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Dedication

         
            For the fifty-four journalists who were killed worldwide in 2018. And, as always, for my wife, Jamie, and my children, Nicholas
               and Lily.
            

         

         
      
   
      
      
 


Epigraph

         
            What’s done cannot be undone.

            —Macbeth (1606), act 5, scene 1
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Foreword

         In August 2018, I commenced work on a novel about a crusading young Arab prince who wanted to modernize his religiously intolerant country
            and bring sweeping change to the Middle East and the broader Islamic world. I set aside that manuscript two months later,
            however, when the model for that character, Mohammed bin Salman of Saudi Arabia, was implicated in the brutal murder of Jamal
            Khashoggi, a Saudi dissident and columnist for the Washington Post. Elements of The New Girl are quite obviously inspired by events surrounding Khashoggi’s death. The rest occur only in the imaginary world inhabited
            by Gabriel Allon, his associates, and his enemies.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      


Part One Abduction



         
      
   
      
      



Chapter 1 Geneva

         It was Beatrice Kenton who first questioned the identity of the new girl. She did so in the staff room, at a quarter past three, on a Friday in late
            November. The mood was festive and faintly rebellious, as was the case most Friday afternoons. It is a truism that no profession
            welcomes the end of the workweek with more anticipation than teachers—even teachers at elite institutions such as the International
            School of Geneva. The chatter was of plans for the weekend. Beatrice abstained, for she had none, a fact she did not wish
            to share with her colleagues. She was fifty-two, unmarried, and with no family to speak of other than a rich old aunt who
            granted her refuge each summer at her estate in Norfolk. Her weekend routine consisted of a trip to the Migros and a walk
            along the lakeshore for the sake of her waistline, which, like the universe, was ever expanding. First period Monday was an
            oasis in an otherwise Empty Quarter of solitude.
         

         
         Founded by a long-dead organization of multilateralism, Geneva International catered to the children of the city’s diplomatic
            community. The middle school, where Beatrice taught reading and composition, educated students from more than a hundred different
            countries. The faculty was a similarly diverse lot. The head of personnel went to great effort to promote employee bonding—cocktail
            parties, potluck dinners, nature outings—but in the staff room the old tribalism tended to reassert itself. Germans kept with
            other Germans, French with French, Spanish with Spanish. On that Friday afternoon, Miss Kenton was the only British subject
            present other than Cecelia Halifax from the history department. Cecelia had wild black hair and predictable politics, which
            she insisted on sharing with Miss Kenton at every opportunity. Cecelia also divulged to Miss Kenton details of the torrid
            sexual affair she was having with Kurt Schröder, the Birkenstocked math genius from Hamburg who had given up a lucrative engineering
            career to teach multiplication and division to eleven-year-olds.
         

         
         The staff room was on the ground floor of the eighteenth-century château that served as the administration building. Its leaded
            windows gazed across the forecourt, where presently Geneva International’s privileged young students were clambering into
            the backs of German-made luxury sedans with diplomatic license plates. Loquacious Cecelia Halifax had planted herself next
            to Beatrice. She was prattling on about a scandal in London, something involving MI6 and a Russian spy. Beatrice was scarcely
            listening. She was watching the new girl.
         

         
         As usual, she was at the hindmost end of the daily exodus, a wispy child of twelve, already beautiful, with liquid brown eyes
            and hair the color of a raven’s wing. Much to Beatrice’s dismay, the school had no uniform, only a dress code, which several
            of the more freethinking students flouted with no official sanction. But not the new girl. She was covered from head to toe
            in expensive wool and plaid, the sort of stuff one saw at the Burberry boutique in Harrods. She carried a leather book bag
            rather than a nylon backpack. Her patent leather ballet slippers were glossy and bright. She was proper, the new girl, modest.
            But there was something else about her, thought Beatrice. She was cut from different cloth. She was regal. Yes, that was the
            word. Regal . . .

         
         She had arrived two weeks into the autumn term—not ideal but not unheard of at an institution like Geneva International, where
            the parent body came and went like the waters of the Rhône. David Millar, the headmaster, had crammed her into Beatrice’s
            third period, which was already two pupils on the heavy side. The copy of the admissions file he gave her was gossamer, even
            by the school’s standards. It stated that the new girl’s name was Jihan Tantawi, that she was of Egyptian nationality, and
            that her father was a businessman rather than a diplomat. Her academic record was unexceptional. She was deemed bright but
            in no way gifted. “A bird ready to take flight,” wrote David in a sanguine margin note. Indeed, the only noteworthy aspect
            of the file was the paragraph reserved for the student’s “special needs.” It seemed privacy was of grave concern to the Tantawi
            family. Security, wrote David, was a high priority.
         

         
         Hence the presence in the courtyard that afternoon—and every afternoon, for that matter—of Lucien Villard, the school’s capable
            head of security. Lucien was a French import, a veteran of the Service de la Protection, the National Police unit responsible
            for safeguarding visiting foreign dignitaries and senior French officials. His final posting had been at the Élysée Palace,
            where he had served on the personal detail of the president of the Republic. David Millar used Lucien’s impressive résumé
            as proof of the school’s commitment to safety. Jihan Tantawi was not the only student with security concerns.
         

         
         But no one arrived and departed Geneva International quite like the new girl. The black Mercedes limousine into which she
            slipped was fit for a head of state or potentate. Beatrice was no expert when it came to automobiles, but it looked to her
            as though the chassis was armor plated and the windows were bulletproof. Behind it was a second vehicle, a Range Rover, containing
            four unsmiling brutes in dark jackets.
         

         
         “Who do you suppose she is?” wondered Beatrice as she watched the two vehicles turn into the street.

         
         Cecelia Halifax was bewildered. “The Russian spy?”

         
         “The new girl,” drawled Beatrice. Then she added dubiously, “Jihan.”
         

         
         “They say her father owns half of Cairo.”

         
         “Who says that?”

         
         “Veronica.” Veronica Alvarez was a hot-tempered Spaniard from the art department and one of the least reliable sources of
            gossip on the faculty, second only to Cecelia herself. “She says the mother is related to the Egyptian president. His niece.
            Or maybe his cousin.”
         

         
         Beatrice watched Lucien Villard crossing the forecourt. “Do you know what I think?”

         
         “What?”

         
         “I think someone is lying.”

         
         

         And so it came to pass that Beatrice Kenton, a battle-scarred veteran of several lesser British public schools who had come
            to Geneva looking for romance and adventure and found neither, undertook a wholly private inquiry to determine the true identity
            of the new girl. She began by entering the name jihan tantawi in the little white box of her Internet browser’s default search engine. Several thousand results appeared on her screen,
            none corresponding to the beautiful twelve-year-old girl who came through her classroom door at the beginning of each third
            period, never so much as a minute late.
         

         
         Next Beatrice searched the various social media sites but again found no trace of her student. It seemed the new girl was
            the only twelve-year-old on God’s green earth who did not lead a parallel life in cyberspace. Beatrice found this commendable,
            for she had witnessed firsthand the destructive emotional and developmental consequences of incessant texting, tweeting, and
            sharing of photographs. Regrettably, such behavior was not limited to children. Cecelia Halifax could scarcely go to the loo
            without posting an airbrushed photo of herself on Instagram.
         

         
         The father, one Adnan Tantawi, was similarly anonymous in the cyber realm. Beatrice found a few references to a Tantawi Construction
            and a Tantawi Holdings and a Tantawi Development but nothing at all about the man himself. Jihan’s admissions file listed
            a chic address on the route de Lausanne. Beatrice walked by it on a Saturday afternoon. It was a few doors down from the home
            of the famous Swiss industrialist Martin Landesmann. Like all properties on that part of Lake Geneva, it was surrounded by
            high walls and watched over by security cameras. Beatrice peered through the bars of the gate and glimpsed a manicured green
            lawn stretching toward the portico of a magnificent Italianate villa. At once, a man came pounding toward her down the drive,
            one of the brutes from the Range Rover, no doubt. He made no effort to conceal the fact he had a gun beneath his jacket.
         

         
         “Propriété privée!” he shouted in heavily accented French.

         
         “Excusez-moi,” murmured Beatrice, and walked quickly away.

         
         The next phase of her inquiry commenced the following Monday morning, when she embarked on three days of close observation
            of her mysterious new student. She noted that Jihan, when called upon in class, was sometimes slow in responding. She noted,
            too, that Jihan had formed no friendships since her arrival at the school, and had made no attempt to do so. Beatrice also
            established, while purporting to lavish praise on a lackluster essay, that Jihan had only a passing familiarity with Egypt.
            She knew that Cairo was a large city and that a river ran through it, but little else. Her father, she said, was very rich.
            He built high-rise apartment houses and office towers. Because he was a friend of the Egyptian president, the Muslim Brotherhood
            didn’t like him, which was why they were living in Geneva.
         

         
         “Sounds perfectly reasonable to me,” said Cecelia.

         
         “It sounds,” answered Beatrice, “like something someone made up. I doubt she’s ever set foot in Cairo. In fact, I’m not sure
            she’s even Egyptian.”
         

         
         Beatrice next focused her attention on the mother. She viewed her mainly through the tinted, bulletproof windows of the limousine,
            or on those rare occasions when she alighted from the car’s backseat to greet Jihan in the courtyard. She was fairer complected
            than Jihan and lighter haired—attractive, thought Beatrice, but not quite in Jihan’s league. Indeed, Beatrice was hard-pressed
            to find any familial resemblance whatsoever. There was a conspicuous coldness in their physical relationship. Not once did
            she witness a kiss or warm embrace. She also detected a distinct imbalance of power. It was Jihan, not the mother, who held
            the upper hand.
         

         
         As November turned to December, and the winter break loomed, Beatrice conspired to arrange a meeting with the aloof mother
            of her mysterious pupil. The pretext was Jihan’s performance on an English spelling and vocabulary test—the bottom third of
            the class but much better than young Callahan, the son of an American foreign service officer and, purportedly, a native speaker
            of the language. Beatrice drafted an e-mail requesting a consultation at Mrs. Tantawi’s convenience and dispatched it to the
            address she found in the admissions file. When several days passed with no reply, she sent it again. At which point she received
            a mild rebuke from David Millar, the headmaster. It seemed Mrs. Tantawi wished to have no direct contact with Jihan’s teachers.
            Beatrice was to state her concerns in an e-mail to David, and David would address the matter with Mrs. Tantawi. Beatrice suspected
            he was aware of Jihan’s real identity, but she knew better than to raise the subject, even obliquely. It was easier to pry
            secrets from a Swiss banker than Geneva International’s discreet headmaster.
         

         
         Which left only Lucien Villard, the school’s French-born head of security. Beatrice called on him on a Friday afternoon during
            her free period. His office was in the basement of the château, next door to the broom closet occupied by the shifty little
            Russian who made the computers work. Lucien was lean and sturdy and more youthful-looking than his forty-eight years. Half
            the female members of the staff lusted after him, including Cecelia Halifax, who had made an unsuccessful run at Lucien before
            bedding her sandaled Teutonic math genius.
         

         
         “I was wondering,” said Beatrice, leaning with feigned nonchalance against the frame of Lucien’s open door, “whether I might
            have a word with you about the new girl.”
         

         
         Lucien regarded her coolly over his desk. “Jihan? Why?”

         
         “Because I’m worried about her.”

         
         Lucien placed a stack of papers atop the mobile phone that lay on his blotter. Beatrice couldn’t be sure, but she thought
            it was a different model than the one he usually carried. “It’s my job to worry about Jihan, Miss Kenton. Not yours.”
         

         
         “It’s not her real name, is it?”

         
         “Wherever did you get an idea like that?”

         
         “I’m her teacher. Teachers see things.”

         
         “Perhaps you didn’t read the note in Jihan’s file regarding loose talk and gossip. I would advise you to follow those instructions.
            Otherwise, I will be obliged to bring this matter to the attention of Monsieur Millar.”
         

         
         “Forgive me, I meant no—”

         
         Lucien held up a hand. “Don’t worry, Miss Kenton. It is entre nous.”
         

         
         Two hours later, as the hatchlings of the global diplomatic elite waddled across the courtyard of the château, Beatrice was
            watching from the leaded window of the staff room. As usual, Jihan was among the last to leave. No, thought Beatrice, not
            Jihan. The new girl . . . She was skipping lightly across the cobbles and swinging her book bag, seemingly oblivious to the presence of Lucien Villard
            at her side. The woman was waiting next to the open door of the limousine. The new girl passed her with scarcely a glance
            and tumbled into the backseat. It was the last time Beatrice would ever see her.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      



Chapter 2 New York

         Sarah Bancroft knew she had made a dreadful mistake the instant Brady Boswell ordered a second Belvedere martini. They were
            dining at Casa Lever, an upscale Italian restaurant on Park Avenue decorated with a small portion of the owner’s collection
            of Warhol prints. Brady Boswell had chosen it. The director of a modest but well-regarded museum in St. Louis, he came to
            New York twice each year to attend the major auctions and sample the city’s gastronomic delights, usually at the expense of
            others. Sarah was the perfect victim. Forty-three, blond, blue eyed, brilliant, and unmarried. More important, it was common
            knowledge in the incestuous New York art world that she had access to a bottomless pit of money.
         

         
         “Are you sure you won’t join me?” asked Boswell as he raised the fresh glass to his damp lips. He had the pallor of roasted
            salmon, medium well, and a meticulous gray comb-over. His bow tie was askew, as were his tortoiseshell spectacles. Behind
            them blinked a pair of rheumy eyes. “I really do hate to drink alone.”
         

         
         “It’s one in the afternoon.”

         
         “You don’t drink at lunch?”

         
         Not anymore, but she was sorely tempted to renounce her vow of daytime abstinence.

         
         “I’m going to London,” blurted Boswell.

         
         “Really? When?”

         
         “Tomorrow evening.”

         
         Not soon enough, thought Sarah.

         
         “You studied there, didn’t you?”

         
         “The Courtauld,” said Sarah with a defensive nod. She had no desire to spend lunch reviewing her curriculum vitae. It was,
            like the size of her expense account, well known within the New York art world. At least a portion of it.
         

         
         A graduate of Dartmouth College, Sarah Bancroft had studied art history at the famed Courtauld Institute of Art in London
            before earning her PhD from Harvard. Her costly education, funded exclusively by her father, an investment banker from Citigroup,
            won her a curator’s position at the Phillips Collection in Washington, for which she was paid next to nothing. She left the
            Phillips under ambiguous circumstances and, like a Picasso purchased at auction by a mysterious Japanese buyer, disappeared
            from public view. During this period she worked for the Central Intelligence Agency and undertook a pair of dangerous undercover
            assignments on behalf of a legendary Israeli operative named Gabriel Allon. She was now nominally employed by the Museum of
            Modern Art, where she oversaw the museum’s primary attraction—an astonishing $5 billion collection of Modern and Impressionist
            works from the estate of the late Nadia al-Bakari, daughter of the fabulously wealthy Saudi investor Zizi al-Bakari.
         

         
         Which went some way to explaining why Sarah was having lunch with the likes of Brady Boswell in the first place. Sarah had
            recently agreed to lend several lesser works from the collection to the Los Angeles County Museum of Art. Brady Boswell wanted
            to be next in line. It wasn’t in the cards, and Boswell knew it. His museum lacked the necessary prominence and pedigree.
            And so, after finally placing their lunch orders, he postponed the inevitable rejection with small talk. Sarah was relieved.
            She didn’t like confrontation. She’d had enough of it to last a lifetime. Two, in fact.
         

         
         “I heard a naughty rumor about you the other day.”

         
         “Only one?”

         
         Boswell smiled.

         
         “And what was the topic of this rumor?”

         
         “That you’ve been doing a bit of moonlighting.”

         
         Trained in the art of deception, Sarah easily concealed her discomfort. “Really? What sort of moonlighting?”

         
         Boswell leaned forward and lowered his voice to a confiding whisper. “That you’re KBM’s secret art adviser.” KBM were the
            internationally recognized initials of Saudi Arabia’s future king. “That you were the one who let him spend a half billion
            dollars on that questionable Leonardo.”
         

         
         “It’s not a questionable Leonardo.”
         

         
         “So it’s true!”

         
         “Don’t be ridiculous, Brady.”

         
         “A non-denial denial,” he replied with justifiable suspicion.

         
         Sarah raised her right hand as though swearing a solemn oath. “I am not now, nor have I ever been, an art adviser to one Khalid
            bin Mohammed.”
         

         
         Boswell was clearly dubious. Over antipasti he finally broached the topic of the loan. Sarah feigned dispassion before informing
            Boswell that under no circumstances would she be lending him a single painting from the al-Bakari Collection.
         

         
         “What about a Monet or two? Or one of the Cézannes?”

         
         “Sorry, but it’s out of the question.”

         
         “A Rothko? You have so many, you wouldn’t miss it.”

         
         “Brady, please.”

         
         They finished their lunch agreeably and parted on the pavements of Park Avenue. Sarah decided to walk back to the museum.
            Winter had finally arrived in Manhattan after one of the warmest autumns in memory. Heaven only knew what the new year might
            bring. The planet seemed to be lurching between extremes. Sarah, too. Secret soldier in the global war on terror one day,
            caretaker of one of the world’s grandest art collections the next. Her life knew no middle ground.
         

         
         But as Sarah turned onto East Fifty-Third Street, she realized quite suddenly she was terminally bored. She was the envy of
            the museum world, it was true. But the Nadia al-Bakari Collection, for all its glamour and the initial buzz of its opening,
            largely saw to itself. Sarah was little more than its attractive public face. Lately, she had been having too many lunches
            with men like Brady Boswell.
         

         
         In the meantime her private life had languished. Somehow, despite a busy schedule of fund-raisers and receptions, she had
            failed to meet a man of appropriate age or professional accomplishment. Oh, she met many men in their early forties, but they
            had no interest in a long-term relationship—God, how she hated the phrase—with a woman of commensurate age. Men in their early
            forties wanted a nubile nymphet of twenty-three, one of those languorous creatures who paraded around Manhattan with their
            leggings and their yoga mats. Sarah feared she was entering the realm of a second wifedom. In her darkest moments she saw
            herself on the arm of a wealthy man of sixty-three who dyed his hair and received regular injections of Botox and testosterone.
            The children from his first marriage would cast Sarah as a home-wrecker and despise her. After prolonged fertility treatments,
            she and her aging husband would manage to have a single child, which Sarah, after her husband’s tragic death while making
            his fourth attempt to scale Everest, would raise alone.
         

         
         The hum of the crowds in MoMA’s atrium temporarily lifted Sarah’s spirits. The Nadia al-Bakari Collection was on the second
            floor; Sarah’s office, the fourth. Her telephone log showed twelve missed calls. It was the usual fare—press inquiries, invitations
            to cocktail parties and gallery openings, a reporter from a scandal sheet looking for gossip.
         

         
         The last message was from someone called Alistair Macmillan. It seemed Mr. Macmillan wanted a private after-hours tour of
            the collection. He had left no contact information. It was no matter; Sarah was one of the few people in the world who had
            his private number. She hesitated before dialing. They had not spoken since Istanbul.
         

         
         “I was afraid you were never going to return my call.” The accent was a combination of Arabia and Oxford. The tone was calm,
            with a trace of exhaustion.
         

         
         “I was at lunch,” said Sarah evenly.

         
         “At an Italian restaurant on Park Avenue with a creature named Brady Boswell.”

         
         “How did you know?”

         
         “Two of my men were sitting a few tables away.”

         
         Sarah hadn’t noticed them. Obviously, her countersurveillance skills had deteriorated in the eight years since she had left
            the CIA.
         

         
         “Can you arrange it?” he asked.

         
         “What’s that?”

         
         “A private tour of the al-Bakari Collection, of course.”

         
         “Bad idea, Khalid.”

         
         “That’s the same thing my father said when I told him I wanted to give the women of my country the right to drive.”

         
         “The museum closes at five thirty.”

         
         “In that case,” he said, “you should expect me at six.”

         
         
      
   
      
      



Chapter 3 New York

         It was Tranquillity, reputedly the second-largest motor yacht in the world, that gave even his staunchest defenders in the West pause for thought.
            The future king saw it for the first time, or so the story went, from the terrace of his father’s holiday villa on Majorca.
            Captivated by the vessel’s sleek lines and distinctive neon-blue running lights, he immediately dispatched an emissary to
            make inquiries as to its availability. The owner, a billionaire Russian oligarch named Konstantin Dragunov, knew an opportunity
            when he saw one, and demanded five hundred million euros. The future king agreed, provided the Russian and his large party
            leave the yacht at once. They did so by the ship’s helicopter, which was included in the sale price. The future king, a ruthless
            businessman in his own right, billed the Russian exorbitantly for the fuel.
         

         
         The future king had hoped, perhaps naively, that his purchase of the yacht would remain private until such time as he could
            find the words to explain it to his father. But just forty-eight hours after he took possession of the vessel, a London tabloid
            published a remarkably accurate account of the affair, presumably with the assistance of none other than the Russian oligarch.
            The official media in the future king’s country, which was Saudi Arabia, turned a blind eye to the story, but it set fire
            to social media and the underground blogosphere. Owing to a drop in the worldwide price of oil, the future king had imposed
            harsh austerity measures on his cosseted subjects that had sharply reduced their once-comfortable standard of living. Even
            in Saudi Arabia, where royal gluttony was a permanent feature of national life, the future king’s avarice did not sit well.
         

         
         His full name was Khalid bin Mohammed bin Abdulaziz Al Saud. Raised in an ornate palace the size of a city block, he attended
            a school reserved for male members of the royal family and then Oxford, where he read economics, pursued Western women, and
            drank a great deal of forbidden alcohol. It was his wish to remain in the West. But when his father assumed the throne, he
            returned to Saudi Arabia to become minister of defense, a remarkable achievement for a man who had never worn a uniform or
            wielded any weapon other than a falcon.
         

         
         The young prince promptly launched a devastating and costly war against Iran’s proxy in neighboring Yemen and imposed a blockade
            on upstart Qatar that plunged the Gulf region into crisis. Mainly, he plotted and schemed inside the royal court to weaken
            his rivals, all with the blessing of his father, the king. Aged and ill with diabetes, the king knew his reign would not be
            long. It was customary in the House of Saud that brother succeed brother. But the king upended that tradition by designating
            his son the crown prince and thus next in line to the throne. At just thirty-three, he became the de facto ruler of Saudi
            Arabia and leader of a family whose net worth was in excess of $1 trillion.
         

         
         But the future king knew that his country’s wealth was largely a mirage; that his family had squandered a mountain of money
            on palaces and trinkets; that in twenty years, when the transformation from fossil fuels to renewable sources of energy was
            complete, the oil beneath Saudi Arabia would be as worthless as the sand that covered it. Left to its own devices, the Kingdom
            would return to what it once was, an arid land of warring desert nomads.
         

         
         To spare his country this calamitous future, he resolved to drag it out of the seventh century and into the twenty-first.
            With the help of an American consulting firm, he produced an economic blueprint he grandly called The Way Forward. It envisioned a modern Saudi economy powered by innovation, foreign investment, and entrepreneurship. No longer would its
            pampered citizenry be able to count on government jobs and cradle-to-grave benefits. Instead, they would actually have to
            work for their living and study something other than the Koran.
         

         
         The crown prince understood that the workforce of this new Saudi Arabia could not be comprised of men alone. Women would be
            required, too, which meant the religious shackles that kept them in a state of near slavery would have to be loosened. He
            granted them the right to drive, long forbidden, and allowed them to attend sporting events where men were present.
         

         
         But he was not content with small religious reforms. He wanted to reform the religion itself. He pledged to shut down the
            pipeline of money that fueled the global spread of Wahhabism, Saudi Arabia’s puritanical version of Sunni Islam, and crack
            down on private Saudi support for jihadi terrorist groups such as al-Qaeda and ISIS. When an important columnist from the
            New York Times wrote a flattering portrait of the young prince and his ambitions, the Saudi clerical establishment, the ulema, seethed with
            a sacred rage.
         

         
         The crown prince jailed a few of the religious hotheads and, unwisely, a few of the moderates, too. He also jailed supporters
            of democracy and women’s rights and anyone foolish enough to criticize him. He even rounded up more than a hundred members
            of the royal family and Saudi Arabia’s business elite and locked them away in the Ritz-Carlton Hotel. There, in rooms without
            doors, they were subjected to harsh interrogations, sometimes at the hands of the crown prince himself. All were eventually
            freed, but only after surrendering more than $100 billion. The future king claimed the money had been acquired through bribery
            and kickback schemes. The old way of doing business in the Kingdom, he declared, was over.
         

         
         Except, of course, for the future king himself. He accumulated personal wealth at a dizzying pace and spent it lavishly. He
            bought whatever he wanted, and what he couldn’t buy he simply took. Those who refused to bend to his will received an envelope
            containing a single .45-caliber round.
         

         
         Which prompted, mainly in the West, a great reassessment. Was KBM truly a reformer, wondered the policy makers and the Middle
            East experts, or was he just another power-mad desert sheikh who was locking away his opponents and enriching himself at the
            expense of his people? Did he really intend to remake the Saudi economy? End the Kingdom’s support for Islamic zealotry and
            terrorism? Or was he merely trying to impress the smart set in Georgetown and Aspen?
         

         
         For reasons Sarah could not explain to friends and colleagues in the art world, she initially counted herself among the skeptics.
            And so she was understandably reticent when Khalid, during a visit to New York, asked to see her. Sarah eventually agreed,
            but only after first clearing it with the security division at Langley, which was watching over her from afar.
         

         
         They met in a suite at the Four Seasons Hotel, with no bodyguards or aides present. Sarah had read the many laudatory pieces
            about KBM in the Times and had seen photographs of him wearing a traditional Saudi robe and headdress. In his tailored English suit, however, he
            was a far more impressive figure—eloquent, cultured, sophisticated, dripping with confidence and power. And money, of course.
            An unimaginable amount of money. He intended to use a small portion of it, he explained, to acquire a world-class collection
            of paintings. And he wanted Sarah to serve as his adviser.
         

         
         “What do you intend to do with these paintings?”

         
         “Hang them in a museum I’m going to build in Riyadh. It will be,” he said grandly, “the Louvre of the Middle East.”

         
         “And who will visit this Louvre of yours?”

         
         “The same people who visit the Louvre in Paris.”

         
         “Tourists?”

         
         “Yes, of course.”

         
         “In Saudi Arabia?”

         
         “Why not?”

         
         “Because the only tourists you allow are the Muslim pilgrims who visit Mecca and Medina.”

         
         “For now,” he said pointedly.

         
         “Why me?”

         
         “Are you not the curator of the Nadia al-Bakari Collection?”

         
         “Nadia was a reformer.”

         
         “So am I.”

         
         “Sorry,” she said. “Not interested.”

         
         A man like Khalid bin Mohammed was not used to rejection. He pursued Sarah ruthlessly—with phone calls, flowers, and lavish
            gifts, none of which she accepted. When she finally relented, she insisted her work would be pro bono. Though she was intrigued
            by the man known as KBM, her past would not allow her to accept a single riyal from the House of Saud. Furthermore, for his
            sake and hers, their relationship would be strictly confidential.
         

         
         “What shall I call you?” she asked.

         
         “Your Royal Highness will be fine.”

         
         “Try again.”

         
         “How about Khalid?”

         
         “Much better.”

         
         They acquired swiftly and aggressively, at auction and through private sales—Postwar, the Impressionists, Old Masters. They
            did little negotiating. Sarah would name her price, and one of Khalid’s courtiers would handle the payment and see to the
            shipping arrangements. They conducted their shopping spree as quietly as possible and with the subterfuge of spies. Still,
            it didn’t take long for the art world to realize there was a major new player in their midst, especially after Khalid plunked
            down a cool half billion for Leonardo’s Salvator Mundi. Sarah had advised against the purchase. No painting, she argued, save for perhaps the Mona Lisa, was worth that kind of money.
         

         
         While building the collection, she spent many hours alone in Khalid’s company. He spoke to her of his plans for Saudi Arabia,
            at times using Sarah as a sounding board. Gradually, her skepticism faded. Khalid, she thought, was an imperfect vessel. But
            if he were able to bring real and lasting change to Saudi Arabia, the Middle East and the broader Islamic world would never
            be the same.
         

         
         All that changed after Omar Nawwaf.

         
         Nawwaf was a prominent Saudi journalist and dissident who had taken refuge in Berlin. A critic of the House of Saud, he held
            Khalid in particularly low esteem, regarding him as a charlatan who whispered sweet nothings into the ears of gullible Westerners
            while enriching himself and jailing his critics. Two months earlier, Nawwaf had been brutally murdered inside the Saudi consulate
            in Istanbul, and his body dismembered for disposal.
         

         
         Outraged, Sarah Bancroft was among those who severed ties with the once-promising young prince who went by the initials KBM.
            “You’re just like all the rest of them,” she told Khalid in a voice mail message. “And by the way, Your Royal Highness, I
            hope you rot in hell.”
         

         
         
      
   
      
      



Chapter 4 New York

         The first announcement came a few minutes after five p.m. Polite in tone, it advised patrons that the museum would be closing
            soon and invited them to begin making their way toward the exit. By 5:25 all had complied, save for a distraught-looking woman
            who could not tear herself away from Van Gogh’s Starry Night. Security saw her gently into the late afternoon before scouring the museum room by room to make certain it was free of any
            clever stay-behind art thieves.
         

         
         The “all clear” went out at 5:45. By then, most of the administrative staff had departed. Therefore, none witnessed the arrival
            on West Fifty-Third Street of a caravan of three black SUVs with diplomatic plates. Khalid, in a business suit and dark overcoat,
            emerged from the second and made his way swiftly across the sidewalk to the entrance. Sarah, after a moment’s hesitation,
            admitted him. They regarded one another in the half-light of the atrium before Khalid offered a hand in greeting. Sarah did
            not accept it.
         

         
         “I’m surprised they let you into the country. I really shouldn’t be seen with you, Khalid.”

         
         The hand hovered between them. Quietly, he said, “I am not responsible for Omar Nawwaf’s death. You have to believe me.”

         
         “Once upon a time, I did believe you. So did a lot of other people in this country. Important people. Smart people. We wanted
            to believe you were somehow different, that you were going to change your country and the Middle East. And you made fools
            of us all.”
         

         
         Khalid withdrew his hand. “What’s done cannot be undone, Sarah.”

         
         “In that case, why are you here?”

         
         “I thought I made that clear when we spoke on the phone.”

         
         “And I thought I made it clear you were never to call me again.”

         
         “Ah, yes, I remember.” From the pocket of his overcoat he drew his phone and played Sarah’s last message.

         
         And by the way, Your Royal Highness, I hope you rot in hell . . .

         
         “Surely,” said Sarah, “I wasn’t the only one who left a message like that.”

         
         “You weren’t.” Khalid returned the phone to his pocket. “But yours hurt the most.”

         
         Sarah was intrigued. “Why?”

         
         “Because I trusted you. And because I thought you understood how difficult it was going to be to change my country without
            plunging it into political and religious chaos.”
         

         
         “That doesn’t give you the right to murder someone because he criticized you.”

         
         “It’s not as simple as that.”

         
         “Isn’t it?”

         
         He offered no retort. Sarah could see that something was bothering him, something more than the humiliation he must have felt
            over his precipitous fall from grace.
         

         
         “May I see it?” he asked.

         
         “The collection? Is that really why you’re here?”

         
         He adopted an expression of mild offense. “Yes, of course.”

         
         She led him upstairs to the al-Bakari Wing. Nadia’s portrait, painted not long after her death in the Empty Quarter of Saudi
            Arabia, hung outside the entrance.
         

         
         “She was the real thing,” said Sarah. “Not a fraud like you.”

         
         Khalid glared at her before lifting his gaze toward the portrait. Nadia was seated at one end of a long couch, shrouded in
            white, with a strand of pearls at her throat and her fingers bejeweled with diamonds and gold. A clock face shone moonlike
            over her shoulder. Orchids lay at her bare feet. The style was a deft blend of contemporary and classical. The draftsmanship
            and composition were flawless.
         

         
         Khalid took a step closer and studied the bottom right corner of the canvas. “There’s no signature.”

         
         “The artist never signs his work.”

         
         Khalid indicated the information placard next to the painting. “And there’s no mention of him here, either.”

         
         “He wished to remain anonymous so as not to overshadow his subject.”

         
         “He’s famous?”

         
         “In certain circles.”

         
         “You know him?”

         
         “Yes, of course.”

         
         Khalid’s eyes moved back to the painting. “Did she sit for him?”

         
         “Actually, he painted her entirely from memory.”

         
         “Not even a photograph?”

         
         Sarah shook her head.

         
         “Remarkable. He must have admired her to paint something so beautiful. Unfortunately, I never had the pleasure of meeting
            her. She had quite a reputation when she was young.”
         

         
         “She changed a great deal after her father’s death.”

         
         “Zizi al-Bakari didn’t die. He was murdered in cold blood in the Old Port of Cannes by an Israeli assassin named Gabriel Allon.” Khalid held Sarah’s
            gaze for a moment before entering the wing’s first room, one of four dedicated to Impressionism. He approached a Renoir and
            eyed it enviously. “These paintings belong in Riyadh.”
         

         
         “Nadia entrusted them permanently to MoMA and named me as the caretaker. They’re staying exactly where they are.”

         
         “Perhaps you’ll let me buy them.”

         
         “They’re not for sale.”

         
         “Everything is for sale, Sarah.” He smiled briefly. It was an effort, she could see that. He paused before the next painting,
            a landscape by Monet, and then surveyed the room. “Nothing by Van Gogh?”
         

         
         “No.”

         
         “Rather odd, don’t you think?”

         
         “What’s that?”

         
         “For a collection like this to have so glaring a hole.”

         
         “A quality Van Gogh is hard to come by.”

         
         “That’s not what my sources tell me. In fact, I have it on the highest authority that Zizi briefly owned a little-known Van
            Gogh called Marguerite Gachet at Her Dressing Table. He purchased it from a gallery in London.” Khalid studied Sarah carefully. “Shall I go on?”
         

         
         Sarah said nothing.

         
         “The gallery is owned by a man named Julian Isherwood. At the time of the sale, an American woman was working there. Apparently,
            Zizi was quite smitten with her. He invited her to join him on his annual winter cruise in the Caribbean. His yacht was much
            smaller than mine. It was called—”
         

         
         “Alexandra,” said Sarah, cutting him off. Then she asked, “How long have you known?”
         

         
         “That my art adviser is a CIA officer?”

         
         “Was. I no longer work for the Agency. And I no longer work for you.”
         

         
         “What about the Israelis?” He smiled. “Do you really think I would have allowed you to come anywhere near me without first
            having a look into your background?”
         

         
         “And yet you pursued me.”

         
         “I did indeed.”

         
         “Why?”

         
         “Because I knew that one day you might be able to help me with more than my art collection.” Khalid walked past Sarah without
            another word and stood before Nadia’s portrait. “Do you know how to reach him?”
         

         
         “Who?”

         
         “The man who produced this painting without so much as a photograph to guide his hand.” Khalid pointed toward the bottom right
            corner of the canvas. “The man whose name should be right there.”
         

         
         “You’re the crown prince of Saudi Arabia. Why do you need me to contact the chief of Israeli intelligence?”

         
         “My daughter,” he answered. “Someone has taken my daughter.”

         
         
      
   
      
      



Chapter 5 Ashtara, Azerbaijan

         Sarah Bancroft’s call to Gabriel Allon went unanswered that evening, for as was often the case he was in the field. Due to the sensitive nature
            of his mission, only the prime minister and a handful of his most trusted senior officers knew his whereabouts—a moderate-size
            villa with ocher-colored walls, hard along the shore of the Caspian Sea. Behind the villa, rectangular plots of farmland stretched
            toward the foothills of the eastern Caucasus Mountains. Atop one of the hills stood a small mosque. Five times each day the
            crackling loudspeaker in the minaret summoned the faithful to prayer. His long quarrel with the forces of radical Islam notwithstanding,
            Gabriel found the sound of the muezzin’s voice comforting. At that moment in time, he had no better friend in the world than
            the Muslim citizens of Azerbaijan.
         

         
         The nominal owner of the villa was a Baku-based real estate holding company. Its true owner, however, was Housekeeping, the
            division of the Israeli intelligence service that procured and managed safe properties. The arrangement had been covertly
            blessed by the chief of the Azerbaijani security service, with whom Gabriel had cultivated an unusually close relationship.
            Azerbaijan’s neighbor to the south was the Islamic Republic of Iran. Indeed, the Iranian border was only five kilometers from
            the villa, which explained why Gabriel had not set foot beyond its walls since his arrival. Had the Iranian Revolutionary
            Guard Corps known of his presence, it would have doubtless mounted an attempt to assassinate or abduct him. Gabriel did not
            begrudge their loathing of him. Such were the rules of the game in a rough neighborhood. Besides, if presented with the chance
            to kill the head of the Revolutionary Guard, he would have gladly pulled the trigger himself.
         

         
         The villa by the sea was not the only logistical asset Gabriel had at his disposal in Azerbaijan. His service—those who worked
            there referred to it as “the Office” and nothing else—also maintained a small fleet of fishing boats, cargo ships, and fast
            motor launches, all with proper Azerbaijani registry. The vessels shuttled regularly between Azerbaijani harbors and the Iranian
            coastline, where they inserted Office agents and operational teams and collected valuable Iranian assets willing to do Israel’s
            bidding.
         

         
         A year earlier, one of those assets, a man who worked deep inside Iran’s secret nuclear weapons program, had been brought
            by boat to the Office’s villa in Ashtara. There he had told Gabriel about a warehouse in a drab commercial district of Tehran.
            The warehouse contained thirty-two safes of Iranian manufacture. Inside were hundreds of computer disks and millions of pages
            of documents. The source claimed the material proved conclusively what Iran had long denied, that it had worked methodically
            and tirelessly to construct an implosion nuclear device and attach it to a delivery system capable of reaching Israel and
            beyond.
         

         
         For the better part of the last year, the Office had been watching the warehouse with human surveillance artists and miniature
            cameras. They had learned that the first shift of security guards arrived each morning at seven. They had also learned that
            for several hours each night, beginning around ten o’clock, the warehouse was protected only by the locks on its doors and
            the surrounding fence. Gabriel and Yaakov Rossman, the chief of special operations, had agreed that the team would remain
            inside no later than five a.m. The source had told them which safes to open and which to ignore. Owing to the method of entry—torches
            that burned at 3,600 degrees Fahrenheit—there was no way to conceal the operation. Therefore, Gabriel had ordered the team
            not to copy the relevant material but to steal it outright. Copies were easily denied. Originals were harder to explain. Furthermore,
            the brazenness of seizing Iran’s nuclear archives and smuggling them out of the country would humiliate the regime in front
            of its restive populace. Gabriel loved nothing more than embarrassing the Iranians.
         

         
         But stealing the original documents increased the risk of the operation exponentially. Encrypted copies could be carried out
            of the country on a couple of high-capacity flash drives. The originals would be much harder to move and conceal. An Iranian
            asset of the Office had purchased a Volvo cargo truck. If the security guards at the warehouse kept to their normal schedule,
            the team would have a two-hour head start. Their route would take them from the fringes of Tehran, over the Alborz Mountains,
            and down to the shore of the Caspian. The exfiltration point was a beach near the town of Babolsar. The backup was a few miles
            to the east at Khazar Abad. All sixteen members of the team planned to leave together. Most were Farsi-speaking Iranian Jews
            who could easily pass as native Persians. The team leader, however, was Mikhail Abramov, a Moscow-born officer who had carried
            out numerous dangerous assignments for the Office, including the assassination of a top Iranian nuclear scientist in the center
            of Tehran. Mikhail was the operation’s sore thumb. In Gabriel’s experience, every operation needed at least one.
         

         
         Once upon a time, Gabriel Allon would have undoubtedly been a part of such a team. Born in the Valley of Jezreel, the fertile
            plot of land that had produced many of Israel’s finest warriors and spies, he was studying painting at the Bezalel Academy
            of Art and Design in Jerusalem in September 1972 when a man named Ari Shamron came to see him. A few days earlier a terrorist
            group called Black September, a front for the Palestine Liberation Organization, had murdered eleven Israeli athletes and
            coaches at the Olympic Games in Munich. Prime Minister Golda Meir had ordered Shamron and the Office to “send forth the boys”
            to hunt down and assassinate the men responsible. Shamron wanted Gabriel, a fluent speaker of Berlin-accented German who could
            pose convincingly as an artist, to be his instrument of vengeance. Gabriel, with the defiance of youth, had told Shamron to
            find someone else. And Shamron, not for the last time, had bent Gabriel to his will.
         

         
         The operation was code-named Wrath of God. For three years Gabriel and a small team of operatives stalked their prey across
            Western Europe and the Middle East, killing at night and in broad daylight, living in fear that at any moment they might be
            arrested by local authorities and charged as murderers. In all, twelve members of Black September died at their hands. Gabriel
            personally killed six of the terrorists with a .22-caliber Beretta pistol. Whenever possible, he shot his victims eleven times,
            one bullet for each murdered Jew. When finally he returned to Israel, his temples were gray from stress and exhaustion. Shamron
            called them smudges of ash on the prince of fire.
         

         
         It had been Gabriel’s intention to resume his career as an artist, but each time he stood before a canvas, he saw only the
            faces of the men he had killed. And so he traveled to Venice as an expatriate Italian named Mario Delvecchio to study the
            craft of restoration. When his apprenticeship was complete, he returned to the Office, and to the waiting arms of Ari Shamron.
            Posing as a gifted if taciturn European-based art restorer, he eliminated some of Israel’s most dangerous enemies and carried
            off some of the most celebrated operations in Office history. Tonight’s would rank among his finest. But only if it succeeded.
            And if it failed? Sixteen highly trained Office agents would be arrested, tortured, and in all likelihood publicly executed. Gabriel would
            have no choice but to resign, an ignoble end to a career against which all others would be measured. It was even possible
            he might take down the prime minister with him.
         

         
         For now, there was nothing Gabriel could do but wait and worry himself half to death. The team had entered the Islamic Republic
            the previous evening and made their way to a network of safe houses in Tehran. At 10:15 p.m. Tehran time, Gabriel received
            a message from the Operations Desk at King Saul Boulevard over the secure link, informing him that the last shift of security
            guards had left the warehouse. Gabriel ordered the team to enter, and at 10:31 p.m. they were in. That left them six hours
            and twenty-nine minutes to torch their way into the targeted safes and seize the nuclear archives. It was a minute less than
            Gabriel had hoped they would have, a small setback. In his experience, every second counted.
         

         
         Gabriel was blessed with a natural patience, a trait that had served him well as both a restorer and an intelligence operative.
            But that night on the shore of the Caspian Sea, all forbearance abandoned him. He paced the half-furnished rooms of the villa,
            he muttered to himself, he ranted nonsense at his two long-suffering bodyguards. Mainly, he thought about all the reasons
            why sixteen of his finest officers would never make it out of Iran alive. He was certain of only one thing: if confronted
            by Iranian forces, the team would not surrender quietly. Gabriel had granted Mikhail, a former Sayeret Matkal commando, wide
            latitude to fight his way out of the country if necessary. If the Iranians intervened, a good many of them would die.
         

         
         Finally, at 4:45 a.m. Tehran time, a message flashed over the secure link. The team had left the warehouse with the files
            and computer disks and was making their escape. The next message arrived at 5:39 a.m., as the team was headed into the Alborz
            Mountains. It stated that one of the security guards had arrived at the warehouse early. Thirty minutes later Gabriel learned
            that the NAJA, Iran’s national police force, had ordered a nationwide alert and was blocking roads around the country.
         

         
         He slipped from the villa and in the half-light of dawn walked down to the shore of the lake. In the low hills at his back,
            the muezzin summoned the faithful. Prayer is better than sleep . . . At that moment in time, Gabriel couldn’t agree more.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      



Chapter 6 Tel Aviv

         When Sarah Bancroft received no reply to her phone call or subsequent text messages, she concluded she had no choice but to
            leave New York and fly to Israel. Khalid saw to her travel arrangements. Consequently, she made the journey privately and
            in considerable luxury, with the only inconvenience being a brief refueling stop in Ireland. Forbidden to use any of her old
            CIA identities, she cleared passport control at Ben Gurion Airport under her real name—a name that was well known to the intelligence
            and security services of the State of Israel—and rode in a chauffeured car to the Tel Aviv Hilton. Khalid had booked the largest
            suite in the hotel.
         

         
         Upstairs, Sarah dispatched another text message to Gabriel’s private mobile, this one stating that she had come to Tel Aviv
            on her own initiative to discuss a matter of some urgency. The message, like all the others, went unanswered. It was not like
            Gabriel to ignore her. It was possible he had changed his number or had been forced to relinquish his private device. It was
            also possible he was simply too busy to see her. He was, after all, the director-general of Israel’s secret intelligence service,
            which meant he was one of the most powerful and influential figures in the country.
         

         
         Sarah, however, would always think of Gabriel Allon as the cold, unapproachable man she encountered for the first time in
            a graceful redbrick town house on N Street in Georgetown. He had pried into every padlocked room of her past before asking
            whether she would be willing to go to work for Jihad Incorporated, which was how he referred to Zizi al-Bakari, the financier
            and facilitator of Islamic terror. Sarah had been fortunate to survive the operation that followed and spent several months
            recuperating at a CIA safe house in the horse country of Northern Virginia. But when Gabriel needed one final piece of an
            operation against a Russian oligarch named Ivan Kharkov, Sarah leapt at the chance to work with him again.
         

         
         At some point she also managed to fall quite in love with him. And when she discovered he was unavailable, she began an ill-advised
            affair with an Office field operative named Mikhail Abramov. The relationship was doomed from the beginning; they were both
            technically forbidden to date officers from other services. Even Sarah, when she analyzed the situation honestly, admitted
            the affair was a transparent attempt to punish Gabriel for rejecting her. Predictably, it ended badly. Sarah had seen Mikhail
            only once since then, at a party celebrating Gabriel’s promotion to director-general. He had had a pretty French Jewish doctor
            on his arm. Sarah had coolly offered him her hand rather than her cheek.
         

         
         When another hour passed with no response from Gabriel, Sarah went downstairs to walk along the Promenade. The weather was
            fine and soft, and a few fat white clouds were scudding like dirigibles across the blue Levantine sky. She walked north, past
            trendy beachfront cafés, among the spandexed and the suntanned. With her blond hair and Anglo-Saxon features, she looked only
            mildly out of place. The vibe was secular and Southern Californian, Santa Monica on the shores of the Mediterranean. It was
            hard to imagine that the chaos and civil war of Syria lay just over the border. Or that less than ten miles to the east, atop
            a bony spine of hills, were some of the most restive Palestinian villages of the West Bank. Or that the Gaza Strip, a ribbon
            of human misery and resentment, was less than an hour’s drive to the south. In hip Tel Aviv, thought Sarah, Israelis might
            be forgiven for believing the dream of Zionism had been achieved without cost.
         

         
         She turned inland and wandered the streets, seemingly without purpose or destination. In truth, she was engaging in a surveillance-detection
            run using techniques taught to her by both the Agency and the Office. On Dizengoff Street, while leaving a pharmacy with a
            bottle of shampoo she did not need, she concluded she was being followed. There was nothing specific, no confirmed sighting,
            just a nagging sense that someone was watching her.
         

         
         She walked through the cool shadows of the chinaberry trees. The pavements were crowded with midmorning shoppers. Dizengoff Street . . . The name was familiar. Something awful had happened on Dizengoff Street, Sarah was certain of it. And then she remembered.
            Dizengoff Street had been the target of a Hamas suicide bombing in October 1994 that killed twenty-two people.
         

         
         Sarah knew someone who had been wounded, an Office terrorism analyst named Dina Sarid. She had once described the attack to
            Sarah. The bomb had contained more than forty pounds of military-grade TNT and nails soaked in rat poison. It exploded at
            nine a.m., aboard the Number 5 bus. The force of the blast hurled human limbs into the nearby cafés. For a long time afterward,
            blood dripped from the leaves of the chinaberry trees.
         

         
         It rained blood that morning on Dizengoff Street, Sarah . . .

         
         But where exactly had it happened? The bus had just picked up several passengers in Dizengoff Square and was heading north.
            Sarah checked her current position on her iPhone. Then she crossed to the opposite side of the street and continued south,
            until she came upon a small gray memorial at the base of a chinaberry tree. The tree was much shorter than the others on the
            street, and younger.
         

         
         Sarah approached the memorial and scrutinized the names of the victims. They were written in Hebrew.

         
         “Can you read it?”

         
         Startled, Sarah turned and saw a man standing on the pavement in a pool of dappled light. He was tall and long-limbed, with
            fair hair and pale, bloodless skin. Dark glasses concealed his eyes.
         

         
         “No,” answered Sarah at length. “I can’t.”

         
         “You don’t speak Hebrew?” The man’s English contained the unmistakable trace of a Russian accent.

         
         “I studied it briefly, but I stopped.”

         
         “Why?”

         
         “It’s a long story.”

         
         The man crouched before the memorial. “Here are the names you’re looking for. Sarid, Sarid, Sarid.” He looked up at Sarah.
            “Dina’s mother and two of her sisters.”
         

         
         He stood and raised his dark glasses, revealing his eyes. They were blue-gray and translucent—like glacial ice, thought Sarah.
            She had always loved Mikhail’s eyes.
         

         
         “How long have you been following me?”

         
         “Since you left your hotel.”

         
         “Why?”

         
         “To see if anyone else was following you.”
         

         
         “Countersurveillance.”

         
         “We have a different word for it.”

         
         “Yes,” said Sarah. “I remember.”

         
         At once, a black SUV drew to the curb. A young man in a khaki vest climbed out of the passenger seat and opened the rear door.

         
         “Get in,” said Mikhail.

         
         “Where are we going?”

         
         Mikhail said nothing. Sarah climbed into the backseat and watched a Number 5 bus slide past her blacked-out window. It didn’t
            matter where they were going, she thought. It was going to be a very long ride.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      



Chapter 7 Tel Aviv–Netanya

         “Couldn’t Gabriel have found someone else to bring me in?”
         

         
         “I volunteered.”

         
         “Why?”

         
         “I wanted to avoid another awkward scene.”

         
         Sarah gazed out her window. They were driving through the heart of Israel’s version of Silicon Valley. Shiny new office buildings
            lined both sides of the flawless highway. In the space of a few years, Israel had traded its socialist past for a dynamic
            economy driven by the technology sector. Much of that innovation went directly to the military and the security services,
            giving Israel a decided edge over its Middle East adversaries. Even Sarah’s former colleagues at the CIA’s Counterterrorism
            Center used to marvel at the high-tech prowess of the Office and Intelligence Unit 8200, Israel’s electronic eavesdropping
            and cyberwarfare service.
         

         
         “So the nasty rumor is true, after all.”

         
         “What nasty rumor is that?”

         
         “The one about you and that pretty French woman getting married. Forgive me, but her name slips my mind.”

         
         “Natalie.”

         
         “Nice,” said Sarah.

         
         “She is.”

         
         “Still practicing medicine?”

         
         “Not exactly.”

         
         “What does she do now?”

         
         With his silence, Mikhail confirmed Sarah’s suspicion that the pretty French doctor was employed by the Office. Sarah’s memory
            of Natalie, while clouded by jealousy, was of a darkly exotic-looking woman who could easily pass for an Arab.
         

         
         “I suppose there are fewer complications that way. It’s much easier when husband and wife are employed by the same service.”

         
         “That isn’t the only reason we—”

         
         “Let’s not do this, Mikhail. I

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
      
   OEBPS/images/9780062834898_tpimage.jpg
DP}NI ElL.
Silva

NNNNN

RRRRRR





OEBPS/text/nav.xhtml


 Contents


  
		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Epigraph


		Contents


		Map of Europe


		Foreword


		Part One: Abduction

		Chapter 1: Geneva


		Chapter 2: New York


		Chapter 3: New York


		Chapter 4: New York


		Chapter 5: Ashtara, Azerbaijan


		Chapter 6: Tel Aviv


		Chapter 7: Tel Aviv–Netanya


		Chapter 8: Netanya


		Chapter 9: Nejd, Saudi Arabia


		Chapter 10: Nejd, Saudi Arabia


		Chapter 11: Nejd, Saudi Arabia


		Chapter 12: Jerusalem


		Chapter 13


		Chapter 14: Jerusalem–Paris


		Chapter 15: Paris


		Chapter 16: Paris


		Chapter 17: Paris–Annecy


		Chapter 18: Geneva


		Chapter 19: Geneva







		Part Two: Abdication

		Chapter 20: Geneva–Lyon


		Chapter 21


		Chapter 22: Paris–London


		Chapter 23: Kensington, London


		Chapter 24: Mayfair, London


		Chapter 25: Kensington, London


		Chapter 26: Haute-Savoie, France


		Chapter 27: Haute-Savoie, France


		Chapter 28: Auvergne–Rhône–Alpes


		Chapter 29: Areatza, Spain


		Chapter 30: Paris–Jerusalem


		Chapter 31: Tel Aviv–Paris


		Chapter 32: Paris


		Chapter 33: Mazamet, France


		Chapter 34: Carcassonne, France


		Chapter 35: Département du Tarn, France







		Part Three: Absolution

		Chapter 36: Southwest France–Jerusalem


		Chapter 37: Tel Aviv


		Chapter 38: Eilat, Israel


		Chapter 39: Jerusalem


		Chapter 40: Jerusalem


		Chapter 41: New York–Berlin


		Chapter 42: Berlin


		Chapter 43: Berlin


		Chapter 44: Berlin


		Chapter 45: Berlin


		Chapter 46: Gulf of Aqaba


		Chapter 47: Gulf of Aqaba


		Chapter 48: Notting Hill, London


		Chapter 49: Vauxhall Cross, London


		Chapter 50: Harrow, London


		Chapter 51: Epping Forest, Essex


		Chapter 52: Moscow


		Chapter 53: The Kremlin


		Chapter 54: Moscow–Washington–London







		Part Four: Assassination

		Chapter 55: Frinton-on-Sea, Essex


		Chapter 56: 10 Downing Street


		Chapter 57: Ouddorp, the Netherlands


		Chapter 58: Heathrow Airport, London


		Chapter 59: 10 Downing Street


		Chapter 60: Walton-on-the-Naze, Essex


		Chapter 61: Notting Hill, London


		Chapter 62: Eaton Square, Belgravia


		Chapter 63: Eaton Square, Belgravia


		Chapter 64: Eaton Square, Belgravia


		Chapter 65: Eaton Square, Belgravia


		Chapter 66: Eaton Square, Belgravia


		Chapter 67: 10 Downing Street


		Chapter 68: London City Airport


		Chapter 69: Frinton-on-Sea, Essex


		Chapter 70: Frinton-on-Sea, Essex


		Chapter 71: Essex–London City Airport


		Chapter 72: London City Airport


		Chapter 73: The North Sea


		Chapter 74: Rotterdam


		Chapter 75: Rotterdam


		Chapter 76: 10 Downing Street


		Chapter 77: Ouddorp, The Netherlands


		Chapter 78: Ouddorp, the Netherlands


		Chapter 79: Renesse, the Netherlands







		Part Five: Vengeance

		Chapter 80: London–Jerusalem


		Chapter 81: Langley–New York


		Chapter 82: Tiberias


		Chapter 83: Berlin







		Author’s Note


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Also by Daniel Silva


		Copyright


		About the Publisher

  





Guide



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Epigraph


		Contents


		Map of Europe


		Foreword


		Start of Content


		Author’s Note


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Also by Daniel Silva


		Copyright


		About the Publisher







List of Pages



		i


		ii


		iii


		iv


		v


		vi


		vii


		viii


		ix


		x


		xi


		xii


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322


		323


		324


		325


		326


		327


		328


		329


		330


		331


		332


		333


		334


		335


		336


		337


		338


		339


		340


		341


		342


		343


		344


		345


		346


		347


		348


		349


		350


		351


		352


		353


		354


		355


		356


		357


		358


		359


		360


		361


		362


		363


		364


		365


		366


		367


		368


		369


		370


		371


		372


		373


		374


		375


		376


		377


		378


		379


		380


		381


		382


		383


		384


		385


		386


		387


		388


		389


		390


		391


		392


		393


		394


		395


		396


		397


		398


		399


		400


		401


		402


		403


		404


		405


		406


		407


		408


		409


		410


		411


		412


		413


		414


		415


		416


		417


		418


		419


		420


		421


		422


		423


		424


		425


		426


		427


		428


		429


		430


		431


		432


		433


		434


		435


		436


		437


		438


		439


		440


		441


		442


		443


		444


		445


		446








OEBPS/images/9780062834898_coverimage.jpg
DANIEL

#1 NEW YORK TIMES
BESTSELLING AUTHOR

the™ it
NEW GIRL





OEBPS/images/TheNewGirl_9780062834836_TheNewGirlMap_Final.jpg
- Ireland |

ATLANTIC OCEAN

A 8
v \
~Norway . ey &L

v
NORTH SEA SR =
= Denmark.
o-Eagland ) 755 Berling,
< Frinton-on-Sea,, chﬁ%’:::f §
LOVld0l’l. renesse® ey T Grermany >

= e “Caech Republic
Lk

“Paris S R
S i

foy

& France ~Austria
T

Geneva,.
LVDM' '4n;1c¢y

s . = nt ol
Arcatza = Carcassonne S
= EPITERRAREAN SEA T
5 7 Tunisia.
. Morocco : & = -
; S Algeria
4 250 kun o -
0 ¢ :
200 mi. | \

£
Copyridht © MMXIX Springer Cartographics LiC





