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THE SET OF REAL FACTS THAT INSPIRED THIS BOOK 

For many years, the worldwide investment bank, Morgan Stanley, 

told its clients it was buying and storing precious metals on 

their behalf. Eventually, after discovering what they believed 

was fraud, the customers filed a lawsuit in 2005, alleging that 

the bank had never purchased the metals at all. According to the 

plaintiffs, it was simply charging them regular storage fees in 

exchange for storing air in its vault. The case was eventually 

settled by the company, in 2007, for the sum of $4.4 million.1 

Not only banks try to cheat in the precious metals arena. There 

is a declassified 1974 transcript of a conversation between 

Secretary of State Henry Kissinger and Undersecretary Thomas O. 

Enders. That was three years after President Richard Nixon ended 

the convertibility of dollars into gold.2 Before that, the US 

Treasury and its agents had always been honest about market 

interventions. When they wanted the price of gold down, for 

example, they normally openly announced and sold large 

quantities of gold.  

Since then, the government appears to have resorted to covert 

action, for the reasons stated in the conversation. According to 

Undersecretary Enders; 

“It's against our interest to have gold in the system because... 

We've been trying to get away from that into a system in which 

we can control... For a long time we... change [the price of] 

gold almost at will. This is no longer possible...”  

Nowadays, covert government interference in the free markets is 

not limited to the price of gold. In 1987, President Ronald 

Reagan signed Executive Order 126313, creating the “President's 

Working Group on Financial Markets”. The stated goal was to 

“enhance the orderliness” of stock, bond and commodity markets, 

and prevent a repeat of “Black Monday”, October 19, 1987, when 

stocks declined over 22% in one day.  

The group slowly transformed into what has become known as the 

“Plunge Protection Team” or “PPT” for short. It consists of the 

Secretary of the Treasury, along with the Chairmen of the 

Federal Reserve, SEC and CFTC. Supposedly, this group “consults” 

with the exchanges, clearinghouses, self-regulatory bodies, and 



“major market participants” (a/k/a the big banks). In reality, 

the big banks are used as the PPT’s agents in financial markets. 

JP Morgan Chase, for example, holds a written contract to manage 

the Federal Reserve’s $1.25 trillion mortgage bond portfolio. 

The contract can be found at: 

https://www.newyorkfed.org/medialibrary/media/aboutthefed/JPMC_M

BS.pdf 

The net effect of the close association between the Federal 

Reserve, US Treasury and the big commercial banks in New York 

City, has been to support the biggest gamblers in the world with 

government money. The full faith and credit of the United States 

of America is now being used to backstop financial speculation 

gone sour. The government has become an active participant in 

privatizing the gains made by bank-based gamblers, while 

socializing their losses to the detriment of other people. 

Perhaps, most distressing of all, there is a room, deep 

underneath a nondescript office building, at 55 Broadway, the 

heart of Manhattan. It is remarkably similar to the “THEATRES 

Control Center”, described in this novel. Operating in semi-

secrecy, the real life control center contains a similar battery 

of supercomputers and monitoring stations, linking thousands of 

cameras and audio inputs throughout the Greater New York area. 

Every square inch of the city is monitored, everyday, all day, 

24/7. The operation is run jointly by the NYPD and, oddly, by 

four of the largest Wall Street banks.4  

As the reader may be able to see by now, truth can be much more 

frightening than fiction. 

1  http://www.reuters.com/article/idUSN1228014520070612 

2 http://mises.ca/posts/articles/henry-kissinger-on-gold/ 

3 A treasure trove of other information exists at www.gata.org 

4 http://www.counterpunch.org/2012/02/06/wall-streets-secret-spy-center-run-for-the-1-by-nypd/ 

 



PROLOGUE 

The battle of “good” versus “evil” has continued since the 

beginning of time. People generally believe that good triumphs 

over evil. Occasionally, that may be true. Mostly, however, evil 

triumphs over itself. Evil pursues selfish goals that will 

inevitably put it in opposition with its own kind. Evil destroys 

evil to the great benefit of the world. If not for this endless 

battle of evil versus evil, human beings would suffer endless 

tyranny, anguish and despair. 



CHAPTER 1 – MURDER IN THE CITY 

Charlie Bakkendorf was just an innocent bystander. Neither good 

nor evil, he was just a man filled with wants and needs, but no 

particular malice. He was called a “vault manager” at the 

venerable investment bank known as “Bolton Sayres”. His title, 

however, like most at the bank, was essentially meaningless. 

Charlie didn’t manage anything. He was simply a high school 

graduate. 

He was 32 years old, single, and lonely. For the first time in 

years, all of that seemed likely to change. He'd only known her 

for two weeks, but Maria was fantastic. Her image was now etched 

so deeply in his mind that couldn't get her out. He was crazy 

about her.  

Had she been impressed by his insistence on personally taking 

her home by taxi? It was a small thing, but it showed his 

sincerity. He smiled to himself. What had started out as a cup 

of coffee had expanded into a nice dinner. He was going to see 

Maria again on Saturday night.  

He intended to do everything right. This time, he'd take her to 

one of the most expensive restaurants in New York City. That 

couldn't fail to impress her. After that, it would be a Broadway 

show. He’d buy the best seats in the house. The cost of such a 

lavish date might total well over $1,000, something he'd never 

done before, but he had no worries. For the first time in his 

life, he had money to burn. 

He’d hit the jackpot! Two million dollars! All the money he’d 

ever need. A trip to the Twenty One Club, one of the most 

expensive restaurants in the City, plus a Broadway play or two 

wouldn't make much of a dent. Being rich might be hard to get 

used to. He’d been penny-pinching all his life. But, come 

Saturday, he’d treat Maria like a Princess.  

The taxi stopped when it reached the 181st Street subway 

station, and he took out his wallet to pay. He'd taken the taxi 

to impress her. But, it’s hard to break old habits and there was 

no more point to pretense. The cab fare to Brooklyn would cost 

another $50, maybe even more. The subway would cost just $2.50. 



The choice was clear. He paid the taxi driver, got out of the 

car, and walked down to the station.   

A few people milled about. Mostly it was empty. The relative 

quiet was a welcome respite. At 6 pm, things normally seemed 

more like a madhouse, and traveling in the subway made you feel 

like a sardine in a can. That would change for the better. He'd 

soon have the money to buy an apartment in lower Manhattan. From 

then on, he'd walk to work.  

When the train arrived, he boarded, and it headed toward 

Brooklyn. Station after station passed. Then, he switched lines. 

Less than a half hour later, he exited. After passing through 

another set of turnstiles, and climbing the stairs, he made his 

way to the street. A few lamps lit the way but, mostly, it was 

dark. Some light also came from building windows. The street, 

however, was cast in shadows.  

There was something eerie in the air, and he didn’t like it. 

Then, suddenly, as if out of nowhere, his apprehension seemed to 

take form and substance. A short, heavily built black man walked 

up on his right side. The man seemed to be alone. His unexpected 

appearance, however, was disconcerting.  

Charlie's pulse began to rise. He didn’t know the man. A jolt of 

adrenaline surged through his body. It wasn't every night that a 

stranger, let alone a black stranger, ran up to him. Charlie was 

no racist, but, still, the sudden appearance unnerved him. The 

neighborhood was mostly white. What did the man want? 

Unknown to him, the man had been there for over 4 hours, and was 

tired of waiting. No one by Charlie’s description had shown up 

in the proper place at the expected time, and he was impatient 

to take care of business. 

“You Charles Bakkendorf?” the man blurted out, with a thick 

ghetto accent. 

Charlie wondered how the man knew his name. He did not ask that 

question of course. Instead, he said nothing. He tried to behave 

as if there was no one there. He picked up the pace. The 

stranger had no intention of letting him get away, however, no 

matter how fast he walked. The two made a strange pair, walking 

quickly, side by side, in the same direction. 



“I'm askin' you a question, brotha'... you, Charles Bakkendorf, 

or not?” the man asked again, irritated.  

Charlie became a bit calmer when he decided that, if the man 

knew his name, he couldn’t be a typical mugger. Still, who was 

he? He stopped walking, and turned to face his pursuer head to 

head. He could see the man's face, but that didn't help. In the 

dim light of the nearby street lamp, he tried to focus. He still 

didn't recognize him. 

“What do you want?” Charlie asked. 

“You Charlie Bakkendorf?” the black man asked again. 

“Yes.” Charlie replied. 

The black man nodded, and stepped away.  

An instant later, his white companion stepped out of the 

shadows. There is no more accurate way of describing that man 

but to say that he was gigantic. At about 6 foot 9 inches tall, 

he towered over the two other men. A mane of long salt and 

pepper hair, tied up into a ponytail, combined with a thick 

mustache, and a bandanna, wrapped around the forehead, to give 

him the appearance of an aging hippie from the 1960s. 

This particular hippie, however, was no believer in flower-power 

or peace on Earth. He was a trained killer. Before Charlie even 

realized what was happening, a garrote had slipped around his 

neck from behind. The giant pulled the thin nylon rope tight. 

Charlie struggled, desperate to slip his fingers between his 

neck and the thin rope.  

It was impossible. He was helpless. The giant was positioned 

slightly behind him and to his side. It was almost impossible to 

even land a kick to the huge man’s shin or groin, but Charlie 

tried to, anyway, and failed. As the rope pulled tighter, he 

couldn't break free, and he couldn't breathe. The more he 

struggled, the more oxygen he needed. The pressure was 

relentless. A moment more and he went limp. 

The giant signaled to his black partner. Each man looped an arm 

underneath one of Charlie's armpits. They supported him and all 

three walked forward in unison in what looked like a merry group 



of three drinking buddies. Charlie appeared to be a man who had 

simply passed out. It was as if they were returning from a night 

of drunken revelry. At a light glance, few would have realized 

that he was now clinically dead.  

Moments later, the little troupe reached its destination. The 

two men dumped their victim into the back seat of the waiting 

BMW, squeezing his legs into the space between the seats, and 

propped his body up against the seat back. The dead body sat 

there quietly as if sleeping.  

The black man sat down in the driver's seat. The car started. 

The giant walked around and sat down in the front passenger's 

seat. After the doors were shut, heavily tinted windows made the 

inside of the car largely invisible. But, even if the window 

glass had been clear, now that Charlie was propped up into a 

sitting position, no one would have even noticed he was dead.  

The only sign of the struggle was a deep red line across the 

neck of the corpse.  

A good kill! 

The giant took pride in his work, and this job had been done 

professionally. He peeled off the mustache and the salt and 

pepper wig. This revealed a clean-cut face and a short, military 

style blonde head of hair. Reaching under the front passenger's 

seat, he found what he was looking for. 

He pulled out one of many new metal license tags. Cameras were 

always scanning the highways. But, they were nothing but 

machines, and could be fooled. The computers that were linked to 

them could be made to see whatever a skilled man wanted them to 

see. But, that required sophisticated equipment. It was easier 

to simply change the tag. 

The job nearly completed, the car drove north. Eventually, it 

would cross the Bronx-Whitestone Bridge and on toward the New 

York Thruway. The giant knew they would be passing numerous 

strategic surveillance points. But, the cameras and microphones 

would also be blind in selected spots. Thankfully, he knew where 

each and every one of those blind spots was.  



The moment they reached one, he would stop to change the plates. 

With that, their identity would change also. It wasn’t that he 

was particularly worried about detection. He wasn’t. He was 

certain that the critical infrastructure had been disabled at 

the time of the kill. He had made sure of that. The two men and 

a corpse would drive long into the night. 



CHAPTER 2 – ADRIANO NAVARRO 

Towering above the street, in lower Manhattan, is an old office 

building known to the public as “One Bourse Plaza”. The 

aboveground portion of the building is still used by a myriad of 

businesses, and it seems to be no different from any other large 

commercial building.  

On July 24, 2008, even as Charlie Bakkendorf was being murdered, 

deep beneath New York City, the most sophisticated electronic 

surveillance system ever designed was very active. The 

underground room was packed with equipment, and it was cut 90 

feet down into the underlying basalt of Manhattan, where no one 

might expect it to be. 

The workers there were a sincere lot of men and women. Mostly, 

they were a group of 20-somethings, under the general management 

of one middle-aged former soldier. The soldier, Adriano Navarro, 

was the system’s primary architect. “THEATRES” was his personal 

brainchild. It was partly designed to protect the city from 

terrorists. But, it was also designed for the banks that ran it. 

They wanted to know everything about their customers, as well as 

their competitors, 24 hours a day, 7 days a week.  

Three supercomputers were linked to electronic nodes, laced 

together by fiber optics. The network consisted of the 

supercomputers, and a host of secondary computers. All were 

linked to thousands of cameras, microphones, drones and other 

surveillance devices set up in strategic spots all over the 

city. The software that coordinated everything was the fastest, 

most powerful set of complex artificial intelligence algorithms 

ever devised. It could perform its functions faster and more 

efficiently than a million-man army. 

Separated on a perch, above the control floor, Navarro kept 

watch with pride. Just a few years before, it was thought to be 

impossible. He could watch millions of people doing everything 

that millions of people do, every moment of their lives, all in 

real time. He could store every intimate moment. He could recall 

that information instantly, at the press of a button. 

The button would tell him everything about any resident of the 

city; place of employment, home address, the amount of a 



mortgage or other debts, and even the size of most people’s bank 

balances and other assets. With the press of one button, he 

could know who your doctor or lawyer was, who you visited and 

how many times, where and when those visits took place, the make 

and model of your car, your shopping habits, and who was 

cheating on who. It also knew exactly what you discussed in all 

of your e-mails. In short, just about every piece of personal 

information could be made instantly available.  

That information was never lost. Everything was stored, day 

after day, on immense hard disks, and then backed up to 

permanent archives. The databases consisted of a collection of 

information so vast that it was beyond comprehension. Navarro 

had spent a lot of time thinking about all that data, but hadn't 

figured out how to use it to his advantage. He knew, however, 

that the potential was endless.  

Navarro was half Italian and half Greek. On his Greek side, his 

family was from Laconia, and he imagined that he could trace his 

ancestry back to the Spartans. He was proud to be a descendant 

of those ancient warriors. At first glance, no one would have 

ever guessed him to be what he really was, for he stood only 5' 

8”. Size, however, didn’t matter. Greater speed and agility 

insured that a smaller warrior could always defeat a larger one. 

The Spartans carried malformed infants up the nearest mountain 

leaving them there to die of exposure. Perfectly formed babies, 

on the other hand, even when small, grew up to be warriors.  

Unfortunately, he was no longer the warrior he once was. There 

was a crown of gray hair around his temples, and a few gray 

wisps that interrupted a large bald spot in the middle of his 

head. His brown eyes seemed bright, but he needed bifocals to 

offset their gradual weakening. The doctors claimed it was 

“aging eye”, but Navarro blamed it on the Arab sun. One more 

sacrifice made in the service of his country; a service that had 

not been properly recognized or compensated. In his opinion, 

he’d given everything, but gotten almost nothing in return.  

In 1991, he had been a sergeant, protecting an intelligence unit 

near the Iranian border in Kurdistan. His unit entered Iran 

covertly. It hadn't gone well. Someone passed on information to 

the Iranians. It still was unclear who. But, the covert nature 

of the mission meant that they were traveling in an old worn-out 



van. It offered no protection against the barrage of armor 

piercing missiles although, under the facade, it was a lightly 

armored car. Most of the squad had died instantly. Navarro 

survived only because of his physical position in the vehicle.  

He had managed to staunch the bleeding, and get out before the 

Iranians checked the results of their attack. He'd hidden in 

abandoned shacks, and holes in the ground, always in pain, 

crippled by his wounds. Finally, he'd managed to limp across the 

border. A group of PKK Kurds, who themselves had crossed into 

Iraq to escape pursuit by the Turkish army, had rescued him. 

They’d delivered him to the secret US base nearby, and from 

there, they airlifted him to Landstuhl hospital in Germany. 

Three months at Landstuhl resulted in repair of an arm broken in 

three places and a shattered hip peppered with shrapnel. No full 

limbs were lost, but the tips of two fingers fell to the 

gangrene. He'd also lost muscle tissue in the right leg, and he 

couldn't walk properly, anymore, without a limp. 

The artificial hip still hurt. It shouldn’t have but it did. He 

suffered repeated bouts of infection, which called for multiple 

rounds of antibiotics. The wound had been opened and closed, 

scar tissue removed, and the same thing repeated several times. 

Multiple surgeries had not eased the pain, even though the 

doctors said the shrapnel was gone. Over the years, though, the 

pain had devolved into a dull constant ache.  

What hurt him the most, however, was not physical pain. It was 

the limp. It made him feel weak. He had never felt weak before. 

They had even judged him unfit for active duty and reassigned 

him to a desk job. The government listed him as having been 

injured in an on-base friendly fire incident. Truth swept under 

the rug, it felt like his life went with it. He was a bitter 

cripple. 

For Navarro, the desk job meant a move to defense intelligence 

and that meant managing domestic anti-spying operations. In 

turn, this meant working on Capitol Hill. Congress was a prime 

target of both America's perceived enemies and many of her 

friends. His job, in coordination with the FBI and NSA, was to 

remove hostile wiretaps, and place wiretaps of his own, designed 

to counter all security threats. 



Specialists in wiretapping were always in demand on Wall Street, 

especially those who hold key positions in government. His 

official assignment gave him access to the Pentagon and Capitol 

Hill. Cozy relations with certain international bankers didn't 

take long to develop.  

The men who run big financial firms aren't hostile to the 

American government. But, they are happy to undermine it if 

doing so means money. They want knowledge. They want power. They 

want anything and everything that might influence markets. They 

want the talk that goes on behind closed doors. Access to that 

means huge profits. Knowing what the government will do, before 

it does it, will make a man rich. It doesn't matter whether 

markets rise or fall. You can make money in both directions.  

Navarro knew a hundred ways to tap a phone, a hundred more to 

bug an office. He used wiretaps, video and audio to gather 

information, and this was invaluable to the bankers. His 

profitable moonlighting business had continued quietly for many 

years. It came to an abrupt end, however, when a top ranking 

member of the House Banking Committee discovered that his office 

was bugged.  

The Congressman was enraged, and it took wrangling, intervention 

and a strong dose of influence to keep him out of jail. But, in 

the end, his lawyer had negotiated a “no-prosecution” agreement. 

In exchange for silence, he would receive an honorable 

discharge, and enter retirement, with a full military pension. 

The lack of punishment would have made the Congressman livid. 

However, his opinions soon didn’t count anymore. He’d been a 

thorn in the side of the bankers for too many years. When his 

time came for reelection, a rush of ready cash to the opponent’s 

campaign insured a sound defeat. 

Of all the investment banks, the then-President of Bolton 

Sayres, Todd Bolton, had been Navarro’s best client. It was 

natural, therefore, that after his “retirement”, the next job 

would be with the bank. As Vice President of Bolton Sayres’ 

internal “Reputational Risk” department, Navarro's career in 

private industry started with a bang. On September 11th, 2001, 

he'd been on-the-job for less than a month. Amid the panic and 

fear, Navarro's voice was clear and steady.  



His “action plan” for New York City offered a solution when 

there was nobody with a plan. Bolton’s CEO had backed his idea. 

That insured that those who remembered his wrongdoing would 

overlook it. The plan was simple. As a key economic asset, 

Manhattan would be protected at all costs, even if that meant 

undermining its citizen’s fundamental privacy rights.  

There were a few people who opposed it, but THEATRES was a 

steamroller that couldn't be stopped. The green light came 

quickly from the city, state and federal governments. In merely 

7 years, city-wide surveillance was in place. It had access to 

all of America’s databases, from those kept by police, prison, 

driver’s license bureaus, Medicare and Medicaid, even as far as 

the secret CIA and NSA databases, and it created an ever more 

comprehensive database out of the data it collected every day. 

American constitutional law protects citizens from unreasonable 

searches and seizures, but only if the search is carried out by 

government. THEATRES’ management, therefore, was deliberately 

placed in the hands of private operators. The New York City 

bankers were in charge. The young operators on the floor 

received paychecks from the banks, not from any federal, state 

or municipal government. Therefore, no constitutional rights 

would ever be violated, no matter how invasive the surveillance 

became. 

Navarro's thoughts were interrupted by a pretty young woman, who 

entered the office through an open door. In her hands, she was 

carrying a report, bound in a clear plastic cover. Susanna 

Maloney was a smart blonde, 28 year old, tall, and slim with 

long silky hair. Navarro had personally picked her for the job. 

Efficiency and eye candy were hard to find, and bound into one 

woman, the combination was a pearl of great price. She had been 

his personal assistant since she had graduated from Colombia 

University, and that meant she had 6 years, now.  He trusted 

her. 

“The daily incident report...” she announced, as she handed him 

the paper. 

The incident report was automatically delivered by the computers 

into his “inbox”, but Navarro was old school. He was an expert 

on electronic surveillance, but he still preferred paper. 



Susanna printed it out for him every day. He began quickly 

flipping through the pages, but he didn't have the patience to 

read it through. He didn't have to. He knew that Susanna would 

have already read the entire document before handing it to him. 

He didn't do much more than glimpse at each page. 

Finally, he looked up and asked a question. 

“Anything worth reading?”  

“Nothing that needs immediate attention.” she replied. 

“Good.” he answered. 

That was exactly how he liked it. The algorithms were self-

regulating by design. They did all the heavy lifting. They could 

sift through a mountain of data without the need for human 

intervention or interpretation. It didn't hurt to have someone 

double-check them, of course, but there had never been a time 

when it had proved necessary. The computers had never been 

wrong.  

He toyed with his pen, getting ready to sign the document. It 

was solid gold. Old man Bolton had given it to him as a gift. He 

reflected with a certain degree of nostalgia on the time the old 

man had run the firm. The pen was a gift given on the first-year 

anniversary of his employment with the bank. It was too bad the 

old man had died so young. The current CEO, a man named Jeremy 

Stoneham, was someone he worked with, but not someone he liked. 

The new man couldn't even stand in the shadow of old man Bolton. 

The pen felt heavy, solid, and substantial. 

“Too bad Todd Bolton didn't live long enough to see this.” he 

thought as he signed.  

Todd Bolton had been the last of a long line of Boltons who had 

run the bank since the mid-1800s. Childless, the man had left no 

heirs. Leadership had finally left the Bolton family for the 

first time in over a hundred years. It was sad, but everything 

changes, even the “Bolton” in Bolton Sayres. 

After he had signed the paper, he dropped the signed report on 

the desk in front of him, and replaced the gold pen to its home 



in his pocket. The woman nodded, smiled, picked up the plastic 

bound wad of paper, and turned to go.  

“Can you bring me a cup of coffee?” he called after her.  

She stopped and turned back immediately, complete with her 

unending smile.  

“What flavor?” she asked. 

He loved having her get him coffee. It wasn't politically 

correct, of course. Female administrative assistants weren’t 

supposed to bring you coffee, anymore, but Susanna didn't mind. 

He was sure that she knew he recognized her value, and having 

the woman fetch his coffee was emotionally satisfying. His eyes 

wandered down to her breasts. He imagined what they would look 

like if the blouse were gone. The curve of her young hips 

completed the picture of perfection. He had often fantasized 

about making love to the young woman, and for just a moment, he 

felt the urge again. How would she react to a kiss? What if he 

made love to her, right there and then, right on top of the 

desk? 

As quickly as this moment of high libido came, it went. He had 

been having these thoughts about her since she’d started working 

for him. He regularly tracked her. By now, he knew just about 

everything about her. He knew, for example, that she had just 

broken off her relationship with a boyfriend of 5 years. The 

breakup would be an opportunity for a healthy man, but not for 

him. A woman like that would have no need for a cripple.  

The coffeemaker was the type that used little one-serve pack-

cups of fresh grind. The packs came in many flavors. He could 

have asked for just about any variety. But, he didn't care about 

that. It wasn’t that he didn’t like good coffee. He did. But, 

mostly, he drank it for the caffeine, not the flavor.  

“Be creative...” he finally answered. “I'll leave it up to you.” 

The girl nodded and scurried away, as he sat quietly at his 

desk, staring at the control center through the glass window. 

About 5 minutes later, she returned, with the cup of coffee in 

her hand, and carefully set it down on his desk, on top of an 

embroidered coaster. 



“Is there anything else, sir?” she asked submissively. 

He shook his head, lounged back in his black leather chair, took 

a sip, and motioned to her dismissively. Taking the cue, she 

left the room. He continued stare silently at the control room 

and the young people who staffed it as he sipped the coffee. 

He'd accomplished a lot in just a few years. 

All of Manhattan and key sections of Brooklyn, Queens and the 

Bronx were already in the net. Staten Island was a bit patchy, 

but in a few months, it would also be fully equipped. He had 

covered all the strategic entry points to New York City, and 

they were already logging all car, truck and bus license plates. 

The cameras, although very tiny, usually took a good enough 

snapshot of every person behind the wheel to succeed in facial 

recognition. Each person was being automatically checked against 

a list of known terrorists and criminals.  

The traffic cameras, tiny building mounted cameras, miniature 

microphones, and full sized traffic cams were sending a 

continuous stream of data at almost all times. It entered the 

primary supercomputers and secondary computers, where it was 

tagged, calculated, and stored. Every face on the street, at the 

wheel of a car, and every vehicle tag number could be associated 

with its context.  

Errors were now less than 5%. Faces were matched against photos, 

medical and descriptive information contained in a myriad of 

bank, insurance company and government records. The data was 

sorted in microseconds. Intelligent algorithms did almost 

everything. They arrived at the tactical and strategic 

assessments that humans would later make the final decision on. 

Video and sound was instantly transmitted to a human operator 

when a threat was identified.  

A vast majority of the video and audio feed would never be seen 

by man. Instead, it was simply digitized, identified, 

compressed, associated with a time and place, and sent to the 

digital storage facility in South Dakota. It could be stored 

there forever. Upon demand, any of the stored images and sound 

could also be put up on the screen. If he received a request, he 

could also track particular bank customers, love interests and, 

especially, rival business interests long after the fact. Such 



requests were not common, but they were also not rare. He did 

his best to accommodate them. 

Navarro looked at his watch. It was 10:30 PM, 5 ½ hours into 

overtime, past his usual 8 hour 9-5 pm shift. Normally, he 

worked during the day. But, today, he was stay late. Staying up 

late into the night didn't change his normal routine very much. 

He was divorced, didn't sleep well, and had few social 

interests. Still, he was tired, and his eyes ached. 

Suddenly, there was a loud knock on his door.  

“Come in...” he said. 

Navarro recognized the young man who cautiously opened the door 

and peeked inside. It was as expected. He had an urgent nervous 

look as he held up a piece of paper in his hand. He was an 

operator whose area of assignment was downtown Brooklyn. 

“What is it?” Navarro asked. 

“Sir,” the young man said, handing him the slip of paper that 

had been generated by the computer, “I might have identified a 

bug in the programming. It's an error code...” 

“What type of error?” Navarro asked. 

“Partial system blackout, I think...” the young man stated.  

“What?” Navarro exclaimed. 

“No one can figure it out, sir.” the young man said. “It seems 

almost as if part of the system's gone down. The self-diagnostic 

tools are useless.” 

“Down?” Navarro asked. 

“Partially down.” the man said. 

Navarro smiled. The young people were all smart, but nothing 

substituted for experience. 

“Any idea why?” he asked, probing. 

“We've got some ideas, but nothing concrete.” the young man 

replied. “The cameras and the microphones in downtown Brooklyn, 



specifically within four blocks of one subway station are not 

transmitting any data.” 

The young man held up a paper map of the subway system, and 

pointed. Someone had already circled the relevant subway station 

with their pen. 

“This is where the subway station is.” the man said. 

“Were you able to see anything at all?” Navarro asked. 

“No.” the man replied. “But, the computer flagged it, and tried 

to repair itself. The self-repair routine failed.” 

“Hmm...” Navarro mumbled, not really paying much attention to 

the specifics. 

“It's inexplicable.” the man stated. “We're supposed to have 

multiple redundant feeds, and they're all down at once.” 

“Interesting...” Navarro said, calmly. 

“First, we thought the cameras were out.” the young man 

stammered. “But, the audio's out, too. We pinged the nodes, and 

both the physical cameras and mikes are all operational. It's 

not clear, at all, why the area is blanked out. So, it seems to 

be a software issue.” 

Navarro shook his head, and tried to appear very concerned, even 

though he was not concerned at all. 

“That's impossible.” he chided. 

“Impossible.” the young man nodded in agreement. “But, 

nevertheless, it is what it is...” 

“The programming has been checked something like a million 

times, you know that, don't you?” Navarro noted. 

“We still get a blank signal.” the man replied. 

“When did it start?” Navarro asked. 

“A few minutes ago.” the young man stated. “At about 10:30.” 



Navarro looked at his watch. It was 10:35 pm. Within a short 

time, the computer whiz kids or the computer itself would get 

the system up and running, again. Time was of the essence.  

“Show me what you're talking about.” he requested. 

Navarro picked up his walking stick, laying propped against the 

side of his desk, and slowly and painfully rose out of his 

chair, limping alongside, behind the young man, who led the way 

out, into the control room. A moment later, they stood at the 

young man's monitoring station. As expected, the monitor had a 

blank screen.  

Navarro sat down, and adjusted the keys and the touch sensitive 

zoom control. The console worked like a Nintendo Gameboy. That 

was part of why the young kids were so good at what they did. 

You didn't have to know much to use it. He zoomed out until the 

picture reverted to a map which covered a large section of 

Brooklyn.  

“There...” the young man suggested, pointing to a section of the 

display map. 

Navarro zoomed into the area. He clicked on “street view”, at 

which time the map should have disappeared, and been replaced by 

a video feed. The screen filled with static. It was impossible 

to see or hear anything.  

Navarro typed the reset protocol, and waited. The subsystem 

computer rebooted. Its programming was stored on solid-state 

drives. The reboot was almost instantaneous. But, it didn’t 

help. Both screen and speaker were still filled with little 

other than static. 

Navarro looked at his watch. It was 10:40. In just a little 

while longer, the system would come back online. 

“We might need to reboot the entire system.” Navarro noted. 

“Meanwhile, send an NYPD team to the area and a repair team 

also.” 

“Yes, sir.” the young man replied. “But, it'll take at least 10-

15 minutes to get physical people there...” 



Then, suddenly, at 10:40 PM, as if by magic, in the middle of 

the young man's sentence, the video began to flicker onto the 

screen. The scene was dark, but it was possible to see shapes 

and hear voices. Someone was muttering a few unintelligible 

words, under his breath, and it was the person, not the system, 

which made it impossible to understand them. Navarro clicked on 

the button that switched the video to infrared.  The scene 

became clear.  A drunken bum shuffled down the street muttering. 

The young operator shook his head, confused. 

“I don't understand it... should I still send the NYPD?” 

“Go ahead.” Navarro replied, smiling. “You can also send an e-

mail to the programmers. We'll see what they've got to say.”



CHAPTER 3 – JACK SEVERS - 5 YEARS/3 MURDERS LATER 

In 2013, Jack Severs knew nothing about the murder of Charlie 

Bakkendorf five years before. He was a young lawyer working in 

the Bolton Sayres' legal department, who had simply received an 

assignment that no one else wanted. The fact that no one else 

wanted it, however, didn’t bother him at all. Any exposure to 

the real practice of law was exciting, even if it happened in 

the middle of nowhere.  

He was at work that day, at 9:30 am sharp, wide-awake and 

jittery, after 3 cups of coffee. He knew the drive would take a 

long time. The car loan office was empty, but the fact that 

there were no people didn't mean it was closed. The entire car 

loan process was automated. At an electronic checkout terminal, 

he typed in the information requested by the computer.  

This would be the first time he’d driven an expensive motorcar. 

He'd been on the job only 9 months. Before that, he was a poor 

law student who drove an old worn-out 2002 Chevy Cavalier. He 

still had that old car, but it was in such bad condition that he 

didn't trust it for a long trip. Besides, the idea of driving a 

BMW or Mercedes was exciting.  

The bank made it easy for executive employees to borrow company 

cars. Many Manhattan-based employees didn't own a vehicle. That 

was the primary reason the loaner cars existed. Taxi, subway and 

buses are the preferred means of transport inside the City. The 

loaner cars were meant for bank executives who needed to take 

trips within a few hours’ drive of the city. The bank's luxury 

cars were supposed to be reserved for out-of-town bank business.  

The rules were all written on paper. But, paper can always be 

bent and folded. As with most things at the bank, rules were 

made to be broken. High-level executives regularly borrowed the 

cars for nothing more than personal use, most notably for 

weekend trips to their Hampton getaways. Jack was not a higher 

level executive, but he had more clout than many of them. His 

connections and clout were of the highest level. His wife was 

the daughter of the bank's CEO. 

The BMW, he knew, would be a taste of the things he needed to 

make his wife happy. When they'd met, he'd been nothing more 



than a poverty-stricken student, and she always claimed she 

wasn't interested in money. He knew better. Laura was a rich 

man's daughter. She might play house for a while with a poor 

boy, but in the long run it wouldn't make her happy. 

He mused on the ideas he'd once entertained about championing 

people’s rights. As a bank lawyer, he would never come close to 

that goal. But, that didn't matter anymore. So many people and 

things were pulling at him. Someday, he figured, he would fight 

for what he believed in. He still held onto the dream, but in 

the short run, he had no choice but to work for the bank.   

He strongly preferred to become successful on his own merits. 

Charity from his wife’s family wasn’t what he wanted. Still, a 

dogged determination to please his wife forced him to work 

there. He detested the nepotism that had gotten him his job. At 

the same time, though, there hadn't been any other high-paying 

law jobs available. He'd resisted saying yes. But, when they 

discovered her pregnancy there wasn't much choice.  

Did he still love her? He wasn’t sure. She had changed so much. 

After giving birth to their baby girl, she didn't even seem like 

the girl he had fallen in love with. She'd gotten so fat that he 

wondered if the new Laura had somehow eaten the old one. It 

didn't matter. His obligation was clear. He had a family to 

support, and he was determined to do it. It was stupid to keep 

questioning himself.  

He placed his right thumb on the biometric reader. A few seconds 

passed. Then, the machine emitted a buzzing sound, and a tiny 

receipt arrived. He took the receipt and placed it into his 

shirt pocket. Then, taking the elevator to the fourth 

subbasement, he met Leroy White, a spry 60-year old black man. 

Old Leroy had lived most of his life in Jackson, Mississippi. 

Now he lived in Harlem. Leroy had managed to finish the 5th 

grade but that was it. He couldn't read or write. He could only 

smile, work hard, and benefit from the fact that his son-in-law 

was heavily involved in local New York politics. His daughter 

had married one of the most important political organizers in 

New York City's black community. The bank always made a place 

for such people.  



In spite of his illiteracy, Leroy competently cared for the 

Bolton Sayres loaner cars. The fleet consisted of about 30 BMW’s 

and Mercedes. He treated each car as if it was his own. When 

Jack arrived, he was polishing a burgundy BMW 528i. As he wiped 

off the last haze of wax, looked up, and saw Jack exiting the 

elevator door, he responded with a broad smile. 

“How you doin'?” he asked, with the slow drawl of a black man 

from the deep South. 

“Good, thanks.” Jack replied. “Here to get my car.” 

“You got ya paapas?” he asked. 

“Yeah.” Jack replied, and he handed over the little receipt that 

authorized him to take a car. The old black man couldn't read 

it, but wasn't interested in admitting that. He pretended to 

review it carefully, and then nodded. 

“Yep, look like evertin' in orda...” he concluded confidently. 

He gestured toward the cars still parked in the garage.  

“Dey all beauties. Which one you want?” 

Jack looked down at the receipt. 

“Don't I have to take that one over there.” Jack pointed. “The 

one with that license plate?” 

“Course you do...” Leroy replied. “I jus' funnin' with ya'” 

It was the burgundy BMW Leroy had just finished waxing. 

“Dat Beema my favorite...” Leroy assured him. 

Leroy didn't read or write, but he knew every car that went in 

and out. He could also remember the face of each borrower.  

He handed Jack the ignition token that he would need to start 

the car. 

“She Drives smooth like a baby's bottom.” Leroy boasted. “Yes, 

sir, come Christmas time, don't you be forgettin' ole Leroy...” 

“I won't.” Jack promised, and he closed the door. 



Leroy White continued to smile, and nod, and he began polishing 

another car. It looked like he was humming a tune, but he 

couldn't hear any of it. The silence inside the luxury motor 

vehicle was golden. It had a nearly soundproof cabin.  

The ignition was electronically actuated by the code transmitter 

in his pocket. All Jack was required to do was press the button. 

The car started. He drove up several floors to street level, and 

then onto the streets of Manhattan. By 10:00 AM, he was through 

the Lincoln Tunnel, northbound toward the New York Thruway. His 

destination was a tiny county courthouse in Clarkesville, the 

county seat of Verde County, New York.  

The entire city had fewer than 20,000 inhabitants, and the 

county only about 76,000. The terrain was beautiful. New York 

State, he was beginning to realize, was more than New York City. 

There was another place people referred to as “upstate”. Verde 

County was located in the middle of the rural Catskill 

Mountains. It was nothing less than a throwback to an earlier 

time. There was no industrial development. Just mountains and 

valleys, lowlands teeming with farms, and highlands filled with 

tourists during the “season”. 

He glanced up at the road sign. It was time to turn off the 

Thruway. The surroundings were pristine, green, and pure. It was 

as different from Manhattan as day was from night. It was almost 

hard to believe that both places were in one state. After paying 

the exit toll, he transferred onto State Road 23A. The road was 

a four-lane highway where it converged with the Thruway, but it 

devolved into one lane, going each way, in the countryside. It 

also happened to be the only road he could take to get to his 

destination.  

There were still a few tufts of snow remaining in isolated 

patches on fields that would soon be plowed. The seemingly 

endless fields would have tiny sprouts popping up, all over the 

place. The green had not yet quite returned to the land, but it 

was clearly on its way. When he finally arrived in Clarksville, 

he found a parking space much nearer to city hall than to the 

courthouse. Even in small-town America, courthouse parking 

spaces are always at a premium.  



The courthouse was old. It was built in the mid-19th century in 

the old Roman-style, much like the buildings in Washington DC. 

Were it not built out of reddish sandstone, rather than white 

marble, the casual observer might not notice a big difference 

between it, and the White House.  

He glanced at his watch. It was already past 1:40, which meant 

he was late. He entered as quietly as he could, gently closing 

the door behind him. The room was traditional, with row upon row 

of wooden pews, and a large platform in the front where the 

judge sat. Below that, and just to the left was the witness-box. 

Further to the left was the jury box. It was empty now. Juries 

are never involved in the discussions between lawyers and judges 

before trials. In any case, this was a surrogate court. All 

decisions were made by judges, not juries.   

There were about ten men dressed in dark pinstriped suits 

populating the front pew. They were all lawyers waiting for 

their turn. Each had some sort of pretrial dispute that the 

judge needed to make a decision on. Jack took a seat, a few rows 

back, and watched as the hearing unfolded.  

There were two lawyers already sitting at the two large tables 

in front, on opposite sides of the courtroom. Facing everyone 

was a gray-haired man wearing spectacles. Surrogates Court Judge 

Floyd Van Hewing, had been sitting on the court for almost 15 

years, and had practiced law in Clarkesville for 20 years before 

that. 

Jeb Knight was one of the two lawyers at the tables in front. 

His office was in Kingston, a large town as upstate towns went. 

The other lawyers thought of him as the “big business” lawyer of 

the region. He specialized in representing insurance companies. 

He also represented bank mortgage divisions when they 

foreclosed, and credit card companies against people going 

bankrupt. He’d been hired by someone at the legal department to 

represent Bolton Sayres. 

Jack knew that local lawyers were the “face” of all bank related 

litigation that took place outside New York City. Local counsel 

was immediately retained for all other cases. Bank executives 

believed, with some justification, that local judges and juries 



were biased against them. Also, the local lawyers worked at much 

cheaper hourly rates. 

It was Knight's first time representing a big-league investment 

bank. Such banks were involved in an enormous amount of 

litigation. However, ninety-five percent of all finance-related 

litigation takes place in lower Manhattan. Knight was keen to 

develop the relationship, if for no other reason than to be able 

to list Bolton as his client in the official Martindale Hubbell 

lawyer's directory.  

“Your honor,” Knight addressed the court.  

It was his right to speak first. The hearing was about his 

motion because he had the burden of proof. 

“As my colleague admitted, NY Code Section 3212 provides that 

creditors have no claim upon life insurance if the named 

beneficiary survives the deceased.” 

Judge Van Hewing interrupted him, as was always his habit. 

“Doesn't that mean I have to deny your motion?” he asked 

pointedly. 

“No, your honor.” Knight insisted. “Our bank is one of Thomas 

Mattingly's creditors, but as you know, back in 2009, the bodies 

of three members of the Mattingly family were found dead in 

their home in Paradise. A forensic investigation proved that the 

cause of death of the wife and son was murder, and it was 

followed by the father’s suicide...” 

The judge interrupted again. 

“Why would the insurance company pay out on a suicide?” he 

asked.  

“The policy was purchased more than two years before the 

suicide.” Knight explained. “Suicide exclusions are active for 2 

years. They're designed to stop people from taking out policies 

to help their family's finances by killing themselves to 

collect. But, after two years, it's assumed that a suicide 

wasn't done for that reason.” 

“I see...” the judge commented. 


