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CHAPTER ONE 

The unmarked car, no lights, no sirens, joined the rush hour traffic gathering 

along Lexington Avenue. Alone in the back seat, Jimmy tossed his notes up front and 

turned sideways for a better look. He knew he shouldn’t stop –his promotion interview at 

One Police Plaza was a half hour away and this is exactly how he got jammed up the last 

time. 

 He slid across the back seat, closer to the passenger side window. Only 39 years 

old but nearing his twentieth year with the NYPD, Jimmy was never good at making 

these kinds of decisions. He let his instincts guide him. And his instincts as a street cop 

were never wrong –ever, but they often ran contrary to his political survival. And in that 

arena, he had no instincts. He had tried to learn; he listened to his father and even got a 

formal education at John Jay College, attending day and night for ten years but the street 

called louder at moments like this. 

 The light at Eighty-Sixth Street turned green and the unmarked again began to 

crawl forward. The scrum of commuters that just came up out of the subway and onto the 

sidewalk actually outpaced the car as they approached the corner. Jimmy slid his hand 

onto the door handle and studied his subject. He watched with the eyes of a man who had 

been on patrol his whole life. As a child with an absentee, then-drunken father living in a 

rotten neighborhood, he learned to spot the ones with bad on their minds.  

 The group of commuters reached the corner and sifted off in different directions –

now he was convinced of what he saw. But still, the thought of pissing off the Police 
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Commissioner lingered. His resurrection was nearly complete.  After some of the wild 

shit he’d pulled over the years, today he would be interviewed for a high-level counter 

terrorism job. And, as he’d been told numerous times, he should consider himself lucky 

to even have made Captain three years ago. But Jimmy just couldn’t drive by possible 

bad guys. Even his father, sober these last thirty years and a respected, retired Captain 

himself told him he should learn when to put the blinders on. Jimmy smirked 

remembering his answer to that; I don’t own a set, sorry.  

It made him think of his first interaction with the police when he was eight years 

old. He’d never forget the fear that shot straight into his heart through his mother’s hand 

as they were being mugged. And then a moment later when a big man in a blue uniform 

turned the corner and those muggers ran off, the injection of relief at the sight of this 

hero. But the muggers only ran across to the other side of The Concourse. They saw the 

cop wasn’t chasing them. They stopped and taunted. Then came that lazy shrug. ‘Look, it 

was a bad neighborhood; there were worse things going on, blah, blah.’ Jimmy would 

never forget that taunting, or the fear or his own anger. But mostly, he never forgot that 

lazy shrug.  

 Without taking his eyes off the street he reached around the front seat and tapped 

his driver on the shoulder; “Frankie, make a left.” All thoughts of career and promotion 

had fled. 

One hour earlier 

           From the inside, Ibrahim unlocked the two deadbolts on the apartment door but 

didn’t open it. He turned back and gently placed his hand on the young man’s shoulder. 

He wanted to look Masul in the eye one last time and say good-bye. After these months 
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of living together, Ibrahim fell into the trap of seeing the humanity in these young men. 

Ibrahim himself was only thirty-three years old and the five Fedayeen in his charge were 

just ten to fifteen years younger. But their hearts and minds were far less developed. 

 Ibrahim firmed his grip on Masul’s shoulder and peered into the eyes of his 

charge. Nothing there. Ibrahim frowned grimly and opened the door of apartment 3C. He 

tossled the youngsters hair and watched him turn out into the hallway.  

Ibrahim closed the door behind the suicide bomber. It would only take a few 

minutes for the Fedayeen to go upstairs to apartment 4C and have his bomb vest filled 

with explosives. The detonators were already set. Ibrahim figured he may as well wait 

here by the door rather than go back into the living room and deal with the two escorts. 

His four remaining Fedayeen were asleep in the back bedrooms. No sense in waking 

those young men, their time would come soon enough.  

He leaned his forehead against the door and closed his eyes to hear better. He 

would miss young Masul’s docile spirit. Shame. Ibrahim could hear the two escort 

soldiers chatting quietly behind him in the living room, waiting. The two vicious killers 

had arrived during the night at different times.  

 The sharp click of a lock opening in the hall made Ibrahim’s heart jump. He 

pulled his head off the door and looked out through the peephole. Then he relaxed. The 

old woman across the hall in apartment 3B was going out for groceries again. He watched 

her struggle to the stairs, pulling her empty cart behind her. She would peruse the shops 

of their Brooklyn neighborhood and be back in one hour, she always was, and that cart 

would be full of provisions. America. Ibrahim had been casually hailed by her and other 
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residents of the building at the local markets. Since he remained clean-shaven and polite, 

none had given him more than a passing salutation. His status remained safe. 

Ibrahim closed the peephole and leaned his forehead back against the door. He 

was tired. He realized his motivation was slipping too. His once burning desire to murder 

the enemy glowed less brightly now. When he joined Fateh in his native Afghanistan, 

that twelve-year-old Ibrahim wanted nothing more than to fight and kill Americans. That 

young boy watched his aunt and uncle who raised him die a violent and horrible death 

during an American air strike. He and his cousins, Jaouni and Leila, who lost their 

parents in that strike, then went in to training together. Jaouni and Leila tested high on the 

academic assessments and so were sent to Iran to become educated. Ibrahim had only 

spoken to Leila since but he and Jaouni each managed conjoining cells in the network 

and saw each other often. 

He sensed a few beads of sweat forming at his hairline. He lifted his forehead off 

the door and wiped it with the back of his forearm. He stood up straight and confirmed 

for himself that his devotion to Islam had not wavered. However, the more he read the 

Koran lately, the more confusing it all became. 

 He stuffed his hands down into his jeans pockets and leaned his shoulder on the 

door. He consoled himself with the thought that once he completed his part in launching 

today’s mission, there were only four more Fedayeen left for him to take care of. He 

sighed. In three days their escorts too would arrive. And then it would be finished. He 

held onto the promise that if he completed this current mission with no mistakes he 

would be allowed to go and live a private and productive life anywhere he wished. Three 

more days. 
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Finally, footsteps descended the stairs from above. Masul was returning from the 

armory apartment. Ibrahim turned back to the living room and signaled for the escort 

team to come forward. He glanced down at the sneakers of the first escort. Though 

shorter than most, the man stepped up to Ibrahim, squatted and jumped nearly to the 

ceiling to show his physical ability to run. Then he squatted again and tugged on his laces 

to show that his sneakers were properly tied.  

The second escort was taller. He smoothed his hands over the front of his 

windbreaker to show no visible bulge. Then he smiled at Ibrahim and lifted the front of 

his jacket. A large, semi-automatic handgun sat neatly tucked inside his slim waistband. 

Ibrahim nodded only with his eyelids and turned to the door. 

They were ready. Ibrahim opened the door and the runner, followed by the 

fighter, went out into the third floor hallway. Ibrahim watched as each escort patted his 

young fedayeen on the back. He observed them engage in their training and go single file 

down the stairs with the runner in the lead, followed by the glass-eyed bomber and the 

keen fighter disappearing last from the landing. 

Ibrahim stepped back inside the apartment and closed the door. It was quiet 

beyond a soft snore coming from the back bedroom. Ibrahim thought he would go into 

the living room and watch some American television, take his mind off things. But 

instead he just stood there in the hallway, leaning on the door. He couldn’t get his mind 

away from all the innocent people that were about to die. Except, of course, for the target 

himself, he was not innocent, but many others would die too. Ibrahim continued standing 

alone in the quiet hallway and a shiver ran down his spine. 
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CHAPTER TWO 

In the bustle of commuters Jimmy noticed some condescending frowns attempting 

a cover of patience with their slower counterparts. Then he noticed that all those New 

York scowls had the same targets.  

 That group of three morphing through the crowd were slowing everyone down 

and pretending not to be together. They stole glances at one other, ensuring they moved 

in the same direction –all Arabs. Jimmy watched the disconnected group make their way 

to the corner of Eighty-Sixth Street. One of them looked like ‘special needs’ or 

something. Interesting trio. Jimmy almost forgot he was in uniform and had to back away 

a little from the car window. 

 “Go ahead Frank, make the left in front of these pedestrians.” 

 Jimmy saw his driver, Detective Frank Ramirez, look up at him in the rear view 

mirror; “No problem Captain but, don’t you have some place to be?” 

“Yeah well,” Jimmy glanced back out the side window. “We have to check these 

guys out –might be nothing but, let’s at least talk to them.” Jimmy looked out the front 

windshield, then back at the three. They seemed to be crossing south also, same as the 

car, but with a left, east angle.  

 “Go ahead, make the left.” Jimmy watched the stream of pedestrians clear the 

crosswalk as Ramirez waited to turn. The timing looked to be just about right. Sure 

enough, Jimmy got a good look as the trio passed right in front of the car. Jimmy checked 

Ramirez’ eyes in the mirror.  
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 “You see what I see?” 

 The trio continued to satellite each other and angled for the bus stop on Eighty-

Sixth Street. One of them, the one with the windbreaker, looked over his shoulder and 

directly into the car. Ramirez looked away and mumbled. “I don’t know you, you don’t 

know me –yeah,” Frankie said, “they’re up to something.” 

 “Pull in the bus stop.” 

Ramirez weaved the unmarked through the remaining strands of pedestrians and 

pulled ahead to the curb in the open bus stop. He threw the car in park. “Okay, how do 

you want to play it?” 

“I like it head on.” Jimmy pushed open the passenger side door. 

 “Yeah,” Ramirez pushed open his door. “You always do.” 

 Jimmy got out and stepped onto the curb. He found himself at the front of a line 

of passengers waiting for the next cross-town bus. The queue lined the curb back toward 

the corner of Lexington and Jimmy noticed two of his three new friends tail off together 

around the back of the line and onto the sidewalk.  

 The shortest of the three, a wiry little fella, broke away from the other two and 

walked along the curb line right toward Jimmy. 

 Jimmy stood fast. Through the crowd of commuters, he kept the other two in his 

peripheral vision and addressed the little one; “What’s up there cool guy?” 

 “What?” the man stopped about four feet from Jimmy and threw his arms up. 

“You want something from me?” the man said in decent but heavily accented English, 

“what’s the problem, Officer?” 
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 Jimmy didn’t advance toward him. With Ramirez closing in behind the little guy 

from around the radio car, Jimmy kept his radar on the other two who advanced almost 

parallel to him now. They were in single file close to the building line; the spacey looking 

one in front, ‘eagle eyes’ in the windbreaker bringing up the rear. Jimmy turned back to 

the loudmouth at the curb. He called to Ramirez. “Talk to this guy Frank, I’ll be right 

back.”  

 Jimmy slid sideways to his left and was about to cut the other two off when eagle 

eyes pulled on the shoulder of his cohort from behind and turned him around. For the 

second it took the space cadet to respond and walk in the other direction Mister 

Windbreaker stood perfectly still and stared hard at Jimmy.  

 Jimmy knew a bad guy when he saw one and this guy was the real deal. Jimmy 

took a quick glance down at the man’s waist looking for the telltale bulge of a weapon. 

Seeing none, he closed the distance.  

 Just then the little loudmouth from the curb broke away from Ramirez and ran, 

screaming, right at Jimmy.  

 Like a fighter pilot watching out all windows Jimmy angled himself to keep both 

parties in sight. The little scrapper sprinted directly at him and Jimmy raised his right fist, 

ready to ram it down into the crazed little man. At the last second, the runner reversed 

and lunged back toward the curb. He ran to the unmarked, whipped opened the front 

door, dove across the seat and within moments pulled the gear shifter down and was 

screeching out into Eighty-Sixth Street traffic. 

Ramirez ran out into the street behind the car. Jimmy could see two things in 

Frankie’s eyes, one; the department didn’t care how hectic the situation; you lost a car, 
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that was your ass. And the other, Frankie thought he could catch up to the radio car 

before it broke through the traffic at the next intersection.  

Then Jimmy remembered his other two friends and turned to see them hustling 

back toward Lexington Avenue. A bus approached. Jimmy turned back to Ramirez and 

just before he lost sight of him he yelled;  

 “Leave it Frank, come with me.” The bus suddenly filled the space between them. 

Jimmy spun off after the other two who were now down by the end of the line. Jimmy ran 

toward them. Windbreaker turned around and again pulled the other guy with him.  

It looked to Jimmy like the tough guy would use his pal as a shield but he instead 

pushed the kid into the crowd of passengers and shouted something to him in a foreign 

language that Jimmy didn’t understand.  

Jimmy went right past the strange one and up to the windbreaker. Almost within 

arms reach Jimmy was surprised when the guy lifted the front of his jacket and pulled out 

a handgun. Jimmy couldn’t believe he had missed that bulge. Now he was faced with one 

of those moments; should he back up and draw his own gun or close in and try and take 

this guys’ gun away from him.  

Again, no decision, just instinct. Jimmy jumped at the guy and grabbed his gun 

hand just as it came up toward him. Jimmy wrapped both his hands around the gun and 

tried to wrest it away. Didn’t work. Windbreaker was stronger than he looked.  

Jimmy gripped the gun with both hands as hard as he could and tried to twist the 

barrel toward the man. Jimmy felt a little panic when he realized that the guy had only 

been using one hand to this point. Windbreaker brought his other hand into the mix now 

on top of Jimmy’s two hands. Eight the old horse.  
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Still holding onto the gun, Jimmy burst forward and drove his shoulder into the 

man’s chest but it was like hitting a fucking wall. Jimmy took a half step back and 

concentrated all his energy on twisting the gun out of the guy’s hand. They stood there, 

arms length apart, and wrestled for their lives. Jimmy felt he was losing. The twisting 

mash of hands and steel turned in toward Jimmy.  

The man stopped trying to pull away. Instead he stepped in towards Jimmy. He 

pushed the gun in hard at him. Then he suddenly jerked the gun back toward himself. It 

broke free.  

The man lowered the barrel and Jimmy heard the loudest goddamn gunshot his 

ears ever endured. The accompanying flash of light nearly blinded him but he kept his 

focus and watched the right side of Mister Windbreaker’s head blow off onto the 

sidewalk.  

Jimmy dropped to one knee and caught his breath. Looking up from under his 

brow he said, “Thanks Frank.” 

 “No problem boss.” Detective Frank Ramirez smiled at Jimmy and holstered his 

weapon. “I guess it was my turn to watch you today.”  

 Jimmy exhaled an exhausted laugh and stood. “Yeah? So where’d you park the 

car?”  

 Frankie tilted his head and deadpanned.  

 Then Jimmy turned quickly to the bus, “Where’s the other guy? There were three 

of them.” Jimmy looked around and saw the effect of the gunshot on the crowd. The New 

Yorkers picked their spots and went for cover. Some tried to push their way onto the 

steps of the bus.   
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 Jimmy and Frank walked around to the front of the bus. Frank scanned the 

sidewalk and transmitted on the radio, calling for back up and giving directions on the 

stolen police car.  

 Together they backed out into the street and Jimmy made wide waves at the bus 

driver, signaling him not to pull out.  

 Before the sound came, Jimmy flinched. It seemed that the back of the bus just 

lifted off the ground by itself. Then Jimmy’s eyes flashed blind for a second and his ears 

seemed to explode inside his head. The percussion lifted him off his feet and tossed him 

back on the asphalt a good five feet. 

 Jimmy landed on his butt with his legs flat out in front of him and his palms on 

the ground on either side. The explosion from inside the back of the bus actually lifted 

the rear of the twenty-five thousand pound vehicle about ten feet in the air. The nose of 

the bus hardly moved and so for a moment it looked like a wingless plane crashing into 

the street in front of him.  

 The burst of light, the percussion and the incredible sound put him on the verge of 

shock. He had been here before. He felt his senses drawing back to within. All his 

outward abilities; sight, hearing, even touch began to recede rapidly into his core. It was 

like his mind pulling its hand away from an open flame.  

 All he had control over at the moment were his thoughts.  He first tried to focus 

his vision. The large windshield of the bus was gone and the driver was draped out over 

the front of the bus dead. Jimmy blinked and dragged his legs up underneath himself. He 

tried to stand.  
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 A sudden stillness hung in the air. In the abrupt silence he glided toward the bus, 

his eardrums swollen shut. Slowly his senses crept back to the fore. The reality before 

him demanded he not succumb to the peace of shock. He had work to do. 

 He floated toward the sidewalk and the moans began. They always started low at 

first and built slowly into screams. Then, like a deadly gas permeating the air, chaos 

always came next. ‘Chaos, the enemy, musn’t let that take hold.’ He came to completely. 

Faces began appearing in shattered shop doorways. Curious, frightened groups 

formed at either end of the street. Sirens. He turned to look for Ramirez. The detective 

wandered on the sidewalk, his mind not having fully returned.  

 “Frank.” 

 Ramirez hesitated and then turned to Jimmy as if awakened from a dream; 

“Captain?” The detective stood straight, “Sir, what… what do we-” 

 “Give me your radio detective.” Jimmy held his hand out and spoke as he would 

to a man threatening to jump from a ledge. Shock was a dangerous condition, even for an 

experienced professional. You had to take people out of it gently. Jimmy took command 

of the radio and began directing the responding resources of the NYPD. 

The crowd thickened. Jimmy spoke again into the radio; “Central, I need the Task 

Force up here for crowd control –forthwith please.” 

 “Affirmative Captain, Task Force enroute.” The dispatcher responded, “Captain 

do you want a Level Four Mobilization at your location?” 

 “Negative Central, Level Three will be sufficient for now, leave the outer borough 

cars at home.” 
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 “Car Three to central.” The radio squawked. “Level Four. Repeat, Level Four 

Mobilization. –Mobilization Point is Eighty-Sixth Street and Lexington Avenue. Be 

advised, I am in command of the situation. Chief of Department Gates, Over.” 

 Jimmy sneered at the radio as if it had malfunctioned. Chief Gates, you asshole. 

You just made a major assessment without a conferral. A Level Four wasn’t a terrible 

idea but you never make a call like that without speaking to the commander at the scene. 

Jimmy decided to wait till Gates arrived to discuss it but for now, the mobilization point 

had to change. He couldn’t have a couple of hundred cops swarm directly in on the focal 

point looking for an assignment. That would only add to the chaos. The mobilization 

point had to be remote. 

 “Borough Captain to central.” 

 “Borough Captain, go.” 

 “Central, inform the Chief that we’ve got a very large crime scene at Eighty-Sixth 

and Lex. We need to move the mobilization point over to Third Avenue.” Jimmy held out 

the radio and waited for the Chief’s reply.  

 “Car Three to central.” 

 “Go Chief.” 

 “Central, have the captain stay off the air. I’ll be 10-84 in two minutes, will 

advise.” 

 “Captain read direct central.” Jimmy shook his head and slipped the radio into his 

back pocket. He turned to the few local sector cars that had already arrived. He directed 

them to escort the injured around the corner and get a roll of yellow crime scene tape 

from their car. The department issued cell phone on Jimmy’s gunbelt rang. 
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 “Captain Gallagher.” 

 “Captain, this is Detective Golden, Operations Unit. Standby for the Police 

Commissioner.” 

 Jimmy raised his eyebrows and turned in a complete circle with the phone to his 

ear. He quickly surveyed the bigger picture. His head pounded. That wonderful stillness 

that transitioned him from shock to operational was gone now. A furious flurry of activity 

replaced it. Too much action with not enough direction. He needed help, lots of help.  

 “Jimmy, what do we have up there?” The Police Commissioner came on the line. 

Jimmy had enormous respect for Bill Pratt. Jimmy knew him as a man that had done just 

about every street job in the NYPD on his way up the ranks, and did them well. Unlike 

Gates who, Jimmy knew, spent his career in every office in One Police Plaza. Also, Pratt 

had, at one time, been partners with Jimmy’s father, Joseph Gallagher. 

 “Boss, it’s bad. We have at least twenty or so dead and many more injured, some 

seriously. But, it’s contained. The affected area appears to not go beyond Eight-Six and 

Lex.” 

 “I see we have a Level Four going up there?” 

 “I didn’t call that boss. I called a Level Three. I think we should leave the outer 

borough cars at home. What if Yankee Stadium or Coney Island is next?” 

 “Good call Jimmy. But it’s the day tour; we’ve got massive amounts of people in 

the outer boroughs. A Level Four won’t hurt but I do like your assessment. Who called it 

anyway? Let me speak to him, hand him the phone.” 

 “Uh, Chief Gates isn’t here yet sir.” 
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 There was silence on the line. Jimmy knew that, on his way up the ranks, Pratt 

actually authored the disorder control guidelines that said not to change a Mobilization 

Level without a personal observation. The phone stayed quiet for another second. If the 

Police Commissioner was going to berate the Chief of Department, he wouldn’t do it 

through the Borough Captain –Pratt was above that. 

 “Tell Gates to call me on my cell when he arrives.” Pratt grunted, “I’m leaving 

headquarters now. I’ll be there in a few minutes.” 

 “Yes sir.” The line went dead. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 




