Prologue 
November, 1994 


“Is that them?”  


The blond woman who held the binoculars made a closed-mouth grimace as she nodded. “Yeah. Right on time, too.” Pulling her eyes from the eyepiece, she slid her ice-blue gaze in her partner’s direction. “Did you rig the timer to start when the door opened?”


“Of course,” the younger man said, practically snorting in a combination of anticipation and derision.


The woman nodded shortly. “Good. Be prepared to act. Any minute now...” She placed the binoculars back in front of her eyes to watch the trap get sprung. The damp chill of the foggy coastal night was ignored in her absorption with the scene before her.


Deborah and Caleb Benjamin sauntered out of the distinguished Velvet Turtle restaurant in Orange County, California. Their parents, the Attorney General Elect and his wife, were still inside paying their bill as the sister and brother made their way to the family car, a late model Cadillac, parked in a murky pool of yellow light. 


Deborah halted, wrapping her long woolen coat tightly around her small frame, her hands gripping the lapels. “Caleb,” she whispered, “something’s not right...” A twitchy feeling at the back of her neck made her nervous and she darted a look behind her.


Feeling the tension roiling underneath her words, Caleb put one arm over her shoulders and looked carefully around the sparsely populated parking lot. There was nothing to be seen really, except assorted vehicles and a young couple embracing on the far sidewalk. He could smell the salty tang wafting from the nearby beach, but nothing else tugged at his perceptions. 


As one person, the twins stepped cautiously toward their car, Deborah continually swiveling her head back to the restaurant’s glass doors, Caleb’s ears alert to any little sound. They peered in through the driver’s window, then each of the others, but could detect nothing.


“Deb? Are you sure?” Not normally one to question her intuition, Caleb was merely wanting reassurance. He felt her trembling under his arm as she nodded. “Will it wait until we get home?”


“No!” Her gasp started him praying even as she continued to speak. “It’s here... I think it’s the car, Caleb. I’m afraid.”


“Deb? Caleb?” Aaron Benjamin’s formidable presence made itself felt as he and his wife joined their eldest children in front of the bronze Eldorado. “Ready to go?”


Her eyes wide, Deborah’s long brown hair whipped around as she confronted her father. “Don’t get in the car, Dad. Really.”


With a tolerant chuckle, Mr. Benjamin smoothed one hand over his daughter’s head. “Deb, really. These ‘feelings’ of yours are getting out of hand.”


Swallowing forcefully, Deborah felt an inner tension rising. Stomping one small foot, she made a harsh, exasperated noise. “Don’t mock me! Will you listen? Please? I know you didn’t want to pay any attention to the notes and the phone calls, even though the State guys are all over you. Maybe you should have listened, Dad.” Her voice rose as she pulled herself from her family. “Don’t get in the car, okay? Please!” Backing several steps away, her features were contorted in great anguish as she faced them. “Those people, the anti-semitic ones that have been harassing you... I - I’m afraid!”


“Aaron?” Elisheva Benjamin placed a hand on her husband’s chest. “Perhaps you ought to call in the police?”


“Or those guys with the Justice Department, Dad,” Caleb suggested with a cocked eyebrow. “The ones who said you could ask for bodyguards even before you took office, if you wanted...considering the phone calls.”


Shaking his head, Aaron regarded his family with acute puzzlement. “I don’t believe you, people...” He jingled his car keys out of his pocket and turned to unlock the door. “Didn’t the Lord see us through to this point? Have a little faith –”


As Aaron Benjamin opened the car door, a small LCD panel could be seen blinking just under the driver’s seat. Deborah screamed, “Daddy! Get away! Now!” She fell to her knees, almost shrieking in terror, as her brother ran to her side, pulled her into his arms and tried to turn her face away from the car. She fought against the shaky pressure of his hand and stared, wide-eyed, as her father saw the flashing red display.


Horror plain on his ruggedly handsome face, Aaron sheltered his wife with his body as he threw them to the damp asphalt without a word. Just after he had done so, Deborah and Caleb saw the timer go black.


The explosion was deafening! A fireball erupted from the engine and lashed back in a miniature solar flare as the entire front of the vehicle was engulfed in flames. 


The heat of the blast reached Deborah as she sheltered next to her twin’s larger body. She was crying, praying that everyone was all right as spectators spilled from the restaurant, from the nearby area, seeming to well up from the very ground as they surrounded her family.


Deborah felt as if she’d been justified, but it was a shallow sensation, quickly overtaken by a sharp-edged fear. Under that, however, was anger. Anger that someone would do this to her family, just because of who her father was. Anger because she knew this had dramatically changed their lives. Her heart pounded with the strength of it as she and Caleb rose shakily to their feet.


“Dad? Mom?” She heard her brother’s worried tenor call to their parents, and Deborah forced herself to look beyond the selfishness of her emotions. “Are you okay?”  


“Yeah...” Aaron’s voice rasped.


“Deb? Is she with you, Caleb?” Elisheva called out, trying desperately not to panic. The twins reassured their parents that they were fine, considering.


After Mr. and Mrs. Benjamin called the police from the restaurant’s phone, the press arrived, the officers came, and the State Department of Justice started to take control of their lives. No more privacy until the anti-semitic group, Area Vindicta, that had been threatening the family could be stopped, captured, or forced into oblivion.


No one noticed the couple that had left the area before the restaurant employees emerged and Caleb had forgotten about them when he was questioned later. By the following morning, they had disappeared entirely.

***


Deborah cut her waist-length hair the next day in a twentieth-century version of an Old Testament symbol of her grief – and her own symbol of defiance. From now on, she’d pay closer attention to the Lord’s hand in her life, she assured herself. 


So would her family.

