WHAT THE CRITICS ARE SAYING
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“If you only read one novel this year, this is it! The Ezekiel Option is brilliantly
conceived and flawlessly executed—one of the most exciting political thrillers I’ve
ever read. I literally could not put it down. LIKE AN EPISODE OF 24 WITH
A SUPERNATURAL TWIST. Rosenberg has become one of the most entertaining and thought-provoking novelists of our day. Regardless of your political
views, you’ve got to read his stuff.”
✮✮ RUSH LIMBAUGH, #1 New York Times bestselling author
“Joel Rosenberg is one of my favorite novelists of all time. . . . THE EZEKIEL
OPTION IS ANOTHER OUTSTANDING BOOK. . . . What’s so eerie about
all Rosenberg’s novels is that he brings them to life with modern events.”
✮✮ SEAN HANNITY, #1 New York Times bestselling author of Let Freedom Ring
and Deliver Us from Evil
“Joel C. Rosenberg is a masterful storyteller, a true friend of Israel and of the
Jewish people. He understands the real problems and threats in the Middle East
better than any American novelist I know and turns it into a chilling, prescient,
and unforgettable read.”
✮✮ NATAN SHARANSKY, former deputy prime minister of Israel and New
York Times bestselling author of The Case for Democracy
“The Ezekiel Option is an exciting, a ction-packed thriller based on one of the most
important end-times prophecies in the Bible. This often-neglected prediction
needs much more attention as we race ever closer to the very alignment of nations
the prophet described 2,500 years ago.”
✮✮ TIM LAHAYE, #1 New York Times bestselling author of the Left Behind series
“RIPPED FROM THE HEADLINES—NEXT YEAR’S HEADLINES.”
✮✮ Washington Times
“Better written and more complex than Left Behind, to which it will inevitably
be compared.”
✮✮ Publishers Weekly
“Eerily prophetic . . . unsettling and scary . . . Rosenberg documents his plot with
extensive research. . . . A fast-paced story packed with action from beginning to end.”
✮✮ Dallas Morning News
“Another p
 age-turner.”
✮✮ WORLD magazine

✮✮ Rush Limbaugh says The Last Jihad is “amazing. . . . I could not put this book

down. . . . You have to read this.”
✮✮ Sean Hannity calls The Last Days “riveting to the point you can’t put it d
 own—

a heart-pounding, e dge-of-your-seat r oller-coaster ride.”
✮✮ Joe Scarborough, MSNBC, says, “Joel Rosenberg is almost a prophet. . . .

I would recommend you read these books. This is a guy who understands what
is going on in the Middle East.”
✮✮ Michael Reagan says, “The Last Days is a gutsy new breed of political thriller—

a lmost prophetically forecasting what you’ll read in tomorrow’s headlines. . . .
Rosenberg is a rising new star on the American fiction scene.”
✮✮ Steve Forbes says, “What a timely tale. Rosenberg has written, à la Clancy,

one of those rare novels that is riveting to read because it seems too real. A
tingling triumph.”
✮✮ Vincent Flynn, New York Times bestselling author of Separation of Power, says,

“A wild, rocketing read, The Last Jihad is Tom Clancy writ large.”
✮✮ The New York Times calls Rosenberg “a Washington success story.”
✮✮ CNN Headline News says, “J.K. Rowling may be the writer of the moment

for the young and the young at heart. But for many adults Joel Rosenberg is
the ‘it author’ right now. Inside and outside the Beltway in Washington, people
are snatching up copies of his almost lifelike terrorist suspense novels.”
✮✮ U.S. News & World Report says Rosenberg’s novels are so close to reality he

seems like a “modern Nostradamus.”
✮✮ The Jerusalem Post calls The Last Days “a f ast-paced thriller, packed with the

authentic details and b
 ehind-the-scenes tidbits that only a Washington insider
such as Rosenberg could know. . . . Screams ‘possible’ from every page.”
✮✮ Publishers Weekly calls The Last Days “an action-packed Clancyesque political

thriller.”
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AUTHOR’S NOTE
N

N

N

I pray to God the novel you hold in your hands never comes true.
Certainly not as written.
Dead Heat is a work of fiction. I didn’t see it in a vision in the middle of
the night. I made it up. It does not represent the future as I wish to see it.
It represents a future I fear could be coming, and soon. I hope I am wrong.
Despite the fact that numerous fictional elements in my previous
novels have seemed to come true, I am not a clairvoyant, a psychic, or a
“modern Nostradamus,” as some have suggested. I am simply a storyteller.
Dead Heat is the fifth and final novel in the series that began with The
Last Jihad, and like the other four, it is based on a series of very real and
increasingly serious geopolitical threats facing the United States and our
allies today, as well as on a series of very real and deeply sobering prophecies written in the pages of the Bible centuries ago.
So far as such geopolitical threats are concerned, it is not my contention that we are necessarily destined to see such horrors come to pass.
Hopefully our nation’s political, military, intelligence, and law enforcement leaders will have the necessary wisdom, courage, and sense of urgency to counter and neutralize these threats, and many others like them,
in time. If we and they understand the nature and magnitude of the evils
gathering against us, we could very well avoid the sort of cataclysms that
some experts now believe are no longer a matter of if, but when.
So far as the prophecies are concerned, however, let me be clear: the
world is destined to see such horrors come to pass. When? I cannot say.
How exactly will such events play out? One can only speculate. I have
no doubt they will happen as the Bible predicts, and they certainly could
happen in our lifetime. Only the Lord Himself knows.
That said, it is worth noting that of the one thousand or so prophecies
found in the pages of the Bible, more than five hundred have already come
true. Indeed, a number of startling “end times” prophecies have actually
come to pass over the course of the last century, including the rebirth of
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the State of Israel, large numbers of Jews returning to the Holy Land after
centuries of exile, Jews rebuilding the ancient ruins of Israel and making
the deserts bloom, and Israel creating an “exceedingly great army.”
All of this begs the question: since some dramatic “last days” prophecies have come true in our lifetime, isn’t it remotely possible that more
such prophecies could happen in our lifetime as well?
One of my fictional characters, Dr. Eliezer Mordechai, put it this way
in The Ezekiel Option, describing Bible prophecy as “an intercept from
the mind of God.” The Scriptures tell us that God in His sovereignty has
chosen to give us advance intelligence of some future geopolitical events
that will shake our world and shape our future so we are not caught off
guard, so we can get ready, so we can help others get ready. As the Hebrew
prophet Amos once wrote: “Surely the Lord God does nothing unless He
reveals His secret counsel to His servants the prophets.” (Amos 3:7)
Which brings me back to my first point. Though something is coming, I pray we are spared the events portrayed in Dead Heat. I did not write
this book to predict exactly how such end times prophecies will come to
pass. I wrote it to ask, What if?
What if the political debates that so obsess and divide us prove one day
to be trivial pursuits, distracting us from the most important and pressing
issues of our time?
What if in the midst of presidential campaign seasons that invariably
consume so much of our nation’s time, talent, and treasure we find ourselves one day blindsided by gathering evils we either do not see or fail
to fully appreciate?
What if the great fortunes we are trying to amass do not protect us
from the weapons being formed against us?
And what if in our never-ending national hunt for power, prosperity,
and celebrity we somehow gain the whole world, but forfeit our souls?
A new evil is rising. I feel it. I fear it. Let us awaken, before it’s too late.
Joel C. Rosenberg
November 2007
Washington, D.C.
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MONDAY, AUGUST 31—7:02 P.M. E
 ST—CIA HEADQUARTERS, LANGLEY, VIRGINIA

It was going to be bloody, but it could be done, if they moved fast.
All eyes in the CIA’s Global Operations Center turned to Danny
Tracker. Once the deputy director of operations, Tracker, forty-six, was
the newly installed director of the Central Intelligence Agency. Only he
could authorize the Delta Force commander on the ground to carry out
this strike, and it was he alone who would have to answer for his decision
to the president, to a myriad of congressional oversight committees, and
to his colleagues throughout the Byzantine world of U.S. intelligence.
The Agency had been hunting this “high-priority target” for months.
Tracker watched as live video images of their prey streamed in from a
Predator drone h
 overing—unheard, unseen—a mile above an abandoned
warehouse outside of Sanaa, the capital of Yemen, where their target now
entered, surrounded by scores of heavily armed bodyguards.
“How far away are they?” Tracker asked the senior watch officer beside him as he surveyed the feeds coming in on five enormous plasma TV
screens on the wall before him.
“Both Delta teams are at least twenty minutes out, sir.”
Tracker winced. Twenty minutes was an eternity in his business. They
had to take this guy down fast. Umberto Milano, after all, was the head of
operations for the Legion, one of the most feared terrorist organizations
on the planet.
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Tracker flipped through the file in his hands, the one stamped
“CLASSIFIED—EYES ONLY” in red. Only forty, Milano, the S
 icilian-
 orn son of Marxist radicals, had already served seven years’ hard time for
b
blowing up two banks in Rome and one in Florence. Converted to Islam
in prison. Escaped with two fellow inmates in 2000. Fled to Afghanistan.
Trained with bin Laden. Returned to Europe just before 9/11. Joined
the Legion, a loosely affiliated European arm of A
 l-Qaeda. Planned
the Madrid train bombings in 2004. Responsible for at least eight other
bombings from Casablanca to Cairo and from Jakarta to Jerusalem.
After the demise of A
 l-Qaeda, Milano provided financial and logistical assistance to the Al-Nakbah terror network run by Yuri Gogolov
and Mohammed Jibril. What’s more, the Agency had some evidence—
c ircumstantial but compelling—that Milano had masterminded the suicide
bombing at the Willard InterContinental in D.C. the previous January.
Tracker had no doubt the Legion was planning something far deadlier, but at the moment, he had no idea what. Milano had eluded the
Agency for years, operating in the shadows and off the grid. They had
no idea where he lived. They had very little idea who his contacts and associates were. All they had were occasional bits and pieces of phone and
e-mail intercepts; this was the first time they’d ever been able to spot and
track him in real time. They needed to take him down. They needed to
make him talk. They needed to extract every last bit of information they
could. And they needed to do it now.
“Yesterday’s tip on Milano’s m
 ovements—do we know where it came
from?” Tracker asked.
“No, sir,” the watch officer said.
“But you’re absolutely certain it’s him in that warehouse?”
“Yes, sir, I am.”
Tracker turned to two senior intelligence analysts, each of whom had
spent much of his career focused on the Legion.
“Do you guys concur?”
“I do, sir,” one said.
“No question,” the other said. “That’s Milano, all right. And with all
due respect, sir, we need to take him before it’s too late.”
Tracker turned back to the senior watch commander and asked, “Do
the Delta teams have everything they need to bring this guy in?”
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But the commander was no longer listening to the conversation. His
eye had suddenly been drawn back to the live feed coming in from the
Predator.
Now Tracker looked there too. “You’ve got to be kidding me.” He
cursed. “They’re leaving already?”
No one said a word. The Predator feed said it all. A dozen armed men
were clearly exiting the warehouse and taking up positions around the
third vehicle in a line of five black SUVs.
“How much longer until Delta is on scene?” Tracker asked.
“They’re still ten minutes out, sir.”
Tracker glanced at his watch. They didn’t have ten minutes.
President James “Mac” MacPherson was en route to Los Angeles.
Tracker knew he’d love nothing more than to be able to point to a new
success in the War on Terror during his p
 rime-time speech that night
at the Republican National Convention. Giving the president the ability to announce a major CIA coup to a global audience couldn’t hurt his
Agency’s tattered image, or his own career.
The country was deeply divided over the future. The rhetoric of the
campaign could not have been hotter. Both major parties were locked in
a knock-down, drag-out battle over who could better protect the country for the next four years. MacPherson had served his eight years and
couldn’t serve again. The latest polls showed his anointed successor in a
dead heat with the Democratic challenger. Perhaps an operation like this
could help tip the balance, even a little, Tracker thought. Perhaps in a race
this close, even a little boost might be all that was needed.
“Sir, we need a decision,” the senior watch commander pressed.
Tracker felt his pulse racing. He had only two options. He could let
Milano leave the warehouse, use the Predator to follow him to his next
location, and pray Delta could move against him later that day or the
next. Or he could forfeit the p
 ossibility—slim though it w
 as—of bringing
Milano in alive by ordering the Predator to fire two Hellfire missiles into
the warehouse and parking lot, killing everyone and destroying everything
inside and out.
“We’re out of time, sir. What do you want to do?”
Tracker hesitated. What was more valuable—the information he
might be able to extract from Milano later or the worldwide headlines
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Milano’s death could give them now? He stared at video feed and cursed
again. Sometimes technology wasn’t enough.
“Take him out,” Tracker said at last. “Take them all out.”
All eyes turned to the center video screen, and as the senior watch
commander relayed the orders to the Predator controllers in the field,
everyone in the Global Operations Center seemed to hold their collective breath. No one said a word, but Danny Tracker was sure they were
all thinking what he was. Was he doing the right thing? How much actionable intelligence was he about to sacrifice? What exactly would the
president say when he heard the news? Was there another way?
But it was too late now.
 GM-114
Suddenly they could see the contrails of two laser-guided A
Hellfire missiles streaking toward the earth below. One hit the center
of the warehouse. The other hit the center vehicle in the convoy. Two
enormous explosions filled the screen with a blinding light. Then thick,
black smoke rose from the wreckage. Then came grisly, full-color images
of a blazing building, five burning vehicles, and body parts strewn about
as far as the eye could see.
The ops center erupted in cheers, but Tracker began pacing. He
couldn’t celebrate. Not yet. Not until they had all that they’d come for.
He stared at the Predator feed and the digital clock on the far wall
and felt the acid chewing through the walls of his stomach. He clenched
his teeth as two vans pulled onto the scene. Eight Delta operators, all
heavily armed and clad in Kevlar and black masks, set up a secure perimeter. Four more headed straight into the inferno. It was their job to find
Milano, confirm his remains, and secure any evidence they might find on
or around him, evidence that could—if they were lucky—give them some
idea of what the Legion was planning next. But they were quickly running
out of time. Whatever didn’t burn or melt, Tracker knew, would be in the
hands of the local police in less than ten minutes, and their best hope for
protecting against the next attack would be lost forever.

