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Eighteen Miles South of Lutete, Uganda

Joseph lay on the straw mat and closed his eyes. He was glad Hellen was beside him. It didn’t matter that she was dead. She was next to him, as she had been since they’d both been fourteen years old. If he’d had any strength left, he might have tried to carry her outside so they could lie together under her favorite tree. But it was better this way. They’d lived a good, full life together. They would be together in death. 

Over the last few months, every single villager had come down with a mysterious flu. In the beginning, the symptoms were quite mild. But as the weeks turned to months, the severity of the illness became considerably worse, leaving no one untouched. Insufferable headaches. Fever. A few died. Then more died. More and more succumbed every day. And not just the elderly or infirm. The youngest among them were dying at a faster pace. Hellen and Joseph had watched their daughter, son-in-law, and two grandsons, ages five and three, slip away before their eyes. 

A mass grave was dug, and loved ones wrote the names of those that had passed in a memorial book. Joseph’s hands had been shaking when he wrote his family’s names. He was thankful for the teachings of the Christian missionaries who had lived in their village during his first eight years of life because they had taught him to read and write. It wasn’t really necessary. He was a simple farmer. But unlike others that could only mark an X in the logbook, he was able to write the actual first and last names. Maybe Michael, his only son, now living in Nairobi, would read the entries in the memorial book. More than once, he had been grateful that Michael had been spared this terrible influenza. That was something positive.

Thinking back on how this had all come to pass, he simply couldn’t understand why his village had been the victim of such a horrible illness. Why them? Suddenly, his eyes popped open. It was the water! Not an influenza, but the water. The water was killing them! His mind raced. It seemed impossible, but the more he thought about it, the more he knew he was right. But what had gone wrong? 

The day the men in yellow trucks had arrived, the villagers had been living their lives just as their forefathers had before them—with no running water or toilets. The villagers walked more than a mile to the nearest well, carrying the oh-so-heavy pots of water back home. There was a common latrine, but the villagers didn’t always use it on any regular basis. Yet they were fine. They were a hardy, healthy people.

The men in the yellow trucks proposed creating a proper water system. Like city dwellers have. It wasn’t free. It hadn’t been offered out of the goodness of their hearts. It had cost the villagers. Most had to take out loans. To save money, many families elected to share an outdoor water tap and a single toilet. But it was still a godsend. Or so they had thought.

Fully alert now, he knew he was correct. It was the water. The water was killing them. In a few months’ time, they had all become very accustomed to the marvel of running water. It really was a miracle. Yet something told him it was the cause of this terrible illness. He rolled to his side. His small desk was just a few yards away. He needed to document his thoughts. Someone would come through the village and find not a soul alive. They needed to know what happened. 

With great effort, he got to his feet. It took all his strength to get to his desk. He sat heavily in his chair and waited to catch his breath. Finally, he found a clean piece of paper, took up a pen, and started writing. 

His nose started to run, so he put the pen down. It rolled off the desk. The desk had never been level. He wiped his nose with the back of his hand, astonished to find blood. Deep red blood. He needed to finish writing. He bent over to retrieve the pen and toppled from the chair. 

He was dead before he hit the floor. 
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Amsterdam, the Netherlands ~ Five Months Later

Adam Patterson tapped his phone lying on the table in front of him. It immediately woke and displayed the time: 10:11 a.m. He was sitting at one of the café’s four outdoor patio tables that faced the street. The only other table now occupied was taken by two older women. One wearing a plastic rain hat, although there was no call for rain. She had a pull-cart next to her. Probably going grocery shopping after her morning tea, which meant she lived nearby. He picked up his coffee cup and took a sip as he once again checked his surroundings. Just as he had been trained to do many years before. 

Nothing. The quiet street remained just that—quiet. In the early morning hours, it was used as a shortcut to bypass the heavily traveled boulevard nearby. But at this time of day, it was an ordinary street again with a steady stream of vehicles, but too few to create a logjam. There were the usual scores of motorcyclists passing by and even more people on scooters. And while there were bicyclists—there were always bicyclists—not one even slowed as they cycled past the café. 

His contact was supposed to arrive by bicycle. A red bicycle. That’s all Adam knew. He didn’t know the man’s age, skin color, height, weight, nothing. Truthfully, he didn’t even really know it would be a man. His only contact with the person had been via email. The contact had called himself Matthew, explaining the tie to the King James’ Bible verse Matthew 24:21-22, which spoke of great tribulation—suffering to the point that “no flesh would be saved.” End-of-days stuff. 

It was sort of hard to believe the “no flesh would be saved” part. No flesh anywhere? Anywhere in the world? It was a pretty big world. Biblical scholars thought that Jesus had been referring to what came in 70 A.D. when Romans laid siege to Jerusalem. Other scholars argue that, since Jesus did not return to earth at that time, he may have been looking far into the future. A future that could be today, considering mass destruction was readily available with NBC weapons—nuclear, biological, and chemical. All of which could wipe out everyone. Heck, the COVID-19 pandemic was just a small sample of the mayhem a biological weapon could bring about. 

Normally, this guy’s end-of-the-world reference would be dismissed as lunacy. But he had given Adam the exact time and location of where a suicide bomber was going to strike in Tel Aviv. That information was given to an Israeli anti-terror unit and the attack had been thwarted, saving scores of lives. That tip alone vaulted Matthew into FROG’s top-tier ranking of credible sources. 

Last week, Matthew had specified the time and place for today’s meeting. Adam had immediately scoped out the café and found twelve tables inside, restrooms toward the back, and a back door that led to a narrow alley with a small dumpster and a single parking spot. However, the next day, Matthew changed things around, saying they should meet out front and for recognition purposes, he would be arriving on a red bicycle. Which was why Adam now dutifully sat at an outside table, at this particular café, at exactly ten in the morning. 

But Matthew was now eleven minutes late. FROG protocol demanded that when a new contact was ten minutes late, the meeting was to be immediately terminated. But Adam wasn’t very good at following protocol. He decided to give Matthew another four minutes. 

Then and only then would he follow FROG protocol to move to his secondary position. In this case, the second floor of the public library down the street. If the table he wanted was available there, he would have a good view of the café’s outside tables. Not ideal, but good enough. Provided he got the table he wanted. 

The waitress, a young woman with a sleeve tattoo on her left arm, exited the café’s glass entry door and hurried past, slapping the bill on the table. It annoyed him that she hadn’t bothered to ask if he wanted anything more. Not that he did; it was time to leave. He stood, opened his wallet, and pulled out enough cash to cover the coffee, a scone he had swiftly devoured in a few hungry bites, and a respectable tip. He placed the cash on the table and used the saltshaker to make sure it didn’t blow away. 

Once again he tapped his phone. 10:14. Just then, the waitress came his way. He picked up the cash and handed it to her. 

“She stand you up?”

Adam simply stared. 

“The woman who was to meet you?” the waitress explained. 

Adam didn’t know what to say. Was the waitress conveying a message? Was Matthew a woman?

“Sorry,” the waitress said. “Guess I got it wrong.” She headed toward the door, then turned back and gave him a crooked grin. “Her loss. You’re not too bad.” A teasing grin. “For an older guy.” 

And with that, she was gone. Adam stared after her, eventually seeing his reflection in the glass door as it shut. He left. 

Walking quickly toward the library, he couldn’t help but wonder what was meant by “an older guy.” What was he now? Forty-seven? Yes, forty-seven. How old was she? Twenty? At most? So, he was an older guy. But he didn’t feel it. At least most of the time. 

It was 10:36 when he got to the second floor of the library. The table he wanted along the glass front had four chairs, two facing east, two facing west. One chair was occupied by a woman. Fortunately, she was in a chair facing east, which meant he could grab a chair facing west, toward the café. Perfect. Or near perfect. In an ideal world, the table would have been unoccupied. Minutes before, he had picked up a large reference book, and now, he placed it on the table. The woman was younger than he had thought at first glance. Seventeen or eighteen, he guessed, suddenly self-conscious about his own age. She had two books opened in front of her and was busy scribbling in a notebook. She didn’t even look up. Good. He wondered, if she did happen to look up, if she’d think he was old. Probably. 

Adam sat down and pulled the large reference book toward himself and opened it to a random location. He glanced out the window. The café table where he had been sitting earlier remained empty. The two older women were standing now, getting ready to leave. On his phone, he quickly checked the encrypted email account he had set up specifically to correspond with Matthew. Both of them hid their IP addresses and no email was ever sent. Since they both had access to the email account, they simply wrote messages that were saved in the draft folder. This way, they could each open the draft folder to see if there was anything new. There was nothing new now. Adam logged off. 

Looking out the window, Adam saw a man walk up to the café, a loose windbreaker blowing in the breeze, a backpack slung over one shoulder, and a black cowboy hat on his head. He took a seat at the table Adam had used, shrugging off the backpack and placing it near his feet. The cowboy hat rode low on his head, the brim obscuring his face. Planned that way or happenstance? Then he abruptly got up and went inside the café. 

Adam saw this and his heart skipped a beat, alarm bells going off in his head. No one leaves their backpack behind! No one! If the man had gone inside to order food or use the restroom, he would have taken the backpack with him. He wouldn’t have left it right there for anyone passing by on the street to grab. Which meant the cowboy hat was planned. 

Just then, a man peddled up on a red bicycle. Matthew. It had to be. Adam looked at his watch. More than forty minutes late. He willed the man to see the backpack, but the bicyclist was bent over, busy removing a metal clip that kept his pant leg from getting caught up in the bike chain. He stood and wheeled his bike onto the patio, passing the two older ladies with a friendly nod of his head as they exited. He went over to the table they vacated and leaned his bicycle on the side of the building. Then he sat down facing the street. The backpack was in view, but he showed no sign of seeing it. 

No sign of the backpack guy either. So, what? In the bathroom? Having trouble making up his mind about what to order? No and no. Ten to one, the man had gone out the back, the cowboy hat discarded in the trash, maybe the windbreaker too, and he wouldn’t look anything like the man who abandoned a backpack at the café. Adam thought about running up there. Getting Matthew away from there. This wasn’t good. Not good at all. 

But he remained frozen in his chair. Then a dark SUV pulled up in front of the café, blocking his view of the patio. He cursed silently to himself. Move! Move! It seemed to take forever before the SUV slowly pulled away. Leaving a passenger behind. A woman with waves of long blonde hair spilling over a tan jacket that she wore with a black knee-length skirt and black ankle boots. Even from this distance and not seeing her face, he deduced that she was probably a woman of means. He gleaned this from her attire, her straight posture, and the small, delicate black bag in her right hand. She could be faking it, dressing a certain way, but people usually forgot to fake good posture. Her clothes and style said she was more upscale than the neighborhood she was in, but not too out of place for anyone to look twice. Well, maybe twice, but no more than that. She stood still for a bit, then turned and faced him. Adam thought she was looking right at him. His heart raced. He was working alone. No one knew about his secondary location. So no way she was really looking at him with any intent. 

She turned away just as the waitress came out. The woman said something, and the waitress gestured to a vacant table. The blonde woman took a seat. She was less than a meter from the abandoned backpack. 

And then it came. 

A massive explosion, rocking the library, shattering the window where he sat, and covering him in shards. 

The Hague, Holland ~ Four Days Later

The middle-aged woman placed his café latte on the counter with a pleasant gaze. “You’ve been too busy to have my coffee? Or is someone else making it for you?” she asked in English.

“Only you,” Adam said, speaking with his native Yorkshire accent. He smiled. “Only you.” 

He handed her his loyalty card, which she dutifully punched. Two more coffees at this coffee cart, and he would get a free one. He took out his credit card and tapped it on the card reader in front of him. 

“You look tired,” she said. He had known the barista for a number of years, and while he liked her well enough, he thought her remark was a bit out of place. He was a customer. Not a dear friend. Hell, he didn’t even know her name. 

“I’m just getting old,” he replied. 

She immediately frowned. “You? Never.” 

Tell that to the young woman with the sleeve tattoo, he thought. Dead and in a million pieces. 

“Get more rest,” she advised him as he put some cash in a tip jar. 

He simply raised his cup in acknowledgment. 

Minutes later, he entered the Peace Palace. Originally funded by Andrew Carnegie in 1903 with the idea that the world would have peace if disputes were settled in the courtroom rather than the battlefield, it was constructed to serve as the home of the Permanent Court of Arbitration, or PCA. Despite the name, there was no actual court here. Instead, the Peace Palace was home to the United Nations International Court of Justice as well as The Hague Academy of International Law where law students from all of the world came to learn international law. It also housed the world’s most prestigious international law library. Here, disputes between any of the 122 contracting members—made up of countries, various organizations, and private groups—were settled by dozens of in-house attorneys.

Typical disputes that came under the PCA purview included environmental issues, territorial quarrels, arguments concerning the laws of the sea, human rights, banking, and energy. Since there was always some sort of dispute going on between member states, foreigners might be on the premises at any time for an arbitration meeting in one of the conference rooms. 

Carnegie had spared no expense on the beautifully appointed building. While the iconic three-story exterior was a masterpiece in and of itself, tourists were always amazed upon entering the first floor where a stunning mosaic tile floor was complemented with flying buttresses and a soaring ceiling. The most striking artwork was on the main hall’s two-story ceiling that came to a point with four separate panels that featured four goddesses—Peace, Law, Order, and Justice. The remarkable artwork collection found throughout the building, from impressive paintings to tasteful busts, could fill a museum.

Carnegie had built the Peace Palace with the firm belief that the intergovernmental arbitrary organization could avert future wars. All good and noble, but in Adam’s mind, most wars were averted due to the indefatigable work of FROG operators like himself. Walking through a dimly lit corridor in the basement, it never failed to strike him as highly ironic that numerous acts of violence were planned from the basement while hundreds of lawyers on the upper floors toiled away to prevent violence. The lawyers would undoubtedly be appalled if they knew about the true nature of FROG, but the truth was that FROG was often the first line of defense for many western countries. So in their own way, they too kept the peace. 

As far as the people working on the upper floors knew, FROG was the accounting firm of Froberg, Rube, Olsen and Gunst that took up otherwise unused office space in a small portion of the basement. The firm supposedly ran the numbers on the cases under arbitration, such as a contracting member’s revenue loss incurred when their ships could no longer dock at a given port. In truth, the numbers were actually crunched off-site at a real accounting firm. And since the whole world was electronic, it was very seldom that someone from upstairs actually came down to the basement. If they did, they would see two beautiful mahogany doors with the brass letters reading, FROG. But the doors would never open to those who didn’t belong. In fact, a pressure pad and hidden camera instantly alerted those inside of anyone within six feet of the doors. Unbeknownst to the staff upstairs, a hidden panel adjacent to the doors revealed both a numerical keypad and a retinal scanner. This was the only way to gain access. 

Sliding open the wood panel, Adam looked in the retinal scanner and got a green light. Then he put in his seven-digit code on the numerical pad. He got a green light here too and opened the soundproof, acoustically sealed door, which took him from the complete silence to the usual sounds of any office—telephones ringing, printers printing, and people talking. This was the true FROG—the Foreign Reconnaissance Operational Group.

The clandestine group was started by a WWI veteran who came from a very wealthy family and didn’t want the world to endure another war of any kind. He had seen his own soldiers being gassed and suffering horrific injuries and deaths. So after the war, he started a private firm that would monitor Germany without government interference in the hopes that they could prevent another war—even if it meant assassinating top players in the field. They failed miserably to prevent WWII, but they learned from their mistakes and took corrective action. They also grew by leaps and bounds and now monitored trouble spots the world over. 

The name worked to a degree. 

Foreign because they were working all over the globe on foreign soil.

Reconnaissance because they worked behind the scenes, gathering data.

Operational because they were proactive. They didn’t wait for bad things to happen and then go after those who caused the bad thing. Instead, whenever possible, they permanently obliterated the bad actors before they could carry out their evil intentions.

Group because they were indeed a tightly banded unit. 

All of this made sense of the term FROG. However, Adam had heard that the acronym stemmed from their founder—a man of short stature who had suffered multiple injuries during the war, which left him with a gait similar to that of a frog—stooped over, the arms would swing forward followed by his legs bunny-hopping forward—almost like a broad jumper. 

Adam glanced at the far wall that held seven analog clocks displaying the current time in The Hague, London, Paris, Moscow, New York, San Francisco, and Canberra. He was pleased to see that he was right on time for the meeting and made his way to the nearby glass-enclosed conference room. Hal Todd, now pushing sixty years of age, was the only one there, seated at the head of the table. There were only two other seats waiting to be filled, the place settings marked with a copy of his written report about the incident, a small tablet for jotting down notes, a pen, and a glass for ice water, the pitcher in the center of the table. 

Adam pulled open the conference room door and entered. “Morning.” 

Hal glanced up. “Good morning.” He noticed Adam’s drink and said, “We have a fancy new coffee maker, you know.” 

“The barista across the way does a good latte,” Adam replied, his tone indifferent.

He studied Adam. “You okay?” 

“Fine.” Adam pulled out the chair and put his coffee down. “Just not sure it is a good morning as you say.” 

“We’ll get something going soon,” Hal told him. 

“We’re treading water.”

“Patience,” Hal told him. The two men went way back and generally got along, although they had also had their share of disagreements. 

The door opened again and Marsha Leenhouts came in carrying a laptop. Like Hal, she was American and had worked for several years for the DIA—the US Department of Defense’s intelligence arm—before being recruited to FROG. Years back, she had married a local man and started a family. Now forty-something, she held the title of president of Operational IT, which in English simply meant that all actual operational strategy was run past her before being implemented. 

She had risen quickly in the FROG ranks by fixing the biggest problem with FROG—they ran completely off the grid. This meant that no other agency, police force, or country even knew of their existence. This was great for doing things their way and not answering to anyone, but it left them scrambling for fresh and accurate intel. Which was why, soon after her arrival, she built a spyware program that allowed them to electronically monitor major intel agencies including the CIA and FBI in America, MI6 and MI5 in the UK, Mossad in Israel, ASIS in Australia, and AIVD in the Netherlands. 

This type of eavesdropping had paid off ten-fold over the years. In fact, the operation they were going to discuss today originated from an anonymous tip that was being ignored by AIVD, the General Intelligence and Security Service of the Netherlands. The tip was about a suicide bomber planning to strike at a café in Tel Aviv. Unbeknownst to the good citizen trying to help, relations between the intel agencies in the Netherlands and Israel had chilled a bit in recent years. Basically, someone at the top tier of AIVD felt that they gave Israel more than they got in return. And since the tip about an upcoming bombing lacked a verified source, AIVD slow-walked it.

After seeing that tip was not going anywhere after several days, Marsha had stepped in and grabbed it electronically before deleting it from their system as if it had never existed. Adam ran with the tip and started an electronic relationship with the tipster, who said his name was Matthew. Once Matthew had given the exact details of the planned bombing, FROG shared it with Mossad, and they successfully stopped the would-be suicide bomber. 

It had been shortly after that when Matthew reached out with his end-of-the-world scenario. And now, he was dead. 

“Morning,” Marsha said.

Adam sighed. “Please tell me you’ve got something.” 

“As usual, not near enough.” She sat opposite Adam and opened her laptop. “First, as you already know, the café explosion was done with C-4. Two important points. One, Matthew gave us the heads-up that a suicide bomber was going to attack a Tel Aviv café at a given time and date. That information proved to be true, and the Israelis aren’t sharing a lot about the Tel Aviv plot, but we do know the suicide bomber was packing C-4. Two, we now think the C-4 used in the café bombing here was stolen from an airbase in Germany.” 

“Which one?” Adam asked, astonished. 

“Ramstein,” she replied, referring to the home of United States Air Forces Europe and the NATO Allied Air Command. “The C-4 went missing several weeks ago, and NCIS has been scrambling to find it.” 

“I guess someone should tell them that it’s been found,” Adam said sarcastically. 

“Not even,” Marsha told him. “Judging from the small blast radius at the café, we think there might be as much as sixteen pounds still unaccounted for.” 

“Sixteen?” Hal repeated in awe. “Pounds..? Sixteen pounds..? Dear God.” 

“Armageddon,” Adam said casually. He looked to Hal. “Not a good morning. Definitely not a good morning.” 

Marsha went on in her usual business-like fashion. “Since we play outside the lines, we’re fighting for every scrap of information and DNA from the explosion that we can get our hands on. It’s been difficult, to say the least. We’re still digging, but here is what we have that is concrete.”

Marsha worked the laptop and gestured to the far wall, which held a large, flatscreen television. It blinked to life, and a picture of a thirty-something man, thin, with a receding hairline looked back at them. “Meet Matthew. Or I should say, the man who called himself Matthew. His real name was William DeWine.”

Hal immediately turned to Adam. “That him?” 

Adam stared at the image. “I wasn’t all that close, but I’d say yes.” He turned to Marsha. “Nice to know who we can thank for the intel. He was in some DNA database, I take it?” 

“No.” Marsha smiled. “We found him through the red bike, believe it or not.” Adam looked puzzled and she went on. “The bike frame was pretty much intact. There was a metal tag that had been adhered to the frame. It was from the bike shop where it came from.”

Hal studied the image on the screen. “And the bike shop knew who bought that particular bike?”

“They keep very good records, which has been most helpful. DeWine bought it new and took possession the morning of the bombing. Once we had that, we scrambled to get DNA confirmation and we got it.”

“Excellent,” Adam noted.

“We’ve made sure AIVD figured it out,” Marsha said. 

Adam understood. Since FROG didn’t really exist, they could hardly follow up directly on leads, notify next of kin about a death, and so on. But once AIVD was off and running, Marsha’s team would be able to electronically monitor anything and everything the agency found. Unbeknownst to them, of course. He looked at the image. “What do we know about him?”

“British,” Marsha revealed. “Twenty-nine years old. Fulbright scholar. Worked for Red Arrow Capital in London’s financial district as a hedge-fund manager.”

“Trust-fund baby?” Adam asked. 

“You’re showing your distain for hedge-fund managers,” Hal chided him. 

“No, no trust fund,” Marsha said. “He died with some accumulated wealth, but all his own earnings. He did well, and no, he had no red flags from any oversight agency.”

“He was a Boy Scout,” Adam remarked. 

“His parents died when he was two, and he was adopted by a family of some means, but not wealthy by the strict sense of the word. He took their surname, DeWine. No siblings, biological or through the adoptive family.”

“What do we have on the adoptive family?” Hal asked.

Marsha worked her laptop, and the screen changed to show a middle-aged couple with Matthew. Everyone was smiling. “Third year at university. I don’t have any more recent photos of the three of them. William, or Matthew if you want, didn’t do social media. I mean, nothing.” 

“So we can say he probably didn’t know he was going to end up in bits and pieces, and it would have helped us immensely if he’d had a strong social-media presence,” Adam said sardonically. 

Marsha ignored Adam. “His father, Jack DeWine, is still alive, still working as an attorney specializing in real estate. His mother, Caroline, died a year ago. Heart disease. No career to speak of, but she was the co-founder of a charity promoting healthy-heart awareness.”

“She have a family history of heart problems?” Hal probed. “Pretty ironic that she establishes a heart-disease charity and dies from the same disease.”

Martha smiled. “I agree, and we’ve tagged that, but for right now, it doesn’t appear to be relevant to our concerns so it’s not on the front burner to dig into.” She clicked to the next PowerPoint slide. An exterior photo of a glass building, the Red Arrow Capital logo front and center. “AIVD talked to some colleagues. DeWine was well liked. He had been there eight years. He took an intern job while still at university.”

“So, his only job,” Adam said. 

“Right.” The next few slides showed him with several different women. All his age, all satisfyingly attractive. “Women he was linked to, but none appear to be too serious, but we are delving deep into each one.” 

“Any one in particular stand out?” Adam asked. Marsha clicked back to the first picture. A rather short woman with long, dark hair. Attractive.

“This woman. Nancy Ellison. Twenty-two. Father is Robert Ellison, an earl, very wealthy and very political. Very loud about it. Believing only those that are property owners should be allowed to vote in any election. Otherwise, those on the dole will vote for socialists. Britain cannot allow any more immigrants into the country, legal or illegal, blah, blah, blah.” 

Adam looked to Marsha. “Her beliefs too?” 

“All we know is she likes fast cars.” Adam gave her a puzzled look. “Literally. She raced karts, that’s with a K, and beat all comers, and moved on to open-wheel race cars. Last year, she earned a ride on a Formula-3 car, but there is some talk that Daddy made it happen—he’s one of the team’s biggest sponsors.” 

Again the picture changed. Now, the woman was wearing a full racing suit, with an STR Motorsports logo embossed across her chest. She was smiling for the camera. 

“She any good?” Hal asked. 

“Yes. Over the season, she ended up in the top three overall and now will race on the Formula-2 circuit.” 

Hal raised his eyebrows, suitably impressed. 

“Matthew race?” Adam inquired. “He ever go to these races?”

“No and no. So let’s leave his sparse social life behind and get back to what we do know.” A photo of a bicycle shop now filled the screen, lots of bicycles lined up on the sidewalk. “No one at Red Arrow knew he was going to Amsterdam. Our own speculation is that he traveled to Amsterdam—alone—strictly for the meeting with Adam. We know that he arrived the day before, picking up a new red bicycle just that morning.”

“Any idea why that bike shop?” Hal asked.

“Probably because it’s located just a couple of miles from the café. Once the bicycle shop gave us his name, we hacked DeWine’s email and found he’d made the actual purchase online days before, and arranged the pick-up date. The owner had it assembled and ready to go when he arrived.”

“But Matthew was late to the meeting,” Adam noted. “So, either they didn’t have it ready, or he was late coming in to pick it up. Do we know which it was?”

“Neither,” Masha replied. “The owner said he was late opening that morning. He had to take his daughter to the doctor. She wasn’t feeling well, and, as we all know, you still have to rule out COVID.” 

Adam shook his head. He would have met Matthew on time had the shop owner’s kid simply not had the sniffles. So stupid. 

Marsha misinterpreted his head shake and said, “She was fine.” 

Adam gave her a baffled look. 

Hal smiled at Adam. “I think Marsha means the man’s daughter is fine.”

“Right,” Marsha confirmed. “She didn’t have COVID, but he then took her to his mother’s place for the day. He’s a single parent. So, he was late opening his shop.” 

“So for all that, Matthew was late, very late, and he got himself blown up,” Adam said with disgust. “Wonderful. Just wonderful. Who cares about a damn kid not feeling good? You ask me, the father is a fool rushing the kid to the doctor!” 

~ ~ ~
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His remarks had abruptly ended the meeting. 

Adam realized his error and regretted his words as soon as they were out of his mouth. He sincerely apologized to Marsha. But before she could respond, there was a knock on the window behind her, and she left the room to consult with her number two. She had come back asking that they continue later. She had a lead to follow. 

Hal had insisted that he and Adam go off-site for a break. The men had worked together long enough that Adam knew what Hal was doing—get him in a different setting and get his mind in a different place. They went to a nearby pub and sat at a corner table with no one nearby to overhear them. It helped that the morning crowd was gone, so the pub was fairly quiet. Hal ordered a Bloody Mary. Adam chose orange juice. 

Glass in hand, Adam looked at the man who was essentially his boss—if FROG did indeed have bosses—and apologized. “I totally forgot.” 

Hal sipped his drink. “I gathered that.” 

“It was stupid.” 

“It was out-of-bounds,” Hal chastised him. “And beyond stupid.” 

“I was just pissed. I mean, if Matthew or this William DeWine guy, whoever he is, if he had been on time, maybe we’d know what’s going on. Now, we’re floundering in the dark.” 

Hal didn’t respond, so Adam softly asked, “He’s okay, right? Her kid?”

“In remission.” 

Adam drank some orange juice. “You know, in a really bizarre way, when he got sick, it was good that everyone was freaking about COVID. She got him in right away, and they found the cancer.” 

Hal gave him a contemptuous look. “Marsha’s the best there is—”

“No doubt,” Adam quickly interrupted. “No doubt at all. We’re lucky to have her.” 

“And she went through hell with her kid. So for God’s sake, have some decency.”

“I know, I know,” Adam muttered. 

~ ~ ~
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More than two hours later, Marsha, Hal, and Adam were back in the conference room. Adam spoke to Marsha as soon as they reconvened. “I am so sorry. You know what an idiot I am. I was just frustrated. I didn’t mean what I said.” 

Marsha gave him a long look. Then a hint of a smile. “I understand. And your... Well, your remarks weren’t why I broke off. We found more information.” 

Although it wasn’t necessary, Hal said, “This is an odd situation we’re in, and I think we are all frustrated. We have absolutely no clue what the man was going to share, but the fact that he got blown up minutes after arriving at the café tells us he was the real deal.” 

No one spoke as Marsha opened her laptop and started working. In a minute, there was a new image on the screen. The café waitress with a blonde woman. 

“Her!” Adam blurted out. He stood and walked closer to the TV. 

Hal looked at Marsha. “Who is she?”

“The young woman is Claire Werner,” Marsha replied. “Café waitress.”

Adam whirled around. “The other woman?”

“Her mother.” 

Adam turned back to the screen, surprised. “Her mother? She didn’t look old enough.”

“She was thirty-six. Claire was nineteen, so her mother was seventeen when she was born. The mother was Arabella Werner. Mother and daughter had a falling out over a year ago. Claire moved in with some guy, got a bunch of tattoos, and her parents sort of disowned her.” 

“Father?” Adam asked, going back to the table and taking his seat.

“Here is where it gets interesting,” Marsha said. A new image. An attractive man wearing an ankle-length dark tunic with a white collar at his throat. Smiling. “Herman Werner.” 

“What?” Adam asked in surprise. “A priest?”

“Church of England priest, or in this case, vicar. I found on his church’s website that he prefers the term vicar so lay people don’t confuse the Church of England with the Catholic Church.” 

Adam turned to Marsha. “Church of England? In Holland?”

“Falls under the Anglican Churches in the Netherlands.” She grinned. “You really should get out more.” 

Adam took her ribbing in stride. “Yup. I’ll get right on that.” 

Hal frowned. “So an Anglican vicar. Dresses like a Catholic priest, but obviously, he can marry, have kids.” 

Marsha nodded. “You have to remember that under Henry VIII, he couldn’t get a divorce with the Catholic Church, so he started the Church of England. There are lots of similarities, including the term priest and wearing similar clothing. A vicar is a parish priest.” 

Adam said, “No way you knew all this crap.” 

“Correct. I did your homework for you.” They exchanged pleasant grins and she went on. “Anyway, with Anglicans, yes, the vicar or priest can marry. Herman Werner here fully admits that as a young man he wasn’t a man of faith. He turned to God, to Jesus, when his girlfriend got pregnant.” 

“Arabella, his future wife?” Hal inquired.

“Yes. Herman Werner was ordained as a young man. Arabella has worked in the church in various administrative jobs. She didn’t need to. She came from a wealthy family.” 

“Not surprised,” Adam said. When they both gave him a puzzled look, he added, “She looked quite posh.” 

Marsha looked at the screen. “The vicar here has always been very popular. Even people from his previous postings often come to him for his services. Performing a loved one’s funeral, for example. Baptisms. You get the idea.” 

Adam sighed. “So he and his wife run a strict household and the daughter grows up, maybe rebels a bit.” 

“That’s my thinking,” Marsha offered. “Especially if she was living with a guy and not married.” 

“So why was mom at the café, if they were at loggerheads?” 

“Her father has only spoken to the press once since the bombing. He’s quite distraught. Says Claire wanted to mend fences. She reached out to her mother through her aunt, the vicar’s sister-in-law.” The image of a forty-something woman with wavy gray hair. “Sophie Werner. Husband, Dirk Werner, brother of Henry, died a few years ago. Complications from cystic fibrosis. And yes, he was older than his brother by a good twelve years. He left his family quite well off.” She looked at Adam. “And get this. Sophie Werner was driving the SUV that dropped off Arabella.” 

Adam thought back to seeing the SUV parked there. “Seemed to stay there forever. I was chomping at the bit since it was blocking my view of the tables.” 

“Could be that Sophie was giving her sister-in-law encouragement,” Marsha said.

Adam nodded. That made sense. 

Hal flipped through some pages in front of him. Reading. Then he looked at Adam. “You said the woman who stood in the patio was, quote, ‘seemingly lost. She just stood there, as if not sure where to go. Dressed very well, out of place for the area. Then she turned all the way around and looked toward me, in the library. If I didn’t know better, I would say she actually knew I was there. The sleeve-tattoo waitress came out, something was said, and the waitress gestured to a vacant table. The nicely attired woman sat down where indicated.’ Unquote.” 

“The aunt also talked to the press,” Marsha said. “She called the bombing an unspeakable tragedy and asked that the press leave the family alone while they grieve. But, Adam, you’ll like this. Sophie said that she had told her sister-in-law that she was going to wait for her on the second floor of the library.” 

Hal and Adam exchanged looks. Adam said, “I thought she was looking at me, but she was looking for sister-in-law...” 

“That’s my guess,” Marsha agreed. “The aunt was walking up the stairs to the second floor when the explosion took place. I had all this information before, by the way. The reason we broke earlier was because now, I have information on a young man named Bart Werner.” Hal and Adam gave puzzled looks and she went on. “Sophie’s son and Claire’s cousin.” 

“What about him?” Adam asked. 

“Guess where he works?” 

“The same café,” Hal conjectured. 

“Red Arrow Capital in London,” Marsha replied. 
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​Chapter Two
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Schiphol International Airport, Amsterdam, the Netherlands ~ 22 Hours Later

Once FROG learned that Bart Werner worked at the same firm as DeWine, all hell had broken loose as everyone’s attention was focused on the thirty-one-year-old Dutchman. So far, they were still scrambling to find out if the two men even knew each other. They had been able to grab Werner’s personal email, but not his or DeWine’s office email since Red Arrow Capital implemented a top-flight security program. Marsha would get in, but it wasn’t going to happen immediately. The personal emails of both men gave no indication that they knew each other, and, considering that the firm employed over two hundred people in their London office alone, it would certainly be understandable that they didn’t. 

However, was it really a coincidence that DeWine would choose to set up a meeting with Adam at the very same Amsterdam café where Bart Werner’s cousin worked? Yes, it was possible, but also highly improbable. Likewise, did Bart Werner know that DeWine, a man in his own firm, had died in the explosion too? Most likely, he did, considering that authorities had interviewed some Red Arrow Capital co-workers concerning DeWine’s travels to Amsterdam and subsequent death. After all, the news of a tragic death like that would spread like a wildfire throughout any office. However, there was no mention of DeWine’s death in any of Werner’s personal emails.

What they did find was correspondence with his mother confirming his flight to Amsterdam the next day in order to attend his late aunt and cousin’s memorial service. His mother offered to pick him up at the airport, but he had replied that he would get home by train. 

Which was why Adam was now sitting at the bar of a bistro in the airport’s central plaza—a rather large public area that had all sorts of shops, restaurants, and convenient railway links. He was tempted to wake up his phone and scroll through the photos of Bart Werner one more time. But there was no point. Marsha had uploaded more than a dozen images, and the man’s face was etched in his brain. Fortunately, they had discovered that he was quite tall—six foot three—which should make him stand out in the crowd. 

Adam watched the nearby flight-information display screen constantly updating the arrivals and departures of various flights. Bart Werner’s direct flight from Heathrow on British Airways had now changed from “on approach” to “landed.” However, there was no need to hurry anywhere—Adam knew the plane had to taxi to the gate and Werner would have to go through passport control since England was not one of the twenty-six European country members belonging to the Schengen Area which allowed for free movement of citizens. 

Finishing off his ginger ale, Adam took his time getting to the area where his target would be emerging. He essentially had two simple tasks: confirm Bart Werner’s arrival in Holland, and then get close enough to pull the man’s text messages from his phone. It might not reveal much, but it would be a start. 

Grabbing someone’s text messages without their permission was highly illegal, but FROG didn’t care about that and Marsha had perfected the technique. It started by determining which cell carrier Werner used since they would have to have a phone using the same system. The Dutchman’s personal email account held lots of automatic billing receipts from Vodafone, one of Britain’s largest carriers. So Marsha had equipped Adam with a new Vodafone phone containing state-of-the-art firmware that would briefly allow it to steal all the text messages on Bart Werner’s phone once he got in close proximity to the man. 

Arriving at the waiting area, Adam scanned the faces of the growing crowd anxiously awaiting sight of their loved ones. While there were people of all ages waiting, he noticed that those under forty were the most obsessive about constantly checking their phones. How many people even bothered to look around anymore? Or were aware of their immediate surroundings? He guessed no more than 15 percent, tops. No, probably less than that. The rest were too busy looking down at their phones. 

Finally, the trickle of just a few arriving travelers started to swell in number, coming their way with various sizes of luggage in tow. Adam knew these people were from several different flights arriving within minutes of each other. So he might have a long wait. Some travelers fell into the waiting arms of family members, all smiles. However, most people moved on through, knowing that no one was waiting for them. 

In the distance, Adam could see a young man a bit taller than the rest, wearing an Arsenal cap and he almost laughed. Several pictures Marsha had found of Bart Werner showed him wearing the popular football club’s famous red cap. He was also wearing an Arsenal red track jacket. Obviously, he was quite the fan. Adam slowly headed off at an angle so he could close in on Werner. 

Adam slowed as he saw an older man, a tad stooped over, walking right next to Werner. A family member they hadn’t accounted for? Werner was pulling a small, dark-green carry-on with his left hand; the old man was on Werner’s right. Unlike so many others, the doddering old man had no luggage. He walked with a cane and wore a dark tweed jacket, a beret cap, and dark gloves. There was something that struct Adam as inherently odd. The gloves, perhaps? Why gloves when inside? Was the older man’s hand sore from using the cane? Adam soon realized the two men weren’t together. Werner was walking at a fast pace, too fast to be considerate of an elderly friend or loved one next to him.

Just then, the older man stumbled a bit and instinctively grabbed Werner’s upper right arm to steady himself. Werner immediately stopped, a look of surprise on his face. He said something to the old man and tried to pull his arm from the man’s grasp, but to no avail. The two remained frozen in place, passengers quickly sidestepping them without another thought. 

As the old man continued to firmly hold on to Werner’s arm and Adam saw immense pain on the younger man’s face, he immediately knew what had just happened—the older man had used a curved blade to sever Werner’s brachial artery. He himself had killed that way more than once. 

Adam took off at a run, fighting through the sea of people coming toward him from the opposite direction. Finally, the older man released Werner. Although Adam couldn’t see the blade, he now knew why the old man was wearing gloves. The glove on the killing hand was equipped with a retractable curved blade that, with a flick of the wrist, folded flat against the palm of the hand, out of sight. Made of a special cotton, the glove would soak up the blood nicely, leaving no trace of any gore. The perfect weapon in crowded conditions like this. And that meant the man was a professional. 

As for Werner, he dropped the carry-on and reached for his throbbing right arm, which now hung useless at his side. He looked down at his right hand where blood flowed freely, dripping off his fingertips, and splattered the floor. 

The old man saw Adam coming, straightened up suddenly, and took off, moving like a much younger man. He was able to quickly blend into the throng of people heading for the exit. 

Adam had a split second to decide: follow the assassin or help Werner? He chose the latter. 

Werner was still on his feet, but swaying mightily, his face stone white. Adam took him in his arms just as the young man collapsed. Fortunately, Werner’s polyester red jacket was doing a decent job of hiding the massive amount of blood loss. Kneeling beside the Dutchman, Adam knew he had to act fast since severing the brachial artery would result in massive blood loss and could cause death in just a few minutes time. He lunged for the carry-on bag nearby and pulled it over, laying it against the injured arm to hide the accumulating blood on the floor. He didn’t need an audience. Quickly unzipping the bag, he found a long-sleeve T-shirt right on top and used it as a crude tourniquet, tying it off as tightly as he could. Better that Werner lose the use of his arm than lose his life. 

A few people now looked on, but not one person asked if they could help. Welcome to today’s world, Adam thought. 

Adam leaned close to Werner. “I was to meet DeWine at your cousin’s café,” he said in English, his voice low. Bart Werner’s face immediately changed. Complete recognition. “The man that did this to you made sure DeWine was silenced. Understand?”

Werner started to speak and Adam leaned close. Nothing. 

Adam pulled back. “You understand what’s going on? DeWine was blown up. Nod if you understand what I’m saying.”

The young man was completely terrified, but he nodded. Good. Urgently, Adam said, “What was DeWine going to tell me?” Nothing. While Adam would swear that Werner wanted to share, he was bleeding out so rapidly that either his brain wasn’t functioning normally or he simply didn’t have the energy to speak. Or both. 

“Please help me,” Adam implored him. “What was he going to say?” 

“Hey, there!” a voice called out in Dutch. “Is that blood?” 

Adam now saw that his tourniquet had failed—blood was seeping out from under the carry-on and onto the white concourse floor. Damn. He looked up to see a man about his age staring down at them. “Yes, yes it is. Call for an ambulance. Please.” 

The stranger just stared. 

Angry, Adam said, “You want to help, call 112!”

“What happened?” the man asked.

“Call for help!” Adam shouted.

The man reached for his phone. Adam turned back to Werner. “What was DeWine going to say?”

Werner mumbled something and Adam leaned close. But he couldn’t make it out. “What was DeWine going to tell me? C’mon!”

Bart Werner struggled to speak. Finally came the faint reply in English: “The joker.” 

“The joker?” Adam asked, baffled. 

A slight nod. Then Werner took his last breath. 

Damn! 

The blood was attracting attention from the crowd. Not wasting a precious moment, Adam felt the dead man’s pockets and found an iPhone in the jacket’s zippered right pocket. He grabbed it, and, looking at Werner’s lifeless face, said in Dutch, “I’m calling her now. Don’t worry. Paramedics are on the way.” 

He made a show of waking the phone for his audience. Password protected of course, but he feigned dialing and put the phone to his face. “Yeah, yeah, we called for help.” 

As the onlookers gawked at the blood, he quickly walked away unnoticed. 

FROG Headquarters, The Hague

With over a hundred trains a day making the thirty-minute trip between the Schiphol Airport and The Hague, Adam was back at FROG Headquarters less than an hour after Bart Werner had been killed. 

As soon as he had walked in, he handed Werner’s phone to Marsha.

“We’ve already scrubbed footage of the incident,” she told him. “You are there, but you’re seen as a good guy, trying to help a fallen traveler.” 

“I am a good guy,” Adam replied bitterly. 

She gave him a puzzled look. “That’s what I said.” 

The truth was, FROG had access to the real-time airport security footage for many international airports. Usually, they pulled video when they were looking for a specific individual, but it was also useful when they wanted to alter footage to fit their own agenda. In this case, when Adam had jumped on a train bound for The Hague just as the doors were closing, he had immediately contacted Marsha. Her number two had then started collecting airport video footage and editing it to suit their needs before putting it back on their servers. By the time Adam’s train arrived at The Hague, the scene would show authorities only what FROG wanted them to see. It wasn’t quite fair to law enforcement, but FROG operated by their own rules. 

Although Adam would eventually look at the edited version of events just out of curiosity, he was more anxious to see what they had on the assassin. 

Amsterdam, the Netherlands 

For three days in a row, Lars had essentially failed to do what the kidnappers wanted. Or in this case, the cat-nappers. They had stolen Milo, his only true companion for over ten years now. Clearly, the kidnappers had no clue about his job. He couldn’t do what they were demanding even if he wanted to. And even if he could do what they wanted—whoever “they” were—he would surely end up in prison, which meant he would never see Milo again anyway. 

Tonight had started like every other night. He had arrived on time to start his usual graveyard shift. Parking his car in the usual spot, he had gotten out and opened the rear passenger door to retrieve his thermos and lunchbox when he heard a man say, “Milo is anxious to get home.” Whirling around, he had found a man just a few feet away casually smoking a cigarette. 

Lars had stared at the stranger, then gathered his items and locked his car. His heart hammering in his chest, he angrily said, “What you people have asked me to do is impossible.” 

“You want a dead cat?”

Lars faced the stranger, angry. “Everything is securely locked! I don’t have access to anything! Nor would I even know where to find it even if I had access!” 

“No, no, no,” the man had said, exhaling smoke. “People work around the clock sometimes, we know that. Not everything is locked when people are working there.” 

“So what? I’m not alone in there! I can’t go anywhere I want!” Lars had argued.

Then the man patted Lars’s cheek a few times. It was demeaning. “Think, Lars, think. Pull the fire alarm. Everyone hurries out, you do what you have to, and Milo comes home, yeah?” 

The man had stood so close that Lars could smell his cigarette breath. Lars knew the man was insane—pulling the fire alarm would not work. But instead of arguing, he’d simply remained silent.

Then the man held out a small piece of paper, which Lars had reluctantly taken. It just had a phone number. The man had said, “Get what we need,” then turned and walked away, tossing the remnants of his burning cigarette. He looked back. “Soon, Lars, soon. Milo is waiting.” 

Lars hurried to the side entrance of the building and nervously punched in his code. The steel door unlocked and he quickly entered. He stayed right there until he heard the reassuring sound of the heavy door automatically locking in place behind him. Only then did he start to breathe again. He was going to be okay. 

But a split second later, he was shaking like a leaf. 

Looking through the glass half of the closed door of the breakroom, Gretchen Black studied the man sitting alone at the table. He held a steaming cup of tea with both hands, but his eyes were vacant. 

“He’s been with us sixteen years,” said Max Becker, standing next to her at the door. “No marks against him.” 

“He’s basically a janitor?” 

“Sanitation Custodian,” Max corrected her. 

She gave a small laugh. “Really?”

“Really. In truth, we’re a specialty lab, obviously there are a lot of dos and don’ts, things you don’t want anyone going near, that sort of thing.”

“He good?”

“Excellent. I’ll give you an example. In one of our smaller laboratories, he was mopping the floor and found a soiled Band-Aid. Most people would dispose of it. But he didn’t throw it out. He took a plastic bag, bagged it, wrote the date and time and where he found it, and left it on the worktable right there.” 

Gretchen gave him a skeptical look. “And that was good?”

“The Band-Aid was one of several that were logged into evidence. It had dropped to the floor in one area, gotten picked up on the bottom of a shoe of someone else, and fell off where he found it.” 

“By then it was contaminated.” 

Max nodded. “Yes, of course, but the technician knew they were missing one. So, yes, accidents happen, but with him acting the way he did, he helped the lab techs retrace what happened to the missing Band-Aid.” 

“Personal life?”

“Fifty-nine years old. Lives with his elderly mother.” 

“Single?” Gretchen asked. 

“As far as I know.” 

Gretchen sighed. “And his cat has been stolen.” 

“That’s what he’s saying, for blackmail purposes. He won’t say any more than that, and he’ll only talk to you—the police.” Gretchen looked at him with a raised eyebrow. Max smiled. “He’ll never know the difference, and, truthfully, the police wouldn’t listen to him.” 

“Hmm,” she said under her breath.

“Besides, if something is going on that concerns this lab, I want to know about it. And you guys are better than the police.” 

Gretchen gave another sigh. Max was a senior executive at the lab, and he had called her directly since they had worked together in the past. He didn’t know about FROG obviously and had pegged her as a working stiff in the intelligence division of AIVD. Which was just fine with her. And ironically, it was where she had started her career. Max had woken her up just after one in the morning, asking her to come to the SkyLark Lab right away to interview a man who might be being blackmailed to get evidence out of the lab. She had reluctantly left her warm bed, dressed, and gone to her bedroom safe, selecting a picture ID that listed her as a police detective.

Max looked at her. “Ready?”

She nodded, and he opened the door for her. She noticed that Lars physically jumped when the door opened, clearly nervous. Smiling, she said, “Mr. Vervloet, my name is Greta Drott. I’m a police officer...” 

Lars didn’t move a muscle. He sat frozen in his seat. 

Keeping the smile on her face, she showed him her ID. He didn’t look at it, so she placed it in front of him. “I’m a detective.” 

Finally, Lars looked at the ID. 

“Can I sit down?”

Lars didn’t reply, but she took a seat near him, pocketing her ID. 

“Coffee?” Max asked. “Tea?”

Gretchen smiled. “Coffee, please. Black.” 

Max started a Krups coffee maker. Silence as the three waited for the coffee. Max brought it over and said, “I’ll be down the hall.” 

“Thanks,” Gretchen said. 

Max left and Gretchen sipped her coffee, studying the man. “You okay?”

“Milo’s probably already dead anyway.” 

“Your cat?”

“Yes,” Lars replied. 

She pulled out a small notebook and pen. “Let’s start from the top. How do you know Milo was taken?”

Lars gave a surprised look. “They showed me a picture of him!” 

“Doesn’t mean it’s a recent picture,” Gretchen gently countered.

“You don’t understand!” Lars retorted, quite frustrated. “Milo went missing sometime Monday night, when I was here. Working. When I got home, he didn’t greet me. He’s more like a dog than a cat. Always happy to see me.” Lars looked away, embarrassed.

Gretchen waited, but he didn’t go on. She gently said, “So you got home Tuesday morning, and Milo didn’t greet you... And your mother resides with you?”

Another surprised look. He looked away again. “For the last year. She played bridge that night. Down the hall. She feels terrible. Said he must have dashed out when she came home and she didn’t see him.” 

“And the picture?” Gretchen prodded him. 

“Came the night after he disappeared. Tuesday night, about nine. I was having my breakfast.” He glanced at her. “I sleep days.” 

“I understand. So, they contacted you, how?”

“A text with a picture of Milo sitting on top of the morning newspaper.” Lars smiled. “Milo loves paper. He’ll sit on any paper.” 

“And you’re sure it was Tuesday’s newspaper?” 

“Of course! See for yourself!” he said defensively, digging a phone out of his pocket. He scrolled for a minute until he found the text and handed the phone to Gretchen. Milo was a black and white tuxedo, staring at the camera. She enlarged the image with her fingers and could clearly see Tuesday
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