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Dedication

T

his book is dedicated to the elite few: the Special Agents of
the United States Army Criminal Investigation Command;
The United States Naval Criminal Investigation Service;
The United States Air Force Office of Special Investigations; The
United States Coast Guard Investigative Service; and the United
States Department of Defense Criminal Investigative Service.
These men and women—past, present, and future—are among
the most trained, diligent, and professional unsung heroes that
strive to protect those that protect our nation.
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entral Illinois feeds the world with the abundant green
fields of corn and beans that are harvested every year. The
fertile soil and flat land perfects the farmers’ strenuous
efforts as they work the land. Seeds sprout and the nutrients
combine with the hot and humid summers to push the crops
toward the sky as they mature. The blistering cold winters kill
the devastating, crop-killing insects as the land freezes well
below the surface. Humans also face the ill-tempered climate as
they settle and raise families. From the city dwellers to the rural
settlers, the people of Illinois are proud of their home, despite the
lousy weather. The people of this densely populated state also
think they are safe from terrorism.
Tom and Gina McGuire moved to Central Illinois after retiring
from a lifetime of defending the country. Happy in this terrorfree land, they raised their children and settled down to enjoy
their remaining days on earth. Criminals, terrorists, and crooked
politicians know no bounds, though, and would once again
thrust the McGuires into the midst of danger.
Bzzzzzzzzzzzzzz. The obnoxiously irritating alarm clock
broke Tom’s peaceful slumber. His arm felt as if it weighed a
thousand pounds as he slowly lifted it into the air. It seemed as if
a cable holding his arm in the air broke when his hand came
crashing down onto the top of the alarm clock, stopping the
annoying buzzing.
The temptation to keep his eyes closed and return to blissful
sleep was about to overtake him when his wife rolled over, giving
him a good morning kiss on the cheek. “Reveille, dear,” she
muttered in her soft, yet reassuring voice. The use of the old
military term was the notice that getting out of bed was not an
option this morning. It was a command. Neither of them knew it
would be the last peaceful morning for a very long time.
Tom raised his torso up, resting on his elbows. With what
seemed to be a tremendous effort, he twisted his body and was
able to sit up with his feet on the cold floor. Sitting there on the
edge of the bed, he looked at his wife, who had yet to force herself
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from her comfortable sleeping position, and said, “I hate that
alarm clock.”
“We’ve had the same conversation every morning for twenty
years, dear. Quit being so cheap and get a new alarm clock,” she
complained as she opened her sleepy eyes and smiled at him.
“We’ve got to get up. The kids will be hungry and we have church
this morning.”
Tom and Gina had been happily married forever. It was not
just an outward appearance; the couple was actually the
quintessential perfect, happy couple. They complemented each
other in all of their efforts. They still held hands wherever they
went. Tom still opened car doors for Gina. Thanks to having
special dates marked on a calendar, he never forgot birthdays or
anniversaries. Married for over forty years, they had been through
more than most couples could even imagine. The adventures,
happy times, and heartbreaks they shared always brought them
closer rather than breaking them up.
As they arose, shaking the grogginess from their sleepy heads,
they both remembered this was a special day. It was Sunday
morning. Christmas was tomorrow, and for the first time in
several years, they had all four of their grown daughters home
for the holidays. This was one Sunday that would bring back
fond memories of when the girls were young, a chance for the
aging couple to relive the past.
They had wisely decided to wear pajamas to bed last night.
Although well past their prime, Tom and Gina were still a
vivacious couple, a fact that did not avail itself to normally
wearing pajamas to bed. With the kids home, they had decided to
forego passion and replace it with discretion. As they sat on the
edge of their bed, trying to force themselves to rise, the door to
their room suddenly burst open and a wild rush of energy came
running in. Their four-year-old granddaughter, Lilly, jumped
onto their bed, laughing. Lilly made sure her grandparents were
awake. Any thoughts of returning to a state of peaceful slumber
vanished as Lilly bounced around, clinging to her favorite doll.
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That morning, in church, Tom and Gina sat and listened as
their daughters, Tammy, Megan, Sarah, and Kelly, all sang with
the choir. The girls had always had a uniquely harmonious
singing ability when together. Gina always believed they had the
voices of angels. Tom knew the girls were his angels. Tom and
Gina grinned as they had their individual memories of listening
to the girls sing together in days gone by. Amazingly, Lilly sat
quietly, listening to the beautiful singing of hymns. Lilly was
nestled between Gina and her father, Kelly’s husband, Scott. A
soft, gentle snow fell outside as Tom and Gina were thoroughly
enjoying this Sunday morning in the old, small Baptist church.
They had their family together again.

e

“Sir, we have confirmation,” the major was saying while
looking up from his computer consol. The general heard the
major, but it was as if a far-off voice was whispering. The shock
of the situation had the stoic and firm old general scared. His
hands were shaking as he read the papers he was holding. He
began to feel a bit faint from the emotions he was feeling. He was
an old combat veteran and war hero. He had been in lifethreatening situations numerous times and had been wounded
in action. But this! This brought out a fear in him that he rarely
felt in his life. It was not a fear for his life or a fear about his
career. It was a fear for the country that he truly loved and had
fought to defend. It was a fear that freedom was being challenged
and other innocent people may die. It was a concern for others
and a fear that he might not be able to stop the devastation.
The old general straightened himself up and took in a deep
breath. This calming technique helped steady his nerves and
allowed him to once again think clearly. Looking around the
room, which was full of bustling activity, the general couldn’t
help but be amazed at the complexity of it all. The Pentagon
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Situation Room was a non-stop whirlwind of activity. Soldiers,
sailors, Marines, airmen, and civilians of all ranks were behind
computer terminals or moving about the room with steadfast
purpose. Displays were on large screens on the walls. Maps were
strewn about tabletops as combat-ready military personnel
devoured the information the maps provided. Activities
worldwide were being monitored and directions were blurted
out to operatives, planes, ships, and various military commanders.
Keeping America safe was far more complex than most could
possibly imagine. It was the round-the-clock, never-ending,
organized chaos that kept vital information flowing.
Slowly, still a little shaky, and with a hint of hesitation, the old
soldier straightened up. He jerked the bottom of his impeccable
uniform jacket before he picked up a secure telephone and
punched in one speed dial number. The rows of ribbons, airborne
wings, and the Combat Infantryman’s Badge fell into place with
the jerking of the uniform jacket. “We have confirmation” was all
he said, and then he replaced the telephone receiver. As the
Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, the general was the senior
military officer in the United States. Every four years the position
changes so that each branch of the military has an opportunity to
command all U.S. military units. Being the Chairman of the Joint
Chiefs of Staff had always been his lifelong goal. This was the
highest position there was in the entire United States military. It
had been over thirty years since he walked out of West Point as a
second lieutenant with the desire to be a general. He had achieved
that goal and was personally very proud of his accomplishments.
Today was different. The sheets of paper he held and knowledge
of what the information on the papers entailed made today very
different and made the old general very somber. Today was the
first and only time in his life that he wished someone else would
have the responsibility that rested on his shoulders.
It was not unusual for him to talk to the secretary of defense
or even the president. The general and the secretary of defense
had been friends before either of them rose to their commanding
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positions. Despite this long friendship and positive working
relationship, that phone call to Charles Janssen, the secretary of
defense, made the old general nervous. He knew the three simple
words he just spoke would have massive implications. The
general sat down in the plush chair next to him and quietly
chuckled to himself. The last time he spoke three words that
made him nervous were the words “I love you.” That situation
worked out exceedingly well and he married the love of his life.
The general hoped and prayed, but didn’t believe that this
situation would also have a positive outcome.
Charles Janssen replaced the telephone receiver and looked
out the window at the blowing snow. “Road trip” was all he said
to his aide that was standing in the corner of the room. The aide
had no idea what was going on, but knew the road trip comment
was a command to get the secretary’s car ready. The aide also
knew something big was happening. Sunday mornings were
usually uneventful in the Pentagon. This morning there was
furious activity with people moving about like bees on a hive. It
was highly unusual for the secretary of defense to work on
Sunday mornings and the secretary was in a grouchy mood.
“Don’t ask questions” was all the aide could think to himself. The
mood the secretary was in and the unusual activity were
indications the aide probably didn’t want to know what was
brewing. The aide also knew this was a day to stay out of sight
and avoid the secretary as much as possible. Secretary of Defense
Charles Janssen was known to have a bad temper and days like
this could result in Janssen releasing his tensions and anger on
anyone that was available.
Janssen made one secure telephone call after the aide left the
office. Janssen gathered his thoughts, put on his coat, and started
for the doorway. He knew the general and other members of the
Joint Chiefs of Staff would meet him in the White House Situation
Room. The president, his chief of staff, the national security
advisor, and other senior government officials would be present.
It was apropos that the gray, snowy morning presented a fitting
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setting for the upcoming meeting. Chaos was about to present
itself to the nation and the world unless the group could come up
with a solution – and fast.
The atmosphere in the White House Situation Room was
explosive. Janssen was on the verge of losing his temper with the
sniveling politicians. Janssen had spent his life in the business
world and still didn’t grasp all of the political backstabbing that
prevailed in the nation’s capitol. Being a rich capitalist, Janssen
was used to having his way. Being bucked by people as whiny as
the politicians irritated him. Janssen and the military had
presented the information disclosing that there was a validated
threat against the national security. The White House Chief of
Staff, David Begstone, the president’s most senior advisor, was
showing little concern for the death and devastation. Begstone
continuously talked about political and economic fallout. The
president sat quietly, listening to the bantering amongst his
advisors. The director of the FBI clearly did not want to involve
his agency in preventing the disaster. His view was that the
information was not solid enough to warrant a pre-emptive
investigation. The director of homeland security agreed with the
director of the FBI but knew he had no choice but to be involved
in the pre-emptive investigation and, if it occurred, the aftermath.
The two directors would agree to give cursory assistance but did
not, as they put it, want to waste assets on an unlikely scenario
and ghost hunt. There were enough ghosts for their agencies to
hunt without throwing assets at Janssen, whom they didn’t trust
not to mention they didn’t think the information was credible.
The national security advisor had assumed his position only a
week earlier and had no idea what he was doing or exactly what
his position was. The national security advisor sat there quietly
and listened. He intently listened but inwardly agreed with the
FBI and Homeland Security that the intelligence Janssen had was
weak.
“Let me reiterate the essential facts,” Janssen announced. He
was arguing the case for a pre-emptive investigation and thought
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he had the full support of all of the members of the Joint Chiefs of
Staff. “We have three separate sources of intelligence that show
within the next two weeks an attack by terrorists will occur on
United States soil. All three sources of information allude to the
likelihood the attack will be nuclear. Yes, we have had information
like this before that was deemed unreliable and, fortunately, was
inaccurate. Let me remind everyone that this is the first time,
ever, and I want to emphasize ever, that we have had three
separate sources of intelligence provide the same information.
Three separate sources of intelligence give credence to this
intelligence information. We also know that there are dirty bombs
or homemade nuclear capable devices. We are all aware there are
missing nuclear warheads from various countries, including our
own. Although difficult to obtain, there are black market nukes
that can be obtained.” With a pause, a slight glance downward
for affect, Janssen again looked around the room and continued,
“We, as a nation, are prime targets for terrorism. We have to take
immediate action to prevent nuclear chaos on our homeland. We
have to save lives.”
Begstone looked Janssen in the eyes. “Charlie, you failed to
mention a few things in your assessment. You didn’t mention
which terrorist group has posed this supposed threat. That would
tend to be a vital part of the equation. You did not mention there
are any indicators of nukes being moved about. You did not
mention a potential target. You did not clarify that you determined
the attack, if, and I emphasize if, it occurs will be in the next two
weeks. You did not mention that having three separate sources of
intelligence from three separate areas of the world is
unprecedented and therefore gives concern for the reliability of
the intelligence. We have sixteen intelligence agencies and only
two were able to provide any of this intelligence. You did not
mention that your plan for pre-emptive measures equates to
invading other countries, including our allies, with operatives
that will have a license to kill and military assets. You did not
mention the political fallout if we send in the operatives and the
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information turns out to be false. In that event this administration
would not be able to recover in time for the next election and it
would also create the possibility of other nations declaring war
against us – for invading them!”
“David.” Janssen used Begstone’s first name rather than the
proper “sir” as he began to angrily refute the political priority
over national security. The improper use of first names in this
setting of formality and hierarchy meant the meeting was
deteriorating into an argument instead of a decision-making
effort.
Before Janssen could continue, the president stood up. He,
too, detected the need to stop the argument and refocus the
discussion. “Gentlemen,” he began, “if the choice is between my
political career and aspirations or our national security, then
there is no choice. Our national security comes first. I would
gladly step down today if that would thwart this threat against
us. My job is to lead our country, make tough decisions for the
good of our country, and serve our country. Nothing in my job
description states the country is here to serve me. I stand with
those that are willing to place themselves in danger to protect our
country and fellow mankind. I stand with our military, our
National Guard, our police officers, firefighters, clandestine
operatives, and all others that sacrifice themselves everyday for
others. Today, we have a serious situation and tough decisions to
make. The threat as presented by Secretary Janssen and the Joint
Chiefs of Staff cannot be overlooked or ignored. Action must be
taken to protect us. Mr. Begstone has also presented problems
about the actions we take. Ladies and gentlemen, I am proud that
we have each and every one of you serving our country. The
various points of view each of you has brought to the table give
me the information I need to make the hard decisions. I understand
you don’t agree with each other on the course of action that needs
to be taken, but I and I alone must make the ultimate decision.”
The president looked around the room at the various advisors.
He was an unusual president in that he appointed cabinet
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members from all walks of life. He appointed his cabinet based
upon qualifications, not political party favors. There were men
and women from both political parties in the cabinet. Ability and
capability were the two criteria he established for appointing
members of his cabinet and any other positions. The president
had lost some support within his own party by using this criteria
rather than political affiliation, but the results had been
exceptionally successful. He was also very much aware that his
secretary of defense was not well liked by the others in the room.
For that matter, the president did not like Janssen either.
Arguments seemed to always occur when a situation involved
the SecDef.
“I agree that we must take action,” the president continued.
“We cannot stand idly by and wait to investigate after the attack.
Yet, we cannot invade other countries with operatives and the
military, thereby risking a war. Any information about a possible
attack on our soil is worth investigating. I agree with Secretary
Janssen on that point. I agree with the others that the information
is not sufficient to risk a war.” The president laid out his idea and,
with much debate amongst the gathered cabinet, a plan was
finalized. The old general and the other members of the Joint
Chiefs of Staff did not hesitate to add comments and alterations
to the developing plan. Janssen eventually left satisfied that
action was going to be taken but disappointed that his original
plan was rejected.
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