Said. 

"Paul, It's Me." "Sharon," Hood Said. 

Christ, Not Now, He Thought. Rodgers Stopped. 

Hood Turned His Back To The Room. "I'm Sorry, Hon," Hood

Said Quietly. "I Was On My Way Up To See You When

Something Happened. Something That Had To Do With Mike." 

"He's Here?" "Yes," Hood Said. He Wasn't Real y Listening To The Phone. He Was Trying To Hear What Was Happening In

The Secretariat Building. "Are You Holding Up Okay?" He

Asked. 

"You've Got To Be Kidding," She Said. "Paul, I Need You." "I Know," He Said. "Look, We're In The Middle Of Something

Here. We're Trying To Get Harleigh And The Others Out. Can I

Cal  You Back?" "Sure, Paul. Just Like Always." Sharon Hung Up. Hood Felt Like He'd Been Slapped. How Could Two

People Be So Close One Night, Then Be Total y Unconnected

The Next Day? But He Didn't Feel Guilty. He Felt Angry. He Was

Doing This To Try And Save Harleigh. Sharon Wasn't Happy

Being Alone, But That Wasn't What The Hangup Was About. It

Was About The Fact That Op-Center Had Separated Them

Again. 

Hood Folded His Phone And Put It Away. Mike Placed A Hand

On Hood's Shoulder. 

Suddenly, They Heard Chatterjee's Voice Clearly. 

"Lieutenant Mailman, What Happened?" The Secretary-

General Asked. "Someone Shot Colonel Mott Before The Rest

Of The Team Went In," He Said Breathlessly. "He May Be

Dead." "No," Chatterjee Said While He Was Stil  Speaking. 

"God, No." "They Kil ed Ore Of My People And Then We Got One Of The Terrorists Before Withdrawing," The Lieutenant

Went On. "We Also Pul ed A Girl Out. She'd Been Shot. There

Was No Way We Could Get In Without Taking A Lot Of

Casualties." Hood Felt His Knees Weaken. 

"I'l  Find Out Who It Is," Rodgers Said. 

"Don't Cal  Sharon. You May Worry Her For Nothing." "Thanks," 

Hood Said. 

Rodgers Went To The Office Phone And Cal ed Bob Herbert. In

Order To Keep Track Of Known Terrorists And Underworld

Figures-Many Of Whom Were Regularly Hurt In Explosions, Car

Accidents, Or Gunfights-Op-Center Had A Program That Was

Connected With Al  The Big-City Hospitals And Interfaced With

The Social Security Administration. 

Whenever A Social Security Number Was Entered On A

Hospital Computer, It Was Checked Against Op-Center's

Database To Make Sure That The Person Wasn't Someone

The Fbi Or Police Were Looking For. In This Case, Herbert

Would Have Matt Stol  Check On Everyone Who Was Admitted

To A Un'-Area New York Hospital In The Last Half Hour. 

The Conversation Continued In The Secretariat. "You Did The

Right Thing Pul ing Out," Chatterjee Said. 

"There's Something Else," The Lieutenant Said. "Two Of The Delegates Were Armed And Firing." "Which Two?" Chatterjee Said. 

"I Don't Know," The Lieutenant Replied. 

"One Of The Team Members Who Got A Good Look Said It

Was An Asian Man And Woman." "It Could Be Japan, South

Korea, Or Cambodia," Chatterjee Said. "Both Of The

Delegates Were Kil ed By The Terrorists." "Who Were The

Delegates Shooting At?" Chatterjee Asked. "Believe It Or Not, They Were Firing At Colonel Mott," He Replied. "At The

Colonel?" She Said. "They Must Have Mistaken Him For-Was

"The Terrorist He Replaced," The Lieutenant Said. A Radio

Beeped As The Lieutenant Was Speaking. Chatterjee

Answered It. "This Is Secretary-General Chatterjee." "That Was Stupid And Reckless," Said The Voice On The Other End. The

Man's Voice Was Scratchy And Faint And Spoken With An

Accent, But Hood Was Able To Make Out Most Of What Was

Being Said. Concentrating On That Was A Welcome

Distraction From Thinking About The Wounded Girl. 

"I'm Sorry For What Happened," Chatterjee Said. "We Tried To Reason With Your Partner-Was "Don't Try And Make This Our

Fault!" The Cal er Snapped. "No, It Was Al  Mine-Was "You Knew The Rules, And You Ignored Them," He Said. "Now We

Have New Instructions For You." "First Tel  Me," Chatterjee Said. "What Is The Condition Of Our Officer?" "He's Dead." 

"Are You Sure?" Chatterjee Implored. 

There Was A Shot. "Now I Am," The Cal er Replied. "Do You Have Any Other Questions?" He Asked. 

"No," Chatterjee Said. "You Can Come And Get Him When

We're Gone," Said The Terrorist. "How Soon That Happens Is

Up To You." There Was A Short, Painful Silence. "Go Ahead," 

Chatterjee Said. 

"I'm Listening." "We Want The Helicopter With Six Mil ion American Dol ars," He Said. "We Want Cash, Not Transfers. 

You Have Our Man; He May Tel  You Our Names. I Don't Want

Our Accounts Frozen. 

Let Us Know When The Helicopter Is Here. We Wil  Resume

The Kil ing In Eight Minutes And Again Every Half Hour. Only

This Time We Won't Be Kil ing Delegates. We'l  Continue On

The Young Ladies." Hood Realized He Had Never Known Hate

Until That Instant. "Oh Please, No!" Chatterjee Cried. 

"You Made This Happen," The Cal er Said. 

"Listen To Me," Chatterjee Said. "We'l  Get What You Want But There Must Be No More Kil ing. There Has Been Too Much

Already." "You Have Eight Minutes." "No! Give Us A Few Hours!" Chatterjee Implored. "We'l  Cooperate With You. Hel o? 

Hel o!" Al  Was Quiet. Hood Could Imagine The Depth Of The

Secretary-General's Frustration. 

August Shook His Head. "The Troops Ought To Go Back In

Now, Hit Them Fast When They Don't Expect It." "We Ought To

Go In," Hood Said. 

"They Said They'l  Release Poison Gas," Ani Told Them. "But They Didn't During The First Assault," August Said. "Hostage-Takers Want To Live. That's Why They've Got Hostages. They

Won't Give Up That Advantage." Rodgers Turned From The

Phone. "It Wasn't Harleigh Who Was Shot," He Said. "The Girl's Name Is Barbara Mathis." Everything Was Relative. Harleigh

Was Stil  A Prisoner, And One Of Her Ensemble Mates Was

Injured. 

Yet Relief Washed Over Hood From The Inside Out. 

Despite The Fact That Harleigh Was Stil  In There, Hood Had

To Agree With August. The Men In The Security Council

Chambers Were Not Suicide Bombers Or Political Terrorists. 

They Were Pirates, Here For Plunder. They Wanted To Get Out

Alive. After A Moment, Chatterjee Informed The Lieutenant That

She Was Going To The Infirmary. She Wanted To Talk To The

Captured Terrorist. There Was No Further Audio After The

Secretary-General Left. 

"She's Out Of Range Of The Bug," Ani Said. 

Rodgers Looked At His Watch. "We've Got Less Than Seven

Minutes," He Said Sharply. 

"What Can We Do To Stop Them?" "There Isn't Enough Time To Go To The Security Council And Get Inside," August Said. 

"You've Been Listening To This For Nearly Five Hours," 

Rodgers Said To Ani. "What Do You Think?" "I Don't Know," 

She Said. "Guess," Rodgers Pressed. "They're Leaderless," 

She Said. 

"There's No Tel ing What They Might Do Now." "How Do You Know That?" Hood Asked. She Looked At Him. "That They're

Leaderless?" He Said. 

"Who Else Would Have Gone Out To Talk For Them?" She

Asked. 

The Phone Rang, And Ani Picked Up. It Was Darrel  Mccaskey

For Rodgers. Am Passed Him The Phone. Something Else

Passed Between Rodgers And The Woman As Wel . A

Disapproving Look. Or Was It Doubt? 

The Conversation Was Short. Rodgers Stood There Saying

Very Little As Darrel  Mccaskey Briefed Him. When He Was

Finished, He Handed The Receiver Back To Ani. 

She Turned And Lay It In The Cradle. "Un Security Fingerprinted

The Captured Terrorist," Rodgers Said. "Darrel  Just Got The Intel." Rodgers Looked Back At Ani. He Leaned Over Her

Chair, His Hands On The Armrests. "Talk To Me, Ms. Hampton." 

"What?" She Said. 

"Mike, What Is It?" Hood Asked. 

"The Terrorist's Name Is Colonel Ivan Georgiev," Rodgers Said. 

He Was Stil  Looking Down At Ani. "He Served With Untac In

Cambodia. He Also Worked With The Cia In Bulgaria. Did You

Ever Hear Of Him?" "Me?" Ani Asked. "Y." "No," She Said. 

"But You Know Something About This That We Don't," Rodgers

Said. Less-Than 'Ationo "You're Lying," Rodgers Said. 

"Mike, What's Going On?" Hood Asked. 

"She Came To The Office Before The Attack," Rodgers Said. 

He Moved Closer To Ani. "To Work, You Said." "That's Right." 

"You're Not Dressed For Work," Rodgers Said. "I Was Stood Up," She Said. "That's.Why I Came Here. 

I Had Reservations At Chez Eugenie, You Can Check. Hey, I

Don't Know Why I Have To Defend Myself To" "Because You're

Lying," Rodgers Said. "Did You Know This Was Going To

Happen?" "Of Course Not!" She Said. 

"But You Knew Something Was Going To Happen," Rodgers

Said. "You Served In Cambodia. 

Colonel Mott Was Kil ed By A Pair Of Cambodians Posing As

Delegates To The United Nations. Did They Think They Were

Shooting Ivan Georgiev?" "How The Hel  Should I Know?" Ani Cried. 

Rodgers Shoved The Chair Back. It Rol ed Across The Tile

Floor And Slammed Into A Filing Cabinet. 

Ani Started To Rise, And Rodgers Pushed Her Back Down. 

"Mike!" Hood Shouted. 

"We Don't Have Time For This Bul shit, Paul," Rodgers Said. 

"Your Daughter Could Be The Next One They Kil !" He Glared

Down At Ani. "Your Tacsat Is On. Who Were You Cal ing?" "My Superior In Moscow--"Cal  Him Now," Rodgers Said. She

Hesitated. 

"Cal  Him Now!" Rodgers Yel ed. Ani Didn't Move. "Who's On The Other End Of That Line?" Rodgers Demanded. "Was It The

Cambodians, Or Is It The Terrorists?" Ani Said Nothing. Her

Hands Were On The Armrests. Rodgers Slapped One Of His

Hands On Top Of Hers. She Couldn't Move It. He Pushed A

Thumb Under Her Index Finger And Bent It Back. She

Screamed And Reached Over With Her Other Hand To Try And

Pry Him Off. 

He Used His Free Hand To Shove Her Hand Back To The

Armrest And Kept Up His Pressure On The Other. 

"Who's On The Other End Of The Goddamn Phone?" Rodgers

Yel ed. "I Told You!" Rodgers Bent The Finger Back Until The Nail Was Nearly Touching The Wrist. Ani Screamed. 

"Who's On The Other End?" Rodgers Pressed. 

"The Terrorists!" Ani Cried. "It's The Terrorists!" Hood Felt Sick. 

"Are There Any Other Outside Units Besides You?" Rodgers

Demanded. 

"No!" "What Are You Supposed To Do Next?" Rodgers Asked. 

"Tel  Them If The Money's Real y Being Delivered," She Said. 

Rodgers Released Her Hand. 

He Rose. 

Hood Was Staring At The Young Woman. "How Could You Help

Them? How?" "We Don't Have Time For That Now," Rodgers

Said. 

"They're Going To Kil  Someone Else In Three Minutes. The

Question Is How Do We Stop Them?" "By Paying Them," 

August Said. Rodgers Looked At Him. "Explain." "We Get

Chatterjee's Number From Op-Center," August Said. "We Ask

Her To Get On The Radio To Tel  The Terrorists She Has The

Money. Then Our Lady Here Corroborates That. We Contact

The Nypd, Get A Chopper Over There Like They Asked For, 

And Have A Swat Unit Take Them When They Come Out." 

"They'l  Come Out, But With Hostages," Hood Said. 

"We're Going To Have To Risk The Hostages At Some Point," 

August Said. "At Least This Way We'l  Save More Than We

Could In The Security Council-And One Of Them For Sure." "Do It," Hood Said, Glancing At His Watch. 

"Fastcom" New York, New York Saturday, 11:55 Secretary-

General Chatterjee Raced Down The Escalator To The

Infirmary, Which Was Located On The First Floor Not Far From

The Visitor's Lobby. An Aide Had Joined Her At The Foot Of

The Escalator And Was Walking With Her. Enzo Donati Was A

Young Graduate Student From Rome Who Was Earning

Credits For His Degree In International Relations. He Had Her

Cel  Phone And He Was In Touch With The New York Office Of

Interpol. They Had Learned That The Prisoner's Name Was Ivan

Georgiev, A Former Officer In The Bulgarian Army. The

Bulgarian Ambassador Had Not Been At The Soiree And Had

Been Notified. 

Chatterjee Passed Through The Delegates Only Doorway Near

The Hiroshima Exhibit And Made Her Way Along The Brightly

Lighted Corridors. She Tried Not To Think Of The Loss Of

Colonel Mott Or The Other Security Personnel, Or Of The

Deaths Of The Delegates. She Focused On The Approach Of

Midnight, On The Impending Death Of One Of The Young

Violinists, And How To Avoid It. Chatterjee Had It In Mind To

Offer Georgiev A Deal. If He Would Urge His Accomplice To

Postpone The Shooting, And Help To Defuse The Situation, 

She Would Do What She Could To Get Him Clemency. 

Chatterjee Assumed, Of Course, That Georgiev Was Even

Awake. She Hadn't Spoken To The Emergency Medical People

Since They'd Brought Him Down Here. If Not, She Didn't Know

What She Was Going To Do. They Had Less Than Five

Minutes. Molt's Military Approach Had Been Repulsed, And Her

Own Diplomatic Efforts Had Failed. Cooperation Was An

Option, But The Six Mil ion Dol ars They Asked For Would Take

Time To Put Together. She Had Cal ed Deputy Secretary-

General Takahara And Asked Him To Sit Down With The Other

Members Of The Emergency Team To Figure Out How To Do

That. She Knew That Even If They Paid, There Would Stil  Be

Further Bloodshed. The Nypd Or The Fbi Would Move In As

Soon As The Terrorists Tried To Leave. But At Least There Was

A Chance That They Could Stil  Get Some Of The Delegates

And Young Violinists Away Safely. 

Why Did International Crises Seem So Much More

Manageable Than This? Because The Ramifications Were So

Severe? Because There Were Two Or More Sides Where No

One Real y Wanted To Pul  The Trigger? If That Were True, Then

She Real y Wasn't A Peacemaker. She Was Simply A Medium, 

Like A Telephone Or Even One Of Her Father's Movies. She

May Have Come From The Land Of Gandhi But Was Nothing

Like Him. Nothing. 

They Turned A Corner And Approached The Door To The

Infirmary. Enzo Slipped Ahead Of The Secretary-General And

Opened It For Her. Chatterjee Walked In. She Stopped Abruptly. 

Two Emt's Were Lying On The Floor In The Reception Area. 

The Attending Nurse Was Also Lying On The Floor, In The

Doctor's Office. So Were A Pair Of Security Guards. Enzo Ran

To The Nearest Bodies. 

There Were Spots Of Blood On The Tile. The Technicians Were

Alive But Unconscious, Evidently From Blows To The Head. The

Nurse Was Also Unconscious. 

There Were No Tears In Their Clothes, No Indication That There

Had Been A Struggle. 

There Was No Trace Of The Handcuffs And No Sign Of

Georgiev. As Chatterjee Took A Moment To Process What Had


Happened, There Was Only One Conclusion To Be Drawn: That

Someone Had Been Here Waiting. 

New York, New York Saturday, 11:57 P.M. 

Hood Cal ed Bob Herbert And Told Him To Get Them

Chatterjee's Mobile Phone Number. While Hood Held The Line, 

Rodgers Bound Ani Hampton To Her Chair. He Used Black

Electrical Tape He'd Found In The Supply Closet To Tie Her Left

Wrist To The Armrest. There Had Been Packaging Twine On

The Shelf, But Using Tape Was A Habit From Field

Interrogations: It Didn't Leave Marks Or Tear The Skin, And It

Was Tougher To Work Lose. Rodgers Had Also Found Several

Handguns And Other Cia Field Gear In The Closet. 

The Guns Were Locked In A Metal Gun Rack. After Binding Ani, 

Rodgers Took The Key Case From Her Blazer, Which Was

Hanging In The Closet. Cia Regulations Required That

Whoever Was In Charge Of A Shel  Have Access To The

"Selfdefense Matbriel." Rodgers Found The Key That Unlocked

The Rack And Took A Pair Of Berettas For Himself And Another

Pair For August. Each Handgun Held A Clip With A Fifteen-

Shel  Capacity. He Also Grabbed A Pair Of Point-To-Point

Radios Along With A Brick Of C-4 And Detonators. He Put The

Explosives In A Foam-Lined Backpack And Slung It Over One

Shoulder. It Wasn't The Usual Striker Kitnight Vision Glasses

And Uzis Would Be Ideal-But It Would Have To Do. He Hoped

He Didn't Need Any Of These, But He Wanted To Be Prepared

For The Worst. 

Upon Returning To The Office, Rodgers Looked Down At Ani. "If

You Cooperate, I'l  Help You When We Get Out Of Here." She

Didn't Respond. 

"Do You Understand?" Rodgers Pressed. 

"I Understand," She Said Without Looking Up. After Handing

August His Guns, Rodgers Took The Colonel's Arm. He Led

Him To Where Hood Was Standing, Stil  Holding The Phone. 

"What's Wrong?" August Asked. 

"I Don't Have A Good Feeling About Our Prisoner," Rodgers

Said Quietly. 

"Why?" Hood Asked. 

"In A Few Minutes, She's Going To Have Us By The Short

Hairs," Rodgers Said. 

"Suppose Chatterjee Cal s The Terrorists For Us. Then This

Woman Refuses To Back Up The Lie. 

Where Are We Then?" "I'd Say Pretty Much Where We Are

Now," August Told Him. "Not Exactly," Rodgers Said. "The Terrorists Wil  Have Been Attacked And Then Lied To. They're

Going To Want To Hit Back. 

Shoot A Hostage As Scheduled And Add Another As Payback." 

"Are You Saying We Shouldn't Do This?" Hood Asked. 

"No, I Don't Think We Have A Choice," Rodgers Said. 

"Because, If Nothing Else, We Can Buy Ourselves A Few Extra

Minutes." "For What?" Hood Asked. 

"To Take Control Of This Situation," Rodgers Said. 

"To Launch A Bottleneck Operation." August Seemed Pleased. 

Hood Shook His Head. "With What Kind Of Force?" He Asked. 

"The Pair Of You?" "It Can Work," Rodgers Told Him. 

"I Repeat-With Just Two Soldiers?" Hood Asked. "In Theory, Yes," Rodgers Said. 

Hood Didn't Seem Happy With That Answer. 

"We've Run Simulations," Rodgers Went On. 

"Brett Has Dril ed For This." "Mike," Hood Said, "Even If You Can Get In There, The Hostages Are Going To Be Extremely

Vulnerable." "Like I Said, What Do You Think Is Going To

Happen If Our Lady Friend Here Turns On Us?" Rodgers

Asked. "We've Got Human Gunpowder In A Keg, And We're

Applying A Match. The Terrorists Are Going To Blow." Hood

Had To Admit That Rodgers Had A Point. He Looked At His

Watch. 

"Bob?" He Said Into The Phone. "I'm Here," Said Herbert:

"What's Happening With The Phone Number?" "The State

Department Stil  Only Has The Number For Secretary-General

Manni, If You Can Believe It. I've Got Darrel  Working On Getting

The Number Through Interpol And Matt Trying To Hack It," 

Herbert Said. "I'm Betting On Matt Getting It First At This Point. 

Another Minute Or Two." "Bob, We're Measuring Time In

Seconds," Hood Said. "Understood," Herbert Replied. 

Hood Looked At Rodgers. "How Do You Both Get Inside?" 

"Only Colonel August Has To Go In," Rodgers Continued. "I'l Take The Base Position, Which Wil  Be Outside The Security

Council." He Looked At August. "The Entrance To The Un

Garage Is Located On The, Northeast Side Of The Compound, 

Down A Flight Of Stairs That Are On A Direct Line From The

Front Door Of This Building. That's Where You Get In." "How Do You Know The Garage Wil  Be Open?" Hood Asked. "It Was

Open When I Came Here," Rodgers Said, "And They're

Obviously Keeping It That Way In Case They Want To Move

Personnel Or Equipment In. The Terrorists Might Hear The

Sound Of A Big Door Like That Shutting And Then Opening. It

Could Tip Them Off, If Something Were Up." That Was A Good

Point, Hood Thought. "There Probably Won't Be Any Security

Personnel In The Rose Garden Leading To The Garage," 

Rodgers Said To August. "They'l  Keep The Perimeter Itself

Guarded To Maximize Manpower. If There Are Choppers, You'l

Have Sufficient Cover Under The Bushes Or Statues. Once You

Get Through The Park And Into The Garage, Your Only Problem

Wil  Be The Corridor Between The Elevator And The Security

Council. According To The Blueprints, The Elevator Shaft Lets

Off About Fifty Feet Down The Main Corridor From The

Security Council." "Isn't That A Big Problem?" Hood Asked. 

"Not Real y," August Said. "I Can Cover Fifty Feet Pretty Quick. 

I'l  Bowl People Down If I Have To. Surprise Works Against Your

Own People, Too." "What If The Security Personnel Fire At You? 

" Hood Asked. "I Heard Foreign Accents On Our Little Bug," 

August Said. "I'm Sure There Are Un Personnel I Can Use As A

Shield. Once I Get Inside The Security Council, It Doesn't Matter

What They Do." "It's Stil  An Extra Impediment," Hood Said. 

"Maybe We Can Convince Chatterjee To Help Us, If It Comes

To That," August Suggested. "If The Lie About The Ransom

Doesn't Work, I Doubt She'l  Go With A Second Lie," Hood

Said. "Diplomats Who Were Never Soldiers Don't Understand

The Quicksilver Nature Of Warfare." "She May Not Have A

Choice By That Time," Rodgers Said. "Colonel August Wil  Be

Inside." "Who Do You Think Wil  Be Watching The Garage

Door?" August Asked Rodgers. 

"They're Probably Letting The Nypd Take Charge Of That," 

Rodgers Said. "Most Of The Un Police Are Probably Upstairs." 

Bob Herbert Came Back On Then. 

Op-Center's Computer Genius Matt Stol  Had Managed To Pul

It From The Restricted Online United Nations Directory Before

Darrel  Mccaskey Was Able To Get The Number From His

Interpol People. Hood Wrote It Down. The Phone Line Wouldn't

Be Secure, But Hood Would Have To Risk It. There Wasn't

Much Time Left. 

He Would Have To Risk A Number Of Things, He Decided. He

Okayed Rodgers's Plan And August Left At Once. Hood

Punched In The Number. A Man With An Italian Accent

Answered. 

"This Is The Secretary-General's Line." "This Is Paul Hood, The Director Of Op-Center In Washington," Hood Said. "I Need To

Speak With The Secretary-General." "Mr. Hood, We Have A

Situ-Was "I Know!" Hood Snapped. "And We Can Save The

Next Victim If We Act Quickly! Put Her On." "Just A Moment," 

The Man Told Him. 

Hood Glanced At ,His Watch. Assuming The Terrorists Didn't

Rush The Deadline, There Was Just Over A Minute Left. A

Woman Came On The Line. 

"This Is Mala Chatterjee." "Madam Secretary-General, This Is Paul Hood," He Said. "I'm The Director Of A Crisis

Management Team In Washington. One Of The Hostages Is My

Daughter." Hood's Voice Was Quaking. He Realized That What

He Said Now Could Save Or Doom Harleigh. "Yes, Mr. Hood?" 

"I Need Your Help," Hood Went On. 

"I Need You To Radio The Terrorists And Tel  Them That You

Have The Money And The Helicopter They've Asked For. 

If You Do That, We Can Make Sure They Believe You." "But We

Don't Have Those Things," Chatterjee Told Him. "Nor Are We

Likely To." "By The Time The Terrorists Figure That Out, They'l Be Outside The Building," Hood Said. "I'l  Have The Nypd

Ready To Get Them There." "We've Already Tried One Very

Costly Attack," Chatterjee Said. 

"I Won't Authorize Another." Hood Didn't Want Her To Know That He Knew That. 

"This Wil  Be Different," Hood Said. "If The Terrorists Are Outside, They Can't Control Al  The Hostages. We Can Get

Some Of Them Away. And If They Use Poison Gas, We'l  Be In

A Better Position To Help The Victims. But You've Got To Cal

The Terrorists Now. You've Also Got To Tel  Them That The Offer

Is Only Good If They Don't Kil  Any More Hostages." Chatterjee

Hesitated. Hood Couldn't Understand What She Was

Hesitating About. After The Hit The Security Forces Had Just

Taken, There Was Only One Answer: I'l  Do It. I'l  Help Save A

Life And Smoke The Bastards Out. Or Did She Stil  Think She

Could Open A Dialogue, Talk The Terrorists Into Surrendering? 

If He Had The Time To Finesse The Situation, He Would Point

Out That Colonel Georgiev Had Apparently Helped To Turn The

Untac Operation Into A Sham. He Would Ask How She Could

Stil  Believe Her Own Propaganda, That Peacekeeping And

Negotiation Were Somehow The High Road And Force Was

The Low Road. 

"Madam Secretary-General, Please," Hood Said. "We Have

Less Than A Minute." She Continued To Hesitate. Hood Had

Never Been As Disgusted With Despots As He Was Right Now

With This So-Cal ed Humanitarian. What Was There To Fret

Over? Lying To Terrorists? Having To Explain To The Gabonese

Republic Why The United Nations Charter Was Being

Sidestepped, Why The Surviving Members Of The General

Assembly Weren't Consulted Before The United States Was

Permitted To Terminate A Hostage Situation? 

But This Wasn't The Time For A Debate. Hopeful y, Chatterjee

Would See That, Too. And Quickly. 

"Al  Right," The Secretary-General Replied. 

"I Wil  Place The Cal  To Save A Life." "Thank You," Hood Replied. "I'l  Be In Touch." New York, New York Sunday, 12:00

A.M. 

Harleigh Hood Was On Her Knees, Facing The Closed Doors

Of The Security Council Chamber. 

The Australian Man Was Standing Behind Her, Holding Her Hair

Tightly, Painful y. The Other Man, The Spanish-Sounding Man, 

Was Behind Him, Looking At His Watch. Harleigh's Face Was

Badly Swol en Above The Right Cheek Where She'd Been

Pistol-Whipped When She'd Tried To Bite Him. There Was

Blood On Her Mouth Where She'd Been Backfisted, Hard. Her

Gown Was Torn At Both Shoulders, Her Neck Rug-Burned From

Being Dragged Up Here, Al  The While Kicking At The Floor, 

Wal s, And Chairs. And Her Left Side Hurt With Every Breath

Because She'd Been Jackbooted There Just A Few Seconds

Before. Harleigh Had Not Gone Wil ingly To Her Execution. Now

That The Young Woman Was Here, She Was Staring Ahead

Blankly. She Hurt Everywhere, But Nothing Was As Painful As

The Utter Loss Of Her Humanity, Something She Couldn't Even

Touch. She Realized, In A Surprisingly Lucid Instant, That This

Was Probably What It Was Like To Be Raped. Choice Taken

Away. Dignity Taken Away. Future Fear Of Any Stimulus

Reminiscent Of The Experience, Whether It Was Something

Pul ing At Your Hair Or The Feeling Of A Rug Under Your Knees. 

Perhaps Worst Of Al , This Wasn't About Anything She Had

Done Or Said Or Been. She Was Just A Convenient Target For

Some Animal's Hostility. Is That What Death Was Supposed To

Be Like? No Angels And Trumpets. 

She Was Just Meat. 

No. 

Harleigh Screamed A Cry Of Rage That Came From Deep

Inside. She Screamed Again, And Then Her Bruised Muscles

Exploded And She Tried To Get To Her Feet. Death Was That If

You Let It Be That. The Australian Tugged Hard On Her Hair, 

Twisting Her Around. Harleigh Fel  To The Ground, Onto Her

Back. 

She Fought To Get Up, Wriggling From Side To Side. 

Her Captor Dropped His Knee On Her Chest, Hard, And

Remained There. He Put The Barrel Of His Gun In Her Mouth. 

"Scream Into This," He Said. 

Harleigh Did, Defiantly, And He Pushed The Barrel Down Her

Throat Until She Gagged. 

"Go On, One More Time, Angel," He Said. 

"Scream Again And It Wil  Scream Back." Metal ic-Tasting

Saliva Quickly Pooled In The Bottom Of Harleigh's Throat. 

Blood Mixed With The Saliva, And She Stopped Screaming; 

She Had To As She Tried To Swal ow Around The Gun. But She

Couldn't Swal ow, Cough, Or Breathe. She Was Going To

Drown In Her Own Saliva Before He Could Shoot Her. 

She Reached Up And Tried To Push His Hand Back, But He

Used His Free Hand To Grab Her Wrists. He Easily Forced

Harleigh's Slender Arms To The Side. "It's Time," Barone Said. 

Downer Glared Down As Harleigh Made A Guttural Sound

Around The Gun Barrel. 

Just Then The Radio Beeped. 

"Hold It," Barone Said Quickly. He Answered The Radio. "Yes?" 

"This Is Secretary-General Chatterjee," Said The Cal er. "We Have Your Money, And A Helicopter Is On The Way." Downer

And Barone Exchanged Looks. Barone Hit The Mute Button. 

His Eyes Narrowed Suspiciously. 

"She's Lying," Downer Said. "She Couldn't Have Gotten It This Fast." Barone Disengaged The Mute. "How Did You Get It?" He Asked. "The United States Government Has Guaranteed A

Loan From The Federal Reserve Bank In New York," She Said. 

"They're Putting Together The Currency And Bringing It Over." 

"Wait Until You Hear From Me," The Uruguayan Said. He

Turned And Started Running Down The Stairs. 

"You Won't Execute The Hostage?" Chatterjee Said. "I'l

Execute Two Hostages If You're Lying," He Replied. He

Punched The Radio Off And Hurried To The Tacsat Phone At

The Front Of The Security Council Chamber. 

New York, New York Sunday, 12:01 A.M. 

While They Waited For The Tacsat To Ring, Rodgers Cal ed

Bob Herbert And Briefed Him. 

Herbert Said He Would Get In Touch With New York Police

Commissioner Kane. The Men Had Worked Together When

Russian Spies In Brighton Beach Were Helping To Orchestrate

A Coup In Moscow. Herbert Had A Good Rapport With The

Commissioner And Felt That Gordon Would Welcome The

Chance To Save The Hostages-And The Un. 

When Rodgers Was Finished, He Made Another Cal  To Check

Messages, He Said. That Wasn't True, But He Didn't Want The

Young Woman To Know It. 

He Asked To Borrow Hood's Cel  Phone To Make The Cal . 

While Hood Looked On, Rodgers Stood Between The Woman

And The Desk So She Couldn't See What He Was Doing. It

Was A Trick He Had Learned From Barb Herbert, Who Used

His Wheelchair Phone To Spy On People After He Left A

Meeting. 

Rodgers Turned Off The Ringer On The Office Phone And Then

Cal ed The Number, Using Hood's Cel  Phone. 

He Answered The Office Phone, Switched It To Speaker, And

Left Both Lines Open. Then He Put The Cel  Phone In His Pants

Pocket, Making Sure He Didn't Disconnect. Rodgers Went

Back And Sat On The Desk, Across From Annabel e Hampton. 

Hood Paced Between Them. As The Minutes Inched By, 

Rodgers Became More Convinced That This Wasn't Going To

Go The Way He Wanted. 

The Young Woman Was Staring Ahead Fixedly The Entire Time. 

Rodgers Did Not Doubt What She Was Looking At. The Future. 

Ani Hampton Didn't Strike Rodgers As The Pga Type-A

Postgame Analyst. Many Intel igence And Military People

Worked Like Chess Masters Or Bal room Dancers. They

Fol owed Careful y Tested Patterns And Deviated As Little As

Possible From Often-Complex Moves And Strategies. 

When Deviations Did Occur, They Were Later Studied And

Either Incorporated Into The Playbook Or Discarded. But There

Were Also Many Cia Field Personnel Who Took A More

Ephemeral Approach To Tactics. These Were The So-Cal ed

"Sharks." Typical y, Sharks Were Loners Whose Modus

Operandi Was To Continual y Move And Look Ahead. It Didn't

Matter If The Bridge Burned Behind Them; They Probably

Weren't Going Back, Anyway. These Were The Kinds Of

People Who Managed To Infiltrate Foreign Vil ages, Terrorist

Cel s, And Enemy Bases. Rodgers Was Betting That Ani

Hampton Was A Shark. She Wasn't Sitting Here Regretting

Anything. She Was Figuring Out What To Do Next. Rodgers

Had A Damn Good Idea Exactly What That Was, Which Was

Why He'd Asked Colonel August To Leave. Just In Case. 

Looking At The Young Woman, Rodgers Felt Cold-Inside, Not

Out. 

What She'd Done Here Reminded Him Of Something He'd

Learned During His First Tour Of Duty In Vietnam: That While

Treason Was The Exception Rather Than The Rule, It Was

Everywhere. In Every Nation, Every City, Every Town. And There

Were No Reliable Profiles, No Rules, To Sort Out The

Practitioners. Traitors Came In Al  Ages, Sexes, And

Nationalities. They Worked In Public Places And Private Places

And Held Jobs Where They Came Inffcontact With Information

Or People. And What They Did Could Be Personal Or It Could

Be Motivated Entirely By Profit. There Was Something Else

About Traitors, Something Unique To Them. They Were Most

Dangerous When They Were Caught. Faced With Execution

For Their Crimes, They Had Nothing To Lose. If They Had A

Final Gambit, However Futile Or Destructive It Was, They'd Try

It. 

In 1969, The Cia Had Received Intel igence That North Vietnam

Was Using A South Vietnamese Military Hospital In Saigon To

Distribute Drugs To American Servicemen. Rodgers Went

There, Ostensibly To Visit A Wounded Comrade. He Watched

As South Vietnamese Nurses Accepted American Dol ars

From "Wounded" South Vietnamese Soldiers--Actual y, Fifteen

To Eighteen-Year-Old Viet Cong Infiltrators-As Payment For

Moving Heroin And Marijuana From The Basement To Field-

Bound Medical Kits. When Arrested, Two Of The Three Nurses

Pul ed Pins From Hand Grenades That Kil ed Them And Seven

Wounded Soldiers In The Ward. 

Caregivers And Teenagers Becoming Kil ers. 

Vietnam Was Unique That Way. It Was The Reason So Many

Veterans Had Snapped When They Came Home. In Quiet

Vil ages, Young Girls Frequently Greeted American Soldiers. 

Some Asked For Candy Or Money. Often, That Was Al  They

Wanted. Other Times, Girls Carried Dol s That Were Rigged To

Explode. Sometimes The Girls Blew Up With Them. 

Old Women Occasional y Offered Bowls Of Cyanide-Laced

Rice To The Americans, Rice Which They Ate First To Put The

Soldiers At Ease. 

These Were Shapes Of Destruction More Frightening Than An

M16 Or A Land Mine. More Than Any Other War, Vietnam Had

Robbed American Soldiers Of The Notion That Anything

Anywhere Could Be Trusted. And Returning From That War, 

Many Soldiers Found That They Could No Longer Open Up To

Wives, Relatives, Even Children. That Was One Of The

Reasons Mike Rodgers Had Never Married. Getting Close To

Anyone Other Than A Fel ow Soldier Was Impossible. And Al

The Therapy, Al  The Reasoning In The World Couldn't Change

That. Once Kil ed, Innocence Could Not Be Revived. 

Rodgers Was Not Happy To Revisit Those Feelings Of Mistrust

Again Through Annabel e Hampton. The Young Woman Had

Sold Innocent Lives For Profit And Dishonored The Government

She Worked For. He Wondered How Anyone Could Be Content

With Blood Money. The Building Was Quiet, And There Were

No Ambient Sounds Coming From Outside. First Avenue Had

Been Shut Down Just Beyond This Building And The Fdr Drive

Had Been Closed Because It Passed Right Behind The United

Nations. Obviously, The New York Police Department Wanted

To Have Clear Access If They Needed It. The Deadened Street

In Front Of This Building Was Also Closed. When The Tacsat

Beeped, It Startled Them Al . 

Hood Stopped Pacing And Stood Beside Rodgers. 

Annabel e's Gaze Shifted To The General. Her Mouth Was Set, 

And There Wasn't A Hint Of Compliance In Her Pale Blue Eyes. 

Rodgers Wasn't Surprised. Annabel e Hampton Was A Shark, 

After Al . "Answer The Phone," Rodgers Said. 

She Stared At Him. Her Eyes Were Cold. "If I Don't, Are You

Going To Torture Me Again?" "I'd Rather Not," Rodgers Said. 

"I Know That," Annabel e Said. She Grinned. 

"Things Have Changed, Haven't They?" There Was Definitely

Something Different In The Young Woman's Voice. 

Aggressiveness. Confidence. 

They'd Given Her Too Much Time To Think. The Dance Had

Begun, And Annabel e Hampton Was Leading. 

Rodgers Was Glad He'd Taken The Precautions He Had. "You

Could Force Me To Answer By Bending My Finger Back

Again," She Said. "Or You Could Hurt Me In Other Ways. Open

A Paper Clip Or Find A Push Pin And Press The Point Through

The Soft Skin Under One Of My Eyes. Standard Cia Method Of

Persuasion. But Then The Pain Would Show In My Voice. 

They'd Know I Was Being Coerced." "You Said You'd

Cooperate," Hood Pointed Out. 

"And If I Don't Cooperate, What Wil  You Do?" She Asked. "If You Shoot Me, The Hostage Dies For Sure." She Made A Point

Of Looking At Hood. 

"Possibly Your Daughter." Hood's Body Stiffened. 

She Was Better Than He'd Expected, Rodgers Thought. The

Dance Had Become A Quick, Duty Game Of Chicken. Rodgers

Already Knew Which Way This Was Going. 

What He Needed Now Was To Buy August Time. "What Do You

Want?" Rodgers Asked. 

"I Want You To Cut Me Loose And Leave The Room," She Said. 

"I'l  Make The Cal  You Want, Then I Go Free." "I Won't Do It," 

Rodgers Said. 

"Why Not?" Ani Asked. "Don't Want To Dirty Your Hands Cutting A Deal With Me?" "I've Cut Deals With Worse Than You," 

Rodgers Said. "I Won't Cut A Deal Because I Don't Trust You. 

You Need This Operation To Succeed. 

Terrorists Don't Pay In Advance. That's How They Ensure

Loyalty. The Situation You're In Now, You Need Your Cut Of The

Ransom." The Tacsat Beeped A Second Time. 

"Whether You Trust Me Or Not," Annabel e Said, "If I Don't Answer The Phone, They're Going To Assume That Something

Has Happened To Me. 

They'l  Execute The Girl." "In That Case," Rodgers Replied Evenly, "You'l  Either Be Executed Or Spend Your Life In Jail As

An Accomplice." "I End Up With Ten To Twenty Years If I

Cooperate With You," Ani Said. "I Get Life Or Death If I Don't. 

What's The Difference?" "About Thirty Years," Rodgers Said. "It Might Not Matter Now, But It Wil  When You're Sixty." "Spare Me The Recon From The Front," She Replied. "Ms. Hampton, 

Please," Hood Said. "It's Not Too Late To Help Yourself And

Dozens Of Innocent People." "Tel  Your Partner, Not Me," She Said. 

The Tacsat Beeped A Third Time. 

"There Wil  Be A Total Of Five Rings," Ani Said. 

"Then A Girl In The Security Council Chamber Wil  Have Her

Head Blown Open. Is That What You Want? 

Either Of You?" Rodgers Took A Half Step Forward. He

Shouldered Between Hood And The Woman. He Didn't Know If

Hood Would Take The Bait And Order Him To Comply With Her, 

But He Didn't Want To Risk It. Hood Was Stil  The Director Of

Op-Center, And Rodgers Didn't Want Them Fighting Each

Other. 

Especial y Since Hood Didn't Know What Else Was Going On

Right Now. 

"Let Me Go, And I'l  Tel  Them What You Want," She Said. "Why Don't You Say What We Want And Then We'l  Let You Go?" 

Rodgers Countered. 

"Because As Much As You Don't Trust Me, I Don't Trust You," 

She Said. "And Right Now, You Need Me More Than I Need

You." The Tacsat Beeped A Fourth Time. 

"Mike-Was Hood Said. Though Hood Had Been There For The

Planning Of The Bottleneck, He Was Obviously Hoping The

Original Idea Could Be Adhered To: Drawing The Terrorists

Outside. But Rodgers Waited. A Few Seconds More Could

Make The Difference Between Success And Failure. "I'm

Against This," Rodgers Said To Annabel e. "And You Hate The

Fact That That Doesn't Matter," She Replied. "No," Rodgers Told The Young Woman. "I've Eaten Shit Before, Too. We're Al

Grownups Here. What I Hate Is Having To Trust Someone Who

Has Already Broken One Promise." The General Tucked A Gun

Into His Belt, Reached Into His Pants Pocket, And Pul ed Out A

Switchblade. He Snapped It Open With A Flick Of His Hand

And Began Cutting Her Free. " The Tacsat Beeped A Fifth

Time. 

Annabel e Reached For The Knife. "I'l  Finish That," She Said. 

Rodgers Released The Knife. He Stood Back, In Case She

Decided To Use It On Him. 

"I Want You Out Of Here," The Young Woman Said. "I Want To See You On My Security Camera, In The Hal way. And Leave

Me My Keys." Rodgers Took The Key Case From His Pants

Pocket And Tossed It On The Floor In Front Of Her. Then He

Grabbed His Jacket From The Back Of A Chair And Fol owed

Hood Out. 

The Young Woman Finished Cutting Herself Loose, Then

Switched The Computer Monitor To A Security View. As

Rodgers Crossed The Office Lobby Toward The Corridor, Ani

Leaned Over And Picked Up The Tacsat. "Speak," She Said. 

Rodgers Was Just Going Out Of Earshot As She Said That. 

Fortunately, He Wasn't Out Of Earshot For Long. He Hurried Into

The Hal way And Passed Under The Security Camera. 

Like Annabel e Hampton, Rodgers Was A Shark. 

But For Al  Her Bold Threats And Lies, For Al  The Bluster She'd

Just Thrown At Them, He Had Something The Young Woman

Lacked. 

Thirty Years In The Water. 

New York, New York Sunday, 12:04 A.M. 

As Soon As Rodgers And Hood Passed Beyond The Fisheye

Lens Of The Security Camera, Rodgers Took Hood's Cel

Phone From His Pocket. The General Stopped In The Corridor

And Listened In Silence For A Moment, Then Disconnected. He

Handed Hood The Cel  Phone Along With One Of His Two

Guns. 

"She Told Him The Truth?" Hood Asked. "She Screwed Us

Good," Rodgers Said. 

Rodgers Pul ed The Point-To-Point Radio From His Jacket

Pocket. He Pushed The Transmit Button On Top. "Brett?" He

Said. "Here, General." "The Bottleneck Is A Go," Rodgers Said. 

"Wil  You Make It?" "I'l  Make It," August Replied. 

"Good," Rodgers Said. "When Do You Want The Feedback?" 

"In Two Minutes," August Said. 

Rodgers Looked At His Watch. "You've Got It. 

I'l  Get In Position, North Side Of The Building. 

I'l  Be Ready In Seven Minutes." "Understood," August Said And Signed Off. "Good Luck." "Godspeed," Rodgers Said. He Put The Radio Back In His Pocket. Hood Shook His Head. "You

Cal ed This One Right." "Unfortunately," Rodgers Admitted. He Looked At His Watch. "Listen. I've Got To Get Going. Cal  The

Nypd And Have Them Close Off This Floor And Take Our Lady

Into Custody. She'l  Probably Be Armed, So If She Comes Out

Before They Get Here, You May Have To Take Her Down." "I

Can Do That," Hood Said. 

Al  Of Op-Center's Executive Officers Had Taken Extensive

Weapons Training, Since They Were Likely Targets Of

Terrorism. Right Now, Hood Didn't Think He Would Have Any

Trouble Firing At Annabel e Hampton. And It Wasn't Only

Because She Had Betrayed Them. It Was Because Rodgers

Was So Completely Prepared, So Much In Charge, That There

Was No Questioning His Orders. Which Was What Military

Leadership Was Al  About. 

"I'l  Also Need You To Try What You Suggested Before." 

"Chatterjee?" Rodgers Nodded. "I Know It's A Long Shot, But Explain What's Going To Happen. If She Doesn't Want To

Cooperate, Tel  Her There's Nothing She Can Do To Stop What

We've Set In-Was "I Know The Dril ," Hood Said. 

"Right," Rodgers Said. "Sorry. 

Tel  Her There's Only One Thing I Want From Her And Her

People." "What's That?" Hood Asked. 

Rodgers Looked For The Exit Sign And Then Hurried Toward

The Stairs. "To Stay Out Of Our Way." New York, New York

Sunday, 12:05 A. 

Colonel Brett August Moved Like A Leopard Through The Silent

Park. There Were No Helicopters Positioned Over This Sector, 

Their Lights Were Al  On The Un And Its Immediate

Approaches. Save For The Spil over From The Spotlights

Around The Un Complex, The Grounds Were Dark. 

August's Stride Was Long And Sure, His Body Bent Low, His

Balance Perfect. The High Stakes Energized Rather Than

Daunted Him. Despite The Odds Against Him, He Was Eager

To Engage, Eager To Test Himself. 

And Despite The Fact That Nothing Was Ever Guaranteed In

Combat, He Was Confident Confident Of His Training, His

Abilities, And The Necessity Of What He Was Doing. 

He Was Also Confident Of The Plan. What General Rodgers

Had Said About The Chaotic, Quicksilver Nature Of Combat

Was Absolutely True. And The Bottleneck Gave A Unit The

Ability To Contain It Somewhat. 

The Bottleneck Operation Is A Classic Maneuver That Was First

Used, As Far As Anyone Could Determine, By A Smal , Ragtag

Army Of Russian Peasants Serving Under Prince Alexander

Nevsky. 

The Russians Were Battling Heavily Armed And Armored

Teutonic Invaders In The Twelfth Century. The Only Way They

Could Conceivably Defeat The Larger, Better-Equipped Force

Was By Squeezing Them Onto A Frozen Lake, Where The Ice

Cracked Beneath The Weight Of Their Armor. Virtual y Al  Of

The Enemy Soldiers Drowned. The Strategy Had Been

Adapted By Striker's Former Commander, Lieutenant Colonel

Charles Squires, For Low-Personnel Offensives. The Idea Was

To Select An Area Where There Was Sufficient Cover On Two

Sides Of An Enemy Force Such As A Gorge, A Forest, Or A

Lakeshore. Finding Such A Spot, The Unit, However Smal , 

Would Split Into Two Sections. One Group Would Flank The

Opposing Force, Leaving The Enemy Between Them. One Part

Of The Divided Force Would Then Advance In A Tight

Formation, Moving Down The Neck Of A Bottle, So To Speak. 

The Enemy Couldn't Afford To Flee, Since A Hidden Army

Dogging Their Progress Would Be Able To Snipe At Them. And

If The Enemy Tried To Counterattack, The Force In The

Bottleneck Would Be Able To Attack To The Front, Left, Or

Right. 

As The Attack Forced The Enemy Back, They'd Find

Themselves Surprised By The Force That Had Moved Behind

Them. 

Both Sections Of The Divided Unit Would Then Hammer Them. 

Done Wel , Under Cover Of Night Or Geography, The

Bottleneck Made It Possible For A Smal  Force To Overcome A

Much Larger One. 

Colonel August Would Not Have The Darkness To Cover His

Move Into The Chamber. Even If He Could Kil  The Lights For A

Second Or Two, That Would Give The Terrorists A Heads-Up. 

He Preferred Surprise. Unfortunately, With The Lights On, The

Enemy Would Know That He Was Just One Man. They Would

See Him Come Into The Chamber, Just As They'd Seen The

United Nations Security Team Enter. If They Acted Quickly, The

Bottleneck Could Be Broken. If That Happened, August Would

Stil  Have Several Ad Vantages. He Had Been Trained As A

Soldier, Not As A Security Guard. The Seats In The Security

Council Would Offer Him Cover. Thanks To The Long, Open

Staircases, The Terrorists Would Find It Difficult To Sneak Up

On Him, Especial y If He Kept Moving Low Through The Upper

Tiers. And If The Terrorists Tried To Use Hostages As A Shield, 

The Striker Leader Had Two Other Advantages. One Was His

Eye. 

Brett August Was One Of The Deadliest Shots In The

Combined Special Forces, And He Had The Medals To Prove

It. Only Mike Rodgers Had Won More. 

The Other Advantage Was That August Wouldn't Be Afraid To

Fire. If He Had To Risk Kil ing A Hostage To Take Out A

Terrorist, He Was Prepared To Do That. As Mike Rodgers Had

Said Earlier, If They Didn't Act Decisively And Soon, The

Hostages Were Going To Die Anyway. 

The Garden Stretched Southward For Several Blocks. 

It Was Actual y A Smal , Treefil ed Park Anchored By A Towering

Sculpture Of Saint George Slaying The Dragon. The Statue, A

Gift Of The Former Soviet Union, Was Made From Pieces Of

Soviet Ss-20 And American Pershing Nuclear Missiles That

Had Been Destroyed Under The Terms Of The Intermediate-

Range Nuclear Forces Treaty Of 1987. Like The Un Itself, The

Statue Was A Public Relations Gesture: A Loud, Bold Lie

Saluting Peace. The Soviets Knew Damn Wel  That Peace

Didn't Work Unless You Had The Ss-20'S And Pershing

Missiles To Back It Up. Or A Goad Tactic Like The Bottleneck, 

He Thought. That Was A Russian Monur Equals T He Could

Respect. 

Large, Gray Rats Were Moving Furtively Among The

Rosebushes. Rats Weigood Scouts That Way. If They Were

Out, It Meant There Probably Wasn't Anyone Up Ahead The

Animals Scattered As August Moved By. 

The Colonel Crouched Lower As He Neared The End Of The

Park. Beyond The Greenery Was An Open Courtyard Roughly

Seventy Feet Across That Led To The Main Lobby Of The

General Assembly Building. There Were Stil  Too Many Bushes

And Trees For Him To See It Clearly. 

August Was Carrying One Of The Two Berettas That Rodgers

Had Given Him. The Other Handgun Was In His Right Pants

Pocket. The Colonel Had Posed As A Tourist On His Recent

Mission To Spain, A Disguise That Had Taught Him To Wear

Pants With Pockets Deep Enough To Carry A Concealed

Weapon. He Was Also Stil  Carrying The Radio, Just In Case

He Needed It To Help Him Get Inside. Otherwise, August Would

Have Shut It Off And Left It Behind. A Communication Or A Burst

Of Static At The Wrong Time Could Give His Position Away. 

Ironical y, That Was The Very Thing He Might Need To Get

Inside The Building. Pausing When He Was About Two

Hundred And Fifty Feet From The General Assembly Building, 

August Looked Past The Other, Smal er Sculptures Toward The

United Nations Compound Itself. 

In Addition To Three Helicopters Hovering Over The Area, The

Spotlights Were On In The Wide Courtyard And A Half-Dozen

Nypd Officers Were Stationed At The Main Lobby Entrance. 

Rodgers Was Right. 

The Police Had Been Al owed To Move From Their Command

Booths On The Street To The Grounds When The Un Guards

Were Cal ed Away. August Couldn't Risk Taking The Steps And

Being Spotted. The Nypd Wasn't Like The Un Police. They

Were More Like Striker. They Knew How To Take People Down

And Keep Them Down. When He Was A Nato Adviser, August

Had Spent Time With A Former Nypd Emergency Service Chief

Of Department Who Had Briefed Nato Strategists On Hostage

Situations. New York Police Department Policy Was To

Establish And Secure An Inner Perimeter, As Tight As Possible, 

Then Bring In Specialized Weapons, Heavy Vests, And Be

Ready To Tackle The Hostage-Takers In Case Negotiations

Broke Down. This Situation Would Have Ended Hours Ago If

Chatterjee Hadn't Been So Obliging. It Was Al  Part Of The

Post-Desert Storm World Mind-Set. Someone Breaks The

Law. Then, In The Cause Of World Peace, Everyone Else Talks

And Negotiates While The Lawbreaker Grows Stronger And

More Entrenched. When You Final y Decide To Do Something

About It, You Need A Coalition. 

That Was Crap. Al  You Needed Was The Guy Who Started It In

Your Gunsight. He'd Back Down Fast Enough. 

August Rarely Paid Attention To Clocks. He Always Moved As

Fast As He Could, As Efficiently As He Could, And Assumed

That He Had Less Time Than He Did. 

To Date, He'd Never Missed A Deadline. But Even Without

Checking His Watch, He Knew He Didn't Have Time To Explain

Who He Was Or What He Was Doing Here. 

Instead, He Decided To Leave The Garden And Go Down To

The Fdr Drive. The Highway Ran Under The Wide Esplanade

That Bordered The Garden On The East. Though He'd Have To

Drop Down Instead Of Using The Stairs Behind The Un, It Was

The Only Way He'd Get To The Garage Unseen. 

Turning Toward The River, August Made His Way Alongside The

Gravel Path That Led To The Concrete Walkway. Crossing The

Esplanade, He Came To A Low Metal Fence And Swung Over

It. Lying On His Bel y, Facing East, He Looked Over The Edge

Of The Walkway. It Was A Drop Of About Twelve Feet To The

Highway, But There Was Nothing To Hold Onto. Removing The

Radio From His Pocket, He Replaced It With The Gun. 

Then He Took Off His Belt, Slid The Flapend Through The

Radio Case, And Pul ed Until The Case Rested Against The

Buckle. Then He Looped The Belt Around One Of The Thin

Stanchions That Supported The Rail. 

Holding The Two Ends Of The Strap, He Lowered Himself Over

The Side. Stil  Holding The Buckle End Of The Belt And The

Radio, He Let Go Of The Other End And Dropped The Five

Feet To The Asphalt. August Landed With His Knees Slightly

Bent. He Stood Quickly. The United Nations Garage Was To

The South, Directly Ahead. August Couldn't See The Site

Clearly Yet, Since It Was Blocked By The Corner Of A Building

On The Northeastern Side Of The Street. August Put His Belt

Back On As He Crept Through The Eerie Silence Under The

Highway. As He Neared The Garage Entrance, He Saw Two

Policemen Standing To The East Of The Open Door. The Inside

Of The Garage Was Lighted, But The Outside Was Dark. If He

Could Draw The Officers Away, Then Getting To The Door

Unseen Wouldn't Be A Problem. 

August Looked At His Watch. In Twenty Seconds, Rodgers

Would Turn His Own Radio To Maximum Volume. With His Own

Radio Turned Up, The Overload Would Generate A Static

Feedback. When That Happened, The Police Would Do One

Of Three Things. 

Both Officers Would Go To Investigate; One Officer Would

Investigate While The Other Remained At His Post; Or They

Would Cal  For Backup. August Expected That Both Officers

Would Go. They Couldn't Afford To Leave A Possible Threat

Unchecked, And He Imagined That The Nypd Fol owed The

Field Policy Of Most Big-City Police Departments. That Officers

Were Not Al owed To Enter A Potential y Dangerous Situation

Alone. 

If That Didn't Happen, August Was Going To Have To Take

Down One Or Both Officers. He Didn't Relish Attacking Men

Who Were On The Same Team, But He Was Prepared To Do It. 

He Shifted To A Confrontational Mind-Set, With His Focus On

The Goal And Not The Means. The Colonel Moved Quickly

Through The Shadows Un Der The Highway, Then Put His

Radio Down Beside The Curb. He Made Sure The Volume

Was Turned Al  The Way Up. Then, With Just Seconds

Remaining, He Ducked Into A Darkened Doorway Across From

The Garage. He Was Approximately Thirty Feet From The

Corner And Roughly The Same Distance From The Garage. 

August Slipped Off His Shoes. 

Less Than Five Seconds Later, A Piercing Screech Ripped

Through The Night. August Watched As The Officers Looked

Over. One Drew His Gun And Flashlight And Started Toward

The Street While The Other Radioed In The 10-59, Which

Identified It As A Non Crime-Related Noise. 

"Sounds Like A Radio," Said The Officer Who Was Reporting

The Incident. "We Have Anyone Else On The Block?" 

"Negative," Said The Dispatcher. 

"I Copy That," Said The Officer. "I'm Going Over With Orlando." 

The First Police Officer Approached Cautiously With His

Flashlight Turned Toward The Side Of The Building On The

Northeast Corner. The Second Officer Stayed Slightly To The

Side, His Gun Drawn And His Radio On. He Was Betting That

These Men Would Shoot Him On Sight If They Saw Him. He

Had To Make Certain That They Did Not. While The Radio

Continued To Crackle Loudly, August Watched The Officers. 

When They Reacted The Corner, He Ducked Low And Ran

Across The Street In His Stocking Feet. He Made No Sound, 

Did Not Feel Anything He Stepped On. The Goal Was Al  That

Mattered. And As He Entered The Garage And Saw The

Elevator Ahead, He Had Only One Goal. To Win. 

New York, New York Sunday, 12:06 A.M. 

The Secretary-General Was Stil  Standing In The Corridor

Outside The Security Council. Little Had Changed Since The

Siege Began. A Few Of The Delegates Had Left, And Others

Had Come Up. 

Security Personnel Were More Agitated Than Before, 

Especial y Those Who Had Taken Part In The Aborted Assault. 

Young Lieutenant Mailman, A British Officer Who Had Come

Here After Helping To Plan Desert Fox, Was The Most Restless

Of Al . After Chatterjee Had Phoned The Terrorists To Relay

Hood's Message, The Officer Walked Over. 

"Ma'am?" He Said. 

The Silence Was Oppressive. Though He Was Whispering, His

Voice Sounded Very Loud. 

"Yes, Lieutenant?" "Ma'am, Colonel Mott's Plan Was A Good One," He Insisted. "We Couldn't Have Anticipated The Variable, The Other Gunmen." "What Are You Asking?" She Said. 

"There Are Only Three Terrorists Left Now," He Told Her, "And I Have A Plan That Might Work." "No," She Said Adamantly. 

"How Do You Know There Won't Be Other Variables?" "I Don't," 

He Admitted. "Soldiering Isn't About Pre Dicting The Future. It's About Fighting Wars. And You Can't Do That Standing On The

Sidelines." There Were Sounds From Behind The Door Of The

Security Council. Whimpering, Knocking, Snarls. Something

Was Happening. "I've Given You My Answer," She Replied. 

A Moment Later, Paul Hood Cal ed Back. 

Enzo Donati Handed Her The Cel  Phone. 

"Yes?" Chatterjee Said Anxiously. "She Turned On Us," Hood Said. "God, No," Chatterjee Said. "Then That's What's

Happening Inside." "What's Happening?" Hood Said. 

"A Struggle," She Said. "They're Going To Execute The

Hostage." "Not Necessarily," Hood Said. "One Of My Men Is On The Way Up. 

He's Dressed In Civilian Clothes-Was "No!" The Secretary-

General Said. "Madam Secretary, You've Got To Let Us Handle

This," Hood Said. "You Don't Have A Plan. We Do-Was "You Had A Plan, And We Tried It," She Said. 

"It Failed." "This One Won't-Was "No, Mr. Hood!" Chatterjee Said As She Cut Him Off. She Felt Like Screaming. The Phone

Beeped Again. She Shut It Off And Handed It To Donati. 

She Told Her Assistant To Leave. 

It Was As Though Someone Had Spun The World Like A Top. 

She Was Dizzy, Electrified, And Exhausted At, The Same Time. 

Is This What War Was Like? A White-Water River That Carried

You To Places Where The Best You Could Do, The Best You

Could Hope For, Was To Take Advantage Of Someone Who

Was Slightly More Dizzy And Exhausted Than You? Chatterjee

Looked At The Security Council Door. She Would Have To Try

To Go In Again. 

What Else Was There To Do? Just Then, There Was A

Commotion From The Hal way Just Past The Economic And

Social Council Chambers. Several Of The Delegates Turned

Around, And Members Of The Security Force Were Going Over

To See What Was Happening. 

"Someone's Coming!" Shouted One Of The Security Police. 

"Quiet, Damn You!" Mailman Hissed. 

The Lieutenant Ran Over To The Police Line. 

He Arrived Just As The Barefoot Colonel August Shouldered

Through The Crowd Of Delegates. August Raised Both Hands

To Show The Security People That He Was Unarmed, But He

Didn't Stop Moving. 

"Let Him Through!" Mailman Said, His Voice An Insistent

Whisper. The Line Of Blue Shirts Parted Immediately, And

August Stepped Through. As He Did, He Reached Into His

Pants Pockets And Withdrew Both Berettas. The Officer's

Movements Were Fast And Sure, No Wasted Action. He Was

Less Than Ten Feet From The Door. Al  That Stood Between

Him And The Security Council Chamber Was Mala Chatterjee. 

The Secretary-General Looked At August's Face As He

Neared. His Eyes Reminded Her Of A Tiger She'd Once Seen

In The Wild In India. This Man Had Smel ed His Prey, And

Nothing Was Going To Come Between Them. At The Moment, 

Those Eyes Seemed Like The Only Steady Thing In Her

Universe. 

This Wasn't How It Was Supposed To Be. Leon Trotsky Had

Once Written That Violence Seemed To Be The Shortest

Distance Between Two Points. The Secretary-General Didn't

Want To Believe That. 

When She Was A Student At The University Of Delhi, Professor

Sandhya A. Panda, An Acolyte Of Mohandas Gandhi, Had

Taught Pacifism As Though It Were A Religion. Chatterjee Had

Practiced That Faith Devoutly. Yet In Five Hours, Everything

That Could Go Wrong Did. Her Best Efforts, Her Self-Sacrifice, 

Her Calm Thoughts. 

At Least Colonel Mott's Aborted Attempt Had Managed To Get

A Wounded Girl To The Hospital. 

Just Then, There Was A Soft Cry From The Other Side Of The

Door. It Was A Girl's Voice, High And Muffled. "No!" The Voice Sobbed. "Don't!" Chatterjee Choked On An Involuntary Cry Of

Her Own. She Turned Reflexively To Go To The Girl, But August

Stopped Her With A Firm Nudge As He Rushed Past. 

Armed With A Handgun, Lieutenant Mailman Fol owed August. 

He Stopped Several Paces Behind The Colonel. Chatterjee

Started After Them. 

Mailman Turned And Held Her Back. 

"Let Him Go," The Lieutenant Said Quietly. 

Chatterjee Didn't Have The Energy Or Wil  To Resist. 

In A Madhouse, Only The Insane Are At Home. 

They Both Watched As The Colonel Paused At The Door, But

Only For A Moment. He Turned The Handle With The Heel Of

His Left Hand And Remained Standing. Once Again, His

Movements Were Clean And Efficient. 

A Hearbeat Later, He Fol owed Both Guns In. 

New York, New York Sunday, 12:07 A.M. 

Shortly After Answering The Tacsat Cal  From Barone, 

Annabel e Hampton Went To The Closet, Took One Of The Last

Remaining Berettas, And Walked Into The Hal way. The

Corridor Was Empty. The Bastards Who Had Tried To Bul y Her

Were Gone. She Headed Past The Closed Offices, Custodial

Closet, And Rest Rooms Toward The Stairwel . 

Annabel e Didn't Want To Take The Elevator For Two Reasons. 

First, There Were Security Cameras Built Into The Ceiling. 

Second, The Men From Op-Center Might Be Waiting For Her In

The Lobby. 

She Wanted To Take The Stairs To The Cel ar And Slip Out The

Side Door. She Would Reconnect With Georgiev Later, As

Planned. She Had Sent The Two Cia Floaters To Pick Him Up

At The Un Infirmary. Annabel e Would Tel  Her Superior That

She Had Georgiev Removed Because Of What He Knew About

Cia Operations In Bulgaria, Cambodia, And In The Rest Of The

Far Fast. She Didn't Want That Information Fal ing Into The

Hands Of The United Nations. She Would Also Tel  Him That

The Men From Op-Center Were In League With The Terrorists. 

That Would Keep Them At Bay Long Enough For Her To Col ect

Her Share Of The Ransom And Get Out Of The Country. If There

Was No Ransom, She'd Stil  Use The Money Georgiev Had

Paid Her Up Front To Go To South America. 0 The Door

Opened In. It Was Solid Metal, As Required By Fire Laws. 

There Was No Window, So The Young Woman Opened It

Cautiously In Case Anyone Was On The Other Side. 

No One Was Waiting There. Annabel e Let The Door Shut And

Started Across The Concrete Landing. There Were Five Floors

To The Cel ar; Hood Or One Of His Men Could Stil  Be Waiting

For Her Down There. She Didn't Think The Police Would Be

There. Nypd Policy Was To Throw A Tight Net. They Would

Have Come Up To The Fourth Floor To Shut Her In, Not Give

Her An Opportunity To Get Away. She Started Down The Steps. 

And Then The Lights Went Off. Even The Security Spots Went

Down, Which Could Only Be Control ed From The Utility Room. 

The Young Woman Thought Angrily, Right Next To The Men's

Room. Goddam Whichever Of Those Bastards Thought Of

That. 

She Was Angrier At Herself For Not Having Checked The

Room. Annabel e Considered Going Back, But She Didn't Want

To Waste The Time Or Risk A Showdown With Whoever Had

Cut The Lights. Switching The Gun To Her Left Hand, She

Grabbed The Handrail With Her Right Hand And Made Her Way

Down Slowly. She Reached The Landing, Turned The Corner, 

And Started Down The Second Half Of The Stairs. She Was

Pleased With The Progress She Was Making. Until A Bright

Light Snapped On In Front Of Her And Then A Sharp, Crippling

Pain Struck Her Left Thigh. 

She Fel  Over, Unable To Breathe And Losing The Gun As Pain

Rocked Her Entire Left Side. 

"Put "Em Back On!" Someone Shouted. 

The Stairwel  Lights Snapped Back, And Annabel e Looked Up. 

She Saw A Beefy, Black-Haired Man Looming Over Her. He

Was Dressed In A White Shirt And Wearing Navy Blue

Trousers. In His Thick Hands Were A Radio And A Black

Police-Style Baton. He Was State Department Security. The

Name Tag On His Shirt Said Deputy Chief Bil  Mohal ey. 

Mohal ey Picked Up Her Gun And Tucked It In His Waistband. 

Annabel e Tried To Get Up But Couldn't. 

She Could Barely Breathe. As She Lay There, She Heard The

Door Open On The Fourth Floor Landing. 

While The State Department Officer Radioed For The Rest Of

His Team To Come To The Third Floor, Hood Ran Down The

Stairs. He Must Have Been The One Who Turned Off The

Lights. Hood Stopped On The Landing And Looked Down At

The Young Woman. His Expression Seemed Sad. "I Thought

We Had A Deal," She Gasped. 

"So Did I," Hood Replied. "But I Know What You Did. I Heard." 

"You're Lying," She Said. 

"I Saw You In The Camera." Hood Just Shook His Head. 

Mohal ey Stepped Over As His Team Ran Up The Stairs. 

"My Team Wil  Take It From Here," Mohal ey Said To Hood. 

"Thanks For Your Help." "Thanks For Having Given Me Your Card," Hood Said. "Have You Heard Anything About The

Wounded Girl?" Mohal ey Nodded. "Barbara Mathis Is On The

Operating Table. She's Lost A Lot Of Blood, And The Bul et's

Stil  In Her. They're Doing Everything They Can, But It Doesn't

Look Good." He Looked Down At Annabel e. "She's Just

Fourteen Years Old." "I Didn't Want Any Of The Children Hurt," 

Annabel e Said. Hood Stepped Back. Shaking His Head

Again, He Turned And Ran Down The Stairs. 

Annabel e Lay Back As Other State Department Security

Personnel Arrived. Her Thigh Was Throbbing Painful y, And Her

Back Hurt Where It Had Hit The Stairs. But At Least She Was

Able To Breathe Again. 

What Annabel e Had Said To Whal ey Was True. 

She Felt Sorry That One Of The Young Musicians Might Die. 

That Wasn't Supposed To Happen. If The Secretary-General

Had Cooperated, If She Had Done The Right Thing, None Of

The Girls V Ould Have Been Hurt. 

Without Quite Being Able To Wrap Her Brain Around The Idea, 

Annabel e Knew That She Was Probably Going To Spend The

Rest Of Her Life In Prison. As Disturbing As That Was, 

However, What Bothered Her Most Was The Fact That Paul

Hood Had Outsmarted Her. That Once Again, A Man Had

Come Between Her And Her Goal. 

New York, New York Sunday, 12:08 A.M. 

The Wooden Door Of The Security Council Opened Outward. 

Colonel August Stood In The Doorway, Simultaneously Looking

For The Kil er And Making Himself The Target. He Was

Wearing His Bul etproof Vest And Was Wil ing To Trade Hits If It

Would Save A Hostage's Life. The Terrorist Couldn't Shoot A

Hostage If He Was Shooting At August. 

The First Person August Saw Was A Slender, Teenage Girl. 

She Was On Her Knees Less Than Five Yards Away. She Was

Whimpering And Shaking. 

August Wasn't Sure Who The Girl Was. The Terrorist Was

Standing Very Close Behind Her. Using Peripheral Vision, 

August Noted The Location Of The Other Two Terrorists. One Of

Them Was Standing In The Front Of The Security Countil

Chamber, Behind The Semicircular Desk. The Other Terrorist

Was Standing Right Beside The Door That Led To The

Adjoining Trusteeship Council. The Terrorists Were Al  Dressed

In Black And Wearing Ski Masks. The One Nearest Him Was

Holding The Girl's Long Blonde Hair By The Roots, Close To

Her Forehead, So That Her Face Was Staring Straight Up. He

Had A Gun Pointed Directly Ahead, At The Top Of Her Skul . 

August Had The Middle Of The Man's Mask In His Gun Sight, 

But He Didn't Want To Fire First. If He Hit The Terrorist, The

Man's Finger Might Tighten Around The Trigger And Take The

Top Of The Girl's Head Off. August Knew That Was Wrong; If He

Had The Shot, He Should Take It. The Thought That This Could

Be Paul Hood's Daughter Stopped Him. 

The Terrorist Hesitated And Then He Did Something That

Surprised August. He Dropped Directly Behind The Kneeling

Girl And Then Threw Himself To His Right, Into The Row Of

Seats. Stil  Holding The Girl's Hair, He Pul ed Her With Him. 

Obviously, He Did Not Want To Trade Gunfire. And Now He Had

A Shield. You Should Have Taken The Damn Shot, August

Reprimanded Himself. Instead Of Having One Less Terrorist To

Deal With, Everyone Was At Risk. 

The Terrorist And The Girl Were Four Rows Down The Sloping

Gal ery. August Pocketed The Beretta That Was In His Right

Hand, Turned To His Left, And Jogged A Few Feet Along The

Back Of The Gal ery. Silent In His Bare Feet, He Put His Free

Hand On The Railing That Ran Along The Seat Backs Of The

Last Row. He Leaped The Green Velvet Seats And Immediately

Jumped The Next Row. He Was Now Two Rows From The

Terrorist And The Girl. 

"Downer, He's Coming For You!" One Of The Terrorists

Shouted. He Had A French Accent. "Behind You" "Get Out Or I'l Kil  Her!" Shouted Downer, The Pinned Terrorist. "I'l  Blow Her Goddam Brains Out!" August Was Stil  Two Rows Away. The

Man With The French Accent Started Running Toward Him. He

Would Be On The Stairs In Two Or Three Seconds. The Third

Man Was Covering The Hostages. "Barone, The Gas!" The

Frenchman Said. 

The Third Terrorist, Barone, Ran Toward A Duffel Bag That Sat

Open In The Front Of The Chamber, Near The North-Side

Window. August Finished Hopping Over The Third Row. He

Could Now See Downer And The Girl. 

They Were On The Floor Of The Next Row. The Terrorist Was

On His Back With The Girl Faceup On Top Of Him. 

But August Had A Problem. 

The Bottleneck Had Required Preventing The Girl's Death, 

Disabling The Nearest Of The Three Terrorists, And

Establishing A Beachhead In The Back Of The Chamber

Before General Rodgers Got Here. That Hadn't Happened. 

Unfortunately, Not Only Was The Bottleneck Dead, But The

Colonel Had To Reorder His Priorities. He Had To Deal With

The Gas. 

Barone Was On The Opposite Side Of The Semicircular Table, 

Protected By The Table And By The Hostages. He Had Already

Removed His Ski Mask And Had Pul ed Three Gas Masks

From The Duffel Bag. 

The Terrorist Slipped One Of The Masks On As He Handed The

Others Out. The Other Men Didn't Put Them On Yet Because

The Goggles Impaired Their Peripheral Vision. Then Barone

Returned To The Bag And Removed A Black Canister. 

August Turned And Ran Toward The North Side Of The

Chamber. The French Terrorist Had Reached The Stairs On

The South Side Of The Security Council And Was Running Up. 

August Didn't Want To Stop And Shoot It Out With Him. Even If

The Frenchman Tagged Him, August Would Be In A Better

Position To Kil  Barone If He Were On The Same Side Of The

Chamber. 

The Table And The Tightly Huddled Hostages Were Stil  In

August's Way. 

"No One Move!" August Shouted. Running, They Might Get

Between Him And Barone. 

No One Moved At Al . 

August Reached The Stairwel  And Started Down. He Kept His

Right Arm Across His Chest. Cocked At His Side, The Arm

Would Be More Vulnerable. The Frenchman Was Directly

Across The Room. The Terrorist Suddenly Stopped And Fired

Several Rounds. Two Of The Four Shots Hit August In The

Waist And Ribs. The Impact Threw Him Against The Wal , 

Though The Bul etproof Vest Stopped The Slugs. "You're Down, 

You Bastard!" The Frenchman Cried Triumphantly. "Downer, 

Cover Me!" He Yel ed As He Cut Through One Of The Middle

Rows Of The Gal ery, Heading Toward The North Side. The

Australian Threw The Girl Aside And Stood. He Screamed In

Raw, Frustrated Rage. 

Pul ing Himself Off The Wal , August Continued Crawling Down

The Steps. He Ignored The Sharp Pain In His Side. Where He

Was, Behind The Seats, The Frenchman Did Not Have A Shot

At Him. And Barone Was Almost In View. 

Just Then, A Loud Crack Broke From The Back Of The Room. 

From The Corner Of His Eye, August Saw The Frenchman Fal

Forward Between The Rows. Downer Ducked Fast As

Lieutenant Mailman Crouched Behind His Gun In The Open

Door. 

"Keep Going, Sir!" Mailman Shouted. 

Good Man, August Thought. Mailman Had Shot At The

Frenchman, Though August Couldn't Tel  Whether Or Not The

Terrorist Had Been Hit. 

August Reached The Bottom Step As Barone Careful y Peeled

A Red Plastic Strip From The Mouth Of The Canister. He Threw

The Tape Aside And Began Unscrewing The Cap. August Fired

Twice. Both Bul ets Punched Holes In The Side Of Barone's

Head, Spil ing Him Toward The Front Of The Chamber. The

Canister Fel  To The Carpet, A Thin Wisp Of Green Vapor

Slipping Around The Neck Of The Container. 

August Swore. He Got To His Feet And Ran Toward The Door

That Adjoined The Trusteeship Council. He Had It In Mind To

Get To The Canister And Shut It. If He Couldn't Do That, Then

Maybe He Could Cover The Hostages As They Ran Out

Through That Door. He Never Made It. 

The Frenchman Emerged On The North Side Of The Gal ery. 

He Was Unhurt And Opened Fire. This Time He Aimed At

August's Legs. August Felt Two Sharp Bites, One In His Left

Thigh And One In His Right Shin. He Went Down, The Wounds

Burning Fiercely. August Ground His Teeth Together And

Crawled Forward. Pain Management Training Had Taught Him

To Set Smal , Attainable Goals. That Was How Soldiers Stayed

Conscious And Functioning In The Field. 

He Concentrated On Where He Needed To Be. 

Behind Him, Downer Fired At Mailman, Driving Him Back

Outside The Door. Meanwhile, The Frenchman Crept Down

Several Steps. The Canister Was Just A Few Feet Away. The

Cap Was Stil  On, But The Gas Was Beginning To Spread. 

August Needed To Screw It Back On. He Didn't Have Time To

Turn And Fire. 

Suddenly, There Was A Massive Pop About Ten Feet In Front

Of August. The Great Brown Drapes On The Northernmost

Window Blew Open And Bul etproof Glass Flew Straight Across

The Front Of The Security Council. Almost Simultaneously, 

There Was A Terrific Crash As The Upper Part Of The Towering

Window Came Crashing Down. A Moment Later, Right On

Schedule, Mike Rodgers Stepped Into The Room. 

New York, New York Sunday, 12:11 A.M. 

This Is Not A Bottleneck Operation, Mike Rodgers Thought

Gravely As He Looked Across The Security Council Chamber. 

This Was Proof Of The Striker Axiom That Nothing Was

Guaranteed. Rodgers Had Crossed The Rose Garden The

Same Way August Had. By The Time He'd Reached The

Courtyard, However, The Gun Battle Had Begun, And Most Of

The Police Who Were Outside The Lobby Had Gone Inside. He

Was Able To Reach The Hedges On The East Side Of The

Courtyard Unseen. Creeping Ahead To The North-Side Window

Of The Security Council Chamber, He Immediately Placed And

Detonated The C-4. He Only Used A Smal  Amount In Order To

Keep The Flying Glass To A Minimum. He Suspected That

Once The Bottom Of The Window Was Blown In, The Rest Of

The Pane Would Col apse. He Was Right. Entering The

Chamber, Rodgers Saw Colonel August Roughly Four Yards In

Front Of Him. The Colonel Was On His Knees And Bleeding

From Both Legs. Between Them Was A Dead Terrorist And A

Container Leaking Gas. Rodgers Also Saw The Armed

Terrorist In The Northside Gal ery Stairwel . Obviously, 

Something Had Gone Terribly Wrong. Firing Two Shots To

Drive The Terrorist Gunman Back Between The Seats, Rodgers

Turned And Grabbed The Drape. The Blast Had Tom It In The

Middle And, Yanking Hard, He Ripped The Bottom Half From

The Window. Many Kinds Of Poison Gas Were Lethal If They

Came Inffcontact With Flesh. He Would Rather Try To Contain

The Gas This Way Than Close The Canister. 

Rodgers Pul ed The Heavy Fabric Over The Container. " He

Figured That Should Buy Them About Five Minutes In Here

Enough Time To Get Everyone Out. He'd Have Them Leave

Through The Broken Window; Since It Was Behind Him, It

Would Be Easier For Him To Cover. As Rodgers Turned To The

Girls Who Were Gathered Around The Table, August Swung

Onto His Back And Sat Up. 

He Was Facing The Back Of The Chamber And Stil  Holding

One Of His Berettas. "Al  Right!" Rodgers Said, Looking At

Their Faces. "I Want Al  Of You To Go Out Through The Window, 

Quickly!" Led By Ms. Dom, The Girls Hurried Toward The

Outside Terrace And Safety. As They Did, Rodgers Turned

Back To August. 

"Where's The Third Terrorist?" He Asked. 

"Fourth Row From The Top Of The Gal ery," August Said. "He's Holding One Of The Girls." Rodgers Swore. He Hadn't Seen

Harleigh Hood Among The Girls Down Here. It Had To Be Her. 

As August Spoke, He Had Maneuvered Onto His Knees And

Crept Back Toward The Stairwel . 

Raising Himself Up On The Wooden Banister, He Started Up

The Steps. Walking Was Obviously Agony For The Colonel, 

Who Put Most Of His Weight On His Left Arm. He Held His

Right Arm Out,, Beretta Pointed Ahead. Rodgers Didn't Have

To Ask Him What He Was Doing; He Was Using Himself As

Bait To Draw The Terrorist's Attention. He Watched As The

Colonel Made His Way Up The Stairs. 

Rodgers Stood Between The Hostages And The Gal ery. 

Several Of The Delegates Also Rose And Scrambled To Get

Out, Pushing The Girls Aside As They Ran. If It Were Up To

Rodgers, He Would Have Shot Them. But He Didn't Want To

Turn His Back On The Gal ery. Not With One Of The Terrorists

Stil  Up There. 

The Chamber Was Emptying, And The Thick Drapery Seemed

To Be Holding Down The Gas For Now. Rodgers Wished He

Could Move Over To The North Side Of The Chamber To Cover

August, But He Knew He Had To Look Out For The Safety Of

The Hostages. He Watched As August Limped Higher. 

Rodgers Turned For A Moment To Check On The Girls. Al  Of

Them Had Been Evacuated, And The Last Of The Delegates

Were Heading Toward The Window. Then, As Rodgers Turned

Back, He Heard A Shot From The Gal ery. He Saw August's

Arms Fly Back As The Colonel Lost His Gun And He Stumbled

Against The Wal . A Moment Later, August Went Down Back

First. 

Rodgers Swore And Ran Toward The Stairwel . 

The Terrorist Rose And Fired At The General. Since Rodgers

Wasn't Wearing A Bul etproof Vest, He Had To Drop To The

Floor In Front Of The Gal ery. 

"Don't Worry!" The Terrorist Shouted At Rodgers. "You'l  Get Your Turn!" "Give It Up!" Rodgers Yel ed Back As He Wriggled Toward The Stairwel  On His Bel y. 

The Terrorist Didn't Answer. Not With Words. The Next Thing

Rodgers Heard Were Two Shots And Then A Cry. Rodgers

Swore. I'l  Kil  Him, He Thought Bitterly As He Rose Quickly, 

Hoping To Nail The Terrorist Before He Could Turn And Aim. 

But Rodgers Was Too Late. He Watched As The Terrorist

Dropped His Gun, Twisted, And Then Slumped Over The Back

Of One Of The Seats. There Were Two Large Red Exit Wounds

In His Back. Stepping Toward The Stairway, Rodgers Saw

August Stil  Lying On His Back. There Was A Bul et Hole In His

Left Pocket. 

"Son Of A Bitch Should Have Paid Closer Attention," August

Said As He Removed The Second Gun From His Pocket. The

Barrel Of The Gleaming Beretta Was Stil  Smoking. 

Rodgers Was Relieved, Though He Was Far From Happy As

He Turned Toward The Steep Gal ery. There Was Stil  A Third

Terrorist, The One Who Apparently Was Holding Harleigh Hood

Hostage. He Had Been Ominously Silent Throughout The

Exchange. A Un Security Officer Was Crouched In The

Doorway. Save For The Muted Hissing Of The Gas Canister

Under The Drapery, The Chamber Was Quiet. And Then They

Heard A Voice From The Aisle Of The Upper Gal ery. "You Have

Not Won," Said Reynold Downer. "Al  You Have Done Is Gotten

More Of The Ransom For Me." New York, New York Sunday, 

12:15 A.M. 

"They're Out!" A Young Man Yel ed Into The Waiting Room. "The Kids Are Out, And They're Safe!" The Parents Responded With

Laughter And Tears, Al  Of Them Rising And Hugging One

Another Before Making Their Way To The Door. Official Word

Came As They Were Filing Into The Hal way. A Uniformed State

Department Security Official Met Them. A Middle-Aged Woman

With Short Brown Hair, Big Brown Eyes, And A Name Tag That

Said Baroni Told Them That The Children Appeared To Be Wel

But Were Being Taken To The Nyu Medical Center As A

Precaution, And That A Bus Would Be Along To Bring The

Parents Downtown. The Parents Were Al  Grateful And Thanked

The Woman As Though She Had Personal y Been Responsible

For The Rescue. The Dos Official Made Her Way Inside As She

Directed The Parents Toward An Elevator At The End Of The

Hal . She Appeared To Be Looking For Someone. When She

Saw Sharon Hood, She Touched Her Forearm. 

"Mrs. Hood, My Name Is Lisa Baroni," She Said. "Can I Have A Few Words With You?" The Request Brought An Instant Wel ing

Of Nausea. "What's Wrong?" Sharon Asked. 

Lisa Gently Maneuvered Sharon Away From The Last Of The

Parents. The Two Women Stood Just Inside The Door, Beside

One Of The Couches. 

"What Is It?" Sharon Demanded. 

"Mrs. Hood," She Said, "I'm Afraid Your Daughter Is Stil  Inside." 

The Words Sounded Ridiculous. A Moment Ago, Every-One

Was Safe. She Was Happy. "What Do You Mean?" Sharon

Asked. 

"Your Daughter Is Stil  Inside The Security Council." "No, They're Out!" Sharon Said, Growing Angry. "That Man Just Said They're Out!" "Most Of The Children Were Evacuated Through A

Broken Window," The Woman Said. "But Your Daughter Was

Not With The Group." "Why Not?" "Mrs. Hood, Why Don't You Sit Down?" Lisa Said. She Urged Her Back Toward The Seat. 

"I'm Going To Stay With You." "Why Wasn't My Daughter With Them?" Sharon Demanded. "What's Happening In There? Is

My Husband With Them?" "We Don't Know Everything About

The Situation," Lisa Said Softly. "What We Do Know Is That

There Are Now Three Swat Officers Inside The Security Council

Chamber. Apparently, They Were Able To Get Al  But One Of

The Terrorists-Was "And He Has Harleigh!" Sharon Screamed. 

She Clawed At Her Temples. "Oh My God, He Has My Baby!" 

The Woman Grabbed Sharon's Wrists And Held Them Gently

But Firmly. She Moved Her Fingers Into Sharon's Tightly Curled

Fingers And Squeezed Them. "Where's My Husband!" Sharon

Cried. 

"Mrs. Hood, You've Got To Listen To Me," Lisa Said. 

"You Know They're Going To Do Everything They Can To

Protect Your Daughter, But It May Take A Little Time. You're

Going To Have To Be Strong." "I Want My Husband!" Sharon Sobbed. "Where Did He Go?" The Woman Asked. 

"I Don't Know," Sharon Said. "He Said He Had To Do

Something About This. He Has A Cel  Phone. I Have To Cal

Him!" "Why Don't You Give Me The Number; I'l  Do It," The Woman Said. Sharon Gave The Woman Paul's Cel  Phone

Number. 

"Okay," Lisa Said. She Released Sharon's Hands And Pointed

To One Of The Tables. "I'm Just Going Over There To Make The

Cal . You Sit Here, And I'l  Be Right Back." Sharon Nodded. 

Then She Started To Cry Again. 

She Sat There Sobbing As Lisa Baroni Walked Over To The

Table With The Telephones. She Tried The Number. 

Hood Had Shut Off His Phone. Sharon Couldn't Remember A

Time When She'd Felt Such Anger And Despair. She Didn't

Need A State Department Official Holding Her Hand Right Now. 

She Needed Her Husband. She Needed To Talk To Him, Not To

Feel So Utterly Alone. Whatever He Was Doing, Wherever He

Was, At Least He Could Have Given Her That. Just That. 

However This Ended, Sharon Knew One Thing For Certain. 

She Could Never Forgive Paul For This., Never. 

New York, New York Sunday, 12:16 A.M. 

Paul Hood Was Running Through The Park When He Heard

The Explosion And Saw The Flash Behind The Un. 

Since He Didn't See Or Hear Shards Of Glass, He Assumed

That It Was Mike Rodgers Blowing The Window In. Hood Ran

Ahead Hard, Watching As The Police Who Had Been Guarding

The Lobby Entrance Hurried Around Back. By The Time Hood

Arrived, Children And Delegates Were Already Running Out

Through The Shattered Window. 

They Did It, Hood Thought Proudly. He Hoped That Rodgers

And August Were Al  Right. 

Hood Was Out Of Breath By The Time He Reached The

Courtyard. One Of The Police Officers Had Run Ahead Toward

First Avenue. He Had Obviously Radioed Emt Personnel And

Wanted To Show Them Where To Set Their Stations Up In The

Parking Lot, Away From The Building. Meanwhile, The Other

Officers Were Ushering The Young Women And Delegates

Through The Courtyard Toward The Lot. Everyone Was Walking

Under Their Own Power. They Appeared Relatively Unhurt. 

Hood Stopped And Watched As They Approached. He Didn't

See Harleigh Among Them, But He Recognized One Of Her

Friends, Laura Sabia. He Went Over To Her. 

"Laura!" He Cried. 

One Of The Police Officers Moved To Intercept Him. 

"Excuse Me, Sir, But You'l  Have To Wait For Your Daughter-

Was "She Isn't My Daughter, Officer. 

I'm Paul Hood Of Op-Center In Washington. 

We Organized This Rescue." "Congratulations," Said The

Officer, "But I Stil  Need You To Get Out Of The Area And Let Us-

Was "Mr. Hood!" Laura Said, Stepping Out Of The Line. Hood

Slid Around The Police Officer. 

He Ran Over And Took The Young Girl's Hand. "Laura, Thank

God. Are You Al  Right?" "I'm Okay," She Said. 

"What About Harleigh?" He Asked. "I Don't See Her." "She's Stil  Inside." Hood Felt Like He'd Been Punched Hard In The

Gut. "In There?" He Asked. "In The Security Council?" Laura Nodded. 

Hood Looked Into The Girl's Bloodshot Eyes. 

He Didn't Like What He Saw. "Is She Hurt?" "No," Laura Said As She Shook Her Head And Started To Cry. "But He Has Her." 

"Who Does?" "The Man Who Shot Barbara." "One Of The Terrorists?" Hood Asked. Laura Nodded. Hood Didn't Wait To

Hear Any More. 

Releasing Laura's Hand And Ignoring The Officer's Shout To

Stop, He Ran Toward The Terrace. 

New York, New York Sunday, 12:18 A.M. 

Harleigh's Head Rose Above The Back Of The Seats And

Stopped. Downer Was Below The Seats, Stil  Holding Her Hair

Tightly. The Girl's Face Was Pale And Upturned, Her Eyes

Straining From The Sides. The Tip Of The Gun Barrel Was

Pressed To The Back Of Her Head. 

Mike Rodgers Was At The Foot Of The Gal ery, In The Center. 

Because Of The Steep Slope Of The Rows And The Intervening

Seats, The Only Target He Had Was The Hostage-Taker's Left

Hand. That Was Too Close To Harleigh's Neck, And It Stil  Left

His Right Hand Free, Holding The Gun. He Kept His Gun

Trained On The Hand, Though He Knew That They Weren't

Going To Be Able To Let This Go On For Very Long. The Drape

Would Only Contain The Poison Gas For Another Few Minutes. 

Even If He Could Get To A Gas Mask, That Wouldn't Help

Harleigh. August Was Crawling Up The Stairs On The North

Side Of The Chamber, To Rodgers's Right. 

Though Hobbled By The Gunshot Wounds To His Legs And

Clearly In Pain, The Colonel Had No Intention Of Sitting This

Out. Behind The Terrorist, The Un Security Agent Entered The

Room Cautiously From The Back Door. That Had To Be

Lieutenant Mailman, The One Who Briefed Chatterjee After The

Failed Attack On The Security Council. 

Suddenly, Rodgers Heard A Sound Behind Him. He Turned As

Hood Appeared In The Frame Of The Shattered Window. 

Rodgers Motioned Him Back. 

Hood Hesitated, But Only For A Moment. He Stepped Away, 

Into The Darkness Of The Terrace. 

Rodgers Faced The Gal ery And Turned His Gun Back To The

Terrorist. "Hey, Hero!" The Terrorist Cried. "You See That I Have Her?" His Voice Was Loud, Chal enging, Uncompromising. 

They Weren't Going To Be Able To Bul y This Man. But Rodgers

Had Another Idea. "You See?" The Terrorist Asked Again. 

"I See," Rodgers Said. "And I'l  Kil  The Bloody Girl If I Have To!" 

Downer Yel ed. 

"I'l  Put A Hole In The Back Of Her Goddamned Head!" "I Saw You Kil  My Partner," Rodgers Said. "I Believe You." August Stopped And Looked At Rodgers. Rodgers Motioned For Him

To Stay Stil . 

August Did. He Was Supposed To Be Dead. "What Do You

Want Us To Do?" Rodgers Asked. "First, I Want Whoever's

Creeping Up Behind Me To Get The Hel  Out Of Here," The

Terrorist Said. "I Can See His Feet From Here. I Can Also See

The Window, So If Anyone Tries To Sneak In, I'l  Know It." "No Tricks," Rodgers Said. "I Hear You." "I Hope So," Downer Said. 

"When He's Gone, I Want You To Put Your Gun Down And Raise

Your Hands Straight Up. When You're Both Out Of Here, I Want

You To Send That Bitch Secretary-General In With Her Hands

On Her Head." "You Don't Have A Lot Of Time," Rodgers

Pointed Out. "The Gas Wil  Come Through The-Was "I Know

About The Gas," Downer Cried. "I Won't Need A Lot Of Time If You Shut Up And Move!" "Al  Right," Rodgers Said. He Looked Up At The Door. "Lieutenant, Please Make Sure The Secretary-General Is Outside And Then Stay Out Of The Room. I'm

Coming Up To Join You." Mailman Hesitated. 

Rodgers Moved The Gun From The Terrorist's Hand To

Mailman's Forehead. "Lieutenant, I Said I Want You Out Of

Here." Mailman Scowled And Backed From The Security

Council. Rodgers Squatted, Put His Gun On The Floor, And

Lifted His Hands High. Then He Walked Toward The Staircase

On The South Side Of The Chamber. 

He Quickly Made His Way Up The Stairs. He Didn't Think The

Terrorist Would Bother Firing At Him. 

Until Secretary-General Chatterjee Came In, Rodgers Was His

Only Means Of Communicating With The Outside. 

Rodgers Continued Up The Stairwel . He Was Nearly Level

With The Fourth Row From The Top, Where The Terrorist Was

Hiding. He Was Looking At Harleigh, Whose Back Was Toward

Him. The Slender Girl Was Locked In Place, With Her Hair

Pul ed Tight. 

She Wasn't Crying, But That Didn't Surprise Him. 

From Talking To Pow's, Rodgers Knew That Pain Provided

Focus. It Was Often A Mercy, A Distraction From Danger Or A

Seemingly Hopeless Situation. He Wanted To Say Something

Encouraging To Harleigh. At The Same Time, He Didn't Want To

Do Anything That Might Annoy The Terrorist. Not When There

Was A Gun Barrel Pressed Against The Girl's Skul . 

Rodgers Backed Out The Door. That Gave Him One Last

Chance To Glance Toward The North Side Of The Chamber. 

He Couldn't See Brett August From Where He Was Standing. 

Either The Colonel Had Snuggled Up Close To The Seats Or

Else He'd Lost So Much Blood From His Wounds That He'd

Passed Out. 

Rodgers Hoped That Wasn't The Case. This Was Going To Be

Difficult Enough As It Was. 

Rodgers Stepped Into The Hal way. Chatterjee Was There. She

Looked At Him For A Moment, Then Put Her Hands On Her

Head And Started Toward The Door To The Security Council. 

Rodgers Put His Arm In Front Of Her, Barring Her Way. "You

Know About The Poison Gas?" He Asked. 

"The Lieutenant Told Me," She Replied. 

Rodgers Stepped Closer. "Did He Also Tel  You That One Of My

Men Is Stil  In There?" He Whispered. 

She Seemed Surprised. 

"The Terrorist Thinks My Man Is Dead," Rodgers Said. "If Colonel August Can Get A Shot, He's Going To Take It. I Didn't

Want You To Be Surprised And Give Him Away." Chatterjee's

Expression Darkened. Rodgers Lowered His Arm, And The

Secretary-General Walked Past Him. As She Entered The

Security Council And Shut The Door Behind Her, Rodgers Felt

Like Running In After Her And Dragging Her Out. He Had A Sick

Feeling Deep In His Bel y, The Feeling That Despite Everything

That Had Happened, Chatterjee Stil  Believed In An Unwritten

United Nations Policy. A Policy That The World Organization

Had Upheld Repeatedly Against The Weight Of Common

Sense And Fundamental Morality. 

The Idea That Terrorists Had Rights. 

New York, New York Sunday, 12:21 A.M. 

Mala Chatterjee's Mind And Soul Were Tortured As She

Entered The Security Council Chamber, The Terrorist Was

Lying On The Floor. Chatterjee Saw The Head Of His Prisoner, 

And She Saw The Gun Being Held Against It. She Ached For

The Child And Was Revulsed By The Act Of Terrorism. 

Chatterjee Would Do Anything To Save The Girl. 

But The Secretary-General Was Troubled By The Idea Of

Al owing A Murder To Take Place When There Might Be Another

Way. If She Became Like These People, If She Kil ed Without

Conscience, Without The Law, What Kind Of Meaning Would

Her Life Have? She Didn't Even Know Whether This Man Had

Actual y Kil ed Anyone, Whether He Could Kil  Anyone. 

Chatterjee Walked Down The Steps Toward The Row. 

"You Asked To Speak With Me," She Said. 

"No, I Asked You To Come In," Downer Said. "I Don't Want To Talk. I Want Out Of Here. I Also Want What I Came For." "I Want Talk. I Want Out Of Here. I Also Want What I Came For." "I Want To Help You," Chatterjee Said. She Stopped At The Foot Of The

Aisle. "Let The Girl Go." "I Said No More Talk!" Downer Screamed. 

Harleigh Shrieked As The Australian Tugged Harder On Her

Hair. 

"There's Poison Gas Leaking Up Front. I Need You To Arrange

A Place Where The Lady And I Can Wait While You Get My

Money And Transportation. 

I Want The Six Mil ion Dol ars." "Al  Right," She Said. 

Chatterjee Saw Something Move On The Northern Staircase. 

There Were Eyes Peering Over The Armrest Of The Last Seat. 

The Man Who Had Been Left Inside Raised Himself Up Slightly. 

He Put His Index Finger To His Lips. 

The Secretary-General Was Torn. Was She About To Be Part Of

A Rescue Effort Or An Accomplice To A Cold-Blooded Kil ing? 

This American Soldier And His Partner Had Rescued Most Of

The Hostages. Perhaps It Had Been Necessary For Them To

Kil , But That Didn't Give Them The Right To Continue Kil ing. 

Chatterjee's Goal Had Always Been To Find A Bloodless

Solution To Conflict. She Couldn't Give That Up While There

Was Stil  A Chance. There Was Also The Matter Of Trust. If She

Could Convince The Terrorist That She Wanted To Help Him, 

Perhaps She Could Convince Him To Surrender. "Colonel

August," She Said, "There Has Been Enough Kil ing Today." 

August Froze. For A Moment, Chatterjee Wondered If He Were

Going To Shoot Her. 

"Who Are You Talking To?" Downer Demanded. 

"Who's Here?" "Another Soldier," She Told Him. 

"Then He Wasn't Kil ed, The Bastard!" Downer Cried. "Please Put Down Your Weapons And Leave, Colonel," Chatterjee Said. 

"I Can't," August Replied Bitterly. "I've Been Shot." "You'l  Be Shot Again If You Don't Get The Hel  Out Of Here!" Downer

Screamed. 

The Australian Swung Harleigh Around Roughly. 

He Pul ed Her Up By Her Hair, Knelt Behind Her, And Aimed

His Automatic At August. He Fired A Burst As The Striker

Leader Dropped Back Onto The Stairwel . Wood From The

Armrests Flew In Every Direction. The Bursts Echoed For A

Moment After He Stopped Firing. Snarling, Downer Looked

Back At Chatterjee. He Kept Harleigh Between Himself And

August. At The Bottom Of The Chamber, The Secretary-General

Could See The Poison Gas Beginning To Creep Around The

Edges Of The Drape. "Get Him Out!" Downer Cried. "I'm Trying To Help You!" Chatterjee Shouted At Downer. "Let Me Handle-Was "Shut Up And Do What I Said!" Downer Screamed. 

He Turned To Face Her As He Did. For A Moment His Chest

Was Facing The Front Of The Chamber. 

A Gunshot Ripped Through The Chamber. The Bul et Punched

A Hole In The Right Side Of Downer's Neck, Away From

Harleigh. He Dropped The Gun And Released Harleigh As The

Impact Sent His Arms Back. Paul Hood Rose From The Bottom

Of The Security Council Chamber. He Was Holding The Beretta

Mike Rodgers Had Left Behind. "Get Down, Harleigh!" He

Cried. 

She Covered Her Head And Dropped Straight Down. 

A Moment Later, A Second Gunshot Cracked From The North-

Side Staircase. Colonel August Put A Shot Cleanly Through

The Terrorist's Left Cheek. 

A Second Bul et Dril ed Through Downer's Temple As He Fel . 

Blood Col ected On The Floor Even Before His Body Landed. 

Chatterjee Screamed. 

Paul Hood Dropped The Gun And Ran Around To The North-

Side Staircase. Waved On By August, Hood Continued Up To

His Daughter's Side. 

New York, New York Sunday, 12:25 A.M. 

When He First Left The Security Council Chamber, Mike

Rodgers Notifed The Nypd's Hazardous Materials Squad To

Tel  Them About The Poison Gas Leak. The Team Assembled In

The North-Side Courtyard And Was Ready To Move In As Soon

As Everyone Was Out. The Entire Un Complex Had Been

Closed Off; Now It Was Quarantined, The Doors And Windows

Covered With Plastic Sheets, The Edges Of Which Were

Sealed With Fast-Drying Foam. Because There Was No One

Left To Tel  The Police Exactly What The Poison Gas Was, An

Emergency Service Mobile Laboratory Had Been Driven To

The Scene For On Site Analysis. New York Fire Department

Emergency Medical Service Command Crews Were On Hand, 

Setting Up Tents In The Robert Moses Playground Just South

Of The United Nations. 

So Was The Fdny's Marine 1. The Fire Department Presence

Was Required By Law In Situations Involving Hazardous

Materials. Many Terrorist Groups Fol ow A Scorched-Earth

Policy. If They Can't Win, They'l  Make Sure That No One Does. 

Since One Of The Terrorists Had Vanished From The United

Nations Infirmary, And The Nypd Didn't Know If There Were

Additional Accomplices, They Had To Be Prepared For

Anything. Including A Final Act Of Spite. 

Paul Hood And His Daughter Took A Long Moment To

Embrace. Hood Was Crying Openly. Harleigh Was Shaking

Violently. Her Head Was On His Chest And She Was Clutching

His Arms. One Of The Medical Technicians Threw A Blanket

Over Her Shoulders Before Leading Them Out To The Emsc

Tents. 

"We've Got To Get Word To Your Mother," Hood Said Through

His Tears. 

Harleigh Nodded. 

Mike Rodgers Was Standing Behind Them, Watching As

Medics Carried Brett August Away. Rodgers Said He'd Take

Care Of Bringing Sharon Over. He Also Told Hood That He Was

Proud Of Him. Hood Thanked Him. But The Truth Was That

When Rodgers Left The Security Council And Hood Snuck In, 

He Knew That Nothing-Not His Own Safety, Not National Or

International Law Was Going To Keep Him From Trying To Save

Harleigh. 

Hood And His Daughter Headed Toward The Escalators Along

With Delegates And Security Personnel. As They Started

Downstairs, He Couldn't Imagine What Was Going Through

Harleigh's Mind. She Was Stil  Holding Him Tightly And Staring

Ahead With Glazed Eyes. Harleigh Wasn't In Shock; She Hadn't

Suffered Any Of The Physical Injuries That Brought On

Hypovolemic, Cardiogenic, Neurogenic, Septic, Or

Anaphylactic Conditions. But The Young Girl Had Spent About

Five Hours In That Room Watching People Being Shot, 

Including One Of Her Best Friends. She Had Nearly Been

Executed Herself. The Post-Traumatic Stress Would Be

Intense. 

Hood Knew From Experience That What Had Happened Today

Was Going To Be With His Daughter Every Moment Of Every

Day For The Rest Of Her Life. Former Hostages Were Never

Truly Free. They Were Haunted By A Sense Of Hopeless

Isolation, The Humiliation Of Being Treated As A Thing And Not

As A Human Being. Dignity Could Be Rebuilt, But In An

Unintegrated, Patchwork Fashion. The Sum Of The Parts

Would Never Equal The Shattered Whole. 

What Life Puts Us Through, Hood Thought. 

But His Daughter Was Safe In His Arms. As They Reached The

Bottom Of The Second Elevator, Hood Saw Sharon Running

Across The Lobby. If Anyone Had Tried To Keep Her Out, 

Obviously They'd Failed. A Woman From The State

Department Was Behind Her, Desperately Trying To Keep Up. 

"My Baby!" Sharon Was Screaming. "My Girl!" Harleigh Broke Away From Hood And Ran To Her Mother. They Clutched Each

Other And Wept Convulsively, Sharon Threatening To Engulf

The Girl With Her Arms. Hood Stood Back. 

Rodgers Walked In, Accompanied By Bil  Mohal ey. Beyond

Them, In The Courtyard, Secretary-General Chatterjee Was

Talking To Reporters. She Was Gesturing Angrily. 

"I Want To Shake Your Hand," Deputy Chief Mohal ey Said. He

Offered Hood A Powerful Handclasp. "You Three Rewrote The

Crisis Management Book Today. I'm Honored To Have Been

Here To See It." "Thanks," Hood Said. "How's Brett?" "He'l  Be Okay," Rodgers Told Him. "The Bul ets Missed The Femoral

Artery. The Wounds Caused More Pain Than Damage." Hood

Nodded. He Was Stil  Looking At Chatterjee. There Were Spots

Of The Terrorist's Blood On Her Outfit, Hands, And Face. "She

Doesn't Seem Very Happy," Hood Said. 

Mohal ey Shrugged. "We're Going To Hear A Lot Of Shit About

What You Did Here," He Said. "But The Hostages Are Safe, 

Four Of The Terrorists Are Taking A Dirt Nap, And One Thing Is

Certain." "What's That?" Rodgers Asked. 

"It'l  Be A Blustery Day In Hel  Before Anyone Tries Something

Like This Again," Mohal ey Said. 

New York, New York Sunday, 12:51 A.M. 

Alexander Was Asleep When Hood Walked Into The Hotel

Room. Sharon Had Gone To The Nyu Medical Center With

Harleigh. In Addition To A Physical Checkup, It Was Important

That She Talk To A Psychologist As Soon As Possible. 

Harleigh Had To Understand That She Did Nothing To Bring

This On Herself And Shouldn't Feel Guilty About Having

Survived It. Before Any Of The Other Damage Could Be

Attended To, She Had To Understand That. Hood Stood By The

Side Of The King-Size Bed And Looked Down At His Son. The

Boy's Life Had Changed, His Sister's Needs Would Be

Different, And He Didn't Even Know It. The Innocence Of Sleep. 

Hood Turned And Went Into The Bathroom. 

He Fil ed The Sink And Washed His Face. His Life Had

Changed, Too. He'd Kil ed A Man. And Whether The Man

Deserved To Die Or Not, Hood Had Kil ed Him On International

Territory. There Would Probably Be A Trial, And It Might Not Be

In The United States. The Process Could Take Years, And It

Might Very Wel  Compromise The Security Of Op-Center. How

Did They Know Certain Things? 

To What Extent Were The Cia And The State Department

Involved? What Was The Connection Between The U.S, 

Government And The Missing Bulgarian Georgiev? The

Government Agencies Had No Authority In Any Of These Areas. 

The Irony Was That The United Nations Might Come Out Of This

Looking Like The Wounded Party, The Victim Of A United

States Conspiracy. From Withholding Dues To Bugging The

Secretary-General, We'd Broken Many Of The Rules That

States Members Of The United Nations Promised To Uphold. 

Nations That Sponsored Terrorism, Trafficked In Narcotics, And

Crushed Human Rights Would Be Able To Wag Their Fingers

Indignantly At The United States. And We Would Take It. We

Would Take It Because The Media Would Be Watching. Hood

Had Always Felt That Television And The United Nations Were

Made For Each Other. In Their Eyes, Everyone Was The Same

Size. 

Hood Toweled Off And Looked At Himself In The Mirror. Sadly, 

He Didn't Think The Most Difficult Fight Would Be With His

Enemies. That Would Come When He And Sharon Tried To

Talk. Not Just About His Behavior Tonight But About A Future

That Suddenly Looked Very Different From What They'd Been

Planning. "Enough," He Said Quietly. 

Hood Dropped The Towel On The Counter And Took A Drink Of

Tap Water. He Walked Slowly Back To The Bedroom. The Night

Was Starting To Catch Up With Him. His Legs Were Weak

From Al  The Running, And He'd Strained His Lower Back

When He'd Run Crouching Into The Security Council Chamber. 

He Eased Himself Down Beside Alexander. He Kissed The

Boy Lightly Behind The Ear. 

He Hadn't Done That In Years And Was Surprised. He Could

Stil  Smel  The Remnants Of Little Boyhood There. 

The Peace Of The Child Gave Comfort To The Man. And As He

Slipped Into Sleep, Hood's Last Thought Was How Strange It Al

Was. He Had Helped To Make These Two Children. Yet By

Their Needs And By Their Love, The Reverse Was Also True. 

These Children Had Created A Father. 

New York, New York Sunday, 7:00 A.M. 

A Cal  From Bil  Mohal ey Startled Hood Awake At Seven A.M. 

The State Department Official Was Cal ing To Inform Hood That

His Wife, Daughter, And The Other Families Were Being

Brought To La Guardia Airport For A Flight To Washington. 

Mohal ey Said That His Wife Had Been Notified At The Hospital

And That The Nypd Would Arrive At The Hotel In An Hour To

Escort Him And His Son To The Airport. 

"Why The Quick Evac?" Hood Asked. He Was Sore And

Groggy, And The Bright, White Sunshine Was Like An Acid

Bath In His Skul . "It's Mostly For You," Mohal ey Said, "Though We Don't Want It To Seem Like We're Hustling You Out." "I Don't Fol ow," Hood Said. "And Why Is The Nypd Handling This

Instead Of The State Department?" "Because The Police Are

Used To Protecting News Makers," He Said. Dis"...And Like It Or Not, You Just Became One." Hood's Cel  Phone Beeped. It

Was Ann Farris. Hood Thanked Mohal ey And Got Out Of Bed. 

He Walked Toward The Door Where He Wouldn't Wake

Alexander And It Was Merciful y Much Darker. "Good Morning," 

Hood Said. 

"Good Morning," Ann Said. "How Are You?" "Surprisingly Wel ," 

He Said. 

"I Hope I Didn't Wake You-Was "No," Hood Said, "The State Department Did." "Anything Important?" She Asked. 

"Yeah," He Said. "They Want Me Up And Out Of Here." "I'm Glad," She Said. "You're Pretty Exposed Right Now." "And Obviously Out Of The Loop," He Said. "What The Hel 's Been

Happening, Ann?" "It's What We Press Professionals Cal  A

Shitstorm," She Said. "Since No One Has The Names Of What

They're Cal ing The Two "Swat Men' Who Went In Before You, 

This Whole Thing Has Become The Paul Hood Show." 

"Courtesy Of Mala Chatterjee," Hood Said. "She's Not Very Happy With You," Ann Said. "She Says You Risked Your

Daughter's Life Needlessly For A Speedy And Criminal

Resolution To The Crisis." "Up Hers," Hood Replied. 

"Can I Quote You On That?" Ann Quipped. 

"Banner Headline," Hood Replied. "What's The Fal out So Far? 

" "Security-Wise, Bob Herbert's On Top Of That," She Said. 

"You're The Only Face On A Team That Helped Kil  Terrorists

From Three Different Countries. Bob's Just Starting To Sift

Through The Possible Links They Had With Other Terrorist

Groups Or The Sicko Nationalists Who May Want To Avenge

Them." "Yeah, Wel , Forgive Me For Not Having Worried About

That," Hood Said Bitterly. 

"This Isn't A Question Of Blame Or Forgiveness," The Press

Liaison Said. "It's About Special Interests. It's What I've Been

Tel ing Al  Of You For Years. Spin Control Isn't A Luxury Anymore. 

The Way Every System In The World Is Interconnected, It's A

Necessity." That Symbiosis Was True, Hood Had To Admit. 

And It Was Sometimes True In Unexpected Ways. 

Fifteen Years Before, Intel igence Col ected By Bob Herbert's

Cia Team Was Routinely Made Available To Other American

Intel igence Groups, Including Naval Intel igence. When Naval

Analyst Jonathan Pol ard Turned Over U.S. Intel igence Secrets

To The Israelis In The 1980'S, Several Of Those Secrets Were

Subsequently Given To Moscow In Exchange For The Release

Of Jewish Refugees. Hardline Communists In Moscow Used

That Intel igence To Plot Against The Russian Government. 

Years Later, When Op-Center Became Embroiled In Thwarting

The Coup Attempt, Herbert's Own Data Was Used Against Him. 

"How Is This Playing In The Press?" Hood Asked. "On The National Oped Pages It's Playing Very Wel ," Ann Said. "For

The First Time In History, The Liberal And Conservative Press

Are United. 

They're Portraying You As A "Hero-Dad." His "And On The International Oped Pages?" He Asked. 

"You Could Run For Prime Minister In Great Britain And Israel

And Probably Win," She Said. 

"Other Than That, The News Isn't Good. The Secretary-General

Described You As "Just Another Impatient American With A

Gun." She's Demanding An Investigation And House Arrest. The

Rest Of The World Press I've Seen So Far Has Picked Up That

Mantra." "Bottom Line?" Hood Asked. 

"Just What You Said," She Told Him. 

"You're Being Evacuated. No One In The State Department Or

The White House Has Decided How To Play Any Of This Yet. I

Guess They Want You Here To Help Figure It Out. Though I Wil

Tel  You That Bob Has Taken The Precaution Of Contacting The

Chevy Chase Police And Ordering Up Some Security For Your

Home. They're There Now. Just In Case." Hood Thanked Her, 

Then Woke Alexander To Get Him Ready. Hood Had Always

Been Very Open With His Kids, And As They Dressed, He Told

The Boy Exactly What Had Happened The Night Before. 

Alexander Was Dubious Until The Nypd Showed Up To Escort

Hood And His Son From The Hotel. The Six Officers Treated

Hood As One Of Their Own, Commending Him As They Led

The Two Through The Basement To The Garage And A Waiting

Motorcade Of Three Squad Cars. The Rock-Star Exit

Impressed Alexander More Than Anything He'd Experienced In

New York. 

The Hoods And The Other Families Flew Back To Washington, 

D.C., On An Air Force 737. 

Sharon Had Been Very Quiet During The Hour Flight. 

She Sat With Harleigh Beside Her, The Young Girl's Head On

Her Shoulder. Hood Had Sat Across The Aisle, Watching. Like

Most Of The Young Musicians, Harleigh Had Been Given A Mild

Sedative To Help Her Sleep. Unlike Most Of The Girls, 

However, Her Sleep Was Punctuated By Tiny Whines, Shouts, 

And Spasms. Maybe The Greatest Tragedy Of Al , Hood

Realized, Was That He Hadn't Saved Harleigh From That

Damn Room. The Poor Girl Was Stil  There In Spirit If Not In

Body. 

The Aircraft Landed At Andrews Air Force Base, Ostensibly So

The Military Could Assure The Privacy Of The Children. But

Hood Knew Better. 

Andrews Was Where Op-Center Was Based. After They

Taxied, Hood Saw Op-Center's White Van Waiting For Him On

The Tarmac. Lowel  Coffey And Bob Herbert Were Both Visible

In The Open Side Door. Sharon Didn't See The Men Until She

Was On Her Way Down The Steps. Hood Acknowledged Them

With A Nod. 

They Remained In The Van. 

The State Department Had Provided Wheelchairs For Anyone

Who Wanted Them. They Also Provided A Bus To Bring

Everyone Home. An Official Told The Parents That Their Cars

Would Be Col ected From The Airport Later That Day. 

Sharon And Hood Both Helped Harleigh Into A Wheelchair. 

Alexander Manful y Took His Place Behind The Chair As

Sharon Turned To Her Husband. 

"You're Not Coming With Us, Are You?" Sharon Asked. 

Her Voice Was Flat And Withdrawn, Her Eyes Distant. 

"I Honestly Didn't Know They'd Be Here," He Said, Jerking A

Thumb Toward The Van. 

"But You're Not Surprised." "No," He Admitted. "I Did Kil Someone On Foreign Soil. There's Going To Be Fal out From

That. 

But You'l  Be Okay. Bob's Arranged For Round-The-Clock

Police Protection At The House." "I Wasn't Worried," Sharon Said And Turned Toward The Chair. Hood Took Her Hand In

His. She Stopped. "Sharon, Don't Do This." "Do What?" She Asked. "Go Home With Our Children?" "Don't Shut Me Out," He Said. 

"I'm Not Shutting You Out, Paul," Sharon Said. 

"Just Like You, I'm Trying To Stay Calm And Deal With Things. 

What We Decide Over The Next Few Days Is Going To Affect

Our Daughter For The Rest Of Her Life. I Want To Be

Emotional y Ready To Make Those Decisions." "We Have To

Be Ready To Make Those Decisions," Hood Said. "That's Our

Job." "I Hope So," Sharon Said. "But You've Got Two Families Again. I'm Not Going To Waste Any More Energy Fighting For

Equal Time." "Two Families?" Hood Said. "Sharon, I Didn't Ask For This To Happen. I Was Out Of Op-Center! If I'm Back, It's

Because I'm In The Middle Of An International Incident. I-We

Won't Be Able To Handle This Alone." Just Then, The State

Department Official Came Over. He Told Them The Bus Was

Loaded And Waiting. 

Sharon Told Alexander To Go Ahead. She Said She'd Be There

In A Moment. Hood Gave His Son A Wink And Told Him To

Keep A Careful Eye On His Sister. 

Alexander Said He Would. 

Hood Looked Back At His Wife. Sharon Was Looking Up At

Him. There Were Tears In Her Eyes. 

"And When This International Incident Is Finished?" Sharon

Asked. "Wil  We Have You Then? Do You Real y Think You'l  Be

Happy Helping To Manage A Household Instead Of Running A

City Or A Government Agency?" "I Don't Know," Hood Admitted. 

"Give Me A Chance To Find Out." "A Chance?" Sharon Smiled. 

"Paul, This May Not Make Any Sense To You, But Last Night, 

When I Heard What You Did For Harleigh, I Was Angry At You." 

"Angry? Why?" "Because You Risked Your Life, Your

Reputation, Your Career, Your Freedom, To Save Our

Daughter," She Said. "And That Made You Angry?" Hood Said. 

"I Can't Believe That-Was "It Did," She Said. "Al  I Ever Wanted From You Were Little Bits Of Your Life. Time For A Violin

Recital, A Soccer Game, A Vacation Once In A While. Dinner

As A Family. Holidays With My Parents. I Rarely Got Any Of

That. I Couldn't Even Get You To Sit With Me Last Night While

Our Baby Was In Danger." "I Was Too Busy Trying To Get Her

Out-" "I Know," She Said. "And You Did. You Showed Me What You Can Do When You Want To. When You Want To."...Are You

Saying I Didn't Want To Be With My Family?" Hood Said. 

"Sharon, You're Stressed Out-" "I Said You Wouldn't

Understand," She Told Him. The Tears Trickled Down Her

Cheeks. "I'd Better Go." "No, Wait," Hood Said. "Not Like This-Was "Please, They're Waiting," Sharon Said. She Withdrew

Her Hand And Ran Toward The Bus. 

Hood Watched His Wife Go. After The Accordion Door Was

Shut And The Bus Growled To Life, Hood Started Walking

Toward Coffey And Herbert. 

Now Hood Was Angry. 

He Couldn't Believe It. Even His Wife Had Found Fault With

What He'd Done In The Security Council Chamber. Maybe She

And Chatterjee Should Hold A Press Conference. 

But The Anger Began To Pass As Hood Walked Toward The

Van. And Just As Suddenly, Something Else Began To Eat At

Him. It Was A Mixture Of Guilt And Doubt, And It Started

Bubbling Up The Moment Hood Saw Bob Herbert Stretch Out

His Big, Welcoming Hand. The Moment Hood Realized That He

No Longer Felt So Alone. The Moment Paul Hood Had To Ask

Himself The Honest And Very Painful Question: What If Sharon

Was Right? 

Washington, D, C. Sunday, 10:00 A.M. 

The Greetings Were Warm, And The Good Wishes Were

Sincere As Hood Entered The Van. There Was No Driver. After

Herbert Shut The Door And Hood Had Settled Into The

Passenger's Seat, Coffey Drove The Short Distance To Op-

Center. The Attorney Informed Hood That They'd Only Be At Op-

Center Long Enough For Him To Shower, Shave, And Put On A

Clean Suit Herbert Had Brought From The House. "Why?" 

Hood Asked. 

"Where Are We Going?" "To The White House," Coffey Said. 

"What's Waiting For Me There, Lowel ?" Hood Asked. "I

Honestly Don't Know," Coffey Admitted. "Secretary-General

Chatterjee Is Flying Down With Ambassador Meriweduir To

See President Lawrence. They're Meeting At Noon. 

The President Is The One Who Wants You There." "Any Idea

Why?" "I Can't Imagine The President Wants A He Said, She

Said Thing," Coffey Replied. "Anything Else I Can Think Of Is Not Good." "Meaning?" Hood Asked. 

"Meaning He May Want To Send You Back To New York In The

Custody Of The American Ambassador," Coffey Said. "To

Make Sure You're Around To Answer Any Questions The

Secretary-General And Her Associates May Have. A Gesture

Of Our Concern." Herbert's Wheelchair Was Parked Behind

And Between The Seats. "A Gesture," He Snorted. "Paul

Saved The Friggin" Place. What He Did Took As Much Guts As

I've Ever Seen. Mike And Brett Were Also Great. But Paul--

When I Heard That You Were The One Who Took The Last Guy

Out, I Was Never Prouder Of Anyone. Never." "Unfortunately," 

Coffey Said, "International Law Does Not Provide For "Proud' 

As A Defense." "And I'm Tel ing You, Lowel , If Paul Is Sent To New York Or The Goddamned Hague And The International

Court Of Supposed Justice," Herbert Said, "Or Some Other

Half-Assed Place Where They Serve Up Scapegoat On Hot

Coals, I'm Gonna Take Hostages." The Debate Was Typical

Herbert-Coffey And, As Usual, The Real World Was

Somewhere Between The Two Extremes. There Were Legal

Issues, To Be Sure, But Courts Also Took Emotional Exigencies

Inffconsideration. Hood Wasn't As Concerned About That As He

Was About The Near Future. He Wanted To Be With His Family, 

Helping Harleigh Through Her Recovery. He Couldn't Do That If

He Were Defending Himself In Some Other Country. 

Hood Also Wanted To Stay With Op-Center. 

Maybe Resignation Had Been An Overreaction. 

Maybe He Should Have Taken A Leave Of Absence. 

And Maybe That's Al  Academic Now, He Reminded Himself. A

Few Days Ago, His Future Was Stil  In His Own Hands. Now It

Was In The Hands Of The President Of The United States. 

Since No One Else Knew That Hood Was Being Brought Here, 

None Of The Primary Weekday Staff Was Present. 

The Weekend Team Congratulated Hood For His Heroism And

Harleigh's Rescue. They Wished Him Luck And Support With

Whatever Came Next. The Hot Shower Felt Good On Hood's

Sore Muscles, And The Fresh Clothes Felt Even Better. 

Fortyfive Minutes After Arriving At Andrews, Hood Was Back In

The Van With Herbert Handling Security And Coffey At The

Wheel. 

Washington, D. C. Sunday, 11:45 A.M. 

Sitting In The Limousine That Was Taking Her To The White

House, Mala Chatterjee Felt Unclean. 

It Had Nothing To Do With Her Physical State, Though She

Could Have Used A Long Rest And A Bath. She Had Settled, 

Instead, For A Shower In Her Office And A Nap On The Flight

Down. The Feeling She Had Was The Result Of Watching

Diplomacy Die In A Slaughterhouse. Though She Hadn't Been

Able To Control The Bloodshed, She Was Determined To

Control The Cleanup. 

And It Would Be Thorough. 

Mala Chatterjee Had Not Spoken Much With Ambassador

Flora Meriwether During The Ride Up. As Cohostess Of The

Saturday-Night Event, The Fifty-Seven--Year-Old Ambassador

Had Been Late Going To The Security Council, Just As

Chatterjee Had Been. Thus, The Ambassador And Her

Husband Had Not Been Among The Hostages. However, The

Ambassador Had Not Remained With The Other Delegates

After The Takeover. She Had Gone To Her Office, Claiming

That This Was A Matter For Chatterjee And Her Advisers To

Handle. That Was True, Although Meriwether Could Not Have

Put More Distance Between Herself And The Takeover. 

The Ambassador Didn't Want To Appear To Pressure The Un

Into Al owing American Negotiators Or Swat Personnel To

Become Involved, Chatterjee Knew. Which Was Ironic, Given

How The Siege Turned Out. 

Mala Chatterjee Did Not Know How The Ambassador Felt Now. 

Or What The President Was Thinking. Not That It Mattered. The

Secretary-General Had Insisted On This Meeting Because She

Needed To Immediately Reestablish The Right Of The United

Nations To Settle Its Own Disputes And Discipline Those

Nations That Broke International Law. The United Nations Had

Been Quick To Condemn Iraq For Invading Kuwait. They Could

Be No Less Quick To Bring The United States To Justice For

Interfering In The Hostage Crisis. The International Press Was

Waiting En Masse For The Limousine When It Passed Through

The Southwest Appointment Gate. Ambassador Meriwether

Declined To Speak But Waited While Chatterjee Spoke To The

Group. 

"The Events Of The Past Eighteen Hours Have Been Difficult

Ones For The United Nations And Its Family," She Said, "And

We Mourn The Loss Of So Many Of Our Valued Coworkers. 

While We Are Gratified That The Former Hostages Have Been

Reunited With Their Families, We Cannot Condone The

Methods That Were Used To End The Crisis. The Success Of

The United Nations And Its Operations Depends Upon The

Forbearance Of The Host Nations. I've Asked For This Meeting

With The President And Ambassador Meriwether So That We

Can Begin To Accomplish Two Very Important Goals. First, To

Reconstruct The Events That Undermined The Sovereignty Of

The United Nations, Its Charter, And Its Commitment To

Diplomacy. And Second, To Make Absolutely Certain That Its

Sovereignty Is Not Violated In The Future." Chatterjee Thanked

The Group, Ignoring Shouted Questions And Promising She'd

Have More To Say After Meeting With The President. She

Hoped That She Conveyed The Feeling That She'd Felt

Violated By Members Of The American Military. The Route To

The Oval Office Is A Zigzag That Takes A Visitor Past The

Office Of The Press Secretary And The Cabinet Room. Beyond

The Cabinet Room Is The Office Of The President's Executive

Secretary. This Is The Only Entrance To The Oval Office, And A

Member Of The Secret Service Is Stationed There At Al  Times. 

The President Was Ready Promptly At Noon. He Personal y

Came Out To Welcome Mala Chatterjee. 

Michael Lawrence Stood Six-Foot-Four, With A Close-Cropped

Head Of Silvery Gray Hair And Dark, Sun-Weathered Skin. His

Smile Was Wide And Genuine, His Handshake Was Strong, 

And His Deep Voice Resonated From Somewhere Around His

Knees. 

"It's Good To See You Again, Madam Secretary-General," He

Said. "Likewise, Mr. President, Though I Wish The

Circumstances Were Different," She Replied. 

The President's Blue Gray Eyes Shifted To Ambassador

Meriwether. He Had Known Her For Nearly Thirty Years. She

Had Been A Fel ow Polysci Student At Nyu, And The President

Had Pul ed Her From Academia To Serve In The Un. 

"Flora," He Said, "Would You Mind Giving Us A Few Minutes?" 

"Not At Al ," She Said. 

While The President's Executive Secretary Shut The Door, The

President Showed Secretary-General Chatterjee To A Seat. 

Chatterjee's Shoulders Were Straight, Her Neck Tal  And Stiff. 

Dressed In A Gray Suit, No Tie, The President Was More At

Ease As He Used A Remote To Click Off The Tv. The Set Had

Been Tuned To Cnn. 

"I Heard Your Remarks To The Press," The President Said. 

"When You Talked About The Events That Undermined The

Sovereignty Of The United Nations, Were You Referring To The

Terrorist Attack?" Chatterjee Sat In A Yel ow Armchair. She

Folded Her Hands On Her Lap And Crossed Her Legs. 

"No, Mr. President," The Secretary-General Said. "That Is Very Much A Separate Issue. I Was Referring To The Uninvited

Attack By Mr. Paul Hood Of Your National Crisis Management

Center And Two As Yet Unidentified Members Of The United

States Military." "You're Referring To The Attack That Ended The Hostage Crisis," He Said Pleasantly. 

"The Result Is Not The Issue," Chatterjee Countered Firmly. "At The Moment, I Am Deeply Concerned With The Means." "I

See," He Said. The President Sat Behind His Desk. "And What

Would You Like To Do About It?" "I Would Like For Mr. Hood To Return To New York And Answer Questions Pertaining To The

Attack," She Said. "You Want Him To Go Right Now?" The

President Asked. "While His Daughter's Recovering From The

Attack?" "He Doesn't Have To Return Immediately," She

Replied. "The Middle Of The Week Would Be Acceptable." "I See. And These Questions," The President Said. 

"What Do You Hope To Accomplish?" "I Need To Formal y

Ascertain Whether Laws Were Broken And Whether

Boundaries Were Overstepped," She Replied. "Madam

Secretary-General," The President Said, "If I May, You're Failing To See The Larger Picture Here." "And That Is?" "I Believe That The New York Police Department, The State Department, The

Fbi, And U.S. Military Units In The Region Acted With

Extraordinary Restraint And Respect, Given How Many Young

Americans Were At Risk. When The Situation Deteriorated And

Your Own Security Forces Were Repulsed-- Yes, Three Of Our

People Did Go Into The Security Council. But They Did It

Selflessly And Effectively, Like U.S. Soldiers Have Always

Done." "Their Courage Is Not Being Questioned," Chatterjee Said. "But The Law-Abiding Nature Of The Many Does Not

Outweigh The Heroic Lawlessness Of The Few. If Laws Were

Broken, Then Legal Remedies May Be Required. 

This Is Not Whim On My Part, Mr. President. This Is Our Charter. 

This Is Our Law. And There Have Already Been Demands That

Those Laws Be Upheld." "Demands Made By Whom?" The

President Asked. 

"By Nations Whose Terrorists Were Kil ed In The Attack?" "By The Civilized Nations Of The World," She Replied. 

"And To Satisfy Their Civilized Bloodlust, You'l  Want To Put Paul Hood On Trial," The President Said. "Sarcasm Noted," 

Chatterjee Said. "And Yes, A Trial Is A Possibility. 

Mr. Hood's Actions Demand It." The President Sat Back. 

"Madam Secretary-General, Last Night Paul Hood Became A

Hero To Me And About Two Hundred And Fifty Mil ion Other

Americans. We Had A Few Vil ains In This, Including A Rogue

Cia Agent Who Wil  Probably Spend The Rest Of Her Life In

Prison, But There's No Way On Earth That Man Is Going To

Stand Trial For Saving His Daughter From A Terrorist.." 

Chatterjee Regarded The President For A Moment. 

"You Wil  Not Turn Him Over For Questioning?" "I Think That Pretty Much Sums Up This Administration's Position," The

President Said. 

"The United States Wil  Defy The Wil  Of The International

Community?" She Asked. 

"Openly And Enthusiastical y," The President Replied. "And Frankly, Madam Secretary-General, I Don't Think The

Delegates To The United Nations Wil  Care For Very Long. 

His "We Are Not The Congress, Mr. President," She Said. 

"Don't Misjudge Our Ability To Remain Focused." "Never," The President Said. "I'm Sure The Delegates Wil  Be Very Focused

Trying To Find Suitable Schools And Apartments When This

Administration Supports Removing The United Nations From

New York To Another World Capital, Say Khartoum Or

Rangoon." Chatterjee Felt Herself Flush. The Bastard. The

Bul ying Bastard. "Mr. President, I Do Not Respond To Threats." 

"But You Do," The President Said. "You Responded To That One, Quickly And Openly." It Took Her A Moment To Realize

That He Was Right. "No One Likes To Be Pushed," The

President Said, "And That's Al  We're Doing Here. What We

Need To Do Is To Find A Nonconfrontational, Nonthreatening

Solution To This Problem. One That's Going To Work Better For

Everyone." "Such As?" She Asked. As Frustrated As Chatterjee Was, She Was Stil  A Diplomat. She Would Listen. "A More

Productive Way Of Appeasing Those Irate Delegates Might Be

If The United States Were To Begin Paying Al  Of Its Two Bil ion

Dol ar Debt," The President Said. "The Delegates Would Have

More Money For Un Programs Back Home, Such As The World

Food Council, The Children's Fund, The Institute For Training

And Research. And If We Work This Right, They'l  Feel As

Though They've Won Something. They Wil  Have Won

American Capitulation On The Debt Issue. Your Own Status Wil

Not Suffer," He Pointed Out. Chatterjee Looked At Him Coldly. 

"Mr. President, I Appreciate The Thought You've Put Into This. 

But There Are Legal Issues That Cannot Be Dismissed." The

President Smiled. "Madam Secretary-General, Almost Twenty-

Five Years Ago, A Russian-Alexander Solzhenitsyn -- Said

Something At A Commencement Address That This Lawyer

Never Forgot. "I Have Spent Al  My Life Under A Communist

Regime," He Said, "And I Wil  Tel  You That A Society Without Any Objective Legal Scale Is A Terrible One Indeed. But A

Society With No Other Scale But The Legal One Is Not Quite

Worthy Of Man Either." His Chatterjee Regarded The President

Careful y. 

Careful y. 

This Was The First Time Since She'd Entered The Oval Office

That She Saw Anything In His Eyes, In His Expression, That

Approached Sincerity. "Madam Secretary-General," The

President Said, "You're Exhausted. May 1 Make A Suggestion? 

" "Please," She Said. "Why Don't You Go Back To New York, Rest, And Think About What I've Said," The President Told Her. 

"Think About How We Can Work Together To Establish New

Moral Objectives." "Instead Of Deciding Old Ones?" She

Asked. 

"Instead Of Rehashing Divisive Ones," He Replied. "We Need To Heal The Divide, Not Make It Wider." Chaterjee Sighed And

Rose. "I Believe I Can Agree To At Least That, Mr. President," 

She Said. "I'm Glad," He Replied. "I'm Sure The Rest Wil  Fal Into Place." The President Came From Behind His Desk. 

He Shook Her Hand And Walked Her Toward The Door. 

The Secretary-General Hadn't Expected The Meeting To Unfold

Like This. She Had Known The President Would Resist Her

Demand But Thought That She'd Be Able To Use The Press To

Sway Him. Now, What Could She Tel  Reporters? That The

President Had Been A Bastard. 

Instead Of Turning Over An American Father, He'd Offered To

Put The Un Back On Sturdy Financial Footing And Help

Thousands Of Fathers In Underdeveloped Countries

Worldwide. 

As They Crossed The Thick Blue Carpet With The Gold

Presidential Seal, Chatterjee Thought How Ironic It Was. 

Coming To The White House, She'd Felt Unclean Because

Diplomacy Had Died. Yet Here, In This Room, It Had Just Been

Practiced With Skil  And Intel igence. Why, Then, Did She Feel

Even Dirtier Than Before? 

Washington, D. C. Sunday, 12:08 P.M. 

Paul Hood Had Been In Enough Political y And Emotional y

Charged Situations, Both In Government And On Wal  Street, To

Know That The Outcome Of Important Meetings Was Often

Decided Before The Meetings Were Cal ed. 

Key People, Often No More Than Two, Spoke Or Got Together

Beforehand. By The Time Everyone Else Arrived, The Talk Was

Mostly For Show. 

This Time, There Wasn't Even A Show. Not Inside The Office, 

Anyway. 

Hood Had Waved To The Press On His Way In But Declined To

Answer Any Questions. When He Entered The Oval Office, 

Ambassador Meriwether Was Chatting With The President's

Executive Secretary, Forty-Two-Year-Old Elizabeth Lopez. The

Two Were Comparing Perspectives On The Previous Day's

Activities. They Stopped When Hood Arrived. 

Hood Had Always Found Lopez To Be Polite But Formal. Today

She Was Warm And Welcoming. She Offered Him Coffee From

The President's Private Pot Of Kona, Which He Accepted. The

Usual y Poker-Faced Ambassador Was Also Unusual y

Outgoing. Hood Thought It Was Ironic That The Only Mother

Who Seemed To Disapprove Of Him Today Was The Mother Of

His Own Children. 

The Ambassador Told Hood That Mala Chatterjee Was Inside. 

"Let Me Guess," Hood Said. "She's Demanding That I Appear In Front Of Some Ad Hoc Committee Comprised Of People

Who Hate The United States." "You're Jaded," The

Ambassador Smiled. "But Not Wrong," Hood Said. "The

Secretary-General Is Not An Unreasonable Woman," 

Ambassador Meriwether Said, "Just Idealistic And Stil  A Little

Green. However, Early This Morning, The President And I

Discussed A Possible Solution To The Problem. One Which

We Believe The Secretary-General Wil  Find Acceptable." 

Hood Sipped His Black Coffee And Was About To Sit Down

When The Door To The Oval Office Opened. 

Mala Chatterjee Walked Out, Fol owed By The President. The

Secretary-General Did Not Look Happy. 

Hood Put His Mug Aside As The President Offered

Ambassador Meriwether His Hand. 

"Madam Ambassador, Thank You For Coming Down," The

President Said. "I'm Glad To See You're Al  Right." "Thank You, Sir," She Said. "Ambassador Meriwether," The President Said, 

"The Secretary-General And I Just Had A Very Productive

Exchange Of Ideas. Perhaps We Can Fil  You In While We Walk

You Back To The Southwest Appointment Gate." "Very Good," 

She Said. 

The President's Eyes Shifted To Hood. 

"Paul, It's Good To See You," He Said, Offering His Hand. 

"How's Your Daughter Today?" "Pretty Shaken Up," Hood Admitted. "Understandably," Said The President. "Our Prayers Wil  Be With You. If There's Anything We Can Do, Please Ask." 

"Thank You, Sir." "In Fact, I Think We've Got Things Pretty Wel Under Control Here," The President Said. "Why Don't You Go

Home To Your Daughter?" "Llank You, Sir," Hood Said. 

"We'l  Let You Know If There's Anything Else," The President Said, "Though It Would Be A Good Idea If You Stayed Away

From Reporters For A Few Days, Let Op-Center's Press Rep

Handle This. At Least Until The Secretary-General Has Had A

Chance To Talk To Her People In New York." "Of Course," Hood Said. 

Hood Shook The Hands Of The President And The

Ambassador. Then He Shook The Hand Of The Secretary-

General. It Was The First Time She Looked At Him Since The

Night Before. Her Eyes Were Dark And Tired, Her Mouth Was

Downturned, And There Was Gray In Her Hair He Hadn't

Noticed Before. She Said Nothing. 

She Didn't Have To. She Hadn't Won This Battle Either. A

Security Area Sat Between The End Of The Main Corridor And

The West-Wing Entrance." Lowel  Coffey And Bob Herbert

Were There, Chatting With A Pair Of Secret Service Agents. 

They Had Not Been Invited To The Meeting But Wanted To Be

Nearby In Case Hood Needed Moral Or Tactical Support Or

Even A Lift, Depending On Where He Had To Go After The

Meeting. They Approached Hood As The President, Secretary-

General, And Ambassador Went Out To Meet Reporters. "That

Was Quick," Herbert Said. "What Happened?" Coffey Asked. 

"I Don't Know," Hood Said. "Ambassador Meriwether And I Were Not In The Meeting." "Did The President Say Anything To You?" Coffey Asked. 

Hood Smiled Weakly. He Put A Hand On The Attorney's

Shoulder. "He Told Me To Go Home To My Daughter, Which Is

Exactly What I Intend To Do." The Three Of Them Left The White

House. 

They Avoided Reporters By Heading Toward West Executive

Avenue And Then Making Their Way South Toward The El ipse, 

Where They'd Parked. As They Left, Hood Couldn't Help But

Feel Bad For Chatterjee. She Wasn't A Bad Person. She

Wasn't Even The Wrong Person For This Job. The Problem

Was The Institution Itself Nations Invaded Other Nations Or

Committed Genocide. Then The United Nations Gave Them A

Forum To Explain Their Acts. Just Al owing Them To Be Heard

Had The Effect Of Legitimizing The Immoral. It Occurred To

Hood Then That There Might Be A Way For Op-Center To Help

Rectify Those Abuses. A Way He Could Use The Team's

Resources To Identify International Criminals And Bring Them

To Justice. Not To Trial To Justice. Before They Struck, If

Possible. It Was Something To Think About. For Though He

Owed His Daughter A Father, A Family, He Owed Her

Something Else As Wel . 

Something Very Few People Could Hope To Deliver. A Saner

World In Which She Could Raise Her Own Family. 

Sixty Los Angeles, California Sunday, 3:11 P.M. He Had Been

To Many Places In The World. The Arctic. The Tropics. 

Each Had Their Individual Charms And Beauty. But He Had

Never Been Anywhere As Instantly Appealing As This Place. He

Walked Out Of The Terminal And Sucked Down The Breezy

Warm Air. The Late Afternoon Sky Was Clear Blue, And He

Swore He Could Taste The Ocean In It. 

He Tucked His Passport In His Sports Jacket And Looked

Around. The Courtesy Buses Were Stopping Along The Curb, 

And He Selected One That Was Going To A Brandname Hotel. 

He Didn't Have A Reservation. But When He Went To The

Desk, He Would Tel  The Receptionist He Did. He Had

Forgotten The Confirmation Number, It Was Their Job To

Remember, Not His. Even If They Couldn't Accommodate Him

They Would Scurry To Find Him Some Place To Stay. Brand-

Name Hotels Did That. He Sat Down In The Tram And Turned

Around To Look Out The Window. The Spidery Off-White

Control Tower Flashed By. There Was Rich Greenery By The

Side Of The Road. The Traffic Moved Swiftly, Not Like It Did In

New York And Paris. Ivan Georgiev Was Going To Like It Here. 

He Would Have Liked South America, Too. But Things Hadn't

Gone As Planned. 

Sometimes They Didn't. Which Was Why, Unlike The Others, 

He Had An Escape Route. If Everything Went Wrong, Annabel e

Hampton Was Supposed To Send Her Floaters To Col ect Him. 

The Plan Was For Him To Meet Her Later, At The Hotel, And

Arrange For Her To Be Paid Either From The Ransom Or From

His Own Funds. 

When She Didn't Show, He Assumed The Worst. 

Later, When The Floaters Returned To Put Him On A Plane And

Get Him Out Of The Country, He Learned That She'd Been

Taken. She Would Probably Plea-Bargain Her Way To Fifteen

Years In Prison By Tel ing Authorities About The Ciast Untac

Link, They Said. Which Was Why He Had To Leave. The Cia

Planned To Deny Everything. Georgiev Was Supposed To Fly

On From Los Angeles To New Zealand. But The Bulgarian

Didn't Want To Go To New Zealand. He Didn't Want The Cia To

Know Where He Was. Besides, He Had Money And He Had

Ideas. He Also Had Connections With Eastern European

Expatriates, Especial y The Romanians, Who Had Set Up Film

Companies In Hol ywood. Georgiev Smiled. His Associates

Had Told Him That The Film Industry Was A Ruthless, Sexy

Business. A Business Where A Foreign Accent Was

Considered Exotic And Cultured And Was A Guaranteed

Invitation To Parties. A Business Where People Didn't Stab You

In The Back In Private. They Stabbed You In The Front, In Public, 

Where Others Could See. Georgiev Smiled. He Had The

Accent And He Would Be Happy To Stab People Wherever

They Chose. He Was Going To Like It Here. He Was Going To

Like It Very, Very Much. 

The End
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