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Chapter One
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Charles Moore

He stood studying the gold amulet behind the glass. Moore held the flashlight in his armpits so his hands remained free. The Chinese man waited for him outside the front door of the Tuku ‘Aho Memorial Museum. Charles Moore needed to make an appointment at the museum, but he broke the rear door of the small building. No alarms sounded when he walked into a large room. 

A placard indicated that the juju was the Queen’s Amulet. It belonged to Salote Lupepauʻu (c. 1811 – 8 September 1889), who was Queen of Tonga from 1845 to 1889 as the wife of George Tupou I. She was the namesake of the Queen Salote College.


Reversing the flashlight, he used the handle and busted the glass container. Picking up the amulet, he stuffed it into the back pocket of his trousers. Looking around, he didn’t see or hear anything.

He reached into his Navy jumper and pulled out the $1,000 the Chinese had given him. He thought about what he held. Did he really need the other thousand the man was to give him once he stole the amulet? He knew the man was armed with a gun.


Quickly, he went to the rear. The broken glass crunched under his feet as he stepped out the door. Darkness met him. He turned off the flashlight and hoped the Chinese man would stay at the front entrance. 

Moore continued running through the thick jungle. The darkness just before sunrise left him blind as he entered the dense forest. He knew he had a long way to go, since the airport was at the southern edge of Tongatapu Island. Some of the plants had razor-sharp leaves that tore holes in the sleeves of his white enlisted men’s uniform. After what seemed like several hours, he finally found a road that went in the direction of the airport.

Later, he made his way to the baggage area. He hid behind large wooden crates in the corner of the warehouse. Checking his watch, he saw he had three hours before his flight to Guam was scheduled to depart. 

The sun rose just above the distant trees, casting shadows in the baggage area. He sneaked among the baggage until he found a door to the ticket counters. No one had arrived to board the planes. He stepped to the counter and faced a pretty local woman. After paying the fare, she handed him the ticket.

He tried to return to the baggage area, but the door was locked. Quickly after glancing around, he found nobody in the airport. Standing at the entrance to the men’s room, he kept an eye open for the Chinese man.

Two and a half-hours later, he stood with six others in line to board the plane. Then, after he took a glance over his shoulder, he saw the man stepping out of a taxi through the large entrance window. He hid behind a huge woman; the 300-pound brown-skinned lady held a large bag. He could smell food coming from her luggage. Then, the announcement instructed everyone to board.

On the plane, Moore sat next to a window and watched for the man. He never showed, and after the engines warmed up, he felt relief that he might have gotten away. The Destroyer Escort he was assigned to was at the Navy Base, Guam, for repairs. It was due to pull out of port the next day.

He had met the Chinese man the day before at a bar in Piti, Guam. When Moore accepted the man’s plan, he thought $2,000 would be great. He could send the money home. But he just made Third Class Petty Officer, and he decided if the police caught him, he’d be busted back to Seaman. He had to change his mind and get the hell away from that man. Besides, he didn’t like the way the man acted. Moore thought he could be a killer when he noticed a gun under the Chinese man’s jacket.

***
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Three weeks later, Charles Moore stepped off the gangplank and onto the concrete pier of Pearl Harbor Naval Base. The noon sun became hidden behind passing clouds. He rushed to the lockers that were near the Block’s Enlisted Men’s Club. He carried the Queen’s Amulet with him, and once he changed into civilian clothes, the amulet went into his pants’ pocket.  

He stood outside the main gate, waiting for the downtown bus. Later, he stepped off the bus on Hotel Street in downtown Honolulu. The street had trash blowing from the southern breeze. Moore smelled the various Asian foods cooking, as well as the filth and rotten liquor from the many drinking establishments. He walked two blocks until he found the pawnshop, with which he had done business several other times. Since the amulet had been in a museum, he figured he should make a couple of hundred dollars. Then to his favorite bar. He hoped Cindy would be there.

The man at the counter wasn’t the same person he knew. He took the $50 after an argument. Just as he stepped outside. The Chinese man stood across the street. The crowded street prevented him from running, so he pushed around the pedestrians, and then he met the man face to face. The impact on his chest felt like a sledgehammer. The man in front of him faded into a blur. Then darkness hid the man’s face as pain settled just below the nap of his neck. Then he gasped for breath, placing his hands around his throat. He fell. 
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Chapter Two
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Vacation Intrusion

The Mackin Mercedes swamp buggy plowed through the mud and underbrush of Florida’s Green Swamp. An M14 swung from the roll bars. The alligator-skin rifle case protected the .30-caliber from the elements, including wet air and splashing water.

Mike Wess sat next to the guide. The brown-skinned, 30-year-old Seminole drove the buggy into the deeper marsh. The large, wide tires sprayed water onto Wess’s goggles. His camouflage coveralls were waterproof, but he still felt the high humidity through them. The extra covering kept mosquitoes and other insects at bay.

The Navy Commander kept his white hair cut in military style. At 56, he kept his muscular body in shape by weightlifting. In Omaha, Nebraska, he has a private gym at his home. In his Naval Reserve Unit, other men his age had the beer guts and wobbly arm muscles.

The bright morning sun shone through the dense everglade trees. He turned to his escort. Over the noise of the swamp buggy, he shouted, “Tim, where are you going? I came here to hunt hogs, not to take in the scenery.”

“Sir, you wanted hogs. I know where to find them. I hope that the helicopter won’t scare them away.”

“Yeah, I notice it. It’s been flying over us for the past hour. It’s an Air Force Aerospace Rescue and Recovery. It must be from Eglin Air Force Base.

Moments later, Tim stopped the swamp buggy in a clearing near a murky pond. Wess decided it’s probably a good area. Wildlife would come to drink. He unzipped the rifle case and removed the M14. After bolting in a round, he spotted movement behind a bush thirty yards away. Tim sighed, “You got yourself a large boar. Wait until he starts burrowing in the open. He’s after grubs; these hogs love the black worms.”

Slowly, the hog appeared in the sunlight. Just as Wess squeezed the trigger, the helicopter touched ground less than a hundred yards away. The hog ran into the thickets. A round escaped from the barrel but missed the boar as it disappeared. “That damn chopper. This better be  important.”

Tim responded, “It must be. Three men are coming our way. They’re not dressed for hunting. Bunch of fools. Who would wear dark suits in the Florida Everglades?”

Wess remained seated in the buggy with his feet resting on the front horizontal bars. The rifle lay across his lap. He unwrapped the cellophane from the cigar he planned to smoke after the kill.

Smoke drifted from his nose as a man approached him. “Commander Wess, it is urgent for you to come with us.”

“Why? I’m on vacation. Who wants me?”

“NIS sent us here. They had no agents available to send, so they called the FBI. This comes from the top, so you must come now.”

“Will you drop me off at my shack in Withal? I need to change and clean up.”

“Sorry, Commander. We don’t have orders to do so. Admiral Collins wants you in his office. We must leave now for Suitland, Maryland.”

***

[image: ]


A white flag with red Chinese 规 had been placed in the center of the material. This flag decorated the entire wall of the small office. On the third floor of the Sugar Building in Denver, the Shen Shaiming leader, Chen-Ning Han, had rented the space for his anarchist movement.

Ning Han has a Qing Dynasty hairstyle and is slightly bulky, wearing expensive clothing. His male secretary had a desk in the same office space. His desk faced three file cabinets, with his back to his superior, and on the wall hung pictures of Vietnam’s landscape and a 1978 calendar featuring a pretty Vietnamese girl. Chiang worked for Ning Han for eleven years. He has been an experienced office manager for 20 years of his 40 years. Although he doesn’t wear the same hairstyle as his superior, he keeps his well-combed, left-parted.

Everything said in the office is in Chinese. Chiang heard his name called as he finished typing on the Royal typewriter. “Chiang has that special group departed?”

“Yes, sir, they took the flight out early this morning. I received the call earlier from the San Francisco office. They had the item concealed within the luggage.”

“Good. Let me know when you get the call from Phnom Penh. Then book me a flight. I’ll be staying there at my registered hotel for a few weeks.”

***
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Vice Admiral Collins sat behind his desk, reading from a handful of reports. Wess had taken a seat ten minutes prior. Mike had been informed that the Admiral had to review the reports before the meeting.

He studied Collins. It had been a few years since he first met him. The Admiral had grown older. He lost his hair, gained weight, and seemed less physically active than he once was. But nothing changed with his smoking habits. The long, slender cigar held in his mouth made a cloud around the room. The ceiling fan slowly turned.

Suddenly, he flopped the papers on his desk. “Wess, yesterday an amulet was stolen, and I want you to recover it.”

“Sir, why would NIS be interested in this?”

“In the reports, a Third-Class Petty Officer by the name of Charles Moore had taken this amulet from a museum in ​Nukuʻalofa, Tonga. This puts the Navy in an embarrassing situation. This Moore kid has been located. He was murdered in Honolulu a few days after his ship pulled into Pearl Harbor. Apparently, he tried to sell this item at a pawn shop. NIS is at the moment working on it, but I need you to go undercover and investigate.”

“Yes, sir. But why me?”

The Admiral sat silently for a moment. “I’ve known you for a long time. When I was a Lieutenant Commander on the Albert Gleaves, I remember you jumping into the water to save an enlisted man. You were a junior grade Lieutenant and had just graduated from the Academy. Since then, you’ve done things out of the ordinary, such as two years ago. NIS is still investigating your part in the gold that had been stolen from Vietnam. My department is pretty sure you have taken some of it.”

“It’s in my reports. Mia Phan took the gold and placed it somewhere for safekeeping.”

Admiral Collins stood, and with a stern glare, he leaned over the desk. “The Communists of Vietnam found the gold, and Phan was shot.”

Wess sat dumbfounded. He didn’t know what to say. He stood, took an about-face, and walked toward the door. Admiral Collins called him, “Wess, I didn’t say dismissed.”

“Well, sir. I believe you’ll have my orders ready when I leave. I have nothing more to add to the reports.”

With a smile, Collins responded, “Yeah, the packet and a plane ticket are on the outer desk. By the way, why aren’t you in uniform?”

Wess turned and faced his superior, “I was on a needed vacation from my civilian job. I tried to kill a hog in Florida, but the men you sent scared the boar away. They wouldn’t allow me to change clothes.”

***
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Dao Trung strolled through the busy crowd on Tam Bac Street. She had lived in Hai Phong for all of her twenty-five years. Her parents owned a fishing junk, where she lived, but today she had to find a friend she had known for only a few months. She needed to tell her about her uncle, who lived in Cambodia, and she discovered that his life was in danger. The Khmer Rouge were searching for him. He had escaped and lived in the slums of Hai Phong. 

In the market area, she found the taxi that she had been instructed to take. Dao had been told to be discreet when she met her friend. She identified herself to the driver, and the vehicle sped away immediately. Moments later, she found herself at the Hang Kenh Communal House.

She walked through the century-old stone gateway. Dao had been there many times to worship. She decided that Bian would be at the worship hall. The decorations of dragon-like patterns filled the entire area. Just a few feet in front of the Buddha, her friend was kneeling in prayer.

Dao stood near and waited. Soon, Bian glanced around and smiled. In a whisper, “Dao. Let’s go out to the courtyard.”

Passing numerous wooden statues of the deities. They sat on a stone bench facing the lake. Bian sat silently, taking in the beauty of Hang Kenh. Near the lake, a long wooden building with a curled and tiled roof. Bian asked, “Yes, Dao, what is it you need?”

“My uncle is in danger.”

“Yes. I know. I am well aware of the situation. I want to say something that is strictly confidential. I no longer work with the Chinese Ministry of State Security. Once the war was over. The government could not place trust in me because I am Vietnamese. I now work within the Vietnamese Government.”

“I didn’t know you worked for the Chinese. How do you know about my uncle?”

“I am a clerk, working in administration. Yesterday, I came across your uncle’s file. You must be told that Shen Shaiming sent him to Nukuʻalofa, Tonga. He hired an American sailor to steal an amulet that is worth a fortune. This sailor escaped from him and was later captured by Shen Shaiming. Your uncle needs to be killed because he knows too much. Shen Shaiming and the Khmer Rouge are working together. It’s what they say is ‘no loose ends.’”

“There’s no way he can be saved?”

“No. I do have a friend I haven’t spoken to in over a year. He’s a Navy man I worked with shortly after the war. The Chinese Ministry of State Security disapproved of my handling an assignment during that time. Instead of killing me, they sent me away with no money, and I only had the clothes that I wore at the time of my release. I will try to call Mike Wess.”

***
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At the hotel in Suitland, Mike Wess stepped out of the cab and met Tim at the entrance. The Seminole had Mike’s bags on the ground next to his feet. Grinding the cigarette out with the heel of his shoe, Tim smiled. “Mike, I was about to give up and go home. I went to your shack and packed your things.”

“Thanks, Tim. Did you find my Beretta?”

“Yup, it’s hidden in one of your bags. I noticed the loose floorboard under the bed. Knowing you, I figured that’s where the gun would be found.”

“Where’s your chopper?”

Tim pointed to the sky with a finger. “On the roof. Just about every hotel in this city has a helo pad on the roof. When the FBI took you, I didn’t think you’d be back. You gonna try to hunt again in the near future?”

“No. I’m afraid not. I got a civilian job to run, and at the moment, the government has me doing something.”

“I know you've been in the Navy Reserves. Being an academy man, shouldn’t you be in the active Navy?”

“It’s a long story. I was given orders by someone high up in the hierarchy. I’m not going to unpack anything. I’ll be flying out tonight.”

“Where to?”

“Omaha.”

Wess took one of the bags with him to his room. He left the other two bags with the clerk at the check-in counter. She had a pretty smile as she said, “No problem, sir, I’ll take very good care of your luggage. Is there anything else I can do?”

Mike smiled. He checked the tight mini-skirt and the loosely buttoned blouse. She was a very pretty black girl, probably about twenty, and in excellent shape. He noticed her stare. “No, miss. I’m sorry, but I have to change clothes, clean up, and leave shortly.”

“She gave a slight giggle. “Sir, I work only on weekdays. No night duty or weekends. I hope you come back.”

“I hope so, too.”

***
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The commercial flight landed in Omaha at about two in the morning. He had called his secretary before leaving Suitland. Outside of Eppley Airport, Ruth met him just as he left the baggage area. Ruth, a forty-year-old with reddish hair and a slim figure, had been working for Mike and his brother for six months. She passed the background investigation, and as a Lieutenant in the Navy Reserves, she knew her boss’s job with the government. She had a degree in law enforcement and had attended the University of Illinois.

One of the airport employees assisted with the luggage and placed it in the trunk of the new 1981 Cadillac. Mike’s brother had his wheelchair attached to the rear bumper holder. He then noticed his brother, Jay, seated in the passenger’s front seat.

Ruth sat behind the wheel as Mike took a seat behind her. “Jay, how are you doing?”

“Just fine, Mikey. That investigator you hired a few weeks ago is working out well. He solved the Upfield case. You were right, the ex-wife embezzled the money. The FBI took over, and they’re using our reports as evidence in court. So, you're gonna be here for a while?”

“Sorry, I can’t. I’m going undercover and flying out of Offutt tomorrow. It’s a NIS assignment.”

“I still can’t understand how you got involved with the Navy Intelligence? Dad, if he were still alive, you’d be a Captain aboard a ship. Although he was only a Master Chief Petty Officer, he had plenty of pull at the Pentagon.”

“Jay, we’ve been over this a thousand times. I don’t mind my little assignments with the Navy. You’ve been a good older brother, but please understand, this is what I do. How’s sis?”

“Since she moved to Honolulu and started to teach there, I only hear from her maybe once a month. It seems she’s doing okay.”

***
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Bian awoke the same time as always. Even though she had the day off from work, she rolled out of bed at 7:00 AM. After a quick shower and a white áo dài, she searched through several shoeboxes for a phone number. Her home had been built on a hillside overlooking the city of Hai Phong. Her mother stayed with an aunt during the war and died from an exploding Napalm while working in a rice paddy. Her father, as a Thượng tá in the People's Army of Vietnam (PAVN), was killed by the Americans. But that was all in the past. She had never thought of revenge. This was a war, and in battle, people are killed. She knew her father fought bravely. 

In a decorative greeting card box, she found the red-covered address book. Quickly searching through it, Commander Wess' name appeared with two stars after his name. Why the stars, she couldn’t remember.

For thirty minutes, she had the telephone receiver pressed against her ear. She wasn’t sure how communication had been invented to reach the United States, but she knew she had to go through different operators to get through. Several beeps on the phone indicated that the government was eavesdropping on her call. This didn’t bother her. The communist needed to ensure her country's security.

Soon she heard three rings and then an answering machine answered, “Wess Security. Our office is currently closed for business. The office’s hours are 8 AM to 5 PM. Please leave a message.”

“Mr. Wess, this is Bian Chu. Please send me the money that you promised me.”

Hanging up the phone, she smiled. She had sent an urgent message in code, saying she needed to contact him.
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Chapter Three
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Bian Chu

Commander Wess quickly finished his breakfast at the Officer’s Mess at Offutt Air Force Base. A Security non-com appeared at his table. “Sir, your transportation is ready for you. I will take you there.”

Mike smiled and glanced up at the tall Sergeant with blond hair. “Are my bags on board?”

“Yes, sir, everything is ready for departure. The driver is out front with the car running. I’ll take your dishes away, sir. Please, you have to leave now.”

The Commander picked up the packet of his top-secret orders. Walking out the door, he returned a few salutes and stepped into the rear seat of the staff car.

A short drive later, he found himself on the air strip in front of the steps to a Lockheed C-141 Starlifter. A Colonel of SAC stood there waiting. Wess stepped out onto the tarmac and saluted. The Colonel returned the hand jester. “Commander, have a safe trip.”

“Thank you, sir.”

Upon boarding, Mike looked around and found that some cargo had been stacked toward the rear. Uniformed enlisted members occupied a dozen seats. He took the seat closest to the pilots. The jet’s pilot turned around to face him. “Welcome aboard, Commander. I notice you’re wearing wings. Have you ever flown a C-141?”

Wess noticed the pilot wore a Major insignia. “Yes, I have. It’s been a few years.”

“Would you like to fly later?”

“Thank you, but no. I need some rest and to go over my orders. It’s going to be a long flight to Hickam, which will be enough time to be prepared for my assignment.”

“Yes, sir, I understand.” The engines suddenly roar as the pilot begins to taxi. The co-pilot turned and yelled over the noise. “Commander, a message from the tower. They said it’s important. But, it doesn’t seem there’s much urgency in it, sir.”

“Tell me what it is, Lieutenant.”

“It came from your office. The message is from Bian Chu. It’s about some money you owe her.”

“Can you give it to me, word for word?”

“Yes, sir. Please send me the money that you promised me.”

“Thanks, it’s a code.”

Mike knew that Ruth would respond to Bian. The coded message was a way for Bian to let Wess realize she needed him. They had developed the code symptoms while together in Guam. He expected a new message to arrive once he was in Honolulu.

He glanced out the window, and as the plane increased elevation, the spring green of the landscape below faded behind the clouds. The Missouri River wound around like a snake.

***
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The wheels let out a loud squeal as they touched the tarmacs of Hickam Field. After the jet had taxied to a stop. One of the airmen opened the door. The smell of tropical flowers filled the air. The warm humidity hit Mike’s face. The Navy Blues he wore would be uncomfortable, but once the plane dropped off some of the cargo and refueled, it would be in the air, and the cool air in the fuselage would be comfortable again.

He decided he needed to stretch and, as he approached the cargo hold, stepped onto the aircraft's cargo loader platform. Once the driver lowered the stage, he stepped off and walked around the plane. An airman approached him and handed him a slip of paper. He quickly opened it. It came from Ruth. “Mike, I decoded a message from Bian. She said an amulet is part of a murder plot to kill someone.”

On the back of the paper, he wrote, “Have Bian meet me in Guam. Send her money for transportation and food. I should arrive there shortly after midnight.”

Mike turned to the enlisted man. “How did you receive this message?”

“The office discovered it was written in transfer ‘B’ of the Security Code AF 105. We were surprised that it came this way. But since a Lieutenant Ruth Sawyer signed it with the ‘SR’ behind the name, that’s how we found it.”

“Thanks, send what I’ve written back the same way.”

Boarding the plane, Mike took his seat and wondered, How did this amulet pop up from Bian? Something isn’t right. His orders were top secret and involved this priceless object. There are a lot of questions involved here, and I don’t think that third-class petty officer had any knowledge of what he got involved with. 

After meeting Bian in Guam, he hoped to get things figured out. He made a note on one of the papers he carried to contact NIS for their reports on Charles Moore.

***
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Bian checked her passport and placed it into her handbag. She knew Dao Trung had no papers or identification. A man who lived in one of the warehouses near the waterfront made his money by forging things. She didn’t have enough dong to pay him, but to keep him from being arrested, he decided not to charge.

She was glad the man furnished Dao a passport. If he had known that Bian worked in a cubicle rather than at the Ministry of Public Security, he would have charged her 100,000 dongs. She figured the man would make enough from the counterfeiting. He had developed several currency plates.

They boarded an early train from the Ngo Quyen District. Three hours later, the train arrived in Hoan Kiem District, Hanoi. As they departed, Bian noticed the rubble and men working to restore the train station. The Americans heavily bombed the area during the war.

Bian and Dao waited for 30 minutes for the right bus to Noi Bai International Airport, nearly 22 miles northeast of Hanoi. Bian expected to be at the Gia Lam Airport, but Noi Bai had opened a few months prior. 

As the Hãng hàng không Quốc gia Việt Nam jet lifted off the runway, Bian noticed the plane making a curve to the west. Dao also discovered this. “Bian, why are we going west?”

“Just recently, the government allowed Vietnam Airlines to fly to Bangkok. There, we will board another flight to Guam.”

After a six-hour layover in Bangkok, they finally boarded a jet to Guam. Bian and Dao sat silently for an hour as they cat-napped. Just as drinks were being served, Bian found her friend awake. “So, how do you like flying?”

Guam was one of the places the government allowed her to visit. Because of the many military bases on Guam, her superior thought she would stumble upon some military secrets. The government agents at the airport didn’t find anything wrong with Dao’s passport.

When the plane landed in Guam, she knew the NAS Agana airport had been used for commercial flights, but the airstrip is on U.S. Navy property. Her superior at the government building gave her instructions on how to use the Minox C Camera. This small camera was hidden within her cosmetic purse. A small hole had been cut in the fabric, with an unbroken glass cover to conceal it. Other decorative glass had been added to the purse.

“This is my first time. It’s making me a little nervous, but I think I’ll be fine after a while. I met to ask you; you really can trust this Mike Wess?”

“Yes, last year I met him in Guam. I had taken a boat from Danang with a friend. We sneaked off on this man’s 28-meter yacht. He had found it anchored in a cove; it had belonged to an American during the war.”

“Have you been to Guam?”

Bian could see the excitement in Dao’s eyes. “Yes. Several times. When Mike and I got together in Guam last year, we went snorkeling. We stayed together for an entire week. That was the first time we had seen each other in three years. I told you about when I first met him, when we found a Vietnamese girl who stole gold from the government.”

“Yes. Did...did you share the same bed with him?”

“Yes. At the time, I thought I loved him. I even think so now. Sometimes I can’t get him off my mind. He’s a bit older than me, but he’s really in good physical shape and very intelligent. He’s a Commander in the American Navy.”

Dao expressed surprise. “But...but, aren’t you a communist? Isn’t it a crime to be an associate of another country’s military?”

“No. I’m not a communist. I only work for them. I pray to the Buddha for the return of my country's freedom. Please don’t say anything to anybody about what we have been talking about. We can be shot as traitors.”

Dao lowered her voice, “This is 1981. The war’s been over for eight years. I don’t think the government would do such a thing now.”

“There are still a lot of prisoners from the war who are waiting to be executed.”

***
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Chen-Ning Han smiled. His yellow opium-stained teeth appeared darker in the dimly lit private room. He owns the Happy Knight Club in Svay Pak, and his apartment above the discothèque was where he lived. The twenty-year-old Vietnamese girl danced naked in front of his reclining chair. Ning Han had many connections in the city, located 7.5 miles north of Phnom Penh, Cambodia.

Older men occupied the club because the underage girls, mostly Vietnamese, were there for sexual entertainment. Word got around about his club, and he noticed many American men were frequenting it.

A loud knock sounded. He motioned to Chiang, his secretary. After Chiang opened the door, a Chinese man with dirty clothing walked in. The music stopped, and the girl hurriedly went to the bathroom. Ning Han yelled, “This better be important. What is it?”

The nervous man bowed a few times, and while he faced the floor, he responded, “The amulet was taken by the airport customs yesterday. We tried to get it back, but failed.”

Ning Han motioned his secretary. Chiang removed a Chinese Type 64 semi-automatic pistol from under his suit jacket. He fired two rounds, one in the chest and the other in the forehead, as the man went down. He then went to the phone and ordered two men to remove the body, along with a cleaning crew. Blood had formed a pool upon the carpet. Ning Han had to decide whether to replace the rug or spend a fortune to have the shag cleaned. He was really upset; he didn’t think to drag him out to shoot the man in an alley.

***
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Usually, Mike Wess could never fall asleep aboard a flight. He awoke and checked his marine watch. He couldn’t believe he had just had six hours of sleep. The C-141 had begun to circle above the island of Guam. As he stared out the window, he admired the coastline of the Philippine Sea. The plane headed due north, and the sandy beaches near Ritidian Point came clearer as the jet lowered its altitude. After a sharp bank to the right, the aircraft dropped its landing gear. A slight bump and the squelch of the tires indicated the plane had touched the landing strip.
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