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Dedicated to Cathy Rodgers, 
 who always knew there was more to life 
 than simply analyzing it

The world looks different through a rifle scope.
—FBI Special Agent Christopher Whitcomb, Cold Zero

Part 1
SUNDAY, NOVEMBER 21–MONDAY, NOVEMBER 22


Chapter 1
WASHINGTON, D.C., 6:02 A.M.
On the day she was chosen for death, Dana Enfield rose early and made coffee for her husband in the hushed November dawn. She had slept badly the previous night, pummeling her pillow while George looked in on three obligatory parties and made excuses for his wife. The people standing around in little clusters against the apricot-colored walls of Georgetown and Kalorama, drinks in their hands, had joked with the Speaker of the House about this morning, about the press buildup and the unseasonably warm weather and where exactly he intended to stand. They had wished her luck, Dana thought as she listened to the drip of the coffee and the creak of old floorboards somewhere near Mallory’s bedroom that might or might not mean that George was already awake—wished her luck and a great photo op, with the mental kickback inevitable among politicians. Half of them probably had money riding on the chance she’d never finish her race.
She sniffed the aroma of fresh coffee as she poured it into George’s mug, knowing she couldn’t take the caffeine’s dehydration this early in the day but craving it all the same. Then—almost as an afterthought—she reached for the sharp metal rod she kept on the counter and slit the fleshy pad of her forefinger. A bead of blood ballooned at her fingertip. She waited for the digital count to flash on the screen of the insulin monitor: within normal range.
Comforting, she thought, to be offered that assurance at the start of every new day. She lifted George’s mug to her lips and permitted herself a single sip.
 
The Marine Corps Marathon is fortunate in possessing a remarkable contingent of navy and civilian volunteers. Navy active duty and reserve units as well as dedicated doctors, athletic advisors, and Red Cross members from all over the country come together to ensure that our race is one of the safest in the nation . . .
Daniel Becker had scrolled through the official marathon Web site at least twenty times in the past few weeks, committing what was essential to memory. The Marines who organized the event each year called it “The People’s Race,” because nobody was forced to qualify to enter. It was planned and executed with the efficiency of a military operation; hundreds of Marines in field dress lined the race course, handing off cups of water and bananas and protein bars at two-mile intervals. They played music, clapped, cheered on their buddies, and were extraordinarily courteous to the less athletic hordes who invaded the event in increasing numbers. So many weekend warriors had entered the lists over the years, in fact, that it was impossible to accept them all. A lottery system capped the field at fifteen thousand runners.
When Daniel closed his eyes at night, he could see the course imprinted on his brain like a snake formed from fire. Between seventy and a hundred thousand people would line the 26.2-mile race as it wound from the Iwo Jima Memorial—the pride of Marine Corps history—straight through Crystal City, past the Pentagon, across Key Bridge into Georgetown and down to the John F. Kennedy Center for the Performing Arts. It kicked by the Lincoln and Jefferson monuments, the black wall commemorating Vietnam, the massive dome of the Capitol building, and back again to Virginia across the Fourteenth Street Bridge. The race had been delayed two weeks this year by the terrorist kidnapping and murder of the vice president; but with Sophie Payne’s body returned now to Washington and her funeral scheduled for the following morning, the Marine Corps had received the green light to run. Like thousands of others, Daniel was ready.
He left Hillsboro, West Virginia, before dawn, and drove straight east through Maryland until he reached the District border. He’d shopped a downtown army-navy surplus place for the standard Marine private’s uniform and peaked cap; he was wearing his black army boots and dog tags. Rebekah had clipped and shaved his brown hair so that the scalp shone through to the level of his ears. He’d strapped a plastic armband to his right bicep with a label that read RACE STAFF in big block capitals.
At five-thirty A.M., Hains Point in East Potomac Park was still open to vehicular traffic. He drove his truck to a picnic area and killed the engine, conscious of ghosts in the early morning darkness.
Once, when Dolf was maybe seven or eight, he’d driven into the city as dusk fell and parked right about here. Put Bekah and the boy in the pickup’s flatbed and tucked a blanket around them. They’d lain there, watching the bellies of the great jets soar so close to their faces in takeoff and landing that they could almost have touched the blinking lights. The scream of turbo engines was deafening, the closest thing to war Daniel could imagine. Young Dolf was exhilarated—leaping up from his blanket as though he might catch a plane’s wheel and sail off into the sky. He was always desperate to go someplace else, Daniel thought. Desperate to fly.
He was sitting here now because of that boy and his clipped wings, the wild animal joy of a child’s face when he believes his time is never-ending. He was here for Dolf and the world that boy had lost.
 
Dana thrust her left foot against the base of the Iwo Jima Memorial and leaned forward to stretch her calf muscles. She’d been training for six months, gradually building her mileage each week despite the injuries that plagued her body, aware that more than just her own pride rode on the outcome of this race. She was the Speaker’s wife, after all—the highly visible second wife of George Enfield, whom pundits called the next presidential hopeful—and Washington society columns followed her every move with thinly disguised malice. She was thirty-seven years old, and the diabetes she calibrated throughout the day had become as famous as her height or the clothing designers she patronized fearlessly for every official function. Dana was, by nature, a private person, but George’s gradual rise to power in Congress had forced her to submit to the press’s mania for detail. She found she could talk about her disease more easily than her soul. Two years ago, she’d become a spokeswoman for the Juvenile Diabetes Foundation.
She was a blunt advocate for stem-cell research, despite the dictates of her husband’s party, which regarded every form of fetal experimentation with horror and reproach. She flew in children with diabetes from all over the country and led tours of Capitol Hill. Sponsored hearings that supported research and put the kids front and center. Today she was running in a JDF T-shirt imprinted with the faces of those children. She’d won the signatures of ten thousand people across the country: Each had pledged a dollar to the JDF for every mile she managed to run.
You’re absolutely nuts, George had said heatedly when she began to train six months ago. Do you know what you’ll do for your precious cause if you collapse and die of insulin shock in front of a whole platoon of Marines?
“They have medical stations,” she’d replied patiently. “I’m carrying insulin in my fanny pack. I’ll eat the oranges. The protein bars. You can meet me at certain points along the race with soda pop.”
In the end, he’d agreed to do it, and not just for the publicity she’d begun to attract. He’d somehow managed to steal a few hours from each weekend to stand vigil during her training runs, amusing Mallory on her scooter and offering water to Mommy while she clocked her miles. He’d told the press he believed in and supported his wife. He rubbed liniment on her legs without a word, his fingertips oddly gentle as they traced her hardening quadriceps. He did ask repeatedly if she was determined to go through with it—and she understood the fear that loomed in the back of his mind. He was fifty-three years old. He’d already lost one woman he loved to an untimely death. He would never tell Dana to stay home in bed at six A.M. on race day, but he could not pretend what he did not feel.
Because parking was impossible to find that morning, even for a Congressional limousine, they’d taken the Metro to Arlington like any other marathon couple. The only difference in their situation, Dana thought, was the photographers who’d tracked them from the moment they’d left their front door in Kalorama, Mallory swinging between them. She’d hoped that Sophie Payne’s funeral would deflect attention from what some reporters were calling Dana Enfield’s Run for Her Life. But Payne was last week’s story; she was today’s.
“Let me pin your number to your shirt,” George said quietly in her ear. “It’s eight-twenty. Ten minutes to the start.”
As he stabbed a pin into her chest by mistake, four flashbulbs went off in Dana’s eyes. She wondered fleetingly if any of the reporters had trained enough to keep up with her.
 
Daniel lay flat on his back under the cover of some bushes, avoiding the curious and trying to quell his own jitters. For the past hour and a half he’d watched a group of Marines setting up the tables and paraphernalia for Water Point 11 and Aid Station 7, as their signs proclaimed them; about ten guys, as best he could judge from his position a quarter-mile distant. They were spinning tunes and working together like a well-oiled machine, their jacket sleeves rolled high on the bicep. Confident in their sense of mission, as he had been once.
A two-mile loop of the course skirted the river here at Hains Point, just past the Jefferson Memorial. Planes from Reagan International buzzed the landscape every few seconds. The air was fresh and clear: Today’s crowd would be enormous. The runners who survived to reach Daniel’s water station would already have clocked twenty miles. Some of them would be staggering, their Achilles tendons on the point of tearing. Others would be walking, too exhausted to run the last six miles. Ahead of them would be the bridge—the Fourteenth Street Bridge, where the wind off the Potomac would force the runners backward as they struggled toward the finish. Those who limped past Daniel would seize his cups of water gladly, and toss the contents down their throats.
The first batch—called the Elite Group, the highest-seeded one hundred fifty athletes from all over the world—would be clipping off five-minute miles as though the pace were no more difficult than bouncing a tennis ball. Most of them, Daniel knew, were Africans. It was natural they could beat the pants off the rest—they’d been running from something most of their lives. Somewhere behind them would be the six-minute milers, the fleet-footed aspirants to Elite glory. They’d reach his current position in the next ten to twenty minutes. After them would come the rest of the fifteen thousand weary runners, hour after hour: The eight-minute milers. The ten-minute milers. The people whose best pace four hours out from the start would be a walk or a crawl. The Marines gave them a total of seven hours to complete a course the winner would finish in a little over two; Daniel had to be ready for the long haul.
He glanced at his watch. Straight-up ten o’clock. He’d already unloaded the plastic drums filled with water from the back of his truck. The Marines were pouring a particular brand of purified stuff that was heavily promoted on the race Web site. Daniel had about two dozen bottles of Deer Creek Springs stacked up next to his coolers. He broke the plastic sleeve on a stack of paper cups as the front-runner approached the entry to East Potomac Park just off Independence Avenue, a skinny little black guy with a skull cropped close as a pitted peach.
Daniel turned the tap on the water cooler and watched the liquid spill into the cup. It was tinged faintly brown, as though it came from rusted pipes; he thrust the paper cupful into the outstretched hand of the front-runner.
“Lookin’ good!” he cheered, clapping. “Lookin’ strong! You go, guy.”
The man tipped the water to his lips, crushed the cup in his hand, and ran on. Another marathoner was right behind him, reaching for Daniel’s water.
 
Dana Enfield was a ten-minute miler. She kept three things in mind as she made her way toward Water Point 4 in Georgetown. She had to keep running. She could not twist her ankle or fall over from low blood sugar. And she had to see George and Mallory.
They’d told her they’d be waiting there, at mile marker 9. An hour and a half into the race, and the day as bright as a new-minted penny. She craned her head for a glimpse of her daughter’s face.
The crowd was heavier here on the narrow sidewalks, thrust back against the old brick buildings by the police lines that marked off the spectators from the swollen river of runners trundling down M Street. For an anxious moment she thought she’d missed them, but then somebody called out “Dana!” and she saw George’s black hair above his suede jacket, Mallory hoisted on his shoulders. Her daughter was waving a pennant with JDF printed on it in blood red letters, and her mouth was open in a thrilled shriek. Her mom. Her mom was running in the race!
Dana’s throat tightened and she drew a deliberate breath, waving to the two people she loved most. The crowd carried her past. George was trotting through the spectators, bumping them with his elbows and Mallory’s feet as they dangled from his shoulders, his eyes fixed on her face. Somewhere he’d lost the photographers. She couldn’t tell from his expression whether she looked fine—or as though she was going to collapse.
“Aid Station five’s at Rock Creek,” he shouted, “if you need it. Two miles down! See you at the Reflecting Pool!”
She nodded, waved again, and then he was behind her, slipping back like a stone in a rushing stream. The Reflecting Pool was mile marker 14 or 15—she couldn’t recall—but it meant she’d be more than halfway. She wanted to push on—wanted to pick up her pace if possible—but she was aware of a singing sensation in her brain as though her entire body was about to lift off the pavement. A warning bell clanged in her mind. Too much insulin. It usually took her this way, with a giddy abandon that could end in shock. She should have eaten the orange at mile marker 6, but she hadn’t wanted it then. Now she was past the Marines with their bananas.
She slowed her steps slightly and fumbled in her fanny pack for a protein bar and juice pack. Glad, for once, that George wasn’t watching.
 
Four hours into the race, Daniel had lost count of the cups he’d poured and passed to runners of every description: women of fifty shuffling toward the finish; young guys with buff shoulders and sharp-prowed noses glistening with sweat; couples running together; aging men stumbling through their last course. Hains Point was the informal finish line for many of them who could manage twenty miles but no farther. After a bit of food and a visit to the aid station, some of them packed it in. Others sat for a bit on the grassy spaces of the park, which in Daniel’s opinion had to be a mistake. Once you sat down on a marathon, you weren’t likely to start running again.
At first he’d tried to be selective about which runners he handed his cups. He wanted to get the Marines who were competing in their tight shorts and singlets—and the foreigners and the coloreds and anybody who looked like they might be Jewish. But after a while, the pack was so thick he couldn’t stop to judge individual faces. He was the first man in uniform any of them saw, and they expected him to be reaching toward them with water. Their hands were out long before they’d lumbered up to his position. The beauty of the seamless repetitive motion caught him in its rhythm: pour and hand; pour and hand; pour, pour, pour and hand. Some of the runners spat out the water as soon as it hit their tongues, crushing the cups in their fists and tossing them to the ground; but Daniel didn’t mind.
And then, nearly four hours after the race’s start, he saw a face he recognized.
A white rime of sweat had dried on her flushed cheeks, so that they were mottled as frosted strawberries. She was lean as a Thoroughbred and her long legs were shaking slightly as they moved toward him; a few strands of her dark hair, pulled back in a tight ponytail, dangled by her ear. Dana Enfield. The Speaker’s wife. Couldn’t miss her face, it was plastered all over the newspapers and magazines, taking money from honest people’s purses and giving it to doctors so’s the abortion rate could rise and keep more of the Devil’s Spawn alive. ’Fore you know it they’ll be breeding babies for their stem cells and killing them at birth. A real factory operation for the Zoggites in power.
She was looking at him, too, her dark eyes filled with something that might be pain. He held out a cup.
“Is there an aid station?” she gasped, “somewhere around here?”
He pointed toward the Marines who were working the crowd farther down the road.
“Thanks,” she said.
And drank his dose to the dregs.

Chapter 2
LANGLEY, VIRGINIA, 9:43 A.M.
The beauty of that Sunday morning—the unseasonable blue of the arcing sky, the crisp breeze tugging at the few remaining leaves—was lost on Caroline Carmichael. There are no windows in the vaults of the CIA’s New Headquarters Building, no view but computer screens and cubicle partitions and the unremitting whiteness of the walls. The fluorescent lights sang to themselves somewhere high over her head, beyond the register of human sound, and a screen saver wove through its monotony of variation. Otherwise the Counterterrorism Center was quiet and almost empty. Only her branch chief, Cuddy Wilmot, was there to witness her act of defiance, and he did so from the safety of his office doorway, leaning wordlessly against the jamb. She was cleaning out her desk.
It had been more than ten years since Caroline had received her security clearance, the badge with the bar code that admitted her to the CIA’s compounds and covert installations, the months of training in weapons and tradecraft and raw survival that most intelligence analysts never used. She was moving slowly this morning, like a woman who hadn’t slept in days, shifting the piles of useless paper into the brown paper burn bags with her left hand. Her right arm was wrapped in a sling. Seven days earlier she’d been shot in the shoulder while the vice president of the United States died a brutal death. Tomorrow she would attend the woman’s funeral. And then—and then what, exactly? She had no answer for the question of how to live the rest of her life. It was enough to burn the evidence she’d accumulated thus far.
“You’ll have to come back for your exit interviews,” Cuddy told her. “There are papers to sign. Statements. Dare will want to see you.” Dare being Darien Atwood, Director of Central Intelligence, Grand Poobah of the nation’s spooks. Exit interviews. Vows of silence. They would take her badge. Caroline shrugged dismissively, and remembered too late that it was painful.
What was Cuddy feeling, exactly? Regret? Helplessness? Abandonment? He was standing over her as she sat cross-legged on the industrial carpet in her jeans, no makeup on and her blond hair tumbled over her forehead. They’d met this way before, in the off-hours of a hundred Sundays wasted in the secure vacuum of the Tempest-tested vault. They’d shared sleepless nights of hunting the terrorist hydra, a beast struck down in one place only to rise in another. They were the U.S. government’s acknowledged authorities on a group called 30 April, neo-Nazi killers who’d kidnapped and murdered the vice president in Germany two weeks before. But she and Cuddy had been operating on partial information for years. Deliberately deceived by the one man they’d never thought to question—their boss.
Caroline understood now exactly how she’d been used, and how she’d allowed it to happen. Thirty April had become her obsession, and like all consuming desires, this one had blinded her. She and Cuddy were the ideal pawns: eager for justice, hungry for revenge, dedicated and single-minded with time to burn. Neither of them had any family to speak of. Their hobbies were long dead. But they had each other and that perfect understanding that springs up sometimes between inhabitants of the covert world. A world gone black, Caroline thought now, where the only friend you trust is the one who remains a stranger.
They’d been endlessly useful to their boss, Scottie Sorensen, the CIA’s subtle Chief of Counterterrorism. Two personable, intelligent people in their late thirties who could render the most complex organizational diagram into policymaker’s English. Scottie had backed them up and supported them to the hilt and unleashed them on the truth with a pocketful of lies. Cuddy looked prepared to continue telling those lies as long as necessary; Caroline had typed her resignation and e-mailed it to the chief an hour ago.
Cuddy was on duty today, in the pressed khakis and Oxford cloth shirt of a man who might be summoned at any moment to the White House Situation Room. The fact that he could continue to slave for a boss who’d wasted more than two years of his life was disturbing to Caroline; but then, Scottie Sorensen had not planted Cuddy smack in the middle of 30 April. Scottie had saved that plum—that honor—for Caroline’s husband, Eric, the guy he’d loved like a son and thrown to the wolves without a backward glance.
Eric is dead, he’d told Caroline nearly three years ago when a jet went down off the coast of Turkey; 30 April blew up his plane. That much was true, of course—only Eric hadn’t been on MedAir 901. He’d been busy crafting a legend: a perfect backstopped identity for an undercover operation so secret only Scottie knew it existed. Eric had become a terrorist killer in the employ of Mlan Krucevic, head of the 30 April Organization, while Scottie ruthlessly buried him in the minds of the people he’d known and loved. Nobody—not Dare, not Cuddy, not the budget wonks who funded covert ops—had suspected Eric’s survival. Not even Caroline, his widow.
For two and a half years, the yearning for vengeance got Caroline up in the morning and kept her from bed at night. When she learned her husband was still alive—and had actually helped kidnap the vice president of the United States—it was Eric she accused of betrayal, not Scottie. Eric, after all, had walked away from a woman and a marriage and a life; Eric had handed her a living death. Sent out to find him—to find Vice President Sophie Payne—Caroline had wavered between hatred and a desire to hurt him the way she’d been hurting for years.
Now she knew it was Scottie, not Eric, who’d pulled all their strings.
Our boy got out in time, Scottie said as she walked off Air Force Two behind Sophie Payne’s casket. He’s 30 April’s last man standing and you’re never to speak his name out loud again, hear? Blow the whistle on me and I’ll have you up in front of a Congressional investigation so fast your head will spin, lady. Believe that.
“I’ve already talked to Dare,” she told Cuddy now. “There’s nothing left to say. She has everything Eric could give her about 30 April’s networks worldwide. She knows all there is to know about Scottie. She won’t fire him, Cuddy. He’s too dangerous.”
He glanced down at the document in his hands, as though it were a script. “And you won’t work here as long as he does.”
“Would you?”
Of course he would. Despite the fact that Eric was his best friend.
“This is your career, Caroline. Christ—it’s your life. What’re you going to do out there alone?”
A glimpse in her mind suddenly of water fragile as blue glass, palm fronds ruffled by a breeze. The beach was empty. Only she and the sun were on it. She said nothing, and went back to trashing her files.

Chapter 3
HARPERS FERRY, WEST VIRGINIA, 5:33 P.M.
He’d changed into jeans and a hunting jacket once he got back to the truck, tossing the fatigues in a Dumpster full of marathon trash. It was a seventeen-minute drive through the late afternoon traffic to Adams-Morgan, where he stopped only long enough to send a fax. He ate the lunch Bekah had packed for him while he drove north, through the populous suburbs of Prince George’s County across the Maryland border. At the edge of Baltimore he picked up the interstate and turned southwest, toward Hillsboro. It all took maybe an hour. 5:33 by his digital watch.
No one had questioned him. Nobody had thought his solitary water station looked strange among the boisterous Marines. Nobody followed him home. Daniel Becker took the endurance of his luck as a Sign. The Leader stood at his right hand.
At Harpers Ferry, he eased the truck onto the verge of the road above the massive confluence of two rivers and pulled out his cell phone. Rebekah would want to know he was okay.
A horn blared as a huge sport utility vehicle—Japanese, Daniel noticed—shouldered past his pickup. A woman with a blond head of hair solid as a military helmet commanded the wheel. She had four kids in the back and they rode in their raised seats like royalty borne on a palanquin. Bitch, Daniel thought wearily. Mindin’ my own bizness while you take over the entire highway with your foreign car costs more’n my whole trailer. You and your kids’ll be the first bodies on the bonfire, I’ll tell you what.
He almost reached for the M16 he kept behind the driver’s seat, but then Rebekah picked up and he caught her voice like the lifeline it’d always been. “Hey, girl,” he said.
“Daniel.”
“First errand’s done. Couple more to go.”
“All right.”
“Need any milk?”
“I’ll see you at home.”
How long had it been, he wondered as she hung up, since his wife had told him she loved him? Not since Dolf was put in the ground. He stabbed at the phone’s buttons and looked around for the bitch in the SUV. Gone.
Daniel pulled out into the stream of traffic. He’d dump the truck in the lot behind Lanier’s package store and pick up the bike. Just in case his calculations were wrong, and somebody had been watching after all.

Chapter 4
WASHINGTON, D.C., 9:15 P.M.
The rumors of widespread illness began three hours after the marathon was officially over, and the broad hill on the Virginia side of the Potomac where the race ended was bare of everything by that time except protein-bar wrappers and empty electrolyte bottles and a space blanket or two, crumpled and dancing in the rising November breeze. Darkness fell early that day; a front had moved in from the west and rain threatened. By dinnertime the Marines had dismantled their water stations and checkpoints and loaded them into military transport trucks. Nothing of the race was left but bad news.
The initial reports were anecdotal: nausea and vomiting among a disparate group of marathoners. There were twenty-six cases in the nation’s capital . . . there were forty-five . . . there were eighty-three. But who wouldn’t puke after running more than twenty-six miles? The newscasters downplayed the stories; one doctor suggested a flare-up of salmonella. Then the winner of the men’s race—a twenty-year-old Zairian named Felix Nguza, already in New York for a flight out of the country—turned up in a midtown emergency room prostrate with diarrhea. George Enfield caught a glimpse of the guy’s face, beaded with sweat, on the evening news.
Dana had finished the race in four hours and sixteen minutes, though she’d been forced to stop twice at aid stations to have her insulin level checked. George had found her three times during the day: in Georgetown, at the Reflecting Pool, and finally at the chute reserved for late finishers in Arlington. He’d been waiting to wrap her in the shining thermal blanket Mallory thought was fit for a futuristic princess; and he’d been struck, as he did so, at how strong Dana felt. He’d expected her to fall to the ground once she crossed the finish line. She’d been laughing, instead.
The pledges she’d gathered from all across the country would bring $262,000 to the Juvenile Diabetes Foundation. They’d celebrated at home with a long hot bath and take-out Thai. Mallory stayed up late, eating noodles and drinking her first champagne. As he carried his daughter upstairs at eight-thirty, she’d whispered drowsily in his ear, “I’m going to beat the world someday, just like Mommy.”
Dana started vomiting while he read bedtime stories to their daughter. Forty-three minutes later, when she slipped into unconsciousness, an ambulance arrived to take her to Sibley Hospital.
 
Caroline had no intention of answering the door when the bell rang at ten minutes past ten that night. She’d been ambushed by the press at least eight times since Tuesday, with requests for exclusive interviews and talk show appearances and photo ops. Because she was a woman who’d entered a foreign terrorist compound completely alone, she was a media sensation. President Jack Bigelow had called her a hero—he badly needed to find one—and there was the pitiful fact of her wounded shoulder, the interesting effect of the sling.
A few print journalists had camped on her front steps for a while, until her persistent refusal to talk to anybody about what she’d seen in Sarajevo discouraged them. Her face had appeared as a tiny inset above the vice president’s photograph on the cover of Time and Newsweek, but everything those magazines printed about her was completely sanitized and came from the CIA’s Public Information Office. Cuddy Wilmot had offered to put her up for a few days, just until the funeral was over, and Dare Atwood had told her to get a room under a false name at the Tysons Marriott; but Caroline knew that if she didn’t go home immediately, she never would. The fugitive impulse—shut the door on that past, that forsaken master bedroom, those bottles of wine stacked willy-nilly in hope of a party—was staggering.
Caroline was afraid to talk to anybody—afraid that if the words started coming they’d never stop until she’d spilled her guts and screwed them all, Dare and the Agency and the husband who wasn’t lying cold in his grave in Arlington. How to keep going? How to pretend she was the same person she’d been two weeks ago? How to tidy up the bits of the past and throw them on some fire, like the burn bags full of useless paper she’d sent to the Agency’s incinerator this morning? Should she sell the town house she’d bought with Eric, get rid of its tidy front lawn with the boxwood hedge, its gleaming black door, the knocker in the shape of a dolphin she hadn’t been able to resist?
Instead, she lay on her sofa in a pair of old pajamas and ate potato chips straight out of the bag for dinner.
She was, if the truth were told, in a smoldering depression. Depression because the weight of failure and bitterness pressed down on her mind like a cinder block hurtling from the sky. Smoldering, because the flames of her outrage were banked now, waiting for the spark to flare and consume the man she hated. Scottie Sorensen. Who’d hijacked her past and gagged her future. Who’d made sure Eric could never come home again.
So when the bell rang a second time, it took her a minute to react. A fist pounded on her front door and a voice shouted “Carrie.” It was possible she knew that voice, but she’d been washing the chips down with a venerable Mourvedre and her senses were a tad clouded. She glanced at the window light to the left of the door and saw shapes looming. Men.
“Jesus fucking Christ,” she muttered to the empty bottle. Where was that beach she’d glimpsed this morning, that tropic emptiness? She wanted only to slip out of her clothes and walk forward through the sand.
Instead, she padded listlessly to the door.
 
“This letter came in about an hour ago.” Cuddy spoke in a strained voice as he perched on the edge of the chair he always used at Caroline and Eric’s. They’d watched the pilot of Twin Peaks in this room. The first episodes of Seinfeld. Cuddy preferred beer to wine and he never touched Eric’s Scotch. There was a reserve about Cuddy—a careful holding back, even among his best friends—that Caroline found irritating.
“Steve Price here”—Cuddy nodded to the Washington Post reporter who was studying her pajamas and sling wordlessly from the other end of the sofa—“contacted the FBI. They pulled in Shephard. Shephard called me.”
Tom Shephard was the FBI’s legal attaché for Central Europe. He and Caroline had met over a bomb crater in Berlin a few weeks ago, and after the frenzied hunt for 30 April through half a dozen countries, Tom had flown back with her and the vice president’s body in Air Force Two.
Tom was someone Caroline refused to think about in any depth right now because he only confused her. She was Eric’s wife and Eric was miraculously alive, so why did she feel this absurd desire to lean into Tom and rest? He was comforting and safe, too attractive at the wrong time, a man at loose ends with hours to kill. So why hadn’t he called her during the past endless week?
She’d heard he was hiding out in a Dupont Circle hotel, waiting for Payne’s funeral and the Bureau’s decision about his future. Tom looked pretty much the same as always: tousled salt-and-pepper hair, craggy face, hands shoved in the pockets of his khaki raincoat. He was roaming the room as though Caroline weren’t there, his eyes straying from the books on her shelves to the photographs on her tables. Looking for Eric, she thought bitterly. He wouldn’t find him. What pictures she’d kept were locked in a bedroom drawer. Or the sealed vault of her mind.
She glanced down at the sheets of paper the three men had brought her. “Faxed?”
“From an Internet café in Adams-Morgan,” Shephard said tersely. “Right to the Post newsroom. Whoever pushed the button is long gone.”
To the press slaves of the Beast System:
Thirty April is everywhere, even when you least expect us. Today we delivered 150 gallons of water poisoned with ricin to a random group of competitors in the Marine Corps Marathon—
“Thirty April?” she managed. “Cuddy, 30 April is dead.”
“That’s what we thought,” he said gently. “Keep reading.”
—4-ounce cups of water were handed to runners at Hains Point over a period of 5 hours. All are thus assured of a painful and lingering death.
“We’re supposed to believe they’re operating in the U.S.?” she demanded. “Since when? Do we have any data to support that?”
“No suggestion I’ve found.” Cuddy shook his head slightly. “No networks we’ve identified. Keep reading.”
This is only the first in a wave of attacks mounted against the Jew World Order. We, the loyal followers of 30 April, dedicate ourselves to avenging our martyred brethren, not least among them the Leader himself, Mlan Krucevic, struck down by the criminals who rule in the name of the American people.
Caroline snorted derisively.
Death to Jack Bigelow & the corrupt maggots who keep him in power. Death to the whore who betrayed the Leader to his enemies. Death to the liberals and Jews who have infiltrated the United States government and handed it over to the filth of the world. Remember Waco. Remember Ruby Ridge and the murder of the patriot Tim McVeigh.
The End Times are coming. Prepare.
She looked up with a frown. “Do we take this seriously?”
“Caroline—” Cuddy jabbed at the bridge of his glasses. “Three hundred and sixty-four people so far have reported to area hospitals. All of them marathoners. All of them vomiting. If this letter’s true, the count is going to rise.”
“But do we know it’s ricin?” Shephard threw himself into a chair. “What if this is just—”
“A hoax?” suggested the Post reporter. “A little bit of food poisoning washed down on a Sunday morning? What better way to spread panic?”
“On the eve of Sophie Payne’s funeral,” Caroline mused. “What are the symptoms, Cud?”
“Severe dehydration. Gastric sickness. That’s about all we’ve seen so far.”
“There is no clinical test for ricin poisoning,” Shephard reminded them tiredly. “You just have to wait it out. See how and when people die.”
“I know that.”
“But I don’t,” Price said unexpectedly. “Since I was good enough to call in the government and hand over the original of that letter, maybe the government could help me out?”
Caroline was studying the fax. “It’s not classified information. Ricin’s the chemical residue left over in castor bean mash, which is produced all over the Midwest for the castor oil we use in motors and industrial products. Ricin’s easy enough to make if you can get your hands on a gas chromatograph—which is available in any high school chemistry lab—and cheap as hell. Am I right, Tom, in thinking the Bureau’s been worried about something like this happening for years?”
“Damn straight,” he replied, “though we’ve been thinking in terms of aerosolized hits—a crop duster unleashed on a city, for instance. Most of our models are for airborne toxins. I doubt we counted on people lining up to drink them.”
Price drew out a notebook and pen. “What does ricin do in the human body?”
“It gets into your cells and prevents them from making the proteins they need,” Shephard said baldly. “Absent those proteins, cells die, and eventually so do you. If this letter’s accurate, and the ricin was dissolved in water, it’d cause internal bleeding throughout the digestive tract.”
“But that could be treated, right?” Price looked up from his notes.
“Treated,” Shephard agreed. “Rarely survived. Depends how much ricin each person got.”
“But the water must’ve tasted bad. Wouldn’t most people spit it out?”
“The mouth’s a sponge. The toxin’s absorbed by skin tissues. You can die just from getting the powder on your hands. In the best case, we’ll see bloody diarrhea and vomiting. If the victim lives at least five days, he or she will probably survive the attack.”
“—And in the worst case?”
“Liver, spleen, and kidney failure, followed by death. Within forty-eight hours.”
“Jesus,” Caroline muttered. “Fifteen thousand people run that race.”
The men around her were silent.
“So why have you come to me?” she demanded. “For names and phone numbers of 30 April here in the States? Cuddy just told you, Tom: We don’t have any. The CIA doesn’t operate on U.S. soil. That’s the Bureau’s jurisdiction.”
“And you quit the Agency this morning,” Shephard returned brutally. “I heard. Congratulations.”
“We want you to pack a bag.” Cuddy’s voice was, if possible, even more strained than at the beginning of his visit. “Dare Atwood has ordered federal protection for you, Carrie. If this letter’s true—if 30 April is operating in America—then you’re a target.”
“Death to the whore who betrayed the Leader,” Steve Price murmured. “That can only mean one person.”
“Bullshit.” Caroline handed the faxed sheets back to the Post reporter. “I’m not going into hiding because of some kook with a fax machine.”
“This time,” Shephard said as he rose from his chair, “you’ve got no choice.”

Chapter 5
SPRING VALLEY, 9:57 P.M.
George Enfield lifted the sleeping Mallory from his lap and placed her carefully in the arms of her young nanny. “Take her back to the waiting room, Marya,” he said. “I don’t want her here when Dana goes.”
The nanny nodded once but said nothing. Marya had witnessed more than a few untimely deaths in her native Estonia. She merely dropped a kiss on the slumbering child’s head and carried her around the screening curtain that divided Dana’s part of the emergency room. George’s eyes followed them a trifle absently; then his gaze strayed back to the motionless figure on the gurney. Dana had lost consciousness again. It was as though she’d clung to the world as long as Mallory did, wanting every last second she could have with her daughter.
Her face was gaunt, her eyes unmoving beneath the still lids; for an instant he was afraid that she’d left him already—that she’d chosen that moment of Mallory’s departure to skitter away herself, without the pain of good-bye. He sank down on his knees by the side of the bed and reached through the metal railing for her hand. The fingers were chilled and unresponsive. Something between a groan and a sob tore from his throat.
“What is it?” he’d demanded of the supervising physician as she wheeled his wife through the crowd of people in Sibley’s ER. “Her diabetes? Dehydration? What?”
“She ran the Marine Corps?” the doctor asked grimly. “We’re seeing a flood of people who did. Something was tainted. We don’t know what. Just hold on and we’ll try to stabilize her gastric system. I’m afraid I can’t give you a private room, Mr. Speaker—”
All around him, in pairs and groups and lonely solitude, were men and women of every age and ethnic background, doubled up in pain. George stopped counting at sixty-three. Had all these people run the marathon? He began to grasp the extent of the problem, began to be terribly afraid. The doctors would not—or could not—tell him what was wrong with his wife. He started calling every contact he could think of—people at the FDA, Dana’s personal physician, his Chief of Staff simply for comfort—at nine-thirty on a Sunday evening.
There was a brief moment when Dana gave him some hope, after the violence of the vomiting and the exhausting bouts of diarrhea—a period when the morphine had taken hold, and her tortured entrails were blessedly quiet. She’d stared at the ceiling, her fingers locked in his. “I want to talk to Steve,” she said.
“Steve Price?”
A nod. “I want to tell him. What I saw.”
The Enfields had known Steve Price for nearly ten years, since the journalist had traded the editorship of his family newspaper for an investigative reporter’s job at the Washington Post. But why Dana wanted to talk to Steve, of all people—rather than her best friend or her sister or even himself—baffled George.
“Please,” she said faintly. “Get him now.”
He called the cell phone number he found in his Palm Pilot and caught Price on the second ring.
“Shit,” the journalist muttered when George told him where he was. “I was afraid of this. I’ve called your house four times. You know it’s ricin?”
George hadn’t known. He told Price to get his ass to the hospital and hung up shouting for Dana’s doctor. Demanding an antidote—any kind of antidote—for a poison that’d never had one.
 
Price spared George the unwanted words of commiseration. He leaned over the gurney to kiss Dana’s cheek, oblivious to the odor of blood and vomit that rose from her failing body.
“Hell of a race, girl,” he said. “Unbelievable. You rock.”
She smiled crookedly at him and closed her eyes. “I want you to take down what I have to say. I want it to get to the right people.”
He pulled out a tape recorder. “Shoot.”
“I remember where things went wrong,” she said. “Mile twenty. Hains Point.”
George saw Price’s expression change, saw the brows draw down and the lines around the mouth harden. There was something about Hains Point—something Price already knew. “You’re sure? What do you remember?”
“I was feeling like crap—I’d taken a shot in my thigh, but I was afraid I was going to faint. I asked the first Marine I saw for help.”
“And?”
“He wasn’t with the others at the aid station. He gave me water. It tasted weird—sort of muddy or metallic—but I figured that was just me. That my levels were out of whack. I drank it anyway.”
“All of it?”
“All of it.”
A faint sound, almost a whimper, from high in Price’s throat. George turned away from them. She asked for help and the bastard poisoned her.
“What did he look like, Dana?”
“Older,” she replied with effort. “Older than a Marine. In his thirties, maybe. White. Five foot ten. Bright blue eyes. Cammies. No music. A couple of water drums and a stack of bottles.”
She paused to draw breath. Price reached for her hand and squeezed it.
“I thanked him for the cup. . . . But I remember: He didn’t smile or wish me well. Which was odd. Everybody else did. I got my blood tested at the aid station, ate a banana and drank some juice, then ran the last few miles.”
She began to pant, and with the automatic surge that had become horribly routine, George reached for a basin. Price watched as Dana retched out her guts in her husband’s hands; she vomited mostly blood.
“I’m sorry, gentlemen,” said a nurse at the partition, “I’m going to have to ask you to step into the hall. Mrs. Enfield needs rest.”
“You

OPS/images/Math_9780553901498_epub_001_r1.jpg
BLOWN

FRANCINE MATHEWS

(']

BANTAM BOOKS
NEW YORK TORONTO LONDON SYDNEY AUCKLAND





OPS/images/Math_9780553901498_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
Blown

Francine Mathews





