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Part I - Arrowheads 



Prologue 
 
He stood in front of the mirror, unsure he really wanted to remove the bandages. 
His plastic surgeon had said there wouldn’t be any scarring, had promised him 

that the incisions on his face would heal quickly, that the stitches would come out on 
their own. 

But still, the surgery hadn’t taken place under the most ideal conditions and, 
although his doctor had an unparalleled reputation, he knew she might have been 
distracted by everything else that was going on.  

He wondered what lay beneath the bandages, beneath the stitches. 
A new face.  
A new future. 
He took a deep breath, reached up, and unfastened the end of one of the bandages 

that wound around his head. 
The surgery had been aggressive and it wasn’t the way he would have preferred 

going about this, any of this. Everything was rushed and it made him a little uneasy with 
the thought of seeing what he would look like for the rest of his life. 

Slowly, carefully, he began to unwrap the bandage. 
His surgeon had told him to wait three to five days. 
It had been two. 
Though he was relatively self-possessed in many areas of his life, he was anxious 

about this. There was so much to do before August and he wouldn’t be able to do any of 
it if the surgery wasn’t successful. 

As he unraveled the bandage he saw that it was tainted with dots of dried blood.  
Unraveled. That’s a good way to put it.  
Everything that was true of your life just over a year ago has unraveled. 
The last few bandages were placed over the incisions and stitches. 
Somewhat hesitantly, he peeled them off, until he was looking at his new face, 

revealed. 
It was the strangest sensation, staring into a mirror and seeing the face of a 

stranger you knew to be yourself. 
After depositing the bandages in the trash can beside the sink, he studied his 

reflection. 
Revealed. 
Yes, his face was swollen and misshapen, but even with all that, he could tell the 

difference. 
His plastic surgeon really had done an amazing job, especially considering how 

much stress she’d been under when she performed the surgery. 
He had the same bone structure, yes, of course, certainly, the same general 

characteristics, but there were enough subtle differences to make it appear that he was 
someone else entirely. 

“We are all strangers to ourselves,” he remembered hearing one time, “when the 
masks fall away.” 

Well, had the masks really fallen away, or was this just another one for him to 
wear? 

Either way, he was emerging, unfolding, like a butterfly flexing its wings for the 



first time. 
Some people seek out surgery like this to hide the signs of aging. Others need it to 

recover from a life-altering accident. Still others, so they can start over, start fresh.  
That was him. 
A second chance to get things right. 
After all that’d happened in the past year, after all the publicity—which, truthfully, 

still hadn’t quieted down—after all that, well, it would be much easier if there was a way 
to go online and pull up the information that was out there and press “delete.” 

But it doesn’t work that way with the Internet.  
In cyberspace there’s no way to erase your past. 
He ran a finger along his jawline and then over the ridge of one of the incisions. 
So you have to erase yourself. 
A few follow-up appointments with his plastic surgeon would probably be a good 

idea, but the logistics made that difficult and he expected that he would only be seeing 
her one last time. 

He would ask her about the best post-op care, make sure he knew how to avoid 
infection, and then be on his way. 

Touching the mirror, he traced the outline of his face on the cool glass. 
Here is where you are now. Here. 
Now. 
Erased. 
And revealed.  
His wife had divorced him last summer. 
He had lost all of his friends during the trial. 
Yes, it was time to make a break with the past. 
But first, a visit to his surgeon. 
Turning off the bathroom light, he headed for the basement, where he’d kept her 

since the surgery. 
Both her and her boy. 
When he opened the door at the top of the steps he could hear the child crying. 
He decided he would take care of him first, that way the boy wouldn’t be 

frightened when he saw what was happening to his mother. 
Unpocketing the blade he would be using, he flicked it out, closed the door behind 

him and descended the stairs. 
To write the first chapter of his new life. 
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Eight weeks later 
 
Monday, July 29 
Tarry Lawnmower Supply 
42 Wayside Road 
Dale City, Virginia 
8:54 a.m. 
 
Lawnmower posters decorated the walls. Toy riding lawnmowers sat on the 

receptionist’s desk beside the out-of-date computer, inkjet printer and an inbox 
overflowing with receipts, orders and invoices. 

The receptionist was armed. 
We knew that. 
And she was a good shot. 
We knew that too. 
After all, the purpose of this building was not to supply and distribute 

lawnmowers, but you wouldn’t know that from studying its website or from entering the 
front lobby. 

You wouldn’t even know it from watching the semis arrive and leave from the 
building’s loading dock out back as they made deliveries or “picked up orders.” 

The trucks were driven by undercover agents. We didn’t even leave something 
like that to a private security firm. 

No. 
Not here. 
All a necessary illusion. 
Even though the receptionist knew us, Ralph and I were aware that she would be 

asking for our creds, so we held them out as we approached her desk. 
I scratched at my ribcage. Because of a shooting at DEA headquarters earlier this 

week, everyone here today—including Ralph and me—was wearing body armor. Light, 
not heavy-duty, but still a little uncomfortable. 

The agent who’d been shot was alright, but it’d put everyone on high alert. 
Having to wear one of these to work was an annoyance, but for those of us in the 
business, it was more common than most people think. In keeping with the secrecy of this 
place we normally didn’t wear them over our shirts, but I had a light rain jacket on today 
so I had my vest over my shirt.  

“Good morning, Debra.” I saw the framed picture of her nine-year-old daughter, 
Allie, beside the inbox. “How’s that little girl of yours?” 

“Mischievous. Playful.” She carefully studied my credentials, but seemed a little 
distracted, agitated. “Always into something—you know how it is.” 

Actually, I knew almost nothing about bringing up girls, at least not from personal 
experience. Though I did have an eighteen-year-old daughter, I hadn’t raised her.  

Tessa’s mother and I had married three years ago, and her dad had never been in 
the picture. Then, less than six months after our wedding, Christie died of breast cancer, 
and Tessa and I started the long, arduous task of trying to recover together, trying to re-



form a family with just the two of us. 
For a long time it hadn’t gone very well. Now, however, things were finally on 

the right track. I was remarried, and it seemed like those days of watching my late wife 
die were in another lifetime. 

I was still caught up in my thoughts about my family when Debra handed back 
my creds. While I waited for her to finish with Ralph’s, I glanced out the window. Rain 
drizzled beyond the bulletproof glass, providing a welcome respite from the northern 
Virginia heatwave we’d been experiencing. 

Ralph drained the last of his forty-four ounce gas station cup of Mountain Dew. I 
had coffee with me from home, where he’d picked me up.  

Guatemalan Antigua. 
Never trust gas station java. You can’t even trust most coffee shops if you truly 

enjoy a cup of good coffee. I’d roasted these beans over the weekend. Normally I would 
have downed it in the car, but today I’d been waiting to savor it.  

Now, I tasted some. 
Yes.  
Excellent.  
Although . . . Thinking about it . . . I might have gotten by without grinding the 

beans quite so fine. 
Special Agent Debra Guirret finished and, satisfied, waved us over to a door 

behind her desk. Ralph flipped down the numbered keypad beside it, punched in the entry 
code, and then we passed through the security checkpoint and started toward the elevator 
bay. 

Debra had been working the front desk here at the headquarters for the Bureau’s 
National Center for the Analysis of Violent Crime, or NCAVC, for the last six months, 
ever since moving to the area from Baltimore after her divorce. 

This building contained the offices of the FBI’s profilers and housed the archives 
for ViCAP, the Violent Criminal Apprehension Program, which was the world’s largest 
repository of investigative material on solved and unsolved homicides, sexual assaults 
and missing persons cases.  

Needless to say, this was not a place whose location we wanted to announce—
thus, the lawnmower distribution center facade here in this isolated industrial district near 
Quantico. 

Despite what might appear on the news, and despite the fumbling attempts of the 
NSA to keep whistleblowers’ revelations about their hacking attempts and covert 
surveillance programs under wraps, when the Bureau sets out to keep a secret, it does a 
surprisingly good job. 

Admittedly, Director Wellington took a bit of pride in that—although we’ll see 
how things moved on from here since she recently announced that she would be leaving 
the Bureau in the fall to start her campaign for Virginia’s First District congressional seat. 

Ralph and I walked side by side down the hall, my friend’s hulking frame filling 
the space beside me. Even though I was a little taller than he was, he probably had me by 
fifty pounds. Solid muscle. Before joining the Bureau, Ralph had served a stint as an 
Army Ranger and before that he’d been a high school All-American wrestler. Not a guy 
you’d want to mess with. 

Glad he was on our side. 



We arrived at the elevators. 
“So.” I pressed the up button. “It’s what, five days, now?” 
“Six and counting. She was way early with Tony—course that was twelve years 

ago. So who knows. She’s all into this natural childbirth deal—doesn’t want to be 
induced, any of that. And so, we wait.” He sighed and rubbed his hand across his shaved 
head. “I’m getting too old for this.” 

“You’re only forty-one, my friend.” 
He grunted in vague acknowledgment. “Just wait ’til you hit forty.” 
I still had three years to look forward to that milestone. 
The elevator doors opened and we entered. 
“You still thinking ‘Shanelle’?” I asked him.  
“Brin’s going back and forth between that and Tryphena.” 
“Tryphena?” 
“It’s Greek. Means ‘delicate.’ Brin came across it the other day somewhere in the 

Bible, thought it was pretty.” 
“It is. It’s nice.” 
“It’s growing on me.” 
As the NCAVC director, he had an office on the third floor. He punched the “3” 

button and the doors closed.  
I had a work space set up just down the hall from his office, but my actual office 

was at the FBI Academy where I taught environmental criminology and geospatial 
investigation, trying my best not to undermine the material taught in the other classes 
where the instructors covered the importance of searching for means, motive and 
opportunity, none of which I was a big fan of. 

Or the focus on DNA—which recent studies have shown could be faked with a 
little know-how and ingenuity, not to mention the existence of multiple genomes in the 
same person, which, as it turns out, is much more common than we used to think.  

Or profiling—and that always promised a spirited conversation when I brought it 
up with my wife of two months, who was one of the Bureau’s top profilers. 

The elevator doors parted, and we found our way to Ralph’s office at the end of 
the hall. 

He had his own unique, personalized “filing system” and his desk contained 
countless stacks of papers strewn in an array of meticulously organized clutter. Ever since 
being appointed to this position a year ago, he’d shown an astonishing ability to find 
anything he needed when he needed it, a chore that might have taken someone else hours. 
“Added security,” he told me once with a hint of pride, “and it doesn’t cost the Bureau a 
dime.” 

Added security.  
I liked that.  
Maybe I could use that line to explain the condition of my side of the bedroom 

closet at home. 
A photo of Ralph’s family floated across his computer’s screensaver. Brineesha—

his diminutive, pretty, no-nonsense African-American wife and Tony, their twelve-year-
old video game-playing, skateboarder son. Ralph had tried to get him interested in 
wrestling, but Tony preferred soccer, a sport Ralph complained reminded him of France. 

Ralph did not like France. 



He shuffled through the sheaves of paper and retrieved the file on a missing 
person’s case the NCAVC was consulting on.  

I had taken my rain jacket off and was situating myself in the chair facing his desk 
when I received a text from Jerome Cole. 

Jerome was one of the agents responsible for driving the eighteen-wheelers that 
delivered the lawnmowers to the back of the building. His text: he wanted me to meet 
with him in the lobby. 

When I looked up, I saw that Ralph also had his phone out. He glanced my 
direction, then turned his cell’s screen so I could see it. 

“Mine says he wants to meet me in the lobby,” I said.  
“And mine says the loading bay.” 
“Wonder what’s up.”  
He was already on his feet. “Let’s go find out.”  
Maybe it wasn’t strange that Jerome wanted to speak to the NCAVC director in 

the loading bay, but it was odd that he would ask to meet with me in the lobby at the 
same time. 

From here, the stairs were closer than the elevators so we took them down to the 
ground floor. 

Ralph gestured for me to follow him. “We’ll check the loading bay first. It’s on 
the way.” 

When we arrived, five other people were already there, milling around. 
An array of several dozen riding lawnmowers stood parked in neat lines 

throughout the expansive room. 
A semi was backed up to the dock and, from what it looked like, someone had just 

unloaded a mower that sat behind the truck. 
Two more people emerged from the hallway and entered the loading bay. 
“What’s going on?” Ralph didn’t sound angry, but still, his gruff voice rumbled 

off the walls. A couple of the agents mentioned texts they’d gotten. One still had her 
phone out.  

As I walked toward the truck, I was able to glimpse the face of the driver in the 
sideview mirror. Dark glasses. A well-worn ball cap. Hard to tell through the rain, but it 
didn’t look like Jerome. 

“Hey,” I called. “Hang on.”  
No reply. The truck was idling. 
He glanced my way, but only for a second. He didn’t step out of the vehicle, but 

instead reached out with his left hand to adjust the sideview mirror. When he did, I saw 
he was wearing a wedding band. 

Jerome isn’t married.  
Unholstering my weapon I started for the loading dock. “Hey,” I called. “Step out 

of the cab!” 
He shifted into gear and started rolling forward. 
I spun toward the group of profilers and technicians, my attention on that 

lawnmower sitting on the loading dock. 
“Clear the bay,” I shouted. “Now!” 
Looks of confusion.  
“Go!”  



I leapt off the loading dock and started sprinting through the rain toward the truck, 
but I’d only made it seven or eight meters from the building when the explosion ripped 
through the loading bay behind me, the force of the blast sending me hurtling toward an 
SUV parked nearby. 

Impact. 
Then stars. 
And then nothing but black.	  


