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        A thousand years scarce serve to form a state;
        

        An hour may lay it in the dust.

      

      

      
        
        Lord Byron Childe Harold's Pilgrimage,
        Canto II (1812), Stanza 84.
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      The baby pulled on a string and the toy’s small disk chimed. A lion roared and birds tweeted. A dog barked, and the disk stopped spinning. The baby giggled and pulled again.

      The room was dark except for multicolored stars projected onto the ceiling. A window was cracked open, letting in crisp spring air. Across the room, a tired-looking woman rested, eyes half-closed, in a rocking chair, watching the child.

      The baby grew bored with his toy and turned to a mobile above. A panda-headed cord dangled there, and he could just reach it. Lights blinked and a tune played. The baby smiled.

      He pulled himself up awkwardly, legs wobbly. With one hand the baby grasped the panda, with the other the thick string hanging from the disk. With jerky movements, he pulled back and forth on each, nearly stumbling as each mechanism activated in succession. A light shone on the child’s face, an obsessive gleam in his eyes as they darted between the two chiming toys.

      Jenny smiled and suppressed a laugh. Even so late at night, when really all she wanted to do was crawl back into bed with her husband, watching her son play was magical. She’d suffer tomorrow for another interrupted night, but it was worth it. He was so happy!

      She rubbed her eyes and sat up stiffly in the chair, getting a better view into the crib. Her expression clouded as the toys continued to chime, her son now sitting again on the mattress, bouncing lightly as the racket continued.

      Shivering, Jenny draped a shawl around her shoulders and stood up, stumbled to the window and closed it. She turned to the crib and yawned. “How you reaching them down there, pooh-bear?”

      She stopped and stared as the baby pulled on the string to the animal disk again. The mechanism clicked and the heads began to rotate. At the same time, the mobile above lit up and played its little tune. The baby smiled and giggled.

      “How did you do that?”

      The string with the panda was wrapped around one of the animal heads of the disk, so as the disk advanced slightly with each pull, the tug on the mobile activated the second toy, the mechanisms now linked. There wasn’t any slack left in the mobile string, and she detached it from the lion head the string had looped behind.

      “There,” she said. “You’ll break it, silly boy.”

      The baby pulled on the animal disk string and it moved. He stared at the mobile expectantly. Nothing happened. He pulled on the string again. His lip quivered, and he began to cry.

      “Shh. Sorry, pooh-bear, but you got it all tangled.” She smiled and cooed at him. He didn’t seem to notice her and continued to tug on the string in frustration. The woman sighed. “We got to get some sleep, sweetie. Mommy’s tired.”

      She walked back to the rocking chair. “Mommy’s just going to close her eyes for a few minutes.”

      She slumped down and exhaled deeply, the chair swallowing her whole like an ocean pulling her down into slumber.

      And then the sounds again. Animal noises followed by the little tune. Dancing, dancing together in her mind one after the other. The patter of them landing on her like rain. Where had she heard them before? Oh, yes. But the string would break...

      Jenny snapped awake and knuckled at her eyes. Sure enough, the baby had done it again. The string from the mobile was fixed to the other toy disk mounted on the side of the crib.

      She got up slowly and walked to the bed, reaching in to untangle the devices again. The baby began to cry.

      “Sweetie,” she began and then stopped, staring quizzically at the child. She reached up and slowly detached the string, letting the panda head drop downward back under the mobile. She watched her son closely. His complaining slowed and then he toddled up, reaching deliberately over to the panda head to pull it to the side, and yanked the string clumsily to the disk. After several failures, the string latched around one of the animal heads. The baby squealed and dropped back down. He pulled the string and the two toys danced in unison.

      She repeated the process to the same effect.

      Then she ran from the room.

      [image: ]

      “Look, Henry, just look!”

      Jenny stood beside the crib, Henry, the boy’s father, yawning. He watched his son.

      “See? He’s hooked them together. They both play when he pulls one string!”

      “Okay, Jenny? So he tangled them up. We just undo it and it’ll be fine.”

      “No. Don’t you get it? It’s on purpose.”

      His forehead creased. “On purpose?”

      “Yes! He likes it when they both play. He figured out a way to link them together.”

      “At nine months? Jenny, come on. You need sleep.”

      “No, listen! I undid it like three times. He keeps putting them back together.”

      “Honey, how about I take over tonight and you get some rest?”

      She pushed forward, the wild look in her eyes causing him to backpedal unconsciously. “Henry, do you know what this means? Do you?”

      The man shook his head.

      “It means he’s a genius, Henry.”

      The father had reached the doorway, yet she pursued him, grasping the folds of his robe and pulling him toward her.

      “Our baby is a genius!”
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        Remember remember 
        the fifth of November!
        Gunpowder, Treason and Plot!
        I see no reason 
        why Gunpowder Treason
        should ever be forgot!
        —English Folk Verse (c.1870)

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        BEFORE:

        THE ANONYMOUS EVENT COMMISSION

      

        

      
        DEPOSITION IN THE MATTER OF:

        UNITED STATES ARMED FORCES SPECIAL TRIBUNAL, Plaintiff,

        versus

        JOHN SAVAS, Defendant

        Case No. M120039E-007X

      

        

      
        DEPOSITION OF:

        Franklin Joeseph Miller

        called for examination by Counsel for the Defendant, pursuant to Notice of Deposition, at the Independent Council Offices, located at

        [REDACTED] Washington, D.C.,

        when were present on behalf of the

        respective parties: [REDACTED]

      

      

      Counsel on Behalf of Defendant (CBD): Will you please identify yourself for the record?

      MR. MILLER: Franklin J. Miller, Special Agent, Counterterrorism. Intel 1 division.

      

      CBD: You have a service record?

      MR. MILLER: Yes. Three tours in Afghanistan. Honorably discharged.

      

      CBD: Honorably? I’d say that is an understatement. Medal of Honor, if I’m not mistaken? Second Battle of Fallujah, according to your records here.

      MR. MILLER: That’s correct.

      CBD: Would you care to elaborate for the panel?

      MR. MILLER: I would prefer not to.

      

      CBD: Thank you, Mr. Miller. You understand that your testimony here is on the record, and your words might later be used to charge and try you as an enemy combatant of the United States?

      MR. MILLER: No, I don't understand that.

      

      [REDACTED]: Have you not been informed of your rights and requirements under the new Tribunal Act?

      MR. MILLER: Yes, sir. But none of this makes any sense to me.

      [REDACTED]: You have been informed of the law?

      MR. Miller: Yes. Jesus.

      

      CBD: Mr. Miller, how long have you worked with the defendant?

      MR. MILLER: Nearly a decade.

      

      CBD: And in what capacity?

      MR. MILLER: First I was a special agent in the Intel 1 division under the umbrella of Larry Kanter's counter-terrorism branch. After the attacks on our division, I served under him in the restructured Intel 1.

      

      CBD: And it was serving in this role during which the events in question occurred?

      MR. MILLER: Yes.

      

      CBD: And how did you and the Intel 1 division become involved?

      MR. MILLER: John likely knows the chronology better. But-

      

      CBD: You mean the defendant, former agent Savas?

      MR. MILLER: Former?

      CBD: Agent Savas.

      MR. MILLER: Yes. Special agent in Charge, John Savas.

      

      CBD: Continue.

      MR. MILLER: I mean for the rest of us it was a relatively normal day, if you can ever consider counterterrorism a normal job. We had our usual reports, chatter, kidnappings by more extremists, talks of retaliation for the French raid in Algeria. It was also the ceremony for John's medal, and that morning we were all in front of the Mayor and Attorney General.

      

      [REDACTED]: And the Anonymous case? Please focus your responses to material relevant to this inquiry.

      MR. MILLER: Right. It started with the bombing, obviously. As far as I know, NYPD was the first on the scene but they called us in fairly quickly.

      [REDACTED]: You know this because?

      MR. MILLER: John told us.

      

      CBD: Can we just back up and get the events from you one step at a time. Tell us from what you remember what happened.

      MR. MILLER: I wasn't there for a lot of it, but we were all briefed.

      CBD: That's fine. Just your words, please.

      MR. MILLER: All right. Like I said, it started just like any other day.
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      "Mr. Craig, sir."

      A man in a chauffeur’s uniform held a door open patiently. The CEO of Goldman Sachs stalked toward the car. Silver-haired, dressed in a tailored business suit with a golden watch that glinted in the sunlight, his thin-framed glasses gave his harsh features a predatory intelligence. The black leather handle of his briefcase contrasted sharply with his golden wedding ring. Two bodyguards left his side and walked to a second car parked immediately behind.

      Jack Craig nodded to the chauffeur and stepped into the limo. He dropped his briefcase onto the leather seat, pulled out his cell phone, and dialed as his driver shut the door. The interior was spartan compared to the cars kept by many of his equals at the top echelons of corporate power. But Craig had never taken to the ostentatious bravado that infected so many of his peers. To his mind, there was no surer sign of dominance than the refusal to flaunt it.

      The driver entered and started the engine. “World Financial Center, Miles." The driver nodded and pulled the car out into midday Manhattan traffic. Craig engaged the auditory dampening system, sealing him off from the driver. "Yes, Heidi. I understand that there are midterms coming, but this bill cannot come up for a vote. It's got Warren's dirty paw prints all over it and it’s a step in the wrong direction." He paused, listening. "No, it doesn't matter. You won't lose your position on the committee. Hell, given how much you lot have gerrymandered things I doubt I'll be alive the next time you lose the House. We've got you more than covered with the advertising, believe me. Kill this vote. You’ve got nothing to fear." He pulled the phone away from his head to mitigate the shouting on the other end of the line. "For fuck's sake, Heidi! Least of all the press! Not even the Times has anyone off the payroll now."

      Craig nodded several times, satisfied. He ended the call and sighed. No one in Congress has any balls except that damn bitch Warren! And they hadn't been able to find a price for her. He doubted there was one, but they still had many years to find out. Especially if they could couple it with some dirty laundry and rattle her cage a little. He swiped across the phone and hit an entry, placing a call.

      "Hi, sweetheart!" For the first time that day, Jack Craig smiled. "No, I can't make your show today, I'm sorry. Daddy's got a very important meeting with the President. Tell that to your friends!" He frowned as a whining pitch escaped from the speaker. "I know, I know, honey. I'll bring you something special tonight, from that new toy store they opened, what's it called? The one with the giant bear?" There was a sound on the other end. "Right. That one. A surprise, okay?"

      The vehicle pulled out onto FDR Drive and sped south beneath the Hospital for Special Surgery, the sun glinting off the East River on his left. Craig cracked the window open a wedge, gazing toward the looming mass of the Queensboro Bridge and the white sailboats bobbing along the currents.

      "Now, Daddy’s got to go. You give him a kiss." A pop sounded on the speaker. "Thanks, honey. Talk to you later." He closed the connection.

      Continuing to stare outside his window, Craig felt a weariness descend. Soon, he knew, they would reach their exit and the nasty courting ritual would begin at the hotel. A presidential speech on financial reform, dutiful agreements from the top managers, handshakes, TV moments, and reporters' questions. Too much money had changed hands for there to be any real concern. They owned the committees. The damn politicians had to trot them out every few years, give them a public tongue-lashing, and then it was back to business as usual.

      A black spot in the sky in front of them caught his eye. What the hell? He disengaged the sound suppression.

      "Miles, can you see that thing in front of us? I thought it was a plane, but it's something else."

      While he was accustomed to the low-flying aircraft along this route—helicopters heading to the Hamptons and tourist planes lumbering overhead—something was wrong. The craft, whatever it was, seemed way too low. Too small.

      "Look at it—it's off the river and over the damned FDR.”

      He could see his driver straining upward and nodding. "Some kid’s remote control helicopter or something, Mr. Craig."

      Craig shook his head. "Maybe. Damn if it’s not going to hit us."

      The object careened straight for them, slowing its approach until it paced the car. He could see it better now: four helicopter-like blades spun equidistant from each other separated like the points on a square. A mass of spidery arms underneath held what looked like a cylinder, the bottom shining like a large metallic disk. Craig felt a strange unease. It's like some giant insect from Mars.

      "Miles, take the next exit. There. The sign that says 53rd. Take that exit.”

      "But sir, we'll get snarled in the local traffic."

      "Just do it!"

      Craig wasn't sure what was happening, but his instincts were never wrong. He had lived too long as a predator and master of the games of power. When soldiers around him died in Vietnam, he made it out alive. It was a sixth sense, background processing, something that always alerted him to danger and opportunity. Right now, his alarms were ringing frantically.

      The limo darted across lanes toward the exit to a chorus of horns. The small flying thing matched their motion and continued to close the distance.

      Miles grumbled as the wheels hit the exit ramp. "This some new paparazzi thing?"

      Then, the impossible! The small craft accelerated and slammed directly onto the roof of the car.

      Craig jumped. Shit! "Pull us over, Miles. Now!"

      But there wasn't a place to stop the car. Still exiting the off-ramp, the driver accelerated and hurtled toward a curbside ahead.

      "Goddamn thing is stuck to the rooftop," yelled Craig, grabbing the handle of his door. He prepared to leap out of the vehicle.

      A large explosion rocked the corner of 53rd and Sutton Place. Windows of surrounding buildings shattered, facade stone fractured and fell, and debris from a black limo blasted outward with a fireball that set nearby trees and garbage on fire. Smoke surged upward from the demolished vehicle, only a chassis and partial skeleton remaining. Alarms sounded from cars parked near to the blast radius, and voices screamed over the din. Bodies were strewn motionless around the inferno. Wounded screamed for help.

      Above the growing chaos, unseen by anyone below, a frenetic buzzing purred. An apple-sized object hovered hundreds of feet above the fire, a propeller whirling above an octagonal hardware collection ending with a downward-pointing lens. The mechanical insect observed the scene with a cold stillness. As the first sounds of sirens began to spill toward the carnage, it climbed above the buildings and disappeared into the sky.
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      “So it is only fitting that today, five years after the events in New York and around the world that brought us to the brink of international conflict, we honor a man who was instrumental in bringing us back from that cliff.”

      Special agent John Savas squirmed in his metal fold-out chair and prayed that this horrific political pageantry would reach its inevitable and dreaded climax. His salt-and-pepper hair was trimmed similarly to that time five years back, a time when the home-grown terrorists of Mjolnir had aimed a nuclear warhead at the Muslim holy city of Mecca during the great Hajj pilgrimage. But no amount of self-delusion could hide the fact that it was considerably more salty now than it had been. While he still worked to keep himself in shape, at fifty-five, age was beginning to finally have the upper hand, and his increased desk time as the director of Intel 1 hadn’t helped.

      But it was more than simply age. As for the nightmares—Savas was too mired in a dying male culture to do much about them. PTSD was what psychologists talked about on cable news, not what men had or admitted to. Only his wife of three years, agent Rebecca Cohen, truly knew the extent of the damage. And that because she shared the trauma as well.

      Savas watched the new Attorney General of the United States bring the speech to a point of tension and transition. The former prosecutor looked in his direction and nodded.

      “And without further delay, here to receive the Award for Exceptional Heroism, please welcome a true American hero and pride of New York City, John Savas!”

      Savas surged to his feet, flashbulbs exploding around him, applause drowning his thoughts like a churning waterfall. He moved as confidently as he could toward the stage, remembering to paste a reserved smile on his face for the evening news. A row of officers from the NYPD and local FBI branches greeted him with handshakes and pats on the back. Nearing the podium, reporters’ cameras pummeling him like strobe lights, and he shook hands with the Attorney General with one hand while grasping the medallion case and plaque in the other.

      As they paused for the photographers, Savas instinctively searched among the front row of FBI agents for a diminutive brunette. Her long hair would be secured formally behind her. For events like this she usually wore her blue pantsuit. He would see her radiant smile beaming toward him, his desire to impress her flooding him with energy.

      But she wasn’t there. He knew she wouldn’t be there, but looked anyway. She was hundreds of miles away in a secret location only a handful of people knew, checking up on two charges that Savas had personally assumed responsibility for. Deep in a forest, high in the mountains, Rebecca Cohen was at this very moment in the company of the nation’s most wanted fugitives.

      Savas shifted his focus back to the Attorney General. He smiled for the cameras.

      [image: ]

      Exhausted, Savas dropped into his office chair and stared forward blankly. The medal and certificate stared back at him from his desk. He didn’t want them. He didn’t join the FBI after his son’s death on 9/11 for honors, and he hadn’t risked everything, even Rebecca, to stop Mjolnir to get a damned medal. He could think of thousands of victims of terrorism who deserved much more than he did. Who would repay them and their families? He could think of one man, Husaam Jordan, who had stopped a nuclear holocaust by sacrificing his own life. But what good were medals to the dead?

      He grasped the award materials and unlocked a key-coded drawer in his desk. He yanked it open and pulled out a thick file folder, dropped the medal into it, and closed the drawer. It clicked loudly as it locked. The label on the file, bold black ink on white, left an afterimage in his mind: The Ragnarök Conspiracy.

      Savas loosened his tie and sighed deeply. Now for just five minutes of peace.

      “Captain Overlord, sir, transitional paperwork is now one hundred percent completed.”

      He startled at a bald woman framed by his office door, her arms grasping the metal frame above her head. Savas tried not to gawk at her toned body, hammered and stretched by several years of intense combat training. Gone were the waist-length orange hair and the Amish dresses. Piercings ran up her ears, in her lips and eyebrows. Today she wore fatigues and a green tank revealing rippling muscles on a thin frame—some punk version of Sigourney Weaver in Alien 3, but with orange eyebrows, green eyes, and a more spaced-out glare.

      Another casualty. The meek girl he had known was gone, murdered just as surely as many in the ground. In her place stood something far more potent.

      “Morning, Angel. Here to ruin my day?”

      "It's part of my mission statement," she said.

      "You know, agent Lightfoote, I’ve spent every favor I had left to let you parade around here like GI Jane. A little protocol every now and then would be nice."

      "Stopping a madman and saving the world buys some unique capital, Fearless Leader." Her face darkened. "Steals other things though."

      Savas absorbed her words silently. The losses could never be measured. Talented people, good people who could never be replaced.

      "John, it's not your fault they died. Not your fault that you're the best to run Intel 1. Trial by fire," she said, nodding to herself. "They cut the fat. Axed all those 9/11 counter-terrorism toys or put them under you. Larry couldn't have done a better job."

      Visions of a house bomb rushed through his mind.

      "I don't know about that. He was a genius."

      "And things are different now. Larry didn't know shit about cybercrimes. You set up the Operations Center under Manuel, not Larry. After what happened, you knew where crime and national security were headed: digital."

      Savas shook his head. "Big picture only, Angel. I still can't figure out my email sometimes."

      "Boss Man is supposed to be big picture."

      "At least making you head of cybercrimes means someone can call you Captain Overlord or whatever for a change. How is your command and control center coming along?"

      Lightfoote pouted. “John, there’s no budget! We cannibalized the Operations Center, but it’s not nearly enough. It’s outdated. We need server farms to handle the loads of searches and to fend off digital attacks. DNS floods are daily. Everyone wants to bring down FBI or get in our systems.”

      Savas nodded. “I know, Angel. But times are tight. Budgets are bleeding. You’re going to have to be creative. If the criminals can do it, so can you.” He smiled.

      “So Mr. Big Picture is telling me to emulate cybercriminals? You know blowing things up is a lot easier than building them.”

      “Angel, don’t twist—”  An alert tone rang on his phone. He scanned the message. “It’s Rebecca.”

      “Yeah? How’s her special assignment?”

      Savas frowned. “It’s very special. Now I need to take this.” Lightfoote beamed at him. “In private.” She grinned more broadly and left the room, closing the door behind her.

      Savas sighed and opened the connection. A woman’s face appeared on his smartphone, brown hair and eyes, a smile on her lips. God, it’s good to see her.

      “Agent Cohen, it’s been too long.”

      “Yes, I’ve been stuck with babysitting duty. In the mountains. Now, who was it that stuck me here?”

      “A heartless boss.”

      “No doubt. If he hadn’t, Agent Savas, I could be there now. Next to you. Much closer.” Her eyes smoldered.

      “Yeah, definitely way too long. I hope this call means you’ll be coming home tonight?”

      Her smile was mischievous. “Booked my flight. In by ten.”

      “Good. There’s a lot to catch up on.”  His face darkened. “And how is Gabriel?”

      Cohen looked to her side. “Gone now. Back to the cabin. They’re adapting, but getting restless. They’ve made it a home. But the world has made it a prison.”

      There was a long pause as he considered her words. “No one said this would be easy for either of them. It’s wrong, but the setup was too good. A fight we couldn’t win.”

      “I think they need to continue to fight, even a guerrilla war.”

      “It’s on the agenda. We’ve finally put things back together over here and I’m coordinating with Fred Simon at CIA. We won’t leave them hanging. There’s a lot to be done.”

      The landline on his desk buzzed. Now what?

      “Hang on, Rebecca. This is from NYPD, on my red line.”  He pressed the button to go to speaker. “Hi, Will. Don’t hear from you often.”

      “John, we need you and a crime unit up to the East Side, Sutton Place. ASAP.”

      “You sound rattled. Boys in blue don’t want this?”

      “It’s a car bomb. A big one with some collateral damage.”

      Car bomb? “Anyone killed?”

      “Several bystanders and those in the car.”

      Savas furrowed his brows. “Your crews are about as good as ours. Why me?”

      “This one’s different.”

      “Might be a challenge to ID those in the car if the fire was bad.”

      “That’s just it, John. We know who was in that car. Phone GPS confirms it.”

      Savas glanced to his smartphone. Cohen’s face looked tense. He turned back to the speaker on his landline. “Well, who was it?”

      “Jack Craig, CEO of Goldman Sachs.”

      “Ah, hell. Are you sure?”

      “Unless someone else had his phone, it was him and the driver.”

      “Dammit. A car bomb?”

      “So it looks. That’s why we’re calling you in. It’s getting out already and it will stir all the hornets’ nests. And a car bomb, Goldman CEO? Whatever it is, it’s big. Mafia, some Unabomber type, or maybe one of these new terrorist groups. Too radioactive for us.”

      “Understood. Moving on it now. Where are we headed?”

      “Sutton Place south, fifty-three. Or just follow the GPS coordinates on all the photos flooding the internet. There’s no hiding this.”
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      MR. MILLER: We sent a crime unit. I was there, too. Jesus, what a mess. I hadn't seen anything like that up-close since Afghanistan. I think without the GPS data we'd have spent a while trying to figure out just who the hell was hit.

      

      CBD: And the target was confirmed by location data and DNA analysis to be Jack Craig, CEO of Goldman Sachs?

      MR. MILLER: That's right. There was no question.

      

      CBD: And how did the defendant react to this event and information?

      MR. MILLER: Well, sir, John Savas is a good as they come. Everyone was shocked. John, too, but he was professional. Got the division primed and assigned several agents to the case. They-

      

      CBD: The agents assigned would be you and Agent Cohen?

      MR. MILLER: Yes, that's right.

      

      [REDACTED]: What about the other members of Intel 1?

      MR. MILLER: They were on other duties.

      

      [REDACTED]: Why didn't Savas treat the bombing with the full attention of the division?

      MR. MILLER: Well, we didn't know then what it was all linked to. I mean, it was a car bombing in Manhattan. That's pretty fucking serious but still isolated. Still with more unknowns than knowns. There were a lot of serious things with unknowns going on in the world and we were charged with keeping tabs on a lot of it. I mean, it wasn't long before the whole finance thing started to go FUBAR and that ate our cybercrimes subdivision.

      

      CBD: We'll get to that. Let's focus on how this began and what you remember. So, how did Intel 1 respond at this point?

      MR. MILLER: Well, John—Agent Savas—personally got involved with the footwork.

      

      [REDACTED]: Why?

      MR. MILLER: He's like that. I mean he can't do it in every case, but he's very hands on. Goldman CEO? This had PR nightmare all over it. John went personally.

      

      CBD: Went where?

      MR. MILLER: To talk to the employees at Goldman about our investigation. To try and find out if they could shed any light on the situation.

      

      CBD: He went alone?

      MR. MILLER: No, he and Agent Cohen.

      

      [REDACTED]: For the record, let it be noted that Agent Rebecca Cohen is the defendant's spouse. Mr. Miller, can you comment on FBI policy with respect to employees and nepotism laws? Romantic associations?

      MR. MILLER: I don't much read the regs, sir.

      [REDACTED]: Can you or can you not tell us if you know that it is against Bureau policy to have superiors and those under their authority in personal relationships?

      MR. MILLER: No. That stuff never mattered to me. Besides, we always did everything a little different at Intel 1.

      [REDACTED]: Yes, that is becoming more and more clear.

      

      CBD: Let's return to the events immediately after the bombing. You say Savas and Cohen went to Goldman.

      MR. MILLER: Yes. The morning after. We had already pulled a late night and put together some interesting information we had to run by them.
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      Savas and Cohen stepped out of the Crown Victoria in front of 200 West Street in Lower Manhattan. A towering glass skyscraper rose into the sky before them. Known as the Goldman Sachs Tower, the new forty-four story structure gleamed in the morning sun as it looked down from the northernmost end of Battery Park toward the World Financial Center. Savas could almost feel the power radiating from the monolith.

      He closed the door and stared upward. "No logo. Not a letter or word on it. World's most influential financial institution, and it's basically anonymous."

      Cohen stepped beside him. "It is kind of eerie, that's for sure. But I'll take it over yesterday's carnage, thank you. Forensics was picking things up with tweezers. I've had enough bombings for one lifetime."

      "Hits too close to home." He turned to look behind them. "Look at those playing fields. Still brand new. This whole area was rubble and soot."

      Cohen looped her hand under his arm. "It's hard to take, I know."

      "Thanos died a few blocks from here. A lot of people did. Sometimes I think they should have left it like that. Broken. Raw." Kids squealed as they kicked a soccer ball across the field. "World moves on, and somehow we're all supposed to be okay with that."

      "John, here they come."

      Representatives from the bank rushed out to greet them. Two men and a woman, they wore appropriately moderate smiles for an occasion that consisted of their CEO having been blown up the day before, ushering them politely inside. Savas paused momentarily as they entered the lobby.

      “That’s impressive.”

      It was spectacularly cavernous, the ceiling higher than an opera house, works of modern art draped thirty feet in the air above them. It reminded him of standing in some of the newer airport terminals, only that everything was fashioned at several notches above the quality required for mass transportation hubs.

      The woman nodded. “We’re very proud of our new building and contributions to the revitalized financial center,” she began, the delivery so perfect it seemed long rehearsed. “There are twenty-one million square feet and six trading floors, each larger than a football field. It’s a very environmentally friendly building with floor ventilation, cooled by a hundred storage tanks containing nearly two million pounds of ice. Views of the Hudson River and New York Harbor are available for our most senior members.”

      “Like CEO Craig,” said Savas.

      The woman’s faced paled. “Yes. Please, follow me.”

      The building spanned two city blocks, and to Savas it felt like the walk to the elevator took them across the length of it. No one followed them inside, and the three Goldman employees were silent as the elevator sped upwards and stopped on the eleventh floor. Stepping out, they found themselves in a second, less gargantuan lobby, which required yet another trek to a second bank of elevators. Windows covered the walls and portions of the ceiling, bathing their path in light.

      They passed the second bank of elevators and stopped in front of a doorway. The woman swiped a card over a reader and then keyed in a passcode. The door opened, revealing a short corridor to a smaller, lone elevator door.

      “For our top executives,” she began as the elevator opened, “we have implemented enhanced privacy and security protocols. This elevator leads to the offices of the CEO and other top Goldman Sachs staff.” Her eyes darted away. “Unfortunately, we do not control the security outside of Goldman.”

      Savas could see pain in the woman’s face. “You seem to have known Jack Craig well, Ms.?”

      “Greenwald. Susan Greenwald. Yes, I was his personal administrator. His right-hand woman, you might say. Geoffrey and Kendall here are my assistants.” She nodded toward the two men. “As we discussed on the phone, you will be meeting with our interim CEO Donald Freiheit.”

      The elevator doors opened. Before them an expansive conference room ran across the floor, centered on an enormous table of cherry wood. A man at the end of a polished, wooden table rose and ambled over in their direction.

      Susan Greenwald reached over and tugged on Savas’ jacket, whispering to him. “I don’t care what you hear about us in the press, but Jack was a good man. He’s done more for this country, for this city than anyone I know. Find his killer.”  With that she turned on her sharp heels and entered the elevator, the doors closing quickly as she vanished from view.

      “Agents Savas and Cohen,” came the voice of Donald Freiheit. “Two names that need no introduction.”

      Freiheit shook their hands, an expression of genuine interest on his face. He was a short man, bordering on stout, with thick glasses and a mass of gray and black curls that gave him more the look of an elder artist at a poetry slam than a new CEO. He led them to the table and poured water for each, sitting next to them like a professor before two students at office hours.

      “We’ve had several rounds with the NYPD and FBI since yesterday. All of Jack's scheduling data, emails, phone logs—they're now in your hands one way or the other, either from us or your national databases. I’m not sure what else I can tell you, but I'm honored by the visit.”

      Savas nodded to Cohen and she got immediately to the point, removing several photographs from her briefcase and placing them before Freiheit. “Surveillance footage from a handful of operating CCTV cameras identified some very unusual elements in the bombing.”

      Freiheit glanced at the images. They were grainy, the black limo blurred in the still shot, even the street signs hard to read at the resolution afforded. However, his eyes immediately gravitated to the anomalies she referred to.

      “What is this black thing on the top of the car?”

      “That’s what we’re trying to find out, Mr. Freiheit,” she said. “Look at this image, taken from another camera closer to the exit ramp from FDR Drive.”

      “It looks like some giant bird or something. What’s it doing?”

      Cohen shook her head. “We don’t know, and we were hoping that you might could shed some light on it.”

      The CEO adjusted his glasses. “Me? How?”

      Savas bent forward motioning between the images. “Between the time when the vehicle containing Mr. Craig took the exit ramp and the time the bomb exploded, something descended onto the roof of the car. Our analysts are still conferring with the military, but our best hypothesis is that we’re looking at some sort of remotely piloted aircraft, an unmanned aerial vehicle that was tracking the CEO’s position and then moved to intercept the car immediately before the explosion.”

      “Unmanned aerial vehicle?” Freiheit seemed stunned. “You mean a drone?”

      “Yes,” said Cohen, “a drone.”

      “Doesn’t look like a drone.”

      “Not like the military aircraft shown on TV,” said Cohen, “but there are hundreds of other military and civilian models of more designs than you could imagine out there. We can’t get enough information from these low-quality images to positively ID the model, or even establish that it is a drone, but it’s our best working model right now.”

      Savas focused intently on the new CEO. “Is there any way this could have been Goldman surveillance? Your Ms. Greenwald was extremely protective of Mr. Craig. Does your company use drones to monitor or keep tabs on Goldman execs?”

      Freiheit shook his head vigorously. “Absolutely not. I’ve never even heard it floated as an idea. I’m not sure it would even be legal.”

      “It wouldn’t,” said Savas. “Not yet anyway, but the laws on domestic drone use are in dramatic flux. Some honest mistakes could have been made.”

      “Not by us, I can assure you. We’ve never had such a security effort and currently have no plans for one. I find these images very disturbing.”

      “So do we, Mr. Freiheit. But before we went on any wild-drone chases, the obvious step would be to see if Goldman was in the business. The topic is sensitive, and, I hope I don’t need to emphasize, confidential. So we did need your time today.”

      He nodded. “I understand.”

      Cohen placed the images back in a folder. “A final item. FBI analysis of phone logs indicates that Mr. Craig made a series of calls to Washington the morning he died. The numbers were resolved to those used by Heidi Moss, the Utah Senator. Since these calls were only minutes before he died, they are of special interest to us. Do you know his relationship with the Senator?”

      Freiheit licked his lips quickly and shook his head. “No. I mean, Goldman has many supporters, as well as enemies, on Capitol Hill. It’s not unusual for some of our most important lobbying efforts to come straight from the top, as it were. Business, you understand?” He smiled wanly. “Beyond that, I really have no idea what those conversations might be about.”

      [image: ]

      The interim CEO walked the agents to the elevator. “Susan will meet you on the Sky Lobby, the eleventh-floor lobby. You should take some time there if you can. It’s quite a view.” Freiheit smiled as the doors closed.

      Cohen smirked as the elevator descended. “Bad actor.”

      “Yeah, he’s lying,” said Savas. “Not about the drones—I think he was honest there. But there's something going on with the senator.”

      She began typing into her phone. “Next shuttle to DC?”

      “Think so. Have the team give Moss the heads up that we’ll need to speak with her today.”

      “You going to run it through the Washington branch?”

      Savas grimaced. “I should. But that will delay everything. I’m so used to the autonomy at Intel 1. I can’t stand the bureaucratic dances, anymore. It’s likely a dead end, so no harm, no foul. Right?”

      “Okay,” said Cohen raising her eyebrows. “You know best.”

      Savas frowned at her.
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      [REDACTED]: Why did Savas purposefully keep other FBI divisions in the dark?

      MR. MILLER: I'm not sure. That was a judgment call, maybe the wrong one. But it would have cost time and John felt he was on the scent.

      

      CBD: And that's why the two agents immediately flew to D.C.?

      MR. MILLER: Yes. At that point we didn't know what was happening. Just got a text message that they were following up on a lead that led them there. Ring the senator's office and let them know.

      

      CBD: That would be Senator Moss?

      MR. MILLER: Yes.

      

      CBD: What did the senator say?

      MR. MILLER: I wasn't there, but we were briefed when they returned.

      

      CBD: And what were you told in that briefing?
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      Dusk had arrived in Washington. Street lamps engaged, drivers switched their headlights on, and the buildings took on a checkerboard pattern of light and dark. The large window before the FBI agents looked down to the busy streets, the view blocked by the form of an older woman before them.

      “This is highly irregular and very short notice, but I understand the circumstances are unusual,” said Senator Moss.

      Savas and Cohen had rushed to meet with the congresswoman as fast as possible, but extracting themselves from New York and navigating the D.C. rush-hour traffic had put them in much later than they would have preferred. They were lucky to catch Moss before she left for the day. High-level phone calls had helped constrain the situation—when the CEO of Goldman Sachs is blown up in Manhattan, normal etiquette is suspended.

      “Indeed they are, Senator,” said Savas as they took seats around her desk. Moss was nearing sixty, yet still carried the grace and self-assured mannerisms of the opera singer she had been a lifetime ago. Cohen had quickly filled out her resume for them on the way over. A fourth-term Republican from Utah, she had been a vocal critic of internet freedoms because of cyber-threats to national security and had worked to enact laws to bring the wild online world under increasing surveillance and regulation. As chair of the Subcommittee on Science, Technology, and Innovation, she now exercised enormous influence on national telecommunications.

      Cohen leaned forward toward the senator. “Only minutes before he was killed, Goldman Sachs CEO Jack Craig made several phone calls to your office number, Senator. Can you tell us what these calls were about?”

      “Those are privileged communications. Unless we want to get very messy with the lawyers, I can’t divulge what was discussed. However, it was nothing out of the ordinary. Issues of business and telecom, with Mr. Craig arguing for certain approaches that he felt would be beneficial to the country and his business.”

      She smiled. For far too long. Savas picked up the thread.

      “Could it perhaps have something to do with the highly unusual series of votes that have come from you the last month, Senator?” Moss’ smiled faltered. “My colleague here has tallied not only a surprising reversal of several positions on the congressional floor, but also an increasing number of articles in the press trying to figure out just what exactly is going on.”

      “I’m not sure what you are talking about. The press is always looking for a critical angle, you know that. My positions have always been clear. Certainly, different pieces of legislation can embody my positions to different degrees of satisfaction, and voting for or against a bill is often complicated by the sausage-like production methods of these laws, where the good and bad can be mixed together.”

      Cohen didn’t mask her annoyance. “I’m sure that’s true. But there are bills that hardly changed where your votes have flipped. For example, Murdock-Holsen. A bill that would have denied the NSA certain access to internet communications. You initially opposed that bill, gave speeches against it, opposing the very nature of limited access by our surveillance branches.” Cohen read from her tablet. “To quote from your speech, you called it ‘A dangerous bill that would tie the hands of our law enforcement agencies and aid the work of criminals and terrorists.’ Yet three weeks ago you stopped speaking against it and have voted twice to move the bill through committee to a vote.”

      “I believe that the concerns I had were adequately addressed in the revised version.”

      Savas could see the woman’s lip trembling, the tightness in her hand grasping the side of her desk. Cohen seemed to notice as well. This topic had put Senator Moss under tremendous stress, and his instincts told him she was lying to them. What are you so afraid of, Senator Moss?

      “Has the topic of domestic drones ever been part of your conversations with Goldman Sachs?” asked Cohen.

      The terrified look intensified, and the senator glanced quickly toward photo frames on her desk. She seemed to half-whisper the next words. “No. Never. Why do you ask?” The false smile almost seemed macabre, now.

      Cohen ignored her question. “You are on the record as supporting their use.”

      “Yes,” she said distractedly, seeming not to see the FBI agents anymore and gazing behind them. “They are needed for homeland security. To make us safe. That’s what I thought.”

      Savas furrowed his brows. “What you thought?”

      She blinked quickly and regained focus. “What I think, yes, agent Savas. Law enforcement can make great use of drones to pursue criminals when vehicle chases would be impossible or dangerous, take surveillance without endangering officers, many things.”

      “And what of arming them?”

      She cocked her head to the side. “That has been discussed in closed-door sessions, but I don’t see that as necessary or likely in the near future.”

      Savas sensed her resolve returning and saw that they were losing the advantage. He spoke on a hunch. “Are those your daughters?”

      Instantly, an anxiety seemed to spread over her features. She smiled stiffly. “Why, yes, yes. Margaret and Sophia. Twins. They’re in college now, opposite sides of the country.” Her fingers curled inward toward her palm, the nails digging slightly into the wood. "Identical twins and so different. Isn't that strange?"

      “How are they doing?” he continued.

      “Well!” she nearly shouted. Cohen leaned backward, and the senator adjusted her tone instantly. “Sophia’s pre-med, 4.0. Margaret’s still finding her way, but she’s doing great. Absolutely great.” That smile again.

      “Well, try to appreciate every minute, senator,” said Savas earnestly. “I can tell you, you never know what you have until it’s gone.”

      Her face blanched. “Yes. You know all too well, agent Savas. I will. I promise you.”

      [image: ]

      They stepped out of the Russell Senate Office Building into the brisk October evening, a black town car before them, waiting by the curb. Savas pulled his collar up and turned to Cohen.

      “Well, what do you make of that?”

      She shook her head, a cool breeze tossing brown hair about her face. “She’s been compromised, John. Did you see the terror in her eyes? You pushed a very bad button with her kids.”

      “But who? And what? And why with fear? Don’t the players just buy their way to influence these days? Corporations are people, all that?”

      She nodded. “This doesn’t make sense, and it feels very dark. Moss is a believer, John. You can see it all over her record. I’m not saying she’s above lobbying or influence, but nothing in her twenty years in the Senate compares with what’s happened the last few weeks. She’s either had a mental breakdown, a stroke or something, or what we saw means somebody has her in a very bad vice.”

      “Her kids?”

      “We should look into them. Check on their whereabouts, status. Start tonight with social media, get some shoes on the ground at their schools.”

      “If they were snatched, we’d know.”

      “True. But maybe something will come out of it if there has been some kind of threat.”

      “Political? Dirty laundry?”

      “Always in play with these folks.”

      They arrived at the vehicle, and Savas opened the back door for Cohen. They got in and he slammed it shut distractedly.

      “Reagan National,” he told the driver. He whispered to Cohen
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