



Chapter 51- The Fed List

FBI Director Wayne Sheridan requested an emergency meeting with the President, and met him in the Oval Office before the morning meeting of the homeland security team down in the situation room.  Harvey Crandall, the President’s CSO and advisor, sat on an antique couch across the room from the President’s desk.  The FBI Director slid a long computer printout across the desk toward the President, and dropped into the chair across from him.
“What have you got for me Wayne?  A list?  What is it, all of the militia terrorists?”  President Gilmore smiled, ready to chuckle at his own joke, but he stifled his reaction when he saw the grim set to Sheridan’s jaw.
“No sir, I wish it was.  It’s a list of every FBI and ATF Special Agent in Maryland, the District, Virginia and North Carolina.  It lays out home addresses, phone numbers, everything.  It’s listed in order by zip codes from north to south.”

“Who generated the list?  I’m afraid I don’t understand.  Is it our own?”

“Mr. President, it’s all over the internet.  It started showing up last night after midnight our time.”

“What are you saying?  Someone is trying to expose our agents?  To…endanger them?”

“Well certainly that’s the clear implication.”

“Have you shut down the website?  Isn’t it a felony to do that, to release information about our federal law enforcement officers?”

“Yes sir, it’s a federal crime, it’s a felony.”

“Well, have you shut down the website?  Arrest whoever put out that list!  This isn’t free speech; this is way over the line!  It’s intolerable!  We need to make an example of whoever did this!”

FBI Director Sheridan shook his head slowly.  He said, “I would if I could, believe me, I would if I could.  This is way past what we can deal with at Justice, at least in the kind of hurry we’re in.  We’re already in discussions with the NSA, we need their help, this is…”  Sheridan was nervously rubbing has hands together on his lap, agonizing.  “We’re trying to stamp it out, but that damn list breeds like cockroaches in a crack house, it’s not even on one website, it’s on thousands of computers, it’s broken into unreadable fragments, just random looking gibberish.  My people tell me it’s hiding on music files that kids share!  Music files!
“Last night a message started going out to hundreds of popular websites; it tells how to find a list of federal agents.  The message keeps changing, it’s coming from overseas, from new websites all the time.  The message has a list of what looks like random nonsense words, you type the words into almost any search engine, and it goes looking for about twenty of these thousands and thousands of computers that are holding the fragmented files and puts them all together and makes the list.  I don’t really understand the nuts and bolts of how this works, but it works, and so far we can’t stop it.”
“Can’t we shut down the websites that are holding the files?” asked the President.

The FBI Director wondered if the President had understood anything of what he had just told him.  “It’s not on websites; it’s on people’s personal computers.  And since the files are just gibberish until they’re combined, there’s no simple way to find them and remove them.  At least that’s what I’m being told, but the NSA is studying it…  

“These partial files keep changing, they keep recombining and refragmenting and jumping onto new computers that are sharing music files.  Antivirus software and firewalls don’t do a thing; these files just hitchhike around the internet, mostly when people are sharing music, it’s hidden in the code somewhere.  It’s world wide now, the NSA’s going to help us with it, but in the meantime anybody can print this thing.  It’s called “The Fed List,” and terrorists can find any FBI or ATF agents who live in these three states, and…”  Sheridan didn’t complete the thought; he was rocking back and forth with his palms on his knees.
The President sat in silence, stunned by what he heard.  “Is our security that bad?  Where did the information come from?  Somebody inside the government?  A…traitor?  A mole?”

“It’s possible, that’s a theory that’s being explored, we’re running it down.  But it’s starting to look like the list comes from the private health care providers we use; someone could have hacked their data bases to collect the information.  We’re comparing the Fed List to all known data bases, and so far it looks like it came from a few of the national health care providers we use.  There’s some out of date information on their data bases that’s reflected on this list.”

“Jesus… Has anything like this ever happened before?  What are your contingency plans?”

“We’ve seen this on a much smaller scale before; we’ve had anti-government hackers who make a hobby out of finding our agents and sending them anonymous emails, personal information, threats, that kind of thing.  ‘Bitwalkers’, I think they’re called.  But it’s usually on a local level, and we’ve kept it quiet, but this… this is orders of magnitude worse.”

“Can you track down who did it?”

“I’m told that it’s possible to upload the whole thing onto a corporate LAN line, and then have the program erase its tracks.  Completely erase the evidence of where it started, if the programmer is smart enough.  We’re working on it, we might catch a break, but so far… well frankly my cyber war folks are reaching dead ends.”

“If you need more technical support from NSA, you’ll get it.”

“Thank you sir.  They’ve been very cooperative already.”
“Wayne, do you think the militia groups we’re fighting are the ones who put out the list?”

“That’s possible sir.  Or it could be Islamic terrorists, or the Chinese using the opportunity to screw us and have it blamed on domestic sources, just to compound our problems.  We’re not ruling anything out.”

“One more thing Wayne; why do you think it’s listing those three states?  If they have all the information from the health insurance companies, why not list all fifty states?”

Sheridan had to pause to consider that question.  “Well this is just speculation, understand, but it may be a warning, sort of a shot across out bow.  ‘Back off, or we’ll list more agents on the internet’.  And something else makes us think it’s a warning.”

“What’s that?”

“The Senior Executive Service isn’t on the list; it stops at GS-15.  The SES was scrubbed out, apparently.  Who ever put out this list, he might be warning us to back off, or we’re next.  I can’t think of any other reason why the SES isn’t included.”

President Gilmore leaned back in his black leather executive chair and stared at the ceiling, sighed, and then said, “We’re not up against amateurs, are we?”

“No sir, we’re not.  This is a major league effort.”

“What are you doing to protect your agents?”

“For now, we’re leaving it up to the discretion of the SAICs, the Special Agents In Charge.  Most of our agents in these three states are out in the field on investigations, and now they have to drop everything to go home and get their families moved out.  And that’s a problem, because we’re worried about them getting ambushed on the way in or out.  It’s a real can of worms…  We’re authorizing full per diem for hotels, and where we can we’re cutting orders to put them on military bases in BOQs, until we figure out what to do next.  

“Mr. President, I’ve got to tell you, this Fed List has thrown us for a loop.  We’ve already had drive-by shootings into houses since the list started showing up last night, and an ATF supervisor in Rockville was killed just this morning on his doorstep, heading out to work.  We assume that it’s because he was on the list.”
“Wayne,” asked the President, subdued, “how many agents have been killed so far, since all this started?  Since the stadium massacre?”

“FBI and ATF?”

“Right, all of them.”

“Eighteen FBI special agents, most of them on that raid in Reston raid last week.  I believe eleven ATF agents have been killed, counting the explosion in North Carolina yesterday.  I guess it’s twelve since this morning.”

“Good God!  They’re kicking our asses, aren’t they?”

“Yes sir, I’d say so sir.  And now they’ve got a list of every special agent in three states!  Almost a thousand!  We’re going to have to put our investigations on hold temporarily, to let the agents in the field move their families to safety.  We’d bring in agents from other states, but they’ve already got their hands full everywhere going after these gun nuts.”

The President asked, “But if we keep pushing hard, we might have every agent in America exposed on the internet, isn’t that correct?”

“That’s the clear risk sir.”

“Should we keep pushing, Wayne?  Keep pushing, or throttle back?”

“Sir?  It’s too late to back off; we have to push even harder.  We can’t let anarchists and terrorists dictate terms to the federal government!  No way, not on my watch.  We need to crush them now; we need to break their backs!”

“Okay Wayne, okay.  I concur.  Authorize all the per diem you need, we’ll put in a supplemental.  Just keep your people safe.  Let me know if you need help from the DOD on temporary housing where that’s the best solution, and if you need the NSA to bump this up their priority list, just let me know.”

 “Thank you sir.”





     ******

Brad said, “We should go back inside, it’s afternoon.  We could miss our pickup.” They were lying together face to face in a sun dappled clearing on a blanket they’d found in the cabin.  Dried grass beneath the blanket cushioned them.  They had rummaged through a bureau and a trunk in the cabin and were both wearing borrowed t-shirts and shorts.  Ranya’s .45 pistol was on a corner of the blanket next to Carson’s silent .22 pistol, both were in easy reach.  After finding boxes of .22 rimfire ammunition in the cabin they had practiced firing the pistol; it made a metallic “tank” sound that was only as loud as a hand clap.
Ranya said “I don’t want to go inside yet; it’s too hot in there with the shutters down.  Anyway, I’m not leaving here until by clothes are dry, really crispy dry.  I’m not getting back into clammy jeans again.”  Her denim pants and jacket and black t-shirt and underwear were spread across the tops of myrtle bushes around the tiny clearing they’d found a short distance behind the cabin.  Ranya had washed her clothes in the old fashioned bathtub with lemon dishwashing liquid, and then slipped out to find a discrete place to sun dry them.  Brad had followed her with the blanket… even after their night of ardent lovemaking they were still eager for one another and the cozy sun lit glen beckoned them.
The noonday sun had driven the biting insects to seek cover, only a few random dragon flies buzzed above them, while cicadas trilled unseen from beneath the myrtles and boxwood.  The sun also helped to dry and shrink their numerous bug bites and scratches and sores from Monday’s ordeals, which they had treated on each other with aloe and calamine and lanocaine from the bathroom medicine cabinet.  
Now they lay together on their sides, pressed together, with their arms under their heads for pillows, sharing their breath and staring into each other’s eyes.

“Your clothes have been dry for an hour,” he said.

“How do you know that?” she asked.

“They look dry.  They’re dry.”

“I’m not getting up; I want to stay here forever.  My mother had blue eyes like yours.”

“She was Lebanese?”

“Maronite Christian Lebanese.  It’s not so unusual…  Maybe it’s a gift from the Crusaders…  Anyway, Lebanon was always a sea trading country, people came there from everywhere.  You can find all kinds of people in Lebanon, not just what you think of as typical Arabs.”
“Well I love your eyes Ranya, I see amber flecks like gold dust in the sunlight … My eyes are just plain blue, your eyes are much more interesting…  Sometimes they’re green, sometimes they’re hazel.  They’re always different, always changing.”

“Your eyes are the color of the ocean and the sky, they’re not just ‘plain blue’.  I want to stare into them forever; I never want to lose you again,” she said.

“I’d love that, if it’s really what you want.”

“It’s really what I want Brad,” she said softly, and then she moved her lips over his for another small round of teasing kisses and nibbles.  She squeezed him more tightly around his neck and waist, and said “Let’s not split up any more.  Anything we do, let’s do it together.”

“Yesterday… yesterday was the worst.  But you know, it was the best too, isn’t that strange?  I’ll always remember how terrible it was, and how fantastic it was when you came for me.”

Ranya said, “See what happens when you go off on your own?  You need me to keep you out of trouble.”

“I noticed.  Thanks again for rescuing me.  But how did you find a private army?”

“Not me.  Phil Carson; he did it all.  He was a friend of my father…”

“Your father must have had a lot of friends.”

“He did have a lot of friends.  And some enemies…like the BATF.  They always treated him like he was selling heroin or something; they just couldn’t stand us selling guns, just regular legal guns.  They did everything they could for years to try to put him out of business.  But they couldn’t, and finally they just killed him.”
“Do you think George Hummel is the right guy, I mean the one who actually pulled the trigger?”

“Maybe.  Probably.  I guess so,” she said.
“So if we can get to Guajira and take off, I mean, as soon as we can get off this island…”

“If she’s still there, and not under surveillance.”

“She’s still there.  There’s no reason she wouldn’t be.”

“But what if she isn’t?  Or what if she’s being watched?  What if we can’t take Guajira, what then?”

Brad grinned at her.  “Then I’ll steal another sailboat.”

“Steal one?  Really?  Just like that?”

“Sure, why not?  We’re already down for killing one fed and kidnapping another, so what’s stealing a boat add on top of that?  Marinas are full of sailboats that never go out, you can take a boat and the owner probably won’t notice for days, or even weeks.  And I can tell which boats nobody’s paying attention to, which ones can cross an ocean right out of the marina.”

“Is it that easy?  Don’t you need a key?”

“Oh please!  I just installed a new engine by myself; do you think I need a key to start a marine diesel?”

Ranya laughed, and he kissed her cheeks while she smiled. “So what stops thieves from stealing sailboats?”
“That’s easy.  Thieves can’t sail; they think it’s magic.  Except for the French, but that’s another story.”

“What does that mean?” asked Ranya.

“You’ll find out, when we get down island.  But I’m not going to need to steal a boat; Guajira’s still waiting for us, I know it.”

“Is she ready?  Can we just sail her out the way she is?”

“Oh hell yes!  We could take off tonight and be fifty miles offshore by dawn, and make it to the Bahamas in a week.”

“Will the Bahamas let us in?  Won’t we be fugitives?”

“I don’t know, maybe not.  I was never actually arrested, not officially, not by real police.  But we won’t clear into the Bahamas like regular tourists.  There’s a thousand islands in the Bahamas, and only about thirty of them even have a policeman!  Clearing customs in the islands on a sailboat is a joke; it’s really on the honor system, believe it or not.  It’s not like an airport; you have to go and find them and tell them you’ve arrived!  If you don’t tell them, they don’t know.  We’ll just show up in the Out Islands and make ourselves at home; that’s all there is to it.”

“So we’ll be illegal aliens?”

“Damn right we will.  But we’ll pay cash, and it’ll be ‘no problem mon’!  Ranya, the water’s so clear, it looks like your boat’s floating on turquoise-colored air over the coral reefs; you just won’t believe it.  We’ll skin-dive and catch lobster every day for lunch and grouper for dinner; the water’s so warm we’ll just live in our bathing suits.  Most of the time we’ll have anchorages completely to ourselves, our own private bits of paradise, so we won’t even need bathing suits.   We’ll just swim and dive and play and can get all-over tans like real Caribbean cruisers.”

“Oh Brad darling, you make it sound so wonderful, like a dream.  I can’t wait; I wish we were there already!”

“Once we’re there I’ll repaint Guajira’s hull.  Blue maybe.  I’ll take down the canvas spray dodger, she won’t look the same.  We’ll have to change her name though...  We’ll head for South America, maybe Brazil or Venezuela, or Colombia.”

“What about our passports?  What if the government’s after us?  We’ll be fugitives.”

“Ranya, you only need passports at airports.  With sailboats, it’s a whole different world out there.”

“Just pay your way in cash, and don’t make problems?”

“You’ve got it.  Just keep a low profile and keep moving.  It’s called being a ‘PT’; it means passing through, and permanent tourist, and practically transparent.  There’s more to it than that, but that’s most of it.  We can buy papers and documentation when we get to some places I know in the Caribbean.  Citizenship is cheap some places, you can pick any name you want.”

Ranya laughed again.  “So we’re going to wind up in a Colombian prison is what you’re saying, some place like Devil’s Island.”

“I’ll take my chances.  Anyway it beats taking a BATF bullet, or being tied to a board or crammed into a metal locker.”

“Brad, don’t worry, I’m with you all the way, I just want to know what to expect.  Even if we’re going to hell…I’ll go with you gladly.  I don’t care if we’re heading for hurricanes or shipwrecks or jail, I’m not leaving you again, not ever.”  She pressed as tightly against him as she could and squeezed him again.
“I love you Ranya Bardiwell, do you know that?  I fell in love with you the first day that I met you.”

“That day, that day was the worst day in my life…”

“I’m sorry, I…”

“Except for finding you.”

“I’m so sorry for what happened to your father, but I’m so glad I found you, I’m just so sorry about…how.”

“What a day that was, what a day.  The worst day in my life, except that I found you.  Now it’s so strange, it’s all mixed up together.”

“At least we have each other now.”

“I know… I know.  We have each other, and we always will.  But Brad, I’ve got to tell you something.  I’ve got to tell you, I just don’t want to keep any secrets any more, I just can’t keep it inside me any more.”

“What secrets?”

“Big secrets.  Really big.”

“What?”

“I…”  Ranya closed her eyes and turned her face into the blanket.  “I shot Eric Sanderson.”

Brad felt her shudder, felt a wave of trembling pass through her that made him dizzy.  “You?”

“Me.”

After a moment he said, “Damn…damn… You know they thought I shot him?  They had it all figured out!”  Brad said bitterly.  “They thought that I shot him, and that you scouted him out.  Now it makes sense.”
“I’m so sorry Brad, I’m so sorry.  They grabbed you; they…tortured you… because of what I did, because of me.”

He gently lifted her face from the blanket with his hand beneath her teary cheek and looked into her eyes as she opened them.  “Don’t worry Ranya, I don’t care, I really don’t.  Mr. Checkpoint had it coming.”

“Sanderson was dancing on my father’s grave, he was spitting in his face…  I had to kill him.”  She bitterly half laughed.  “Maybe it’s an Arab thing… I might be a Christian, but I’m still an Arab.  I mean, I’m an American, but I was born over there, and my blood is pure Arab.  I guess that makes me crazy; everybody knows Arabs are crazy, right?”

“Ranya, we can be crazy together, okay?  You have to be crazy to cross oceans on sailboats, don’t you?  Anyway, we’re already going to be blamed for killing and kidnapping federal agents, so what’s one more dead politician on top of that?  You know what they say about killing?”

“No, what?” she asked.

“After the first, they’re all free.”

She paused, staring hard at him.  “They can only hang you once, is that it?”

“That’s it,” he answered.

“That’s not exactly a good thing, is it?  Being hung even once, I mean?”

“No, but it does open up our options in the meantime.”

“Yeah, I guess it does…  Let’s go back to the cabin now,” she said.  “I don’t want to miss our ride either.”  She gave him one more tight hug, rolled away and got up.
Brad lay on his back, shielding his eyes from the sun with an arm while watching Ranya collect her dry clothes.  He loved her completely, more than he had ever loved anyone in his life; somehow he loved her mind and her spirit, even though she had just confessed that she was a killer.  Some people needed killing, and he understood her anger.  

As he looked up at her gathering her dry clothes, he decided that she had the sexiest legs that he had ever seen on a real live girl who was not dancing on a stage.  They were long and tan and slender, yet shapely and athletic, and her hips…her hips and her…  
Crazy or not, he wanted to keep her.  And he had to be crazy too, to want to stay with someone like that.  Maybe in an insane world, crazy was the right way to be.





     ******


Mark Fitzgibbon, the semi-retired computer network consultant in Wilton Connecticut, had prepared his electronic bomb Sunday night in his study at home.  He had launched it unnoticed from an empty cubicle in a branch office of a major health insurance corporation in Hartford during lunchtime on Monday.  He had set the timer so that his bomb would explode soon after midnight, and all Tuesday morning he had been watching and listening to see if his weapon was having an effect.  

He was listening online to several Maryland and Virginia AM radio news talk stations, while also keeping an eye on the cable television news networks, and checking The Drudge Report and FreeAmericans on the internet.  During the twelve noon news cycle he heard a Maryland radio station report a new assassination: an official who worked for the BATFE at their Washington headquarters had been shot and killed in his driveway while getting ready to leave for work.  The radio talk host mentioned the ATF official’s name just one time, Fitzgibbon checked his own hard copy and found the listing for the GS-15 ATF supervisor who lived just south of Rockville Maryland.
This was either an incredible coincidence, or someone had found the list on the internet and gotten busy, realizing that the information would be most effective if it was used immediately.  Fitzgibbon felt bad for the family of the ATF supervisor, he had probably had nothing to do with staging the stadium massacre or the phony “militia” murders and bombings in Virginia.  He just worked for a tainted agency.  
But this harsh measure was the best way that Mark Fitzgibbon could think of to send a sufficiently stark and direct warning to the decision makers in the federal government.  Certainly he was far too old and out of shape to be blowing up bridges like Ben Mitchell, the retired Army Special Forces Sergeant Major, God rest his soul!  Fitz just thought of himself as using a different brand of high explosive, against a different target.

 The decision makers would not be long in figuring out that the creator of the Fed List could just as easily burn the agents in the other 47 states, exponentially compounding what he knew must be an internal security nightmare.  And they would also rapidly discern that he had cut off his list at GS-15, and not included members of the ultra-elite Senior Executive Service, the entrenched career bureaucrats who were the real policy molders in the federal government.

Fitz was certain that the SES would not want their names and home addresses to be listed for anyone with a rifle and an internet connection to see.  Most of them lived in upper-upper class digs, and they would hate the aggravation of having to moving their trophy wives and spoiled children into hotels while they went shopping for new unlisted mansions.  They would come to their senses, and collectively they would work to rein in whatever group was running death squads in Maryland and Virginia.  

Congress might also get a clue, and reverse some of the new draconian gun laws which were at the root of most of the violence directed at the government.  In the meantime, all of the FBI and ATF agents in the three states would be forced to look after their own security, which would mean that for a while at least they would be too busy tending to their own affairs to be conducting extracurricular arson and murder raids.
Mark Fitzgibbon had not killed anyone in 35 years, and now he felt directly responsible for the assassination of the ATF official in Maryland.  The man left a widow, and this was painful to consider, but the entire thorny situation had begun with their phony stadium massacre.  The ATF or some other federal group wedded to them had started this ball rolling downhill, and they would have to stop it.  Mark Fitzgibbon considered that he had merely provided them with a strong personal incentive to stop it.

And if they could not or would not stop their state terror program, then the hell with them.   A long time ago he had sworn to defend the constitution against all enemies, foreign and domestic, and as far as he was concerned that oath did not come with an expiration date.  If the feds kept up their state terror program and their false flag black operations, he would burn them all, in all 50 states, and most of all he would burn their almighty Senior Executive Service.  He would send them all running for cover like cockroaches caught by the sudden light in the kitchen at midnight.
