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DISCARDED

He shook her. “Take me to Dr. Slade.”

D S )

“I won'’t.

“Ill kill you too, then I'll find him anyway.” He put the
hot muzzle of his gun to her head. It burned her skin.

“You want to die unnecessarily?”

“I don’t give a damn.”

“If you stay with me, I'll let you live.”
She hesitated. Looked at Tedescu’s body on the floor.

Then nodded. She led him to an office with the sign
cLINICAL DIRECTOR. He jiggled the locked handle. Fired
into the keyhole. Then kicked the door open.

Her father, standing behind his desk, held a gun in
one hand and a phone in the other. “Raven knows,” he
shouted into the mouthpiece, “about Tedescu’s plan but
his comrades are here—" ' ,
“Hang up the phone, Dr. Slade, or I'll kill your daugh-
ter.” | ,

“She doesn’t know anything.”

“But you do. Tell us, or watch her die.”
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“It is a riddle wrapped in a mystery inside an enigma.”

—Winston Churchill
Radio Broadcast: 1939
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AUTHOR’S NOTE

This is a work of fiction. Although creative license has
been taken, the two little-known terrorist organizations
portrayed in this novel do exist.

Both Marxist-Leninist groups, one Greek, the other Ira-
nian, were spawned by government-led attacks on univer-
sity students who were protesting what they considered to

be ClA-backed tyrannical regimes.
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PREFACE

Revolutionary Organization 17 November

On the night of November 17, 1973, Greek students gath-
ered on the grounds of the Athens Polytechnic University,
protesting against what they perceived to be the CIA-backed
seven-year military dictatorship of Colonel Papadopoulos.
Riot police attacked. Army tanks crashed through the gate.
Thirty-four students were killed, 800 wounded.

Two years later, Athens CIA station chief Richard Welch
was assassinated in front of his wife and driver. The terror-
ists identified themselves as “Revolutionary Organization 17
November,” known as 17N. This was their first retaliation
for the attack on November 17. '

During the twenty-eight years between 1975 and 2003,
17N committed more than sixty additional deadly attacks
against Europeans and Americans, including the assassina-
tion in June 2000 of the Athens British military attaché.
Unlike Germany’s Red Army Faction (RAF), Italy’s Red
Brigades (BR), and France’s Action Direct (AD), not a single
17N member was identified or captured. The counterterror-
ism agency of the U.S. State Department listed it among the
world’s most dangerous urban terror groups.

17N, once called the last of Europe’s Marxist-Leninist ter-
rorists, still exists.



Mujihadeen-e Kalg |

(“Holy Jihadists of the People”)

On November 4, 1979, a group of Iranian Marxist univer-
sity students who objected to U.S. influence in Iran, espe-
cially the CIA support of the deposed Shah Pahlavi, attacked
and helped occupy the American embassy in Teheran. They
held sixty-three U.S. diplomats and three other citizens
hostage.

At first, the militant students—once estimated to have a
following of 500,000—had the support of the postrevolu-
tionary Iranian leadership. But the students opposed Aya-
tollah Khomeini’s theocracy. They demanded a Marxist
secular democracy which would grant women equality with
men. As a consequence, most—including their leaders—
were hunted down, tortured and executed by Iran’s Revolu-
tionary Guards. Those who escaped went into hiding. In
1993, Maryam Rajavi was chosen president-elect of the Mu-
jihadeen-e Kalg. She helped create a fighting force composed
mostly of women.

MEK joined Saddam Hussein in the war against Iran.
After the war, they helped Chemical Ali gas thousands of
Kurds and Marsh Arabs to death. As a reward, Saddam Hus-
sein granted them sanctuary close to the Irag-Iran border in
a compound called Ashraf. Reduced to a cadre of 3,800, they
are now a mostly female-led militia.

When Maryam Rajavi went into exile in France, several
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of her devoted women followers immolated themselves in
protest.

The State Department named MEK a terrorist organiza-
tion because of their attacks on American interests. However,
the Pentagon—hoping to use them as spies and insurgents
in the event of a future war against Iran—have demanded,
with the support of several senators, that MEK be removed
from the terrorist list. MEK still exists.

In The Asylum Prophecies these two terrorist groups form an
alliance for a catastrophic attack on our soil.



CuHAPTER ONE

Athens, Greece

Raven Slade opened her eyes and blinked at the light fil-
tering through the chicken-wire window. She jumped off
her cot and rolled the mattress against the wall. Stood on
it tiptoe, craning her neck to catch a glimpse of the outside
world. When she saw the Acropolis and Parthenon silhou-
etted against the setting sun, she slid down and sat cross-
legged on the damp mattress. Which asylum was she in this
time?

.. . sis, like, i guess we’re not in ohio anymore . . .

She hadn’t heard that high-pitched voice in her head for
a long time. Better to ignore her.

She stared at the bandages on her wrists and gingerly
lifted the right one. She stuck her fingernail under the scar
and peeled away a crust. Yes, the scab was real. That meant
she was real. She leaned back against the padded wall and
listened for her sister’s voice. Nothing. She touched her
breasts, waist, thighs, legs. She was herself again. Good to be
back.

A female said through the observation slot, “I am coming
in, Raven. I must talk to you.” The slot closed and the door
opened. Nurse Faye Sawyer stepped inside.

She glanced up at the attractive middle-aged woman with
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olive-smooth face, dark eyes, hair crowned with a glistening
black braid.

“I have come to take you out now, Raven.”

“Did my father, like, call off the suicide watch?”

“Attendant on duty reports you are cooperative for past
three days.”

“So can 1 do my candy striper bit again?”

“Mr. Jason Tedescu, new patient in infirmary, wants speak
with you. Says you was his best drama student at Waybridge
University.”

“Sure I'll see him.”

“First come clean yourself and dress.” In the shower room,
nurse Sawyer helped her bathe and put fresh bandages on
her wrists. When Sawyer held out her candy-cane outfit, she
smiled. “I think of Christmas when I wear this.”

“You bring smiles to wounded soldiers and sick people.
You always center of attention. Before you go visit Mr.
Tedescu, I fix you hair to look nice.”

Her scalp tingled as Sawyer brushed hard. After Mother
killed herself, no one else ever brushed her hair. She closed
her eyes. When Sawyer put the brush down, she whispered,
“Don’t stop.” "

“You look pretty, Raven.”

She opened her eyes and saw blonde hairs on her skirt.
“You pulled out my hair, bitch!”

“Little bit came out. Is normal.”

She squeezed her right hand into a fist and swung around
to punch, but Sawyer caught it in midair and twisted her
arm. “Control you self, Raven, or I write in your chart you
still talk with your dead sister.”

“No! I don’t want my father to lock me up again.”

“You be calm?”

“I promise.”

“You promise many times. Show both hands.”
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She uncrossed her fingers and brought her hands around
in front. “See?” _

“All right. We go to infirmary.”

She followed Sawyer down the corridor, then stopped.

“What is problem, Raven?”

“I changed my mind.”

“You must go visit Mr. Tedescu.”

“I don’t must do anything.”

Sawyer pulled a cigarette lighter out of her pocket and .
flicked it until the wick flamed.

“Take it away!”

“So is you. Not the other one. Now, do what I say.”

“Okay. Just put out the fire.”

Sawyer closed the lighter and slipped it back into her
pocket. “Come, cheer up Mr. Tedescu.”

In the first bed, a young man wearing an oxygen mask
waved. “I missed you, Raven.”

She patted his hand. “Get well.”

She passed between beds and wheelchairs waving to
the patients on both sides. She was a queen inspecting the
troops. The men who were awake blew kisses.

From the far end of the infirmary, she heard someone
shout, “You on the wheelchair, shut up and let us sleep!”
Someone else called out, “Damn it, youre not only one
here!”

As she approached the half-open privacy curtain, she heard
her former drama coach’s pompous lecture.

“Remember, students, this is Aristophanes’ antiwar com-
edy. The character’s name Lysistrata means ‘she who disbands
armies.” She stops the war between Athens and Sparta by
making the love-starved women refrain from having sex
with their men.”

She recalled the last role she had rehearsed.

Parting the half-open curtain, she delivered her lines:
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“You know how to work. Play him, lead him on.

Seduce him to the cozening-point—kiss him, kiss him.

Then slip your mouth aside just as he is sure of it.

Ungirdle every caress his mouth feels at . . .”

Potbellied little Mr. Tedescu spun around in his wheel-
chair. “Raven?”

Nurse Sawyer pushed her close to him. “Raven Slade
come visit like you ask, Professor Tedescu.”

“Not professor! They never . .. made me professor. And
where are my 17N comrades?”

“They not arrive yet, Mr. Tedescu, but candy striper
Raven here to cheer you.”

His glare softened. “My favorite drama student memo-
rized roles quicker and with more feeling than any other
student actor. | have something to ask you.” He frowned at
Sawyer. “Go away. This is between me and my protégé.”

Sawyer stepped around the curtain, but Raven saw her
shadow linger on the other side.

“Come closer, Raven,” Tedescu said.

She leaned over, trying not to gag at the odor of his sweat-
drenched body.

“Do you remember our last conference in my office, after
the rehearsal, before your breakdown?”

How could she ever forget!?

That afternoon, sitting in the chair beside his desk, she felt the
horny bastard slide his fat fingers up her skirt. Good thing
she crossed her legs. That’s what Lysistrata would have done.
He stumbled to his lavatory.

She noticed a stack of papers on his desk, cover sheet ti-
tled Operation Dragon’s Teeth. Notes for a new play? She read
them quickly. Three thyming quatrains like the prophecies
of Nostradamus. She started to put them back, but when he
came out, wiping his hands, he saw her.
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“How dare you read things on my desk.”
“Sorry, Mr. Tedescu. I thought they were acting notes.”
He raised his fist. She jumped off the chair and he chased
her around his desk.
- “Don’t hit me.”
A knock at his door stopped him. A student stuck his
head in. “Sorry to be late for our meeting.”
She pushed Tedescu aside and ran out of the office.

That was the last time she saw him until now.

“Mr. Tedescu, how could I ever forget that last day?”

She saw him glance at Sawyer’s silhouette behind the
curtain. “Go away, Nurse! This is private!”

Shoes squished as Sawyer moved.

“You always had an incredible memory for your roles. Do
you recall what was on those pages?

. . . raven, your shmuck drama coach is asking you to per-
form a scene from his three-act dragon’s teeth play . . .

She ignored the voice in her head and recited the lines,
for him. “I understand some of the images and references
from your lectures, but they still don’t make sense.”

“They are prophecies only for my 17N and MEK com-
rades.”

. . what the hell is I7n or amek . . . ?

The nagging high-pitched voice in her head prevented her
from hearing what he said after that, but he suddenly leaned
forward in the wheelchair and grabbed her throat with both
hands. Choking her. “I can’t let you live, you bitch.”

She tried to pull away, but his grip was strong. Fingers
tightened around her neck.

The privacy curtain swished open and Nurse Sawyer
dashed in. She punched Tedescu in the face. He let go. Her
second punch knocked him unconscious.

“Jesus, just in time. He tried to kill me.”
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Sawyer checked his pulse and called a passing attendant.
“This patient fainted. When he revive, he restricted to infir-
mary. No visitors absolutely.”

Outside the infirmary, she asked, “Raven, what you say to
him that make him attack you?”

She was about to recite the three quatrains, but she
remembered he said they were only for 17N and MEK.
“Nothing. He just, like, freaked out.”

Sawyer twisted her wrist. “I heard part about 17 Novem-
ber and the Mujihadeen-e Kalg.”

“Muja-Dino-what?”

“Tell me, or I write in your chart you have hallucination
and talk to your dead sister. Your father lock you up again.”

She pulled free. “Write whatever the hell you want.”

“What's going on here?”

She turned at the sound of her father’s voice. “She saved
my life. Mr. Tedescu was going to kill me. But now she says
she’s going to write that I'm still crazy.”

He turned to Sawyer. “I'll take care of this, Nurse. You
can go back to the nurse’s station on the military ward.”

Sawyer hesitated, then stalked off.

“Are you all right, Raven?”

“Before Mr. Tedescu attacked me, he asked if | remem-
bered something I once read on his desk in his office. |
thought they were acting notes. But he said they were his
prophecies, and he made me recite them for him. Then he
said he had to kill me because the plans of Operation Drag-
on’s Teeth was only for his comrades of 17N and MEK.”

Her father grabbed her arm. “Quick, come with me!”

“What he was talking about, Dad. What’s a MEK?”

Her father rushed her into his office and-locked the door.
“No time to explain, Raven.”

“He made me recite three stanzas to see if | remembered
them. The first one began—"
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“Don’t tell me, Raven.”

“Why not?”

“If I'm captured and interrogated, I don’t think I could
hold out.”

“You're scaring me.”

“Sorry, but we have to act fast. Thousands of lives may be
at risk. Listen to my voice. You've heard me give you this
command before. Raven, roost.”

. . . he’s hypnotizing you, raven, don't listen . . .

She heard her sister’s warning voice, but she couldn’t stop
her eyes from closing.

“Repeat my command, Raven.”

She whispered, “Raven, roost.” Then went limp.

She felt his hand on her forehead. “Raven, you're going tc
sleep again, as you have many times before. Deep sleep. You
see willows weeping. You smell sweet roses in a garden. You
feel wind breathing on your face. Look at the yellow anc
orange butterflies. Ignore the inner voice of your twin whc
is jealous that you were the one born alive. Now, sleep. Deer
sleep until I tell you to awake.”

. . careful, raven, in the past he always explained why he’.
hypnotizing you, don’t give in . . .

Too late. She was already in the garden, lying on the
grass. His voice echoed through the silence. “You won't re-
member Jason Tedescu’s prophecies. They will remain bur-
ied in your subconscious, guarded by your fear of fire and
your sister’s fear of heights. Only when you hear the phrases,
‘17N is defeated. MEK is defeated.’” will you be able to recall
the prophecies and tell them to the CIA or FBI. Now, repeat
the words about 17N and MEK that will unblock the proph-
ecies.”

“I7N is defeated. MEK is defeated.”

“I'm going to count to five and say ‘Raven fly. You'll
awaken. One. Two. Three. Four. Five. Raven fly.”

Q1222 NEEQAT7 EQANO
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She opened her eyes.

“Raven, what do you recall?”

“Getting dressed after Nurse Sawyer brushed my hair.”

“Excellent. Now come with me to the dayroom and bring
cookies and juice to the soldiers.”

Still trembling, she followed him out of his office. “Re-
member, Raven, it’s good for therapy—theirs and yours—to
have our American and Greek wounded soldiers talk out
their war horrors.” He nudged her gently into the dayroom.
“But don’t flirt.”

Raven paused at the entrance. Men, some with legs or
arms in casts, turned their wheelchairs and smiled at her.
Others playing dominoes looked up and waved.

Through the glass partition, she saw Sawyer at the nurses’
station, watching.

She sashayed into the dayroom. Was this a stage, or a
movie set! As she moved among the patients, she knew they
wanted to touch her. Most were being treated for shell shock.
Or was it battle fatigue? What was it called now? Oh, yes.
Post-traumatic stress disorder. The way they looked at her, she
knew they were damned stressed.

Sawyer once said it was better for them to talk out their
memories of the Persian Gulf War to a candy striper, rather
than to the clinical director or even a psychiatric nurse. But
Sawyer always questioned her afterward about what they
said. .

She waved to soldiers. One blew her a kiss. A Greek cor-
poral made a jerking motion with his fist between his legs.
She looked away.

She saw someone in a wheelchair with his back to the
nurses’ station, face swathed in bandages, left arm in a sling.
Must be a new admission. He waved at her with his free
hand.

She walked over and stroked his brow. “How are you?”
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In a deep mellow voice with a slight Greek accent, he
whispered, “Better with your soft fingers on my forehead.”

“You speak excellent English.”

“I was an exchange student in America.”

“What’s your name?”

“Zorba.”

She laughed. “Zorba the Greek? You're toying with me.”

“I would like to.”

She winked. “I'm going to call you ‘the man in the white
gauze mask.”

She glanced around for her favorite attendant. There was
young Platon Eliade, dealing cards at a table near the win-
dow. She knew he and the American G.I's gambled with
matchsticks but settled up afterward with money. She headed
toward the card table.

Suddenly, a cracking sound, like a car backfiring. Platon
jumped to his feet knocking over the table. “Clear the day-
room! Back to your wards!” He pulled an automatic from
under his smock and headed for the corridor.

. . raven, what the hell is an attendant in this craxy house
doing witha gun . . . ?



CHAPTER T'wo

Doors smashed open. Glass shattered. Four men in black ski
masks burst in shouting curses. A fat man fired at the Amer-
ican patients.

Raven froze. This can’t really be happening. Must be an-
other nightmare. But when she saw a red stain spread across
Platon’s white smock, she ran to hide behind the Greek sol-
dier with the bandaged face.

He shook off his sling and put his arm around her. “Stay
with me, beautiful. No one will harm you.”

A fat intruder tossed him a ski ‘mask. Zorba turned his
back, unraveled the bandages and pulled down the mask,
revealing only dark eyes through the slits.

He pointed at Sawyer staring through the nurses’ station
window. “She saw my face! Get her!”

The one-armed invader and another with a toothpick
sticking through his mask ran out into the corridor. A third
on a crutch limped toward Zorba and handed him an auto-
matic.

She stared. “Zorba, you’re one of them!”

“Take me to clinical director’s office.”

“Why?”

“I must see your father. He is a CIA informant.”

She screamed, “You're crazy.”
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He pointed the gun at her. “Be silent if you want to live!
Take me to Dr. Slade.”

She led him from one corridor to another away from her
father’s office. As they passed the infirmary, she heard pa-
tients groaning. An orderly pushing a man in a wheelchair
into the corridor froze, then fled. The wheelchair tipped
over. The occupant freed himself and jumped off.

It was Mr. Tedescu, running toward her. Hands out to
grab her. “Die, Raven! You must die!”

Zorba said, “Back away, old man. Don’t interfere.”

But Tedescu kept running toward them.

Zorba fired twice. Blood spurted from the hospital gown.
Tedescu collapsed.

The one with the crutch turned a corner and limped to
the body on the floor. A gravel-sounding voice, said, “You
fool! It is him! He call from hospital to meet him here.”

Zorba bent over and studied the face. “I didn’t know.
I never met Tedescu. What is he doing in the Athens
Asylum?”

“He say, because girl remembers plan, he must kill her.”

A gurgling sound came from the dying man’s lips.

The man with the crutch bent over the body. “Jason, for-
give my idiot son’s mistake. What you want us to do?”

“Operation Dragon’s Teeth, launch it without me.”

“We do not have the plan.”

Tedescu pointed at her. “Raven knows.” Then his eyes
went blank and his head flopped to one side.

The one who called himself Zorba looked at her. “What
does he mean? What do you know?”

. . think fast, raven . . . -

“Probably means I know him. In college, he was my drama
coach at the Greek Theater Club. I didn’t even know he was
coming here.”
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He shook her. “Take me to Dr. Slade.”

“I won't.”

“P'll kill you too, then I'll ind him anyway.” He put the
hot muzzle of his gun to her head. It burned her skin. “You
want to die unnecessarily?”

“I don’t give a damn.”

“If you stay with me, I'll let you live.”

She hesitated. Looked at Tedescu’s body on the floor.
Then nodded. She led him to an office with the sign cLINI-
caL DIRECTOR. He jiggled the locked handle. Fired into the
keyhole. Then kicked the door open.

Her father, standing behind his desk, held a gun in one
hand and a phone in the other. “Raven knows,” he shouted
into the mouthpiece, “about Tedescu’s plan for a terrorist at-
tack in the States, but his comrades are here—"

“Hang up and put the gun down, Dr. Slade, or I'll kill
your daughter.”

“She doesn’t know anything.”

“But you do. Tell us, or watch her die.”

Her father, still holding the receiver against his left ear,
looked at him, then at her. “Forgive me, Raven.” He fired the
gun at his own forehead. The bloody phone fell to the floor.
He slumped across his desk.

“No, Daddy! No!” she screamed. Tried to run to him but
Zorba held her tight.

“It’s too late. He left you to face the music alone.”

Two other masked gunmen rushed in. A fat one shouted,
“Are you all right, Alexi?”

The one with the toothpick punched the fat one in the
shoulder. “No names!”

. . . so his name isn't orba, it'’s alexi . . .

“No matter,” the one-armed man said. “17N leaves no
survivors.”
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The fat one shouted, “Shoot the girl too.”

“No,” the man with the crutch said. “Maybe Tedescu’s last
words means she knows prophecies. Take her with us.”

The one called Alexi turned to the one man. “Did you
stop the nurse?”

The toothpick jiggled through the mask. “She run out
back door before we get there. Her car was park in alley. She
drive away fast.”

The one-armed man said, “What we do with this one?”

The limping man said, “Use her as shield until we find out
what she knows about Operation Dragon’s Teeth. Then kill
her as Tedescu wanted. Son, leave our message!”

Alexi went to the desk and crumpled a sheet of paper. He
dipped it into her father’s blood and, using it as a brush, he
smeared on the wall: Death to Enemies of the People. With
a flourish, he signed it 17N.

What did her father say about remembering 17N and
MEK? What did those names mean?

Alexi dragged her across the corridor, around a corner,
down a flight of stairs through the exit toward a black car.
The man with the toothpick slid behind the wheel. “Why
are you bringing the girl?”

“To learn what she knows about Tedescu’s prophecies.”

The limping man pointed his crutch at the trunk. “Lock
her in there.”

“No room, Father,” Alexi said. “It’s full of weapons.” He
blindfolded her and shoved her into the backseat. She felt
the fat man’s body against hers. Then Alexi got in, squeez-
ing her between them.

The car lurched and sped away.

She closed her eyes and breathed. In. Out. In. Out. Help
me, Sis. No answer. Where are you when I need you?

Alexi shouted to the driver, “Take an indirect route to the

safe house.”
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She felt the car turn, lurch, turn again.

The driver said, “Minivan behind us.”

“Cut through the alley.”

“Is gone now.”

She felt the car hit trash cans. It jolted to a stop. The one
Alexi had called Father jabbed her with his crutch and
pulled her out of the car. “If you want to live, do not resist.”
He tested her blindfold. She heard the car door slam, then
felt a gust as it pulled away.

He dragged her onto a curb. Into a building. Crutch hit-
ting up twenty-seven steps. Sound of a key in a lock. A door
creaked open, then closed behind them. He dragged her
across carpeting to another door and started to push her
inside. She pulled away, but he punched her stomach. She
fell back and he slammed the door.

What was she was leaning against? Clothing on hangers.
A closet. No room to move. She pulled off the blindfold. No
window. No light. No air. Can’t breathe. Can’t think. Fall-
ing apart. Mustn't faint. Hang on.

She shouted, “I can’t stand it in here!”

A fist banged on the closet door. “Then sit.”

“You bastard!”

“Careful how you talk to Greek patriot.”

Sis, she thought, I need you now.

. breathe slowly, raven. one breath. another. in and out
like dad taught you. stay calm. they can’t keep you locked up
forever. play along until you find out what they plan to do, you're
good at making men do what you want . . .

She heard an outside door open, then close. The voice of
Alexi said, “Vasili thinks we were followed.”

A thump of the crutch. “Then better to kill her now.”

“First, I'll work on her to find out what she knows.” .

“Do not cross me now, Alexi. Why you think you‘can .
control this woman?”
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“Remember in America when the heiress Patty Hearst
joined her kidnappers?”

“You mean Stockholm syndrome?! Think you can make
this one fall in love with you?”

“It’s worth a try.”

“What if you cannot, Alexi?!”

“Then I'll dispose of her as Tedescu intended.”

“If only Tedescu lived long enough to give us his plan.”

She banged on the closet door. “Let me out!”

“Ignore her. Concentrate on our Piraeus bombing.”

“I'm still worried about that, Father. Women and children
are sure to be at the terminal.”

“Is always collateral damage in fog of war. Go now.”

Footsteps. The outside door opening. Then closing. Which
one stayed behind? She jiggled the knob. Threw herself
against the closet door. “Let me out!”

No answer.

She started wheezing and lay back against the clothing.
Then the thump-thump of a crutch coming closer.

Sis, what if he tries to rape me?

.. . Ull kick him in the balls for you . .

What if he tortures me?

. . . pain always makes you feel real. the worst he can do is
kill you and save you the trouble. every time you tried to commit
suicide like mom did, you failed. so let him do it for you. then
we'll be together again inseparable . . .

Sound of a key turning in the closet lock. Blinding light
as the door creaked open. A hand grabbed her leg.

<4 fly, sister raven, fly . . .
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CHAPTER THREE

Cincinnati, Ohio

A signal beeped in the Intelligence Analysis section of the
FBI Cincinnati field office. Frank Dugan put down his
cheeseburger and swiveled from his desk to the console. He
turned on the closed-circuit unit and read the message on
the monitor:

FROM: Athens Interpol secure site-
TO:  All International Field Offices
RE: 17 November Terrorists

The picture focused on a white-haired man with a thick
mustache, adjusting a black patch over his right eye. The
wall behind him bore the inscription:

HELLENIC REPUBLIC
MINISTRY OF PUBLIC ORDER
HEADQUARTERS OF THE HELLENIC POLICE |
INTERNATIONAL POLICE COOPERATION DIVISION =

An echolike voice reverberated. “This is Captain Hector
Eliade, head of the Hellenic Police Counterterrorism Task
Force in Athens. Two days ago the elusive Marxist-Leninist
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terror cult 17 November attacked the Athens Asylum. Two
Americans dead, one wounded. Clinical Director Roger
Slade took his own life. His daughter, Raven Slade a patient
at the facility, taken hostage.

“Ohio’s Waybridge University classics instructor, Jason
Tedescu, being treated in the infirmary was one of those
killed during the assault. Our antiterrorism task force has
intel that—during his years as an expatriate in America—
he planted homegrown terrorist sleeper cells.

“New chatter indicates that Tedescu was attempting to
create an alliance between 17N and an unidentified Mideast
terrorist group. A joint assault against targets in the United
States. Code name: Operation Dragon’s Teeth.

“Other patients in the Athens Asylum overheard Tedescu
speaking to Raven Slade, then attacking her. His dying
words to his killers were: ‘Raven knows.’

“Top priority is to extract the hostage for our own inter-
rogation. We must learn what Raven Slade knows about
plans of the intended attack before 17N tortures it out of her.
If that is not possible, she must be silenced to prevent her
from passing message to the terrorists.”

The screen went black.

He studied the world map on the wall above the console.
When he first transferred from New York to Cincinnati, he'd
outlined his Balkans area with a yellow marker. Now, he
reached over and pulled the red pushpin out of Slovenia’s
capital Ljubljana, and jabbed it into Athens, Greece.

His intercom buzzed. Assistant Director Mason wanted to
know if he'd picked up the message from Interpol.

“I did.”

“Up to my office ASAP”

Moments later, he stepped out of the elevator onto the
blue plush carpeting and knocked at Mason’s door.
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“Come!”

He opened it partway and looked at the chief’s gray hair,
as always swept across his forehead in an exaggerated pom-
padour.

Mason had his fingers clasped on the huge mahogany
desk. “What do vyou think, Dugan?”

“Captain Eliade is suggesting that if the Greek police can
rescue Raven Slade they intend to aggressively interrogate
her. Since she’s an American outside the States. That’s CIA
business.”

As Mason nodded, his gray pompadour flipped forward.
He smoothed it back into place. “Since FBI embassy legats
are now permitted to investigate crimes against Americans
anywhere in the world, it becomes our business as well as
the CIA%s.

“So we're getting involved in 17N’s kidnapping of Raven
Slade?” -

“It’s more than just that. You're the Balkans analyst. Tell
me about 17N.” .

“It's a Greek Marxist-Leninist terror group. This attack
on the Athens Asylum is their most recent of more than
sixty attacks on Europeans, Turks and American targets.”

“How are they different from other European terror-
ists?”

“Big difference. Not a single first- or second-generation
17N terrorist has ever been captured or even identified dur-
ing the twenty-eight years of their existence.”

“So they’re middle-aged by now. How is it they still haven't
been caught?”

“They've melded into Greek society as doctors, professors,
mechanics, sculptors, all ordinary citizens. In their clandestine
lives, they still avenge their dead and wounded comrades
with ingeniously planned acts of terror.”

“Do I sense a touch of respect in your voice?”
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He shrugged. “When students of Athens Technicon Uni-
versity were demonstrating against the brutal regime of Col-
onel George Papadopoulos, the police and military brutally
attacked them on 17 November 1973

“So why the aggression against us?”

“As | said, they're Marxist-Leninist. During the Commu-
nist resistance against King Constantine’s tyrannical monar-
chy, it was widely believed the CIA was behind defeat of the
left wing. A coup brought Papadopoulos into power. The
students—now middle-aged as you say—never forgave Amer-
icans, Europeans and the present Greek government. Ergo,
the long-lived underground of two generations of 17N.”

Mason cracked his knuckles. “This communique about
17N’s possible alliance with fundamentalist Islamists for an-
other major attack on us has raised hackles in D.C. The di-
rector called. He wants you back in the New York field office
to confer with their top Mideast section analyst.”

He felt his legs jiggle. He pressed his hands against his
knees to stop it. “Back to New York?”

“Sorry, Dugan. I know you requested a transfer out of
Manhattan after 9/11. But this is for just one or two days.”

“Why me?”

“The Balkans is your bailiwick. You've spent time in
Greece and you've studied the 17N attacks. We've got to
find out what Raven Slade knows before they torture it out
of her. The Mideast analyst in New York may be able to help
you identify the fanatic Islamists involved with them.”

“For Greek Orthodox Christians like 17N,” he said, “an
alliance with Muslims makes strange bedfellows.”

“Then it’s up to you to bone up on this terrorist group
they’re getting into bed with.”



CHAPTER Four

Athens

Faye Sawyer had been startled by the gunshots as she was
watching Raven through the nurses’ station window.
When the new patient pulled off his face bandages, she
suspected he was 17N. Not yet time to reveal her own true
identity.

She slipped out of her nurse’s uniform and into her skirt
and blouse. Raven’s medical file was, open on her desk. She
grabbed it and ran out the rear exit. Her maroon minivan
was parked in the alley. Easy enough to escape, but first she
would follow to see where 17N was taking Raven.

Headlights off, she drove around the rear of the asylum
and parked close to the main entrance. Unlocked the glove
compartment. Pulled out her gun.

She tailed the black sedan as it it made several turns,
doubled back, then finally stopped in front of a nondescript
building with a street-level used-clothing store. She parked
with headlights off. Two men dragged Raven through a
doorway, then drove off. Minutes later, lights flashed on in a
second-floor window. At least, she knew the safe house
where they would hold Raven hostage.

* k%
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She drove to a deserted area on the outskirts of Athens and
pulled off the road. Using one of her disposable cell phones,
she dialed long distance to Iraq.

A pickup. “Who is calling?”

She recognized the voice of Nabila, General Rihana Has-
san’s aide-de-camp. “This is Major Fatima Sayid.”

“Allahu akbar,” Nabila said.

“Yes. Praise Allah. Connect me to General Hassan.”

“She is supervising tank maneuvers. I will patch you
through to her secure cell phone.”

Moments later, a woman'’s strident voice came on. “Salaam
alaitkum, Major.”

She visualized the leader’s pink face framed by an olive-
drab head scarf that barely hid tufts of white hair, her mus-
cular body stretching the buttons of her uniform.

“Alaikum salaam, General.”

“Good to hear from you, Fatima. I am pleased you are
safe. Allahu akbar.”

Yes, God is great, she thought, and responded quickly,
“Nam. Allahu akbar.”

“Have you confirmed our alliance with 17 November!”

“Not yet, General.” She described what happened at the
asylum. “Before Jason Tedescu was shot, he had his protégé
Raven recite something. Then he tried to strangle her. I do
not think we should approach 17N until we know what they
learn from her.”

“You sound concerned. You think Tedescu informed 17N
that he planned Dragon’s Teeth as our joint operation?”

“l heard a few lines that Raven recited. If | can get to her
before they kill her, I can learn the rest of what she knows.”

“How can you be sure?”

“Remember, | was her psychiatric nurse. Her father diag-
nosed her disorder as borderline personality combined with
histrionic personality.”
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“Westerners have all kinds of personality disorders. What
do those tell us?”

“As a borderline, she presents with symptoms of seeing the
world around her as unreal. Feeling she, herself, is unreal. At
times, seeing and hearing herself as another person.”

“Like an out-of-body experience?”

“Yes, and similar to multiple personality disorder, but
without amnesia.”

“Those appear to be inner experiences, Fatima. How are
they manifested?”

“Self-mutilation and suicidal behavior. Terror of being left
alone often leads frantic efforts to avoid abandonment. They
are committed, usually for less than six months, as schizo-
phrenics. Their well-known mantra is, ‘I hate you. Don’t
leave me.”

“And how does borderline fit in with—what did you call
it’—histrionic personality?”

“As a histrionic, she is lively and dramatic. Must always be
the center of attention. Highly suggestible and seductive.”

“Sounds like a handful. How do you intend to proceed?”

“Often, in the past, Raven’s father hypnotized her. I be-
- lieve that is what he did after Tedescu spoke to her. I suggest
we let 17N try to extract his prophetic details of the opera-
tion. If they do not succeed, I will get her away from them
and try my hand at controlling her.”

“Excellent, Fatima. Stay in Athens until then.”

“Before I contact 17N, do we really need them?”

“After Tedescu approached us, our intelligence sources
reported that he planted Greek sleeper cells in three major
American cities. Most are middle-aged by now. If, as you say,
Tedescu’s protégé memorized his prophecies of the targets,
as well as our weapon and how to use it, we must find out
what she knows.”

“I agree, General.”
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“Now that you have found the safe house, make contact.
If 17N refuses, or if they are unable to extract the secret
from her, use whatever force is necessary to bring her here to
Ashraf. With your training, I have no doubt you will break
through.”

“It shall be done.”

“Inshallah.”

“Yes, General. ‘If God wills.””

“Salaam alaikum, Fatima.”

“Alaikum salaam.”



CHAPTER FIvE

Athens

A flashing bright light awakened Raven. All night. Every
night. On and off. On and off. How many days was it? Had
to keep track. The light didn’t stay on long enough for her to
get her bearings. Dark again. Weak and groggy. Mouth dry.

How to keep track of the days—or nights? Nothing to use
for scratching marks on the wall. She fingered the six old
scars on her stomach that she'd cut to record the number of
times her father committed her to asylums.

A thin ray of light blinded her. A hand threw in a flask.
Just in time. She gulped tepid water.

All right. Starting now, she'd tattoo a daily calendar on
her flesh. Four or five days since they kidnapped her. She
pulled up the right sleeve of her blouse and clawed five lines
on her arm. The smell of blood assured her she wasn’t dream-
ing. The pain brought her back to the real world.

The day after she drank the water, she banged on the door.
“Let me out! I gotta pee!” No answer. She pounded. “I'll do
it in here!”

No answer. Well, the hell with you. She pulled her slacks
and panties down and squatted. Relieving herself on the pile
of clothing. Wiped herseif with something like a scarf. If
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Alexi’s limping father was going to kill her, he was taking
his sweet time. If he wanted to rape her, what was he waiting
for? She had to stay focused to survive. She'd ﬁght him until
she was ready to take her own life.

The closet door opened. Light blinded her. He lurched
into the closet with his crutch. He spread her legs. She
kicked, but he was too strong. He fumbled with his zipper.

The smell of her own urine. Ecchhh. The gorge rising in
her throat. She puked in his face.

He slapped her. “Bitch! Next time I will rape you with my
crutch.”

“Which end?”

“Maybe I will kill you first and have your body.”

“Might as well send your son to do a man’s job.”

He punched her and backed out of the closet. The taste of
vomit stayed in her mouth until she fell asleep.

Now how long? She felt her arm. Time for a sixth cut. She
had to shit. As she bent over and squatted, the door swung
open.

“God, what a stink!” Alexi’s voice.

“It’s your father’s fault for not letting me go to the toilet.”

He struck the back of her head. “Speak when you are
told!” He blindfolded her and led her by the hand. “Go now.
After you finish, I'll give you a shower.”

“Why do I need a blindfold?”

“I told you not to talk.”

“Good cop, bad cop? I guess you're the good cop.”

He pushed her down on the toilet. No seat. Cold porce-
lain. When she was done, he pulled her up by her shoulders
and pushed her through a shower curtain. He turned on the
water. Cold! He washed her.

“Enjoying yourself?”

“Not yet,” he said.
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“Better get to it before your old man does.”

He shoved her back into the closet and locked the door.
Someone had cleaned it.

“Put on dry clothes from hangers.”

“They’re men’s clothes.”

“In the dark no one will know the difference.”

“That’s what my father used to say. If I dressed like a boy,
I'd be safe from men like your father pawing me.”

He slammed the door. “Your own stupid father blew his
brains out instead of protecting you.”

“Don’t leave me alone.”

Silence.

Fumbling in the dark, she found a sweatshirt and trousers
and put them on.

How much time passing! A memory flash. The gunshot.
Standing outside herself watching herself watching blood
dripping from her father’s forehead. Alexi scrawling 17N on
the wall in Daddy’s blood.

“What'’s 17N?” she asked.

“You'll learn when I can trust you.”

“You can trust me now.”

Another day? Another night? She banged on the door. “I'm
hungry!”

No answer.

She marked the passage of days. But time? An hour? Two?
The closet door opened, and someone shoved a plate into
her hands. She dipped her finger into it. “Cold moussaka?
| hate even hot moussaka. | won't eat this crap.”

He shoved the plate at her, smearing greasy food against
her face. “Eat or not,” Alexi said. “This is all you get for the
next few days.” He slammed the closet door and locked it
again.
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She cursed him silently, but wiped the moussaka into her
mouth. Forced herself to swallow. At least she wouldn’t starve.
A long time to be locked away. But he was a man, and hed
want to see her naked when he was ready to take her.

She needed to stay alive until she could make him want
sex like the men in Lysistrata. She could play the role. There'd
be a standing ovation.

Then she heard the high-pitched voice.

. . . better seduce him soon, sis. or else find a way to kill
yourself . . .



CHAPTER SIx

New York City

Dugan asked the cabdriver to take an indirect route to the
Jacob K. Javits Federal Building. “Pass by where the Twin
Towers once stood.”

“In this traffic? It'll take forever.”

“I'll mean an extra tip. I want to see the place.”

Twenty-five minutes later, the cab pulled up close to the
reconstruction area once called the World Trade Center.

Dugan reached into his briefcase, through the plastic bag
until he felt the baseball. He ran his fingers along the stitches
and squeezed them. “Okay, that’s enough.”

The driver turned. “You made me buck all that traffic for
a couple of seconds look?”

“That’s right. Let’s go.” ,

Forty minutes later the cab pulled up to the twenty-eight-
story federal building. He paid the driver and handed him
an extra ten dollars.

Inside, the guards examined his FBI badge and ID, then let
him through the turnstiles to the elevators leading to the FBI
field office. He got off on the twenty-sixth floor to the Opera-
tions and Command Center.

He made his way to Foreign Counterintelligence and told
the white-haired secretary he had an appointment to meet
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the new Mideast intelligence analyst. She pressed the inter-
com. “Agent Frank Dugan is here.” Then, she gestured. “Third
office on the left. Ms. Herrick is expecting you.”

As he approached the door, a buzzer unlocked it. A deli-
cate, almost childlike voice said, “Come in, Agent Dugan.”
Elizabeth Herrick stood up behind her desk. Attractive, deli-
cate features, with shoulder-length auburn hair. She extended
her hand and shook his with a firm grip, then waited for him
to lead the conversation.

He asked, “How do you like New York, Ms. Herrick?”

“Most people call me Liz. This is my first assignment. I'm
just out of Quantico.”

“Did you enjoy shooting cardboard people in Hogan’s Al-
ley?”

“I qualified.”

“Quantico’s not the Mideast. Where'd you study?”

“In Teheran.”

That set him back. This lovely young analyst from Iran?
Not a trace of accent. “I guess you speak Farsi.”

“And Arabic. Look, let’s cut the bullshit, Dugan. We'’re
both after the same terrorists. I have humint about MEK
considering a possible alliance with 17N for Operation Drag-
on’s Teeth.”

“Okay, but you don’t have to bite.”

Her laugh was like a bubbling stream. She turned on her
computer and entered the password Tentmaker. Then she
rotated the monitor toward him.

He saw a face hidden behind a kaffiyeh.

“Code name Tentmaker,” she said, “was army intelligence
in Iran, serving with the ayatollah’s Revolutionary Guard.
He’s now being handled by a CIA case officer.”

“How did you make contact with him?”

“My mother was a secretary with the American embassy.
at the time of the Iranian revolution. Tentmaker got us out
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of the country before the embassy was invaded and the staff
taken hostage.”

“What made you trust him?”

She closed her eyes as if remembering. “I woke up in the
middle of the night when I heard what I thought was a
Revolutionary Guard soldier. He whispered the first verse of
the Rubdiydt.

‘Awake! for Morning in the Bowl of Night

Has flung the Stone that puts the Stars to Flight:

And Lo! The Hunter of the East has caught

The Sultan’s Turret in a Noose of Light.’

Omar Khyyam, the Persian tentmaker, was Sunni. Ayatol-
lah’s Revolutionary Guard is Shia. This Sunni guard, code
name Tentmaker, drove us to Turkey.”

The picture cut to a landscape of scrubs and dunes, obvi-
ously filmed by a shaky handheld camera. A voice whispered,
“This is Mujihadeen-e Kalg’s Camp Ashraf in the northeast
area of Iraq.”

The camera zoomed in on a barbed-wire barricade. Be-
hind it, women in olive-drab uniforms stood at attention in
a formation of tank turrets. Instead of the traditional female
hijab, they wore the male kaffiyeh, tied around the head and
shoulders.

Dugan smirked. “Obviously, these ‘Islamic Holy Warriors
of the People’ are flaunting their equality with Muslim men.”,

Her nostrils flared. Probably repressing a wisecrack for his
sexist remark. He asked, “So who are these women?”

“Formertly, the radical Muslim student group that helped
overthrow Shah Pahlevi, who they considered a CIA puppet.
After the shah fled Iran to the United States, they led the
takeover of the American embassy in Teheran and kept the
hostages for 444 days. Tentmaker got us out of the country.”

“But that was ages ago during the Carter administration.
What do they have to do with us now?”
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“After the Iranian revolution, they demonstrated for the
cause they believed in—a liberal Marxist-Islamist Iran. Aya-
tollah Kohmeini betrayed them. The mullahs who took
power transformed Iran into a theocracy under the Islamic
religious legal code of sharia. The student Mujihadeen-e Kalg
rebelled against the mullahs. At that time their supporters
numbered 500,000 strong, but the ayatollah’s Revolutionary
Guard arrested, tortured and executed most of them. The
remaining 4,000, now in Ashraf, are the only Iranian opposi-
tion against the mullahs.”

“Yet, during the Irag-Iran war, they sided with Saddam.
Helped his cousin Chemical Ali use poison gas against the
Kurds and the Marsh Arabs. Men, women and children.”

She shrugged. “They're dangerous, but interesting.”

The scene cut from inspection of troops, past underbrush,
to a tunnel opening. The voice said, “This is one of several
Ashraf tunnels MEK uses to penetrate the border between
Iraq and Iran during their hit-and-run attacks. It’s also where
Saddam hid many of his bioterror weapons.”

The picture suddenly cut off, but Tentmaker’s voice con-
tinued. “MEK now holds all of Saddam’s biological weapons.
Their original plan was to deliver one of them to Hezbollah
cells in America. But, since their break with the mullahs,
they have been seeking other allies. If the alliance be-
tween them and 17N succeeds, Operation Dragon’s Teeth
will make the Twin Towers look like a minor toothache.”

She turned off the monitor. “Sorry, that must have hit a
nerve. [ know what happened to your family.”

“I'm getting over it. Wouldn’t the U.N. inspectors have
found those weapons of mass destruction?”

“Sure, if MEK had allowed them to search inside their
compound,” she said. “But, according to an earlier report from
Tentmaker, MEK prevented them from entering Ashraf.”

“When I'm in Greece, how do I contact Tentmaker?”
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“Through his CIA handler, code name Charon.”

“Just what I need. The mythical old Greek ferryman who
rows the dead across the river Styx to hell.”

“Before that, what’s your next port of call?”

“Pll fly back to Cincinnati and visit Tedescu’s office. |
want to see what I can learn about his past behavior in the
Classics Department and with Raven Slade.”

“After that, what?”

“Off to Greece. So who's my contact here?”

She hesitated. “As far as the FBI is concerned—other
than your pos1t:10n as legat to the embassy in Greece—-you
won't exist.”

“If I decode Tedescu’s message, am I supposed to swallow
it along with a cyanide pill?”

“In that event—and only then—contact me.”

“Your code name?”

“Cymbal.”

“An unusual one. What made you choose it?”

“Liz spelled backward is le—-Turklsh for cymbals. What s
yours?!”

“As a homebound analyst, I never needed a code name.
[ guess as an overseas agent, I'd better choose one.” He thought
about it. Then he smiled. “For Operation Dragon’s Teeth, call
me Dentist.”

“Even though—as far as the FBI is concerned—you no
longer exist, think of me as your umbilical cord here.”

He looked into her blue eyes. “Cymbal, 1 hope you won'’t
cut me off and throw away my afterbirth.”

“Of course not, Dentist. At least, not while you're still
alive.”



CHAPTER SEVEN

Athens

When the closet door opened, Raven saw a plate of fish and
potatoes on the table. Her stomach growled.

The man the others called Alexi, still wearing his ski
mask, pulled out a chair for her. “Sit. Eat.”

“How come now you're being nice to me? My last meal?”

“That depends on you.”

. . . figure out what he’s up to, raven . . . you're the one
who can wrap men around your finger . . .

“Whatever your reasons for holding me, I want you to
know I admire strong men who fight against tyranny.”

“That’s what I want to hear.”

She chewed the fish, spitting out the bones. “What other
things do you want to hear?”

“What would you do if I raped you?”

“On a full stomach? Probably throw up all over you like
I did to your father.”

His laugh was deep.

She had to keep playing him. “You have a sexy laugh, but
you won't have to rape me. I'm yours to command.”

“How do you feel about that?”

“I won’t know until I see your face.”

“I'll take off the mask when I can trust you.”
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“Pm your hostage. How can I harm you?”

“Don’t think of yourself as a hostage, but as someone who
can help the underprivileged who suffer because American
capitalists are sucking money from our country like vam-
pires suck blood from their poor victims.”

She thought a moment. “So you're a Communist.”

“Marxist-Leninist. We believe people should have the
power. Not parasite children of the rich. America is the evil
empire.”

She saw him studying her closely.

. . . don’t contradict him . . .

“At present,” he said, “even our own government officials
are dominated by the American CIA. There is much your
newspapers don’t publish because they're influenced by
mind-control advertisers.”

“Mind control? I want to learn more.”

“Your CIA backed the fascist junta of tyrant Colonel Pa-
padopoulos. Worse than the Nazis. He ruled our people with
an iron fist. He would not tolerate dissent. On 17 November
1973, his tanks attacked peaceful protesting students at
the Athens Polytechnic University. They murdered thirty
of my father’s classmates—including his sweetheart. My fa-
ther and his closest friend were among the eight hundred
wounded.”

“Your father? The one who limps?”

“He has an artificial leg. Before that, he used to run the
marathon. Your country is to blame.”

“I don’t really understand.”

“You'll learn the truth here.”

Her life depended on understanding his hatred of Ameri-
cans. “I'm listening.”

“When the colonel’s junta was toppled the following year,
my father and his close friend Jason Tedescu formed 17N—
in memory of the seventeenth of November massacre.”
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Those words. 17 November, 17N. Something Mr. Tedescu
- said were only for them and MEK. Was that a hallucination?
“What did any of that have to do with my father? He wasn’t
political. He was a psychiatrist.”

“He treated American sympathizers and Greeks Your
father was really a CIA mole.”

“A spy? Impossible. He'd have told me. He loved me.”

“You think so!? Then why did he lock you away in an in-
sane asylum?”

She opened her mouth, but no answer came out. She
stared at him through blurred eyes.

“Pll tell you why,” he said, stroking her hair. “Because
America turns people like him against their own children,
sending sons and daughters to die in wars against workers of
the world. When you see through the capitalist lies you will
be reborn.”

. play along with him .

“Teach me.”

His voice softened. “You're not only beautiful, Raven,
you're also intelligent.” He pulled off his ski mask. She saw a
handsome, craggy face with thick black brows, dark pene-
trating eyes. Did letting her see him unmasked mean he no
longer cared if she could identify him? A reprieve or a death
sentence’

“Are you going to kill me?”

“No.”

Could he hear her heart pounding? “Are you going to rape
me?”

“No. I'm going to tear away your mental blindfold so you
can see you've peen living a lie.”

“Show me.”

“That’s enough for today.”

She got up and headed toward the closet.

He stopped her. “There’s an empty room with a small
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window where you may sleep. I'll get a mattress so you’ll be
comfortable.”

She stroked his hand. “I appreciate your kindness.”

As he stepped out of the kitchen, she thought of trying
the front door. Better not. He'd surely hear her turn the
knob. She had to make him want her. To please him, she
cleaned off the table and washed the dishes.

Returning with the mattress, he smiled when he saw her
at the sink.

“Do you have a regular job?” she asked.

“Im a tour guide. I lead groups of stupid tourists through
ruins and tell them stories of our golden age.”

“You said you learned English in America. How come?”

“I was an exchange student in Detroit for three years.”

“Well, then America can’t be all that bad if young people
from different countries want to go there to study.”

He threw the mattress on the floor. “Fool! America does
that to deceive the rest of the world about their real
intentions—dominating by spreading their decadent ideas.”
He grabbed her shoulders and pushed her back into the
closet. |

“You said I could sleep in the room with a window.”

 “When you are ready to see the light.”

That didn’t make sense, but she'd better not provoke him
again. “I'm sorry. I didn’t mean anything by that. Give me
another chance.”

He slammed the door and locked it. “We shall see.”

To live she had to make him think about her more than
politics. She had to make him want her. She would start
again in the morning. Inscribe tomorrow on her skin. As
she cut a seventh line on her arm, she bit her tongue to keep
from crying out. Thank God for the pain.



CHAPTER EiGgHT

Waybridge, Ohio

Frank Dugan restrained his Maserati to the lousy speed limit
of thirty-five. Crummy two-lane. Couldn’t believe it would
take an hour and forty-five minutes from the Cincinnati air-
port to Waybridge.

From the overpass, he saw the tower of a high-Victorian
Gothic mansion on a cliff. According to records, that’s where
Raven Slade had once been committed. Maybe he should
explore the place before continuing to the university. Turning
left onto a steeply rising gravel path, he drove through a rusty
gate off its hinges. But the windows and doors were boarded
up. He didn’t know the asylum had been shut down.

Why stop at this madhouse on the mountain anyway?
Maybe because his gut told him he might find answers in its
corridors and padded cells. Well, first check Tedescu’s files
for possible clues to his encrypted prophecy.

As he backed down the path, his secure cell phone rang.
“Yeah?”

“Dentist, this is Cymbal.”

“Already’? I haven’t even left Ohio.”

“Signal from Charon in Crete. He reports that before
Slade shot himself, he phoned from the Athens Asylum.
The last thing he said was, ‘My daughter knows.””
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“Knows what?”

“Charon heard a gunshot, then a gurgling sound and
Slade’s phone went dead. According to Greek police, that’s
when 17N took his daughter hostage.”

“Im headed to the university to check out Tedescu’s files.
Maybe I can find out what Raven knew.”

“Good luck.” Then the phone went dead.

He drove to the campus and circled until he found the
College of Liberal Arts. Lucky to find a parking space close
to Lordon Hall. The directory listed Tedescu’s office as 132-

A. Inside, he saw a note taped on the door.

Mr. Tedescu is in Greece presenting a paper at the annual
Convention of Classical Scholars. Lectures and confer-
ences canceled for two weeks. Leave term papers and re-
search reports with his assistant Ms. Salinas.

Just then, the adjacent door opened and what looked like
a coed with a pigtail and cheerleader’s skirt brushed by him.
She took down the notice and replaced it with another.

Lectures in CLASSICAL HISTORY AND MYTHO-
LOGY are cancelled for the rest of the semester. Contact
his assistant Ms. Salinas for information.

So news of Tedescu’s death had finally reached the de-
partment.

“I'm looking for Mr. Tedescu’s assistant,” he said.

She turned, but instead of a teenage student, he stared at
a middle-aged woman. Facial skin tight, as if from plastic
surgery, made her triangular skull look like the warning on
a bottle of poison. Eyes red. Arms folded like crossbones
across where her bosom should have been. “I'm Ms. Salinas.
What do you want?”
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“Im FBI, Ms. Salinas. I need a minute of your time.”

“Oh my! The dean just told me that Jason passed away in
Athens. Do you know what happened?”

“Id like to see his office.”

She glanced around, as if unsure it was all right, then
took a key ring from her pocket, fumbling until she found
the right one. She unlocked the door to 132-A and waved
him in.

He glanced around the room. Nothing on the desk but a
bronze bust of Zeus. A large portrait of an elderly man in
convocation cap and gown hung on the right wall.

“Is that Jason Tedescu?”

She took a handkerchief out of her pocket and wiped dust
from the gilt frame. “Yes.”

He moved to the legal-size file cabinet against the wall
and pulled a drawer. It was locked.

He pointed to the key ring in her hand. “Unlock the files,
please.”

“There’s nothing inside.”

“Why is that?”

“Before he left for Greece, Jason donated all his papers
and personal manuscripts to the library.”

“I'd like to see for myself.”

She flipped the keys until she found the right one. She
inserted it into the lock and pulled all the drawers open.
She was right. They were empty.

“They didn’t tell us how he died,” she said.

“How well did you know him?”

“l transferred with Jason from the University of Chicago
when he got the appointment here.”

“And your duties?”

“As his assistant, I covered his classes. Helped with re-
search, typed exams, arranged student conferences.”

“Did he have any favorite students?”



The Asylum Prophecies 43

She stared past him. “The only one he got really close to
was Dr. Slade’s daughter, Raven.”

“How close?”

“She was in his classics courses. He was also faculty advi-
sor and director of the Theater Department’s drama pro-
gram. | saw all of her performances.” There was an edge in
her voice. “She’s an incredible actress.”

“Incredible how?”

“When she took the stage, other actors faded into the
scenery. She sank herself into every role and actually seemed
to become the character she was portraying. You forgot she
was acting.”

“Sounds impressive.”

“Even offstage, during readings and rehearsals she was al-
ways the center of attention. You could say she lit up a room.”
Then she spat out the word, “Seductive.”

“And when she wasn’t the center?”

“Withdrew, appeared depressed.”

“And you say Jason Tedescu coached her?”

Skull-face looked away. “More like guided her. Until she
had her breakdown, and her father withdrew her from the
college.” |

“Did you witness it?”

“Oh, yes. I realized something was wrong during the first
rehearsal of Lysistrata. After Raven mounted the second
tier and called down to the sex-starved women to withhold
their bodies from their men, she turned pale and collapsed.
Jason—I mean Mr. Tedescu—took her into his office for a
conference. That was the last time Jason or I saw her before
her father was transferred to Athens.”

“Did Mr. Tedescu ever mention why he left Greece in the
first place?”

“When he was young, he'd been a senior at the Athens
Polytechnic before the junta’s army massacred his classmates.
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He received a scalp wound and came to America for medi-
cal treatment. While he was here he got a student visa to
continue his studies.”

“Did he travel much?” ,

“Oh, yes. All across the country, lecturing, visiting Greek
communities. He was researching the book he was writing,
Greeks in America.”

And, no doubt, establishing his homegrown sleeper cells.

He decided to take a shot. “It might comfort you to know
Raven was with him before he died in Athens.”

Her hollow eyes showed no sign. “How was that possible?”

“She was in the Athens Asylum when he collapsed dur-
ing a lecture and a colleague brought him in. He tried to
strangle her. He was shot during a terrorist attack.”

Her face remained frozen, but she crossed her bony arms
again. “He was like the Delphic oracle. Always treating her
as if she was his high priestess.”

No doubting the jealousy in her voice.

“Thanks for your time, Ms. Salinas. I'll head over to the
library to glance through his papers.”

“That’s not possible, Agent Dugan.”

“Why not?”

“He made me executrix of his professional papers. As per
his wishes, to ensure the cryptic integrity of his prophecies,

[ sent them to the archives of the National Library of Greece
in Athens.”

“Well, I'm headed there myself. I'll have a look-see.”

She stiffened. “As per his wishes, I included a codicil that
his papers be sealed for ten years. Then to be viewed only by
scholars and historians.”

Thinking about that, he leaned against one of the empty
file cabinets. As it tilted, he saw the edge of a paper slip

out. He picked it up and smoothed the creased page. A title,
OPERATION DRAGON’S TEETH, and a caption, WHAT,
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above two hand-lettered lines. Words crossed out, revised
several times. He read them aloud.

“‘Seeds of Slow Death wait in our Tunnels far . . .
To punish all Crusaders. Inshallah . . ’

“Any idea what this—?"

Her sudden movement made him look up. The bronze
bust of Zeus upraised in both her hands. Her skull’s eyes
glared. He turned to deflect the blow.

Too late.

Exploding pain. Everything blurred. Fading. Then
darkness . . .



CHAPTER NINE

Athens

Dr. Martin Kyle waved to the convention audience as they
stood and applauded his lecture at the academy of the Greek
National Library. Stroking his Vandyke beard, he stepped
from behind the podium to a table and autographed his
most recent book, A Jungian Analysis of Cults that Kill.

When the hall was almost empty, he sat back and loos-
ened his tie. Two Greek officers approached, flanking an el-
derly man who had a black patch covering his right eye.

“Dr. Kyle, I am Captain Hector Eliade of Hellenic Police
Counterterrorism Task Force.” His deep voice echoed in the
near-empty auditorium. “I enjoyed your lecture. Now, I would
appreciate if you could answer a few questions.”

“About what?”

“How well did you know Jason Tedescu?”

“We both teach at Waybridge University, in Ohio. [ drove
him to the hospital last week. What is this about?”

“I ask the questions here, Dr. Kyle. Why did you take him
to the Athens Asylum Hospital?”

“He asked me to. It’s closest to the academy center. Right
after his presentation on ancient Greek and Roman riddles,
he had a seizure. How is he doing?”

“What Greek riddles was he discussing?”
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“Ancient ones, especially the story of Homer dying after
he was unable to solve the fisher-boys’ riddle.”

“What did Tedescu say about it?”

“That Homer went to the oracle in Apollo’s temple at
Delphi to find out where he had been born. The oracle’s
prophetess told him his mother’s home had been on the is-
land of los. Then she added, ‘Beware of young children
bringing you riddles.””

“Yes, Dr. Kyle, go on.”

“Aged Homer journeyed to los. There on the beach two
boys who had been fishing approached him. He asked what
they caught. One boy answered, ‘What we caught we threw
away, and what we didn’t catch, we kept.’

“Then Homer remembered the oracle’s warning about
children bringing him riddles. Unable to solve the fisher-
boys’ riddle, he had a heart attack and died.”

“Did he give his audience the solution to the riddle?”

“Strangely, not. That’s when he had his own sudden sei- .
zure and collapsed at the lectern.”

“What can you tell us about his association with the
Greek Marxist terrorist cult 17 November?”

He retightened his tie. “I don’t know that he is associated
“with them.”

“You lecture about cults that kill, and he lectures about
riddles of death. Did he ever mention 17N? Or MEK?”

“Why do you keep speaking about him in the past tense?”

“He was shot to death in the asylum.”

“Oh, my God! I don’t understand. What does he have to
do with 17N?”

“That is what we are trying to determine. We have reason
to believe he tried to strangle the clinical director’s daughter
before she was abducted.”

“Why would I know anything about that?”

“According to the biographical note in your book, you
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specialize in secret societies. Your Web page states that you
studied not only Greek mythology and folklore, but Arab
and Persian secret religious practices.”

“I use those as background material, but it’s not my pri-
mary profession. 'm a Jungian analytical therapist.”

“How long are you planning to stay in Greece?”

“My schedule will allow me to visit a few Greek islands
and Cyprus for another three weeks. Then I return to Ath-
ens to join the tour group for the return flight to Ohio.”

“Have you ever visited Teheran or Baghdad?”

He ran the back of his hand across his lips. What could
his current Greek studies have to do with Iran or Iraq? “In
the past, I studied Islamic cults, but I don’t see—"

“Are you familiar with the Iranian Islamic-Marxist Muji-
hadeen-e Kalg, commonly known as MEK?”

“Their student leaders helped take over the American
embassy in Teheran.”

“What about now? Are they, or are they not, a cult? Do
they follow leaders blindly, to the death?”

“According to defectors from the group, they are led mostly
by women. Those married are forced to divorce. Their chil-
dren are sent away. The MEK rule is absolute celibacy. When
their leader, Maryam Rajavi, was taken prisoner during her
self-imposed exile in Paris, several of her followers set them-
selves on fire. They are Islamic-Marxist, anti-American ter-
rorists. Many who have defected call them a cult. Why the
interest in that group now?”

“We have received intelligence that they may be forming
an alliance with the Greek 17N Marxist terrorists. The as-
sault on the Athens Asylum, we believe, was a prelude.”

“What did Jason Tedescu have to do with them?”

Eliade tapped a finger against his cheek. “Long ago, he
was among the students protesting at the Polytechnic and
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was maimed during the junta attack. We believe he planted
17N terrorist sleeper cells in America.”

“It’s hard for me to imagine an alliance between Greek
Orthodox 17N and Muslim MEK.” Kyle picked up his lec-
ture notes, dropped several pages on the floor. Swooped
them up and crammed them into his briefcase. “Muslims
and the Greek Orthodox have hated and fought each other,
even before the Crusades. Why would MEK make an alli-
ance with an ancient enemy?” .

Eliade shrugged. “These days, many TV pundits quote the
old cliché. ‘My enemy’s enemy is my friend.’” ‘

“But not many know it’s an ancient Arab proverb.”

“Considering your expertise on these matters, may we
seek your further assistance before you leave Greece?”

“Of course. Feel free to call on me any—"

Captain Eliade walked away with his officers. “While
you're visiting here, have a pleasant and peaceful vacation.
But I suggest you too beware of Greek riddles. Many Greeks
have solved the answer to the fisher-boys’ riddle: ‘What we
caught we threw away, and what we didn’t catch, we kept.’”

“And thatis...?”

Without turning back to face him, Eliade’s answer echoed
in the vacant assembly hall. “Lice.”



CHAPTER 1EN

On what she calculated was the ninth day, Raven kicked
the closet door. “I have to pee.” She heard movement, a key
unlocking. Morning light blinding her.

Alexi smiled. “You know your way to the toilet.”

His smile made her feel better. She was pleased he let her
go alone. Before she left the bathroom, she checked the win-
dow. Nailed down.

When she came out and headed back to the closet, he
stopped her. “Sit. Join me for a coffee and pita.” He brought
two steaming cups and a plate of warm bread to the table. He
tore off a piece and dipped it into his coffee. She followed his
example.

“Now, we continue our discussion from the other day.”

She clasped her hands on the table like a child in school.
“Yes, Alexi. Whatever you say.”

“Good girl.”

.. maybe he’ll give you a gold star for obedience . . .

He asked, “What nation is the evil empire?!”

What did he want her to say? To believe? “America.”

“Why did your father lock you in the Athens Asylum?”

. . what answer will please him . . . ?

He asked, “Do you want me to tell you?”
“Y ”»
es.



The Asylum Prophecies 51

“Because he abused you when you were a little girl, and
you were probably starting to remember.”

She nodded. “He-—"

. keep your mouth shut, raven .

“And no one cares what is happening to you.”

“How do you know?”

“I will prove it.” He left the kitchen and returned minutes
later with a notebook computer. He moved the mouse. “I'm
loading the search engine.”

“What's that?” She knew, of course, but she agreed with
Sis to keep playing dumb blonde.

“It allows me to search newspaper stories from anywhere
on any particular day.”

. make him want to teach you. men like that . . .
“Amazing! What are you going to search for?”
“Newspaper stories from the day we liberated the asylum.

Let’s see if anyone cared enough to mention you being taken
away.”

A chill came over her. “Of course; there’ll be some men-
tion. It’s news.”

He typed Raven Slade. “How long have you been with us?”

Beneath the table she ran her fingers across the scratches
on her arm. “Today makes nine days.”

“Next to your name, I'll add the dates since you joined us.
Here are the newspapers. New York Times, Daily News, Inter- -
national Herald Tribune. See? Not a word. If they cared, there
would be news about you.”

She suddenly felt frightened. “Check the local papers.”

He added names of Greek newspapers. Nothing about her
being kidnapped. He was right. No one cared.

“That’s why you're better off here with us. Do you under-
stand, Raven?”

“Im beginning to.”
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“After I accidentally shot Jason Tedescu, I heard him say,
‘Raven Knows. What did you talk about? What do you
know?”

She shook her head. “I don’t know what I know.”

Alexi got up from the table and went to the cupboard
over the stove. She didn’t see what he was doing. “One of
our members always keeps a supply for himself.” He handed
her a piece of dark chocolate.

She nibbled. Then took a large bite, then another, feeling
her cheeks fill with sweet saliva.

. . . better than a gold star . . .

She jumped up and hugged him.

He stared at her left arm. “How did you get those
scratches?”

“I do it to keep track of the days. My personal calendar.”
She counted off each line. “Nine scratches for nine days.”

He twisted it. “No more of that. I'll let you know what day
it is. How to spend your time. When to eat. When to sleep.
When to go to the toilet. No more scratches.”

“You're hurting me.”

He released her and stroked her cheek. “If you come to
see things clearly, you can become one of us.”

“I'll do whatever you ask.”

“Good. I have to go out for a while. I'll be back in about
ten minutes.”

She felt panic. “Don’t leave me alone.”

“I'll be gone just a short while.”

“Take me with you.”

“I can’t. You have to stay here.”

She clung to him. “Don’t leave me.”

“I thought you were ready to do what I say.”

She felt faint. Mustn’t get him angry. “Yes, of course.” She
cleared the table. “I'll wash the cups and plates while you're
gone. Hurry back.”
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He kissed her forehead. “That’s a good girl.”

As he went out the door, she noticed he'd left it ajar. She
ran to the window and saw him cross the street. This was
her chance to get away. Out of this prison, down the steps to
freedom. She reached to open the door.

. .. hold off, raven. he’s probably watching from across the
street . . .

She pulled her hand away as if the doorknob were red-
hot. She wove her fingers through a tuft of her hair so tight
she almost pulled it out. If he'd wanted to kill her he'd have
done it at the asylum. Well, if they needed her, theyd let
her survive. She slammed the door shut and went back to
the sink. She opened the drawers. No knives or forks. Only
spoons.

. . . break a plate. to cut your throat . . .

“Why are you telling me to kill myself?”

.. .doitnow . . .

“No!”

.. coward . . . )

“You're the coward. I'll choose the time and place to
die—like Mom did. ' What do you think of that?”

No answer. Sister was gone.

Footsteps on the staircase. He was coming back. She
forced herself back inside the closet and pulled the door
closed. Sobbing, she raked her nail across her arm for the end.
of the tenth day.

Oh, Jesus! Alexi forbade her to scratch herself again.
Mustn’t make him angry. She spat on her hand and rubbed
the fresh scar. If he asks, she’ll say she forgot. Or it was an
accident. She had to make him believe she was his—body
and soul. She had to make him want her.

In the dark, she fingered her scars as if they were braille.
The tenth day was raw and hurt most of all.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

Alexi Costa battled American soldiers, heard their screams
as he beheaded them. Then they all turned into women and
babies. He sat up in bed sweating. Swallowed the phlegm
rising in his throat. Stupid nightmare! He looked at his
watch. Nearly seven. Raven must still be asleep in the spare
room. He didn’t wake her when he came in last night,
pleased she hadn'’t tried to escape.

A soft knock at the front door surprised him. Who would
come to the safe house without calling first? He opened the
night table drawer and pulled out his Beretta .22.

“Who'’s there?” No answer. Holding the gun behind his
back, he reached for the doorknob. A folded sheet of paper
slid under the door. He yanked the door open. A small boy
turned to run downstairs, but he grabbed the kid’s arm.
“What are you doing here?”

“Lady give me ten drachmae to bring paper this address,”
the boy whined. “No one answer. I push under door.”

“What did she look like?”

“Tall. Eyes like coal. Black hair on head like crown. Olive
skin. Middle-age but beautiful.”

“Stay where you are.” He unfolded the paper.

CALL NUMBER 210-722 09 53—URGENT.

He dug into his pocket and fished out a euro. “Forget you
ever came here.”



- The Asylum Prophecies 55

The boy grabbed the coin and dashed down the staircase.

He stepped back inside, locked the door and stared at the
message. No one but 17N knew the location of the safe
house. If the police had discovered it, they'd have raided long
ago. He stared at his phone. Calls could be traced. Well, the
note-writer already knew where he was.

He reached into his desk drawer and pulled out one of his
disposable cell phones. He dialed. After four rings, he was
about to shut it off, but a soft voice hissed, “I am glad you
call, Alexi.”

“Who are you?”

“We do not talk on phone. We meet.”

“Meet a stranger! Maybe you want to kill me.”

A chuckle. “If that is what I want, you would already be
dead. I knew where to send the boy.”

“Where do you want to meet?”

“Half hour, in Plaka near the taverna.”

She was no fool. The best place for privacy was an out-
door café crowded with tourists. “How will I find you?”

“I ind you. We recognize each other. Do not call this
number again. Is prepaid cell I destroy after we hang up.”

Dazed, he tried to visualize the women he had slept with.
Too many. Narrow it down. The boy said she was beautiful
and tall. Black eyes and black hair like a crown. Well, he'd
find out soon enough. He wedged the Beretta under the belt
in the small of his back. Not that he'd be able to use it in a
crowd. But why take chances?

He went to the spare room and knocked.

“Let me out.”

“Not yet, Raven. I have an errand.”

“Don’t leave me alone!”

“I'll let you out when I return.”

He stepped out into the hallway, locked the door. Then
down to the basement and out of the building by the rear
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cellar exit. Glancing around to be sure no one was watch-
ing, he mounted his black cycle and roared out of the alley.

It took fifteen minutes to reach the Plaka. Crowded as usual.
Waiters moved with their trays between tables. He headed
for a table close to the taverna as instructed.

The waiter removed a pile of saucers. “You want menu?”

“A coffee and cognac.”

At that moment, two strong hands gripped his shoulders
from behind. The phone voice said, “Coffee for two.”

“Yes, madame.”

She released her grip and he turned in his chair. With the
morning sun behind her, he saw the silhouette of a tall, slen-
der woman.

“You have me at a disadvantage,” he said. “Come sit, so
I can see who arranged this téte-a-téte.”

Her laugh was throaty. She stepped around and faced
him. As the boy described her, hair braided in a crown, dark
eyes and olive skin. But no lipstick or rouge—no makeup at
all. About forty, but still lovely. The sun reflected off a gold
crescent, dangling from a gold necklace.

She quickly tucked it inside between her breasts and
dropped her purse on the table. A loud clank. A gun? She'd
chosen this crowded place. She wouldn’t use it here. As she
clasped her hands, he noticed the nails on her long fingers
weren’t manicured. Thumb and forefinger of her right hand
were callused.

“So we meet again,” she said.

“Again! I don’t recall—"

The waiter brought coffee and a bottle of cognac “Shall
[ pour cognac for madame?”

She placed a palm over the cup. “No alcohol for me.”

“Well,” he said after the waiter left, “are you going to tell
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me how you found me, how you were able to pick me out in
this crowd? Or do you intend to remain a mystery woman?”

She sipped her coffee, then looked at him over the rim
of her cup. “No problem. I see your face in Athens Asylum,
when you remove head bandages and put on mask before
you kidnap Raven.”

He caught his breath. That’s where he'd seen her face.
Through the window of the nurses’ station. “Nurse Faye
Sawyer?”

“Actually, Major Fatima Sayid.”

“Major?”

“Of Mujihadeen-e Kalg. People’s Holy Army of Liberation.
Some call us MEK.”

“I know about MEK. The U.S. State Department declared
your organization terrorist in. .. when...?”

“Nineteen ninety-seven. Long after they put 17N on same
list. Our groups have much in common.”

“But you're Islamic. We are Christian Orthodox.”

“Both honor our ancestor Abraham. We are both Marxist-
Leninist.” )

He slumped in his seat. “How did you find me?”

“Maybe you forget. Your people not catch me after the
shooting. I escape but instead of drive away, I follow.”

“l thought you were a nurse.”

“We knew, as you did, that Dr. Slade was CIA infor
mant.”

“What is your purpose here?”

“Same as your people. Together we do as Osama’s martyrs
did on 9/11.” Leaning closer, she said, “Your comrade Jason
Tedescu communicated with my leader to arrange alliance
of MEK and 17N for Operation Dragon’s Teeth.”

“I don’t understand. We are a small group. You have a
well-armed military. Four thousand? Five thousand?”
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“Is no difference. We all know President Bush will not be
restrained by United Nations. If America invades Iraq, their
air force is sure to bomb our Ashraf base. We must strike
first.”

She was sure as hell fascinating. Unblinking cobra’s eyes
and hypnotic voice. Probably could get anyone to do what-
ever she wanted. He visualized holding her in his arms
but, remembering the pressure of her fingers gripping his
shoulders from behind, he shook off the thought.

“What do you want with us?”’

“Jason Tedescu passed to us information that many years
ago he planted 17N sleeper cells in American cities. He
shared with us about Operation Dragon’s Teeth.”

He lifted the cup to his lips and mumbled over the rim.
“How is that possible?”

“At the convention, before you shot him, Tedescu sent
our general Hassan a second e-mail proposing an alliance.”

“Why do we need MEK? As you say, we have the sleeper
cells he planted in America.”

“The problem is,” she whispered, “his sleepers are old men,
maybe senile. Pity if they die without fulfilling their mission.”

“What do your people propose?”

“You know the cities but not the targets. We have the
weapon but our Hezbollah cells in America are under con-
stant surveillance. With our weapon and your sleepers we
can strike a massive blow.”

She was damned serious. “So you're suggesting—?"

“Détente. After U.S. State Department named us terror-
ists, they cut off all money from our ‘Canadian Homeland
Charity for Starving Muslim Children.” We have weapon hid-
den in Ashraf”

“What is the weapon?”

“First you pay us fifty thousand dollars.”
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“We don’t have that kind of money. Our group is small.”

“But daring. Steal from bank that does business with
Americans. When you have money, bring it with you to our
courier who then gives you the package.”

“Where do we make the exchange?”

“At the Kent State University memorial to students killed
by the Ohio National Guard.” |

“Very symbolic, but how will I contact the courier?”

“Go to Daffodil Hill and place glass with unlit candle up-
side down on one marker. Then put pebble on it. Our courier
will approach and say ‘teeth’ and you will answer, ‘dragon’s.’”

Stupid to use the operation name. He shrugged.

“You give her the money. She gives you the package.”

“Ill place your proposal before my people. How can I
reach you?”

“I call you. I must have your answer before America
invades Iraq. After that, it will be difficult. One thing more.
Have you tamed Raven?”

“I am bringing her around to our way of thinking.”

“Stockholm mind control?” |

He smiled. “Raven now hates America as much as we do.”

“With her, it is not possible to be sure. In asylum, I cared
for her during schizophrenic relapses. Cuts herself. Afraid to
~ be alone. Suicidal. Phobias of heights and fire. You may
think you can brainwash her, but Dr. Slade’s posthypnotic
suggestion is surely blocking Tedescu’s message.”

“You were there. What did you learn?”

“Tedescu made her recite it from memory. It was in rid-
dles.”

“My father said comrade Tedescu always thought of him-
self as a prophet like Nostradamus.”

“Except Tedescu was not predicting future,” she said. “He
was creating it.”
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Almost made sense. “But Nostradamus wrote his prophe-
cies in obscure quatrains because he feared the Inquisition.

Why would Tedescu do that now?”
“He distrusted the CIA. Before he died, I heard only two

lines Raven read aloud.

“‘Unfaced Goddess guards future from the windswept tower.
And in serious hate she butchers flesh of all.””

“Do those images mean anything to you?”

“No.”

“Then they are riddles to be solved. Try to extract the rest
from her. If you do not succeed, I will take her to Ashraf. As
nurse who worked with Dr. Slade, I learned to deal with
minds like hers. Leave her with us for a while, and you will
know if she has really joined your cause.”

“I'll discuss this with my comrades and call you.”

As Fatima stood, the crescent necklace slipped out from
between bold breasts. She threaded her way through the
crowded tables and hailed a taxi.

Follow her! No point. She'd reached out to him. One
thing bothered him. He'd heard that MEK was not only an
[slamic-Marxist terrorist militia, it was a cult led by megalo-
maniac females. He would let Major Fatima deal the cards, but
he'd watch closely how she held the deck in those callused
hands.

He paid the bill and went around the alley to where his
Harley was parked. As he pulled out, he looked around care-
fully. Why bother? She already knew the location of the safe
house.

Fatima said patients like Raven couldn’t tolerate being
alone. Self-mutilating and suicidal. What if she wasn’t com-
pletely under his control? What if he wasn’t skilled enough
to get the rest of Tedescu’s prophecies from her?
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In that case, he would send her to Ashraf as Fatima sug-
gested. Let MEK deal with her the way Hezbollah and

Hamas and Al Qaeda brainwashed their own mindless sui-
cide martyrs.



CHAPTER IWELVE

Waybridge, Ohio

Dugan swam up through the throbbing pain in his head. He
rocked back and forth. What the hell! The bitch Salinas
tried to kill him. Why? He struggled upright and leaned
against the office wall. He looked for the scrap of paper. She
must have taken it. What about it set her of#

He closed his eyes. Thank God the blow hadn’t knocked

it out of his memory.

Seeds of Slow Death wait in our Tunnels far . . .

To punish all Crusaders, Inshallah . . .

Probably from one of Tedescu’s lectures. The second line
was clear enough, an Islamic jihad slogan against Christians.
Inshallah was a Muslim call to Allah.

Something was dripping down his cheek. He knew damned
well what it was and he struggled to his feet, rocking back and
forth.

His STU-III cell phone rang. He picked it up with his
bloody hand. “Yeah?”

“Go secure, Dentist.”

He was still groggy. “What?”

“Use your CIK. First go secure.”
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He fished around in his pocket among his car keys until

he found his crypto-ignition key. He pressed the secure but-

ton. “Go ahead.”

“This is Cymbal.”

“At least you haven'’t cut me off. What'’s up?”

“Charon got a signal from Tentmaker. One of the Muji-
hedeen-e Kalg's officers is now in Athens to finalize an alli-
ance with 17N.”

“Any clue to the time frame?”

“Intel from State indicates President Bush will order a
preemptive strike against Iraq. Tentmaker says if MEK can'’t
come to an understanding with 17N, they’ll launch their

own preemptive terror attack—against us.”

“When do I leave for Greece?”

“Now.”

“I'll drive back to Cincinnati and pack.”

“There’s not enough time. Waybridge University has a
flying school and airport.”

“Probably a small one.”

“Large enough for JPATS.”

He shook his head to clear it. Throbbing nearly floored
him. Justice Prisoner & Alien Transportation System’s air fleet
was used by the marshal service to transport prisoners and
criminal aliens between judicial districts, correctional insti-
tutions and foreign countries. More recently, the Justice De-
partment of International Affairsused them forextraordinary
extradition of suspects from foreign countries.

“Why JPATS?”

Liz was quiet longer than usual.

He sensed wheels turning within wheels.

“There’s been a change of plan. The director wants you
inserted into Greece covertly without going through their
customs or immigration. You're not to go to our embassy as a
legal attaché. Captain Eliade suspects that one reason no
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17N terrorist has ever been caught—even identified—is be-
cause many Greek professors, powerful politicians, even
judges, are sympathetic to them.”

That explained Ms. Salinas.

“He already has one of his own undercover agents living
among the students,” she said. “The director is having me
wire euro funds to the Olympia Bank in Athens under the
cover name Spiros Diodorus. I'll send accreditation papers to
you at the American Express office in Syntagma Square.”

“Accreditation for what?”

“Graduate student at the Polytechnic Institute where 17N
began.”

“What about—?"

But the phone went dead. He waited the required two sec-
onds before he extracted his CIK. At least skull-face Salinas
hadn’t taken his briefcase. He grabbed it off the floor and
stumbled out of Tedescu’s office. Down the hallway to the
parking lot. He tossed his briefcase into the passenger seat and
slid gingerly behind the Maserati’s wheel. He screeched from
the curb, weaving back and forth across the two lanes. Amazed
that he made it to the university airport in one piece.

He pulled up to a Learjet on the tarmac. As he got out of
his car, someone wearing a U.S. Marshal jacket came up to
him, grabbed his arms around back and snapped on hand-
cuffs.

“What the hell—!”

“Don’t struggle. This is necessary.”

“What'’s going on?”

“An ICE flight.”

“Meaning what?”

“Immigration Customs and Enforcement. SOP to throw off
anyone who might be surveilling you. Sorry for the discom-
fort. I'll uncuff you on the plane.”

“Standard operating procedure, shit!”
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“Force of habit. We usually strip a terror suspect and put a
hood over his or her head”

“Well, don’t. I've got a head wound and I'd probably pass
out. You didn’t have to make the cuffs so tight.”

“Too suspicious to loosen them now.”

He noticed another marshal getting into his Maserati and
driving away. “Where the hell is he taking my car?”

“Into storage in Cincinnati until you get back.” His escort
helped him up the steps of the jet and shoved him through
the hatch. “That is—if you get back.”

“Hey, take it easy!”

Inside, the marshal unlocked the cuffs. “Sorry, but this is a
university town. 17N and MEK may have informants among
foreign exchange students. I had to make it look convinc-
ing.”

“I didn’t eat anything today,” Dugan said.

“Pll get you some food when we reach cruising altitude.
Want something to drink in the meantime?”

“You got bourbon?”

“Jack Daniel’s okay?”

“A double wiii do fine.”

Seconds later the marshal came out of the galley with a
bottle and two glasses. “Mind if I join you? I don’t like drink-
ing alone.” "

“You're not flying this crate, are you?”

“Nope. I'm your guard.”

“Okay then.”

They clinked glasses. “Good luck in Greece, whatever .
your assignment is.”

“Thanks.” He looked out the window as the plane roared
off. The airport shrank. They nosed through the clouds.

When the jet reached cruising level, the marshal said,
“Give me your wallet and everything you're carrying.”

He emptied his pockets.
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“Keep your secure cell and the CIK.” The marshal handed
him a knapsack. “Change clothes in the head.”

He glanced down at his jacket, tie and slacks. “What’s
wrong with what I'm wearing?”

“In Greece, it’s safer not to look like an American.”

Made sense. He grabbed the knapsack and squeezed into
the head. He changed into a pair of worn jeans, black cot-
ton T-shirt, oil-stained sandals, a threadbare sweater and a
leather jacket with holes in the elbows. When he saw him-
self in the mirror, he figured with a two-day growth of beard
he'd pass for a student. He rolled his civvies and stuffed them
into the knapsack.

When he came out, the marshal nodded. “Now, you can
probably pass for a non-American.”

“What about a passport? ID?”

The marshal tore open a manila envelope. Cymbal had
prepared a passport with his own photograph under the
name Spiros Diodorus. The envelope contained a roll of eu-
ros and Greek drachmae.

“I can use another bourbon.”

“I'm ahead of you. It’s at your seat.”

He downed it and unzipped his briefcase. He rummaged
through it until he found his son’s baseball wrapped in
crumpled paper. He rolled the ball between his hands. Visu-
alized the framed photograph on his office desk. Frank Ju-
nior holding the ball aloft. His own gray-haired mother
beside his son, both smiling proudly into the camera.

He smoothed the paper. Junior had written a puzzle for
him to solve, confirming where they were to meet for break-
fast to celebrate the trophy for his no-hitter. Capital letters,
“THROUGH A GLASS DARKLY, SEE THE GLOBE
TURN.”

He and his son had played at solving riddles since the boy
was seven. Junior was fascinated when he told him that in
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college hed avoided fraternities and formed The Chinese
Gordon Semantic Society.

In grade school, Junior tried to follow in his footsteps.
When he took his son to see the movie Batman Forever,
Junior was so fascinated by the spooky Riddler, Edward
Nygma, that he formed his own elementary school club. The
Nygma Riddling Society. Taking after his old man.

He glanced again at his son’s riddle on the wrinkled pa-
per. “THROUGH A GLASS DARKLY, SEE THE GLOBE
TURN.” It had been easy enough to solve. Junior and his
grandmother had expected him to join them for brunch at
Windows on the World atop the Twin Towers. That was 9/11.
But he didn’t make it in time.

He rewrapped the baseball and tucked Junior’s last riddle
back into his bag. The next attack in America would be
Operation Dragon’s Teeth. He downed the bourbon. Now it
was up to him to get to Raven Slade and find out what she'd
learned of the prophetic riddles giving Tedescu’s comrades
directions to awaken the sleeper cells in the U.S.

He rubbed the swelling on his head where Salinas had
bashed him. At least, he'd found the scrap with two lines.

Seeds of Slow Death wait in our Tunnels far . .

To punish all Crusaders, Inshallah . . .

If he could find and decode the rest, it might thwart a
catastrophe. He'd have to find a way to get into the Athens
Library archives. No way was he going to wait ten years.



CHAPTER |THIRTEEN

Athens

Alexi circled the block around Theodor’s Auto Repair twice.
He parked in the alley and locked his motorcycle. At the
street-level doorway, he pressed the buzzer. Three. Pause. Two.
He heard the peephole slot click open, then the sound of
the door being unlocked.

His father let him in, double-bolted the door behind him,
and lurched on his crutch across the corridor. Inside, the
back room air was clouded in a haze of cigar smoke.

Myron filled a glass of ouzo. “Drink, my son.”

“I had a strange meeting today.” As he sipped ouzo, he
glanced at the original leaders of 17N around the table.

He looked at each comrade. Still hard to believe these
middle-aged men had once been peacefully protesting Tech-
nicon University students. Twenty-nine years since the mas-
sacre wounded their classmates, minds and bodies, but not
their passion to avenge the slaughter of 17 November.

Potbellied Theodor, cheeks bulging like a squirrel, was
munching on his favorite chocolates. Hard to imagine him
as a nineteen-year-old political science student who agitated
against the junta before he faced tanks crashing the gate.

Tall, one-armed Vasili, a former star basketball player,
who retrained himself to play outstanding soccer, opened
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the palm of his good right hand “Does the meeting con-
cern us?” :

“It does.”

Soft-spoken Yorgo looked up and smoothed his handlebar
mustache as he waited for an answer. Hard to belive this
gentle poet-singer fired the gun that assassinated the CIA
station chief. 17N’s first revenge against the Americans.

Dimitri, the oldest, wrinkled but still boyish-looking, wig-
gled the toothpick, as always, from one side of his mouth to
the other.

Vasili rubbed his pinned-up left sleeve. “Are you going to
keep us in suspense, Alexi?”

“Remember Faye Sawyer from the asylum?”

“She saw your face,” Yorgo said, “but escaped before we .
could catch her.”

“She has contacted me.”

His father leaned forward on his crutch. “How is that pos-
sible?”

“She didn’t try to escape. She followed us to the safe
house. She knows where we have Raven.”

No one spoke. Each looked at the man next to him as if
deciding who was to blame.

Yorgo said, almost in a whisper, “She contacted you?”

“Her real name is Fatima Sayid,” he said, refilling his glass
with ouzo, “a major in the Mujihadeen-e Kalg.”

His father said, “The Iranian terrorist student group that
helped the mullahs overthrow Shah Pahlavi.”

Vasili leaned his long frame forward. “If they’re Iranian,
why did they side with Saddam Hussein and fight against
their own country?”

Wiping chocolate from his lips, Theodor said, “And if they
switch sides whenever it suits them, who can trust them?”

Dimitri wriggled the toothpick to the other side of his
mouth. “What did this major have to say?”
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“She was in the asylum infirmary when Tedescu made
Raven recite his prophecies in the form of riddles.”

“My old riddling comrade,” his father said, “always made
them up, then forgot the solutions. What did this Nurse Fa-
tima overhear?”

“Only two lines.” He mimicked Fatima’s voice.

“Unfaced Goddess guards future from the windswept tower.
And in serious hate she butchers flesh of all.”

Yorgo cracked his knuckles. “Guarding the future must
mean she is an oracle prophesizing what is foretold. Like
Apollo’s Sybil at Delphi.”

Vasili shook his head. “The Delphic oracle is not on a
windswept tower. Its fumes drift up from a dark grotto.”

“If she butchers the flesh,” Theodor said, “she may be the
oracle’s high priestess sacrificing a goat to the gods.”

Dimitri chewed his toothpick. “A sacrifice to the gods ‘in
serious hate’? Not likely.”

Theodor bit off another piece of chocolate. “Yet Tedescu
planted our sleepers in America and planned Dragon’s
Teeth. So what does this mean, Alexi?”

“MEK wishes to make an alliance with us for the opera-
tion.”

“Absurd,” his father shouted. “It is our plan, our revenge.”

“True,” he said, “but the major pointed out that our sleepers
in America are middle-aged.”

His father jabbed the air with his crutch like a sword.
“MEK women also now growing old. Maybe fat.”

“Fatima’s point is that the first generation of 17N is an
effective force here in Greece. In America, our aging sleep-
ers, without MEK’s weapon, will be a wasted resource.”

Dimitri chewed on his toothpick. “I do not trust terrorists
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who change sides whenever it suits them. They will betray
us when it is to their benefit.”

“They want revenge against the CIA as much as we do.”

Yorgo said, “What weapon does MEK intend to give us?”

“Not give. Sell.”

Theodor mumbled through his full mouth, “So these
Islamic-Marxists want to capitalize on our causes.”

“Look, Saddam used Irag’s Oil-for-Food money to provide
MEK with tanks and mortars and old AK-47s. It also paid for
bicterror weapons from the Chechen mafia. She says MEK
still has some, but we must pay to cover their expenses.”

“How much?” Myron asked.

“Fifty thousand U.S. dollars.”

Yorgo lit a cigar and puffed out a circle. “And where do we
get that kind of money?”

“She suggests we rob a bank that does business with Amer-
ican companies.”

Dimitri said, “Like the Athens Bank?”

“Why not? We've robbed other ones.”

“Each time was more dangerous than the last.” Vasili
lifted his arm-stump. “I am against risking our lives for the
Muslims.” .

Alexi sensed the caution of old men who had survived in
the shadows for so long. “I'll take the risk.”

Myron snorted. “Alone?”

He visualized the TV image of Patty Hearst, converted fo
the cause of the Symbionese Liberation Army, aiming her
rifle at a bank employee. “I will use Raven to help me.”

His father swatted the air with the back of his crutch. “I
am opposed.”

Yorgo said, “I agree with Myron. She may put us all in
danger.”

“P've been working on her for two weeks, gaining her trust



12 DanieL KevEes

with methods the North Koreans used many years ago to
program enemies into agents.”

Myron asked, “And you think you can do that with her?”

“I do. And without touching her.”

Dimitri tongued his toothpick back and forth. “A waste of
that lovely young body.”

Vasili chuckled. “Alexi, are you sure she did not brain-
wash you?” '

He turned to his father. “I ask your permission.”

Myron’s brow furrowed. “All right. Let her help you rob
the bank, but if she resists or tries to escape, shoot her. Make
it look like a bank guard did it.”

“But, if she dies, Tedescu’s prophecies die with her.”

“I did not say kill her. Shoot her in leg or arm. Then bring
her here, and we will get message out of her the same way
Captain Eliade’s counterterror people torture some of our
sympathizers to get information about us.”

“And if that fails?”

Myron tapped his crutch against his leg. “Then, she is no
use to us. Dispose of her.”

Saliva dripped from Dimitri’s toothpick. “But, Alexi, be-
fore you kill that sexy young thing, let me borrow her body
for an hour or two.”



CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Crete, Greece

JPAT’s Learjet landed. Dugan climbed out and glanced
around at a small airport. “Where the hell is this?”

“Crete,” the marshal said.

“I thought I was being flown to Athens.”

“Last minute orders to insert you indirectly. Your han-
dler will make contact. Code greeting is River Crossing.”
The marshal pulled up the steps and waved good-bye. The
plane took off.

He looked around at the bleak surroundings. How the
hell was he supposed to liaison with a CIA case officer based
in Cyprus from this deserted hellhole in Crete?

Minutes later, a banged-up yellow Mercedes pulled to a
stop. A grizzled old man opened the rear door. “Taxi.”

He shook his head.

The driver spread his hands. “I told come here for you
from plane to cross river. This your taxi.”

It figured. He got into the cab and settled back. Appar- -
ently, from here on, his actions would be controlled—or
should he say, handled-—by handler Charon.

The driver headed toward a cluster of low buildings.

“What's the name of this city?”

“Herakleion.”
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A long way from Athens.

The driver pulled up to a mud-colored apartment build-
ing. “Second floor. Room 204.”

All right. A CIA safe house. He climbed the rickety stairs
and knocked. No response. He knocked again. The door
opened as far as the chain would allow. “Passport.”

Dugan handed it through the opening. Seconds later, the
door opened and a bald man peered at him through black-
rimmed eyeglasses.

“Welcome to Herakleion, Spiros Diodorus.”

“I thought we were going to rendezvous in Cyprus.”

“Often, it’s best to do these things indirectly. Come in.
Sit. Your flight must have been tiring. Join me for a drink?
Strong Greek vodka dulls my toothache.”

“You should really see a dentist.”

“Of course, that’s why you're here.”

“I thought I was going to open my practice in Athens.”

“You will take the night ferry from Crete to Piraeus.”

So Charon—who ferried the dead across the river Styx—
would be guiding him. Grim touch. “Okay, fill me in.”

“Dr. Slade phoned me and said his daughter had memo-
rized Tedescu’s three quatrain enigmas. Most likely coded
plans for a terrorist attack on the U.S. Slade said he hypno-
tized Raven and gave her a posthypnotic suggestion to block
it until someone said the phrase to unlock memory.”

“What's the phrase?”

“I couldn’t make it out over the shouting. Then a gun-
shot. I learned later that Slade killed himself.”

“So, where does that leave us?”

“We assume 17N will try to get Tedescu’s prophecies out
of her. If they can’t, or can’t solve the riddles, they’ll attempt
to brainwash her into joining them.”

“Stockholm syndrome? Patty Hearst style?”

“I know from Slade’s earlier reports that his daughter is
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mentally unstable. If they succeed with mind control, your
job is to free and deprogram her.”

“Then, I suppose, JPATS extradites her to the States?”

“That’s not the plan. We don’t want her back home.”

“What then?”

“Turn her over to the Greeks for aggressive interrogation.”

The thought sickened him, but he understood where
Charon was going. “I speak Greek pretty well, but I never
mastered the Athenian accent.”

“There are dozens of dialects from more than 160 popu-
lated Greek Islands. Just act confident. Students at the Poly-
technic will assume you’re from one of them.”

“What’s my base of operations?”

“Student quarter.”

“Vll have to find a place to live.”

“Our Greek contact already arranged for one of their un-
dercover agents to rent a room for you in a boardinghouse
known to be occupied by many of the radicals.”

“17N sympathizers?”

“As well as fascists, anti-Turkish racists and anarchists.
All dyed-in-the-wool America haters.”

“I get the picture. Cymbal tells me you’re handling agent
Tentmaker in Iran’s Revolutionary Guard.”

“He’s no longer there. He was compromised when he
helped Elizabeth and her mother escape from Iran before
the embassy takeover.”

“Where is he now!”

“He slipped out of Teheran along with the survivors of
the dissidents. He’s now with the male cadre among the -
Mujihadeen-e Kalg in Ashraf.”

“How do I contact either of you?”

“You don’t communicate with him. You deal only with
me. I'll program my number into your SIU-III secure phone
under the name Charon.”
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“So, are you going to ferry me across the river to the
netherworld in Athens?”

“Not yet, Dentist. But just in case 'm wrong, if you know
you're going to die in Greece, remember to slip a coin under

your tongue.”
“What for?”

“Charon’s fare to ferry you across the river Styx, to hell.”



CHAPTER FIFTEEN

Athens

During her first practice run to the bank, Raven steered too
hard. The Harley bucked out from under her, nearly throw-
ing her in front of an oncoming car. The driver honked and
shook his fist. Her body was shaking, but she managed to
stick up the middle finger of her leather glove and gave him
the bird.

When was the last time she felt her heart thump so hard?
She swerved, circled and tried again. Better.

She straddled the cycle across from the Athens Bank
waiting for Alexi to come out. Engine idling, dry tongue
licking her dry mouth, she kept her eyes fixed on the ar-
mored car. |

Checked her watch. Twenty minutes. What was taking
him so long? Her face and neck were sweating. She was be-
coming nauseated. She pulled off her left glove and started
to rake her right forearm with her fingernails. But she
stopped. She promised him she wouldn’t cut herself again.

. . stop thinking . . .

The sound of a child crying made her turn. A woman
with a swollen belly approached, pushing a baby carriage on
the sidewalk with one hand and pulling a screaming toddler
with the other.
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She caught sight of Alexi coming out of the bank
through the revolving door. Where were the armored car
guards?

The woman came abreast of her, struggling to push the
baby carriage while restraining the little one. At the corner,
the child pulled free.

The mother screamed. “Tino! No! No!”

The boy ran into the street.

Oh, my God! Speeding drivers won't see the kid. She
jumped off the cycle and ran after the boy. Dodging oncom-
ing traffic, she caught him. Swept the struggling child into
her arms and held him against her body. His flailing hand
hit her face shield, nearly knocking off her helmet, but she
quickly pulled the face guard back into place.

She carried him to the curb and handed him to his
mother. “A fine-looking boy. I wish I had a—"

The woman slapped her son’s face. “Bad boy!” She pulled
him along twisting his arm.

. . see? that'’s the thanks you get, sis, stupid mother doesn’t
deserve children. concentrate on why you're here. your life de-
pendsonit . . .

Remounting the cycle, she checked the handlebar rearview
mirror and adjusted her black wig under the helmet.

At that moment, Alexi pulled down his ski cap into a
mask. A guard—hand on holster—came through the re-
volving door. Another guard followed, carrying the money
bag.

She tapped the gas pedal, raced the engine.

Alexi pulled out his gun. As the first guard turned, Alexi
shot him. The other guard dropped the money bag. Alexi
shot him as he lay facedown on the sidewalk.

The bank alarm startled her.

Alexi grabbed the bag and sprinted across the street. He
leaped onto the seat behind her, clutching the money bag in



The Asylum Prophecies 79

one hand and circling her waist with the other. She felt his
gun pressing against her side. She slammed the gas pedal
and the souped-up Harley roared.

She shouted into the wind, “I was surprised when you
killed the guards. I didn’t think you would.”

“It was necessary!”

Down one street. Turned at the first intersection. Changed
direction at the next block, again at the next. Her vision
blurred as she stopped behind a white van. Alexi jumped off
and opened the rear doors. He tossed the money bag inside
and pulled down the ramp. She rode the Harley up into the
rear of the van and leaped out. Alexi shoved the ramp in
and locked the rear doors. He ran back to the van and took
the wheel.

She chanced a second look behind. No one following.
Feeling light-headed, she slid beside him into the passenger
seat, she pulled off her helmet and leaned her head against
his shoulder. “Thank God!”

Alexi slipped the gun into his jacket pocket and put his
free arm around her. She sighed as he drove the van cau-
tiously back into the center of Athens, past the crowded
Plaka where tourists lounged at outdoor tables reading news-
papers and sipping drinks.

He drove past the safé house and circled the block to The-
‘odor’s Auto Repair.

He honked his horn and the shop door opened. The fat
masked man looked around, then signaled for them to pull
in. Alexi raised the money bag trophy. “Here’s the cash for
MEK. She’s wonderful. Boy, can she drive a cycle.”

When they were inside, the fat man lowered the garage
door. He opened the money bag and lifted out packets of
hundred-dollar bills in Athens Bank wrappings. Turning
toward the adjacent office, he said, “Wait here.”
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The oil fumes made her dizzy. She slipped on the grease-
slick floor, but Alexi caught her and pulled her to him.

She looked down. “Is that your gun against my body?”

He raised her head and slid his tongue between her lips.
She closed her eyes. She'd been kissed before, but never like
this. As he started to let go, she clung to him.

“Now is not the time,” he whispered. “When we're alone.”
He took her hand and led her through the door to where the
fat man had taken the money.

Several men, still wearing their ski masks, shouted, “Happy
Name Day!”

In the center of a desk she saw a white cake inscribed
in chocolate, TO NIKKI—OUR FIRST WOMAN COMRADE. In
the center, a single candle.

She asked, “Who’s Nikki?”

The tall, one-armed man said, “You are.”

The man who had tried to rape her in the closet on the
first day pushed through the others with his crutch.

Alexi said, “This is my father.”

She forced herself to say, “Pleased to meet you.”

He said, “This is your name day.” His gravely voice set her
teeth on edge. “Your nom de guerre from now on is Nikki.”

“But it’s not my birthday.”

Alexi said, “We Greeks don’t pay much attention to the
day of one’s birth. You are celebrated on the ascension day of
the saint for whom you are being named.”

“Who'’s my saint?”

“Saint Nicholas.”

She visualized a Christmas tree in the Waybridge Univer
sity quad. Heard “Jingle Bells” in her mind. She bit her
tongue.

Each q@ne came up and handed her a gift. Sunglasses,
sweater, kerchief, walking shoes. A short man with one of
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those funny-looking Greek guitars that looked like a bowl
at one end, strummed, and sang softly:

“Oh beautiful Nikki

With sun-drenched hair

And eyes blue as the Ionian sea.

I, Yorgo, welcome you among us

On your Name Day.”

She applauded. Through his mask he kissed her on both
cheeks. So did the others. When one with a toothpick pro-
truding through his mask approached, she pulled back.

Alexi said, “We call him Toothpick because he always has
one in his mouth.”

“Is he going to jab it in my face?”

Teothpick said, “Never, Comrade Nikki.” He took it out,
kissed both her cheeks through his mask, then put the
toothpick back and bowed as he retreated.

“You should feel honored,” Alexi said. “That is the first
time | have ever seen him without a toothpick.”

The others laughed.

Alexi’s cell phone rang. The smile vanished. He nodded
several times. “Yes, of course.” He turned off the phone. “I
have to leave now.” o

She clutched his arm. “Where are we going!”

“You will stay here.”

“Take me with you.”

“Pll be back later. I have to meet someone.”

“A woman?”

“You're the only woman for me. Toothpick will drive you
to the safe house. I'll be back tonight.”

As he walked out the door, she put her hand over her
mouth. The door closed behind him. The others were watch-
ing. Don't let them see how the darkness closed in on her
whenever he left.
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Alexi’s father limped forward and lit the single candle on
the cake.

She recoiled.

“What is wrong?”

“Fire terrifies me.”

His strong fingers grabbed her neck. “We cure you. Make
wish and blow.”

She fought the urge to kick him as he pushed her toward
the flaming wick. She closed her eyes. She wished for Alexi
to save her from the fire.

When she finally looked up and saw the swirling smoke,
she was sure she hadn’t blown out the flame.

She thought, How come you blew out my candle, Sis?

. . . it's my candle, stupid. after all these goddamn years, i
finally have a name of my own. forget the sis shit from now on
call me nikki .



CHAPTER SIXTEEN

Dugan stepped off the tram in Omonia Square and glanced
around. Not the trash-filled plaza he remembered from when
he was here with his ex-wife and son. Bustling street sweep-
ers rounded the corner. Oh, sure. Athens was sprucing up
for the 2004 Olympics, but what would the place look like
after international visitors left?

He walked to the American Express office and paused
outside to watch two workmen in coveralls scrubbing red
graffiti from the marble wall. He could make out only the
letters—go . . . hom . . . Amerand Turk . . . bast . . . and
he mused over the renowned Greek reputation for hospitality
to strangers. Probably a holdover from ancient Greece, when
people feared that any stranger might be a god come down
from Olympus in human form.

Gimme that old-time religion.

He passed between two police officers flanking the Amer-
ican Express entrance. Were security precautions for all for-
eigners or just Turks, non-Greek Cypriots and Americans!

Inside, at the counter, a frozen-faced clerk asked, “How
I may help you?”

“Mail for Spiros Diodorus.”

“Passport.”

The clerk studied it. “You do not sound Greek to me.”

“Neither do you,” he said in Greek.
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The clerk stomped away from the counter. Moments later,
he returned and handed over a bulky envelope addressed to
Spiros Diodorus. Return address University of Cincinnati
School of Dentistry. Cymbal’s idea of a joke.

He strolled to an outdoor café on Oikonomon Street and
ordered an ouzo. Waiting for his drink, he opened the enve-
lope and pulled out a bankbook. A hundred thousand euros
deposited into the Olympia Bank for the account of Spiros
Diodorus. Also documents accepting him as a doctoral can-
didate at Athens Polytechnic University.

Ten minutes later, the waiter finally brought the ouzo.

“The service here is very slow,” he said.

The waiter turned away muttering, “Filese to kolo mou.”

“Is that where you're used to being kissed?”

The man’s eyes widened. “You know Greek?”

“I am from Sparta, but I was taught how to deal with foul-
mouthed Athenian waiters.”

It took two bus changes to get to the Olympia Bank. He
withdrew 300 euros. The sun had set, and streetlights came
on, so he splurged for a taxi to the house in the student
quarter where a room had been rented for him.

Inside, the dark hallway smelled of feta cheese and hash-
ish. Searching for a wall switch, he stubbed his toe against
the first step and yelped. The single bulb dangling from its
wire suddenly illuminated the staircase.

A young woman headed down the stairs toward him.
“Why didn’t you turn on the light?”

As she approached, he saw her slender body, short black
hair. Delicate mouth curled in her oval-shaped face.

“'m moving in. Didn’t know where the switch was.”

Then she was directly under the bulb, and her face dark-
ened into a black mask. As she passed him, her breasts
brushed his left arm. The light went out.
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“Here, against the wall,” she said, “before the first and
after the last step of every landing.”

He heard a click, then the ratcheting of a timer.

As the light came on, her mask vanished. “Just moving
in? Where are you from?”

“Samos.” Hed prepared an explanation for the dialect.
“Although my parents lived in many of the islands.”

“Have you been here before?”

“My first time in Athens.”

The light went out again. He reached across, twisted the
timer and the bulb glowed. He paused and looked into her
biack-rimmed eyes. Some women used a dark-colored pencil
to achieve the effect. Her’s suggested too much alcohol or
dope. Or both. As she smiled, the corners of her lips turned
up delicately to the right.

“You'd better get up to the next landing,” she said, “before
you're trapped again midway in the dark.”

He made it to the third landing. “Thank you.”

She called up to him, “We’ll probably run into each other
again. | live on the third floor too.” Then she was out the
front door, silhouetted against streetlights.

He made it across the hall to his room, and switched on
the light. Hardly enough space to turn around. It smelled of
cigarette smoke. He frowned at the piss yellow peeling walls
~and the narrow bed. Beside it, a desk with a lamp faced the
window. He pulled the chain, but no bulb. He took his suit
and shirt out of the knapsack, unrolled them and hung
everything on the single hook inside the door.

He went to the window to survey lights of the square be-
low. His window faced a brick wall. The hell with it. He'd go
down and stroll through the student neighborhood to reac-
quaint himself with the city he'd last visited with his ex-wife
and son.

Carefully working the light timers on his way down, he
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came out of the rooming house and turned onto Panipisti-
miou Street. A few blocks from the Polytechnic.

During their last trip here for Helena’s father’s funeral,
she told him how her mother had spent nearly two weeks
barricaded inside the student union building, broadcasting
on clandestine radio for the citizens of Greece to rise up and
overthrow the dictatorship. '

Years later, she said her mother told her the revolution
worked, until Colonel Papadopoulos called in the army.
Some of the survivors, as well as parents of the dead and
wounded, blamed her mother’s rabble-rousing broadcasts for
the attack.

He walked to the street where army tanks had broken
through the gate. He was surprised to find it locked.

A female voice behind him, said, “Since 17 November
1973, this gate has never been unlocked.”

He turned and saw the young woman hed encountered
on the stairway. “Meeting twice in an hour is what I call
coincidence or fate.”

“Neither,” she said. “I followed you to see if you’re sympa-
thetic to student dissent or a government spy.”

“What do you think?”

“I will have to get to know you before I judge.”

“Are we going to get to know each other?”

“Since your room is next to mine on the third floor, we'd
better.”

“How do you know my room is next to yours?”

She smiled. “It is the only vacant room in the house.”

Where had he seen that provocative upturned smile be-
fore? He pointed to the gate. “Why has it been locked since
19737

“As a symbol of continuing resistance.”

“Against whom?! Isn’t Greece now a constitutional de-
mocracy!”
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“Some think it is. Others belleve it’s a puppet regime of
the United States.”

He tried to gauge her attitude. Was she a 17N sympa-
thizer? “How about you? What do you think?”

“It is a long story. Buy me a retsina and I will educate

F you.”

“You've got a deal.”

“Your name?” she asked.

“Spiros Diodorus. Yours?”

“Artemis.”

“Apollo’s sister, the virgin huntress.”

“Let us just say, huntress.”

He stared at that saucy smile. Artemis? Real or code name?

She took his hand and led him the long way around the
Polytechnic. “This is Exarchia Square where students usu-
ally hang out. I like the Parnassus Café.”

“Home of your brother Apollo, as well as Dionysus and
the Muses.”

“So you know your mythology,” she said. “Do not spout it
too freely. Makes it obvious you learned it in a classics course.
And that—although you speak the language well enough—
you are probably not Greek.” :

“Thanks for the advice.”

“The Parnassus is like an old cafe aman, where some stu-

- dents play rembetika with their bouzoukis.”

He knew bouzoukis were the long-necked guitars shaped
at the bottom like bowls, but his face must have betrayed his
ignorance of the other words.

“In the old days,” she said, “cafe aman were neighborhood
speakeasies. Rembetika are the Greek blues.”

“I knew that.”

Her lips curled again. “Of course you did.”

Inside, a waiter led them to a table and lit the candle.
“You wish now to order?”
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“Retsina for the lady, ouzo for me.” Looking at her by the
flickering light, he realized where he'd seen that off-center
mouth before. Ellen Barkin in the movie Sea of Love. He re-
membered the haunting melody.

The waiter brought their drinks and handed him the bill.

“We’ll want more,” he said. “I'll pay when we'’re done.”

“Pay now,” the waiter said. ‘

Before he could protest, Artemis said, “They never know
when there will be a violent demonstration and police round
up students. The café owner does not want to go to the jail
to collect for drinks.”

He paid and added a tip. The waiter threw the extra euros
back on the table.

“He doesn't like tips?”

“He suspects you are not really a sympathizer.”

The bouzouki players reminded him of the last time he
was here. With Helena. He glanced around at the tables.

“You are looking for someone?”

“My ex-wife.”

“Why do you think she might be here?”

“She ran off with a bouzouki player. Maybe one of these.”

“What is her name?”

“Helena. A Greek beauty, with a face that turned on a
thousand men.”

Artemis touched his palm. “Yes, but you are so handsome,
I cannot imagine why any woman would leave you.”

He raised his glass. “Here’s to getting to know each other.”

She blinked before touching her glass against his, lips
curled in that sardonic smile. “To dissent!” she said loudly.
“Down with Turks, imperialist Brits and government lack-
eys of the capitalist Americans!”

Students at nearby tables raised their glasses. “Hopa!”

As he'd suspected, she identified with the terrorists. Had
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to be careful, but he might learn something from her. He
raised his glass and joined in, “Hopa!”

The waiter came back and picked up his tip.

Three students on the small platform tuned their bouzou-
kis. The sound jarred his eardrums, but he lifted his glass in
their direction.

A middle-aged man with a gray handlebar mustache got
up and sang-softly to the rembetika.

. Arms tattooed with Morpheus needles,

Soul scarred with hate . . . Let me die again . . .

For the thousandth time, The sleep of death . . .”

Artemis sighed. “So sad, so romantic.” She touched his
hand again. Her look suggested they would use only one of
their third-floor rooms that night. He thought of the hos-
tage he'd come here to rescue and pulled his hand away.

Her dark eyes opened wide in surprise and she shrugged.

Several young men, arms entwined, took the older man’s
place in the center of the floor and danced in a semicircle.
The audience clinked glasses to the beat.

Suddenly, the music was drowned out by shouting in the
street. Odor of burning rubber ﬁltered into the café. Stu-
dents rushed to the entrance. |

“Demonstrating anarchists are burning tires again. Come,
let us watch the police break it up.”

“Is it safe?”

“If we do not take sides,” she said, leading him to Exarchia
Square. “It is more performance art than riot.”

Protesters marched carrying homemade banners. Police
appeared from around the corner, stomping in formation,
batons extended.

One woman threw a rock. It bounced off a shield. When
she turned to lose herself in the crowd, he froze. He'd seen
her before. She moved beside a tall, one-armed protester and
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handed him something. He slipped it into his pinned-up
sleeve. An officer approached with raised baton.

The woman jumped at the officer, clawing his face. He
smashed his baton over her head. She didn’t let go. He hit
her again and again until she fell to the ground.

Memory of the knockout blow to his own head. The fury
in Ms. Salinas’s face before she bashed him unconscious in
Tedescu’s office. If she didn’t survive this beating to her
head, Tedescu’s message would be buried with her.

Unless . . . What was the paper she gave the one-armed
man?! Where was he? Gone. Merged into the taunting crowd.

From the police side, tear gas canisters bounced along the
ground leaving smoke trails. Demonstrators wrapped hand-
kerchiefs around their heads and surged forward.

The gas made him choke.

Artemis tore her kerchief, put half to her face and handed
him the other half. “Here. It will soon blow away and the
police will back off”

One student tripped, then another. The police cuffed
them and surged forward.

He shouted above the din, “They’re not backing off!”

“These are not anarchists! They are 17N supporters! The
police will round them up. We must leave quickly!”

She led him down the street, around the corner, away from
the confrontation, into the rooming house. He reached to
turn the switch.

She stopped him. “No light. The police will search stu-
dent apartments for supporters of 17N.”

“Third floor in the dark? We'll break our necks.”

“I have evaded them before. I will lead you.” She took his
hand. Halfway up the first flight, she stopped and leaned
back against the wall.

“What are you—?"

“Shhhh. We do not want anyone to hear us.” She pulled
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his body against her, breasts pressing into his shirt. He tried
to back away but she grabbed his buttocks with both hands
and pulled him closer.

“Are you crazy!”

“Yes.”

He managed one step up, but as he lifted his leg she pulled
down his zipper. Another step up, almost tripping in the
dark. She reached for his soft penis and slid it under her skirt.
No underwear. She rubbed him against her pubic hair.

He felt himself hardening. “I can’t believe this.”

“You do not have to believe. I will take you as you are.”

Then she slid him inside her. At each upward step, it was
thrust after thrust. Too dark to see her face. He tripped on
the first landing, but she caught him and drew him in
deeper.

The hallway light illuminated. He saw that half smile of
her lips. He started to pull out, but she swung him around the
corner into the darkness of the second landing and forced
him back in. Her movements kept in thythm with the click-
ing light timer.

Halfway up the third flight of stairs, the light went off and
plunged them again into darkness. He felt her vibrating-She
released him and started to fall. He caught her limp body.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered.

The light from below went on again. “Someone’s coming.”

“Me.”

“I mean the light,” he said.

“It’s from the second floor.”

“How do you know?”

“You and I have the only rooms on the third.”

By the time they reached the third landing, the second-
floor light went out. He was limp, but she was still throb-
bing. Talk about esprit de l'escalier! He loved that great
French expression, realizing what you should have said or
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done after you left someplace, and were headed for the
stairs. ;

At his door, he dug into his pocket for his room key.

“Not your room,” she said. “The police will search the
building for new occupants. They know me. They will not
search my room.” ]

He hesitated, but she pulled him to her door, unlocked it
and led him inside. Her window faced the sky. Her eyes glis-
tened in the moonlight. “That was interesting, Artemis.”

She pulled him into her bed. “I am not finished.”

He drew back. She slid her hand into his trousers, along
his wet thigh and clutched his balls in her fingers. “Tell me,
handsome, how do you like fucking on the stairs?”

“I'll have to think about it.”

She squeezed.



CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

When Alexi's father released his grip on her neck, Raven
straightened up. No candle smoke. The black wick shriv-
eled. She looked around at her masked captors. Were they
ever going to trust her enough to reveal their faces!? Only
Alexi could protect her, but he was off somewhere.

“Come, Nikki,” Alexi’s father said, “I take you back to safe
house.”

Remembering how he had nearly raped her in the closet,
she backed away.

“I do not harm you, Nikki.”

She glanced from one mask to the next. Which one
would protect her from their leader? -

“You will go with someone else?”

She nodded.

He looked around. “Take her, Toothpick, but no touch
until my son is finished with her.”

Relieved, she put her hand on Toothpick’s shoulder. “T'll
go with you.” ‘

Toothpick drove silently, dark eyes glancing at her through
the slits in his mask.

“Watch where you're driving.”

“l prefer watch you.”

He pulled up in front of the safe house, walked around
the car and opened the door for her. She hesitated.
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“Do not be afraid, Nikki. I would never touch you against
your will.” He led her upstairs, stopping only to check the
doorjamb for hairs. Inside, he asked, “Do you still sleep in
the closet?”

“I've been a good girl, so Alexi promoted me.” She pointed
to the spare room.

“All right. But I must lock you in.”

She smiled. “I wouldn'’t have it any other way.”

That night she tossed and turned. Would Alexi be back be-
fore morning as he promised? Should she tell him how his
father had treated her?

. . . betternot . . .

It might help to turn them against each other.

. . and it might backfire. choose the right time . . .

She couldn’t bear the thought of spending nights alone.
She tried to sleep but tossed and turned until the morning
light filtered through the small window.

She heard the outside door open. Had Toothpick changed
his mind? Was it Myron? Alexi? She got off the cot and
shoved it against the door. It wouldn’t hold out for long
against a determined attacker. She looked around. Nothing
to defend herself.

The key clicked in the spare room lock. She grabbed the
pillow and held it against her body like a shield.

.. . are you kidding, stupid? think that'll work like a chastity
belt . . .?

Shut up unless you've got a better idea.

The door opened overturning the cot. Light flooded the
room. “Good morning, Nikki. What’s with the barricade?”

“I'm always scared when I'm alone, Alexi. Don’t leave me
again.”

He took her into his arms and held her close. “I can’t
promise that. But I'll tell you what. You deserve a break. As
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your reward, I'm going to take you on one of my deluxe tours

of the Athens landmarks.”

“Which ones?”

“You'll know when we get there.”

She followed him downstairs, out of the safe house, and
around the corner to the Harley. When he got on the sad-
dle, she pouted. “Let me drive. I need to stay in practice.”

“From the way you handled it at the bank, I'd say you
don’t have to rehearse anymore. Climb on.”

She mounted behind him and hugged his waist. A long
straightaway then, after a few turns, he pulled up to a tav-
erna. “We’'ll get a couple of sandwiches and a bottle of wine
to drink at our destination.”

He bought gyros, a bottle of retsina and put them into
one of the saddlebags. As he circled past the shopping dis-
trict he pointed up. “Look.”

“The Parthenon!” She nearly fell off the bike. “Oh, my
God! I've never seen it this close.”

“The Acropolis is the best place to start your tour.”

“I can’t!”

“What do you mean?”

“Im afraid of heights!”

He locked the bike and slung the saddlebag over his
shoulder. “If tourists can do it, so can you.”

He gripped her arm and pulled her forward.

“No!”

“First fire? Now this? If you are to be one of us, you must
overcome your fears.” He dragged her to the first level. Up
one diagonal, then across to another. Up. Up.

“Stop! I'll pass out!”

“I won’t let you.”

. . close your eyes. let him lead you. V'll try not to panic . .

Finally, he stopped. “Here we are at the top. Now that
wasn’t so bad, was it?”
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. . don’t make me look down . . .

Out of breath, she gazed across at the Parthenon.

“That was a temple to Athena,” he said. “It used to have a
forty-foot-high statue of the goddess holding Winged Nike
in her right hand.”

“I know Athena was the goddess of war. Who'’s Winged
Nike?”

“Nike means victory. Most famous for her flying speed.
“He pointed to a smaller structure on the promontory over-
looking the cliff.” That’s the temple to the other Nike. Nike
Apteros. ‘Wingless Victory.””

“Why Wingless?”

She felt his strong hands grip her shoulders. “The ancient
Athenians cut off her wings to prevent her—their Victory—
from ever departing from Athens.”

“They kept her hostage—Ilike me?”

“And, like you, she came to love this mountain.”

“Well, she had no choice since they cut off her wings.
That’s probably why your father named me after her?”

. . he looks really upset. stupid to anger him . . .

“Sorry I said that. Don’'t mean to sound ungrateful. |
meant it as a joke. Forgive me.”

They sat on a boulder and ate their gyros and drank ret-
sina. She looked at the sun filtering through the Parthenon.
She knew it was terrifying for Sis to be up so high, but for
her it was exciting to be with him. Not in the present but in
the mythic past.

He kissed her and bit her lower lip. She took a deep
breath and listened to the wind through the columns. Fly
and tell Zeus you are in love with Alexi. Why was the heat ris-
ing her face? She was sure he would see her blush. She tried
to act calm. “Did you hear that?”

“Hear what?”
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“Never mind. It was probably-the wind.”

. . . it was just in your stupid head . . .

But does that mean it’s true? Am I really falling in love
with him? And if I am, should I let him know?

. . . better play it cool until you figure out what his feelings
are. if it helps or makes things more dangerous . . .

Affection can’t hurt. It might make him want me.

. . . just don’t lose control of your heart . . .

“Raven, you're blushing. What's going on?”

She took a deep breath. “You didn’t hear the voice.”

He touched her cheek. “You have beauty that makes Aph-
rodite look ordinary, and imagination of the poet Sappho.”

“You really didn’t hear the voice?”

He ran his fingers across her lips. “Only those blessed by
the gods can hear it.”

She smiled. He pulled her close. The beat of his heart
flooded her with strange heat. She started to pull away.

. .. careful. he holds your life in his hands. don’t fall in love
with him . . .

“We'd better go back down before dark,” he said.

She picked up the remnants of their picnic. Eyes closed,
she clung to him and stumbled one step below another.

When they reached street level, he led her back to the
motorcycle. “You can drive back if you like.”

She shook her head. “I've had enough excitement today.”

“All right, you handled her well during the bank robbery.
In fact you drove as if you were born to it.”

“Well, you said Nike was the goddess of speed.”

As they entered the safe house, Alexi said, “Collect your
things. You’re moving.”

“I'm being evicted?”

“Only from this place. We're going to my private apart-
ment where we can be alone.”
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She looked into his dark eyes. Despite the part of her that
feared heights, she'd wanted him to carry her down from the
Acropolis in his arms.

Now, standing outside herself, Raven saw her sister.

.. will it be you or me, raven? or a ménage a trois for
two . . .?

Cool it, Sis. He’s mine.

. . cut the sis crap. i've got a name of my own . . . from
now on call me nikki apteros . . .

Since Wingless Victory means you can't stand heights,
how'd you fly down from the Acropolis?

. . . fly? shit, i didn’t even look down . . .



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

Alexi watched Nikki walk ahead of him up the steps of the
safe house. Slender body. Trim hips. Undulating tight ass.
She was his for now. He unlocked the door, but as she
reached for the knob he grabbed her wrist.

She locked up at him. “Sorry, just wanted to help.”

“Watch what I do, and remember.” He put his hand to
the top of the doorjamb and removed a hair, then another at
the bottom. He held them out for her to see. “These hairs are
white. My father was here and left.”

“A warning signal?”

“Exactly.” He opened the door. Inside, she dropped her
backpack and embraced him. He pushed her away gently.

“What’s wrong!”

“Not among the terrible memories you must have of this
place. We'll go to my apartment where you can be happy.”

“I don’t remember happiness.”

He'd never seen anyone so unpredictable. One minute a
young girl, then, without warning, a gutsy tomboy. “I'll help
you remember happiness. Gather your things. We'll leave
this safe house now, but you'll be safe. Trust me.”

“I trust you.” She stood on tiptoe and kissed his cheek. He
reached for her breasts, but she pulled away. “You said not
here.”
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She ran to the closet and stuffed things he'd bought her
into a pillowcase. “Thank you for everything.”

Her trusting look made him want to sweep her into his
arms. Restrain yourself. Be gentle. She’s strong enough to
endure brainwashing. Still, his pearl was embedded in the
softness within a hard shell. Hearing her hum softly pleased
him. He enjoyed making her happy. But be careful. Don'’t
fall in love. She might not have long to live.

“Was it terrible,” he asked, “being locked in the closet?”

“l used pain on my body to distract my mind, but my voice
spoke to me of hope.”

“Voice?’

“Telling me it would be over soon. Assuring me that, if
not, I could leap into the darkness.”

“I don’t understand.”

“My voice told me I could take my own life and fly to
freedom like my mother did.”

“Would you really kill yourself?”

“Ive thought of it often.”

“Promise never to do it again. I can’t imagine being with-
out you.”

“You've cut off my wings. As long as I have you, I don’t
need to die.”

Not only was she a visionary, she could tolerate pain and
face death. It wouldn’t be easy to get Tedescu’s prophecies
from her.

He said, “I bought you another gift.” When they returned
to the Harley, he reached into a compartment and pulled
out a black handbag.

“Wow. I need a purse. But it’s huge, like a tote bag.”

“It’s large because it has a false bottom. Look.” He pulled
a hidden zipper. The bottom opened to reveal a secret com-
partment.
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“Why would I need to hide anything from you?”

“Not from me, but one must always plan ahead.”

“Yes. A good idea.” She pulled her red and black wigs out
of the pillowcase and slipped them into the false bottom.

“That’s my girl.”

She kissed him and whispered, “Thank you.”

“Now we go to my place. I drive.”

She climbed onto the Harley behind him and clung tight.
They roared out of the alley down the street, weaving be-
tween student bicycles and scooters. He scratched a parked
car’s fender. She thought of the scratches on her arm. She'd
stopped at eleven, but more days had passed since her father
killed himself. She could still hear the shot, see blood drip-
ping down his face, watch him fall. No matter how she tried
to erase the memory, it left traces like red chalk smudged on
the blackboard of her mind.

. . . to live, you'll have to make alexi need you. do whatever
he wants. keep him happy . . .

The muscles on his back vibrated against her breasts. She
closed her eyes as their bodies moved, rising and falling. His
swooping turns were smoother than hers had been at ‘the
bank. Finally, he pulled into Exarchia Square and turned off
the engine.

Street cleaners were sweeping away debris of torn protest
signs and tear gas canisters. He said, “Looks as if there was a
recent confrontation.”

She followed him into the building, up to his second-floor
apartment. Not what she'd expected. The large living room
was almost bare. She studied unframed cubist paintings cov-
ering the walls.

He dropped the packages he was carrying and took her
into his arms. “Let me show you our bedroom.”



102 DanieL KEYEs

Unlike the neat living room, the bedroom was cluttered.
King-size bed, sheets and blankets tangled as if he'd jumped
up in a hurry. Clothing, books and newspapers scattered on
the floor. A wastebasket overflowing.

“You need someone to pick up after you.”

“Then I'd never find anything,” he said. “This looks like
disorder, but I know where everything is.”

“You're kidding.”

He set her down on the bed and pulled away the blanket.

Would he use protection? Should she ask?

. . . better not. your life is on the edge anyway . . .

He unbuttoned his shirt. As she reached to help him pull
it off, she saw crisscrossed welts on his back. She touched
the raised flesh. “What caused these?”

“My father,” he said.

“Myron was that cruel to you?”

“Not cruel, strict. He whipped me to teach me.”

“Right from wrong?”

“That came later. When 1 was a boy, I used to walk and
talk in my sleep. At first, he put bells on my feet to wake me
when [ got out of bed. That didn’t work, so he tied my feet
together. Somehow | always managed to get free, kept walk-
ing and talking in my sleep.”

“What did he do?”

“That’s when he started whipping me. Until I was thirteen
or fourteen.”

She stroked his hair, his hands, his back. “We’ve both
suffered so much. Hold me.”

He turned away from her. “I want you to kiss them.”

She hesitated, then ran her dry lips slowly down the welt
on his left shoulder. His back tensed. She opened her lips
and slid her tongue against the raised flesh, licking it down

his back.
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He quivered and rolled away. She turned her hip toward
him. “Kiss my scars t0o.” She closed her eyes and waited.

His cell phone rang.

She clung to him. “Don’t answer.”

He hesitated. It rang again and again. He pushed her
aside and picked up. Caller ID showed it was Myron.

“It’s my father. I can’t ignore his call.”

“Why? Will he whip you if you do?”

He looked at her, then at the phone, then back at her.
“You don’t understand.”

“I think I do. As well as you understand me.”

He pressed the ON button. “Yes?”

She heard Myron’s rough voice through the phone. “What
took so long?”

“I was in the bathroom.”

“You should keep the phone with you at all times.”

“I didn’t think of it.”

“Not thinking ahead is one of your weaknesses. We are
ready to bomb Piraeus. We do it tomorrow afternoon. Come
to the garage right away.”

“But—"

The line went dead.

She opened her arms and waited. He slipped into his shirt.
“I must go.”

“What'’s so important that we can’t—7?"

“I don’t have time.”

“Don’t leave me alone again.” )

“I'll be back. My father needs me at the shop now.” He
threw her a kiss and locked the door behind him.

She lay back on the pillow and thought of what she heard
Myron say audibly over the phone. Piraeus bombing tomorrow.
She remembered the day Alexi first locked her in the closet,
Myron telling him about bombing the Piraeus International
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Passenger Terminal. When Alexi had complained that in-
nocent people would die, Myron lectured him about collat-
eral damage during the fog of war.

She knew that meant women and children were going to
die. She thought about it long and hard. Not children.

. . . damn his father for coitus interruptus. let’s pay him back
with firecbombing interruptus . . .

[ can’t.

. . . you're so weak. if i’d come out of mom’s womb first, i’d
be strong enough not to need your voice to keep me from going
schizo. i'll do it myself . . .

She watched herself pick up the second phone from the
night table and dial for the operator.

A metallic voice said, “Your call?’

Out loud, she said, “. . . athens police . . .

It rang several times before a man answered. “Hellenic
Police Department. How may [ help you?”

“. . . i have information about a 17N bombing . . .

“One moment. I will transfer you.”

She started to hang up, but Nikki wouldn’t let her. After
several clicks a voice came on. Probably taping her.

“Captain Hector Eliade, Hellenic Police Counterterror-
ism Task Force speaking. You have information?”

She hesitated. Nikki was silent. Always starting things
and leaving the dirty work for her to clean up. What the
hell! Alexi would damn her if he found out, but she would
damn herself if she didn’t. She put her handkerchief over
the mouthpiece. “This is a warning. Passenger terminal in
Piraeus will be bombed. Children will die.”

“When?”

“Tomorrow or the day after. [-I'm not sure.”

“Who is this?”

She hung up. She believed Alexi’s argument that Amer-
ica and its dominated Greek government were evil. But

»

”
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that didn’t justify firebombing mothers and their babies. If
preventing the deaths of the innocent was a betrayal of
17N, so be it.

. . . glad you finally agree with me, raven . . .

You shouldn’t have made me. What if Alexi finds out?

.. . tell your lousy lover to go fuck himself . . .



CHAPTER NINETEEN

Dugan awoke to the muffled beeping of his secure cell
phone. After a few seconds, he found it in his jeans pocket.
The timer said 4:00 a.m. He looked at Tia’s curved body un-
der the sheet and took the phone into the bathroom.

“Who's calling at this ungodly hour?”

“Dentist?”

“Who is this?”

“I decided it’s best that you know the code name of the
Greek agent who arranged for your room.” He recognized
Charon’s voice.

“What's his name?”

“It’s not a him it’s a her. Same house you're in. Code name
Artemis.”

He almost dropped the phone. “You sure?”

“Info direct from Captain Hector Eliade of the antiterror-
ism task force.”

“Thanks for the warning.”

“l felt you should know, in case you run into her” He
clicked off.

So she wasn't a student radical. He wished hed known.
What was the penalty for screwing a Greek agent? Correction.
Being screwed by a Greek agent. Maybe she was a double agent,
sent to catch him in a honey trap, like the KGB did during the
Cold War. Well, if she was a double, he was doubly screwed.
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He went back into the bedroom and looked down at her.
The problem was he had a sweet tooth. He thought of the
British expression: “In for a penny, in for a pound.”

As he slipped back into bed beside her, she woke. He
kissed her shoulder and slid his hand across her breasts.

Her eyes opened wide. “What are you doing?”

“Picking up where we left off on the stairs.”

She pulled away and got out of bed. “Why are men always
horny first thing in the morning?”

“Unfinished business.”

“Well, I need a coffee and pastry. Go wash. I will meet
you at the sidewalk café.”

Grumbling, he rolled out of bed and pulled on his T-shirt
and jeans. He turned to face her. “You're sure?”

She pushed him toward the bathroom. “Save that thought
for another time, another staircase.” She turned on the TV.
“First we check morning news. Maybe there is something
about the riot.”

He went to the sink and turned on the hot water. It came
out cold. As he soaped his hands and face, he heard the an-
nouncement from the TV. _

“Early this morning, police released the following tape seg-
ment of criminals’ escape recorded bry the Athens Bank’s outside
surveillance camera. It is believed members of Second Genera-
tion 17N were responsible for the robbery.”

Dugan stepped out of the bathroom and glanced at the
screen. At first, he saw what looked like a man on a black
motorcycle. A child’s swinging arms knocked the helmet
aside. The picture froze on a face no longer hidden by the
face guard. The same face as the one in the photo Interpol
faxed to FBI headquarters. Raven Slade drove the getaway
cycle. She was no longer a goddamned hostage.

Artemis said, “I didn’t know 17N had a woman among
them. I thought they were all middle-aged men.”
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“Things change.” He went back into the bathroom and
dried his hands and face. He closed the door and pressed
Charon’s number on the secure phone.

A cautious, “Who’s calling?”

“Dentist again.”

Charon said, “I guess you saw the TV news.”

“It complicates things. If Raven Slade’s pulled a Patty
Hearst, she won’t come with me willingly.”

“We can’t assume that,” Charon said. “I just got curious
intel. A woman phoned the Greek antiterrorism task force
yesterday and warned that 17N was planning a bombing
today or tomorrow in Piraeus.”

“You think it was Raven?”

“Not sure, but who else would know about their plan and
warn us!”

“Maybe they didn’t succeed in brainwashing her. What do
you think I should do?”

“Get your ass down to Piraeus.”

“To the passenger terminal they’re going to bomb!”

“Just to the dock where you can get a clear view of a black
motorcycle pulling into one of the parking lots. Since she
warned the antiterrorist task force, the police are surely on
the alert.”

“What if I see her?”

“Use your judgment.” Charon clicked off.

Dugan came out of the bathroom, but Artemis was gone.
He dressed, grabbed his backpack and went out into the hall-
way. When he turned on the light, he saw her waiting on the
landing.

“Kind of early to pick up where we left off,” he said. “Be-
sides, I don’t think I'm ready for another relationship.”

She frowned. “Relationship? Do not kid yourself. I just
wanted to get laid.”

“Thanks for telling me. I've got to leave now.”
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“I am going with you to Piraeus.”

“What makes you think that’s where I'm headed?”

“A Raven shot off her mouth.”

The light went out as they reached the second landing.
She pressed herself against him in the dark. “There are de-
cent hotels in Piraeus. We might be able to spend another
night together.”

He reached for the switch on the wall and turned it on.
He looked into her eyes. Suspicious? Questioning? If she was
a double agent, she was damned good.

“Are you still interested?” she said.

“I thought you had enough of me.”

The corner of her mouth curled. “I will let you know
when I have enough.”

“Why are women turned on in times of danger?”

“Men think they are the hunters, but women often have
to point out the directions. If you are ready, my car is parked
around the corner.”

“Okay, huntress Artemis, let’s stalk our bird of prey.”



CHAPTER ] WENTY

When Alexi entered the back room of the auto repair shop,
only Toothpick and Fat Theodor were missing. The others
were hunched over the table, looking at something.

“What's going on?” he asked.

Myron waved him over.

He joined them. Myron smoothed out a folded sheet of
paper. “See what Vasili brought us.”

He read the lines:

WHAT
Seeds of Slow Death wait in our tunnels far
To punish all Crusaders. Inshallah.
And Holy Fighters join our comrades now,
To spread the shearers’ dander I avow.

“A damned riddle. Where did it come from?”

Vasili held up his pinned sleeve. “During protest a wild
woman dressed like a schoolgirl slipped it to me. Before the
police beat her, she say Tedescu intended for us to have this
prophecy.”

Yorgo said, “l agree with Alexi it is a riddle. But how do
we solve it?”

“We put our heads together,” Myron said. “Jason Tedescu
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was my comrade. I always knew his thinking. The passage
about punishing crusaders, and Inshallah—Arabic for God
willing—must refer to the alliance with MEK that Major
Fatima Sayid told Alexi that Tedescu was arranging.”

“I agree,” Yorgo said, “but what are seeds of slow death in
tunnels far? And what’s this about shearers’ dander?”

Vasili said, “Major Fatima told Alexi they have weapons
in their tunnels between Iraq and Iran.”

“So the WHAT of the title,” Alexi said, “must refer to the
weapon for Operation Dragon’s Teeth.”

His father, tapping his crutch against his shoe, nodded.
“Jason knew I would understand. Before World War II, both
our grandfathers were shepherds. Many who sheared fleece
became sick. That is the weapon of slow death.”

Vasili frowned. “The sheep?”

Myron shook his head. “Dander that spreads from sheared
fleece contains small amounts of anthrax.”

Alexi slammed his fist into his palm. “Weaponized an-
thrax can kill hundreds of thousands.”

“We know the cities where Tedescu’s sleeper cells have
been dormant for many years,” Vasili said. “Now, we provide
them with Mujihadeen-e Kalg's weapon of mass destruction.”

“But we.do not know the targets,” Yorgo said, “or the
method of delivering the anthrax.”

Myron said, “There is surely more to the message. It is your
job to get it from her, my son. Can you do it?”

Before he could answer, heavy footsteps approaching made
them turn. Theodor, breathless and perspiring, shouted, “It is -
too late!”

Yorgo said, “You look like the devil is chasing you.”

“The she-devil Nikki has put us in danger. Alexi, you
must terminate her at once.”

“What are you talking about?”
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Theodor waved a video disk. “Your precious Nikki has
compromised us.”

“I don’t understand. She helped me rob the bank. We
celebrated her name day. I'm sure she’s loyal to our cause.”

“She may be loyal,” Theodor said, chewing on a piece of
chocolate, “but she has revealed herself.”

“] don’t understand. The robbery and our escape were
flawless.”

“Your brainwashed woman made her debut on television!”

“How is that possible?”

Myron waved his crutch at Theodor. “Play it.”

Theodor went to the counter, moved aside the tools and
slipped the disk into the DVR. “The bank surveillance cam-
era caught Raven’s face.”

“Impossible. Her helmet has a dark visor.”

“You were so preoccupied with the money bag you did not
see her play heroine. Watch.”

Then he saw Nikki leap off the Harley and rush to save
the child. The boy’s flailing hand against her helmet forced
the dark guard off her face.

“By tomorrow,” Vasili said, “her photograph will be circu-
lated by Interpol around the world—connecting her to the
bank robbery, and to us.”

Myron tossed his crutch to the floor and dropped into his
chair. “Alexi, I know you consider her your woman. She
knows too much. She must not fall into the hands of Eliade.”

“I need time to get the rest of Tedescu’s prophecies from
her.”

“It is too late for that.” Myron stomped his good foot on
the floor. “You saw the video. We cannot risk her leading
them to us.”

“What do you want me to do?”

“How have you arranged the Piraeus firebombing?”

“I set the bomb trigger. She drives the van to the interna-
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tional passenger pavilion. After the explosion, we discard
the van and escape on the Harley.”

“Change of plan,” Myron said. “Toothpick carries and
detonates the bomb.” |

“Why Dimitri?”

“This is Nikki’s last mission. I will reset the timer to
shorten the fuse.”

“But that will also endanger Toothpick,” Yorgo said. “Ever
since November 17, you two have been like brothers.”

Alexi asked, “Why should he die now?”

“He too has come under Nikki’s spell. That makes him
undependable. He will be happy to die a martyr’s death.”

“Perhaps,” Yorgo muttered, “if he is given the choice.”

“Are you questioning my decision!? Maybe you prefer to be
leader.”

Yorgo shook his head. “I find it ironic that he will die at
the hands of his comrades.”

“Father, can’t we find another way? She has pyrophobia.”

“There are no good ways to die,” Myron said. “If she is
captured, Eliade’s police will torture her into betraying us.
Perhaps they will even extract from her the rest of Tedescu’s
prophecies. My way is merciful. I will reset the timer to
three o'clock in the afternoon.”

Myron made a clenched-fist salute. The others followed.

He joined in the salute, but a moment later than the oth-
ers. His father’s expression showed that he noticed. Myron
wouldn’t say anything, but there would be consequences.
Even when he was a boy, waiting to learn his punishment ~
was always worse than the punishment itself.

Myron’s expression was icy. “Take your woman passion-
ately tonight, son. Tomorrow will be her last day on earth.”

Over the years, he had come to accept his father’s double-
edged weapon of domination. One side, passion cooked
hot. The other, temper served cold.
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He struggled for words to reveal his feelings. But all he
could say was, “Yes, Father.”

But instead of going directly to the apartment, Alexi
drove to a taverna. Drink would help him build up the cour
age to take the woman he had fallen in love with—for the
last time.



CHAPTER T WENTY-ONE

Raven stirred awake when she felt Alexi crawl into bed. Her
body warmed when he kissed her eyes, but when she opened
them, she saw his sad expression.

“Is Myron going to harm me?”

He pulled away. “That’s a terrible thing to say. My father
would never do such a thing. Are you trying to turn me
against him?”

“Ask him. See if he denies it.”

Alexi kissed her throat. “I don’t want to hear more.”

She said, “At times I have a strong survival instinct. Other
times | want to die.” '

“There’s something you must tell me. Someone heard you
recite prophetic riddles before Tedescu died.”

“I think you shot him, but I don’t remember.”

“You must try.”

She struggled to recall that day. Nurse Sawyer taking her
to the asylum infirmary to see her old teacher. All she re-
membered after that was her father saying, “Raven fly” and
telling her to cheer up the other patients in the dayroom.

“Pm trying, but there’s nothing.”

“If you love me, you'll try harder.”

“Sorry, Alexi, but it’s blank. I'd probably need a psychia-
trist to help me remember, but that would take time.”

Alexi lay silent. “There is so little time.”
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She turned away from him, raised her hips and guided his
hand along the raised flesh of her scars that commemorated
each imprisonment in an asylum. She wanted him to kiss
them as she'd done for him.

Sensing his hesitation, she drew away. “Forget it.”

He turned her body and looked down at her. She knew he
was going to do what he wanted. She blanked her mind, try-
ing to block out the present.

. . think of the future. only the future . .

Maybe if she told him what he wanted to know. Raven fly,
she thought, hoping it would help. But without her father’s
voice, it didn’t work.

Alexi slipped the pillow beneath her back. She was dry.
She couldn’t believe he would. But he did. It hurt. She
fought against crying out at each thrust.

Finally, he turned away, breathing hard and drifted off.

It’s not his fault, she thought. It’s his father.

. . to hell with both father and son . . .

He loves me. He was eager to have me.

. . well. you can have the self-centered bastard . . .

Guarded by the man she loved, she slept in his arms.

Weird dream . .. Her mother made her wear slacks and a
shirt and tie when she went to school. Everyone called her a
tomboy. She soon figured out it was to please her father who
always wanted a son. In secret, she used her mother’s pow-
der, rouge and lipstick. Not good at it. One day, when her
father wasn’t around, her mother let her put on girls’ cloth-
ing and taught her how to apply makeup.

As she grew up, she prayed thered be a second child, a
brother, so she could be her father’s girl. After Mother’s sui-
cide she knew it would never happen. That’s when she
started hearing the voice of her dead twin who now took
the name Nikki Apteros.
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Tonight, safe in Alexi’s arms, she started counting back-
ward to block the unpleasant thoughts. By fourteen she lost
track.

She awoke early, alone. Alexi must have gone to Theodor’s
shop to help repaint and dry the van before placing the
bomb inside. Today they would drive to Piraeus. She heated
coffee on the hot plate. It would be an unsuccessful fire-
bombing because she'd warned the police, and they'd guard
the terminal. As she sipped coffee at the kitchen window,
she watched the sun rise above Mount Acropolis, illuminat-
ing the Parthenon. She looked away.

Bad luck to be fearful in the morning.

She pulled her blonde hair into a bun and slipped on the
black wig. She bound her breasts tight. In jeans and a black
sweater, no one would know she was a woman. When she
looked into the mirror, she liked what she saw. Today she'd
give an Academy Award performance.

She locked the door behind her, yanked two hairs from
her black wig, spit on both ends and stuck one high, the
other one low across the doorjamb.

Out through the rear of the building, she crossed the
street and went around the corner to the auto repair shop.
As she'd expected, two of the men—still masked—were
blow-drying light blue paint on the white van. Toothpick
was filling the motorcycle gas tank. Alexi’s father, crutch
propped against the workbench, was working on the bomb.

She asked Alexi, “What is he doing?”

“Fine-tuning the fuse to give you and Toothpick two ex-
tra minutes to get away.”

“Toothpick? I thought I was going with you.”

“Change of plan. I have to be somewhere else.”

“You’re leaving me?”

“Just to Cyprus overnight, my love. I'll be back before you
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know it. Toothpick was overjoyed when I told him he'd have
to take my place.”

Something was wrong. She touched the side of the
van. Although the blue paint hadn’t completely dried, fat
Theodor and one-armed Vasili lifted the Harley into the
back, facing the rear doors. Myron slipped the bomb into a
backpack and handed it to his son.

Alexi placed it on the passenger seat. “Toothpick, don’t
forget. Cradle it carefully until you reach Piraeus. When
Nikki sees you returning after you set the bomb, she’ll open
the rear doors and mount the cycle. You drive the van away
seconds before the bomb explodes. All eyes will be turned
toward the blast. You'll both escape before anyone knows
what’s happened. Drive to a deserted street, abandon the
van and return on the cycle.”

After the Harley was loaded into the van, one-armed
Vasili shut the rear doors. She slid behind the wheel. Tooth-
pick climbed into the passenger seat beside her and held the
backpack on his lap. Theodor raised the garage door.

Alexi lingered at her window and whispered, “I'm eager
for your safe return, Nikki.”

She knew that meant they would make love again when
he got back from Cyprus. Maybe this time they would con-
ceive a baby. Theyd name it Achilles if it was a boy. It had
to be a boy. She felt his fingers tremble as he touched her
lips. Tears misting in his eyes. Why?

She oversteered and scraped the wall as she drove out.

Alexi had to jump out of the way. “What's the matter!”

“Nothing. The sad look in your eyes distracted me.”

She pulled out of the repair shop, and the door clanged
shut behind the van.

She cursed herself for having looked up at the Acropolis
this morning. Now she was sure it was a bad omen.

* % %
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Sun reflecting on the sea blinded her momentarily as she
drove on the winding road toward Port Piraeus, but she
didn’t slow down. Out of the corner of her eye, she noticed
Toothpick’s sidelong glances. “Why are you looking at me?”

He put his hand on her leg. “I have never been this close
to a woman as beautiful as you.”

She slapped his hand away. “You horny goat. You know
[ belong to Alexi.”

“Could there not be a taste for me?”

She winked. “Sticking me with that toothpick?”

He took it out and pulled off his mask. His wrinkled face
was surprisingly youthful. “If I could have an hour with you,
I would never need this in my mouth again.”

She laughed and pushed his hand away from her thigh.
“And don’t play with yourself. You'll need to keep your hand
steady when you switch on the timer.”

“Be careful, Nikki. I feel things are not right.”

“Let me focus on driving,” she said. “Keep your mind on
the bomb. Look, both international terminals just ahead.”

“Park between them, Nikki.”

“I can get you closer.”

“This is near enough. I saw how" o reacted to the candle
on the cake. | know fire frightens you.”

She looked around. The terminal plaza was deserted.
Where the hell were the police? Did they assume her warn-
ing about the bombing was a prank call?

Toothpick said, “There’s a space between the passenger
terminal and the Salamina-Perama commuting dock.”

She backed in. Toothpick pulled his mask back on and
got out with the backpack over his shoulder. He walked
slowly toward the terminal.

What was that beside her on the passenger seat? In his
excitement, he'd dropped his toothpick and left it behind.
She pulled a tissue out of the glove compartment and picked
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it up. She slipped it into her pocket. He'll be surprised that
she saved it for him.

She watched through the rearview mirror as he lifted the
backpack flap and reached in to hit the switch.

Suddenly, he turned toward her. “Go, Nikki! Forget me!
Save yourself!” He ran away from her, toward the international
passenger terminal.

The bomb exploded. Tongues of flame enveloped him. She
swallowed a scream.

Through the flames, she saw his left arm where it was
torn from his body. His severed hand that stroked her thigh,
still clutched the backpack. She fought panic, pulled away,
and swerved onto the sidewalk, scattering pedestrians.

Around one corner, then another. A kilometer away, she
jumped out of the driver’s seat, ran around and unlocked
the rear doors. She felt the scream stili trying to get out.
She mounted the Harley, and roared out of the van.

As she sped away from Piraeus, she dug into her pocket
and pulled out the toothpick. She should have let him touch
her. All he wanted was to feel her. She jabbed the toothpick
into her wrist again and again, until it drew blood. And the
scream finally burst from her lips.



CHAPTER | WENTY-TWO

Artemis didn’t slow down as she pulled into the interna-
tional passenger terminal. “I'll park here, Dugan. We'll walk
the rest of the way to the ferry slip.”

He heard an explosion and saw the fire. Sirens blared.
People gathered outside the terminal, but police herded them
back. A crowd surged away from the terminal toward the
dock.

Artemis pressed through them toward the terminal.

He shouted, “Where the hell are you going?”

“The bombing is finished.”

He saw a light blue van careen past them, onto the side-
walk, then back into the road. Someone involved in the
bombing? Or a frightened gawker?

At the terminal plaza, he saw a man on fire sprawled on
~ the dock, clothing burned off. Skin covered with what looked
like tar.

A black sedan swerved close. A huge man, wearing a
black patch covering his right eye, stepped out and gestured
for an officer to let him pass. He recognized Captain Hector
Eliade who broadcast the news about 17N.

Officers separated the barricades to make way for him. As
the captain approached the body, an ambulance—siren
wailing, lights whirling—backed up. Medics pulled a gurney
from the rear and ran with it toward the body.
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Captain Eliade shouted, “Do not touch him! I must iind
out if he can speak!” He knelt beside the body. “If you can
hear me, move your leg.”

A gurgling sound from the man’s lips. One leg thrashed.

As Dugan watched, his own skin tingled. Hell of a time to
empathize with a terrorist bomber.

Finally, Eliade waved for the medics to remove the burned
man. They lifted him onto the gurney and wheeled it to the
rear of the ambulance. Sliding the gurney in, they slammed
the doors and drove away, siren wailing.

Had to get in touch with Charon. Maybe he knew what
was going on. Turning away from the crowd, he pulled out
his cell phone and punched in the number.

A hesitant voice came on. “Yes?”’
“Charon?”

“Who's calling?”

“Dentist.” He described what was happening.

Charon said, “We don’t want our blackbird to fly out of
Greece. If she makes it back to the States, it may be almost
impossible to extradite her to Athens.”

“Extraordinary rendition?”

“Don’t know what you're talking about. But it would take
a long time to go through channels with an asylum judge.
Find her. Stop her. If you can’t get Tedescu’s message out of
her, turn her over to Eliade. He’s an expert interrogator. Do
whatever it takes to keep her in Athens.”

Charon clicked off.

As he turned, he saw Eliade watching him with his good
left eye, then pointing him out to one of the officers.

The officer waved his baton. “Halt!”

“I was just passing by,” he said.

The officer jabbed the baton into his belly. “Hands be-
hind back now!”

He looked around for Artemis. Nowhere. She’d managed
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to slip away to avoid being taken into custody. Maybe she
was a double agent. The officer cuffed him and shoved him
into a police van.

Eliade got back into the black sedan and waved for his
chauffeur to drive. The police van followed.

What the hell was he supposed to do now? Resist? Obey?
Identify himself? Don’t panic. Clear your mind. He'd never
faced torture. Hell, he was an analyst, not an agent.

He should have prepared for this with a cyanide pill.



CHAPTER I WENTY-THREE

Piraeus to Athens

Raven careened on the Harley down one street, up another.
Finally, she swerved into an alley a few blocks from the safe
house, parked and pulled out her cell phone.

She let it ring three times. Cut off. Two more rings. Then
another three.

Alexi’s cautious voice answered, “Yes?”

“This is Nikki. There was an accident.”

“We heard about it on the radio. Were you followed?”

“I don’t think so.” .

“Drive around a while. When you are sure no one is tail-
ing you, go to the apartment.”

“Shouldn’t I go to the safe house?”

“First, go home and change clothes. It’s time for you to
become a woman again. Stay in the apartment until [ arrive.
Keep calm.”

Easy for him to say. She drove for another ten minutes,
then parked the cycle in an alley and walked casually down
the street. Passersby mustn’t see her trembling.

At the apartment house, she used the outside key, and
forced herself to climb to the second floor. Don’t look down.
She removed the black hairs she'd pasted across the door
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jamb and went inside. She dashed into the bathroom, turned
on the shower and scrubbed until her body felt raw.

Did Myron make a mistake when he reset the bomb’s
timer switch? Or did he purposely set it to detonate sooner,
with no time for Toothpick to get away? Why would Myron
want to kill his comrade?

She could still recall seconds before the firebomb ex-
ploded. Heard Toothpick shout, “Go, Nikki! Forget me! Save
yourself!”

He'd been more concerned about her than himself. She
wished she hadn’t stopped him from touching her. He'd have
had a few moments of pleasure before that horrible death.

An insistent knock on the door cut off her thoughts. Ex-
pecting Alexi, she threw the door open but faced a tall
woman, braids crowning her forehead.

“Nurse Sawyer, I don’t understand. How did you escape?
What happened?”

“I watched dangerous people take you hostage.”

“Where were you?! You were never supposed to leave me
alone.” = :

“I am sorry, Raven.” Sawyer’s voice was soft, but her eyes
were hard. “I have come to take care of you.” She pushed the
- tote bag at her. “Pack your things quickly. Take only what
you need. We must leave at once.”

“I don’t understand.”

She heard footsteps climbing the stairs up to the apartment.
The door swung open. Sawyer pulled a gun from her purse.
“Who is there? Step out where I can see you or I will fire.”

A hand appeared in the doorway, also holding a gun.
Alexi’s voice. “Put your weapon down, or I'll shoot.”

“It is me, Fatima. Hold fire and I will hold mine.”

... fatima . . .?
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Alexi stepped into view, aiming at the nurse. She stood
her ground, her gun still pointed at him.
“Put your weapon down, Fatima.”
“You first, Alexi.”
. . what the hell’s going on? gunfight at the o.k. corral?
who's directing this goddamned cowboy movie dnyway . . . ?



CHAPTER T WENTY-FOUR

To Dugan, the ride in the police paddy wagon felt like
twenty or twenty-five minutes. It pulled up in front of a ga-
rage with the signh THEODOR'S AUTO REPAIR. Moments later,
the back door opened. Without warning, someone pulled a
black hood over his head. Obviously, the Hellas police didn’t
want him to see the other prisoners.

Another long, bumpy ride. Then a stop, and they hustled
him out along with the newcomers. Would they all be
thrown into the same cell?

A baton prodded him forward into a building. When
someone yanked off his hood, he saw-that he and three oth-
ers were in a long room with a mirror covering one wall. A
two-way mirror? So they were going to be watched while be-
ing interrogated. He studied his fellow prisoners.

The fat one’s mouth had a rim smear of chocolate. The
other two looked familiar. The handlebar-mustached rembe-
tika singer of sad lyrics in the Parnassas Café. The third was .
the tall, one-armed man Tedescu’s assistant had passed an
envelope to before she attacked the police and was battered
unconscious. Had Ms. Salinas gotten away? Was she lying
somewhere in a coma? Or dead!

The overhead light went off, and the wall in front of
them vanished. He'd been right about the two-way mirror,
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but he and the other three weren’t going to be observed.
They would do the observing.

Through the glass, he saw a room with a hospital bed, an
intravenous unit and a heart monitor. A cart held surgical
instruments. Two attendants wheeled in a gurney and trans-
ferred a charred body onto the bed.

Someone in a hospital gown, wearing a surgical mask,
entered and picked up a scalpel. “Dimitri, we found your
name in your wallet. Before I cut burned tissue away, tell me
what you know about Operation Dragon’s Teeth.”

He'd heard that hollow, echolike voice before. When the
interrogator turned, he saw the black eye patch above
the surgeon’s mask. This wasn’t medical treatment. He and
his three fellow prisoners were being forced to watch Cap-
tain Hector Eliade conduct an aggressive interrogation.

The scalpel glinted in the fluorescent light as Eliade sliced
away a strip of charred flesh. He held it up to the light.
“Who in 17N leads Operation Dragon’s Teeth?”

The burned body twisted.

“Where are 17N’s terrorist sleeper cells in America?”

Screams reverberated through the loudspeaker.

“What are the cities and targets of the attack?”

It nauseated him. Exactly what the Human Rights Watch
meant when they accused governments of ignoring the Ge-
neva conventions against torture.

The fart smell from the fat chocolate-eater beside him
made it obvious he shit his pants. The one-armed man tee-
tered forward and back but caught himself. The rembetika
singer with the handlebar mustache sang softly, “Let me die
again . . . For the thousandth time, the sleep of death . . .”

Eliade sliced off another strip of blackened flesh and held
it to the light as if studying it for answers. To avoid such
pain, he knew he'd confess to anything. So much for the
value of torture interrogation.
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The body on the bed thrashed.

His own throat filled with phlegm.

More screams echoing from Dante’s hell.

Eliade leaned close to his victim as if listening. “What!?
The 17N safe house! Is that what this key we found in
your trouser pocket is for? Thank you for your voluntary
assistance. That will be enough for today. I am sure we
will get the rest of the information from your comrades
now that they see how you cooperated.”

The body writhed against the restraints.

“Dimitri, tell me, who is the woman who drove you to
Piraeus? Is she the hostage from the Athens Asylum? The
same woman who drove the motorcycle during the bank
robbery?”

Another scream, then sound from the other side of the
observation room was cut off.

Bright lights flashed on. He had to cover his eyes. Eliade,
still in his surgical mask, left the interrogation room and
joined them. “Your comrade has told me everything, but
I must confirm information. Who is next?”

The fat prisoner—whose farts stank up the observatlon
cell—bleated, “I know nothing. I only own the auto repair
shop.”

The one-armed man held his nose with his free hand and
mumbled, “We are innocent bystanders.”

The rembetika player sang softly, “l am ready to die for the-
cause.”

Eliade turned to the guards. “Take those three into the
corridor and let them choose who is to be interrogated first.
I will deal with the younger one myself.”

How long would he be able to hold out before revealing
his identity? He was no hero. When the other three were
gone, Eliade switched off the overhead light and reillumi-
nated the two-way mirror. So the sadist was going to try to
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soften him up by making him watch the other three prison-
ers being tortured.

Unlike CIA spooks, he didn’t have a cyanide-filled false
tooth to bite.

“Observe the bed,” Eliade said.

He stared through the two-way mirror. The empty bed
twisted and turned like a bucking horse. Screams echoed in
the vacant room.

He gasped. “An adjustable bed and recorded screams?”

“By an actor.”

“And the burned man . . . ?”

“Died in the ambulance on the way here.”

“Then why this charade?”

“Welcome to the virtual theater of Greek tragedy, Agent
Frank Dugan. Or should I call you Dentist?”

“What the hell—?”

“I was alerted by our contact at Interpol.”

“How can you justify what I just witnessed?”

“Call it Theater of Torture. We Greeks have always been
emotionally involved while witnessing psychologically pain-
ful dramas. It is catharsis that cleanses the spirit.”

“So the whole show was just an act to soften up the other
three prisoners.”

“Your own performance was impressive, Agent Dugan. It
is a good thing Cymbal in New York notified me about you
ahead of time.”

“What if she hadn’t?”

“Theatrical Ilusion might have become Performance
Art)”

“Forgive me if I don’t applaud.”

“As they say in Western theater, ‘Break a leg” Now, let us
see how our three 17N terrorists react to what they believe
they saw and heard.”

Eliade called for the guards to bring the prisoners back
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into the observation room. As they stumbled in, he said,
“One of you will tell us what we need to know. The other
two will die painful deaths. Choose your fates.”

The rembetika singer-poet smoothed his handlebar mus-
tache. “I will never betray 17N. I am ready to die.”

“Even if it is very slowly?”

“l sang at the barricades when the police and tanks at-
tacked us. | have not feared death since then.”

What was going to be the next act? How would Eliade
follow his skin-slicing performance?

He motioned to the guards. “Take this one into the in-
terrogation room and prepare him. The rest of you may
observe your comrade’s bravado.”

Though he knew Eliade would merely pretend to torture
the man, still it would be disturbing to watch.

The guards tore off Yorgo’s clothes and strapped him na-
ked into a chair bolted to the floor. Eliade signaled one of
his aides to bring something alongside. A table with wires,
levers and clamps. How the hell was he going to break the
singer-poet by pretending to use electric shock?

“Before I begin this procedure, 1 give you one final oppor-
tunity to identify the other terrorists.”

The poet strummed an imaginary rembetika and sang:

“Gods on Parnassus, protect your humble servants,

Who kill to bring power to the people.

Lord of the thunderbolt, spare me pain,

Dispatch this mortal flesh quickly to the netherworld.”

Eliade untangled the wires and tested the clamps. He
signaled one of his guards to hit the switch.

Probably just low voltage to give Yorgo the impression
pain would soon follow. Strong scene. Greek theatergoers
would find this really cathartic.

“Terrorist,” Eliade commanded, “name your 17N com-
rades!”
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“Zeus, lord of lightning,

Split me swiftly,

Dispatch your servant

To dwell among the dead in Hades.”

He was surprised as Eliade fastened a clamp to both nip-
ples on Yorgo's chest, and two more to the testicles. Even
low-level voltage would be agonizing. Mustn’t be squeamish.
This might save thousands of American lives.

“Last warning. Stop singing and talk.”

“Hermes, guide my soul.

To Hades, where—"

Eliade threw the switch.

“Aaaaggghhh!”

“Answer my questions, terrorist-poet.”

Yorgo’s body quivered, but he shook his head.

Eliade turned up the voltage. “Now?”

“Our Father who are in heaven,

Hallowed be thy name, thy kingdom come

Thy will be—Ahhhh . . . !”

This was no performance. Eliade was really torturing the
poor bastard. The singer’s shaking stopped. His head flopped
to one side, eyes wide-open.

Eliade came back into the observation room.

What to say to the son of a bitch? This was more than
aggressive interrogation. It was murder. What they would do
to Raven Slade if—as assigned—he brought her here for
questioning’

“I can’t belive what I just saw. How do you justify killing a
man that way.”

Eliade removed the gauze cover, leaving his face still a
one-eyed mask. He switched a speaker and called, “Artemis,
come into the observation room.”
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Artemis?

Seconds later, the door opened. He started to speak, but
her look signaled him not to.

Eliade pointed to the stinking fat man and toward the
one-armed scarecrow. “These two terrorists would rather die
than give us information about 17N. The Dentist is offended
that | tortured a man in an effort to save thousands of men,
women and children from horrible deaths. You may proceed
without torture.”

She reached between her breasts and drew out a dagger.

Eliade turned to the other two. “Are you both also willing
to die for 17N?”

The trembling fat one said, “Not me. I will tell you.”

Eliade pulled out a recorder. “Your names.”

“I am Theodor Pavli.” He pointed to the one-armed pris-
oner. “This is Vasili Sorostos.”

“And the names of the other members of 17N.”

Between the two, they rattled off fifteen more names.

“No others? Who are the leaders?”

Pavli hesitated. :

Artemis aimed her throwing knife.

The fat man choked out, “Since Jason Tedescu is dead,
Myron Costa alone rules 17N!”

One-arm shouted, “His son, Alexi, is the leader of Second
Generation 17N!”

“And what of the female, Raven Slade?”

“l do not know that name,” the fat man said.

“The young woman you took hostage from the asylum.”

“Oh, she is Nikki, Alexi’s woman.”

“Where are they?”

“Myron has fled.”

Eliade turned to the one-armed man. “Your turn. Where
has he gone?”
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“To one of the islands.”

“Which one?”

“I do not know. There are more than fourteen hundred.”

Eliade looked at Artemis. She drew her hand back to
throw the knife. The man clutched his empty sleeve ‘I swear.
He never told us. It is his secret retreat.”

Eliade pressed him. “Where is the safe house?”

“Omonia Square. Across from the archaeological museum.
A few streets from Alexi Costa’s apartment.” He stuttered
out Alexi’s address, the safe house and the repair shop.

Artemis slipped the dagger back into her cleavage.

Eliade took off his surgeon’s gown and ordered his guards to
remove both men. After they were gone, he dangled the key.
“Dentist, you may go with her to examine the safe house.”

“The business about the key was real?”

“Before he died at the terminal, Dimitri told me that My-
ron Costa and his son, Alexi, had betrayed both him and
the woman. He realized the plan had been for both of them
to die in the premature bombing.”

“Did he tell you her name?”

“Only her code name. Nikki.”

“Captain Eliade, you said you were alerted to my presence
here, but I went immediately undercover. How did you know
where I'd be?”

“At first, I was not sure if you were the undercover FBI
agent or a 17N terrorist, so I had you watched.”

“By whom?”

“My eyes and ears among radical student groups. Meet
Agent Tia—code name Artemis—who works undercover.”

She sure does. “We've met.”

“It was prearranged. She selected your room so she could
observe you. She knew when you'd be coming.”

That she did.

Her lovely lips restrained that turned-up smile.
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“Agent Dugan, if you have any lustful ideas,” Eliade said,
“keep one thing in mind if you do not want to return to
America as a eunuch.”

“What'’s that?”
“Tia is my daughter.”



CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

Fatima saw the gun in Alexi’s hand. “Lower your weapon,”
she said, “and I will do the same.”

“Major Sayid, what right do you have to enter my home?”

“It concerns the alliance of which we spoke.”

“In what way?”

“I have been ordered to take Raven to Ashraf.”

“Like hell you will.”

Do not upset him, she told herself. Let the arrogant Greek
settle down. “Put your gun away and let us discuss this
calmly.”

“You first, Fatima.”

“. .. fatima? she’s lying, alexi. she’s faye . . .

“That was a cover name,” he said. “Her real name is Ma-
jor Fatima Sayid.”

Fatima recognized the other voice that came from Raven
at times in the asylum. The one Raven called Sister. “Do not
listen to her, Alexi. She is in her schizophrenic phase. Do
not let her interfere with our alliance.” She saw his gun bar-
rel waver. “Both our groups need each other to achieve our
objective.”

“. . . she’s using you, alexi. shoot her before she kills us
both . . .

The little fool had indeed dissociated. That made her a

”»
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serious threat. “Look, Alexi.” She slipped the Makarov back
into her purse. “I have put my gun away.”

He hesitated, then lowered his.

She took out a cigarette, lit it and waved the lighter flame.
She expected Raven to recoil, but instead she controlled
herself.

“What happened to your fear of fire?”

“ . . youre thinking of raven. i'm not afraid of fire or
you . ..

“And who are you?”

“ . . nikki apteros . . .

“You and I have crossed paths before.”

“. . . U'll be happy if it never happens again . . .

She rubbed her forefinger against the barrel of her gun
and turned back to Alexi. “I saw the surveillance tape on
television. Her likeness has already been circulated by Inter-
pol around the world, connecting her to 17N.”

“Pm aware of that.”

“Have you gotten Tedescu’s prophecies from her?”

“Not from her, but we've learned the weapon is anthrax.”

“That is already known to us. It is-the one weapon Jason
Tedescu chose from our armory. What else have you learned?
The targets? The method of delivering it?”

“I need more time.”

“My general thinks the sands are running out. Decide. If
Raven had died in the premature bombing at Piraeus before
we solved the prophecies, both our groups would have lost .
the advantage. That was a stupid mistake. I helped her father
keep her under control whenever she acted crazy like this
until he hypnotized her. I know borderline and histrionic
patients. If anyone can break through and retrieve the proph-
ecies | can.”

“. .. alexi, don't let her fuck with my mind . . .”

»

»
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“You are having one of Raven’s temporary breakdowns,
Raven,” she said. “I can help you.”

“Cut it out, both of you,” Alexi said. “Let me think.”

She insisted, “I believe Dr. Slade hypnotized her and
blocked her memory with a posthypnotic suggestion before
he killed himself. You had her for about three weeks without
success. Give her to me and I will break her down.”

“Can’t you do it here?”

“It needs a change of location. I need to work on her
somewhere else to be certain your father does not inter-
fere.”

“I'll need his approval.”

She saw the girl’s expression change from fear to anger.

“. . . 1can't believe what you're saying, alexi. if you let her
take me away, i'll kill myself . . "

“Do not pay attention to her raving, Alexi. Borderline
patients often mutilate themselves and threaten suicide, but
they rarely die.”

“She cut herself at first,” he said, “but she stopped.”

“Because now she deludes herself into believing you will
never abandon her.”

“. . . i hate you, alexi. you'll miss me when I'm dead. don’t
leaveme . .

“You see? Classic borderline. But also histrionic.”

“. . . don’t listen to her, alexi . . .”

“You'll be safe with her, Nikki. I can’t protect you.”

“ . .bothofyoucangotohel . . . !”

“All right, Fatima,” he said. “Take her.”

When Raven threw herself on the floor, she removed a
small bottle from her purse and filled a syringe.

“ . . not aneedle! alexi, stop her . . .

“Hold her, Alexi. We must get her out of here.” She
slipped the needle under the girl’s skin.

“What did you give her?” he asked.

'”
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“A combination of morphirie and scopolamine. Used to
be given to women during childbirth. Creates twilight sleep.
She will remember nothing afterwards.”

“. . . asshole, i'm not having a baby! don’t . . .

Her movements slowed. Eyes rolled, then closed.

“The sleep will last for a few hours. Give me the fifty
thousand dollars.”

“When I get the anthrax.” She reached for her gun. He
did the same. “You think I am a fool, Fatima? Do you think
[ brought it here?”

She studied his expression. He was not bluffing. “All right.
An exchange. You give the money to the courier at Kent
State. Now, help me get this one into my minivan out front.”

Alexi picked Raven up and slung her across his shoulder.
With his free hand, he grabbed the tote bag he'd bought her.

“She will not need it.”

“A woman feels comfortable with her personal things.”

“We will cure her of that.”

When they reached the first landing, she opened the door
and glanced around. “I do not see anyone. We carry her be-
tween us pretending she is drunk.” Downstairs, she helped
him drag Raven to her maroon minivan. She unlocked the
doors and he slid her in the back.

“How are you going to break the posthypnotic command?”

“Do not worry. I have much experience with hypnotized
subjects. I believe Raven was in control at the time. Not
Nikki. I'll use the same weapon borderlines use to turn hos- .
pital staffs against each other. Divide and conquer.”

“You won'’t harm her?”

“Of course not. I will bypass Dr. Slade’s posthypnotic sug-
gestion to Raven and use Nikki to help me unlock her
memory of Tedescu’s prophecies.”

“Where are you taking her?”

“First to my place. Then to Camp Ashraf.”

»
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“What if you can’t break through the hypnotic block?”
“Then MEK will save you the trouble of killing her.”

An hour later, as she pulled up to her five-story tenement,
she saw Raven stir and look out the window.

“. . . jesus, what a crummy neighborhood . . .”

“All I could afford on my salary, Nikki.” No point letting
her know this was temporary living quarters, or that Gen-
eral Hassan did not authorize supplementary funds.

After a few seconds, she heard the lower-pitched voice.
“Pm Raven.”

“All right, Raven. Here is your bag.”

“How long are we staying here?”

“For the night. Tomorrow we take a train to our destina-
tion.”

“You didn’t tell me where we're going.”

“I will tell you, when you need to know.”

As she pushed Raven through the doorway, into the
building, the girl resisted. She pulled out her cigarette lighter
and waved it in her face. Raven fell back against the wall
and screamed.

“Go upstairs, Raven.”
“How far?”

“The fifth floor.”

“Jesus! Doesn’t this joint have an elevator?”

“It is out of order.”

“ . . i'mnot walking up five lousy flights . . .

So she had switched back to Nikki. She pulled her. When
Nikki fought, she pulled out the Makarov. “I have a silencer
on this gun. I'll use if you don’t control yourself.”

“. . . then you'll never solve tedescu’s riddles . .

She dragged her by the hair. “All right, Nikki or Raven—
whoever you are now-—this is my temporary abode. In a few
days, we will visit my real home.”

»

»
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No point revealing too much until she discovered if Dr.
Slade had been able to hypnotize both sides of the border-
line dissociation coin. As she unlocked the door, the softer
voice said, “Small room. Only one bed.”

“Queen-size. Big enough for both of us.”

“I'm not gay.”

“Neither am [. It is against my religion. I will sleep nearest
to the window.” She looked at her watch. “Time for evening
prayers. | must wash.”

“Me t0o.”

Through the window, she saw the sun almost setting. “You
will have to wait until I am finished, Raven.” She went into
the bathroom and removed her blouse, shoes and stockings.
Scrubbed her feet and legs, then arms and face. Appropri-
ately clean for evening prayers, she put on her nightgown and
stepped out. “You may use the sink now.”

With the girl out of sight, she took her worn prayer rug
out of the closet, unrolled it and spread it on the floor facing
east toward Mecca.

“What are you doing?”

“Is it Raven or Nikki who is asking?”

“Raven.” —

“This is Salat al-Maghrib, sunset prayer.”

“May I watch?”

“If you do not interrupt.”

She stood erect, legs evenly spaced apart, cupped her hands,
thumbs behind her ears, palms facing gibla. She whispered .
the first prayer. Then, placing her right palm over her left she
put her hands to her chest and whispered the second prayer.
She bowed, knelt, with her legs beneath her, the soles of her
feet facing away from gibla. Finally, she lay prostrate, arm and
fingers extended as she finished the sunset prayer. All as the
mullah taught her in the madrassa when she was a child.
Then she rolled up the rug and put it back into the closet.
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“May I ask something now?”

“Go ahead, Raven.”

“You're a psychiatric nurse. My mind is all messed up. Did
[ really see what I think I saw, or am I dreaming?”

“Prayers to Allah are not dreams.”

“Then why does everything seem unreal?. This strange
neighborhood. What I watched you doing. It’s like a movie.
Have I gone nuts again?”

“You have occasional schizophrenic episodes.”

“What do you mean ‘occasional’? Isn'’t crazy, crazy?”

“Borderline patients like yourself at times experience psy-
chotic breakdowns. Feeling the world is not real. That you
are unreal. Also you have phobias. You for fire. Your other
self for heights.”

“Is that why my father committed me to the asylum?”

“Yes. Now let us sleep. We have an early train to catch.”

“Where to! You said you'd tell me.”

“First to the north of Greece, then Turkey.”

“Why Turkey?”

“That will be a surprise. Now get into bed.”

“I'm not sleepy.”

She opened her purse and pulled out a container of pilis.
“These will help. You need rest for our trip.”

“I don’t take sleeping pills.”

“Well then ...” She pulled the medical case out of her
purse and showed the syringe. “You prefer an injection?”

“. . . Ull take the stinking pills .

So it was Nikki who swallowed them, put her head on the
pillow and soon began to snore.

When she was sure her prisoner was asleep, she went to
the closet and removed two chadors. They would have to
change garments before they crossed the border into Turkey.
This light-skinned, blue-eyed blonde would attract too much
attention. Wearing black from head to toe with faces veiled,

”
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they would board the train to Istanbul and then travel un-
impeded into Iraq.

Since she was taller than her prisoner, it took more than
an hour to shorten one chador. She examined the tote bag.
Nothing more dangerous than a small nail file. She rolled
up the shortened chador and put it inside.

In the folder she'd taken during the attack on the asylum,
she found Raven’s passport. Using the photograph, she ar-
ranged for the Islamic counterfeiting network in Athens to
forge a passport with a Persian name. She kept the same
initials. Rima Sohrab. That would enable Raven to pass with
her through checkpoints between Greece and Turkey and
then into Iraq. She put the forged passport into Raven’s
handbag alongside the shortened chador.

From Istanbul, they would depart for Ashraf where she
would convert Raven to Islam and retrieve Tedescu’s mes-
sage. Whether or not she succeeded, Raven or Nikki—
whoever it was at the time—would never leave Iraq alive.



CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

Dugan wondered why Tia was driving past an auto repair
shop, then twice around a construction site. “I thought we
were going to investigate the safe house. How come you
drive in circles to get someplace?”

“Precautions, Dugan. 17N has many sympathizers here.”

“So that’s why it took twenty-seven years for the Hellenic
police to catch any of them.”

“I do not appreciate a negative attitude.”

Careful. Don't irritate her. “Sorry, Tia. I'm on edge. No
offense meant.”

She huffed. “None taken. But I do not understand why
they sent an intelligence analyst to do a field agent’s job.”

He felt like saying, “For the same reason they sent a
woman to do a man’s job.” But a sexist crack like that would
surely provoke another confrontation. He said, “I guess I was
most expendable.”

She pulled up to a building with a street-level secondhand
clothing store. A placard in the window read, cLOSED FOR
LUNCH AND SIESTA. The upper level, with window shades
drawn, looked like an apartment.

He asked, “Do we wait until they come back?”

“We go in now.”

“You have keys to the store?”
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“I have a lock pick,” she said.-

“I'm crossing my fingers.”

“Uncross them, Dugan. You may need them to fire your
gun. We separate. | unlock the front. You go to the rear de-
livery entrance and I will let you in.”

He went around back. Moments later, the delivery door
opened. He entered the store and joined her.

“No one here,” he said.

She put her finger to her lips and pointed to the second
landing. She led the way.

Thank heavens the stairs didn’t creak. The smell of stale
coffee. No sound of movement.

She drew her knife. “I go ahead.”

He pushed her aside. “Hold it.”

“What?”

“We have to be careful.”

“l am always care—"

“Shhhh!” He flashed his light up and down the doorjamb.
Near the top, he saw a gray hair across the crack. Shone the
light to the bottom. Another gray hair.

She pouted. “Youre damned good for a computer jockey.”

He removed both hairs and laid them carefully in front of
the door. “Remind me to replace them on our way out.”

“I doubt you will forget.” She cracked the door open slowly.

‘No one inside. She put her knife away. “Try not to move any-
thing. If they return, I dont want them to know we were
here.”

“Give me a break, Tia. I'm no rookie cop.”

“Forgive me, Dentist.”

“All right, Tia. Truce?”

She nodded. But he knew that, among the ancient Greeks,
truces were made to be broken.

In the kitchen, she touched a coffee cup. “Warm.”
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“l guess one of our terrorists was here not long ago.”

They moved from the kitchen into a living room clut-
tered with cut-up newspapers. He reached for one.

“Don’t touch!”

He pulled back as if from a hot stove.

“We’ll analyze them later to see articles they clipped.”

He moved to the bookshelves and read titles aloud. “Ter-
rorism and the Media; The Red Brigades and Left Wing Terror-
ism in Italy; Hezbollah and Political Violence in Lebanon: The
Future of Islamic Jihad.”

He pointed to a door alongside the stairs. “We'd better
check the basement.” He took the lead and reached for the
light switch.

She pulled his hand. “It might be wired.”

“You don’t think—"

“They have always been on guard. Do not take chances.”

Using his flashlight, he led the way down the basement
steps to the stone floor. On one door, his light illuminated a
red flag with a central yellow star enclosing red letters 17N.
“I guess this is the right place.”

He pushed the door open and stared. Rifles and rockets
stacked against the wall in rows up to the ceiling. “Jeez, look
at this armory.”

“Those were reported stolen from the Greek army depot.”
She flashed her light on two open metal drums. One labeled
NAPTHENE. The second marked pALMITATE. “This gray-white
material looks like soap powder. That one has thick liquid.”

“Back off! Don’t touch those canisters!”

She looked startled. “Why?”

“After World War II, the American Chemical Corps com-
bined napthene and palmitate to make napalm!”

She stared at him. “You think this was in the firebomb
they used in Piraeus?”

“It’s possible. When napalm strikes humans, the burns
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don’t look like ordinary searing. They go deep, and the skin
turns to a sticky tarlike magma.”

“Like the dead skin my father stripped from the corpse.”

“Had me going there for a while. I had no idea the guy
was dead by the time your father got him to headquarters.”

“Neither did the man’s 17N comrades.”

“Still, your father tortured one of them to death.”

“Sometimes, the illusion of torture doesn’t work,” she said.
“The poet-singer didn’t break. Besides, you said a bouzouki
player stole your wife. Maybe he was the one.”

“I find it hard to believe you approve of torture.”

“I don’t”

That made him feel better. “Back home, we'd never be
permitted to do those things.”

“Of course not. That is why your government outsources
aggressive interrogation to secret prisons in countries like
Egypt, Jordan, Saudi Arabia and—"

“Greece?”

“Only because of Operation Dragon’s Teeth.”

“What now?” he asked.

“We better check Alexi Costa’s private apartment.” _

“You know where it is?”

“The fat man gave the address. Exarchia Square.”

“Near our place?”

“Of course. Student quarter. Where else?”

He followed her out the rear door and replaced the gray
hairs. “I don’t know the way there.”

She opened the car door for him. “Not to worry. I am
driving.”

Was the smile in the turned-up corner of those lips mock-
ing him? He slid into the passenger seat and fastened his
seat belt. Tires screeched from the curb. She turned into the
plaza and—seconds later—jammed the brakes in front of a
two-story building. “We are here.”
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He looked around. “Damn! Just a couple of blocks away
from our rooming house.”

“Terrorists often hide in plain sight.” She walked around
to the passenger’s side and opened the door for him.

“That’s not necessary, you know.”

“I know. But the expression on your face amuses me.”

He followed her into the building, up to the second-floor
apartment. She checked the doorjamb and held up two red
hairs. “Obviously, our bird has different colored feathers.”

Inside the apartment, he paused at the unframed cubist
paintings covering the walls of the otherwise bare living
room.

She nudged him. “No time to contemplate a terrorist’s
taste in art.”

He went into the bedroom. Two open suitcases. Empty
hangers. Women’s clothing strewn on the bed, on chairs on
the floor. “Someone tore out of here in a hell of a hurry.”

Tia examined the dresser top. “She could not have been
here very long. Very little makeup and only one bottle of
perfume.” She touched the stopper to her wrist and sniffed.
“But she has good taste.”

He picked up a folder. “A train timetable.”

“They may have dropped it.”

“Look at the marked route. Athens to Thessaloniki to Al-
exandroupolis. Why would they be going to Thrace?”

“There’s a change of trains at Thessaloniki. The marked
route leads to the Greek-Turkey border at Pithion.”

“I doubt their destination is Turkey. What would be the
point of that?”

“Who knows? I will call my father and suggest he dispatch
officers to watch for a man and a woman at those train stops
and alert the guards to detain them before they cross the
Uzunkoprii Turkish frontier.”

“You really think they're headed for Istanbul?”
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“Perhaps en route to somewhere else. If we are lucky, we
may find Raven before Alexi takes her out of the country.”

“Then what? Theater of Torture, or the real thing?”

“If Alexi has brainwashed her into joining 17N, there will
be no time for rehearsal. Just whatever is necessary to get
Tedescu’s plans about the targets in your country.”

“All right. You made your point.”

She slipped her hand into his. “So where can we go to be
together?”

“Thirty-two Panepistimou Street,” he said.

“The National Library of Greece?” She pulled her hand
away. “Why in the world—?"

“Before Salinas bashed my skull, she said she donated
Tedescu’s papers to the Athens library. They’re probably still
being cataloged for the archives.”

“What has that to do with finding Raven?”

“His papers might reveal his involvement in 17N’s con-
spiracy. He was egotistical enough to leave his secret for
posterity. Must have considered himself a modern-day Nos-
tradamus. [ don’t intend to wait ten years to find out what
Raven learned about Operation Dragon’s Teeth.”

“You are really fixated on pulling those teeth.”

“Sure, call me Dentist.”



CHAPTER T WENTY-SEVEN

Athens to Istanbul

Fatima looked at her prisoner curled up in the bed. Just as well
the girl was disoriented. Easier to handle borderlines during
their dissociative episodes. At those times Raven would not
know if she was herself or the dead twin who became Nikki.

After sunrise prayers, she reached under her bed for the
knapsack she packed the night before. She had carefully
rolled her brown uniform and head scarf and slipped her
loaded Makarov between them and the two black chadors.
Another reason for not flying. Her backpack would not be
inspected on trains in Alexandroupolis, or from Istanbul to
Tatvan near the Iraqi border.

She shook her prisoner. “Wake up. We're leaving.”

Raven yawned and turned over. “I need more sleep.”

A quick shove knocked her off the bed.
“What the hell!”

“Your life depends on obeying my commands. Go wash
and brush your teeth. We have to catch our train.”

“. . . all right. don’t get all bent outta shape . . .

So she was Nikki again. A last look around the room
where she spent the last months on this mission. She would
never return, God willing. God is great. Then in Arabic.

Inshallah. Allahu akbar.

»
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Outside, she hailed a taxi. “To the railway office. Karolou 1,
Omonia Square.” "

She opened the door but it was Raven who hesitated. “I
want to sit up front with the driver. Not in the back.”

“Aboard the train you will have a seat by the window.”

“Why the hell are we taking a train?”

“We are going on a trip.”

“This isn’t real, Nurse Sawyer. Am I in another world?”

“My name is Major Fatima Sayid, and you will soon enter
the real world. Islam.”

When the taxi pulled up to the ticket office, she paid the
driver and got out. Annoyed when her prisoner pulled back,
she grabbed a fistful of long blonde hair. “I have no patience
with a spoiled brat.”

“Pll tell Alexi when I get back to Athens.”

“Alexi intends to kill you. I am saving your life.”

“You're crazy. He loves me.”

“Are you sure it is not Nikki he loves?”

“What are you're talking about?”

“Your dead twin has come back from the grave into your
mind. I suspect Alexi loves her more than he cares for you.”

“You're trying to turn me against myself.”

“Allah may be able to save you by merging you with the
being who possesses your mind at times. If you do not resist,
- Islam will help you find your true self. But you must follow
my instructions. Remember, it is for your sake.”

“All right. Whatever you say.”

Raven stayed close behind her at the ticket window. “Two *
for two-berth sleeping car to Thessaloniki. And from there
to Pithion.”

The ticket clerk said, “Why you go to Turkish frontier?”

“For sightseeing in Istanbul.”

“There is much to see here in Greece.”

“I have seen enough in Greece. The tickets, please.”
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No mistaking the sneer on his face. “Flilia-Dostluk Ex-
press leaves in ten minutes.”

Raven hung back. “Why are we going to Turkey?”

“Only passing through on the way to Iraq.”

“That’s gonna take forever. Why don’t we fly?”

“You know very well, Raven, that the Nikki part of you is
afraid of flying.” :

“But heights don't:bother me.”

“Anyway, flying is->»0 complicated with the new security
searches. A long .rain trip will let you view the scenery and
give us the opportunity to become better acquainted.”

They boarded. The last sleeper car ahead of the dining
car was more pleasant than the coach she had taken when
she first traveled from Baghdad to Athens.

“Settle in, Raven. I must say salat al-zuhr, the noon prayer.”
She used the sink in their compartment to wash before pray-
ing. Since they were headed north, she turned right toward
gibla.

“Why are you facing that way?”

“It is the direction of the sacred mosque in Mecca. Mus-
lims pray in that direction.”

“I thought you needed a prayer rug.”

“An exception is made when one travels.”

She saw Raven studying her. “Am I allowed to ask what
kind of prayers they are?”

“Chapters of the Quran called surahs.”

“Can anyofie say those prayers!”

“Only those who convert to Islam and make a shahadah—
a declaration of faith. Are you interested?”

“I'm not sure. I'd have to know more about it.”

“When we get to our destination, I will advise you.”

She was pleased to see that Raven had become subdued
during the prayer session. It would be a blessing if she could
convert this suggestible girl to Islam. A blue-eyed, blonde-
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haired jihadist would be useful in MEK’s coming attack
against the West. But first she would have to deal with the
dissociation. Raven or Nikki? Divide and conquer.

“Islam is the faith spreading through the Middle East.
Soon we will conquer the rest of the world.”

“But aren’t Islamic woman treated like cattle? The burka,
the face covering, and stuff like that?”

“In Ashraf, you will learn that wetage different. We are
Muslim, but we fight against the mu+iabs with their medi-
eval beliefs in the laws of sharia. We has< high regard for
women. True we are Shia, but we joined Irag’s Sunni mili-
tary in the war against Iran. We are flexible.”

“Some of your terrorists killed innocent children.”

“The children of our enemies grow up to kill Muslims.
Infidel children are fighters-in-the-making. Why wait until
they are old enough to carry guns?”

“What about the suicide bombers?”

“You have often spoken of suicide, Raven.”

“Sure, to put myself out of my misery the way my mother
did. But not for the same reason your people do.”

“Those who choose to glve themselves up to the will of
Allah are blessed martyrs.”

“l heard that guy martyrs get seventy-two virgins in
heaven. What do women martyrs get?” '

“You ask too many questions.”

“And what if heaven runs out of virgins?”

“Do not blaspheme, or you will end up in the fiery pits of
hell. And you’re afraid of fire, aren’t you?” :

“You know I am. But since Nikki is terrified of heights,
she could never go to heaven.”

“When we get to Ashraf, you will convert to Islam.”

“What if I don’t want to?”

“I know you are confused. We will deal with that when
the time comes. Let us talk of other things.”
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“Like what?”

“When you were with Tedescu, I heard you recite lines
about an unfaced goddess? Did he ever refer to her in his
lectures?”

“I don’t remember.”

Raven’s memory was obviously blocked. Too risky to use
the twilight-sleep sedative to try to reach Nikki. She needed
Raven alert'when they reached checkpoints at both fron-
tiers. Better té let her doze until after they crossed into
Turkey.

She watched Raven stir whenever the loudspeaker called
out the cities at each major transit stop. Finally: “Pithion!
Last stop in Greece! Have passports ready for inspection.
Passengers for Istanbul must cross border and purchase visas
at Uzunkoprii Turkish frontier!”

She opened the storage closet, took her chador from her
knapsack and slipped it on.

“. . . why the hell are you wearing that witches’ costume? we
going to a masquerade . . . 7"

“Modest Muslim women wear the chador.” She opened
Raven’s bag, took out the one she had shortened, and handed
it to her.

“. . . i'm not going to wear that crummy shroud . . .”

So she had changed again. “Nikki, we cannot pass through
Turkey into Iran and then into Iraq dressed in Western wom-
en’s revealing clothes. These will protect us from the prying
eyes of men.”

“ . . idon’t mind men eyeingme . .

She grabbed Nikki by the neck and squeezed. “You are
going to become a Muslim woman. Start behaving like

”»

one.

[

”»

. . what the hell are you talking about . . . ?”
“If you want to live, Nikki, you must do as I say.”
“. . . okay, just to satisfy your weird ideas . . .

”
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She helped Nikki into the chador. When the train pulled
to a stop, she pushed her out the door. The foolish girl
caught her foot in the hem and stumbled.

“ .. Vll break my neck wearing this damned thing . . .”
The station at Pithion looked like frontier towns she had
seen in American Western movies during her stay in Ath-
ens. A few ramshackle buildings alongside the tracks. People
sitting outside the taverna. Several women in chadors. Stu-
dent travelers asleep on benches and on the ground. All
waiting for the train to the Uzunkoprii frontier. A uni-
formed officer checked their passports.

Finally, the three-car shuttle rolled in from Turkey, and
Greek border guards checked Greece-bound passengers.
After the train emptied, the guards signaled for those head-
ing for Turkey to board. Everyone shoved to get on. Fortu-
nately, the men avoided crowding them. The train chugged
slowly back over desolate land, across a bridge and over a
river. It stopped at the other side of the frontier.

There, Turkish officials came aboard and checked pass-
ports. As she anticipated, getting the visa at Uzunkoprii was
cursory. Two women in black from head to toe aroused no
suspicion. The Turkish guard took both passports.

“You are Fatima Sayid?”

She nodded.

“And you are Rima Sohrab?”

Nikki didn’t respond.

“Are you Rima Sohrab?”

A sharp elbow jab in the spine made her glance around
dazed. “I-I guess so.”

Apparently, the Raven persona had returned.

The guard frowned.

She motioned with her index finger to her forehead, as if
turning a screw.
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“Ah, crazy,” the guard said. “I understand.”

He stamped both passports and waved them back onto
the train. “Have a good trip to Istanbul. Do not forget to
visit Topkapi Palace Museum. They made a film there.”

“Thank you,” she said. “I did not see the film, but we will
be sure to visit the museum.” ‘

Back aboard, Raven said, “May I ask a question?”

“Yes.”

“What if Nikki converts to Islam, but I don’t want to?”

“Whether your body converts to Islam as Raven or as
Nikki there is no going back.”

“What's to stop me?”

“Sharia law requires that the body of an apostate be
flogged, stoned and then beheaded.”

Raven pressed her fist against her mouth. “Sorry I asked.”



CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

Athens

Although it was late at night, Dugan saw the cLOSED signs
blocking both curved staircases leading up to the Vallianios
National Library.

“That is that,” Tia said. “Let us leave.” She nestled her
head against his shoulder. “Your room or mine?”

“Pull around to the parking area in back.”

“Do you not see the sign?”

“I didn’t think we'd be so lucky,” he said.

“Lucky? Closed means locked.”

He put two fingers to her lips. “No lock ever stopped me
from getting through a door. Let’s go.”

She drove to the rear of the three-building complex.
- “That is the university. The other is the academy. The li-
brary reading rcom is in the center.” She pulled into the
parking lot behind the library. “This is the back entrance.”

“How do you know?”

“I have done research here.”

He shouldered his bag. “Use your flashlight.”

She reached into the glove compartment and fished
around until she found it, clicked it on and off.

He took a small plastic case out of his bag.

“What is that?”
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“A burglar’s pick.” He slipped two metal rods into the lock
and jimmied back and forth several times. “This is a god-
damned tough one.”

“Here, let me try.”

He smiled and held out the pick.

She pushed it aside and dug into her purse. He heard the
jingling sound of a key ring. She selected one and slipped it
into the lock. It clicked open. She waved her flashlight. “After
you, Dentist.”

“How in hell did you get a key?”

“Simple. As I said, I do research here for the counterter-
rorism division. My father made it for me.”

“You could have said so.”

“You did not ask.”

“Do you happen to know the location of the cataloging
office?”

She put the flashlight under her chin, turning her smile
into the mask of comedy. “Follow me.” She opened the door
to an office and turned on the overhead fluorescent.

He said, “Better not. Someone might see the light.”

“No windows in here. Sunlight would damage the manu-
scripts.”

“I didn’t think of that,” he said. He pointed to files from
floor to ceiling. “It’ll take forever to find Tedescu’s archives
on those shelves.”

“We do not have to search there.”

“Then where?”

“Salinas told you she shipped the manuscript to arrive
while Tedescu was here at the convention. I doubt the ar-
chives librarian had time to open it. Let us go through that
pile of recent deliveries.” She held up a thin package. “Re-

turn address: Jason Tedescu; Waybridge University; Way-
bridge, Ohio.”
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He blew her a kiss. “Now, where the hell can we get it
copied? It’s late, and I'd hate to keep it out overnight.”

“No problem. There’s a copying machine I use often. Fol-
low me.”

In the reading room, she pulled the plastic cover off the
copier. “Since there are windows here, we must do it by
flashlight. Hand me the pages. I will copy them.”

Five minutes later, he resealed the manuscript in its wrap-
ping. “I sure hate 17N getting their hands on it.”

“I have an idea,” she said, taking the manuscript. Back in
the archives, she tossed it behind stacked shelves. “The li-
brarian probably carelessly let the package drop there after it
was delivered.”

He kissed her cheek. “Okay, now let’s see his gopddamned
prophecies.”

MANIFESTO

I, Jason Tedescu, hereby confess, postmortem, that I
conceived of Operation Dragon’s Teeth. On the 17th of
Nowvember 1973, I was wounded at Athens Polytechnic
Institute during the student uprising against Colonel Pa—
padopoulos and his fascist junta. -

On that day, many Greek students were killed because
of the CIA’s attempt at regime change. I was sent to the
United States for treatment, but stayed on to study for my
PhD in Classical Literature. During that time, I devoted
leaves of absence from the university to plant Greek sleeper
cells across America.

I coordinated the creation of 17N with my comrade,
Myron Costa. I take full responsibility for ordering the
execution of the CIA station chief in 1975 and subse-
quent attacks on American and Greek government offi-
cials.
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I pray that I will live to see the awakening of sleeper
cells I planted throughout the Capitalist States of Amer-
ica. Attacks on three of its major centers will most likely
result in collateral damage to hundreds of thousands of
citizens. In the fog of war, this is unavoidable.

The first part of my ENIGMA: WHERE, reveals the
cities and targets. The second part: WHAT, alludes to
the weapon and its source. The third part: HOW, de-
scribes my own ingenious method of its disbursement.

I hereby authorize my executrix to use her own judg-
ment in donating this encoded prophecy to the Greek ar-
chives so that after my death future classical scholars will
discover the brilliant strategy of the genius Jason Tedescu
they neglected to promote to full professor.

She took the next page of the manuscript. “Let me read it
aloud. Hearing it might help.

“WHERE
Unfaced goddess sees future from a Windswept Tower
In serious hate she butchers flesh of all.
Escaped Bull-man stops 'neath the sunken wall.

DEATH PENALTY EXPLODES FIVE-PETALED
FLOWER.”

“Oh, shit!” he said. “The son of a bitch buried his
prophecy—the targets, the weapon and how to use it—in
riddles.”

She looked at him. “What do you think these riddles—as
you call them—mean?”

“How the hell do 1 know?”

“Aren’t intelligence analysts expert at dealing with puz-
zles?”
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“Decrypting and analyzing international chatter is differ-
ent from solving riddles. Go on, read the rest.”

She turned the page. “The others are blank.”

“But the manifesto mentions three quatrains: where, what
and how.”

She looked closer. “The other two are missing. Someone
must have separated them.”

“Probably Salinas who beaned me with the bust of Zeus.
And gotten herself beaten maybe to death in that protest
riot. Tedescu trusted her to use her judgment about sending
the donation here.”

“But why send only the first part?”

“She worshipped him,” he said. “Called him an oracle.
Probably thought of herself as his high priestess, protecting
his legacy by interpreting them herself. She must have dis-
tributed them as she saw fit.”

“All right let’s deal with the four lines we've got.”

He glanced at the page. “Tedescu was a lousy poet, but he
seems to have considered himself an oracle. The first lines
refer to Greek myths. During his lectures, he likely planted
allusions for students to memorize for his quizzes. Looks llke
he adapted them as prophetic clues.”

Tia flicked her finger on the page. “So both 17N and MEK
are aware that Raven may know the meanings. But she does
not know that she knows. If she’s being taken to Ashraf,
they’ll torture it out of her.”

He picked up the manuscript. “They have her, but we've
got this. Only one problem. The lines don’t make sense.”

Tia ran her inger down the page. “First, we have to iden-
tify and understand the significance of each image and clas-
sical reference. Let’s give the classical scholar credit. There
are probably layers of meaning. Dig beneath the gums, Den-
tist.”
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“You must have learned your Greek history and mythol-
ogy. So that’s your bailiwick.”
“All right.” She pointed to the first two lines.

Unfaced goddess sees future from the Windswept Tower.
In serious hate she butchers flesh of all.

She frowned. “I never heard of an unfaced goddess.”

“What about the Windswept Tower?”

“Doesn’t ring a bell.”

“It doesn’t say bell tower.”

“All right, analyst. Let’s get on with the rest of it. ‘Escaped
Bull-man stops 'neath the sunken wall.” Head of a bull, body of
a man—the Minotaur.”

“But what does it signify?”s

“Listen and learn, Mr. Analyst. Poseidon presented Minos
a white bull as a gift. His queen made love with it and gave
birth to a man with a bull’s head.”

“That’s probably where we get the expression, ‘She’s full
of bull.’”

She whacked him. “The king hid the Minotaur in a laby-
rinth. So, what could be the location of the labyrinth in
America?l”

“I know a few. The Olcott Center labyrinth in Wheaton,
Illinois. The Labyrinth Society in Connecticut. The Grace
Cathedral labyrinth in San Francisco. But there are hun-
dreds of others. The riddle could refer to any of those. Where
does that lead us?”

She shook her head. “Those real labyrinths would be on
the surface. This probably refers to something deeper.”

“Deeper . . . A maze below ground . . . Buried power lines!?
Cables? Sewers? Animal burrows? Snake holes? Underground
streams!” He slapped his forehead. “Wait a goddamned min-
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ute! Underground! Just like the British underground, New
York’s subway is a labyrinth of tracks.”

“I think you're on the right track, but how do we pinpoint
the actual target?”

“In some areas, where the train comes out from under-
ground, there are embankments.”

She shook her head. “They would be beside the walls. Not
'neath them.”

He chewed his lip. “Subway . .. Subway ... Wait. One
New York subway station has the word wall in its name. Wall
Street. And, come to think of it, there’s a statue of a bull in
front of the New York Stock Exchange. Second target—the
capitalist power base.”

“So Bull-man’s labyrinth is target number two,” she said,
“the New York Stock Exchange. But we still have to get tar-
gets one and three, and find out who the sleepers are and the
weapon.”

“And how he planned for his sleepers to use it.”

“The library cleaning staff will be coming in soon,” she
said. “Let’s work on this at home.”

He collected the pages, and they moved out quickly to
the parking lot. On the way back to the housing complex,
he asked, “Your place or mine?”

“Mine has better lighting.”

As they entered the apartment hallway, he studied her
face until the light went out, hiding that off-center smile.
“In the dark, you're a goddess with no face.”

“I don’t take that as a compliment.”

“And since you’re Artemis the huntress, | can attest to
the fact that after your kill you'd ‘butcher flesh of all.””

She reached past him and switched on the light. “You
bastard. Tonight you can sleep in your own room. Alone.”



CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

Istanbul to Tatvan, Turkey

“Fatima, why can’t we visit the Topkapi Palace Museum?”

“We do not have time. We must get our tickets at the train
station.”

“Another train? I'm sick of trains.”

“This is the last one.”

“Where are we going?”

“To the border between Turkey and Iraq.”

“I don’t want to go to Irag!”

How much longer could she put up with this spoiled girl?
“We are expected. I notified them we are coming.”

“I saw on a TV program that America won a war in Iraq.”

“The capitalist crusaders won Desert Storm, the first bat-
tle, but there will be others. We will win the war.”

“Who's we?”

“Islamic jihad, Inshallah!”

“That means, ‘If God wills,” doesn’t it?”

“You have an excellent memory, Raven. Once we are
aboard the train, on our way, you will use it to recall Tedes-
cu’s quatrains.”

“I don’t understand.”

“You will, in time.”

“Tell me now.”
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She twisted Raven’s arm through the chador and pulled
her close. “You do not give me orders. I, Major Fatima Sayid,
tell you what to do and what not to do.”

“You're hurting me.”

“This is nothing compared to what you will feel if you give
me more trouble.” She could not see Raven’s expression
through the head-and-face covering. She eased her grip. No
sense antagonizing her further. There was much work to do.

She led her to the ticket office window inside the Hay-
darpasa station. “Two sleepers on the Dogu Express from
Istanbul to Tatvan.”

“Two yatakli vagon on Dogu Express,” he said. “You save
20 percent if you buy round-trip.”

“We will not return.”

She paid in euros and he handed her the tickets. She took
Raven’s arm again. “Come, troublemaker, we get on the
train right now.”

On the way to their sleeper car, a conductor reached out
to help her up the steps. She drew away. “You must not
touch me.”

“I beg your pardon, madame [ forget. It is not the same in
Turkey as in your country.” g

“ . . idon’t mind if you touch me .

The conductor looked confused.

It was Nikki again. She pushed her ahead up the steps.
Then she turned to the conductor and, once again, with her
finger to her forehead, made the screwing motion.

“. . . screw you. i'm not the one with the loose screw. I'm not

»

»

the one who's crazy . ,
Fatima shrugged and said to the conductor, “You see?”
He turned away to help another traveler.

Once they were in their compartment, she slid her head
covering back and Raven’s as well. She stared hard into the

»
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girl’s eyes. “I warn you for the last time, Raven or Nikki, if
you give me any more trouble, I will keep you sedated for the
entire trip.”

“Sorry. I'll try to be good.”

That sounded like Raven. “You will do maore than try.”

“I'll try to do more than try.”

She slapped the girl.

Raven slapped back and pulled off her chador. Standing
in her underwear, she crossed her arms.

“. . . what the hell are you gonna do aboutit . . . ?”

“So you have changed again. | see there is only one way
to deal with you.” She reached into her backpack and lifted
out a small black case. She took out a hypodermic syringe
and slid in a needle.

“No! Please! I'll be good!” Raven ran to the compartment
door and started to open it.

She caught her with one arm, threw her down on the set-
tee and jabbed in the needle.

“Pm afraid! I'm afraid!”

“There is nothing to be afraid of. You will be in twilight
sleep until we reach Tatvan. When you awaken, you will
remember nothing of what happened to you.”

“W-wha you gonna do t-to m-me?”

“I will ask questions and you will answer. I have often
seen your father hypnotize you. After you awake, you will
not remember.”

Raven’s eyes rolled. Then closed. Head drooped.

Now to transform the twilight sleep into hypnotic sleep.
She sat beside her and whispered, “You are asleep, but both
of you hear my voice. You will both obey my voice. Listen to
the train wheels turning . . . softer . . . softer . . . Hear leaves
rustling in the breeze. Even in sleep you can speak. Do you
understand?”

A groan. A nod.
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Good. She had planned this ever since Tedescu dismissed
her from his wheelchair in the infirmary, when Raven spoke
to him. Now she had the opportunity to find out what
Raven had memorized and recited to him.

“We will travel back in time, to the Athens Asylum. We
are going to the hospital to visit your former teacher Jason
Tedescu. Can you see Mr. Tedescu?”

A whispered, “Yes . . .

“What is he doing?”

“Telling me to recite the lines I read in his office.”

“Repeat them for me.”

Then she shuddered. “Fire! I don’t want to burn! Oh,
God, no more fire!”

“Sleep, Raven, sleep. Calm now. The fire is out. Try again.
What were the lines?”

“l don’t remember.”

“In the name of Allah, you must remember.”

“. . . we’re up too high! too high! i’ll fall and break my neck!
don’t look down . . .V

“All right, Nikki. I'm sure your father’s posthypnotic sug-
gestion did not block your memory of Tedescu’s prophecy.
Recite the first quatrain: WHAT.”

Nikki rocked back and forth, then mumbled:

“ . . unfaced goddess guards future from the wind-
swept tower. in serious hate she butchers flesh of all . . .
escaped bull-man stops 'neath the sunken wall, death
penalty explodes five-petaled flower . . .”

“Go on.”

“. . . that’s the only part I heard . . "

“There must be more.”

Her head drooped into a somnambulistic sleep.

Dr. Slade must have buried the prophecies behind Raven’s
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borderline/histrionic personalities. To penetrate the shield
of his posthypnotic command, she must find a way to bypass
Raven’s pyrophobia and Nikki’s acrophobia.

They got off the train at Tatvan, and traveled by bus to the
Iraq border. If she failed to interpret the enigmas by then,
her hostage would be of no use. The Red Wednesday fire
celebration would wreak havoc with Raven’s mind. Prayers
from atop the minaret would panic Nikki. Perhaps by using
each of their phobias, she would divide them.

But she must do it carefully, to avoid changing a border-
line’s periodic schizophrenia into an irreversible catatonic
withdrawal.



CHAPTER THIRTY

Dugan’s secure cell phone rang. He looked at the caller ID
signal. Scrambled letters. “Tia, it’s Charon.” He inserted the
unscrambler key. “Yeah?”

“Dentist?”

“Hey, man, it’s good to hear your voice. What'’s up?”

“An emergency contact with Tentmaker from the Ashraf
compound in Iraq.”

He tilted the phone so Tia could hear. “Go ahead.”

“Have to make this quick. Tentmaker intercepted a call to
MEK’s leader, General Hassan. Nurse Fatima Sayid is on her
way to Ashraf with Raven Slade. She informed the general
that she plans to decondition the phobias and break through

the hypnotic barrier.”
- “Howd he find all this out?”

“MEK uses him as their service technician for computers
and electronic equipment. He managed to slip bugs into the
officers’ quarters.”

“Did he learn their plan for Raven?”

“He says General Hassan told Fatima their top priority is
to extract Tedescu’s prophecies.”

“We've figured out only the first line of WHERE. The New
York Stock Exchange.”

“If Fatima succeeds in dehypnotizing Raven,” Charon said,
“we're lost.”
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“Theyd still have to solve the rest of the riddles.”

“According to Tentmaker, there are some pretty smart
women in that group.”

“Can you keep me updated on their progress?”

“I'll try. Over and out.”

Dugan turned off his key. “Tia, what do you think?”

“I'd say we're in a psychological race against two terrorist
groups. We can only hope that if Fatima is skillful enough to
pry the rest of the enigmas out of Raven, Tentmaker can get it
to us in time for us to solve them.”

“Then they'd have no further use for her,” he said. “Theyd
probably make sure she doesn’t fall into the hands of Greek
intelligence.”

“You think they’ll kill her?”

“Isn’t what your father would do?”

She turned away to avoid looking into his eyes.



CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE

Tatvan, Turkey to Ashraf, Iraq

The screech of metal on metal and a jolting stop awoke Ra-
ven from a deep sleep. She rolled over but a bed railing
stopped her from falling. An upper sleeping berth? On a
train? Why was she on a train? She looked down and saw
her body still asleep. Was she crazy again?

She heard whispered prayers from below and remembered
that Fatima was taking her somewhere.

A loudspeaker: “Tatvan! Last stop before Iraq border!”

Iraq? What’s going on? o '

A black tent loomed over her. “Get up, Rima Sohrab.”

A talking tent? Then she remembered the chador and the
woman inside it. “You got me, like, mixed up with someone
else. ’'m not Rima what’s-hername.”

“All right, then. Put on your chador and get down from .
that berth. Now. Quickly.”

“ .. okay. okay. don’t blow a gasket . . .

She turned and looked back at the rumpled blanket.
Where was her sleeping self?

. . oh, no. not this out-of-body shit again . . .

She reached for the rolled-up shroud on the shelf behind

her and slipped into it. Now she too was a black tent.

”»
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“Come down.”

“Aye! Aye, sir!” She started to salute, but her arm caught
in the chador. Oh, to hell with it! She climbed down and
looked up at the tall tent. At least she didn’t have to see Fa-
tima’s angry face. .

“We have to get off the train, Raven.” Throaty voice softer
now. “Take your tote bag and let us leave.”

They followed departing passengers to the steps. She hes-
itated, expecting the conductor to help her down. But he
backed away. Oh, yeah. Muslims don’t touch strange Mus-
lim women. Guess the chador does work like a chastity belt.
She made her way to the ground. “Where to now, Major
Fatima?”

“Shhhh! Do not call my name until we reach Ashraf.”

“There it’s okay?”

“There it is required.”

When they boarded the bus, instead of sitting in two
empty seats up front, Fatima pushed her toward the rear.

“What'’s wrong with these seats up front?”

“That is where men sit. We sit in back of bus.”

Well, I'll be damned! Segregation. Where was Rosa Parks
when you needed her?

She hesitated. A nudge in her back guided her into a win-
dow seat. “So, Muslim women are subservient to men?”

“When we get to Ashraf, you will see who dominates.”

It was a bumpy ride on lousy roads until they reached
Baghdad. Then, wide avenues and modern buildings. They
were the last ones off the bus.

“Are we staying here?”

“Quiet,” Fatima whispered. “Do not speak English. Spies
are everywhere.”

At a taxi stand, Fatima bargained for a ride to Ashraf. A
few minutes of haggling. Then they drove off. The country-



The Asylum Prophecies 173

side was flat—sand and scrub grass. Monotonous. Dreary.
She started to nod, but Fatima shook her.

“We are here.”

The taxi pulled up to a gate, and a woman wearing mili-
tary olive-drab stepped out of the sentry box. “Identify
yourselves.”

Fatima pulled back the headpiece of her chador and
showed her face.

The sentry saluted. “Major Sayid. Welcome back. May
I ask who is your companion?”

“Rima Sohrab, a new recruit.”

. . . what the hell is she talking about . . . ?

“Welcome to Camp Ashraf, Comrade Rima Sohrab.”

. better keep my mouth shut until i figure out what'’s going
on. ..

The sentry picked up the phone. “Please send a jeep for
returning Major Sayid.”

A few minutes later, a jeep pulled up. A uniformed woman
driver jumped out and saluted. “Your destination, Major?”

“A brief tour of the grounds for our new recruit Comrade
Rima Sohrab. Then to my quarters in unit three.” .

Fatima pushed her into the jeep. “What you are about to
see will impress you.”

Fatima was right. The streets were paved. They passed a
fountain splashing water over rocks. A pool with several
women swimming laps. A mosque in the center, surrounded
by sculptures.

Pointing to a modern building, Fatima said, “Our hospital.
And there, is our library. Beyond it, our museum. Saddam
Hussein granted us these thirty-five square kilometers of des-
ert, and we turned it into an oasis.”

“You said you're Iranians. Why would he do that?”

“As reward for joining the Iragi army in the war against
Iran’s mullah tyrants.”
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“You have an army?”

“Nearly four thousand. Well trained, most commanded
by female mujihadeen.” Fatima pointed. “Look for yourself.”

On the plain ahead, she saw hundreds of women wearing
military olive-drab uniforms with identical matching
headscarves—standing at attention in battle tank hatches.
Others held machine guns and rocket launchers at the ready.
Fatima pointed to a tall woman in an armored personnel
carrier. “That is our leader, General Hassan.”

She shrugged. “So what?”

“Enough sightseeing for now. Driver, to the residential
units.”

They drove past blocks of buildings with well-tended
lawns and gardens blooming with purple, white and yellow
flowers.

The driver pulled up to unit three. Fatima led the way
inside her austere room, everything neatly arranged. She
went to a closet and pulled out an olive-drab military uni-
form like the ones worn on the parade grounds.

“Put this on, Rima. A chador is not appropriate here. If it
doesn’t fit properly, we will have one of the men tailor it for
you.”

“Thank God! I thought I'd never get out of this tent.”

“No longer say, ‘Thank God,” Raven. Say, ‘Allahu akbar’
God is great.”

“One thing I don’t see are playgrounds. Where are the
children?”

Fatima cleared her throat. “There are no children.”

“How come?”

“Our leaders ordered that children be sent away to rela-
tives. Those of us who were married were required to divorce
our husbands. Celibacy rules here. Therefore, no more chil-
dren.”

She was tempted to say, “If you don’t have children here,
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Ashraf will end up being an old ladies’ home.” Instead, she
whispered, “Inshallah.”

“lason Tedescu was right. I did hear him say you learn
quickly. Tell me the lines you recited to him in the hospital.”

“It was nothing.”

“I was there. I heard you”

She took a deep breath. “I don’t remember.”

“You repressed it, Raven. I was trained in depth hypnosis.
I will help you retrieve your memory.”

“I don’t want to remember.”

“That is for me to decide. I choose what you remember
and what you forget. When you convert to Islam, it will no
longer be up to you.”

She started to say, I don’t want to become a Muslim, but
the voice in her mind intruded.

. . . don’t be stupid enough to fight her now . . .

“You're absolutely right, Major Fatima. I will follow wher-
ever you lead.”

A pat on the head and a smile. “Good. We put off mem-
ory exercises until after New Year’s Day.”

“But January 1 is seven months away.”

“Nowrooz, our Persian New Year, is March 20. We begin
Chahar Shanbeh Suri tomorrow.”

“What'’s that?”

“Tomorrow, six days before New Year’s Monday, we cele-
brate Red Wednesday Festival, a custom that predates the
Christian and Islamic era to the time when the people of
this country worshipped Zoroaster. The mullahs do not ap-
prove. But they tolerate it just as your Christian churches
accept the pagan Santa Claus.”

“Sounds like fun. I always loved Christmastime. What do
you do here?”

“On that day, some soldiers put on white sheets or cos-
tumes instead of uniforms. They paint their faces and run
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through the streets banging pots and pans, making deafen-
ing noise to drive out last year’s evil spirits. The highlights

of Red Wednesday are the fires.”

She felt her chest tighten. “Fires?”

“That is why it is called Red Wednesday. We burn effigies
of the ayatollah and the president of Iran and some of the
mullahs. [ will arrange for you, as newcomer to MEK and
Islam, to have honor of lighting the first one.”

. . raven, don't let her see your fear . . .

“We build horseshoe-shaped fires all around the camp
and jump over the flames—"

“I couldn’e—" |

“_to purify ourselves from last year’s bad times.”

“—go near the fire.”

“You will conquer your pyrophobia here.”

“I want to go home.”

“You have no other home. You must swear allegiance to
Allah and Muhammed-—peace and blessings be upon him.”

“You can'’t force me to become a Muslim.”

“Making allegiance to Allah must be voluntary. It is for
you to decide.”

“If I decide not to?”

“Then you will be killed as an infidel.”

“. .. to hell with you and your female army. i don’t give a
damn if [ liveordie . . .”



CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO

As Fatima left the mosque after evening prayers, an aide ap-
proached with an order for her to attend an emergency meet-
ing of senior officers.

She joined the three other officers already in the library
drinking coffee. General Hassan entered, and they snapped
to attention.

“The New Year’s celebration is upon us,” she said, “and
Fatima has completed her mission to Greece. We must now
consider our strategy for the coming year.

“Our sources have convinced me that the United States
will soon invade Iraq for the second time. Since our own
sleeper cells in America were exposed to the FBI by a traitor,
it is imperative we cement an alliance with another group
that has sleepers in place. Major Fatima has been negotiating
with 17N. I call on her to give her estimate of the situation.”

She sipped her sweet coffee and glanced at her three com-
rades. “I was nearby in the asylum infirmary when the 17N
Greek scholar Tedescu had Raven Slade recite his prophetic
enigmas. I overheard just a few lines. His plan encoded Op-
eration Dragon’s Teeth, as well as the unique method he de-
vised for delivering our weapon.”

Colonel Samira Abdelaziz asked, “What about 17N?”

“Alexi Costa, leader of their Second Generation, assures
me his people are as loyal to Marxist-Leninism as we are. If
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we can firm up arrangements as Tedescu intended, 17N
agrees to an alliance.”

The general nodded. “Excellent, Fatima. Although we
missed your presence, your stay in Athens was worthwhile.”
She turned to Major Kalila Sahadi. “You have already made
your position known to me. Please share it with the rest of
us so we may consider the alternatives.”

Kalila looked at her sternly. “It is common knowledge,
Fatima, that 17N is composed of about only twenty elderly
men in Athens. [ admit their attacks in Greece have been
successful, but time is against them. On the other hand,
Hezbollah also has homegrown sleeper cells in America.
Like us, they are Shia. I believe it best to make our alliance
with Hezbollah.”

“Major Fatima,” the general said, “you look upset.”

Not looking at Kalila, she forced herself to keep her voice
calm. “Hezbollah may be Shia, but they support the Iranian
theocracy that betrayed our cause. The Revolutionary Guard
and their Kuds commando force are being used by the aya-
tollah to create a Middle East ruled by Iranian mullahs. The
Guards continue to subjugate women under the imam’s in-
terpretation of sharia laws. How can we make alliance with
them and the Kud’s puppet Hezbollah?”

Kalila answered defiantly, “Perhaps you have come to
identify with the Greeks’ Christian-Orthodox religion. I
feel we should trust only Shia.”

She struggled to control her anger. Settle down. A display
of hostility would put her at a disadvantage. She glanced at
Colonel Samira Abdelaziz. Samira’s expression never re-
vealed her feelings. Although cold and stern, she was a bril-
liant military leader. She would surely agree that it would be
a mistake to give the weapon to Hezbollah.

The colonel’s voice was flat. “I respect Fatima’s and Kali-
la’s positions, but I disagree with both.”
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Kalila pushed her cup aside, not bothering to wipe the
spilled coffee.

Samira said, “Like all mujihadeen. I resent America’s State
Department adding us to their terrorist list and freezing our
assets. On the other hand, I have recently received intelli-
gence from our charity supporters in the United States that
may provide a third alternative.”

She must have already informed General Hassan of this,
because the general did not appear surprised.

Samira glanced at each listener in turn. “There is dispute
in the top echelons of American decision makers. The State
Department is coming under increased pressure by several
senators and another powerful group of leaders.”

Oh, she was a great speaker. Another dramatic pause to
hold everyone’s attention.

“The Pentagon is attempting to persuade the State De-
partment to remove us from the terrorist list because some of
their chiefs of staff foresee a different strategy. One of their
scenarios is to use us as spearhead of a second-front invasion
of Iran. The muliahs will fall. With the aid of the American
military, we will replace the ayatollahs fascist tyranny with a
true Islamic-Marxist society.” -

It was the first she’d heard of this. She had her own argu-
ments against making common cause with their capitalist
enemy. But after all, one’s enemy’s enemy . . .

“We have three points of view to consider,” General Has-
san said. “Red Wednesday’s fires will drive out the evils of the
past year and ensure success in our future endeavors. Which-
ever path we choose, we will succeed. Inshallah.”

All echoed, “Inshallah.”

Time to blunt the positions of her own comrades. “I beg
your pardon, General,” Fatima said, “but I believe it impor-
tant to prepare for the eventuality that the Pentagon might
not prevail over the State Department soon enough. I have
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been working to acquire Tedescu’s battle plan by breaking
through the posthypnotic commands set by Raven’s father.”

Hassan was studying her closely. “How do you propose to
do that, Major Sayid?”

“The ancient strategy: divide and conquer.”

“Explain.”

“Borderlines are divisive. When Dr. Slade induced hyp-
notism, it was with Raven, not her dissociated self. I intend
to circumvent his posthypnotic suggestion by concentrating
on the suggestible, histrionic Nikki. If I can extract the qua-
trains, we can solve them and use Tedescu’s sleeper cells to
implement Operation Dragon’s Teeth.”

The general was silent for a few moments, then said, “You
have my permission to proceed.”

After she left the meeting, she walked in the cool night
air turning things over in her mind. Rather than face politi-
cal infighting with the other officers, after she broke Nikki’s
resistance, she would take it on herself to complete ship-
ment of the weapon to her courier in America.

In bed that night, she planned how to use the fire cere-
mony to overwhelm Raven’s pyrophobia. Then, she would
use Nikki’s acrophobia to make an end-run around Raven’s
posthypnotic barrier. Satisfied with her plans, she slept
soundly.

At the call of the muezzin, she awakened Raven for sunrise
prayers.

“Where is everybody?”

“Out early, setting up for Red Wednesday.”

She saw Raven’s eyes cloud, then widen. “I won’t jump
over fire!”

“It will help you overcome your fear. Let us join the cele-
bration. No uniform today. On this holiday most of our holy
warriors dress up in white sheets or costumes.”
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She reached into her footlocker and pulled out a loose cot-
ton outhit she had the men tailor for Raven. Red, white and
blue stripes, a top hat, and a white beard. Across the jacket,
sewn flaming letters spelled, AMERICANS BURN IN HELL.

“You're making me dress up like Uncle Sam?”

“For a little while. Part of the ceremony.”

“Then what?”

“After we cast out last year’s misfortunes and fears, you
will don the white sheet of hope for the new year.”

She led the girl outside the barracks and waved at masked
women arranging meat pies and sweets on makeshift tables.
She had really missed Ashraf during her stay in Athens.
“See, Raven? Everyone is happy to celebrate Nowrooz.”

When the others saw Raven’s costume, they danced around
her and shouted, “Down with capitalism! Power to the peo-
ple!” One waved a torch at her. “Burn in hell, Am’riki!”

Raven fell back, but Fatima caught her. “Come see Haji
Firuz.” She pointed to a man in blackface dressed in red
satin, with a cone-shaped red hat, dancing down the street
singing as he banged a tambourine.

“So you use the men here not only as tailors but also as
buffoons,” Raven said. “In old minstrel shows, comedians
wore blackface to make people laugh. In America, we now
know it’s racist.”

“You misjudge us. Haji Firuz is an ancient symbolic bearer
of good news that winter is gone and spring has come.”

Cheers and pot-banging echoed from behind one build-
ing. A parade of masked revelers turned the corner carrying
effigies of Ayatollah Khomeini, Shah Pahlevi and Uncle Sam.
They set the figures afire.

Two masked revelers ran to Raven, tore off her Uncle
Sam costume and torched it. Raven fainted.

Fatima knelt beside Raven and draped a white sheet on
her. She signaled for two masked revelers to carry her back
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to the barracks. Had she miscalculated? Had she pushed the
girl too far, too soon? No. She must not fail. She would keep
at it.

“Listen, Raven,” she whispered into her ear. “I have taken
the fire away. You are safe now. Repeat, ‘Fatima kept me safe
from the fire.’”

A gurgling, then, “Fatima kept me safe from the fire.”

“Excellent, Raven. Now, you will sleep, but you will be
able to hear my voice. Say, ‘I will hear Fatima’s voice.””

“I will hear Fatima’s voice.”

“I will trust whatever Fatima says.” She repeated the man-
tra three times, then, “You remember the lines you recited to
Jason Tedescu. Repeat them now.”

No response.

“You must repeat them.”

Still no response.

She leaned back. Her final tactic would be to take Raven
to the top of the minaret tower. Work on Nikki’s acrophobia
to breach the posthypnotic block. If fear of heights didn’t
work, she might as well save face and pretend Raven had
fallen to her death from the minaret tower.



CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE

Athens

Dugan told himself not to let impatience block his thinking.
Deal with this damned riddle one line at a time. One image
at a time. “Okay,” he said to Tia. “Any ideas? Look at line
four again.”

DEATH PENALTY EXPLODES FIVE-PETALED
FLOWER.

“Death penalty means execution,” she said. “Where do
they execute murderers in America?”

“Many states have death row.” = -

“How about the methods?”

“Most commonly electric chair, or injection. In some rare
cases, hanging, firing squad.”

“I do not see any of those locations as a target,” she said.
“Five-petaled flower. What about weed-killer in a garden?”

“Blooming targets!” he said. “Roses? Violets? Chrysanthe- -
mums! [ don’t think he was that subtle.”

“Also too subtle for me.”

He picked up the page and stared at it. “Wait. Look at the
second line again.”

She read: DEATH PENALTY EXPLODES FIVE-
PETALED FLOWER.

“Notice anything unusual about the lettering?”
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“The only line in capital letters.”

“And the death penalty is capital punishment.”

Her eyes widened. “Capit-al. Capit-ol. Oh, my God. Wash-
ington, D. C., is your country’s capital.”

“Let’s not get carried away until we figure out where in the
capital,” he said. “The target could be any place in D.C. The
capitol building? The White House? The Supreme Court?”

She mused. “Five-petaled flower . . . doesn’t the Pentagon
have five sides?”

He slammed his fist on the rickety table. “They didn’t get
all five sides in 9/11. They're going after it again.”

He tried to restrain his excitement. “Okay, the stock ex-
change in New York and the Pentagon in D.C. Before we
congratulate ourselves, let’s solve the first two lines of the
quatrain.”

Unfaced Goddess guards future from the Windswept Tower.
In serious hate she butchers flesh of all.

“You're handling the mythology,” he said. “What goddess
has no face?”

“Never heard of one in Greek or Roman mythology.”

He said, “Maybe a goddess statue whose face was smashed
by invaders opposed to her worship.”

“There are hundreds of defaced statues across Greece.
Many without noses.”

“Okay, forget who she is. Where is she?”

“She ‘guards future.’ Prophetesses—originally maidens as-
sociated with one of the gods—foretold the future with ob-
scure metaphorical enigmas. Later, middle-aged women
dressed as young girls did the same thing in honor of the
past high priestesses.”

The image of Salina dressed as a coed made sense. Knuck-
les to his forehead. “But where!? Where!”
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“One of the most famous oracles was Apollo’s in Delphi.”

“Delphi . . . Delphi . . . There’s a Delphi in Ohio, but it’s a
small city. Hardly the location for a terror attack like the
other two.”

She stared at the page. “It has to be a major city.”

“m remembering lines from a poem we studied in school,”
he said. “*. . . proud to be Hog Butcher, Tocl Maker, Stacker
of Wheat . . " Something, something. .. ‘City of the Big
Shoulders.” Windswept Tower. Hold everything. The butcher
is from Carl Sandburg’s ‘Chicago.” Otherwise known as the
Windy City.”

“You've got it. New York, Washington D.C., Chicago.”

“We've got the stock exchange and the Pentagon,” he
said, “but not the Chicago target.”

“What are you going to do?”

“Call Charon to pass this on to Homeland Security. They've
got to set up security at the stock exchange and the Pentagon,
and raise the disaster alert level to red in Chicago.”

He dialed his secure cell phone. Got his key ready. Noth-
ing. Dialed again. Still nothing. “Damn. Never had trouble
getting through to him before.” '

It would be risky to make direct contact with New York.
They said use Cymbal only in a dire emergency. Well this
qualified. If he couldn’t contact Charon in Cyprus, he was
alone and adrift. He punched in the letters and numbers to
New York.

After what seemed like forever, someone picked up. He in-
serted his key, and heard the corresponding click on the other
end. Elizabeth Herrick’s voice whispered, “Why are you call-
ing here?”

“Dire emergency, Cymbal. | have urgent news for Home-
land Security, but I can’t reach Tentmaker’s handler.”

“We just got the info from the CIA,” she said. “Charon

was assassinated in Cyprus two days ago.”
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“Oh, my God! Any idea who—!"

“17N. Watch your back, but don’t call here again. You no
longer exist.”

The phone clicked off.

He tried it again. Nothing.

Tia stared at him. “Your face is dead Whlte What’s hap-
pening?”

He shook his head. “I've been terminated by the FBI. I'm
an agent without a country. Now, what the hell do I do?”



CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR

Ashraf

Fatima glared at Raven snoring through the muezzin’s call to
morning prayer. She shook her roughly. “Wake up. It is time
for you to convert to Islam.”

“What are you talking about?”

“The Quran foretold that you are destined to be saved,
Raven.”

“How do you know?”

“From the fifth surah called ‘The Table Spread’ in the Holy
Quran revealed at Al-Madinah. It refers to Adam’s sons. The
Lord accepted gifts from Abel, but not from Cain. Cain
killed his brother. As it says, ‘Then Allah sent a raven
- scratching upon the ground to show him how to hide his
brother’s naked corpse. He said: Woe unto me! Am I not able
to be as this raven and so hide my brother’s naked corpse?
And he became repentant.’”

“The Quran mentions my name twice!”

“See, you were chosen to convert to Islam.”

“Pm already a Christian.”

Her teachers in the madrassa had prepared for that argu-
ment. “Muslims accept Abraham and Jesus as prophets.
But Muhammed—peace and blessings be upon him—was
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proclaimed the last prophet. So you see, you are not aban-
doning your faith, you are merely carrying it logically for-
ward.”

“What does a Muslim have to do?”

“Pray five times a day.” ‘

“You already told me. That takes up a lot of time.”

“Time well spent in preparing to meet Allah in heaven.”

“I need to think about it.”

“What is there to think about? Islam is spreading. We are
the ummah, unified as one Muslim community throughout
the world. I know you have always feared being left alone.
Accept Islam, become part of the ummah, and you will
never again be alone.”

“I don’t know . . "

“Time is running out. You must decide if you are willing
to convert, or spend the rest of your days alone.”

Raven grasped a strand of her hair and twisted it.

“Hear me, Raven. Open your mind and listen to me. Your
father often put you into trances with words. Now listen to
my words and sleep. Come out of the darkness into the light
of Allah. Sleep. Sleep. See the whipped sandstorm’s golden
dunes, spiraling desert sands into whirling dervishes.”

She saw Raven’s body stiffen, jaws clenched.

“Do not resist, Raven, or Nikki, whoever is hearing my
voice. You are trying to keep your eyes open, but they are
closing of their own accord. Close. Close. Your eyes are now
closed.”

Body language showed she was resisting. Not for long. If
she couldn’t break through Raven’s posthypnotic block, she
would go around it. Since histrionics were highly suggest-
ible, she would work on Nikki.

“Sleep, Nikki. I know you are afraid of heights, so you will
go around the muezzin tower and convert to Islam.”

She coughed. “ . . howdoidoit . . . ?”
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“Say to yourself, ‘I freely wish to embrace Islam.”

Nikki’s lips moved. “ . . all right .

The girl had pulled that one before. “Show me your
hands, Nikki.”

She extended her open palms.

“Good, now tell yourself, ‘I freely wish to embrace Is-
lam.””

Her eyes closed. “. . . okay. did that. whatnext . . . ?”

“Say, in Arabic, ‘Ash-hadu an la ilaha illAllah; which
translates as, ‘I bear witness and attest that there is no God
worthy of worship but the One God Allah.’”

“. . . okay, ash-hadu an la ilaha illallah .

“Excellent. Now repeat, ‘Wa ash-hadu anna Muhammed-
ar-rasool ullah, which means, ‘I bear witness and attest that
Muhammed—peace and blessings be upon him—is the
messenger of Allah.’”

“. . . wa ash-hadu anna muhammed-ar-rasool ullah . . .”

“Welcome to the faith.”

“. . . whew. thanks . .

“Just one more thing.”

. 1 knew there was a catch . —

“Go to the sink and wash yourself from head to the botf
toms of your feet, cleansing yourself of your past life. Then
~dress. I have a driver waiting. We wili say morning prayers at
the mosque.”

As she listened to the water running, she adjusted the
scimitar in the belt below her jacket. If hypnotized Nikki
couldn’t give her Tedescu’s prophecies she was useless as a
hostage. Too dangerous to let her live.

She didn’t speak during the drive until they approached
the mosque. A long shadow crossed their path. Her new
convert looked up at the minaret spire, then quickly covered
her eyes. Still Nikki. A good sign.

After morning prayers, she took her by the hand. “The

»

{4
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minaret is decorated with an amazing design of blue and
white tiles. Come, we will look inside.”

“ .. juston ground level . . .

“Of course. I know you are afraid of heights.” She pulled
her to the passageway leading up the spiral staircase.

Nikki’s hand clenched hers. “ . . too narrow . . ”

“You and I are slender enough to pass through. Come.”

“, . . you're crazy. i'm not going up there . . .

“You will obey my commands.”

“ .. likehellTwill . .

She pulled the scimitar from the belt beneath her jacket
and held it against Nikki’s throat. “Then both you and Ra-
ven will have a long fall to a fiery hell sooner than either of
you expected.”

With her free hand, she grabbed the long blonde tresses
and pulled her up the spiral stairway step by step. The hol-
low minaret echoed Nikki’s screams. She forced her out of
the tower exit onto the parapet. She released her, and the
wind whipped blonde hair around the gitl’s face.

“You are Nikki, correct?”

She nodded.

“Now tell me what you overheard Raven recite to Mr.
Tedescu.”

“..dropdead . .

She pulled her to the edge of the parapet. “See how high
up we are! You will suffer the fall. Then Raven will suffer
the fire.”

She held fast. Nikki struggled to look away. “Are you go-
ing to cooperate!”

She nodded.

“Listen carefully. Before you were named Nikki, Raven
knew you only as Sis. You were present when Raven recited
the prophetic riddles she had memorized. But by the time
your father hypnotized her, you had dissociated. You, Nikki,

”
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were neither hypnotized nor given a posthypnotic sugges-
tion of amnesia.”

“. .. that's partly right . . .

“Explain.”

“ .. got only the second four-line poem. the what. not the
where or the how . . ”

“Why not the first and third?”

“. . . because i was distracted when your shoes squished be-
hind the hospital curtain . . .”

“So you know the second prophecy, but only Raven knows
all three.”

Y enighe 20

“Can you penetrate Raven’s subconscious and retrieve the
first and last quatrains?”

Moments of silence. Then, “. .
wall blocking them . . "

“Tell me what you heard.”

She closed her eyes and spoke with a trembling voice:

»

. nope. like, there’s a brick

“WHAT
. . . the seeds of slow death await in tunnels far to punish
all crusaders, inshallah and holy fighters join our comrades
now, to spread the shearer’s dander I avow . . .”

“That is of no use to us. Tedescu’s assistant already
e-mailed it to us. We—the Muyjihadeen-e Kalg—are the holy
fighters, and the seeds of death are hidden in our tunnels.”

“ ..don'tblame me . .

“You must tell me the first and third quatrains.”

“. . . ifi had them, i'd tell you. you'll have to get them from
raven. but if you kill me, it’s all gone . . ”

Nikki was right. “Did you hear anything else?”

“. . . justa line. doesn’t make sense .

“Tell me.”

)
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. okay. his labor fwe sweeps dirt from dung-filled
stall . .

“Do you know what that means?”

“. . . no. maybe raven does . . .

“Let me talk to Raven.”

“ Ul ery .

lekl closed her eyes. When she opened them, she looked
around confused.

“Why are we in the minaret tower?”

“Raven?”’

“Of course. Were you expecting someone else?”

“Has Tedescu ever mentioned in one of his lectures, that
‘His labor five sweeps dirt from dung-filled stall’?”

“Sure.”

“What does it mean?”

“Heracles’ fifth labor was to sweep cow shit out of the
Aegean stables.”

“What’s the connection with the other prophecies?”

“I haven't the slightest idea.”

She tried to hide her frustration. If she failed to get the
answers during one last attempt, she would turn Raven over
to the men.

Knowing how years of MEK’s rule of chastity must have
frustrated their male lust, they would most likely force them-
selves on her. Then, according to the sharia law regarding
raped Muslim women, they would stone her as an adulteress
and bury her broken body in the desert.

Would it be Nikki or Raven the men raped? And which

of the two would be stoned and buried alive?

»



CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE

Athens

The secure phone woke Dugan. He stared at it. Charon was
dead and the FBI had cut him off. Who could be calling?

Tia stirred beside him. “Don’t answer it.”

He picked up and inserted his key. “Who is this?”

“This is Tentmaker. Am I talking to the Dentist?”

He shook his head to make sure he was awake. “Good to
hear from you, but how come youre contacting me?”

“With our ferryman no longer crossing the river, and the
banks overflowing, I had to take the oar.”

“You've got my attention.”

“The situation here has become critical. MEK now has
Tedescu’s second quatrain. Fatima told General Hassan she'd
work on dehypnotizing Raven to get the first and third, but
if she’s unsuccessful, she intends to dispose of the girl.”

“We're running out of time. Did you learn the second
quatrain?”

“Take it down quickly. Then I've got to sign off.”

He waved for Tia to get him a pen. “Okay.”

“WHAT

Seeds of Slow Death await in tunnels far
To punish all Crusaders, Inshallah.
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And Holy Fighters join our comrades now,
To spread the Shearer’s Dander I avow.”

“For your information, MEK has a network of tunnels on
the northeast border between Iraq and Iran. But they never
allowed the U.N. inspectors into Ashraf to search for
WMD.”

“So that’s the tunnels far. Any clue to the seeds of death or
the shearer’s dander?”

“Not yet. Someone is coming. Good-bye. Good luck.”

The phone went silent. He slumped back in the chair.

“Let me see,” Tia said. She glanced at what he had taken
down. “This one is obvious. Holy fighters are the Mujihadeen-e
Kalg. In 1988, they joined Saddam’s cousin, Chemical Ali—
the Butcher of Kurdistan—and helped him kill thousands
of Kurds in the town of Halabja. 'm thinking it’s either
mustard gas or nerve gas.”

He pyramided his fingers. “The word seeds suggests a bio-
logical rather than chemical weapon.”

“I wish I'd paid more attention in biology class.”

“I did. One of my areas of analyzing international traf-
fic was tracking biological weapons of mass destruction.
After 9/11.7

“You surprise me more every day. What about the seeds?”

No matter how he turned it over in his mind, one thought
kept surfacing. “If my analysis is right, the sleepers are plan-
ning to spread seeds that the second quatrain calls the shear-
er’s dander.”

“I don’t understand. What seeds?”

“Those who shear sheeps’ fleece are often sickened by
it. Shearer’s dander refers to anthrax.”

“God! Didn’t Tedescu stop to think about the hundreds of
thousands of innocent people his sleepers will kill?”
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“Terrorists don’t think,” he-said. “They start out as fanat-
ics and become psychotics.”

“Then if they are insane they cannot win.”

“Another of your ancient Greek beliefs?”

She closed her eyes. “Euripides wrote, ‘Whom the gods
would destroy, they first make mad.’”



CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX

Ashraf

Raven opened her eyes. Either it was dark or she'd gone
blind. She felt a blanket beneath her on the floor, her purse
beside her. Was this really happening? Or was it a dream? A
door opened. Someone pulled her out of the dark into the
blinding light.

“What’s happening? Where am I? Who are you?”

“Camp Ashraf. And I am your friend Fatima.”

She shook her head to clear it. “I remember now. The fires.
They jumped over the bonfire and started burning me.”

“Not you, Raven. The effigy of Uncle Sam. I would never
allow anything to happen to you.”

“And the tower with the gold balls and the crescent?”

“You wanted to see the inside of the minaret. We ex-
plored it.”

“I don’t remember.”

“That is not important. Now, you must listen carefully to
my words. You are very tired and you want to sleep.”

“In Alexi’s arms.”

“He is not here. He deserted you.”

“I don’t believe that. He'll protect me.”

“Foolish girl. Do you not know men tell us that to take
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advantage of us. All they want is to get into our bodies. Use
us, then discard us like empty shells.”

“Did a man use you like that?”

Her answer was a slap in the face. “Men are weak. They
think only with their penises. Women are strong. We rule in
Ashraf and we will punish America.”

“How do you expect to do that?”

“With your assistance.”

“...1m sure as hell not gonna help you hurt my
people . . ”

“Your people are now Muslims, Nikki. You will provide
me with the rest of Tedescu’s prophecies. It is essential to
our survival.”

“..dropdead . .

Another slap. And another. And a third.

“. . . haven't you figured out that pain doesn’t bother me,
bitch? hit all you want. i won't feel a thing . . .”

She watched Fatima reach into her bag and take out a
syringe. Was that it? Get her so drugged, so addicted she'd
do anything they asked to get more dope.

“Don’t stick that needle into me!”.

“It will calm you. Help you sleep.”

She started up from the floor, but Fatima straddled her
and plunged the hypo into her arm.

“Can’t move! Can'’t breathe!”

“If you calm down, you will feel better.”

“Why are you doing this to me?”

“To help you, of course. I am your friend. Now, you will
relax. Feel light and airy. You are drifting into a twilight
sleep. When you awaken, you will feel better. Very happy.
And you will praise Allah for allowing you to become one of
us. You will be a beautiful martyr in heaven with the angels,
Raven.”
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“I can’t be one of the seventy-two virgins anymore.”
Another slap, and she was out of her body again.
. . why is this weird-looking woman in military uniform

slapping me? is this another horror movie . . . ?
“Raven, listen to me.”
“ .. whothehellare you . . .?7”

“Your teacher in Islam.”
“. . . teacher? if eyes could kill. i’"d be ready for

embalming . . .V
“Calm down. I do not intend to harm you.”
“ . .thenwhat . .. 7"

“You heard Raven recite the three quatrains in the infir-
mary. I need you to tell me the first and third.”

“ .. why...?

“So we can warn the United States. It is urgent.”

“. . .idon't believe you . . .”

“Think of fife.”

“. . . doesn’t bother me. you have me confused with my py-
rophobic sister . . .”

“Think of standing on a high mountain.”

“. . . idon’t do mountain climbing . . .

Another slap made her face sting.

Then, outside herself, “Bitch! Why'd you do that?”

“You are trying my patience.”

Who is that wrapped in a blanket? Burning in the fires of
purgatory! Screaming in a padded cell? “Stop it! I'll do any-
thing you say. What do you want?”

“Names of the targets in three cities are hidden behind
your fear of fire. Recite them and I will stop.”

“Daddy says open only with the key. Who has the key?”

“Your clever father used a posthypnotic command.”

“What's that?”

“Never mind. If you don’t help us solve the prophecies,
you are no longer of use to us.”

b
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“Thank God!”

“You mean Allah. You converted to Islam.”

“Pm changing my mind.”

“In that case, any Muslim anywhere in the world is re-
quired to fulfill the fatwa.”

“What's that?”

“For you, first rape. Then, beheading.”

She forced herself not to show her trembling. Sure, there
were times she'd planned suicide. Usually something pain-
less, like an overdose of sleeping pills. Scratching and cut-
ting herself made her feel alive. But the thought of a sword
splitting her head made her want to gag.

She swallowed the choking as Fatima headed for the door.
What the hell, one last shot. “Hey, after all those years of
forced chastity, sure you wouldn’t rather take my place with
the guys? You could say it wasn’t your fault you were raped.
Oh, 1 forgot. Militant Muslims consider a raped woman an
adulteress and stone them before they bury them alive.”

“You are amusing, Raven. But this will be your last stage
performance.” As Fatima shut the door, the room went dark
again. She heard the outside lock click shut.

Waiting to be raped and have her head cut off, she curled
up alongside her twin in their mother’s womb.



CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN

Athens

Dugan heard the banging. Not on Tia’s door but on his own
next door. He glanced at the clock. 6:00 a.m.

“Someone is looking for you,” she whispered.

He jumped out of bed and pulled the curtain aside. A
police car in the street.

A voice from the corridor called out, “Mr. Diodorus! You
are wanted in headquarters!”

“They’re probably from my father,” she said. “You'd better
get out of here.”

“How?”

She pointed to the window.

“From the third floor?”

“Remember my father’s warning.”

He pulled on his briefs, opened the window and stepped
onto the ledge. Crumbling brick. He clung to the wall. Don’t
look down. If he fell three flights, would it kill him? Even if he
didn’t land on his head, there'd be lots of broken bones. Side-
stepping carefully, he reached the ledge outside his room.

“Spiros Diodorus, you must to come with us!”

He made it through his window. “Just a minute. Let me put
something on.” He grabbed his robe and cracked the door
open. “What'’s this about?”



The Asylum Prophecies 201

An elderly officer said, “Sorry to disturb, but you are
needed urgent at headquarters.”

“So early?”

“Many arrived in Athens before dawn for conference.
Captain Eliade requires your attendance.”

At least the officer would report he'd been awakened in
his own room. He slipped into his shirt and tugged on his
trousers. “Have to brush my teeth. And I'll need a coffee.”

The officer thought a moment, then nodded. “Brush
quick. I have thermos in patrol car.”

He drank it black during the ride to headquarters, grateful
it was strong. Over the rim of the plastic cup, he glimpsed
schoolchildren with their backpacks, newsstand workers
putting out the morning papers, café owners rolling down
awnings against the morning sun. An ordinary, peaceful
morning in Athens.

His escort led him through the station to the far end of
the staff room. An armed guard opened it and ushered him
in. He hadn’t expected what he saw. A mahogany confer-
ence table with Captain Hector Eliade at the far end.
Seated around the table were half a dozen men in civilian
clothes. ,

“Good morning, Mr. Spiros Diodorus.” Eliade pointed at
an empty chair. “These men have traveled a long way to—
as you say in America—pick your brain.”

No one in uniform. He suspected some were Pentagon
officers in mufti. Others, probably from the State Depart-
ment. If they weren’t actually members of the joint counter-
terrorism task force, they were surrogates assigned to report
on what he had to tell them.

A young, deeply tanned man scowled at him. He noticed
the tan ended in a line on his forehead, so he likely wore an
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