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			PROLOGUE

			Thursday, April 12, 1981

			Petra, Jordan

			Despite it being an early hour of the day, the temperature held at ninety-two degrees. Sam Wadsworth, a student of the antiquities, stood outside the Town Bazaar antique shop in Petra, Jordan. Petra was the center of the Arab kingdom in Hellenistic and Roman times. 

			Sitting in the middle of a severe desert, the miracle of Petra was an underground water system that transported spring water from the mountains five miles away. With that resource in hand, Petra’s residents were able to construct a great stone temple and other buildings that have stood the test of time. 

			Wadsworth brightened as the proprietor raised the shade on the inside of the front door. Middle age with a grey beard, he spent an excessive amount of time looking outside. Then, he opened the door slowly, staring at the student, his first customer of the day. 

			A sign to the side of the door assured customers that English and French were spoken, as well as Arabic.

			“Yes, come in. What may I show you?”

			Not fully prepared to explain his task, Sam hesitated.

			The proprietor had little patience.

			“I’m a busy man. You need to explain your presence here or come again another day.”

			Wadsworth persevered.

			“Well, sir, I am a seminary student back in the United States, in Princeton. I have studied Petra, how its underground system transported water from the mountains. I am wondering if anyone has recovered and preserved a sample of the ceramic pipes that carried the water.”

			A new respect was infused into the store owner.

			“And what would be the purpose of finding such a pipe?”

			“Well, given the temperature extremes between the water and the desert environment and the requirement that pipe sections would have to be leak-proof, I thought it might be useful to analyze such pipe and describe its content and characteristics. Today, there are manufacturers of ceramic pipe that are used in wastewater systems.”

			“This might make a useful research project,” the proprietor responded. “Unfortunately, when diggers unearth sections of our ancient water system, they find that the pipe has worn away, leaving bare rock behind.”

			“Might the remaining rock contain elements from the ceramic pipe?” Wadsworth asked. 

			“That, my boy, would be a question for those who study underground rock formations. So, unless you are in the market for some of the rare antiques in my shop, peace be with you.”

			The student thanked the store owner for the information and headed toward Al-Arabi Restaurant, he passed on his way to the antique shop.

			He turned to take a last look at the store and spotted three youths walking towards the location. They were carrying something under their loosely fitting black jackets. 

			The student decided to hold his place and see if there was trouble brewing.

			Before he entered the seminary, Wadsworth worked with guidance counselors combatting inner city youth violence. There was something about the young people approaching the store that reminded him of that challenge. He turned towards the store, preparing to intervene if necessary.

			The three hoods pulled metal rods from under their clothing. The proprietor spotted them and tried to lock the door. There was unmistakable fear in his eyes.

			

			The door was pushed open, and one of the hoods swung his rod at the shop owner, grazing his left shoulder. The two remaining delinquents held the proprietor’s arms, allowing the third to have a clear shot at him.

			So involved with the shopkeeper, they left the door wide open and did not see a fast- approaching figure. Wadsworth, a Purple Belt – 3rd KYU, removed the rod from the attacking youth and chopped his neck, leaving him unconscious. With no delay, he spun around, disabling the legs of the other two, each falling to the floor in excruciating pain.

			With the three intruders now tied securely to one another on the floor behind the counter and the proprietor recovered enough to speak, he called the Desert Police and reported the assault. With sincere gratitude, he addressed the seminary student:

			“I cannot thank you enough. These ruffians have been terrorizing many shopkeepers, blackmailing them to pay for protection or be beaten. You sent a message that should end their threats. The police will question them, find out who is behind this scheme, and send them away for a long time.

			“I promise, when the time is right, I will repay you for your kindness and quick action.”

		

	
		
			

			PART ONE - SEEING THE FUTURE

		

	
		
			

			CHAPTER 1

			Wednesday, July 17, 2019

			Princeton, New Jersey

			The distinguished Special Programs Director of the Princeton Public Library stood at the head of a capacity crowd in the ground level, glass enclosed lecture hall. She would introduce an unusual speaker.

			“As most of you know, Princeton is a historic New Jersey town featuring an Ivy League university. The brilliant staff and student body there are dedicated to the advancement of knowledge in fields from political science to civil engineering.

			“Here at the Princeton Public Library, we also pursue our town’s thirst for knowledge. Founded in 1909, visitors borrow 550,000 items per year. More than the basic services, the institution offers numerous special programs, from an annual children’s book festival to a three-part lecture series on the Vietnam War. 

			“Today, the topic is terrorism, and the speaker is Joan MacLennan, Regional Director of the Federal Bureau of Investigations.” 

			Waiting to be introduced, Joan sat in one of three chairs at the head of the hall, facing the audience. An attractive woman, she was in her thirties, having moved-up at a rapid pace. Her promotions reflected an uncanny ability to analyze indications of terrorist activity and act to prevent the loss of life.

			While she was confident in her investigative skills, being a public figure, explaining the fundamentals of terrorism, and responding to audience questions and comments was something new. But, her supervisor insisted that she utilize her knowledge to help inform the public about the dangers of terrorist activities. 

			Earlier that morning, at 4:00 am, she received a tip from an informant with a reliable record. He claimed that a man in a North Philadelphia neighborhood was organizing a mass robbery that would overwhelm salespeople at a fine jewelry store in a popular downtown location. What made the tip even more urgent was the allegation that the leader had acquired an assault weapon. 

			Her instincts told her to act. Hoping to prevent the threatened violence, she ordered local, state, and FBI resources to the area.

			After a generous introduction, she rose and made her way to the microphone, appreciating the audience’s applause. She delayed her address, as her mind couldn’t stay away from the dangerous situation in the city of brotherly love.

			With the audience becoming impatient, Joan forced herself to begin her speech. 

			“Thank you so much. 

			“This is a difficult topic to address in such a beautiful and peaceful community as Princeton. However, what we’ve learned, especially since the nine-eleven attacks in 2001, is that public awareness can play a significant role in preventing or minimizing terrorist activity. What if the instructors teaching Arab immigrants how to fly but not land airlines had alerted the FBI to their limited instruction agenda?

			“Over the next hour, I will cover the history of terrorism, beginning with biblical times; the four types of terrorism; how terrorists provoke authorities into using illegal, unconstitutional, and repressive measures and thereby lose public support; and what you may do to understand foreign and domestic terrorist threats. Then, I will be glad to open the proceedings to your questions and comments.” 

			After another round of applause following the Q&A session, the library staff said their thanks, and MacLennan was whisked away and back to her office in Trenton. 

			She was relieved to learn that the man with the assault weapon and his gang were taken into custody before they could do any damage. While this was a significant victory, the growing number of terrorist attacks would keep her in a constant state of tense awareness.

			

			Nancy Troll sat through the lecture, enthusiastic about the information MacLennan provided. Nancy was a senior at nearby Drexel University. Her senior project involved the study of a copper scroll, rumored to provide directions to a biblical treasure. Her goal wasn’t to find the gold, silver, and valuable temple ornaments covered by the scroll but to develop stories that could form the basis of a series of newspaper articles or even a TV special.

			Experience gained writing for her high school newspaper, and then the Drexel Triangle convinced the young lady that being a reporter had to be her profession. She spent many hours late into the night determining story content and then writing it up for publication. The thrill of seeing her byline published fulfilled her professional desires.

			As the crowd filed out, Nancy recognized Carol Stark, secretary-assistant to the Research Director of the nearby Princeton Seminary. 

			“Carol, did you attend for Director Wadsworth?”

			“Hi Nancy, yes, he’s overseas and asked that I brief him on the presentation. What was your motivation?”

			“Given my interest in the copper scroll and its Middle East origins, the more I know about terrorists and how they operate, the better. Antiquities appear to be a magnet for terrorism.”

			“That’s right, we met when you asked me to set up your interview with the Director.”

			The two finally exited through the door to Witherspoon Street. Nancy turned to face Carol.

			“I have my car. If you’re going back to the Seminary, it’s on my way.”

			“That would be great. Much faster than the bus.”

			As the two traveled the back roads of Princeton, Nancy explained how the goal of her senior project was to write articles about the copper scroll, the antiquity rumored to provide a path to the treasure hidden to avoid capture by the Roman army in the year 70 AD. Ignoring the highly competitive nature of newspaper and broadcast reporting, she went on to express confidence that upon graduation, her work might be recognized with a reporter job with a major newspaper or TV station.

			As Nancy expressed youthful optimism about the future, Carol retreated in worry. While she had a husband she loved and two beautiful children, her husband’s addiction to sports gambling destroyed the equity in their house and threatened their marriage. She had to find a way to turn things around.

			Although she loved her husband, divorce appeared to be one practical way out. She had a good job at the Seminary. Without the burden of her husband’s debt, she might be able to take care of the family on her own. On the other hand, divorce would break the close bonds on which she and the kids have relied.

			Nancy’s Honda pulled to a stop in front of the main Seminary building.

			“I’m going to visit friends at the beach next week. Let’s get together for coffee when I return.”

			“Sounds good,” Carol responded as she exited the car and walked into the building. 

		

	
		
			

			CHAPTER 2

			Monday, July 22, 2019

			Margate, New Jersey

			It was a beautiful summer night in Margate, a small beach community on the ocean. Nancy agreed to walk to Lamberti’s, her favorite bar and restaurant. Open from May to October, the wood structure faced the bay. Because it was not open year-round, the service was often subpar. But the Italian-seafood cuisine was wonderful, and the drinks were potent. Most of the tables were under the stars providing a feeling of freedom and relaxation. Always the first to be ready, Nancy agreed to reserve a table for her and the three girlfriends she was visiting for the week.

			She walked up three steps and approached the hostess in charge of reservations.

			“Hi, Debbie. We need a table for four tonight.”

			With the restaurant crowded and many standing at the bar, Nancy wondered how long they would have to wait.

			“Looks like we’re talking about an hour or more.”

			“That’s okay,” Nancy replied. “This is our favorite place. I’ll get a drink and check back in a while.”

			She stood in line at the bar, eventually ordering a Whiskey Sour. With a drink in hand, she made her way to the counter, looking out over the bay. Before she could find a high-top chair, her cellphone rang. She glanced at the screen, seeing that it was Beverly, the friend whose parents owned the house in which she was visiting.

			“Hi, Bev, what’s up?”

			“Bad news. My parents just drove up and asked us to accompany them to a seafood restaurant in Ocean City. I’m afraid that will be the end of good times for tonight. Do you want us to pick you up?” 

			Nancy looked at the full moon over the bay and the delicious seafood being served on the counter.

			“Thanks, but I think I’ll stick it out here tonight. You guys enjoy the seafood.”

			Nancy acquired a high-back chair and asked two young men if they might move over so she could get a full view of the moon over the bay. 

			Before she knew what was happening, one of the fellows took off, and the other cleared a spot for her.

			“Thanks. This is one of the best views down the shore.”

			“Not a problem, glad to oblige.” 

			They sat on high back stools opposite a shelf on which drinks and food were served. The young man looked into Nancy’s large brown eyes. 

			“Do you live at the shore?”

			“I wish,” she replied. “I am finishing-up my degree at Drexel. I have an apartment in Philly during the school year and live with my folks in Yardley during the summer. I’m staying with friends in Margate but just for the week. I left the house early to hold a table for the group, but one of the girl’s parents dropped-in, and it looks like I am stranded here for the night.”

			“Well, let’s see if I can help you make the best of it.

			“I’m Josh, by the way. I’m a student at Stockton during the year. In the summer, I work for a company that inspects rides at area amusement parks.” 

			“I’m Nancy,” she replied.

			Josh treated them to Vodka Martinis, and the two talked easily through two more drinks and a shared order of Capellini Positano, lump crab meat with pasta and marinara sauce. 

			She explained that she was a journalism major who wanted to work for newspapers or on television as a reporter. Josh asked her if keeping up with all the dishonesty in politics was not challenging.

			She reached out, held his hand, and looked into his eyes.

			“If it were not for objective reporters, no one would know what is real and what is fiction. That’s the main attraction for me.” 

			It was just after 1:00 am when their conversation slowed, and they began to tire over two cappuccinos topped with whipped cream and shaved chocolate.

			“Can I offer you a ride?” Josh asked, as he placed his gold American Express card on top of the check.

			“That would be great,” she replied. “I walked over from my friend’s house in Margate, but given the hour and the number of drinks we consumed, riding back sounds good.”

			The waiter came to the table, processed the check and credit card, and thanked Josh for a generous tip.

			“I’m in the parking lot one block over,” Josh said.

			They looked at the fading moon over the bay, turned, and walked down the steps to the sidewalk. Josh took her hand as they crossed the street and made their way to the lot.

			“I’m the 1968 red Camaro. It was my dad’s car when he met my mom. He put a ton of money into it to meet today’s requirements. He just didn’t have the heart to let it go.”

			“Sounds like a great guy,” Nancy replied.

			“He was exceptional. Unfortunately, he died from a stroke when I was in high school, and my mom passed away from cancer the next year.”

			Nancy put her arms around Josh, holding him tight.

			“I’m so sorry,” she whispered, kissing him softly on the lips.

			Josh followed her directions, driving to a large house a few blocks over, next to the beach. 

			“The house looks dark,” she said. 

			“Why don’t you come in, and we can spend a little more time together?”

			He left the car, walked around, and opened her door. When she got out, she put her arms around his neck and kissed him passionately. 

			“That’s for the super time at Lamberti’s.” 

			As they strolled down a stone walkway towards the house, a white Chevy SUV pulled into the driveway. 

			“That would be my girlfriends and the parents,” Nancy said. “Unfortunately, we’ll never get rid of them.”

			“If you’re free tomorrow, I have the day off. Why don’t we meet on the beach around 10:00 am? I’m in a small rental on Thirty-Third Street in Ocean City,” Josh said. 

			“Sounds like a plan,” she responded.

			A large man with dark skin stood across the street studying the parting couple. He took several cell phone pictures of them before driving away in a silver Mercedes.

		

	
		
			

			CHAPTER 3

			Tuesday, July 23, 2019

			Ocean City, New Jersey

			Driving from Margate to Ocean City, Nancy had a good feeling about Josh. She was amazed at how quickly the time went by when they were together. They seemed to hit it off with no real effort. 

			She drove down Thirty-Third street and parked just a few cars from the beach. With a towel in hand, she entered the sand and looked for Josh. She found him sleeping under an umbrella just a few yards from the water.

			She got down on her knees and kissed the back of his neck. He opened his eyes to see Nancy dressed in a dark red pullover.

			“Sorry to wake you but the ocean looks too inviting to miss out. I thought you might want to go for a swim.”

			Josh sat up, gazing into her eyes.

			“So glad you could make it. A swim sounds good. The tide is from the south, which means the water temperature should be refreshingly cool.”

			He stood as Nancy removed her cover-up. She wore a light blue bikini, leaving nothing to the imagination. She could have been a model, firm, and well proportioned.

			She glanced at Josh, noting his muscular build, full head of brown hair, and bright blue eyes.

			With the lifeguards not on duty until 10:30 am, the crowd was sparse while the ocean offered its full array of challenges.

			“Are you up for some body surfing?” he asked. “If we can get out beyond the breakers, there
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