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ONE
 
Gate 35, Athens International Airport, Greece—Monday—2:00 P.M.
 
“Captain, I think you’d better get back here!” the chief flight attendant said as she burst into the cockpit.
Captain Craig Dayton snapped his head around and began reaching for his seat belt as soon as he saw the worried expression on Jillian Walz’s face.
“What’s the matter?” Dayton asked, aware that his copilot had shifted around in the right seat to look at her as well.
Jillian shut the door and stood in the tiny space aft of the center console, breathing hard and signaling him to wait. She watched a police car pull up on the ramp of the newly opened airport and stop in front of their Boeing 737, its blue lights flashing. Dayton followed her gaze and spotted the patrol car.
“We’re about to get in the middle of a diplomatic crisis,” Jillian said. “The gate agent . . .”
A voice on the overhead speakers cut her short. “Flight forty-two, operations.”
The copilot lifted his handheld microphone. “Go ahead, ops.”
“We will have to hold you at the gate for a while, forty-two.”
“Why?” the copilot asked sharply, noting the arrival of a second police car on the ramp.
“Forty-two, there is an official order . . . ah . . . wait, please . . .”
The microphone in the operations office remained on while urgent voices conferred in the background. “Ah . . . we will have to remove some of your passengers.”
Jillian nodded rapidly, her words tumbling out. “Craig, they’re here to arrest President Harris!”
Craig Dayton clasped Jillian’s right elbow as he searched her eyes. “Slow down, Jillian, and tell me precisely what you’re talking about.”
The day had started in Istanbul with the exciting news that a former President of the United States would be riding with them in first class through Athens to Rome. Fresh from delivering a speech to an international conference on hunger, President John B. Harris had come aboard with an attractive young female aide and an appropriately dour Secret Service agent, greeting the crew warmly at the door and even sticking his head into the cockpit to say hello. Impeccably groomed, and wearing a well-tailored dark business suit that made him seem taller than his five-foot-ten height, Harris had proven to be as friendly and gracious as the Washington press corps had always described him during his almost legendary single term in office.
“Our agent . . . gate agent . . . I know her,” Jillian was saying. “She came down the jetway all upset and said the Greek government has a warrant for his arrest.”
“Why? What for?”
She shook her head, creating a moving blur of chestnut hair. “She didn’t know.”
First Officer Alastair Chadwick whistled and inclined his head toward the ramp, where a third and fourth police car had parked, all with their top lights flashing frantically. “Something’s definitely up, mate.”
“This is a foreign-flagged airliner,” Dayton said. “No one’s removing any passenger without my permission.” He motioned to Jillian to reopen the cockpit door as he moved the captain’s seat back on its tracks and prepared to get up, filling the air with the aroma of peanuts as the contents of an opened snack pouch scattered on the metal floor.
“Damn.”
“I’ll take care of that,” Jillian said.
The copilot caught his arm.
“Craig, you remember I’m a solicitor in my other life in England, right?”
“Yes, I know,” Craig said, his eyes on Jillian as she stepped out.
“A little free legal advice, okay? You’re an American national with a European work visa, you’re the master of a German-flagged airliner, and that airliner is currently sitting on Greek concrete. You’re not the U.S. ambassador. They could arrest you for getting in the way.”
The captain shook his head impatiently. “This is Greece, Alastair. They’ve been civilized for at least a few years now. About two or three thousand, in fact.”
“Craig?” Chadwick tightened his grip on the captain’s arm, and Dayton responded with irritation.
“WHAT?”
“Be careful, okay? I know he’s your President, but you can’t protect him.”
“No?” There was a flurry of movement as Craig Dayton resumed the process of hauling himself out of the seat. “Just watch me!”

TWO
 
Rome, Italy—Monday—1:00 P.M.
 
The Presidential Suite of the Metropole Hotel in the center of Rome was designed for kings and presidents and captains of industry, but despite the opulence of its decor, the most valuable feature to its occupant was a portable phone and plenty of floor to pace.
“Dammit, man, where are they? You are still in Athens, are you not?”
Sir William Stuart Campbell, a Scot by birth and a knight of the British Empire by deft political maneuvering, reversed direction without warning and strode briskly toward the ten-foot-high windows opening onto an ornate balcony overlooking the Via Veneto. The doors to the balcony stood aside as a warm breeze flowed in, redolent with the essence of fresh flowers and the fragrance of a busy nearby bakery, but leavened with a hint of exhaust fumes from the midday traffic—all of it lost to the intensity of Campbell’s concentration.
“Mister Kostombrodis!” Campbell barked, his polished accent worthy of an Oxford don, which he had been at one time in his endlessly distinguished legal career. “My dear sir, I was under the distinct, but  apparently misguided impression that we had retained you to keep track of them moment by moment, and that was to include the moment they left the court and headed for the airport. Is it really so difficult to follow instructions?”
A conservatively dressed young woman wearing a sexless gray suit and a worried expression entered the room, her eyes tracking the imposing hulk of the six-foot-four international lawyer with the wariness of a jackal. She calculated his next trajectory across the forty-foot expanse of the vaulted room and waited.
“You are virtually certain, are you not,” Campbell was saying into the phone, “that they have a certified copy of the Interpol warrant in their possession?”
Campbell turned and caught sight of the secretary, who signaled him with a nod of her head. He nodded in return and raised an index finger in a wait gesture.
“Yes. Yes. I understand. The second you’re certain they have him physically off that aircraft, ring me back. Is that perfectly clear? Whether he’s arrested in Athens or here in Rome is a small matter, but having up-to-the-second information on what is happening is a very large matter. Yes. See that you do.”
He punched off the phone and collapsed the small antenna in a controlled gesture of disdain, rolling his eyes as he looked at the woman and smiled. “Yes, Isabel?”
“The foreign minister has arrived, sir.”
“Show him in, please,” Campbell said, gesturing toward the door as his distinctive features melted into a broad smile, the effect similar to opening a curtain on a sunny day.
A short, rotund man in a dark suit scurried through the ten-foot-high double doors at the far end of the room and moved across the eighty-year-old Persian carpet as Campbell came to greet him, clasping his right hand and clapping him on the shoulder in a seamless gesture only a larger man could use with such practiced grace.
“Giuseppe, how good of you to come. It’s wonderful to see you again.”
Giuseppe Anselmo, the foreign minister of Italy, managed a thin smile as he returned the greeting and accepted a proffered chair next to an ornate couch. A waiter materialized silently with an elaborate silver service of coffee and tea as Campbell inclined his eyes toward the door.
“Close the balcony doors and leave us now, would you?” Campbell instructed. “And be good enough to secure the main door.”
The waiter sealed off the balcony, muting the traffic noise as a previously drowned background track of classical music swelled into prominence.
Campbell reached for a remote control and lowered the volume.
When the waiter was gone, Anselmo shook his head and leaned forward, keeping his voice irritatingly low.
“Giuseppe,” Campbell smiled, wagging a finger at him, then tapping his ear. “Sorry, old boy, but I think I might be growing a bit deaf in my dotage. May I ask you to speak up? There are no other ears around, I assure you.”
“I was saying,” Anselmo repeated in a louder voice as he scooted forward to the edge of the chair, “that this puts us in a very difficult position. Unofficially, of course.”
“Of course. Treaty obligations are often inconvenient, but are you aware of what Peru’s complaint against Harris really contains?”
Campbell poured the steaming coffee into one of the expensive gold leaf cups, making mental note of the rich aroma of the special blend he always specified. British or not, he loved rich coffee.
“I have read it, Stuart. Yes.”
“Excellent. Then you realize that the Peruvian government made a substantial case to the Peruvian judge who properly issued the arrest warrant under Interpol procedure. President Harris is directly, criminally, personally responsible.”
Anselmo was shaking his head. “We do not believe that, and I doubt you do either.”
“Let’s look at the facts, Giuseppe. We know there was a clandestine intelligence operation eighty miles from Lima during Harris’s presidency. We know the targeted building contained some sixty-three men and women, and that regardless of what they were alleged to be making in there, they were, in fact, tortured and, three days later, burned alive.”
“Stuart, I . . .”
“Wait, please. Permit me to finish. We also know the American CIA commissioned the operation with local thugs, and we know that commission was the result of a covert operation that could have only been authorized personally by the President of the United States.”
“But you have no direct proof of that, Stuart!”
“Giuseppe, as a lawyer, you know we’ve got a rock-solid prima facie case under the Treaty Against Torture. The warrant is valid. It will be up to a trial court to decide if the proof is sufficient. And by the way, we do have the proof, though I’m not prepared to discuss it at this time.”
Giuseppe Anselmo reached out and tapped Campbell’s forearm with his index finger. “Why are you representing them, Stuart?” His eyes were riveted on Campbell’s. “You have a thriving practice in Brussels. Your firm represents half of the truly successful companies in Europe. You’re very wealthy now. Why take on the United States in a crusade you can’t win?”
“Is that what you believe this to be?” he smiled. “A crusade?”
“Isn’t it?”
“Of course not! Giuseppe, the only point is that no one on this planet is above the law when it comes to this treaty and the hideous crimes it seeks to prevent. No person may escape universal jurisdiction. No peasant, no king, no president . . .”
“Please, Stuart! Save your speeches for television,” Anselmo snapped. “I am quite aware that you wrote the majority of the treaty and were the driving force behind passing it and getting it ratified. I am aware of your role in trying to extradite Pinochet.”
“I am Peru’s lawyer in this matter,” Campbell interrupted, “because they have a valid case, as horrifying as that may be to our American friends.”
“But Stuart . . . Peru? No one’s going to take this seriously.”
“Peru is not the issue, Giuseppe. The United States is the issue. You and I are rather familiar with the American attitude that they’re only subject to international jurisdiction when it’s convenient.”
“Yes, but . . .”
“Need I remind you of the U.S. Navy’s flight through the ski lift cable?”
“No.”
“Or the arrogant legal response to your requests to try the pilots under Italian law?”
“Of course I am aware of all that!” Anselmo answered with a scowl. “That’s one of the many reasons my government finally collapsed last year and we had to go through elections. It is rather ungracious of you to remind me.”
Campbell sipped his coffee and glanced through floor-to-ceiling  windows at blue skies beyond the balcony, purposefully letting silence hang between them for a few moments before looking back at him.
“I would never mean to be ungracious to you, old friend,” he said, shifting to flawless Italian. “But the fact is, if I were representing the United States and asking Rome to enforce a warrant for the arrest of Slobodan Milosevic, you would not hesitate.”
“Now, look here, Stuart . . .” Anselmo continued in English.
“Giuseppe, the fact is, about thirty minutes ago my associates left a magistrate court right here in Rome with a signed warrant for the police to arrest President Harris when he lands at Da Vinci Airport. The judge is prepared to hold immediate hearings tomorrow on our petition for expedited extradition to Peru.”
“What?”
“There will be a plane waiting, you see.”
“What are you doing, Stuart?”
“Why, being a good lawyer for my client, of course.”
“But . . . extradition hearings take months, if not longer! How did you convince . . .”
“There will be appeals by the U.S., of course, but we’re going to demand immediate extradition to Lima for trial. We would appreciate your government’s assistance in cutting through any official delays. Otherwise, under the treaty, I will be forced to insist that Italy try Harris itself.”
Anselmo made a short, rude, staccato sound as he shook his head. “In your wildest imagination, Stuart, can you imagine the government of Italy putting an American President on trial for alleged crimes committed in a backwater of South America?”
Campbell shook his head slowly, a smile on his lips. “No, Giuseppe, which is why you do not want this problem in town any longer than necessary. If it comes here, I will help you make it go away, as the Americans say.”
“Excuse me,” Giuseppe said, his eyes lighting with the possibility of deliverance. “If? His itinerary is uncertain?”
Stuart Campbell nodded. “I’m managing this from Rome, but at this moment, Harris’s flight is being detained at the Athens Airport pending the arrival of the proper authorities. If they succeed, they’ll relieve you of this potentially vexatious burden. If the Greeks fail, however, John Harris will be arrested on arrival here.”
“And what if he elects to go somewhere else?” Anselmo asked with undisguised sarcasm.
The senior partner of Campbell, Chastane, and McNaughton smiled.
“Giuseppe, have you ever known me to take inordinate risks? At this moment, I have associates with certified copies of the Peruvian Interpol warrant waiting with cell phones in virtually every nation in Europe in anticipation of just such a possibility. But I’m fully expecting to hear good news from Athens any minute.”
As if on cue, the portable phone at his side began ringing.

THREE
 
Athens International Airport, Athens, Greece—Monday—2:10 P.M.
 
All the baggage had been loaded and the passengers boarded by the time seven Greek police officers gathered in the jetway outside EuroAir Flight 42 and Captain Craig Dayton appeared in the doorway of the airplane.
“Who speaks English?” Dayton asked, keeping his voice controlled and calm.
One of the officers stepped forward, brushing past the wide-eyed gate agent, who was somewhere between panicked and helpless. The officer motioned to quiet down the other policemen who were in animated discussion behind him, then turned back to the captain, carefully noting the four-stripe epaulets on the shoulders of his white uniform shirt. “Captain, we are ordered to. . . hold everyone aboard your aircraft. There are others . . . government officials . . . coming here with papers.”
“What for?” Dayton asked.
The officer shook his head. “I do not know. My orders are to keep everyone on board at the gate.”
“How long before they get here?” Craig asked.
“A half hour, perhaps.”
Dayton said nothing for a few seconds, then pointed to the 737’s forward door, which was folded back along the forward fuselage.
“All right. Here’s what I’m going to do. As captain, I’m responsible for these passengers. So I’m going to close the aircraft door to keep everyone on board for you, as you ask. Okay?”
The policeman thought it over quickly and nodded with a fleeting smile.
“Okay.”
“I’m also going to start one of the engines to keep the air-conditioning on.”
The officer looked concerned. “Start . . . engines?”
“I have to. It’s part of our regulations. If we keep people on board, we have to start an engine. Standard procedure. Rules.”
The officer smiled and nodded, understanding the last word. “Okay.”
“Stand back, now,” Craig said as he worked the small latch on the upper hinge arm and pulled the door back through the opening before using the single lever to lock it into position.
He leaned forward and peeped through the small, round window on the door, assuring himself the delegation of police had not been alarmed by his actions. They’d stepped back obediently and were waiting, hands in pockets, convinced they were doing precisely as their superiors had ordered.
Craig turned to Jillian and took her by the shoulders, his eyes finding hers, but his words betraying nothing of their long-term off-work relationship.
“Listen to me! Tell President Harris what’s happening, then get his Secret Service man up here to the entryway, strap him in your folding seat, and have him hold this door handle in place so no one can open it.”
“What are you planning to do, Craig?”
“What I’m sworn to do. Don’t ask. Just go.” He turned and disappeared into the cockpit, launching himself into the left seat and scrambling for his seat belt, aware of the questioning look from Alastair in the right seat.
“Before Starting Engines checklist,” Dayton barked.
“I say, my ears must be going,” Alastair replied, his eyebrows raised. “I could have sworn you called for the checklist.”
“I did. Checklist, please. Now! We’re getting out of here.”
Alastair hesitated, then took a short breath. “Forgive me for pointing out the obvious, old chap, but we’re still attached to the jetway and there’s no tug in place to shove us back.”
Craig looked at him suddenly. “That’s precisely what I’m counting on, Alastair. We’re going to start engines and get out of here.”
“This is an American thing, isn’t it?”
“You’re damn right it is. No one’s going to arrest a U.S. president on my watch.”
“May I remind you this is a German airline?”
Craig nodded without looking as his eyes scanned the forward instrument panel. “So noted.”
There was a hesitation from the right seat, and Craig looked around at Alastair. “What?”
“You’re going to get us both sacked, aren’t you?” Chadwick said quietly.
“I got you this job,” Dayton said, “and I’ll make sure you keep it. It’s my authority and my neck. I made you do it. So do it! Checklist, PLEASE!”
Alastair read the deadly serious expression on his captain’s face and quietly pulled the laminated checklist into his lap, beginning the challenge and response litany immediately.
“Brakes?”
“Set.”
“Hydraulics?”
 
Jillian Walz had gone immediately to brief the Secret Service agent who moved without hesitation to the front to hold the door handle immobile. She returned, then, to brief President Harris—unprepared for the message to be taken lightly.
“Wait a minute, Ms. Walz,” President Harris said, leaning toward her with a smile. “There’s obviously a mistake somewhere in translation,” he chuckled, “or someone’s pulling your leg. To the best of my knowledge, I haven’t started any wars or overthrown the Greek government in the last few days, so there’s really nothing to arrest me for. I’m sure that delegation is just some sort of welcoming committee. We get a lot of them. They probably found out belatedly I was coming through town, got a late start, phoned ahead, and inadvertently got everyone excited.”
“Sir!” Jillian interrupted. “Our agent out there was told they were coming to arrest you. Not greet you. She mentioned an arrest warrant.”
President Harris exchanged looks with the woman beside him, thirty-two-year old Sherry Lincoln, a Rhodes scholar and his assistant for the previous two years. Before she could say anything, the boarding music playing over the PA system shifted to a fast-paced instrumental more suited for the sound track of a movie chase scene. Sherry Lincoln glanced at the overhead speakers in irritation before looking back at her employer.
“What do you think, Sherry?” he asked with a wink. “A bunch of angry Democrats back home manipulating relatives in the old country? I’ve always been told to beware of Greeks bearing gifts or warrants, but . . .”
She wasn’t smiling, and it stopped him. “Sir,” Sherry Lincoln began, “if the word ‘warrant’ was used . . .”
“It was,” Jillian interjected, realizing the 737’s auxiliary power unit had just started up, a small jet engine in the tail section that provided electricity as well as compressed air to start the engines. She could hear the distant whine.
President Harris was shaking his head. “Oh, come on, Sherry! Our allies don’t make a habit of arresting former U.S. presidents. They throw formal dinners and bore us to death with welcoming speeches. Far more effective punishment. Anyway, there’s still such a thing as sovereign immunity for any parking tickets I might not have paid while in office.”
Another sound of rising frequencies reached Jillian’s experienced ear. One of the engines was at idle and the second engine was winding up. There was a momentary flicker in the lights as one of the pilots switched over electrical power from the ground unit to the engines, and the sound track went off-line for a few seconds, then resumed, the rhythm almost matching her accelerated heart beat.
“Look,” President Harris was saying in a soothing voice. “When they get here, whoever it is, I’ll talk to them and take care of it.”
Jillian raised her hand to stop him. “Sir, for right now, please, the captain wants you to stay seated and keep your seat belt on. I’ll report back shortly.”
“Are we leaving on schedule?” John Harris asked.
She shook her head. “I don’t know.”
 
•••
 
The scream of the 737’s two CFM-56 jet engines starting up had forced the police officers to shove their fingers in their ears and retreat up the jetway, where they missed the significance of the slight movement of the fuselage against the accordion-like padding that encased the doorway of the Boeing. Thrust reversers were an unknown concept to them, so the fact that both sets of reversers had just come open was meaningless.
A sudden, unexpected lurch threw all seven against the wall of the jetway, instantly garnering their undivided attention. The lead officer scrambled to his feet and went flying back toward the airplane in time to see the cockpit of the 737 sliding backward in his field of vision. It looked as if the jetway were being moved, but when he reached the end and braved the scream of the engines to peer around to the right, he realized that the jet was moving on its own, a maneuver that had not been covered by his orders.
“Careful, Craig!” Alastair had yelped as the captain yanked the thrust reverse levers up to a high-power setting, causing the 737’s nosewheel to jump over the single chock in its way and roll backward. Dayton cocked the nosewheel to the left, tracking the front end of the jet to the right and clear of the jetway. Just as quickly, he centered the nosewheel, rechecking the reflection of the area behind them in the windows of the terminal. They were clear as far as he could see. He held the reverse thrust at a high setting, knowing he was probably damaging the engines with debris from the ramp.
A roiling cloud of dust and dirt and a few stray papers boiled up in front of them and billowed angrily up the side of the terminal. Craig could see startled faces just inside the glass of the waiting area as people turned at the sound, wondering why Flight 42 had decided to leave ahead of schedule, and without a push-back tug.
The ground crewmen had turned in wide-eyed surprise and had stood in confusion as Craig had started the engines, but the sudden movement backward caught them unprepared. One by one they began running after the jet, waving their arms frantically at the cockpit.
Flight 42’s baggage compartment doors had already been closed, but there was an entire train of baggage carts parked on the right, and the jet blast overturned them now, spilling the contents, which skittered away, accompanied by an upended baggage handler who was rolling end over end toward the terminal.
There was a loud “thwang” as the ground power cable snapped loose from beneath the nose and snaked back toward the building, barely missing one of the ground crew chasing after them but doing no other harm.
The 737 was suddenly clear of the jetway and backing rapidly into the middle of the airport ramp, an area they couldn’t see from the cockpit.
“Craig! Stop!” Alastair yelped. “We don’t know what’s behind us.”
“It was clear,” he said. Craig could see several of the startled police officers leaning out of the end of the jetway, while two others spilled through the door to scramble down the metal stairway to the ramp with no clear idea what to do to stop the retreating jetliner.
The 737 was rolling backward at five to six knots. Craig stowed the reversers and waited what seemed like an eternity.
“Don’t touch the brakes!” Craig cautioned. “We’ll rock on our tail.”
“Right,” Alastair responded.
When the interlock had cleared, Craig shoved the thrust levers forward, waiting for the engines to come up to speed.
Slowly the big jet halted its rearward motion and transitioned to moving forward. Craig cranked the nosewheel to the left and guided them out of the ramp area toward the taxiway, aware that the ground crew was still giving chase and several police cars on their right were now moving cautiously, keeping pace, but maintaining a respectful distance.
“Call the tower for immediate takeoff clearance,” Craig barked.
Alastair complied, getting the response he expected. “EuroAir Four-Two, hold your position, sir! You were not cleared to taxi.”
Craig punched the transmit button for his headset before the copilot could reply. “Negative, tower, I’m declaring an emergency at this time. Clear us please for immediate takeoff on Runway Two Seven.”
Alastair turned toward the left seat shaking his head. “What?”
“An emergency takeoff.”
“There’s no such thing that I’m aware of. You’re going to cashier both our licenses. Come on, Craig. Stop this.”
“No. Finish the before takeoff checklist. We’re rolling as soon as we get to the end.”
“Craig,” Alastair replied, his voice deep and serious, “I beg you, don’t take off without clearance!”
“We have the air traffic control clearance?”
“Yes, but no takeoff clearance, as you well know,” Alastair said, keeping his eyes ahead and calculating the distance to the end of the runway. There were no other aircraft in the way, and the cars giving chase were behind them now. “If we take that runway without a takeoff clearance, we’re both in serious trouble, and I’d rather keep my ticket. This is insane!”
Craig punched the transmit button again. “Tower? Are you going to clear me for takeoff under my emergency authority? We do not have time to explain, and lives are at stake.”
“Ah . . . I . . . this is most irregular, EuroAir. Are you being hijacked?”
“I can’t answer that. Understand?”
There was a telling hesitation as the tower operator found the right slot for the problem. Hijacking! That must be the answer. This must be a hijacking!
“Roger, Four-Two, you are cleared for immediate takeoff on runway Two Seven.”
“The checklist is complete,” Alastair said, his voice tense and urgent as he watched Craig take the 737 at a higher-than-normal taxi speed around the end of the taxiway and onto the runway.
“Setting power. Autothrottles engaged,” Craig said.
“Roger. Airspeed alive.” Alastair waited, watching the airspeed leap to life. “Eighty knots, looking for one hundred twenty-seven.”
Craig glanced to his right, past the copilot, half-expecting armed vehicles to be chasing them down the taxiway, but they were leaving unopposed.
The powerful thrust of the engines pushed them back in their seats as the airspeed needle moved against the dial.
“Vee One, and Vee R,” Alastair stated, reporting the commit speed and the rotation speed as the terminal flashed past in the distance on their right.
Craig pulled gently on the control yoke, lifting the nose, feeling the jet come off the runway as a flying machine and accelerate even faster, freed of the constraints of wheels on concrete.
“Positive rate, gear up.”
“Roger,” Alastair replied. “Gear up.” He moved the lever to the up position, monitoring the sequence of red lights and then no lights before  moving the gear handle to the off position, his mind racing through the possible trouble they had just created for themselves. At the very least, EuroAir management would be apoplectic. At worst, he and Dayton would be fired and possibly prosecuted. He was the copilot and a British subject. Why had he permitted this to happen for the likes of an American President?
“Flaps One, Level Change, N1, Two Ten, Heading Select.”
“Flaps . . . One, Level Change . . . all done,” Alastair replied. “May I ask a question?”
“Yes, if you put the flaps up now.”
“Flaps . . . up. Very well. Where, exactly, are we going, now that we’re fugitives?”
Craig glanced at the copilot. “Rome. As scheduled. I’m going to deliver my former Commander-in-Chief safely to his destination.”

FOUR
 
Rome, Italy—Monday—1:40 P.M.
 
Word that EuroAir Flight 42 had blown its way out of the gate in Athens and departed with former President Harris aboard came as the Italian foreign minister prepared to leave Campbell’s suite. Stuart Campbell bade Anselmo good-bye before ordering his car to the front door.
“Notify everyone as planned, Isabel,” he instructed his secretary as he headed for the elevator, “and ring me with the expected arrival time of the flight.”
He slid into the back seat of the new Mercedes, quietly pleased that the showdown was going to be in Rome after all. He much preferred the Italian capital city to Athens, not to mention the fact that he spoke no Greek. Too bad for Anselmo, of course. Giuseppe and the entire Italian government would be twisting in the wind under excruciating pressure from the United States to quash the warrant and refuse extradition. But the international spotlight and the need within the European political arena to resist American arm-twisting would keep Italy from caving in.
And, of course, there was the basic strength of the case.
Stuart Campbell smiled to himself, imagining the impending legal  battle that in some ways he’d been preparing for—spoiling for—for nearly two decades.
 
 
EuroAir Flight 42, Airborne, Fifty Miles West of Athens, Greece
 
The satellite phone in the cockpit of Flight 42 had begun ringing almost as soon as the 737 reached cruise altitude. EuroAir’s operations center in Frankfurt had been informed by Greek authorities that the flight was being hijacked, which would explain their damaging departure from the gate as described by Athens operations.
“Is that true, Forty-Two? Are you being hijacked?” the dispatcher wanted to know.
“I can’t talk right now,” Craig replied. “I’ll call you on the ground in Rome.”
The response had puzzled the man thoroughly. Rome? Why would someone hijack an airliner and force the crew to fly to their scheduled destination?
Craig disconnected the link before more awkward questions could be asked.
All Mediterranean air traffic controllers had been notified of the presumed hijacking, and despite the fact that Flight 42 wasn’t squawking the right transponder code to confirm an act of air piracy, they were giving the pilots anything they asked for.
Craig pulled the PA microphone from its bracket and glanced at Alastair as he pushed the transmit button.
 
Folks, this is your captain. I apologize for the sudden and . . . unusual departure back there in Athens. We . . . were not able to get a push-back tug, and the airport was going to close and prevent us from getting to Rome on schedule, so I elected to go a bit early and use reverse thrust to get us backed up. I’m sorry if we startled you. None of the bags you saw blowing around the ramp were yours, by the way. Yours were already loaded. Thanks, and we should arrive in Rome on schedule.
 
He repeated the announcement in German and a shorter version in passable French before replacing the microphone.
“I’m going to go back and talk to Harris,” Craig said, watching Alastair’s response as the copilot winced and looked to his left, a haunted expression on his face.
“I truly am worried, Craig,” Alastair said. “We made a real hash of it back there, legally.”
“I know.”
“May I ask why?”
“Why?”
“Yes. Why?” Alastair asked. “Why on the mere strength of a rumor and the presence of a few policemen you elected to imperil an aircraft full of passengers and blow through a half dozen regulations, including the registering of a false hijacking report?”
“I never said we were hijacked. The controller said that.”
Alastair was shaking his head, his face reddening as his anger rose against the background of fear and confusion. “Don’t split hairs! You used that, and we’re still using it. There will be hell to pay when they find out no one’s forcing us to do anything!”
“I am. I’m forcing us.”
“And I’m your culpable copilot. Good heavens, man. Why?”
“I’m an Air Force officer, Alastair.”
“Well, bloody hell, so was I, for the Royal Air Force and the Queen, of course, but that doesn’t make me a guard at Buckingham Palace.”
“I’m a reservist. I’m still a commissioned officer sworn to protect the President of the United States.”
“I hate to break it to you, Craig, but the gentleman in the back isn’t President any longer.”
“Doesn’t matter. Once and always.”
“We’ll never explain this to Frankfurt. You know that? They’re operating on a shoestring with this upstart airline as it is. If they don’t hand our heads to the Greeks on a pike, they could be denied future landing rights in Athens. We’re . . . what’s that phrase you use? We’re toast.”
Craig shook his head energetically. “Don’t count on it. As I said, it was all my idea.” He slid the seat back and climbed out, patting Alastair on the shoulder as he opened the door. “Be back in a few minutes. Keep us flying.”
“Indeed,” Chadwick said, sadly. “I’d better enjoy it. Could be my last time at the controls.”
 
•••
 
Sherry Lincoln saw the cockpit door open and was already on her feet and moving forward to catch the captain as he came out. She intercepted him by the forward galley, introducing herself and Matt Ward, the Secret Service agent who’d remained by the forward door on takeoff.
“You’re President Harris’s aide?” Craig asked Sherry.
“Aide, assistant, advisor, and secretary,” Sherry said, “and we want to thank you for getting us out of there in time.”
Craig looked at them in turn. “You . . . understood what I was doing?”
Matt Ward nodded. “I know that seven thirty-seven’s don’t back out of gates under their own power, Captain. Jillian told us about the arrest warrant.”
“That was quite a show with the baggage carts,” Sherry Lincoln chuckled. “You took one heck of a risk for him.”
Jillian appeared beside them. “I told them about your Air Force background, Craig,” she explained.
The captain nodded, inclining his head toward the chief flight attendant. “This is a German airline, by the way, but Jillian is a U.S. citizen, too.”
A smile flickered across Jillian’s face as she glanced at Craig.
“Ms. Lincoln,” Craig said as he touched Jillian’s arm in response to her smile, “who, exactly, might have been trying to arrest the President? All we were told was that a government delegation was on its way to the airport to take him into custody, and I couldn’t allow that. They wouldn’t tell us why.”
Sherry took a deep breath and leaned back against the forward bulkhead, shaking her head. “I don’t know for certain, Captain, but I strongly suspect you just earned a medal. I think you just prevented what some at the State Department call the second-tier nightmare scenario for an ex-president.”
“Second-tier?” he asked.
“The first is a kidnapping. The second is a Pinochet warrant.”
“Pinochet, as in the Chilean dictator?” Craig asked.
“Absolutely. The general who personally ordered thousands of Chileans tortured and killed for political reasons.”
“Wait. . .” Craig interrupted, smiling and holding his hand up. “What does Pinochet have to do with President Harris?”
“In the eighties,” she replied, “most nations signed a treaty that made the infliction of torture in any form by any official of any country a borderless crime. In other words, you can be tracked down anywhere on earth and prosecuted by any country. Pinochet was one of the first major challenges for that treaty.”
“I do recall some fuzzy details about that case,” Craig said.
Sherry stopped and looked at her watch. “How long do we have before landing?”
“A little over an hour and twenty minutes,” Craig replied. “But please finish what you were saying about Pinochet.”
“Okay. I’ve got some urgent calls to make, but in a nutshell, a Spanish judge issued a warrant for the general’s arrest and they snagged him when he came to London for medical care. But it took the British courts over a year to rule that Pinochet must be extradited to Spain to stand trial.”
“But . . . he was sent back to Chile,” Jillian said.
“True,” Sherry agreed, “but only because he was finally judged too sick to stand trial anywhere. The key British ruling, that a former head of state has no protection from criminal responsibility, no sovereign immunity, was a great step forward with a big problem attached. What happens if the bad guys use it against the good guys?”
“You mean,” Craig began, “someone like President Harris?”
“Exactly. Instead of having a bloody dictator arrested, suppose country Y misuses the treaty’s legal procedures to capture an innocent government official from country X, because country Y is angry with or at war with country X?”
“Who, though?” Craig asked. “Who was country Y in Athens? The Greeks?”
She glanced at Matt Ward and shrugged. “I doubt it. I haven’t a clue which country was responsible back there. There are a lot of countries in the so-called family of nations that still hate us. Fidel doesn’t have a corner on that market.”
They all fell silent for a few moments as the sound of the slipstream outside filled the small entry alcove with white noise. The aroma of warmed sweetrolls wafted from the galley, along with the pungent scent of fresh coffee.
“The nightmare,” Matt Ward interjected, “is that someone like Saddam Hussein or Milosevic or Muammar Gaddafi could trump up a warrant based on accusations that U.S. military strikes authorized by the President tortured their people, or other such garbage.”
Sherry was nodding agreement and looking at her watch again as she spoke. “Under the treaty—which Greece ratified, by the way—they could theoretically have John Harris arrested in Athens and extradited to face a kangaroo court, and a gallows, in Baghdad.”
Jillian’s hand went to her mouth. “You’re kidding!”
“No, I’m not. It’s a real threat, and thank God, Captain, you were thinking fast. President Harris doesn’t want to believe it, but I’ll bet that’s what almost occurred, although Iraq’s probably not behind it.”
“Any country can issue a warrant, then?” Craig asked.
“Any one of them,” Sherry affirmed. “Any judge in any obscure corner of the world could come up with a list of charges and issue an international arrest warrant, and once issued, that warrant can be used virtually anywhere to apprehend anyone, even if the name is John Harris, Jimmy Carter, George Bush, or Jerry Ford.”
“Good Lord!” Craig replied.
“At the very least,” she continued, “they could keep an American ex-President under arrest for a year or two, causing the U.S. great embarrassment.” She paused and checked her watch again. “I’ve got to get on the phone. My GSM cellular doesn’t work in flight.”
“Me, too,” Matt Ward added. “All of my cell phones are inoperative.”
Craig let his eyes wander to the third row of seats in first class to President Harris, who had his reading glasses on. He was studying something intently. One hundred eighteen other passengers were aboard, most of them reading or dozing.
Craig turned back to Sherry Lincoln. “You can find out when we get to Rome what that was all about, can’t you?”
He could see the sudden cloud drift across her face as she thought about an answer.
“Rome is your destination, isn’t it?” he pressed.
She looked staggered and he could see the blood drain from her face.
“I’m sorry . . . what?” Sherry asked.
“You folks did want to go to Rome, right?”
She nodded, licking her lips and looking at Matt Ward. “Yes, but . . . oh my God, I hadn’t had time to think this through!”
“What?” the Secret Service agent asked.
“If there’s a warrant in Greece,” Sherry Lincoln replied, “there could be a warrant waiting in Italy, too. Italy also ratified the treaty.”
“Are there any countries that haven’t ratified?” Craig asked.
“None we’d want to fly to,” she said. “Of course the United States didn’t get around to ratification until nineteen ninety-four?” She turned to Jillian. “Is there a satellite phone aboard? I need one desperately, and I’ve got to get my Palm Pilot out of my purse.”
“Any of the seat phones,” Jillian replied. “They’ll automatically switch to satellite if they can’t get a normal signal. But . . . wait, use the phone up here.”
Sherry started to turn, but Craig gently caught her arm.
“Ms. Lincoln, wait a minute. Are you . . . are you saying he could be arrested in Rome, too?”
“Call me Sherry. I don’t know. How much time did you say until we land?”
“About an hour and ten minutes.”
“If I can reach the right people . . .” She hesitated, looking him in the eye and sighing. “I’m very much afraid I already know the answer. If some country’s gone to the trouble to issue a warrant for the arrest of an American President, you can bank on the fact that they won’t give up easily. Yes, they’ll be waiting.”
“And you’ve no idea who’s behind it?”
“No.”
“Maybe we should land somewhere else,” Craig said. “Of course we have the other passengers to consider . . .”
“Where else could you land?” Sherry interrupted, her tone suddenly hopeful.
Craig shook his head. “I don’t know. We have enough fuel for Switzerland, France, maybe Spain, and Germany. Of course, I’m already in serious trouble with my company. Everyone thinks we’ve been hijacked. There will be hell to pay when they find out otherwise.”
“Really?” She shook her head again. “Oh, man! That could make one thing easier, though.”
“How so?”
“You say air traffic control thinks we’ve been hijacked?”
“Yes. And my company does, too.”
“Then Washington will already know about it.”
Jillian was holding out the telephone receiver, and Sherry Lincoln almost lunged for it.
 
“Excuse me, Mr. President?” Craig Dayton was leaning over from the aisle.
“Ah! Captain. I know Sherry was talking to you, but I want to thank you for . . . well, getting me out of there.”
“You’re entirely welcome, sir.”
“I seriously doubt it was necessary, but she seems to think so.”
Craig squatted down to meet Harris at eye level. “Sir, they told us a delegation was on the way in from town with a warrant for your arrest. There were no minced words, and we had seven cops on the jetway.”
John Harris chewed his lower lip for a second as he looked Craig in the eye. “There is a concern we’ve all had . . .”
Craig nodded. “I know. The Pinochet warrant. She was briefing us.”
“What degree of trouble have you created for yourself?” Harris asked.
“Don’t worry about it, sir,” Craig replied.
“Well, I am going to worry about it. And if they try to come down on you, I’ll do my very dead level best to halt the process.”
“Thanks, Mr. President.”
“If you’re laying over in Rome, would you let me take you and your crew to dinner tonight?”
Craig smiled. “If it works out, sir, we’d be honored.”

FIVE
 
The White House—Monday—8:05 A.M. Local
 
News that a commercial airliner carrying a former President of the United States had been reported hijacked in Athens, Greece, arrived almost simultaneously at the Federal Aviation Administration’s command post in Washington and the Central Intelligence Agency just across the Potomac in Langley, Virginia. In another five minutes, the Defense Intelligence Agency, the FBI, and the National Reconnaissance Office had also independently received the same report.
The routine intramural scramble to be first to notify the White House with the most correct information sent staff members scurrying in each agency, but the first call received in the White House Situation Room came from Langley—a fact that the CIA staffer duly noted with both pride and premeditated intent to brag.
The President’s daily briefing had been printed and sent from Langley to the White House overnight, so the late-breaking report was quickly reduced to a couple of paragraphs and hand-delivered to the Chief of Staff’s secretary, who brought it into the Oval Office during the  first few minutes of the President’s 8 A.M. meeting with the Chief of Staff and the Press Secretary.
“What’s that, Jack?” the President asked, noting the sudden silence.
Jack Rollins, the Chief of Staff and a former senator from Maine, had put down his coffee mug, scanned the paper with rising eyebrows, and whistled under his breath before handing it to his boss.
“It appears that John Harris, in the process of running around Europe and giving speeches, has gotten himself hijacked.”
“Hijacked?” The President took the report and read it before handing it to Diane Beecher, the Press Secretary. “What do you think, Diane?” the President asked.
“I think . . . ,” she began, “that this will divert a lot of attention from the Vice President’s little problem this morning. This will be the lead on all the networks tonight, especially if it goes on for a while.”
“And what do we think?” the President prodded.
“Well, sir,” Diane said, “I think that we think that we’re monitoring the situation very closely and with great concern . . .”
“Right. And?”
“And . . . ,” she continued, “we’re standing by to provide the appropriate authorities any necessary assistance to get our former President back safely.”
“Guarded alarm, in other words?”
“Yes, sir, but ‘guarded alarm’ is your pet phrase. Sir.”
“I like my pet phrase. I’ll let you use it.”
“Frankly, Mr. President, I don’t want it,” she said, with a smile. “And I know you’re pulling my chain, but I do pray quietly every evening that you will never, ever use it in a press conference.”
The President smiled easily and turned to Rollins. “And privately, Jack? What do you think?”
The Chief of Staff shook his head. “Well, fact is, we do owe that overgrown Boy Scout a lot. Like, for instance, your election.”
“Wait a darn second!” the President said with mock indignation. “That’s an excessive statement. The fact that the Republican Party couldn’t find a better candidate in time doesn’t mean I won by default, which is what you’re trying to say.”
“Well, Mr. President, somewhere along the way we need to acknowledge the fact that if John Harris had not screwed his own party by  refusing to run for a second term on the strange concept of principle, we wouldn’t be sitting here. Do I have to remind you he was twenty-eight points ahead in the polls?”
The President scowled. “I don’t have to acknowledge that.”
“That’s true, sir,” the Chief of Staff replied with a grin. “You don’t have to. History will do it for you.”
The President laughed and flipped to the next page in his briefing book.
“No kidding, Jack. Keep me informed on Harris’s flight. I see in this note that the hijacking hasn’t been confirmed. Let’s pray it’s a false alarm.”
 
 
 EuroAir Flight 42, Airborne, Southeast of Milan, Italy
 
Sherry could feel the time ticking away and her stomach contracting with every wasted second.
“Hello?” she said again into the receiver, wondering when the White House operator was going to come back on the line. There were certain phrases she was supposed to use to get the operator’s immediate cooperation. Sherry had all the direct numbers to the White House staffers she needed to contact from time to time, but she hadn’t located the list and the wrong words had tumbled out of her mouth. She was struggling to bring up the right page in her Palm Pilot as she balanced the receiver against her ear.
“White House Comment Office.”
“Comments? Jesus! She gave me the wrong extension. Can you connect me to someone in the Situation Room?”
“Who’s speaking, please?”
“This is Sherry Lincoln. I’m assistant to former President John B. Harris. Hurry.”
“Well, Ms. Lincoln . . . first, if you insist on cursing, I’ll break the connection. Second, we cannot connect just anyone to the Situation Room. Now, what would you like to tell the President?”
Sherry was rubbing her forehead frantically. “Okay. Please, just reconnect me to the White House operator. Can you do that? They gave me the wrong extension.”
The sound of a dial tone filled the earpiece and a long list of expletives raced through her mind.
For the second time she dialed the lengthy combination of numbers and waited for the White House operator to come on the line.
“All right, please listen. This is a staff-related emergency, a Signal Zulu. I have a call from former President John B. Harris for . . . Jack Rollins, Chief of Staff. Please put me through to his office immediately.”
“Yes, ma’am. Please hold.”
Over a minute passed before a suspicious female voice filled the other end of the phone.
“Mr. Rollins’s office.”
Quickly and carefully she explained who and where she was, and her immediate need to speak to the Chief of Staff. At the same moment she found the listing of code names she could never remember.
“And, for authentication, President Harris’s Secret Service designation is ‘Deacon.’ Mine is . . . um . . . ‘Magpie.’ ”
Within thirty seconds Jack Rollins came on the line. He listened intently to her before asking a few quick questions.
“So you’re not hijacked?”
“No. The captain just let them believe that to get us out of Dodge. Athens, to be precise.”
“Understood. And you’re headed for Rome?”
“Affirmative. And the key question, Mr. Rollins, is this: can we land safely in Rome, or do we run the risk of encountering this same arrest attempt there? And, naturally, the other question is, who is trying to nab him, and why?”
“I don’t know, but we’ll find out. They called it an arrest warrant?”
“Yes, Mr. Rollins. I have no details other than that. The Greek government will know.”
“You mean a warrant such as a criminal warrant?”
“I suppose. Why else would we have heard the word ‘arrest’?”
“That leaves me completely puzzled. He wasn’t visiting in Greece, was he?”
“No. Just passing through from Istanbul. We weren’t even going to leave the aircraft.”
“Which means this is definitely something international. Okay. How do I call you back?”
“I’ll have to call you,” Sherry said. “Is there a direct number?”
He passed two private lines and a cell phone number. “Call me back in ten, no more than fifteen minutes, okay?”
“Absolutely. And on behalf of President Harris, thank you.”
“No thanks needed.”
More than 4,200 miles distant in his compact office in the West Wing, Jack Rollins replaced the receiver and hesitated for a few seconds, thinking through the irony of his comments to the President a half hour before. The fog cleared and he bellowed for his secretary at the same moment he snatched up the receiver and pressed a memory dial button.
 
After disconnecting, Sherry Lincoln moved quickly back into first class to find Matt Ward still on the line with Secret Service Headquarters in Washington. He motioned her to wait while he finished and disconnected.
“What are they telling you?” she asked.
“Sit tight. Violate no laws.”
“I figured they’d have to say that,” she replied.
He grimaced. “This is really delicate, Sherry. I can do almost anything to protect him physically, but I can’t protect him from this legal document or a legal arrest. How about you?”
She turned to check on the President, who was still reading, then sat next to Matt and relayed the details of her call. “I’ve got to phone back in a few minutes.”
“If it’s what we were discussing, an arrest warrant, they can’t block it, can they?”
She shrugged. “I don’t know, Matt. That’s . . . a lawyer question, I suppose.”
“Does he have one?”
She stared at him. “Not for this sort of thing. You think I need to line one up?”
“Wouldn’t hurt. Provided there’s a chance of arrest.”
She checked her watch once more, watching her hand shake slightly in the process. There would be just enough time to brief the President before calling back, and she moved to her original seat to fill him in before pulling the seat phone from its cradle and redialing the appropriate numbers.
Jack Rollins answered personally.
“Hold on, Ms. Lincoln. I’m connecting a conference with Rudolph Baker, Assistant Secretary of State, and Alex McLaughlin at Justice.”
She repeated the names out loud for the President’s benefit and felt his hand on her shoulder. “Let me talk to them, Sherry,” he said. “You’ve paved the way nicely.”
John Harris took the phone, his distinctive rumble of a voice filling the transmitter, instantly recognizable to the men on the other end.
“So, folks, what are we dealing with out here?” he asked.
“Mr. President, Rudy Baker at State. Sir, I spoke a few minutes ago with my counterpart in Athens. The . . . for want of a better term, legal instrument . . .”
“Call the damn thing what it is, Rudy!” someone interjected. “It’s an arrest warrant, Mr. President, and this is Alex McLaughlin, Assistant Attorney General.”
“Thank you, Mr. McLaughlin,” John Harris said. “Mr. Baker, you were saying?”
“Yes, sir. I was saying that this arrest warrant was issued by a court in Lima, Peru, on a complaint filed by the Peruvian government, and specifically, the current president of Peru, Alberto Miraflores. It charges you under the Treaty Against Torture for violations of . . . well . . . Alex?”
“Mr. President, there was apparently a raid on a drug factory in Peru during your term that ended very badly.”
“I remember it all too well,” John Harris said, picturing the gruesome photos of charred corpses in a burned-out building. “It was a tragic mistake. Langley went off on an unauthorized crusade and hired a bunch of criminals.”
“They’re trying to hold you criminally liable for that, Mr. President.”
“That’s absurd, Alex.”
“Yes, sir. I’m sure it is, but that’s what the warrant alleges, according to Greek authorities.”
The Assistant Secretary of State spoke up. “Sir, the Greeks sound very relieved your pilot got you out of there. They weren’t interested in arresting you and sending you off to Peru, or trying you there, or anything else. But my counterpart emphasized that they had no choice legally but to honor the warrant when they received it.”
“And, gentlemen, what about Rome?” Harris asked.
There was a telling silence from Washington before Baker spoke.
“Sir, Peru’s counsel took the warrant . . . which is now called an Interpol warrant . . . before an Italian magistrate earlier today and had it, in  effect, certified. The Italian Foreign Ministry tells me that, just like the Greeks, they will have no choice but to execute it. In other words, they’ll have to arrest you as soon as you arrive.”
“I see,” John Harris said, quietly drumming his fingers on the armrest of the plush leather seat. “Gentlemen, those charges are nonsense. I don’t mind hanging around Rome a few days if I can get some help clearing this up. Is that feasible? Can State help?”
“Sir, Alex McLaughlin again. Let me be perfectly frank, Mr. President. What they will do is place you under some sort of house arrest. I’m sure no one’s going to try to dump you in a cell. Britain didn’t even do that to Pinochet. But what undoubtedly will happen is this. Peru, through their lawyers, will ask whatever Italian court they’re using to immediately extradite you to Peru. Now, we haven’t had time to study the ins and outs of their extradition procedure, but as you may know, under the Treaty Against Torture, they really only have two basic choices in the absence of letting you claim sovereign immunity, and Britain’s pretty much blown that away with Pinochet.”
“In other words,” Harris said, “the Doctrine of Sovereign Immunity, the idea that a former head of state can’t be held liable for crimes committed as an official act while in office, has been invalidated by Britain’s rulings in the Pinochet case, with respect to allegations of torture under this treaty.”
“Yes, sir. Well stated. That’s exactly right.”
“You forgot I was a lawyer, Alex?”
“No, sir. But few of us are current on that treaty. Anyway, Mr. President, they have only two basic choices. Send you to Lima for trial, or try you themselves in Italy. The latter just won’t happen, so there is a chance that you could be extradited, and we doubt you’d get a fair trial in Peru under the current regime.”
“These are not good choices, fellows. Let me ask you this. The captain of this aircraft happens to be a U.S. Air Force reservist. If he should be so inclined, is there some other nearby nation I should visit instead of Rome? I don’t want to run from this, but I’m not interested in being Miraflores’s victim either.”
John Harris could hear Rudy Baker clear his throat. “Ah, well, we haven’t had time to poll surrounding nations, but I doubt, sir, that there is anywhere we could divert you to, other than U.S. soil, that would be safe.”
“And I couldn’t get safe conduct to one of our embassies?”
“Not unless you could land in an embassy courtyard, which would be a bit disastrous in a jetliner. Even then, we’d be under incredible pressure to turn you over on the theory that not even an embassy can be used as refuge from this treaty.”
“So, what would you suggest?” Harris asked. “Mr. Rollins? Can you help me out here?”
More embarrassed sighs on the other end.
“Mr. President, this is Jack Rollins. We’re going to keep working on this and see what options we can develop quickly. Maybe . . . maybe your pilot there could slow down or hold in the Rome area and buy us some time, depending on your fuel, I guess.”
“I’ll look into that,” Harris replied. “But to sum up the options as they exist right now, I’m heading for an arrest and possible extradition in Rome, and we have no reason to believe it wouldn’t be the same situation in Paris, Geneva, Bonn, Madrid, or maybe even some off-the-wall place like Malta?”
“All the ones you just mentioned are cosigners of the treaty, sir,” Baker replied. “Give us twenty minutes. We’ll poll virtually every country within range.”
“Very well, gentlemen.”
“And, Mr. President? President Cavanaugh is following this and is very concerned. He’s asked me to tell you that, and to tell you we’ll do everything within our constitutional power to . . . to help end this.”
“Tell the President I deeply appreciate it.”
“Call us back in fifteen minutes, sir.”
“I’ll do that.”
“Mr. President, wait a second,” Alex McLaughlin added.
“Yes?”
“Ah, I . . . while we’re working on this, I have to tell you, sir, that it would be . . . ah . . .”
“Spit it out, Alex,” John Harris said gently.
“Okay. You need your own lawyer, sir. Beyond a point, we’re going to be handicapped in helping you. You need a really top name in international law who can assemble a team very rapidly. I’m frankly not sure how far the Justice Department can go to help you, but I can tell you we won’t be able to provide your primary counsel.”
“Understood, Alex. Thanks for pointing that out. I have one other question for you.”
“Sir?”
“Who’s representing Peru? Is it one of their own, or have they hired someone on the Continent, as I suspect?”
“They have, sir. An Englishman who practices in Brussels and was very involved with the treaty.”
“He’s not English, really,” Harris replied smoothly. “He’s actually a Scot by birth. We are talking about Sir William Stuart Campbell, correct?”
“Yes, sir.”
“I was afraid of that.”
“You know him personally, Mr. President?”
There was a long pause before John Harris replied. “Thank you for the advice, Alex.”
In Washington, Alex McLaughlin sat holding the dead receiver, acutely aware of the question President Harris hadn’t answered.
When he had replaced the phone, John Harris sat a few seconds in thought before realizing that Sherry had been sitting in agonized silence, watching him and waiting for a summary.
“In brief, Sherry? I need to hire a lawyer, right now, from way out here.” He filled her in on the rest of the call.
“Do you know anyone who fits that description, sir? Top international lawyer?”
He snorted, surprising her, and nodded his head. “I did. Once upon a time in a galaxy far, far away. The best legal mind I’ve ever encountered in the field of international law, but too big a heart.”
“Sir?”
He shook his head and sighed. “Sorry. Old memories. I had him on a short list for my administration, but appointing him became impossible. Something
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